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Foreword

Foreword by José Manuel Barroso, President of the European Commission

Itis a great pleasure for me to present the 12 winners of the 2011 European Union Prize for Literature,
coming this year from Bulgaria, Czech Republic, Greece, Iceland, Latvia, Liechtenstein, Malta, Mon-
tenegro, Serbia, Netherlands, Turkey and the United Kingdom. This completes a 3 year cycle for the
prize: launched in 2009, it has been awarded to authors from all the 36 countries participating in the
Culture Programme of the European Union.

This edition is very timely in terms of the Commission’s new funding proposals for the post 2013
period. We are proposing to strengthen the EU’s support to the cultural and creative sectors through
a new “Creative Europe” Programme. Its key aims will be to foster the safeguarding and promotion
of our rich cultural and linguistic diversity while at the same time seeking to strengthen the cultural
and creative sectors, with a view to boosting their contribution to jobs and growth. At the heart of the
future programme will be efforts to strengthen the capacity of these sectors to work internationally,
as well support for promoting the circulation of cultural and creative works beyond national borders
in order to reach new audiences in Europe and further afield.

The EU prize for literature fits in well with these aims and is truly unique: it is the only award to celebrate
authors in so many European countries writing in such a broad array of languages. It brings some of
the newest and best European literary talent under the spotlight, helps these authors break into new
markets and reach new readers. More generally the prize seeks to raise long-term interest among pub-
lishers, booksellers and the public in reading works by foreign authors. Books can also be life changing
for us as individuals, fostering empathy for those with other lives, often less fortunate than ourselves.
Reading works by authors from different countries opens up our eyes to entirely new cultural contexts,
and helps us to understand each other better. This is all the more important in today's world.
Translation is of course central to emerging authors to find success outside their home base and the
prize helps the winners in this regard. The winners are given priority under the literary translation
strand of the EU’s Culture Programme and | am happy to see that over the last two years 19 of the
23 Prize winners from 2009 and 2010 have been translated into twelve different languages with EU
support. This has broadened access to these works, which can now be enjoyed by readers across
Europe, from Bulgaria to Italy and from Slovenia to Poland.

Let me thank the European Booksellers Federation, the European Writers” Council and the Federa-
tion of European Publishers for their commitment to the Prize. Working together with a Consortium
representing the whole book sector has in itself been a positive experience, showing how European
support can stimulate new initiatives and cooperation. A warm word of thanks also to the national
juries, who have dedicated precious time and hard work to a challenging process of selecting only
one winner — out of so many talented authors — from each country.

| wish the winners every success with their future careers and hope that they will be discovered and
enjoyed by many readers from across our entire continent as well as far beyond.

José Manuel BARROSO
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Bulgaria

Kalin Terziyski

Vima nu kot 0a su obuya (2009)

Is there anybody to love you (short stories)

Publishing House JANET 45

© Emil Georgiev

Biography

Kalin Terziiski was born in 1970 in Sofia. He graduated from medicine at the Medical Institute
in Sofia, and for four years worked as a psychiatrist in the second largest psychiatric hospital in
Bulgaria, the ‘St. Ivan Rilski’. However, he says, “because young doctors were receiving very low
wages, making it hard to live”, he started writing for newspapers and magazines. During this
time, he wrote a series of stories and cutting-edge alternative texts for magazines.

At the beginning of 2000, he quit his job as a doctor and devoted his whole time to writing,
working as a writer for television and radio, and writing collections of short stories between
2007-2010. He also took part in literary evenings and, in 2006, he became a member of the
literary alternative club ‘Litertura dictatorship’. His brother, the writer Svetoslav Terziyski, is also
a member of this club. Kalin is a very talented author in the field of new Bulgarian literature.

Synopsis

This collection incorporates 16 short stories. The book conveys the author’s knowledge of
modern cities, containing a subtle sense of humour and depicting larger than life characters.
The young author turns life into a new narrative reality, into a new writer’s philosophy. His
stories relate to the mysteries of life in the urban space. But the big city in the book is not one
we would know so well. It resembles a city in a fairy tale - filled with secrets and drama. It is a
big city that offers very colourful theatrical decors, against the background of which deep and
strange human drama develops. For example, the short story ‘Love’ is about the unacceptable
love that a university teacher has towards her student — a pretty but unapproachable young
man, who only looks unapproachable because everyone else thinks he is. The story unfolds in
a microbiology lab where the teacher works. Out of despair, she decides to poison this young
man. In the end, in a bizarre twist of fate, she finds out that he also loved her...

Another story, ‘Collector of Values’ is about a poor man who collects waste from the streets that
only he, his eyes unburdened by social prejudice, can see the true riches of. He discovers a small
bundle of discarded love letters, which become a real treasure to him.

The short stories of Kalin Terziyski are an attempt at establishing a new tradition in Bulgarian
prose: a tradition of humanistic and poetical urbanism.
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Vima nu kol 0a su obuya
Kalin Terziyski

MPOCAK

Jloxato BbpBUM C gbliepsA mu 1o Visan AceH, a3 oriexpuam
kpuure. Kpmure B Codus ca rposHnu, 3aIoTo ca CTapu u
CTapoOCTTa He TM 06/1aropoysiBa, a CaMo ChCUIBA Ma3UIKNTE
M.

3aToBa BbpBA U ITIeflaM BCUYKO, BCe eHO e HuIo. ToBa ce
IOCTUTA TPYAHO, HO BCEKM HECH3HATEJTHO I'0 NPaBU BCEKMU
IeH.

— A Moxe Ou McKau nuia?
- M-M, fia... — OTroBaps IPOBIAYE€HO JbIIEPS M.
MHOro Me IpasHu, KOraTo Iyiefja BCTpaHy, yHeCeHa B HIKAK'bB

HeVH CU MOMMUYELIKM TpaHC. bree. A3 ¢bM cpimus. Ta cpio
r7efa BCMYKO BCe eMHO € HUIIO.

- AMa me A Apeul, Hajau? — ONUTaM, KaTo S HNOAPBIBAM 3a
pbKarTa.

- M-M, pa... - 1 mak riaefa B HEBUJMMOTO IPOCTPAHCTBO,
yHeceHa.

3HaMm TO3M yHec. KoraTto He Mucamuumi, He 4YyBCTBAalll, He
Bipkgam ¥ He yyBam. Camo cm xuB. Hemo karto necHo
IIOCTUTHATA, feTcka Hupsana.

BbpBuM cM KbM NaBUINOHA, KBJETO IPOJaBaT NI, a3 BHU-
MaBaM Jja He HM O/'bCHE KOJIa, IbIepsl MU € OTIIYCHa/Ia PbKa
B MoOsiTa U ce IOOYTBa JIeKO B Kpaka MM, 3allOTO He IJefja
KbJe X0,

8 The European Union Prize for Literature 2011



Kalin Terziyski

A3, MoKaTO BHMMaBaM Jia He HIt O/TbCHE KOJTa, CY MUCIIA 3a JIeT-
cTBOTO. Jlanu mpes CBOETO NETCTBO CBM CE€ YyBCTBaJl nobpe?
V1 BpOOIIE, fany Hemo ¢bM 4yBCTBan? Jlamy ¢bM M3NUTBA
IIOCTOSIHHO Tas CMeC OT YyBCTBO 3a BMHA M pa3/IpasHEHNE OT
IIOCTOSIHHO Hamypauure 3agbKeHus?! EcrecTBeHo, 4e He.
ETo0, 0TKaKTO cTaHaX Bb3PacTeH BCE TAKMBA HEllla 9yBCTBaM. A
KaTo ieTe CUTYPHO CbM YyBCTBAJI HAKAKBU NETCKM IJTYIIOCTH.

Ibllepss MU ce cenBa M Me JPDbIIBA, 3aILOTO IO Hes MMHAaBa
enpo kyue. Cera a3 CbM ce YHECH]L.

Kbpe rmepami... y>x cu Bb3pacTeH — I'bpIa Me T4 3a pbKarTa.

Ha, Bb3pacTeH cbM. TonkoBa e ThXHO ToBa. Ho Maii kaTto nete
Mu Herre Mo-TBHXHO. ChBCEM SICHO OCh3HABAX, Y€ CbM 3aBUCUM
OT BCMYKO M BCMYKMN. V] 4e BCMYKYM UCTMHCKM yJOBONCTBUA Ca
CKpUTHM OT MeHe. B rappiepo6a, mop K04 — OT cTporata MaMa.
Mucns, 4e 3a 1a ce OTbpBa OT JJETCTBOTO CU, IIOPACHaX.

Tarem /Kol 3Hae OTKbie MM M3MUCAU TOBA YHIapCKO UMe
AbuiepA Mu/... Tyka cme. KakBo Mucnnm?

HI/IIJ_[O, ITyIIoCTN CU MIUC/IN TAaTKO.

Bnnsame B pecTOpaHTUYeTO M a3 C [ocaja IJefaM M3JI0XKe-
HIUTE MapyeTa NUIAa — THHKY, HEAIETUTHU — BAJ OIUT Jia
6pHaT MOIBraHM IMIaJJHU KIMeHTH. [Ibllepss MU T XapecBa,
3amoTo uMar napesuna. OTKbe I'bK ce B3e Tas IapeBuIja?
Jlanu He s TBITYAT HaBCAK'BJE, 3a 1a HU IPpUYYaT Ha PpypakHa
xpaHa? VI 6e3 Ipyro ucTMHCKaTa XpaHa I10 CBeTa HaMassiBa.

EnHo mapde ¢ napeBulia — MoAgpbIBa Me JbIIepsa M.
EnHo mapue ¢ napeBulia — MoBTapsAM a3 U IO/laBaM IIapuTe.

YyBcTBaM ce cab U HeJJOBOJIEH, 3alI0TO He MOTa Ia B/IUsAs Ha
cobcrBeHara cu ipuieps. He mora f1a s1 Hay4ya Ha TOBa, KOETO
cMsTaM 3a fobpo. Ts e Ha cefieM, a Bede 3Hae BCUYKO IIO-
nobpe or MeHe. [oTOBa e fja criopu. A a3 HAMaM eHeprus fia
cropsi ¢ Hes. [I'pk u 6M OMJIO CMEIIHO — BB3pacTeH MBX U
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Wma nu kol 0a 8u obu4a

MAQJIKO JieTe [ja ce Ipenupar Ha yaunara. VickaM 14 fa He Afne
MaKJoOHaJJC U HapeBua. VickaM 1a uMa eCTeTU4eCKO OTHO-
HIeH)e KbM XpaHarTa.

Vckam Ja JMa IIO-TO/JIAM MHTEpEC KPM MMHAJIOTO M KBM
UCTMHCKUTE HEIIa /TI/IH, KOWMTO a3 CU MUCJIA 3a UCTUHCKIU/ —
CTpyBa MU C€, 4€ CETAlIHUTE O€la NOTOJIKOBA HE C€ MHTEPE-
cyBaT OT MHAJIOTO, 9€ TO CAKall IIpecCTaBa 1a CbIICCTBYBaA.

VMcka Mu ce ma mMaM BJIacT HajJ TOBa MBHUYKO 4YOBedye —
nobpa u 6GraropogHa B/IACT, 32 fla s Hay4ya Ha JoOpu Hela.
Ho aamam.

[Tpk v Ha KaKBY JOOPYM Helja OuX 51 Hayunn? Ao Gelre MoMue,
[SIX CJIefl TOAVHY Jia 1 Hay4a Jja ce 6pbCHe.

Tsa cu B3eMa mimijaTa u 3arouyBa Ja A sjie. Sje 51, CsIKall IorTblna
HeIl0 HEMTPUTOHO 3a AfieHe. He cu mam 1a 1 e BKycHO. A a3 ¢bM
nakoM 4oBek. CTpyBa MM ce, 4e HOBUTE IIOKOJIEHNA IOPYU HAMA
la pasbepar cMucb/Ia Ha gymara upeBoyrogHudectso. e ce
XPaHAT C BOLOPACIN U peLMK/IVpaHy OOKIyLy, 3a Ia He 3INT-
BaT TOBA JJOCAZTHO HEIIO — KaK ce Kaspallle — a, ja — I/1af.

A3 mak Mucns, T4 Me Bogu. Mucnd cu 3a XxpaHaTa. XpaHaTa e
YIOBOJICTBME, KOETO IIle CTaHEe II0-CPAaMHO I OT CEKCa, KOraTo
cTaHe HegocTaTbyHa. /la, ma! He soxTe Macimo — uMma xojec-
TepOJ... KAKTO ¥ MecoTo. X/IA0bT € TOBa, KOeTO HU yOuBa.
AJKOXOTBT HM IpaBu jebeny M THIN, HAKpas CBIIO HU
ybusa. Buroto - kpbBTa Xpucrosa, Hu yonsa. Ex.

I/ Hu npecpemHa npocak. Enpp, noutn xonkoro meHe. Ilo-
nbieH. Bb3pacTeH 4oBeK — okono mericerropuiieH. Cbe
cuHsA yHupOpMa Ha KOHJJYKTOP, HO TaKa IpelpaBeHa, ye fia
U3T/IeX/1a POCALIKA.

C ropba mpe3 pamo — TonkoBa 6yradopHa, uye Me siocBa. Bee
eJHO MCKa JIa MU IOKa’ke, 4e € IpocAK, 4ye B TopbaTa My MMa
napyeTa cTap X/s0, ¢ KOJTO Iile XpaHM IIajjHA fIela.
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Kalin Terziyski

Tocniopuue, He ¢bM npocsk. [lait Tpu neBa #a ce mpubepem.
Tocron fma te noxusu. JJa um ebeM Marikata Ha IPOCALUTE
MpPBCHI. A3 JICKaM 3a BJIaKa, ga ce npubepeM. B mieBeHCcko Me
9yakaT. BHydJera... 1a TU € )KMBO U 3[IpaBO JE€TETO, Aall TPU JIeBa.

A a3 uckam Aa IIOKa’Xa Ha ObIIEpA CU, KaKBO IIpefCcTaB/isABa
MUTTOCDHPANETO.

Mucns cu: eTo, TOV € IPOTHUBEH, IpUIKYa HAa MISMaMHMUK, HO
TS — MaJIKaTa U HeBeXKaTa, Iiie pasbepe, 4e JoOpUs YOBEK He
ce MHTepecyBa Kak 1 Ha Koro gaBa. llle Hayum, 4e BakHU ca
CBCTPAflaHMETO U MUJIOCTTA.

A B ycTaTa Ha IIpocel s UMa 371aTeH 360, KOiTo Me BOecABa.
U a3 cu kasBaM: CMupH ce 11 He CHAM 32 XOpaTa II0 3/IaTHUTE
uM 3p6u. Heka BUAM MajKOTO MOMMYe KaK Ce faBa I Kak ce
npasu f1o6po.

V1 usBakgaM oT mK06a CM YeTMPH jIeBa — efHa [IByJIeBKa I
nBe exHoneBKu. OTOpOsiBAaM Tpy JIeBa 1 MOCATAM fa MY I'l
nam. Toit HAKAaK IpeKaseHoO Irpybo M CPBYHO I'M B3eMa U
U3IBPIIBA U OCTAHA/IATA eHOJIEBKA.

Ila xammHeM HeIlo, He ChbM SJI, HUIIO He ChM S 1eJT eH.

Ome mo-mobpe, Mucns cu. A gblepss MU Me TJefja MajiKo
yIJIaIlI€HO.

3amo My gasai napu? Toii e nuraHmH.

Kak... xakBo kaTto e uuraHmH...! Hanm e 4yoBek um uma
HYX/Ia... He pa3bpa 1y, 4e HsAMa Iapy Jia ce BbpHe BKBIUIN. ..
u He e A1. He e Ba>kHO Ha KOTro JgaBaml... BaXXHOTO €, 4e KaTo
flajienl... CTaBall mo-g00bp.

Vit roBOpA Ollle ITeT MMHYTHU Hellja, HA KOUTO TPYAHO BAPBaM,
HO MHOT'O MU Ce 1je T4 /ia IOBAPBA.

Ho B rmaBara Mu, B CbpLIETO MM Ce NOpak/a rHAB. [HeBa Ha
U3TbraHus 40BEK.

The European Union Prize for Literature 2011 11



Wma nu kol 0a 8u obu4a

I 3acraBaM Ha BI'bjIa Ha yIMIlaTa, HaOnoO#aBaM KakKBoO IIe
IpaBU NpOCAKa, Ce] KaTo Beye MMa MOUTe 4eTUpH JIeBa.
Jblepss M1 € HECIIOKOJIHA M Me IOJIP'bIIBa, VICKA []a CU XOJ M.
Ho a3 s gppnBaM IO CMJIHO 3a pbUMYKaTa U T pas3bupa, de
cera C’bM CepMO3€H U Helllo He € Xy0aBo KaTo Mpe.

IIpocak®T ce BbpTU ABE — TPpU MUHYTU HAIlpep Has3aj. A3
SICHO 3HaM, 4e 4akKa HOB IJIyIlaK, HOB 0/l1aropojieH MYXIbO,
KOTOTO Jia U3/I'bXKe. A3 He CbM 6/1aropojieH MyX/bo. A3 camMo
JICKaX Jia TIOKa)ka Ha MasikaTa CU Ablieps KakBa e 61arocrra
Ha cebepasgaBaHeTo. [la u mokaxa, ye e joOpe fa gaBail...
U KOTaTo JsCHaTa pbKa JaBa, /JsABaTa Ja He 3Hae 3a TOBA.
Vickam 15 fja e 61aroTBOpuTeHAa M MUJIA, @ He 037100eHa KaTo
BCUYKIL.

U ce wyBcTBaM BOECEH OT I/IYIIOCTTA CI.

[piiepss Mu Me raefa 0o6ObpKaHO, He MOXe Ja pasbepe HUTO
KaKBO IIPaBsl, HUTO KaKBO MUCJIA.

[TpocsaxbT Me BWKAA. 3acyeTsBa ce M OTMBA [O JaBKa 3a
ankoxon u sApku. [IpaBu cbBceM Heemo ABMKEHE, BCE eJHO
Ile CU KynyBa Helo. Xa, CUTYPHO Kaiy 1 6 bpObH.

SaI_LIO HEe OTUOCII B HAKOA X)Ie6apH1/[ua, IIynmako — MUCIIA CU
— IIOHE Ja CbM U3/I'bI'aH KaKTO TpH6Ba?

Toit oTHOBO Me BVMJK[Ia M MM KMMBa C IJlaBa — Ha [OBaliceT
MeTpa CbM OT HEro — M IIaK MMUTHPA KyIyBaHe Ha HEIlo.
VM odakBa, 4e a3 me ce oTKa)ka ma ro Habmomasam. Ho as ro
HaO/II0aBaM.

Toit uMmuTUpa, Ye cu TpbrBa.

A3 ppbpnBaM AbliepsA CU, NOBAMYAM S KBM BXOJ Ha KblIa,
K'BJIETO, TSI ChbBCEM OO'bpKaHa Me muTa?

Crnegum nu ro?

Ha... ToJ HM M3/Ibra... TOM HAMAIle Hy KA OT ITapy 3a BIaK...
cera Iie BUMIL, 1€ TI0MCKA U OT JPyIru

12 The European Union Prize for Literature 2011



Kalin Terziyski

Mu... Ja C XOoOgMMM ToraBa...

He... He 6uBa I'BbXXIMTE TaKa... HAMA Jja IO OCTaBsA Ja JI'bXe
U IPYIN...
Mmu... T 3amo My fane?

3amoTo My NOBAPBAaX... BAXKHOTO € [ja laBalll HAa TNA, KOUTO
TU UCKAT, 6e3 HeNPeK'bCHATO JIa MUC/IAII, Ye Te JI'bXKaT

Xaiie ma cu XOOUM...
He... me Hu BbpHe mapure, aKko e rbxer!

V1 HabnropaBaM mpocska. A TOIL, yceTusl, 4e e cBoOOJeH jja
lleficTBa, cpa MoMue 1 Momuue. He ro 4yBam, HO IO MUMM-
KJTe My pa3bupam, ye MOBTAps CHINUTE HElla, KOUTO € Kazasl
U Ha MEHe.

VsnuTBaM CMUJIHO MIy/ICUpaHe B C/IENOOYMATAa — TO3U BUJ
THSIB, KOWITO MTOHSKOTA BOAY /1O MO3'BYEH yHap UIK O yonii-
crBo. He Mora ma cu 06scHA 3amo — He — O0sACHABAM CU
BeflHara. 3alloTo C Te3M Iapu, C Te3! YeTUpH jeBa LiAX fa
KYIIs Ha Abllieps cU TeMIlepHu 6om. Vickax ma My Hapucysa
HOPTPEeT — TaKbB, KAKBBTO CBM — C Opajia 1 00MYaH OT Hes.
A cera ce uyBcTBaM n3mMameH. Ho Hanu cpm 1o6bp? Hanm He
ce MHTepecyBaM OT TOBA, K'bfie 1lle OTUAAT JapeHNUTe OT MeH
napu?! Hanu He cbM 3B MapaHOUK, KOWTO IpaBM CMeTKa U
3a IapyeTo MYXJIsAcal X510, KOeTo e gai Ha 6e3JOMHO Ky4de?

Ho B YHUINUTE MU 6YMTI/I KpbBTa, 9aK MU CTaBa 3/1€ OT THAB U
3no6a. CTuckam PpPKaTa Ha ObIIEPA CU, TA Me I'/Iefla TPE€BOXKHO.

U ma Te M3mMBXKAT... € MHOTO IO-00pe, OTKOJIKOTO TU [ia
U3IBXeI... pa3bpa u — Ka3BaM TUXO U JIpe3raso.

AMu 3a110 ma Me IbXKaT?
Taxka...

A IIpOCAKDT CIIMpa MOMY€ C paHNIA, YHECEHO — OT HOBUA
TUII XOpa — KOUTO XKUBEAT HAKDBLIC B 3aJ’PHCHUTE YIMIIM HaA
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Wma nu kol 0a 8u obu4a

VurepHer. ToraBa a3 m3nmusaMm. B pxo6a Mu uma croaem
HOX. MHOro TpHBK - mocTa obabl. He craBa 3a psAsaHe, a
3a MymkaHe. CUT'YpHO Helllo B MeHe He e Hapefl, 3a fla To
Hocs. Terna ypuieps cu 3a ppKaTa 1 IpUOIMKaBaM IIPOCIKA.
3acTaBaM IIpeJ; HETO TBKMO, KOTaTO € B3eJl IOpeJHUTEe TpU
JieBa OT MOMUYETO, XuBeemo B VIHTepHerT. [Jonupam oTBOpe-
HIA HOX B KopeMa My. Toit mpaBu I7lynaBa, XUTpa, yITalleHa
U IPOTUBHA PVU3NOHOMMA.

Bbpuu mu napure!
3amio... TOCIOJ|MHE. .. a3 32 BIaKa TU T IIOUCKAX...

JIpxew — ka3BaM rpy6o, a Abliiepst MU HEPBHO Me bpra. T
Beye Ce € yIyIalllijia MHOTO.

He te npxeM... [ocnogune, 4yecTeH Kp'bCT...

VI nuueTo My cTaBa TOJIKOBA HAIJO, Ye YaK Ceé CT'BINMCBAM.
Toit rnema npe3 MeHe. Buxaa xonko c¢bM HumoxeH. Camo
UMNUTHUpA, Ye ce e Noymramma. 3Hae jJoOpe TakmuBa KaTo
MeHe. [IJom faBar mapu, HAMa fja youAT 4oBek. JInieTo My oT
CeKyH/Jja Ha CeKyH/Ja CTaBa Bce II0 TBBPAIO U B O4NTE My Bede
HsAMa ipe6HaBa XUTPIUHA — CaMO TPy6O0, CBUPENO Ipe3peHe.
byra ppkara mn.

A3 He CBM CaM... OT IIJIEBEHCKO CMe... CbC CHHA CMe TyKa...
U 3a Hero Tpe6Ba OuleT ga KymyBaM... a3 IOMUCINX, 9e CU
KOOBP YOBEK...

A, OM ¥ CMHA TU... — HE C€ YyBaM, KaKBO roBops. Pbkara
MI JCKa Jla ce BbpHe IIpU KopeMa My, ja ro youe u fia mocee
CIpaBeI/IMBOCT. A ycTaTa MU MbHKa — 3Hauu u cuHa tn? U
TY 3aTOBA JIM OT BCEKMU CpelHaT uckam? A?

W rnacpT My Tpenepu.

Abe s ce maxaii oT Tyka. ! Kakso... S cu 6erait...
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Kalin Terziyski

U 3a6pp3aHO, AXOCAHO, MPOCAKDT ce 0OpbIIa ¥ TPBrBa IO
ynunara. A gbpuieps MU U3MbKBa pbKaTa CU OT MOATA U CU
a1 n3bbvpca. CTouM aBe MUHYTHU. A3 CI'bBaM HOXa, KOWTO
HeJIeTo € BUCSAJI B OTIIyCHaTaTa MU pbKa.

[Isimata Tv pKa € MOTHA — Ka3Ba [bleps MU.

Mu... sigocax ce... U3/'bra HU TOS IATO.

Huo, a3 muMaM crieCTeHM e TAECET /IeBa, e TU JaM YeTU . ..
He e tam paborara.

I'memam crep mpocska ¥ MM CTaBa TOJIKOBA TEXXKO, TOJIKOBA
THETAaBO — BCE €JHO ChM II'BTHAJ Lisi/IaTa MY Mp'bCHa Topba
u cera T4 Me fymn. ONUTBaM ce fa Npegu3BIUKaM CMUpPEHNe
y cebe cu u He Mora. [Ipimeps mu Mme nornexja. Ja! Vckam
na 6pma BceompomiaBaml. CuleH KaTo OKeaHCKU NPUIUB U
Ho6Bp KaTo Malika KbM feTeTo ci. VI He mora. ChpieTo Mu
61e CUTHO U 37T00HO, TULIETO MU C€ IIOTI.

M3nbra Hu... un as...
KakBo? - nura gpiiepsa Mmu
Huio He HanmpaBux

A KakBO la HallpaBuUII?
Y... ne na 3sHaM... Hello...

Ho koraro mornexjgamM KbM Hes, BUKIaM, Ye TA IaK Ce €
YHecCna B CBOATa JIeTCKa, yymecHa Hupsana. [mema Bcuvko,
BCe €JHO € HUIIO.

A3 Mucnser MIUHYTU 3a CIYYMIIOTO C€, CJIell TOBAa C€ OTHACAM
HaHAKDBIE. "n ABaMaTa C HeA IIpOABb/I’)KaBaM€ Ia BbpPBUM IIO
yannarta, BCEKM YHECEH B CBOA HEBUIAUM CBAT.
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Is there anybody to love you (short stories)
Kalin Terziyski

Translated from the Bulgarian by Maria Boyadjieva

BEGGAR

While I'm walking along Ivan Assen Street, together with my
daughter, 'm taking a survey of the buildings. The buildings
of Sofia are ugly because they are too old and their old age
doesn’t dignify them but only ruins their coats.

That’s why I'm walking, watching everything as if it’s nothing. It’s
difficult to achieve, but everyone does it unconsciously every day.
‘Maybe you want some pizza?’

‘M-mm, yes... , my daughter answers drawlingly.

I become irritated when she looks aside, dreaming in some
girlish trance of hers. She’s roving. And I'm the same. She’s
watching everything as if it’s nothing, as well.

‘But youre going to eat it, aren’t you?’ I ask her while 'm
pulling her hand.

‘M-mm, yes... , then she’s watching through the invisible
space again, still dreaming.

I know perfectly well this dreaminess — when you don’t think,
feel, see or hear. You are just alive; something like an easily
reached, children’s Nirvana.

We are walking towards a pavilion where pizzas are sold, I'm
being careful so a car doesn’t hit us; my daughter has dropped
her hand in mine and she’s slightly walking into my legs,
because she just doesn’t watch where she’s going.
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And I, while I'm being careful a car doesn’t hit us, I'm think-
ing about childhood. I wonder whether I felt good when I was
a child, whether I felt something at all, whether I was con-
stantly experiencing this mixture of guilt and the irritation
of constantly pressing duties? Of course not. Ever since I grew
up I felt such things. But as a child I probably felt some child-
ish, silly things.

My daughter startles and pulls my hand, because a big dog
passes by her. Now I'm dreaming.

‘Where are you looking... ? As if you were a baby! You're sup-
posed to be an adult.” she’s pulling my hand.

Yes, I'm an adult. That’s so sad! But it seems to me that I
was sadder as a child. I pretty clearly understood that I was
dependent on everything and everybody; and that all true
pleasures were hidden from me - in the wardrobe, under lock
and key - from a strict mamma.

I think I grew up in order to get rid of my childhood.
‘Daddish (who knows from where she invented this Hungar-
ian name and titled me)... we’re here. What do you think?’
‘Nothing, daddy thinks nonsense.’

We’re entering the small restaurant and I'm bored, watching
the displayed pizza slices- thin and uninviting — an apathetic
effort to tempt some hungry clients. My daughter likes the
slices because there’s corn on them. But what the hell is this
corn doing here? | Maybe they stuff it everywhere in order to
accustom us to animal feed? There’s no doubt that, globally,
we are running out of real, nutritious food.

‘One slice with corn,” my daughter’s pulling me.

‘One slice with corn,’ I repeat the order and hand over the
money.
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I feel myself weak and displeased because I don’t have any
influence on my own daughter. I can’t teach her what I think
is good. She’s seven and she already knows everything better
than me. She’s ready to argue. And I don’t have the energy to
get involved in her arguments. Actually, it would be funny
somehow - a middle-aged gentleman and a little girl having
an argument on the street.

I’d rather she avoided eating McDonalds and corn. I'd rather
she had an aesthetic attitude towards food and a bigger inter-
est in the past and true matters (I mean, those matters I think
are true) — it seems to me that the children of today are not
interested in the past to the extent as if it had stopped existing.

I’d rather be in authority over this little manikin - some kind
of high-minded and good-natured authority in order to teach
her what is good. But I can’t.

And yet, how exactly to teach her good things? If she was a
boy, after some years passed, I would teach her how to shave
close.

She takes her pizza and starts eating it as if she were swallow-
ing something unsuitable for eating. It doesn’t look like it’s
tasty for her. But I am a gluttonous person and it seems to me
that the next generations won’t even understand the meaning
of the word ‘gluttony’. They will feed on seaweed and some
recycled shit in order not to feel that annoying feeling — what
was its name - oh, yes — hunger.

Now I go on thinking and she navigates me. I'm thinking
about food. Food is a pleasure which is going to become even
more disgraceful than sex when it turns out to be insufficient.
Yes, yes! Don’t eat butter — there’s cholesterol in it... as well as
in meat. Bread kills us. Alcohol makes us fat and thick headed;
it ultimately kills us. And wine... the blood of Christ... it kills
us as well. Oh, dear!
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And in that moment a beggar pops up in front of us. Big,
almost like me, though stouter. An old man around sixty in
the blue uniform of a ticket-collector, but altered in a way to
look beggarly.

He stands in front of me with a bag slung across his shoulder
- so absurd is that bag that it pisses me off. As if he wants to
demonstrate to me that he’s a beggar; that there are pieces of
stale bread in the bag, and he’s going to feed starving children
with them.

‘T’'m not a beggar, sir. I just don’t have money to go home. Fuck
all them beggars! Dirty rats they are! I need it for the train,
to go home. They’re waitin’ for me to come. My grandsons...
God bless your child, give me three leva.

And I want to demonstrate to my daughter what mercy is.

I think to myself, ‘here he is, he’s lousy and looks like a cheat
but she, being so little and ill-informed, she’ll understand
somehow that the good person is not interested in how and to
whom they give. She’ll learn that compassion and mercy are
important.

There’s a gold tooth in the beggar’s mouth which pisses me
off further. And I say to myself, ‘Be humble, man and don’t
pass judgment on people because of their golden teeth. Let the
little girl see how you give and do good.

And I take four leva out of my pocket — a two-/ev banknote
and two one-/ev coins. Then I count out three leva and pass
them to him. He grasps the banknotes and even manages to
somehow pull out, rudely and skillfully, even the last one lev.

‘Let’s have something to eat! I haven’t eaten anything today,
I'm starving.’

‘Even better,’ I think to myself. My daughter looks at me in
amazement and fear.
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‘Why do you give him money? He’s a gypsy.’

‘So... whatifhe’sa gypsy... ? He’sa man, isn’t he? ! He needs...
don’t you understand... he’s got into trouble and can’t go
home... and he’s starving. It doesn’t matter to whom you
give... What’s most important is that... if you give away...
you’ll grow up a better person.

And I keep on talking to her another five minutes about stuff
I hardly believe much, but she’ll believe.

But in my head, in my heart anger rises against him - the
anger of the fooled man.

I'm standing at the corner of the street, keeping a sharp eye
on what exactly the beggar’s going to do after he took my four
leva. My daughter is uneasy; she’s pulling my hand, it’s time
we were moving. But I pull her hand more vigorously and
now she understands how serious I am, and that something is
not as good as before.

The beggar wanders for two or three minutes, back and forth.
I see clearly how he’s waiting for another prey, some new noble
fool to cheat. I'm not a noble soft-head. I just wanted to show
to my little daughter the sweetness of selfless giving; to show
her it’s good to give... and when the right hand gives, the left
should not know about it. I want her to be a charitable and
considerate person, not as embittered as all the rest.

And I feel myself in a rage because of my own foolishness.

My daughter’s looking at me in confusion. She can under-
stand neither what I'm doing, nor what I'm thinking about.

The beggar spots me. He starts fussing about and moves to
a small shop where spirits and nuts are sold. He makes some
pretty ridiculous movement, pretending to buy something.
Hum, probably cashews and bourbon.
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‘Why don’t you go to some bakery, you bastard,’ I think to
myself ‘at least I won’t feel deceived in that case!’

He spots me once again and nods - 'm twenty metres away
from him - and he continues pretending to shop expecting
that I'll give up. But I continue watching him. He’s pretends
to leave. I pull my daughter and start dragging her to some
house entry where she asks me in total amazement:

‘Are we spying on him?’
‘Yes... he lied to us... this money for the train... he didn’t
need it... now he’ll cheat someone else, you'll see...’

‘Um... let’s go then...

‘No... I can’t stand liars... I won’t let him cheat someone
else...

‘But... why did you give him the money?’

‘Because I trusted him... it’s more important to give to those
who want, without constantly suspecting that they cheat you.

‘Let’s go, Daddish...
‘No... if he’s a liar, he’ll pay us the money back!

And I'm watching the beggar. And he, becoming aware that
he’s free to operate, stops a boy and a girl. I don’t hear him,
but I see his facial expression and I already know he’s repeat-
ing the same things he said to me.

I feel a violent pulsating in my temples— the kind of anger
that sometimes leads to strokes or murder. I can’t explain
to myself why it happens; no, I explain it right now. Because
with this money, with this four leva I would buy my daughter
tempera paints. I wanted her to paint me a portrait - such as I
am - bearded and loved by her. And now I'm feeling cheated.
But I'm a good person, aren’t I? I'm not interested in where
the money donated by me would go, am I? I'm not a wicked
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paranoiac who thinks twice about the mouldy piece of bread
he’s thrown to a homeless dog, am I?

But blood pounds in my ears; I feel faint with anger and spite.
I'm squeezing my daughter’s hand and she’s looking at me
with anxiety.

‘And if it happens that somebody cheats you... it’s much better
than for you to cheat... got it?’ I say quietly and hoarsely.
‘Why should they cheat me?’

‘So it is...

Now the beggar stops a boy with a backpack, some dreaming
boy - from this new type of people who live somewhere in the
dead-end streets of the Internet. Then I get out. There’s a jack
knife in my pocket; very thin, pretty long. It’s not fit for slicing
but for a jab. Probably something in me is out of order other-
wise why would I carry it around. I'm pulling my daughter’s
hand, approaching the beggar. I stand up in front of him just
when he has taken the next three leva from the boy living in
the Internet. I point the opened knife towards his stomach. He
makes some stupid, cunning, scared stift and odious face.

‘Give me my money back!’

‘Why... sir... I wanted it for the train...

“You're lying, I say rudely while my daughter nervously pulls
me. Now she’s really scared.

‘I don’t lie to you... Honestly, sir...’

And his face becomes so insolent that I'm almost taken aback.
He’s looking right through me. He clearly sees how insignifi-
cant I am. He’s just imitating fear. He knows very well people
like me. They won’t kill somebody if they are willing to give
their money away. His face becomes more and more unyield-
ing and there’s no petty cunning in his eyes - just a coarse,
tferocious contempt. He pushes my hand away.
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T'm not... we're from a village near Pleven... we’re here with
my son... I have to buy a ticket for him, too... I thought you're
a good man...’

‘Oh, your son too... , I'm not hearing what I'm talking about.
My hand wants to return to his stomach, to kill him and to
sow justice. But my mouth’s mumbling, ‘So, and your son,
too? Maybe that’s why you’re asking every person you see?
My voice is trembling too.

‘Hey, get away from here! What... get away, man...’

And the beggar turns around and starts along the road
— irritated and in a hurry. My daughter snatches her hand
from mine and starts wiping it. We stand still for about two
minutes. I fold up the knife that inconveniently dangles in my
limp hand.

“Your hand’s all sweaty, my daughter says.

‘Look... I got angry... This old man lied to us.
‘Anyway, I have fifty leva saved up; I'll give you four...’
‘That’s not the problem...’

I'm looking after the beggar and I feel so miserable, so
oppressed as if I've swallowed his big, dirty bag and now it’s
suffocating me. I'm trying to provoke some humbleness in
me, but it’s impossible. My daughter doesn’t look at me. Yes! I
want to be all-absolving; strong as an ocean tide and good as
a mother to her child. But I can’t. My heart’s beating strong
and maliciously; my face is sweating.

‘He lied to us... and I...

‘What?” my daughter asks.

‘1 did nothing...’

‘And what should you do?’

‘Oh... I don’t know... something...
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But when I look at her I see that she’s dreaming again in her
children’s wonderful Nirvana. She looks at everything as if
it’s nothing.

I think for another five minutes about the incident; then I fall
into a reverie. And we keep walking along the street, everyone
dreaming in his own invisible world.
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Biography

The prose writer Tomas Zmeskal (b.1966 in Prague) studied English language and literature,
and he lived and studied in London for a number of years. In the 1980s, he played for a while in
the band Psi vojaci, led by writer and musician Filip Topol. He works as a writer, translator and a
secondary-school teacher of English literature.

Although he had earlier published short stories, he came to wider attention mainly through
his first novel, Milostny dopis klinovym pismem (Love Letter in Cunieform Script, 2008), which
describes the post-war world of 1950s Czechoslovakia from a postmodern, fragmented per-
spective. For this novel, he was shortlisted for the Magnesia Litera Prize and was awarded the
Josef Skvorecky Award.

Synopsis

Tomas Zmeskal's debut novel, Milostny dopis klinovym pismem, is both a history and a love story,
which touches on moral issues, myths and science fiction. This family saga might also be seen
as a collage or a mosaic.

The main plot is set in Czechoslovakia between the 1940s and the 1990s and its narrative con-
cerns the tragic stories of one family. Josef meets his wife, Kvéta, before the Second World War
at a public lecture on Hittite culture. Kvéta chooses Josef over their mutual friend Hynek. At the
beginning of the 50s, Hynek starts work as a police investigator and, when Josef is arrested and
imprisoned, Kvéta gives herself to Hynek in return for help and advice.

The story of Josef and Kvéta isn’t set out in chronological order and so, in the very first chapter,
we find ourselves at the end of the 60s when their daughter, Alice, is about to get married. At
the end of the novel we meet Josef, his life in danger, in a West Bohemian forest during the last
days of the war.

This is a work with a thoughtfully considered structure. Several chapters contain stories from
other eras and other lands - these fantasies point to the finality and uniqueness of every human
life.
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Vyriatek z kapitoly 3

Alice se narodila v roce 1950, nékolik mésict predtim, nez
otce zatkli, odsoudili a uvéznili. Nic z toho si ale Alice nepa-
matovala, to vSechno znala jen z vypravéni a ze vzpominek
pribuznych. Matka za nim kazdy mésic jezdila. Nékdy jezdila
Alice s ni, ale dovnitf ji stejné nepustili, a tak zlistavala u tety
v sousednim mésté. A pak, po deseti letech, se jeji otec objevil
doma. Alice ho znala z vypravéni a z fotografii. Dostavala od
néj dopisy, které ji zprvu cetla matka, a potom, kdyzZ se naucila
Cist, si je uz cetla sama. Nebyla rada, ze jim posilal dopisy, i
kdyz to matka skryvala, vétSinou plakala, a to Alice védéla, i
kdyz se to matka snazila nedat najevo. A pak, kdyz minuly jeji
desaté narozeniny, otce propustili. TéSila se, vSichni se tésili
a vsichni byli nervézni a Stastni. Nejprve matka chodila na
néjaké urady, potom je stale castéji navstévovali rtzni pri-
buzni a znami a s matkou procitali spousty papiri, které pak
vyplnovali a o kterych mluvili jazykem, jemuz Alice nerozu-
méla. A pak ji jednoho dne matka fekla, Ze pro ni ma veliké
prekvapeni, to prekvapeni bylo to, Ze otec mél prijet presné za
dva tydny domd, Ze ho propusti uz po deseti letech, ne po tfi-
nacti, jak stalo v pivodnim rozsudku, a Ze bude opét s nimi.
Alice matce prili$ nerozumeéla, protoze podle matky mél otec
prijet, mél se vratit, ale co se Alice pamatovala, nikdy s nimi
nezil, pro ni to tedy ndvrat nebyl, protoze ona ho nikdy nevi-
déla odchazet. Otec se mél vratit z vézeni ve ctvrtek. Ty dva
tydny nebylo s matkou k vydrzeni. Alice nechapala, co se to
s ni déje. Byla rdda, Ze se ji tata vrati, uz proto, Ze ho méla ve
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vézeni a ze se o tom prili§ nesmélo mluvit. Alice chépala, tak
to alespon fikal stryc Antonin, Ze jeji tata je statecny clovék,
ktery se postavil bezpravi, a proto ho uvéznili, protoze tenhle
ten rezim, fikal dal stryc Antonin, jsou stejné v§echno jenom
zlo¢inci, od kterych nikdo nemitze nic dobrého cekat. Alice
prili§ nerozuméla, co to ten rezim vlastné je, ale myslela si,
ze to bude nékdo asi stejné tak dilezity jako $kolni inspek-
tor, kterého se bala nejenom tfidni ucitelka Svobodova, ale i
feditelka $koly Krausova, a to uz tedy bylo néco. Alice také
védeéla, ze jsou véci, o kterych se mtize mluvit jen doma, a
ne ve $kole nebo v obchodé nebo na ulici. Tééila se, Ze se jeji
tatinek vrati domu, i kdyz matka neustale prala, uklizela,
prerovnavala véci a utirala prach. Jednou Alice zaslechla, jak
se radi se strycem Antoninem, jestli md vymalovat nebo ne.
Stryc ji presvédcil, Ze nema malovat, tim, Ze fekl:

»Uklidni se, Kvétus, prijede ti Josef a on vymaluje. Vyma-
lujete spolu, kdyz budes chtit.“ Nato se jeji matka jako obvykle
rozplakala a to, pro¢ jeji matka place kvili malovani, Alice
uz opravdu pochopit nedokazala. Byt byl uklizeny, okna byla
umyta, kvétiny presazené, dokonce i Aliciny hrac¢ky matka
zkontrolovala pfinejmensim ctyrikrat. Uz se to s ni nedalo
moc vydrzet, a tak se Alice radéji zdrzovala u kamaradky
Terezy. Tam ji matka nechdvala cas od casu byt, protoze
dédecek Terezky byl také ve vézeni, i kdyZ v jiném nez tatinek.
V obyvacim pokoji u Terezy byl obrazek dédecka. Byl to veliky
mohutny pan s velikym bfichem, velkymi kniry a pohledem,
ktery pronikal aZ do morku kosti. Jednu ruku mél ve vesticce,
z které visel fetizek od hodinek, a Terez¢ina babicka o ném
fikala, Ze to byl moc velky dobrdk a Ze si tohle nezaslouzil.
To Alice Terez¢iné babicce nevérila, protoze se z té fotogra-
fie dival tuze pfisné a nevlidné. A navic jeho bficho bylo tak
veliké a vypadalo stejné prisné jako jeho kniry a jeho neu-
prosny pohled.
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V ttery $la Terezka k Alici domu s tim, Ze si odpoledne
udélaji domadci tkoly. Matka si poslednich nékolik tydnt
kupovala mnoho véci, které predtim nikdy doma nemély, byly
tam rténky, hfebeny do vlasi, pribyly pudfenky, a dokonce i
nékolik malych lahvicek parfémi. Alice s Terezou si je zkou-
sely. Povoleni od Aliciny matky mély, i kdyz mély zaroven také
prikazano byt se v§im velice opatrné, ponévadz to stdlo hodné
penéz. Kdyz zazvonil zvonek, bylo jisté, Ze to bude sousedka
pani Polackova a ze bud bude chtit pajc¢it mouku, vajicka,
mléko, kvasnice anebo néco jiného, nebo ze bude chtit vritit,
mouku, vajicka, mléko, kvasnice anebo néco jiného. Ob¢ dv¢
divky se na sebe podivaly, usklibly se a Tereza fekla:

»Polackova?“ Alice se usklibla jesté jednou a fekla:

»Nemate nahodou, milacku, kvasnice?* a sla otevrit. Kdyz
se podivala kukatkem ven, nikoho nevidéla. To nebude Polac-
kova, Polackova vzdycky stala tak, aby na ni bylo vidét v
kukatku, a tak se Alice otocila a §la zpatky za Terezou.

»Kdo to byl?“ zeptala se Tereza.

»Nikdo,“ odpovédéla Alice, ,nikdo tam neni, a kdyz tam
nikdo neni, tak stejné nikomu nesmime otvirat, tak co...“ Po
chvili se znovu ozval zvonek. Ted uz se obé divky zvedly a $ly
se podivat ke dvefim.

»Nékdo tam je,“ fekla Tereza, ,podivej se.“ Alice se podi-
vala a za dvefmi stal muz, otoceny ke dvefim zady, s taskou
v ruce. Divky se na sebe znovu podivaly a Alice oteviela. Ve
dverich stal jeji otec. To, Ze to byl jeji otec, poznala ihned,
protoze jeho fotografie byly vSude v jejich byté a nejvice jich
bylo v matc¢iné pokoji. Byl ale mnohem, mnohem hubenéjsi
nez na fotografiich. Kdyz uvidél Alici, fekl:

»Dobry den, Alice.“ Alice stala, drzela kliku dvefi a fekla:
»Dobry den, pane.”
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»Ja jsem tvij tatinek, Alice,” ekl pan.
»Ja vim, pane,” fekla Alice.
»Miizu dal?“ zeptal se otec.

»Mizete, pane tatinku, fekla Alice a nejisté se podivala
na Terezu. Tereza stala v rohu predsiné, vSechno pozorovala,
ale nic nefikala. Otec ve$el do predsiné a uvidél ji. Podival se
na ni a rekl:

»1y musi$ byt Terezka, ne?“

»Ano, pane,“ odpovédéla Terezka a po chvili vahani se
zeptala: ,,Vy jste Alicin tatinek?“

»Ano, jsem,” fekl otec.

»Aha,“ fekla Terezka. Muz vesel, zaviel za sebou dvere,
sehnul se a uchopil Alici do naruci, kdyz ji zvedl, byla Alice
témér az u stropu. Alice nevédéla, co délat, ale kdyz ji takhle
nékdy chytal stryc Antonin, teta Sdrka nebo stryc Bedfich,
tak je vzdycky uchopila kolem krku. Udélala tedy to samé.
Muz se zacal smat, coz se Alici libilo, ale zaroven citila, ze
ma od néj mokrou tvar, coz se ji zase tolik nelibilo, protoze si
pred chvili s Terezou zkousSely novy nartizovély a prekrasné
vonavy pudr. Odtahla se od néj a snazila se na néj nenapadné
podivat, zatimco ji drzel vysoko nad zemi. Po chvili ji otec
postavil na zem, vytahl z kapsy veliky kapesnik a vysmrkal se.
Ten kapesnik Alici zaujal, protoze ani ona, ani matka takové
veliké kapesniky nikdy nepouzivaly. Takové veliké kapesniky
byly vyzehlené a srovnané v matc¢iné skfini, tam, kde byly
otcovy véci. Takové kapesniky se pouzivaly jenom na rozbité
koleno, na osetfeni fiznuti do prstu pfi krdjeni cibule nebo
mrkve, do takovych kapesnikii se nesmrkalo. Takové kapes-
niky se pak daly do $pinavého pradla, vyvarily se, vyzehlily a
slozily na sebe ve skfini v matc¢iné pokoji. Alice se tedy otocila
a odbéhla do matc¢ina pokoje, otevrela skfin a vzala ze Stosu
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srovnanych kapesnikt dva veliké, ¢isté vyzehlené kapesniky
vonici mydlem a s nimi se vratila k svému otci do predsiné
a vlozila mu je do ruky. Otec se na ni spé$né podival, ted se
neusmival, ale dival se ji najedou a nec¢ekané pfimo do oci, az
v Alici hrklo a malem se ji zastavil dech, a védéla, ze kdyby
néco jedla, urcité by se zakuckala. Dival se na ni tak pfisné,
ze si ani netroufala dychat. To, Ze se na ni takhle diva, usou-
dila pozdéji, bude muset probrat s Terezkou. Takhle se divat,
takhle divné a prisné se divat, kdyz nic neudélala, to se preci
nedéld. Pak muz zdvihl o¢i vzhiru, rozhlédl se kolem dokola
po predsini a rukou ji projel vlasy. O tom Alice védéla, ze
tohle délaji dospéli, kdyz nevédi, co fict a chtéji byt na déti
mili. Terezka si mezitim nasadila boty, uklonila se otci, roz-
loucila se s Alici a odesla domu. Citila se pfebytecnd, i kdyz
presné neveédéla proc.

Otec vesel do kuchyné, otevrel kredenc, vytdhl veliky
kameninovy hrnek, ktery stal v druhé radé¢ a ktery nikdo do
té doby nepouzival, a neomylné sahl do poli¢ky pro velkou
plechovku, v které byla kava. On se tady vyzna, fikala si pro
sebe Alice. MUj tatinek, fikala si v duchu, mgj tatinek se tady
vyzna, tady u mé doma, tady u mé doma v kuchyni.

Tolik se tésila, tolik se bala, tolik se na néj zlobila, a ted
nevédéla, co s tim velikym vysokym muzem ma vlastné délat.
Tak jen stala, koukala nahoru na néj, protoze byl o mnoho
vétsi nez mama, a on koukal dolii na ni, aZ ji to bylo tak trochu
neprijemné, a vibec se ji z té vysky, do které se na né¢j musela
divat, zacala tak trochu tocit hlava.

»Kde je maminka?“ zeptal se, kdyz si udélal kavu, posadil
se a dival se na svou dceru.

»Neéco zafizuje,” odpovédéla Alice. ,A také, také mi fikala,
ze prijedete az ve ctvrtek.“ Chvili ho provazela po byté, v
kterém se za téch deset let mnoho nezménilo. On se divil,
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pro¢ mu vyka, kdyz si v dopisech vzdycky tykali, a v duchu
se podivoval nad tim, jak velkou sle¢nu ma za dceru, i kdyz
posledni fotografie, na které ji vidél, byla stara sotva pul roku.
Ona se zase v duchu podivovala, Ze i pfes svou vysku nikam
nenarazi, obratné se vyhne lampam v kuchyni i v pokoji, a
ze ji obcas projede vlasy jeho sucha dlan, do které se za jeho
mozoly jeji vlasy obcas zachytly. Vimla si také, ze kdyz ji
hladi po rukou a po ramenou, latka jeji halenky se zachycuje
o jeho ztvrdlou kuzi, a Alice méla trochu obavu, aby ji jeho
ruce nepotrhaly. Jeho ruce byly tak trochu jako struhadlo a
potfebovaly by urcité manikuru, nebo alespon poradné pro-
mazat néjakym hodné mastnym krémem, takovym, ktery
pouzivd maminka nebo teta Sdrka, to si ale netroufala fict
nahlas. Kazdému jinému by to fekla, ale on byl tatinek, a to
bylo uplné néco jiného. A pak, najednou, zni¢ehonic, byl vecer
a on sedél ve tmé na zemi, tam, kde se nikdy neseda, opteny
o postel a ona mu sedéla na kolenou, a to bylo pfijemné, a
i kdyz se v setmélém pokoji vzdy trochu baila, tak ted se tu
nebala, i kdyzZ se zase naopak toho vysokého hubeného muze
pfece jenom trochu bala, tak ji to ale také bylo pfijemné. A
najednou zapraskaly klice ve dvefich a ona citila, jak mu pod
kosili a pod sakem najednou zacalo tuze nahlas bouchat srdce
a jak ji najednou stiskl tak, Ze ji to az zabolelo, jak ji sviral obé
dvé zapésti a zase se tak divné dival do dveri, které vedly do
kuchyné a které byly pooteviené. A nahle vstal, a aniz cokoliv
fekl, ji vzal do naruce a stale ji tiskl o néco vic, nez to bylo
zapotrebi, takze se Alice zacala trochu $kubat a pripadala si
jako bélicka chycend v siti. A on pootevrtel dvere do kuchyné
a skrze druhé pooteviené dvere do predsiné bylo slyset, jak se
maminka zouva, jak si pfezouva boty, jak si bere své domaci
prezuvky a jak se ptd, kde ze Alice je a jestli Terezka uz odesla.
A pak se otaci a vidi je oba dva stat ve dverich. Jeho, svého
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muze, ktery drzi svou dceru, a jesté se jednou sehne a popa-
méti si upravi pasek na stfevicich pro doma, ale uz se na ty
své domaci stfevice ani nepodiva a jde k nim a fika jenom:
»Josefe, Josefe...“ a nedorika vétu do konce, tak jak se md a tak
jak kvuali tomu vzdycky sama kara svou dceru. A prichazi k
nim a hladi ji po vlasech a dava svoji tvar vedle té jeho a Alice
ma pocit, ze rozhodné za chvili zatne maminka zase brecet,
coz je ji neprijemné, ale kupodivu ona nebreci, jenom svého
manzela drzi za rameno a ji objima a Alice si v§ima, Ze srdce
jejtho otce, které jesté pred chvilkou bilo rychle jako bézici
stado gazel, které jednou vidéla v zoologické zahradé, uz bilo
pomalu a jakoby rozvazné, ale zase citila, Ze se z maminciny
ruky odviji maly tenky teply praminek, ktery pulsoval, ktery
hnal jeji krev az do prstii, které ji sviraly a hladily, a ten pra-
minek se ménil a silil a uklidioval a boufil. A pak ji tatinek
postavil na zem, a tak néjak bylo jasné, ze ted bude vecere,
a tak si $la sednout na svou zidli a on si sedl naproti ni a
maminka zacala délat pomazanku a on se na ni dival a stejné
¢asu vénoval své zZené jako své dcefi a maminka jenom obcas
prisla a pohladila ji po vlasech a jeho taky, tak jak se to déla
jen malym détem, ale taky ho obc¢as - jako by nechtéla, aby
to bylo vidét - bleskurychle a jakoby nenapadné pohladila po
rukou, které mél polozeny na stole a které byly o mnoho vétsi
nez ty maminky.
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Translated from the Czech by Nathan Fields — Excerpt from chapter 3

Alice was born in the year 1950, a few months before her
father was arrested, convicted and imprisoned. Alice didn’t
remember any of it, she knew everything only from the
stories and experiences of her relatives. Her mother went to
see him every month. Sometimes Alice went with her, but
they wouldn’t let her inside anyway, and so she would stay
with her aunt in a neighboring town. And then, after ten
years, her father appeared at home. Alice knew him from
stories and photographs. She had received letters from him,
which her mother would read to her at first, and then, when
she learned to read, she read them herself. She wasn’t happy
that he would send them letters, and although her mother
hid it, she would almost always cry, and Alice knew it even
though her mother tried not to show it. And then, after her
tenth birthday had passed, they let her father go. She looked
forward to it, everyone was looking forward to it and eve-
ryone was nervous and happy. First her mother had begun
visiting some offices, then there were more and more frequent
visits from relatives and acquaintances and with her mother
they would read through many papers which they then filled
out and about which they would speak in a language Alice
didn’t understand. And then her mother told her one day that
she had a big surprise for her, and that the surprise was that
her father should come home in exactly two weeks, that they
were letting him go after ten years, not after thirteen as the
original sentence had judged, and that he would be with them
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again. Alice didn’t understand her mother too well because,
according to her, her father was supposed to return, but as
far as Alice could remember, her father had never lived with
them, so then it wasn’t a return for her because she had never
seen him depart. Her father was supposed to return from
prison on Thursday. It was impossible to endure those two
weeks with her mother. Alice didn’t understand what was
happening to her. She was glad that her father was returning
to her, if only because he was in prison and she wasn’t allowed
to speak about it too much. Alice understood that, at least
Uncle Antonin would say that, her father was a brave man
who had stood up to injustice, and that’s why they imprisoned
him, because this regime, Uncle Antonin would go on to say,
are all complete criminals anyway, from whom nobody could
expect anything good. Alice didn’t much understand what
this regime actually was, but she thought that it was probably
just as important as the school inspector, of whom not only
her class teacher Mrs. Svobodova was afraid, but even School
Director Krausova, and that was really something. Alice also
knew that there were things about which she could speak only
at home, and not at school or in the shop or on the street.
She was looking forward to her dad coming back home, even
though her mother was continuously washing, tidying up,
rearranging things and dusting. Once Alice overheard her
asking Uncle Antonin if she should paint or not. Her uncle
persuaded her that she shouldn’t paint by saying:

“Calm down, Kveta, Josef will come to you and he will
paint. Paint together if you want.” At that her mother started
crying as usual and why her mother was crying about paint-
ing, Alice now really was not able to comprehend. The flat was
cleaned, the windows were washed, the plants were replanted;
her mother had even inspected Alice’s toys at least four times.
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It was already almost unbearable with her and so Alice pre-
ferred to spend time with her friend Tereza. Her mother
would let her stay over there from time to time, because
Tereza’s grandfather was also in prison, though a different
one from her dad. In the living room at Tereza’s house there
was a picture of her grandfather. He was a great massive man
with a large belly, a large mustache and eyes which penetrated
to the marrow of the bone. He had one hand in his vest, from
which a watch chain was hanging, and Tereza’s grandmother
would say about him that he was a very kind man and that
he did not deserve this. Alice didn’t believe Tereza’s grand-
mother about this because he looked overly strict and harsh
in that photograph. Even his belly was so big and looked just
as strict and harsh as his mustache and relentless gaze.

On Tuesday, Tereza came over to Alice’s home to do home-
work together in the afternoon. Her mother had already been
buying many things the past few weeks which they had never
had at home before; there were lipsticks, hair combs, powder
boxes, and even several small bottles of perfume. Alice tried
them out with Tereza. They had permission from Alice’s mother,
though they were also instructed to be very careful with eve-
rything because it had cost a lot of money. When the doorbell
rang, it was sure to be Mrs. Polackova and that she would want to
borrow either flour or eggs, milk, yeast or something else, or that
she would want to return flour, eggs, milk, yeast, or something
else. Both girls looked at each other grinning and Tereza said:

“Polackova?” Alice grinned again and said:

“Wouldn’t you happen to have some yeast, dearie?” and
went to open the door. When she looked out the peephole she
didn’t see anyone. So it wasn’t Polackova, Polackova always
stood so that she could be seen through the peephole, so Alice
turned and went back to Tereza.
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“Who was it?” Tereza asked.

“No one,” Alice answered, “No one’s there, and if no one’s
there, we're not allowed to open the door to anyone anyway,
so...” A moment later the doorbell rang again. Now both girls
stood up and went to look at the door.

“Someone’s there,” said Tereza, “look.” Alice looked and
behind the door stood a man, his back turned to the door,
with a bag in his hand. The girls looked at each other again
and Alice opened the door. In the door stood her father. She
recognized it was her father immediately because his photo-
graph was everywhere in their flat and in her mother’s room
most of all. He was, however, much, much skinnier than in
the photos. When he saw Alice he said:

“Hello, Alice.” Alice stood holding the handle of the door
and said:

“Hello, sir.”

“I'm your dad, Alice,” the man said.
“I know, sir,” Alice said.

“Can I come in?” her father asked.

“You can, Mr. Dad,” Alice said and looked insecurely at
Tereza. Tereza stood in the corner of the entry, observing eve-
rything, but saying nothing. Her father came into the entry-
way and saw her. He looked at her and said:

“You must be Tereza, right?”

“Yes, sir.” Tereza answered, and after a moment’s hesita-
tion, she whispered, “You are Alice’s dad?”

“Yes, I am,” the father said.

“Aha,” said Tereza. The man came in, closing the door
behind him, straightened up, clasped Alice into a hug and
lifted her up almost to the ceiling. Alice didn’t know what
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to do, but when Uncle Antonin caught her like that, or Aunt
Sarka or Uncle Bedrich, she always hugged them around
the neck. So she did the same this time. The man started
to laugh, which pleased Alice, but she also felt her face get
wet from his, which didn’t please her so much because she
and Tereza had tried out a new pink and beautifully scented
powder a moment before. She pulled away from him and tried
to look at him subtly while he was holding her high above
the ground. After a moment her father set her back onto the
ground, pulled a large handkerchief from his pocket and blew
his nose. The handkerchief caught Alice’s attention because
neither she nor her mother ever used such a big handkerchief.
There were handkerchiefs like that ironed and folded in her
mother’s wardrobe where her father’s things were. These kinds
of handkerchiefs were only used for busted knees, for treating
cuts on fingers incurred while slicing onions or carrots; one
didn’t blow their nose into such handkerchiefs. These hand-
kerchiefs were then put into the dirty laundry, boiled, ironed
and folded up in the wardrobe in mother’s room. So then
Alice ran to her mother’s room, opened the wardrobe and
took from a stack of straightened handkerchiefs two large,
freshly ironed handkerchiefs scented with soap and returned
with them to her father in the entryway and put them into
his hand. Her father looked at her hastily, not smiling now,
and looked suddenly and unexpectedly directly into her eyes
until it scared Alice and she almost stopped breathing and
knew that if she were eating something that she would have
certainly choked. He was looking at her so severely that she
didn’t dare to breathe. She would have to discuss this severe
look with Tereza, she thought later. To look at her like that, so
strangely and severely, when she hadn’t done anything, this
just wasn’t done. Then the man raised his eyes, started to look
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all around through the entryway and ran his hand through
her hair. Alice knew about this, that adults did this when they
didn’t know what to say and wanted to be nice to a child.
Meanwhile Tereza had put on her shoes, bowed to her father,
said goodbye to Alice and went home. She felt superfluous,
although didn’t know exactly why.

Her father went into the kitchen, opened a cupboard, took
out a large earthenware pot which stood in the second row
and which no one had used until that time, and unerringly
reached into the shelves for a large can in which there was
coffee. He knows his way around here, Alice said to herself.
My dad, she said in her mind, my dad knows his way around,
in my home, in my home in the kitchen.

She was so excited, she was so afraid, she was so angry at
him, and now she didn’t know what she was actually supposed
to do with this big tall man. So she just stood, looking up at
him because he was much taller than mom, and he looked
down at her, until it was a bit unpleasant for her, and just
looking up to those heights she had to look to had started to
make her a little dizzy.

“Where’s Mom?” he asked when he had finished the coffee
and sat down and looked at his daughter.

“She’s taking care of something,” Alice answered. “But
Mom also told me that you were coming on Thursday.” She
led him through the flat for a bit; much hadn’t changed in it
in those ten years. He wondered why she was speaking for-
mally to him, when she had always been so personal in her
letters, and he reflected on what a big young woman he had
for a daughter, even though the last picture he had seen her
in was merely a half year old. She then wondered again on
how, despite his height he didn’t bump his head anywhere,
he skillfully avoided the lamps in the kitchen and even in the
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room, and that he sometimes ran his dry palm through her
hair and how his calluses sometimes caught in it. She also
noticed that when he stroked her shoulder, the material of
her blouse caught on his hardened skin, and Alice was a little
afraid that his hands would tear it. His hands were a bit like
a grater and would certainly need a manicure or at least a
good rubbing with a very greasy cream, the kind that Mom
or Aunt Sarka used, but she didn’t dare to say that out loud.
She would say it to anyone else, but this was Dad, and that
was something else completely. And then, suddenly, from out
of nowhere, it was evening and he was sitting in the dark on
the ground, where nobody ever sits, leaning on the bed and
she was sitting on his knees, and it was pleasant, and although
she was a bit afraid in the darkened room, she wasn’t afraid
here now, although, then again, she was a little bit afraid of
this tall thin man, but this was also pleasant for her. And sud-
denly keys were crunching in the door and she felt his heart
suddenly begin to pound extremely loud under his shirt and
jacket, and how he suddenly pressed her until it hurt, how
he gripped both of her wrists and then looked so strangely
towards the door which led to the kitchen and which was half
open. Then he stood abruptly, and without saying anything,
lifted her into his arms and continued to press her a bit more
than was necessary so that Alice started to squirm a little and
felt like a fish caught in a net. He further opened the door
to the kitchen and through the second open door into the
entryway one could hear Mom taking off her shoes and slip-
ping into her house shoes and asking where Alice was and if
Tereza had already left. And then she turns around and sees
both of them standing in the doorway. Him, her husband,
holding his own daughter, and she bends down once again to
adjust the band on her slippers from memory and not looking
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at her house slippers anymore and walking towards him and
saying only: “Josef, Josef...” and not completing her sentence
as she should and for which she is always chastening her own
daughter. And she comes to them and strokes her hair and
puts her own face next to his and Alice has the feeling that her
mother will definitely start crying again in a moment, which
is unpleasant for her, but she surprisingly doesn’t cry but only
holds her husband by the shoulder and he hugs her and Alice
notices that her father’s heart, which only a moment ago had
been beating as fast as a herd of running gazelles, which she
had once seen at the zoo, is already beating slowly now as
if deliberately, and then she felt a small thin warm trickle
unfurling from her mom’s hand which was pulsing, which
was pushing her blood all the way to her fingers, which were
gripping her and stroking her, and that trickle changed and
strengthened and calmed and stormed. And then her dad set
her on the ground, and then it was somehow clear that there
would be dinner now, and so she went to sit on her chair and
he sat opposite her and Mom started to make spread and he
watched her and devoted the same amount of time to his wife
as his daughter and Mom only came occasionally and stroked
her hair and his, too, as one only does to little children, and
she would also sometimes - as if she didn’t want it to be seen
- lightning-quick and somehow discretely stroke his hand,
which was set on the table and which was much bigger than
Mom’s hand.
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Biography

Kostas Hatziantoniou was born in 1965 in Rhodes, where he also grew up. He studied political
sciences and public administration at the Law School (University of Athens), and made his first
appearance in literature in 1990, as a publisher of the literary magazine Remvie. Since then, he
has collaborated with all of Greece’s notable literary magazines, as well as with encyclopaedic
publications, writing literature, critical essays and historical articles. He has received awards
from the Greek PEN Club, the Company of Christian Letters, and the P. Foteas prize for essays. In
2009, he was selected as a committee member of the National Literature Awards. His narrative
works during the last decade include the The Book of Black Bile (Parousia Publications, 2001) and
the novel Agrigento (Ideogramma Publications, 2009).

Synopsis

Agrigento looks at what happens when a group of people, for whom ordinary life is not enough,
meet in modern-day Agrigento, a town in southern Sicily with a long history, as well as one
which reflects modern Sicilian culture.

These people include an odd elderly doctor, Pausanias Anchite (who immerses himself in the
story of ancient Akragas, guided by the great philosopher of the city, Empedocles); his daughter
Isabella, a painter who seeks redemption, not through art, but in an unforeseeable personal
fate; an outlaw called Gaetano, who hides there while pondering over his life, shooting down
popular myths concerning organized crime; a Greek man called Linos, who chooses to flee and
to return to his first love in order to save himself from boredom and from his homeland’s col-
lapse; and an unfrocked Catholic priest, who together with his brother, remembers people and
events of another, unknown Sicily.

The story initially follows the parallel lives of the characters and gradually escalates on multiple
levels. Agrigento is a book that is a hymn to Sicily beyond stereotypes and preconceptions, but
also a hymn to the real life we miss out on, when we surrender ourselves to obsessions. It is
a classical, realistic novel, with a solid architecture and a magical atmosphere, which attracts
and captures the reader in search of literature of a high standard. A book that entertains, culti-
vates, gets one thinking and defends the hope for a true life via the vivid landscape of European
intellect.
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2ty nopta @dvnke n Oeia Avyovota. Hrav n peydn Oeia
TNG OLKOYEVELAG, 1] HEYAAN adedgn Tng Mmidvka. Epxotave
ano 1o Kopo, matpida tov avrpa tng. Amlwpévn and ta
Xpovia aAld peyalompenng, unnke yoxpn, eilnoe tnv Ioa-
BEANQ KAl TOVG OTEVOTEPOVG OVYYEVELG, e AVOTNPT| LEPAPXLKT)
O€Lpd, Kal HETA, AoV XAPLOE £va VEDUA OTOVG LTTOAOLTOVG,
kabioe amopepa. Mihovoe ehdylota, mavta pe PePatdtnteg
Kat pe Aé€elg evivnwotakés, oxedov apxaikés. Tnv dkovyav
pe ameploptotn evhdPeta. Ilapd ta omovdaia Tng mMvevpa-
TIK& TpoooVTa, e§nyoboe o pia mapéa P pKpaviytd e,
eixe meploplotel otn fwr g va otnpifel pe agooiwon tnv
Kaptépa tov ov{hyov TngG, yepovolaoTn kat pakapitn edw
kat xpovia. H Beia Avyovota avayvaopile Tov Yyuxtko TAodTto
¢ loaférlag allda katékpve Tnv éAAenyn gveliiag kat
HOVIUN TIEPLPPOVNOT TTPOG Ta TTpooxnpata. Me 1o Ko@TepO
™G PAéppa ovoxétioe To MEVOOG SlakpLTiKE e TNV Tapov-
oia Tov Aivov kat pwtnoe pav aviygtd tng. Exeivn dev nepe
kat pwvae 1o Sov Tlov(énme mov tng e&nynoe. Aunxavn yia
wpa, av o pirog g loaBérAag aviike otV TpWTN Katnyopia
QUOLKNG OLKELOTNTAG, ATTOPACLOE VA TEPLUEVEL TO TENOG TNG
e£0d1ag akolovBiag yla va Tov e€etdoet Kat va ano@acioet.

ITio ekei otekotav o Beiog Maovpitolo, mpwtog e§adel-
@og NG untépag tng loaPéldag. Aydpeve 0" évav mpdyetpo
KOKAO yla Tov Tavkpédo tng QTPil, Tov mpondtopa twv Nop-
pavéwv nyepovov tng Zikehiag. YnAog pe mapdotnua wpaio,
BAéppa yahalio kat gwTevO pa Aiyo amoyontevpévo — kit Oxt
amod mévhog Adyw Tng mepioTaong. 1o AenTO Kal 0TOXAOTIKO
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TOV TPOOWTO urmopovoeg va Bavpaocelg Tnv Wavikr obvlheon
av8plopov kat evyévelag. Tomog atoBavtikng apxovtikng (wng
Tov €Aeye TwG ot NOIKEG VITIOYPeWOELG HOVO wG EEapaTn evat-
oOnoiag €xovuv yU avtov vonua. Exkevtpicog kat aprapg,
XWpPIG Kakieg ylo kavéva pa Kat Xwpig kahoohveg. AvTtn fTav
egalov n kevtpkr) d€a TG {wng Tov: OvTe KAAd oVTE KAKO.
«MoOvo €tow vmooThptle «UmOpelG va eloatl yvijoLa avekTL-
KOG kat avotytokapdogr». To Beio Maovpitolo TeAevtaia Tov
OVYKIVODOAV yuvaikeg OAO Kol TLO KOLVEG, £pya TEXVNG ONO Kal
IO XOVTPOKOUUEVA. «Axaopog mapa&evos» oxoliaoe o Pov-
t(épo. «<KaBolov» andvinoe o dov T{ovlénme, apiAntog ya
TOAAT Wpat. «ZNHAdt ynpaTtelwy evog YViolov aploToKpAaTn».

Kabwg mepipgevay va ektvijoovy yla to vao, eiyave maoet
KOVBEVTA Yla Ta épya avaoTAAWONG 0TV KOAASa TV Vawy.
O dov Tlovlénmne Buundnke Tov apyatoroyo Iliétpo Tkpigo
mov ota dVokola Xpodvia TNG LOTEPLAG TNG TPOOSOV, LE YEV-
valotnTa avtiotabnke otn Plopnxavikn enékTaocn mpog Tnv
apyata oA, ota oxédia yia epyootacto tng Fiat. IToANoi Tov
Katnyopovoav 1oTe OTL eunodile T QuOKY avdntvén Tov
Aykpurtiévrto mpog ) Balacoa kat xapaktiplav... katapa
KAl TPOOKOUHA yta TNV avantuén kat ToV TAOVTIOHO TIG...
TETPEG TWV SWPIKDV VAWY.

«O T'kpigo ¢0woe TNV KotAdda TwV vawv Kat 6Tov TOAeNO,
OTIG ETUXELPNOELG HETA TNV amoPfaon To 1943» mapatnpnoe
£VaG AMOOTPATOG CLVTAYHATAPXNG e Pappévo pardimov OAot
ToV Ipoo@wvovoav “oTpatnyé” ylati €tol SAwve mavTov.

«Aéve oL EOTVIoL Twg 0 TOTOG pag eivat doxnuog. Epéva
I apéoel. Miow Ta ypa@ikd Lépn» meTaxTnke £vag eadel-
@og tov ITavoavia. O Povtlépo ovvaiveoe ki o Sov Tlov(énme
npocbeoe anevBuvopevog oto Aivo pe eykapdoTnTa:

«Ooa gpyootaota ki av otndovv edw, de Ba allowoovv To
XPOHA TOL XWHATOG, TO XPWHA TNG OIKEAIKNG YuxnG. Avtoi ot
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KdTowkow, eime ki €dei&e pa mapéa vromwy mov eixav épbet otV
QAT YLaL VoL TUAO0VV TO VeKpO, «Ba eivat tévta ot iStot. Mnv kottég
Ta yotOikd kat Ta voppavOkd, Ta apafikd 1 Ta KATAAAVIKA Xapa-
KTNPoTKd. Maokeg, oha. Ot avBpwmot divouv xapakTripa aTovg
puBpovg. Iavta avtoi Sivovv pubuo, ot kabe 1oTopIKN TIEPIOTAOT).

Kdmotot petakvobvtav Stakpitikd oe avalitnon ote-
votepov yvwotov. H Oela Onpeoia, n ayamnuévn «pikpn»
Oeia, y1BVpLle TIg TEAeVTAiEG 0ONYiEG OTNV AVVOUVTOLATA TTOV
gkhatye aotapatnta. Ztnv aAAn yovia n IoaBélla, pe v
mo otkeia tng e§adélgn, T Bepovika kat tn Xplotiva -mov
NTAV ETOLHN VO PWTHOEL TOV YEVTOOTPATNYO LLE TTOLOV TPOTIO
Oa umopovoe va emokepOei Tov I'kaetdvo- €kave vonua oto
Aivo va mAnotdoet yla va tov ovotioetl. «Omolog épxetat amo
TO00 HaKPLd, TETOLEG OTIYHEG, Oev eival Tuxaiog» eime n Oeia
Onpeoia mov eide tn oknvn. ITAaL n Beia Avyovota yapoyé-
Aaoe pe dvomiotia. «Timota dev metvyaivovpe ot {wr) xwpig
KATmolo pioko» eime awviypatika otny adehen tne. Io ket o
Oeiog Mmepvapvto, pe pwvn omnAat@dn alld evyevikn, agn-
yobvTav totopieg am’ ta Xpovia Tov morépov. Ma kpivovtag
WG ATOVEG TIG EVTVTIWOELG TOV AOYOV TOV, £€Tlaoe va Aéel doa
Ovpotav and Tig Siynoelg Tov TATTOL TOV Yla pia EMOKEYT
Tov MovooAivt To 1924 oto Aykptt(évTo, yia TNV Kfpvén Tov
AUEIAKTOV TOAEHOV EVAVTIA OTIG CUHHOPIEG TOV OpYaAVWHE-
VoL eYKANHATOG. «“Ma £XovVv Kal ol CVHUOPITEG Sikaiwpa 0T
Cwn” eixe ToAunoet va avtidpdoel ekeivn T pépa KATOLOG.
Aev Tov Eavaeidav» gine yapunAwvovtag pe XV T Q.

«Htav o Toto o payepévog, paptupag oTig dikeg Tov 1932»
napevéPn o Poutlépo ki OAoL €0KLYAV VA PWTNHOOVY TOLOG
HTav ylati Ta xpovia mov €Aetne tov eixav moAd allaket.

«AAnBela; Mov @aivetal anioTeLTO» €IME O YEVTOOTPATH-
YOG ov eixe Stakdyel T xapunAo@wvn ov{nTnor tov pe évav
TpWnV SNHapX0 Yla Vo akoVOoEL TNV loTopia Tov MmepvapvTo.
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«O mapaloyopog Sev xpetdletal va eivatr alnbogavig.
Eivat aAnBivog. Kt avtd @taver anokpifnke o Povtlépo.

Ot k06peg Tov Beiov MmepvapVTo TPWTN POPA AKOVYAVE [
TPOOOXN Kal Xwpig va kopoidevovv TIg LoTopieg TOV TaTépa
TOVG KL QUTO TOV €VXAPLOTOVOE TOCO TOL OV OTAUATOVOE.
«OL \emTopépeleg épxovTal HETA amd xpoviar Eavamnpe To
AOyo kat dpxloe va kateBalet oepég Eexaopéva yeyovoTta,
OLKOYEVELAKEG ATIOX PWOELG ATIO TNV ETTOXT) IOV TTAVTPEVTNKE O
[Mavoaviag Tnv Mmavka. H yvvaika tov, n Oeia Onpeoia mov
HOVO HECO Yla va avTIAapPdavetal TOV KOOUO €iXe TNV Elpw-
veia -avtidpaon otny avodo twv axpeiwv onwg e&nynoe pia
KOl HOVT] QOpa HETA ATIO VAV OUNPLKO KAVYA e TOV TTAVTA
KatadexTikd Avtpa TnG- épotale va amopel ya T oTdon
mov énmpemne va kpatroet. “H atpoéogatpa avtod tov omition
npémet va eivat attia” vébeoe.

10 Aivo, vd dAAeg oLVONKEG, pia TETOLL CLYKEVTPWOT)-
yloptn Bavdrtov, Ba Tov mpokalodoe mAREN kat apnxavia. Twpa
Opwg éviwbe QuoKOTATA KAl ag OVYKEVTpwVE kabe TG00 OAat
Ta patia tévew tov. «Eiote o ovluyog tng IoaBéAlag» pwtnoe
Kamnolog Bapnkoog ovyyevrg tov ITavoavia mov kdTt dkovoe pa
Sev eixe katalaPet. H epwtnon fitav Eagvikn, dev mporaPe kav
va oTpiyet alAov To PAEHUA YL VO TNV ATOPVYEL T} Yia VAl KAVEL
ToV a@npnuévo. XapoyéAlaoe 600 TO EVYEVIKA HTOPOVOE KAl
yoptoe va det Tnv IoaBérda. Ta pdtia tng éapmay piav dAAn
Aapym, aAdwTikn. O TOvog Kat o pvOuog tr¢ evatodnoiag tng
e\eyav mwg “eivat kpipa mov 8e yvwploe Aiyo mepLOoOTEPO TOV
natépa’ pa evBug TNV mapnyopovoe mwg Sev NTAV TVXAIO TTOV
TOV yvwploe wa pépa akplpwg mpv euyetl. Tpopa&e. Ot taoelg
avtég and 1o Pabog Tng ovveidnong Tne, Tdoelg mov dev eixav
wg Twpa ekdnAwOei, anetlodoav va TNV TapacvpPovy -0 TE KL 1|
it Hepe mpog ta mov- dTav ) Beia Onpeoia Tnv TAnoiace va
NG TEL TTWG HTAV WpaA va EEKLVIIOOLV yia TO Vao. ..
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... [Ipoxwpoboe apidntn, avékppaotn, pe oTabepd
Badiopa kat pdtia va tpéxovv dtapkwg. ITio miow o Aivog ava-
AoylloTav Twg o pia ekQopa eixe anmogacioel va €pbet edw
Kal e fo ekQopd Twpa kATt éviwbe va teletwvel. 'H primwg
apxLCe; AVTEG OL TTEPLPOPEG CWUATWY, HOLALOVV (e TTEPLPOPA
emOVILOY Kal AKVPDOOEWY, e TOUTH KEVOV TTOL TTOTE dev Ba
yepioovv. Aé€elg, atoBnpata kat okéyelg Eémieav o avutd Ta
KEVA OTav akoDOTNKE 0TNY €l0080 TOL VAoV TO TPWTO AVTI-
ewvo: “Requiem aeternam dona eis Domine et lux perpetua
luceat eis” - Avanavon atwvia dwpnoov avtoig Kopie kat gwg
AVEOTIEPO aG AAHWEL ETT AVTOIG €1G TOV AL va...”.

[TAR00g eixe mpooéADet, @ilot, makioi aoBeveig pa kat
amAol yvwoTtoi. And oefacud -aklot mpog Tov idto kat dAAot
yta Tnv owkoyévela Tipokpét. TIoANoOG TOoVG é@epe 1) TepLép-
yewa. Eixav €pbet xat kdmotol emionyot, Oxt and avtodg mov
eKAéyovTal pa kamowag GAANG Taéng, HvoTikng. Ymnpxav
ekeivol -Aiyot eivat n ainfeta- mov 600 Kal va AVTOVTOL-
oav, ue TN xapd mwg avtoi {ovoav akodun, cvvoplovoav
He KATOlAV KPLUpEVN evbupia, e avakoD@LOT TOV KATOLOG
¢0LVe TO OTATIOTIKO TIAPWV AT TN YEVLA TOVG 0TO 0KOTASL. Ot
1o oAoi, Aeg kat Tovg {ntodoe o vekpog mapnyoptd, uhov-
oav yla T HatatoTnTa pa ovTe avtol eixav kaptd didbeon va
Eexdoovv moco Spooepn kat evxaptoTn eivatr mavta n {wn.
Tehwkd, paAdov mo atotodoot Ba épevyav Ohot am’ avtn TNV
ekpopd. Movo o dov TCov{énme mapadouévog otig Sikég Tov
OKEYELG, AVATPIXLAOE KATIOLA OTLYUT OTAV VOLOE TIwg eide Tov
[Tavoavia 0TV akpn TOL vaov, va rapakohovdel Tnv expopd
TOV amod pia KOyXn, XAHOYEADVTAG UE TIG EVXEG. ..

... Otav kwvnioave ya va mapad®oovy To OWHA TOV 0TN
YN, Aaumepég oTAyOVEG eixav apxioel va mMEQTOLY amd TO
poAvfBévio Pdbog Tov ovpavov. Ta cvvvepookiaopata yivo-
VTV 0A0éva Kat TUKVOTEPA AAAA OL OTAYOVEG EMEPTAY TTAVTA
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apata kt evBVPoAla. OVTe kAapakt dev kovvidTav. Zta dévTpa
KpEpovTay oxfuata mapd&eva, pakn pag akivntng opixAng.
«Omwg to 10ele, OMWG To BeXe» YIBVPLCe o dov TlovlénTe.
ENaxtotog, pakptvog epxotav o 86pvfog tng moAng. Ztn okn-
voypagia Tng BoAng nuépag OAa @aivovtav mPooeKTIKA, OAV
va ektehovoav polovg, atxpalwta Bappeic pag amoAvtng
8¢ag aflompénetag otnyv onoia ta mavTa kKAnote Ba TdTOLV,
TPV 1} €0Tw peTd To Bdvato mov emPalAet Tn yevikr Kat vo-
xpewTikn aflonpémnela TG owmnng. «Eivat kalo va avapévet
KATOL0G 0TN Ol TN cwTnpia» enavélaPe o Sov Tlov(énme
TO avayvwoua Twv Opnvwv...

... Ekeivo to anoPfpado otnv kothdda twv vawv Bacileve
Hia AQpaoTn YaAnvn. ZHpata SLakpLTikd Ha eTiHOVA oLy a-
Awtlav ta patia 6cwv étvxe va Ppebolv exel KL avapwTi-
ovtovoav Tt va ovpPaivet. Mia emoxn teAelwvel oploTiKa,
TANOLaCel xelpwvag, eimav kamotot. Ki opwg. Aiyo mo ynAd,
KATw arm’ Ttov ioklo Tov Aykptt{évto, Ta ayvyxa mpaypata
oto onitt mov 0 dpxile otyd- oyd v adetalet, Tav oiyovpa
nwg timota 0gv TeAetwvel. Otav o Aivog mAnoiace va amo-
xatpetioet TNV IoaéAa, to éviwoav ki ot Svo Twg 1 emMoxN
7oV £pXOTAY, Ba amalTovoEe VTOHOVT] KAl ATTOPACLOTIKOTNTA.
YTopovr) arm’ avToV KAl amo@actoTIKOTNTA and ekeivr. Aegv
Ba ntav evkolo. I'ati NTav akptPwg oL apeTég mov pEXPL TWPQA
TOVG EAELTTON.

Tov mriye péxpt Tnv avidomopta. Yuxpod 1o ayépt kévraye
10 8éppa, ékave Ta puAAwpata va ptyovv. To @eyyapt, otny
apxn TG xaong, mpofale avapeoa oTa CVVVEQA Kal QWO TIOE
EPWTLKA TIG apyaieg Swpilkég koAOveG. ITeplTTég peTapéeteg
avaykaieg ekpvotnpedoetg dev xdpafav ta dpta Twv atoOnpd-
Twv TovG. Agv Xpetalovtav. Kabwg pihovoav, n IoaféAla tov
EKAVE VONUA VA CWTIAOEL Yl V' a@ovykpaoTel pia pedwdia
Tov epxoTaAV and tnv kothdda. Hrav n povoikn ekeivny mov
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dkovye 0 Tatépag TNG. «AKOUG;» TOV pWOTNOE OPLYYOVTAG TOV
10 Xépt. Kt avtog pmopei va punv akovye akoun timote aAld
YiBvpLoe «vaw. Tati tpwtn opd ot (wr) Tov HTAV £TOLHOG,
Suvatdg kat £Topog kat yla ta o dvokoha. Ta Shokola mov
navta avpto apyifovv...
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Translated from the Greek by Irene Noel

Zia Augusta had appeared at the door. She was the elderly
aunt of the family, and Bianca’s older sister. She had trav-
elled to Sicily from Como, which had been her husband’s city.
Bowed with age, but still splendid, she kissed Isabella and all
her close relatives coldly, with a strict regard to precedence,
and then, after gracing everyone else with a nod, she sat
apart. She was terse and dogmatic, and her use of words was
striking, half archaic. They all revered her without question.
Despite her formidable intellect — as one of her great nieces
explained to a clutch of people - she had devoted her life to
supporting her husband’s career. He was a senator, now long
dead. Zia Augusta could see that Isabella possessed greatness
of soul; and yet she found fault with her lack of flexibility, and
her fixed contempt for appearances. She was sharp enough to
notice a connection between Isabella’s bereavement and the
presence of Linos, and she asked a niece about him. The niece
didn’t know, so she called Don Giuseppe who explained. After
spending some time puzzling over whether Isabella’s friend
fell into the closest category of intimacy, she decided to wait
until after the funeral to quiz him and make up her mind.

In another part of the room, Zio Maurizio, a first cousin
of Isabella’s mother, was talking to a gathering of friends and
relatives about Tancred of Hauteville, the Norman ancestor of
the kings of Sicily. Tall, handsome, he had eyes that were blue
and bright, but a little disenchanted - and not through grief
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at the occasion. His fine, thoughtful face was admirable for
its ideal combination of manliness and civility. His was a type
of aesthetic, noble life which looked upon moral duty purely
as a refinement of the sensibility. Eccentric and inoffensive,
he never had a bad word for anyone, but was not particularly
kind either. That was, in any case, his guiding principle in
life: neither good nor bad. “It is the only way” he would argue,
“to be truly tolerant and open hearted”. Recently Uncle Mau-
rizio had found himself attracted more and more by women
who were coarse, and works of art lacking in taste. “A strange
contradiction” commented Ruggiero. “Not at all” answered
Don Giuseppe, who had been silent for a while. “It’s a sign of
old age in a real aristocrat”.

While they were waiting to go to church, a conversation
began about restoration work on the Greek ruins of ancient
Akragas, in the Valle dei Templi, near the house. Don Giuseppe
remembered that it was the archaeologist, Pietro Griffo, who
had bravely resisted modern Agrigento’s industrial expan-
sion towards the ancient city. During those difficult years of
frenzied development, when there had been plans for a Fiat
factory, people had criticized him for preventing the natural
spread of Agrigento towards the sea, saying that the ruins of
the Doric temples were nothing but a curse, an obstacle to the
city’s development and prosperity.

“It was Griffo who saved the temples earlier, when there had
been military operations there during the war, after the land-
ings in 1943”, observed a retired colonel with dyed hair, whom
they all called the “general”, for so he generally styled himself.

“Sophisticated people say that our region is ugly. But I like
it. I detest picturesque places” threw in a cousin of Pausanias.
Ruggiero agreed, and then Don Giuseppe turned to Linos,
and addressed him, cordially:
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“However many factories they build here, they cannot
alter the colour of the earth, the true colour of the Sicilian
soul. These people, who live here”, he said, and indicated a
group of locals who had come to the front of the house to pay
their respects to the deceased, “they will always be the same.
Whether Gothic or Norman, Arabic or Catalonian it doesn’t
matter. Masks, all of them. It is people who bring order and
rhythm, whatever the historical circumstance. They are the
ones who give style its substance”.

A few of them began to move discreetly away in search
of the closer relatives. Zia Teresa, the much loved “younger”
aunt, whispered final instructions to Annunciata, who had not
stopped crying. In the opposite corner, Isabella and Veronica,
her closest cousin, and her friend Christina — who was about
to ask the bogus general how she could get to see Gaetano —
motioned to Linos to come over and be introduced. “It can’t be
accidental that he comes from so far away at a time like this”
said Zia Teresa, who was watching the scene. Next to her, Zia
Augusta smiled and disagreed. “Nothing can be achieved in
life without taking risks” she said to her sister enigmatically.
A little way off, Zio Bernardo, in a booming, affable voice, was
talking about his time during the war. When he saw that inter-
est in the conversation was flagging a little he drew on what he
could remember of the stories his grandfather had told him,
about Mussolini’s visit to Agrigento in 1924, when he had
declared a merciless war on organized crime. Someone then in
the crowd had dared to speak out and object “But surely even
gangsters have a right to life!” Bernardo lowered his voice to a
dramatic whisper, “That man was never seen again”.

“That was the Toto the idiot” said Ruggiero. He was a
witness in the trials of 1932”, and everyone bent closer to ask
who Ruggiero was, he had been so altered by his time away.

The European Union Prize for Literature 2011 51



Agrigento

“Really? That seems unlikely” said the phoney general,
who had broken off a hushed conversation with a former
mayor in order to listen to Bernardo’s story.

“Absurdity does not have to be likely, in order to be real. It
is real. That’s all it takes” returned Ruggiero.

Uncle Bernardo’s daughters were listening attentively to
their father’s stories for the first time without making fun of
him, and this pleased him so much that he wouldn’t stop. “It is
the details which come back to me so suddenly after all these
years”, he said, and began again, recalling forgotten events
and shades of family memories from the time when Pausanias
had married Bianca. Aunt Teresa, Bernardo’s wife, who could
only relate to people through irony - her sole defence against
the rising filth around her, as she once explained, and only
once, after an epic argument with her ever tolerant husband -
seemed unsure now what attitude to adopt. “Perhaps it is the
atmosphere in this house that is to blame” she ventured.

In any other circumstance Linos would have found it
irksome and embarrassing to be at a gathering like this - a
funeral party. But here he felt at ease, even if every now and
then he sensed that they were all looking at him. “You are
Isabella’s husband?” asked a relative of Pausanias, who was
hard of hearing and had picked up something without fully
understanding what was said. The question came so suddenly
that Linos didn’t have a chance to look away and avoid it, or
appear distracted. He smiled as politely as he could manage
and then turned around to look at Isabella. Her eyes were
shining, unusually bright, and different. He saw that the pitch
and rhythm of her tender sensitivity said, “It’s such a pity that
he didn’t come to know Father a little better” and then again,
he saw her consoled by the thought that it wasn’t an accident,
his meeting her father on the very day before he died. Isabella
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shuddered. There were forces tugging at her from the depths
of her consciousness, forces which had never revealed them-
selves before, and they were threatening to carry her away -
she had no idea herself where they were taking her - when
Aunt Teresa approached to tell her that it was time for them
to leave for church...

...She walked on in silence, her face expressionless, her
footsteps rhythmical, tears flowing down her cheeks. Behind
her, Linos was considering the fact that he had started out from
Greece because of a funeral, and now, at another funeral, he
had the feeling that something was ending. Or was it begin-
ning? A procession bearing bodies, like a ritual, wheeling
out and setting aside of wishes; a procession of empty spaces
never to be filled. Words, feelings, thoughts floated in these
spaces, and from the open doors of the church they heard the
first responses: “Requiem aeternam dona eis Domine et lux
perpetua luceat eis” — Eternal rest, grant them O Lord, and
light perpetual shine upon them.

Quite a crowd had gathered, of friends, former patients and
people who had known the dead man; to pay their respects -
some to him, others to the Timocrei family. Many of them
were just curious. Some officials were present, though not
of the elected variety, but from another, secret, order. There
were those — and it is true they weren’t many - who however
sad they were at his passing, could not help feeling pleased to
be alive themselves, or so their conversations seemed to say,
which transmitted a hidden gaiety, because they felt relieved
that, of all their generation, it had been someone else’s lot to
meet with darkness, and not theirs. Many of them spoke about
the vanity of things, as if the dead man was looking to them
for consolation, but really they were in no mood to forget how
fresh and enchanting it was to be alive. On the whole, they
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probably all felt more optimistic when the ceremony came to
an end than when they had started out. Don Giuseppe alone,
far away in his own thoughts, shuddered when he thought he
saw the dead man, Pausanias, standing at the far end of the
church, watching the ceremony from a niche in the wall, and
smiling at the well-wishers...

... As they all moved forward to bury the body in the
ground, gleaming drops began to fall from the depths of a
leaden sky. The dimness thickened as the clouds massed, and
separate raindrops began to fall, heavy and accurate. No leaf
stirred. In the trees hung strange shapes, shreds of motion-
less fog. “It’s just as he would have wished, as he would have
wished” murmured Don Giuseppe. Scarcely perceptible and
from a long way off they could hear the throb of the city. It
was a turbid scene, and yet everything seemed to have been
picked out deliberately that day, as if fulfilling a role, hostages
to an ideal of complete decorum which must be achieved even-
tually, whether before, or after, death, with its insistence on
the total, binding dignity of silence. “It is right to wait, with
silence, for salvation” said Don Giuseppe to himself, echoing
the reading from the Lamentations...

...That evening, in the Valle dei Tempi, a mute stillness
reigned. There were signs, discreet and yet insistent, which
caught their attention while they stood there, wondering at it
all. A season was over for good, winter nearly here, some said.
And yet. A little higher up, under the shadow of Agrigento, the
inanimate, soulless objects knew, as the house gradually emptied
around them, that nothing is ever over. When Linos came up to
say goodbye to Isabella, they both felt that the new season, now
on its way, would need patience and resolution. Patience from
him, and resolution from her. It wasn’t going to be easy, since
those were precisely the qualities that they had so far lacked.

54 The European Union Prize for Literature 2011



Kostas Hatziantoniou

She walked with him as far as the garden gate. A chill
breeze pricked at their skin, and made the foliage shiver. The
moon, just beginning to wane, came out from behind the
clouds, and threw its light, amorously, over the ancient Doric
columns that stood in the valley below the house. There were
no superfluous regrets or vital revelations, to set down limits
as to how they were feeling. There was no need. As they were
talking, Isabella signalled to him to be quiet, so that he could
catch the melody coming from the valley. It was the music her
father had heard. “Can you hear it?” she asked him, squeez-
ing his hand. And although he might not have heard it yet, he
whispered “yes”. Because for the first time in his life he was
ready, strong and ready enough for the hardest things. The
hardest things, which always start tomorrow...
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Biography

Poet and author Ofeigur Sigurdsson was born in Reykjavik on November 2, 1975. He has pub-
lished six books of poetry and two novels. Ofeigur has tried his hand at a number of things:
working as a uniformed night-watchman at a hotel, pre-packing ham and bacon at a factory
farm, exercising his brawn as a dock worker, and exercising his brains as a student at the Phi-
losophy Department of the University of Iceland, from where he received his BA degree in 2007,
with a thesis on the taboo and transgression in the works of Georges Bataille. Ofeigur is at the
forefront of a poetic movement of dynamic young creative people, who have recently had a
hand in reshaping the form of Icelandic poetry. He has translated literature and written for radio
on writers including Louis-Ferdinand Céline and Michel Houellebecq.

Synopsis

In the terrible winter of 1755-1756, Jon Steingrimsson travels through Iceland, dwelling in a cave
in the south and writing letters to his pregnant wife in the north. He is under suspicion of having
murdered her former husband and has been expelled from his position at his monastery. The
south, however, is not a desirable place to be in: the glacial volcano Katla is erupting, shrouding
everything in a cloud of ash, destroying everything in its path, and Jon is at risk of being buried
alive in the cave. Despite this, he works hard to prepare for the arrival of his wife in the spring
so that they can start a new life there away from everything. But the scandal of the suspected
murder follows Jon all the way into the cave and tortures him there both day and night. Very
soon, the general sheriff pays him a visit...

Reverend Jon Steingrimsson is one of the most remarkable people in the history of Iceland, and
later became known as the ‘pastor of fire". This unique novel portrays him as a young man in the
dark times of the first sparks of the Enlightenment.
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Hjartans gudsgjof og ekta kona

pad er adeins fyrir guds moldriku miskunnsemi sem vid
braedur erum komnir heilir i hellinn eftir ferdina sudur yfir
hélendid og hingad inn i myrkrid. Ad vid skyldum lifa af er
mildiogkraftaverk;afjollunumhrepptumviod eitt pad sterkasta
vedur. Elsku Pérunn, ég let snoggvast pessi nidurhripudu
ord min i hendur manns sem kom hér vid i Hellum, hann
segist etla nordur til Skagafjardar fyrr eda sidar. Madurinn
er storvaxinn og kledist ullarhempu einni gridarmikilli og
raudri, hann hefur smabarn 4 6xlunum, selur baekur en er
Olees sjalfur. Petta eru hans audkenni. Hann heitir Kristofer
og lofadi ad koma pessum blodum til pin. Rétti ég honum
einn rixdal fyrir 6makid. Sem sagt, fair pu petta smeelki, pa
er pad stadfesting 4 pvi ad vid lifdum manndrapshridina a
Kili; vid breedur erum komnir i Hella.

Landid er ein lifandi skepna. Likami. Og Pdérunn, hve sart
er ad hafa purft ad skilja vid pig og okkar gudsmyndarkrili
i kroppnum, megi okkar g6di Herra vera med ykkur og g0
lj6smddir pa barnid vill hingad koma { okkar snautlegu
jardvist. Vid verdum ad lata okkur duga sendibréf um sinn
og treysta a4 pa sem ferdast milli landshluta pott vedur séu
valynd, kold og tidin hérd nordanlands. Var Skuli fégeti ekki
ad nefna einhverja bogglabera / sendla / pdsta / pa sem fara
med bréf?... Ma ske ad enginn vilji vera pdéstur hér a landi
nema einstakir furdufuglar og flokkubjossar. Gaman veeri ef
pessu yrdi kippt 1 lidinn og mér skilst ad Skuli sé eitthvad ad
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vinna i pvi med greifunum i Kaupenhofn. Par njota pdstarnir
mikillar virdingar og fa einkennisbuning skaffadan fra
konungsins skraddara, med latinshnoppum og silkibordum
/ hardar hufur / hest og ludur! Pessar perséonur fa greiddan
godan skilding fyrir ferdalogin. Og svo eru pad Taxarnir {
Hamborg, peir peysast um allt Pyskaland!

Hér 4 Sudurlandi eys Katla eldi og eimyrju yfir Myrdalinn og
fellur sandur og aska ur lofti svo aldimmt er um midja daga.
Auk pess gengur 4 med ausandi vatnsvedrum og blotasnjo
og begar allt petta blandast saman pd er sem ur mekkinum
rigni pykkvu bleki. P4 hardnar krapaskdnin 4 jordinni
i frosti og vindpurrki svo sveitin er 6ll sem slegin i kopar.
Jafnfallinn sandur er eins og gerist mest a snjoavetrum og
storir blokkuskaflar gera landid ad grengljaandi eydimork.
Pa fykur askan og smygur um allar gattir og spillir matvelum.
Dyr pola mistrid illa og 61l augu svida. Med guds réttlaeti mun
6llu pessu slota og burt fjuka og nidur rigna og vid aftur fyrir
finnast { vorblidum hégum. ba set ég fifil i hatt minn og kyssi

big!
Annad bréf

Kristofer er einhversstadar a leidinni med bréfid til pin yfrum
halendid i1 Skagafjordinn. Petta trollvaxna gédmenni var
béndi i Litluey a Myrdalssandi en er nt uppflosnadur og burt
hrakinn. Pegar hann kom hér vid skrifadi ég upp frasogn
hans, pvi hann var pa 4 leid burt dr mekkinum.

Bondi er vid sysl hatt { hlidum eyju sinnar 4 sandinum ad
laga garda og huga ad fénu og er langt kominn med visu, hin
er dyr og etlar hann ad hun verdi fleyg, pa tekur jordin ad
hoppa og hardna og mykjast 4 vixl og gengur brekkan 61l {
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bylgjum, ohirtar slegjur snuast ad sjalfsdadum og purrkast,
pykir honum betta hentugt fyrirkomulag og finnst gud vera
a0 launa sér sitt erfidi i visnagerdinni, en 1 visunni lofar hann
Dréttinn Jesus Kristmus. P4 heyrir hann skelfilegar drunur
og sprengingar eins og hleypt sé af hundrad fallbyssum
samtimis, heldur hann fyrst ad Tyrkirnir séu komnir, sidan ad
démsdagur sé upprunninn en pa er pad Kotluskommin! hun
er byrjud ad spyja undan kjoélfaldi sinum reidinnar bysnum
af ledju og aurvatni og bryst upp ur kolli hennar eldmokkur
sem stigur til himins, breidir par Gr sér med prumum og
eldingum svo himinninn verdur svartur sem ein kolagryfja
og myrkvar sélina, pa hleypur fram 4 sandinn ofsafengid
160 og fer beggja megin Hafurseyjar, klyfur eyna i tvennt
med brauki og bramli, geigvaenlegu hringli og skringli svo
gervallur Myrdalssandur verdur eitt beljandi straumfljot
med veltandi jakabjorgum, pa heyrir hann brest mikinn likt
og heljarstor bladsida sé rifin i tvennt, pa drunur og einn
horku dynk, pad er einn havadi, {16010 bryst fram og sér hann
petta allt ur brekkunni & Litluey parna sydst & sandinum,
sér hann ad hlaupid stefnir til sin og drylir 6frynilega med
fyluhroda; Katla @tlar pa alla feiga, hugsar hann og hropar:
Er nu hefndar hugur i pér stelpuskomm! og steytir hnefann
mot joklinum, nu er ad duga eda drepast; i 6llu pessu gleymir
Kristéfer visunni sinni og reynir af alefli ad rifja hana upp
svo hann geti drepist gladur med hana & vorunum, en hun
sekkur i 6minnid; Mulakvisl sépar fyrst burt 6llum kirkjum
i sveitinni, svo skepnuhtsum, pa bajarhuisum, fer fornfreega
hofudbylid Dyrskégar med bylmingsdrunum i fl6did, par
voru 50 hurdir & flarudum jarnum og handverk mikid, og
svo allt hverfid nordan vid Litluey, par koma strax i stadinn
sterdar klakabyggingar, glerar ad sja, heil speglaborg og
kastast af peim svimandi kynjamyndir og er natturan oll
brenglud ordin; visan er farin, Kristofer bidur baenir sinar og
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a0ir ur einni i adra, pd skellur fl6dbylgjan a Litluey og skelfur
eyjan vid pad hogg / hakkar vatn hastarlega og grefur sig
gradgislega upp brekkurnar / teetandi allt 1 sundur sem fyrir
verdur / bondinn bidur banirnar a tvofoldum hrada / prjar i
einu / hlaupandi 4 stadnum / stokkvandi jafnfeetis / en vatnid
haekkar hradar og hradar; pa litur hann til husanna, sér vatnid
hlaupa par um, hrifsar pad burt atihusin { sama vetfangi, 150
kindur eru i haganum og 61l I16mbin, pad sveipast burt i einni
svipan, nautin sokkva 6skrandi 1 jokulflauminn og er petta
allt atakanleg syn, hlaupid gleypir hvad sem fyrir verdur og
ropar sidan ogurlega, verdur bondi af pessu hneyksladur, pa
byltast isjakarnir { umrétinu, i peim eru afost grjot og klettar,
og standa sumstadar aldagéomul tré, fiin og grjot frosin, a
berum greinum sitja krakur og krunka gamla utfararsalma,
nu @tlar hlaupid ad heimseekja badstofuna sem Kristofer taldi
orugga, pa er par inni allt hans félk og verdur honum hugsad
hratt til barnsins, pad sefur i voggunni, pad stulkubarn atti
kona hans daginn adur / i miklum landskjalfta / stokk pad
ut likt og tappi ar flosku / lenti & fétunum / en settist svo
og for ad grata / pad er sart ad koma i heiminn / konan elur
pad a brjostamjolk eins og Bjarni landphysicus segir ad eigi
ad gera, hefur hann komid i veg fyrir mikinn barnadauda a
[slandi og er Bjarni landphysicus sannur islenskur dyrlingur!
ba hleypur Kristoéfer nidur hlidina og adir inn i husid, fledir
vatnid pa par inn og sépar til 6llum husbunadi, er pad braml
mikid, pa tekur hann barnid og rydst til utgéngu med pad
4 moti straumnum, fledir aurinn yfir pau fedgin og fyllir
fljott stofurnar, er pad seig drulla og pung, verda allir adrir
par eftir inni, par & medal hans heittelskada storfagra og
storbrotna kona, hann kallar til hennar ur gongunum: ,,Vid
hittumst 4 himnum hnossid mitt ég ann pér af alefli og er gud
ad pvi vitni og allar visurnar i kistunni! “hun gefur honum
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gratandi fingurkoss og hverfur i flauminn, pa rydst Kristofer
med offorsi upp a husid og hefur barnid i fangi sinu, hann
sér ad husido mun skjott sokkva og ut fletjast, og pa hleypur
hann upp 4 eyna hvar hun liggur heest og horfir yfir sandinn
og allan Myrdalinn og blasir Katla vid og stendur a blistri
og gengur svartur strokur ur henni til himins: ,Fagurt er
i fjallasal, fagurt er i Myrdal! “ pad er visan! hun krafsar i
yfirbordid, vill lata bjarga sér, pad eru gudlaunin, Kristofer
tekur halfa gledi sina og kyssir barnid, sandurinn er allur sem
eitt 6lgandi haf og pa sekkur visan, hann getur ekki munad
hvad kemur neest, pa atlar Litlaey ad hverfa i vatnid / stendur
Kristéfer med barnid efst a klettinum / & stérutdnni / langri
kartnogl sem svignar / hleypur i hana sprunga / hyldjupin
blasa vid / pa stekkur hann 4 einn isjaka og fljéta pau @ honum
fram & haf at / tekur pad skammt af og eru pau undir eins
komin langt frd landi / reika pau um hafid og komast hvergi
/ fyrst sigla pau med morgum 6drum isjokum en svo ein /
verdur pd myrkt sem af nétt og duftad loftid, veit Kristofer
ekkert af timanum en eitthvad lidur hann, pa verdur barnio
svangt og gargar hatt sem einn sjofugl, hefur hann ekkert ad
drekka 4 jakanum, pa leetur béndinn barnid sleikja isinn, en
barnid vill ekki sleikja isinn, { honum er sandur og dpverri,
ekki pydir ad bjoda ungabérnum hvad sem er og eru nu god
rdd dyr, pa rifur hann af sér geirvértuna og gefur barninu
a0 drekka, hyrnar pa heldur yfir pvi, lifir pad 4 blédinu
nastu daegur, en ekki sja pau neitt til lands, er enn myrkt
yfir og kalt, hafrét og ein 6rventing, sker Kristofer pa af sér
hina geirvortuna og gefur barninu enn ad drekka og heldur
pvi pannig a lifi, sjalfur sleikir hann isinn, pau rekur um
hafid marga daga og netur par til jakinn kemur ad landi i
Medallandi, pa fer Kristéfer fétgangandi med barnid 4 6xlinni
i Kirkjubeejarklaustur og feer barnid mjolk ur brjoésti einu sem

62 The European Union Prize for Literature 2011



Ofeigur Sigurdsson

par er pa statt, bondi feer plastra a sin brjést og undrast margir
ad sja geirvortulausan manninn, pa feer hann broddstaf einn
mikinn og fer enn fétgangandi med barnid 4 oxlinni yfir
Myrdalssandinn, eru pd votnin i rénun eftir f160id0 og margir
feiknar isjakar 4 sandinum 4 vid bjorg og himinhaa kletta,
synist honum lagdar gétur 4 milli peirra, pa finnst honum
par vera urmull af félki, ys og pys og verslanir, fara par um
hestvagnar og hjélvagnar havadasamir i allskonar litum og
gerd sem bondinn ar Litluey hefur aldrei adur séd: par er einn
eirgraenn 4 lit, annar blikandi tarkis, pridji indigo, fjérdi okru
litadur og sa fimmti bleikur eins og glassur, pa eru hestarnir
svarthvitir og allstérir, 4 torgunum er f6lkid prudbuid og
klaedist baedi kvenfolkid og karlfélkid riffludum kjolum og
brakar i peim og brestur svo hatt ad enginn naer heyra hvad
hinn segir, pa eru hattarnir barmmiklir og fjadurskreyttir
en stigvélin glitrandi slegin gimsteinum, stirnir a petta
alltsaman; folkid daist ad lifinu, spasserar innan um
gosbrunna og allskyns spranur og bunur, par eru englar og
myndastyttur af 6llum gudum veraldar, parna er iburdamikil
kirkja 4 steerd vid Litluey, ganga af henni tangar og mular og
fljiga um hana storir hépar af skrautdufum, pa er par kupull
a steerd vid trollkonubrjést og turnar eins og Reynisdrangar
en undir peim born betlandi og hundar snusandi og fara um
svaedid pjofar med goss sitt innan um heidarlega menn, finnst
Kristoferi petta likast pvi ad ganga um a Eyrarbakka, pott
hann hafi aldrei pangad komid, né um lesid, heldur adeins
heyrt um getid, en svona blekkja speglanir preyttan ferdalang.
Vid enda sandsins vedur hann Mulakvisl sem ner honum
upp undir nasir og er ain straumpung, blotna ter barnsins
sem situr @ hofdinu og heldur sér 1 pykkva harlokkana, hann
furdar sig 4 pyngd pess og atlar undan ad sligast, naer pé vid
ramman leik loks a fast land og kastar par meedinni.
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Kom Kristéfer pa til okkar i Hella med barnid a 6xlinni og padi
graut og hressingu. Pegar hann lauk fraségn sinni kom visan
fullkomin fram 4 varirnar. Eg fékk peim fedginum ullarkleedi,
keefu og mysu, bréfid til pin og heilsukoku ad skilnadi. Song

svo einn salm og horfdi a eftir peim ut & myrarnar.
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Translated from the Icelandic by Philip Roughton

God’s dearest gift & precious wife

It is only by God’s ample mercy that we brothers have reached
the cave safely following our trip south over the highlands
and hither into the darkness. That we should have survived
is a blessing and a miracle; in the mountains we were caught
in the most violent of storms. Beloved Pérunn, I will soon
place these scribbled words of mine in the hands of a man
who stopped here in Hellar; he says that he will be going to
Skagafjordur sooner or later. The man is large and wears an
enormous red woolen cassock, he carries an infant on his
shoulders, sells books but is illiterate himself. These are his
traits. His name is Kristéfer and he promised to bring these
pages to you. I gave him a rixdollar for his trouble. In other
words, if you receive these trifles, it is proof that we survived
the murderous snowstorm on Kjolur; we brothers have made
it to Hellar.

The land is a single living creature. A body. And Pérunn, how
painful it is to have had to part from you, with our blessed
little one in your own body; may our good Lord be with you
and the good midwife when the child wishes to come forth
into our dreary earthly habitation. We must content ourselves
with written messages for the time being and trust to those
who travel the country despite the perilousness and cold of
the weather and the harsh conditions in the North. Did not

The European Union Prize for Literature 2011 65



Jon

Sheriff Skuli mention some bearers / couriers / postmen /
letter carriers?... It may be that no one wishes to be a postman
here in this country but for certain eccentrics and vagrants.
It would be most pleasing if this were rectified, and I under-
stand that Skuli is working on this matter somewhat with the
counts in Copenhagen. There the postmen enjoy great respect
and wear uniforms provided by the king’s tailor, with brass
buttons and silk ribbons / stiff caps / a horse and a trumpet!
These individuals are paid a good shilling for their journeys.
And then there are the Taxis in Hamburg, who rush all over
Germany!

Here in the South Katla pours fire and embers over Myrdalur
and so much sand and ash fall from the sky that it is totally
dark at midday. In addition, the weather is wet and windy and
heavy with snow and when this is all combined it is as if thick
ink rains from the ashen cloud. Then the slushy skin hardens
on the earth in the frost and dryness of the air, making the
entire countryside appear as if cast in copper. The sands are
spread evenly as they most often are during winters of heavy
snow and the large black drifts turn the land into a glinting
green desert. The ash blows and slips in through every crack
and spoils the victuals. The livestock endures the mist poorly
and all eyes sting. With God’s justice all of this will cease
and blow away and be washed clean by rain and we will once
again find ourselves in gentle spring pastures. Then I will put
a dandelion in my hat and kiss you!
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Second Letter

Kristofer is somewhere on his way over the highlands to Ska-
gafjordur with my letter to you. This gigantic, kind man was
a farmer at Litlaey on the Myrdalur sands, but now his house-
hold has been broken up and he driven off. When he came
here I wrote down his story, because he was then on his way
out of the ashen cloud.

The farmer is working high on the slope of his island on the
sands, repairing fences and looking after the sheep and has
come a long way in composing a verse, it is precious and he
expects it to be excellent, and then the earth starts hopping
and hardening and softening by turns and the whole slope
moves in waves, the ungathered mown grass turns over of its
own accord and dries, he finds this a convenient arrangement
and feels that God is rewarding him for his efforts in versify-
ing, since in the poem he praises the Lord Jesus Christmus.
Then he hears a horrendous booming and explosions as if
from hundreds of cannons firing all at once; at first he thinks
that the Turks have come, then that Doomsday has arrived,
but it is in fact that damned Katla! From beneath the hem of
the dress of her wrath she has started spewing gobs of mud
and muddy water, and breaking forth from her crown is a
cloud of fire that ascends to the heavens and there spreads
itself out with thunder and lightning while the sky turns black
as a coal pit and darkens the sun; then a violent flood gushes
forth over the sands and rushes past both sides of Hafursey,
splits the isle in two with a tumult and turmoil, an ominous
rattle and clatter, and all the Myrdalur sands become one bel-
lowing river of tumbling ice floes; he hears a great crackle as
if a huge page is being torn in two, then a booming and an
intense rumbling, all is one giant clamor, the flood bursts
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forth and he sees this all from the slope on Litlaey, furthest
south there on the sands, he sees the debacle heading toward
him, tumbling hideously with a fearsome stench; Katla is
going to kill them all, he thinks, and shouts: “You’re out for
revenge now, you damned girl!” and he shakes his fist at the
glacier, now it is do or die; in all of this Kristofer forgets his
verse and tries with all his might to recall it so that he can die
happily with it on his lips, but it sinks into oblivion; first
Mulakvisl River sweeps away all the churches in the district,
then the barns, then the farmhouses; the renowned old estate
of Dyrskégar goes with a mighty roar into the flood, it had 50
doors of decorated iron and great handworks, and then the
entire area north of Litlaey, immediately replaced by huge
buildings of ice, transparent to the eye, an entire mirror-city
casting from it strange and dizzying shapes and confusing all
of nature; the poem is gone, Kristofer says his prayers, rushing
from one to the next, then the flood wave hits Litlaey and the
island shudders at the blow / the water rises suddenly and digs
itself ravenously up the slope / tearing apart everything it
meets / the farmer says his prayers at double speed / three at
once / jumping on both feet / but the water rises faster and
faster; then he looks to the houses, sees the water rushing
around them, it snatches away the outbuildings at the same
moment, 150 sheep are in the pasture and all the lambs, they
are all swept away at one moment, the cattle sink bellowing
into the glacial stream and it is an entirely pathetic sight, the
debacle swallows everything it meets and then belches terri-
bly, the farmer is shocked at this, and then the ice floes tumble
in the turmoil, stuck in them are rocks and boulders, and in
some places stand ancient trees, rotten and frozen hard as
stone, on bare branches sit crows croaking old funeral hymns,
now the debacle is on its way to the sitting room that Kristofer
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considered secure, inside it are all of his people and his mind
turns quickly to the child, it sleeps in its cradle, the baby girl
that his wife gave birth to the day before / in the great earth-
quake / it leapt out like a cork from a bottle / landed on its feet
/ then sat down and started to cry / it hurts to enter the world
/ the woman feeds it with breast milk as Bjarni the Physicus
General says should be done, he has prevented high numbers
of infant deaths in Iceland and Bjarni the Physicus General is
a true Icelandic saint! Then Kristofer runs down the slope
and rushes into the house, the water floods in and sweeps
away all the furnishings, there is a huge commotion, then he
takes the infant in his arms and pushes against the stream to
the exit, the mud streams over the father and his child and
swiftly fills the rooms, it is viscous, heavy mud, all others are
left there inside, including his most dearly beloved, immensely
beautiful and magnificent wife, he calls to her from the pas-
sageway: “We shall meet in Heaven, my treasure, I love you
with all my heart as God is my witness and all of the verses in
my chest!...” She blows him a tearful kiss and vanishes into
the flood, and Kristoéfer climbs furiously up onto the house,
the baby in his arms, he sees that the house will soon sink and
be flattened, then he dashes up to the highest point of the
island and looks out over the sands and all of Myrdalur and
Katla appears on the verge of bursting and a black column of
smoke ascends from it to Heaven: “Fair it is in the mountain
hall, fair it is in Myrdal!...” that’s my verse! it scratches at the
surface, wants to be rescued, it’s God’s thanks, Kristofer takes
half his joy and kisses the infant, the sands are all as one tur-
bulent sea and then the verse sinks, he cannot remember what
comes next, and then Litlaey is about to vanish in the water /
Kristofer stands with the child at the peak of the cliff / on his
big toe / a long diseased nail that bends / cracks open / the
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abyss appears / then he jumps onto an ice floe and father and
daughter float aboard it out into the sea / it happens quickly
and they are immediately far from land / they drift about the
sea with nowhere to land / first they sail with many other ice
floes and then alone / it turns dark as night and the sky dusty,
Kristéfer knows nothing of the time but it does pass by, then
the baby grows hungry and shrieks as shrilly as a seabird, it
has nothing to drink on the floe, so the farmer tries to get it
to lick the ice, but the baby does not want to lick the ice, which
contains sand and filth, one can’t simply offer infants any-
thing and now things look desperate, he then rips off his
nipple and suckles the infant, it rather cheers up at that, lives
on blood over the next days, but they catch no sight of land, it
is still dark and cold, the swell and desperation alone, Kristofer
then cuts off his other nipple and continues to let the infant
suckle from him and in that way keeps it alive, he licks the ice
himself, they drift about the sea for many days and nights
until the floe comes ashore at Medalland, and then Kristéfer
walks with the child on his shoulders to Kirkjubajarklaustur
and gives it milk from the breast of someone there, the farm-
er’s chest is bandaged and many are amazed to see the nipple-
less man, he then takes a large mountaineer’s staff and walks
with the infant on his shoulder over the Myrdalur sands, the
waters are subsiding after the flood and there are numerous
huge ice floes on the sand, the size of boulders and lofty crags,
it looks to him as if roads lay between them, then he feels as if
there is a swarm of people there, a hustle and bustle and shops,
horse-drawn carts and wagons drive around there noisily in
such colors and shapes as the farmer from Litlaey has never
seen: there is one a coppery green, another a glittering tur-
quoise, a third indigo, a fourth ochre-colored and the fifth
pink as frosting, the horses there are black and white and
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giant, on the squares the people are dressed genteelly, both
women and men wearing ruffled dresses that creak and snap
so loudly that no one can hear what the other is saying, the
hats are all wide-brimmed and feathered while the boots are
polished and set with gems, all of this gleams; the people
adore life, converse among the fountains and all sorts of jets
and gushes of water, there are angels and statues of all the
gods of the world, there is a bombastic church the size of
Litlaey, extending from it are spits of land and promontories
and flying about it are large groups of ornamental pigeons,
there is a dome the size of an ogress’ breast and towers like the
Reynisdrangar sea stacks and beneath them children begging
and dogs sniffing, thieves prowl the area in the midst of
honest men, Kristéfer feels that this most resembles being in
Eyrarbakki, although he has never been there, nor read about
it, has only heard it mentioned, but that is how the reflections
deceive a weary traveler. At the end of the sands he fords
Mulakvisl, which reaches up to his nostrils, its current heavy,
the child’s toes are wetted as it sits on the farmer’s head and
holds onto his thick locks, he is amazed at the baby’s weight
and is on the verge of giving up, yet finally reaches firm
ground after a difficult struggle and there catches his breath.

Kristéfer then came to us in Hellar with the baby on his
shoulder and received porridge and refreshments. After con-
cluding his story the verse came out perfectly on his lips. I
gave father and daughter woolen garments, paté and whey,
the letter to you and a salutary biscuit upon parting. I then
sang a hymn and watched as they crossed the moors.
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A Solace for Adam’s Tree (a collection of stories)

Publishing House Dienas Gramata Publishers
© Rimands Ceplis

Biography

The prose writer Inga Zolude was born in 1984 and received her master’s degree in English
from the University of Latvia. She studied English literature at Southern lllinois Univer-
sity through the Fulbright Program and worked as a project coordinator and manager
in the field of culture and education. She is currently studying for her doctorate at the
University of Latvia. She has been a member of the Writers’ Union in Latvia since 2010.
Zolude has had her works published in various periodicals, and her debut novel, Silta zeme
(Warm Earth) was published in 2008. She regularly reviews works by Latvian and foreign
authors. She has also translated poetry by Philip Larkin and Robert Crawford, among others.
She received a special award from the cultural magazine Rigas Laiks (Riga Times) in 2007. She has
taken part in many literary and cultural projects and has received several grants, including the
Nordic Council of Ministers’ Baltic Sleipnir Grant.

Synopsis

Inga Zolude's short story collection reflects on different scenes of life in urban and rural areas in
modern-day Latvia. The author’s rich and ripe language describes a bright and panoramic view
of the past, present and future. A very specific pattern of Zolude's writing (also demonstrated
in her first novel) is her skill at destroying any borders between reality and fiction, known and
unknown, national and cosmopolitan. Sometimes it is impossible to guess the place or time
that frame these stories, which deal with the so-called ‘big subjects’ at the heart of human life.
Despite that, Zolude's stories strongly reflect the atmosphere of 21st century Europe, and make

the collection one of the most important prose works published in Latvia during recent years.
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Spridite

Es tie$i nacu no darba iekarto$anas agentiras Nadezda’s
Global Human Work Market, kas specializéjies sttisana uz
Iriju. Es gaju cauri tiem vecajiem kapiem. Es vispar nesa-
protu, ka tur nokluvu. Man $kiet, es apmaldijos. Eju pa ielu
prieciga, ka beidzot brauk$u uz Dublinu un satik§u paréjos
radus, priecajos, priecajos, parlasu ligumu un info paketi un
péksni skatos — apkart kaut kadi veci, sagazusies pieminekli.
Nebija ta, ka es nesaprastu, kur atrodos, es zinaju, tie noteikti
ir tie vecie kapi. Es te esmu bijusi agrak, kad macijos Banku
augstskola. Mani gan atri atskaitija. Negaja man. Vispar gaja
labi, bet tris priek§metus nevaréju nokartot sekmigi — anglu
valodu, vacu valodu un latvie$u valodu. Jau no bérnibas man
bija ta slimiba, ka neprot lasit, neatskir burtus, man viss
vienmér bija jaieka] no galvas. Citos priek§metos es uzma-
nigi klausijos un iegauméju un péc tam varéju loti sekmigi
atstastit. Augstskola es ierakstiju lekcijas diktofona un ietau-
pju laiku, méginot atpazit vardus. Es, protams, tagad protu
lasit, tacu man tas tapat aiznem nedaudz ilgaku laiku, un
ieskaités stresa situacija es vispar visu aizmirstu, tapéc ari
izkritu valodas. Bet man tapat riebas ta Banku augstskola.
Tagad man ir daudz labaks diploms, es pabeidzu LU Ekono-
mikas un vadibzinatnu fakultati gandriz ar sarkano diplomu,
psihologija tikai se$i dabaju. Vispar biju uzcitiga. Paraléli ari
macijos taisit manikiru, skropstu ilgvilnus un pielikt maksli-
gas skropstinas. Katrai sievietei tas batu japrot, jarapéjas par
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sevi, tacu né, raud, ka viriesi ne tadi, bet pasas ka slaucéjas
staiga. Paskatieties apkart!

l..1

Man klast baisi. Parks ir satumsis, piepesi te vairs nav tik
daudz jauno maminu vai citu vienkar$u caurgajéju, bet vinu
vieta uzradusies divaina paskata cilvéki — rudiem matiem,
vasarraibumiem, vini lidzinas elfiem un sarunajas nesapro-
tama valoda. Es méginu sev iedvest, ka tas tikai manu bailu
auglis, un mekléju izeju no parka, tacu nespéju to atrast.
Centra te ir divaina baznica, iek$a deg gaismas, bet arpusé ta
ir tumsa, tumsa, melna, un visas durvis ir ciet, slégtas, tam
prieksa rezgi. Apeju baznicai apkart, raustu visas durvis, bet
neka, dazas no tam ir vispar aizcementétas, lidz sabistos ne
pa jokam, kad ieraugu divus bérnus smilskasté pie baznicas
sienas, vini spéléjas tumsa, runadami nesaprotamas zilbes, es
nospriezu, ka ta vien tada divaina bérnu valoda, bet ieklau-
soties es saprotu, ka ta ir ista valoda, un izskatas vini pasi ari
pavisam divaini — mati gaisa, ka véja izpusti, spilgti sarkani
ka uguns, un sejas no vienas vietas nosétas vasarraibumiem.
Es nemu kajas par pleciem un steidzos projam no $is divai-
nas baznicas, skrienot garam kapli¢am, sajutu tadu ka édiena
smarzu un piepesi atceros, ka esmu izsalkusi, nez cik stundas
jau te maldos, jau nakts melnums, bet nakama doma ir daudz
$ausaligaka — tie noteikti ir bomzi, kas kapli¢a cep tadu pasu
nevainigu meiteni, kas ieklidusi parka. Es skrienu, ko kajas
nes, man preti skrien koki, no kuriem nevaru izvairities,
ieskrienu viena ar plecu, aizkeros aiz saknes, skrienu pielie-
kusies, lai neviens mani neredzétu, 1idz tiesa trapijuma...

l..1
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Zelta pods. Pods ar zeltu. Godadieva vards! Pamostos no
bezsamanas, galva sap no trieciena, ar kadu iedrazos koka,
saknes spiezas sanos. Es ceru, ka tas bijis tikai launs murgs
un es tagad piecel$os, izieSu no parka un do$os majas. Ari
tumsa vairs nav tik necaurredzami melna, $ur tur spid ugun-
tinas. Sakuma domaju, ka tas ir laternas, bet tad pamaniju,
ka uguntinas mirgo, nevis spid rami, tas burtiski raustijas,
tad izdzisa pavisam, it ka partraktu elektriba. Tad gaismina
iedegas citur, saka raustities un atkal izdzisa. Tacu es pama-
niju, ka ar katru reizi tas pietuvinajas man, lidz bija tik tuvu,
ka es varéju saskatit, ka ta sakas ka sprakskis, tad no tas izlau-
zas liesma un mazs zal§ cilvécins, rukis, kas tur kaut kadu
mala podu, no kura nak gaismas stars, tad tas sak mirgot,
un pazid gan liesma, gan cilvécins, gan pods ar staru. Un es
palieku atkal viena tumsa, savakusi savus Irijas ligumus, pie-
celos kajas un eju uz ielas pusi.

l../

Paldies dievam, es tikpat ka pilniba biju atguvusies péc trie-
ciena un gaju meérktiecigi uz ielas pusi, es redzéju taluma
masinas un autobusu, es domaju, ka ttidal man izdosies atrast
izeju no §1 parka. Tacu, kad nonacu jau pavisam tuvu ielai, ta
saka attalinaties, es saku skriet tai preti, bet ta kluva arvien
talaka, es jutos, ka skrienot uz skrejcelina trenaziera sporta
zale, tad es apstajos un skatijos uz ielu, méginaju saprast, ka
lai apmana So celinu, kas mani ved atkal parka ieksa, un es
jau tuvojos divainajai baznicai bez ieejas, kas tapat deg gaisa
un bija sakusi skanét ladzéju kora balsi, kas dziedaja kadu
meldinu ar nezinamu tautisku pieskanu nesaprotama valoda.
Te piepesi pamaniju, ka man preti nak divi cilvéki, un es uzel-
poju. Es viniem atvainojos un vaicaju péc izejas no parka. Vini
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uz mani divaini skatijas, tad latviski ar Sausmigu, neidentifi-
céjamu akcentu jautaja, kapéc es gribu tikt ara. Es atbildéju,
ka vélos noklat majas, jo man jaatvadas no saviem draugiem
un tuviniekiem un jasak kravat mantas, jo es beidzot dosos uz
Iriju, kur stradasu par menedzeri viena no labakajiem resto-
raniem, kur nak ést zvaigznes. Piepesi es sajutu spécigas sapes
kaja, tad ravienu, elpas trakumu, parbili, mani ierava zemé!
Man pie kajas bija piekéries kads skelets, likis!

/.1

Es atguvos un driz vien sapratu, ka esmu dziva, man matos
un uz sejas bija smiltis un zemes bumbuli, es guléju uz auksta
betona, virs manis bija betona velve, un griestos bija sprauga,
pa kuru naca gaiss un varéju redzét satumsusas debesis. Man
apkart stavéja vairaki cilvéki, vini visi bija noséti vasarraibu-
miem, ar ugunigi rudiem matiem, daziem no viniem bija uz
prieksu izbidits apakszoklis. Kur es esmu, es vaicaju, kas jis
esat? Tu esi tur, kur tev jabut. Més redzéjam tavu ligumu. Ja,
es brauksu stradat uz Iriju. Tev nekur nav jabrauc. Tu jau esi
Seit. Més esam Irija. Bet ka? Es parlaidu skatienu betonétajai
telpai. S ir Irija? Ko jis gribat man iestastit? ! Formali §i jau
ir Irija, bet més vél joprojam esam pie ieejas. Tulin dosimies
talak. Un ieeja ir caur kapu, cauri zemei? Kur es esmu? ! Vai §
ir elle? Vini mani piecéla un veda pa gaiteni, kas partapa Saura
ielina ar mazam majinam, uz kuram bija dazadas izkartnes.
Iela ka iela, tikai ta nelidzinajas nevienai no Rigas ielam, virs
maju jumtiem nebija debesu, bet griesti, kas bija nokrasoti
ka debesis. Vini mani ieveda durvis, virs kuram bija izkartne
Barbers, tur darbojas tadi pasi ugunigi rudi cilvéki prieks-
autos, vini bija draudzigi, tacu es nesapratu daudz no vinu
sarunam, viniem bija divaina izruna. Vini mani iesédinaja
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krésla, frizieris, ka izradijas, atvéra skapiti, kas bija piekrauts
pilns ar vienadam kastitém, vin$ panéma vienu tadu, uz tas
bija rakstits Irish Red, vini man teica, ka, pirms ieeju pilséta,
mani jasagatavo, lai paréja sabiedriba mani pienemtu ka
savéjo. Péc aptuveni stundas mani mati bija rudi, tad mani
savas rokas néma permanent make-up artist Katy, un péc
diezgan sapigas un nepatikamas procediras mana seja bija
noséta gaisbraniem vasarraibumiem. Péc tam vini man pazi-
noja, ka esmu gatava, tikai vél viena lieta — vini man uzda-
vinaja The Concise Dictionary of Gaelic. Ieksa bija ielikta
lapina ar biezak lietojamiem izteicieniem pirmajam laikam.

I/

No citiem paslepSus debesis vérojosajiem uzzinaju, ka ir ari
citasieejas, vini man uzzimeéja karti, un es apstaigaju is vietas,
daudzi no portaliem bija kaplic¢as, kur ruki glabaja savus zelta
podus. Tie bija portali starp tagadni un pagatni, majam un
Iriju, tacu es nekad neméginaju neko vairak, nebazu galvu
ara pa Skirbu, neskatijos, kas notiek virszemé, jo mani butu
ieraudzijudi mazie zalie rukisi — spiegi un portalu sargataji,
bet es nevéléjos pamest $o laimigo zemi, kur par cilvékiem
tika gadats, sakot no friziera reizi ménesi, kur§ piekrasoja
saknes ar Irish Red, beidzot ar integrésanu sabiedriba un
dzives limena cel$anu. Irija piepildija manus sapnus.
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Translated from the Latvian by Suzanne McQuade

Thumbelina

I've just come from Nadezhda’s Global Human Work Market,
an employment agency specializing in emigration to Ireland.
I was walking through this old cemetery. I don’t really know
how I got here. I seem to be lost. I'm walking along the road,
happy that I'm finally about to go to Dublin and meet my
other relatives, happy, happy, reading the contract and the
info packet and suddenly I look up—all around me are these
old, crumbling monuments. It wasn’t like I couldn’t figure out
where I was, I knew that this must be the old cemetery. I've
been here before, when I was studying at the BA School of
Business and Finance. They counted me out quickly. I didn’t
do well. I did well in general, but I couldn’t successfully pass
three subjects -- English, German, and Latvian. I've had that
disease since childhood where you can’t read, can’t differen-
tiate the letters, I always had to chisel everything out of my
head. In other subjects I listened carefully and memorized
and then I could very successfully recite it all. In high school
I recorded the lectures with a dictaphone and set aside time
to try to identify the words. Of course, now I can read, but it
still takes me a little more time and in a stressful test situation
I forget pretty much everything, and so I failed languages.
But I hated the BA School of Business and Finance anyway.
Now I have a much better diploma, I graduated from the
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University of Latvia in the Faculty of Economics and Manage-
ment, nearly with honors; I only got a middle passing grade
in psychology. Basically I was diligent. I also learned how to
do manicures on the side, give eyelash perms and apply false
eyelashes. All women should be able to do that, should be able
look after themselves; if not, they cry over the fact that they
don’t have such and such a guy, while they themselves walk
around looking like milkmaids. Look around!

l../

I’'ve become frightened. It’s gone dark now in the park, sud-
denly there aren’t as many young mums or other mere pas-
sers-by, these strange looking people have appeared in their
place—red-headed, freckled, looking like elves and speak-
ing in an unintelligible language. I try to reassure myself
that they’re just a creation of my fear, and I look for the exit
from the park, but I can’t find it. Here at the center there’s
a strange church with lights burning inside of it, while the
outside is dark, dark, black, and all the doors are shut, locked,
covered by grates. I walk around the church, pulling on all the
doors, but nothing, some of them are practically cemented
shut, until I'm startled, no joke, by the sight of two children in
the sandbox at the door of the church. They’re playing in the
dark, speaking in unintelligible syllables; I decide it must be
one of those strange languages children have, but on listening
further, I understand that it’s an actual language, and they
look just like all those strangers—their hair in the air, as if
blown by the wind, bright red like fire, and faces dotted eve-
rywhere with freckles. I hightailed it, racing away from this
strange church, running past the crypt, sensing the smell of
food cooking and suddenly I remember that I'm hungry, I've
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no idea how many hours I've been lost here, the night already
grown dark, but my next thought is far more gruesome—they
must be bums there in the crypt, bums who cook the very
same innocent girls who wander into the park. I run as fast as
my legs will carry me, trees racing towards me, I can’t avoid
them, I run into one with my shoulder, tripped up by roots, I
run stooped over, so no one will see me, until the direct hit...

l./

A golden pot. A pot of gold. God’s honest word! I wake from
a blackout, roots pressed into my side, head aching from the
blow of running into a tree. I'm hoping that it was all a bad
dream, and now I'll get up, leave the park, and head home.
Even the dark is no longer so impenetrably black, little fires
burn here and there. At first I think they’re lanterns, but then
I notice how the little fires glimmer rather than shine calmly,
they literally flicker, then fade completely, as if the electricity
had been cut off. Then the little light ignites somewhere else,
begins to flicker and fades again. But I'm noticing it get closer
to me each time, until it’s so close that I can see how it starts
like a sparkle, and from that sparkle a flame breaks out, and
a tiny little green person too, holding some sort of stone pot
emitting these beams of light, then it begins to glimmer, and
then it disappears: the flame, the tiny person, even the pot
and its beams. And I'm left alone again in the dark, gathering
up my Irish papers, rising to my feet and heading towards the
road.

/.1
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Thank god I'd almost completely recovered from the blow and
was heading determinedly towards the road. In the distance
I could see cars and buses, I thought I'd manage to find an
exit from this park any minute. But when I came almost right
up to the road, it started to get further away, I started to run
towards it, but it grew even further. I felt like I was running
on a treadmill at the gym. Then I stopped and looked at the
road, trying to understand how to trick this path that carries
me back to the inside of the park, and then I was right up next
to the strange entranceless church with its burning lights,
and there was the sound of a church choir, voices singing a
little melody of an unknown folk song in an unintelligible
language. Here I suddenly noticed two people approaching
me, and I took a breath. I excused myself and asked for the
exit to the park. They looked at me strangely, then in Latvian,
with an awful, unrecognizable accent, asked why I wanted to
get out. I answered that I would like to get home, I have to say
goodbye to my friends and relatives and have to start packing
my things, I'm finally headed to Ireland, where I'm going to
work as a manager in one of the finest restaurants, where all
the stars come to eat. Suddenly I felt an intense pain in my
leg, then a jerk, the loss of breath, a sudden shock, and I was
pulled into the ground! I'd been caught hold of at the leg by a
skeleton, a corpse!

l../

I came to and soon enough understood that I was alive, there
was sand and clumps of dirt in my hair and face, I lay on cold
cement, above me, a cement vault, and in the ceiling there
were cracks that let the light through, and through which I
could see the darkening sky. Several people stood around me,

82 The European Union Prize for Literature 2011



Inga Zolude

all of them had faces dotted with freckles and fiery red hair,
some of them had underbites. Where am I, I asked, who are
you? Youre where youre supposed to be. We saw your con-
tract. Yes, 'm going to work in Ireland. You don’t have to go
anywhere. Youre already here. We’re in Ireland. But how? I
cast a glance around the cement room. This is Ireland? What
are you trying to tell me? ! Technically this is Ireland, but
we're still only at the entrance. We’ll head further soon. And
the entrance is through a grave, through the earth? Where am
I? ! Is this hell? They picked me up and led me down a hallway,
which changed into a narrow lane with little houses on which
were posted various signs. A street like any street, only not
like any streets in Riga, there was no sky over the rooftops
of the houses, but a ceiling painted to look like the sky. They
led me to a door signposted “Barbers,” there the same fiery
red people worked in pinafores, they were friendly, although
I didn’t understand much of their conversation, they had a
strange accent. They sat me in a chair, the hairdresser, as he
turned out to be, opened a cupboard stocked full of identical
boxes. He took one of them out and on it was written “Irish
Red”; he said that before entering the city, I had to prepare
myself so that the rest of society would accept me as one of
their own. After about an hour my hair was red, then “Perma-
nent Make-up Artist Katy” took me in her hands, and after a
rather painful and unpleasant procedure my face was dotted
with light brown freckles. After that they informed me that
I'm ready, just one more thing—and they gave me The Concise
Dictionary of Gaelic. Inside, a one-page insert of the most
useful beginner phrases.

l./
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From the other secret sky watchers I learned that there are
other entrances as well, they drew me a map, and I made
the rounds of these places. Several of the portals were crypts
where the gnomes kept their pots of gold. These were portals
between the present and the past, between home and Ireland,
but I never tried anything more, never thrust my head out
through the cracks, never looked at what was happening above
ground, for I'd see the little green gnomes—spies and portal
guards—and didn’t want to leave this happy land, where I'd
come to be expected, starting with the hairdresser, once a
month, who colored my roots with Irish Red, and ending with
my integration into society and the promise of a better life.
Ireland fulfilled all of my dreams.
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(2006)
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Biography

Iren Nigg was born in 1955 in Schaan, in the Principality of Liechtenstein. She also grew up
in Schaan and attended the Hohere Téchterschule St.Elisabeth. Nigg then travelled extensively
before she studied journalism at the Institut fiir Journalistik und Kommunikation, University of
Fribourg in Switzerland, from 1981-1984. After her studies, she did press and PR work for various
newspapers and non-profit organisations. From 1997-99 she was responsible for the PR of the
association Aktion Miteinander, which promoted rights for foreigners in Liechtenstein.

Nigg started publishing short pieces of prose in literary magazines in 1987.In 1988, her first full-
length book, Fieberzeit, appeared. After that she did not publish much at all until 2005, when
19 short prose texts by her were included in a compilation of writing by regional authors called
Land Sichten Il. In 2006, Nigg published her second book, Man wortet sich die Orte selbst.

Synopsis

Man wortet sich die Orte selbst consists of prose texts of different lengths, from short, condensed
vignettes to short stories and novellas. In these texts, the author’s main concern is the explo-
ration of the creative writing process. Iren Nigg starts at the level of individual words, more
specifically, the sounds of words. At this level, she is often inspired by the way children play
with new things or words: unbiased, with intense curiosity and serious dedication. When she
takes her exploration on to the level of voices, characters and stories, or fragments of stories,
the references change. Given the musical quality of Nigg's writing, it is no surprise that dancing
is one of the major metaphors for the creative writing process. Plots and characters are subordi-
nated to the musical play of words and Nigg reveals and constructs different layers of meaning
in her texts. She addresses stars, animals and human soulmates, among them a brother and a
friend. Only rarely does she refer to concrete political events. Life is presented as a screenplay
with stages that keep changing, while in the process of creative writing it is always “the heart
which is her companion”.
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Junges

Endlich! hab ich ihre Schonheit gesehen. Und habe sie geret-
tet. Zum erstenmal! hab ich sie schén gesehen... zuvor bin
ich mein Leben lang bei ihrem Anblick vor Schreck erstarrt.
Der fein geformte Kopf... die warmen braunen Augen und
dann! das Ziinglein, blitzschnell! ist es herausgeschnellt. Was
wollte sie im Hof? auf Steinen! hab sie genommen und ins
Gras zuriickgebracht. Sich so zu rollen - wie sie das kann! die
kleine Schlange. Vor den grossen hat’s mir nie gefiirchtet, im
Gegenteil! ich hatte einmal eine junge Boa um den Hals. Sie
hat sich zu erkennen gegeben, mit leichtem Druck... ’s war
schier entziickend. Und nun die kleine! endlich die Wahrheit
sehn: so schon! ist sie, so schon ~ und warm und braun und
glinzend. Sich so zu rollen — wie macht sie das? so als Spirale
wiird ich als néchstes in die Hohe gehn.

Der November macht, was man von ihm erwartet - huch! ist
Nebel, wie macht er das? und dunkelt! er den Morgen und den
Abend. Macht alles neu, wo ist es? im Nebel, und im Dunkel
ist’s. Wie macht er das? will uns wohl necken... lehren. Als
nachstes wird er auch noch Schnee draufwerfen! ach, im
Frihling werden wir ja sehn. Gewiss ist es bis dahin gross
geworden... jetzt wirkt der Humus! des Gewesenen.

Die Sprache hat Humor: nichts, sagt sie, gar nichts! als kénnte
man das Nichts noch steigern. Gar nichts! So oder so, das kleine
Ich ist drin verschwunden, fein. Aber die Sonne im Nachmit-
tag! der Spinnwebfaden ~ das Licht ist drauf herumgereist.
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Einfach leben, weisst du. Rechtschaffen, heiter — und ein
Mensch. Bin kein Roboter, darf Fehler machen, soll ich?
einfach leben! na los. Einen neuen Namen! erschaffen, bald
ist Dezember. Bei Mutter wird der Christbaum stehn. Aber
die Strassen blenden! vor Glitzer - besser weitergehn.

Am Rauch dort dritben erkenne ich den Sidwind. Oh! unwi-
derruflich... dieser Tag.

An Wunder glaub ich, ich hab den Hund! gesehn, im Sommer,
er ist gerettet worden. Im Wald hor ich sein Schreien, ich war
schon auf dem Riickweg, da bin ich umgekehrt, und hab den
Schritt beschleunigt, Weh! hab ich empfunden, gehort. Ich
hab’s geortet, es kam aus einem hohen Haufen Holz. Hab da
hineingesprochen: Hilfe! geh ich holen, halte durch! und bin
gerannt, quer durch den Wald bin ich gerannt. Drei Manner
mit Beil und Axt und Sage haben die blonde Hiindin rausge-
holt, ihr Bestes haben sie gegeben und eine ganze Stunde! hat’s
gedauert, bis sie geborgen war. Sie war verletzt, erschopft...
und kiirzlich hat sie mein Gesicht geschleckt, ein Wiederse-
hen... heil! das schone Wesen. Drei Tage muss es eingesperrt
gewesen sein im Holz, zum Gliick! war Regen.

Unwiderruflich... dieses Jahr; und endlich! Abschied.
Schuldlos bin ich, frei.

2

Die hochsten! Wolken sind aus reinem Eis... es sind die
Sehnsuchtswolken, auch wenn sie nicht so heissen, die Cirren
— Frau Holle, bist du da? Machst du die Federwolken? Wind-
bdume... den richtigen Namen haben sie. Wind ~ nimmst
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du mich mit? Cirren, Cirren! in den Himmel. Der Wind, der
Wind, das himmlische Kind — alles! darf er sein, der Wind,
sanft und stiirmisch, wild und heiss und kalt. Er muss nur
Wind sein, Wind ~ und ich? Nebel! kommt wieder auf, im
Januar mag ich ihn gar nicht, verschwinde! Nebel, geh. Keine
Kraft, die Sonne. Im Rauhreif schwarz! die Vogel. Falsches
Denken, Unvermdogen ist ewige Rache an sich selbst... Nichts!
hindert das Gemiit an Heiterkeit, wenn man vergeben hat,
und losgelassen. Was ist der Sinn des Lebens? hab ich einmal
eine junge Frau gefragt. Gliicklich sein! war ihre Antwort und
gross! und schelmisch lachend ihre Augen. Recht wird sie
haben... Kinder wissen es. Zu kokettieren mit dem Ungliick,
das Denken darum kreisen lassen: kime Kindern niemals in
den Sinn. Dafiir ist die Form des Kreises nicht gedacht...

Manchmalist das Leben Winter. Die Natur! lasstihn geschehn.

Leb wohl - ein wunderschoner Wunsch, lieb! wie meine
Katze.

Ich lebe wohl.
Ist Winter.
Leb wohl.

Was wiird ich tun, wenn ich in Urlaub wiére? auf der Erde.
Wiird alle Sprachen lernen, viele! wiird tanzen, singen, spielen
wiird ich Tag und Nacht, wiird alles tun, was mich zum Lachen
bringt und alles! was spannend ist und Freude macht. In
Augen sehn, vertrauen! von Kindern lernen. Alle Zeiten lieben.
Nachts! ging’ ich ins Universum. Hey, bin ab sofort in Urlaub!
auf der Erde. Faszinierend... mit Tieren sprechen, mit dem
Wasser, und mit Sternen. Welcher Stern ich selber bin? hab
keine Ahnung, an den Augen! miisste man’s erkennen. Was
Erwachsene eins vergessen, kann ins Ungeheuerliche gehn -
seit zwei Wochen muss ich darum an das Ratsel denken: Was
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ist grosser als Gott? Bosartiger als der Teufel? Die Armen haben
es. Die Gliicklichen brauchen es. Und wenn du es isst, stirbst
du. Kleine Kinder wissen es sofort und zweifelsohne, wihrend
die Erwachsenen sich verlieren... weitab, weitab! verirren sie -
geniigen ein paar Zeilen nur, um zu vergessen? dass nichts, gar
nichts! grosser ist als Gott... bin immer noch verschreckt.

Freitag abend, Winter. Will ich den Winter nutzen, will
kuscheln! in mich selbst, bei mir daheim. Ohne Larm... ganz
still, gemiitlich! soll es sein. Was hoére ich da drinnen? hell!
ist der Himmel heut und hell! die Erde. Blumen soll man nur
dann ablichten, wenn die Sonne scheint — sonst leuchten sie
nicht. Soll ich mal wieder in den Spiegel schaun? der Entzug
von Sonne ist vorbei, der Februar! hat sie zuriickgebracht,
bald wird sie kraftig sein. Ich hor den Ton der Hoffnung...
nicht weit! den Ton der Leichtigkeit. An Wunder glaub ich.

Ein- und derselbe Schnee! ist Schmuck geworden, durch die
Sonne.

Wenn ich Atem gebe, geht er durchs Universum? Und wenn
ich Atem nehme, an welchem Rhythmus nehme ich teil? Was
ist Liebe? Und warum fiihl ich nicht? den Fliigelschlag des
Schmetterlings in China ~ das Universum fiihlt! ihn, als
Orkan... muss unermesslich reich und maéchtig die Liebe
sein. Ist sie geheim? Fithlen will ich! den Fliigelschlag des
Schmetterlings ~ wenn notig als Orkan, lieb! sei mein Atem
zum Universum.

Bin Nora, Aron! will die Geschichte kennenlernen, wo die
Liebe ist.

Saat! Ernte...

Selbstvertrauen sae ich als erstes aus und wertvoll! bin ich,
das ganze Universum hat’s gehort, bin gut. Saatgut, kostbar!
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werf ich aus, die Freude. Nur Gift darf nicht hinein - kein
Zweifel! darf den Samen téten. Wille, grosse Willenskraft!
wach auf. Und bloss nicht riickwirts schaun... Holzscheite
kann man brauchen - wird Scheitern auch fiir etwas gut
gewesen sein. Das Gute! in meinem Leben will ich anerken-
nen, sehn. Frohmut ist ein kluges Wort... und denk ich an das
Echo...

Hohe Kunst! die Sonne...

Und, lieber Gott, wie bist du bloss auf die Idee gekommen,
das Schnurren zu erfinden! und das Miauen, und den Wind
~ das Lachen! und das Kind... wie! auf das Atmen ~ Geheim-
nis... ist im Atem, ich dehn die Flanken! weit. Ist irgendwie
doch komisch, in dieser Form, in einem Koérper! zu sein. Die
Flanken dehn ich, weit. Bin Nora, Aron - ich atme aus! und
ein.

3

Brot, Brote - ein Olivenbrot, wiirzig, salzig! wihl ich aus.
Braucht nicht mal Butter, ist eine Mahlzeit ganz fiir sich
allein. Die Einfachheit... ist wundervoll, ist kostlich. Brot
brechen... und gestern habe ich ein Liebespaar gesehn, ihr
Lacheln war wie eins. Kommt der Frithling? Oder ist er ausge-
wandert fiir alle Zeit? Bliiten! treibt die Orchidee in meinem
Fenster. Unten hor ich die Gitarre spielen, am Radio. Reizlos
scheint die Landschaft draussen, ohne Farbe, leblos. Akzep-
tieren... akzeptieren, selber Leben schaffen, innen, Orange!
und helles Gelb, und Griin. Mozart danken, Bach, Vivaldi.
Warum nicht selber einen Engel erschaffen? einen Engel! fiir
mich allein. Nach meiner Vorstellung! wird er wirksam sein.
Mein Gespiele, mein Vertrauter, so einen hatt ich doch! als
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Kind. Aber spidter hab ich ihn entlassen. Der wird staunen...
Wenn ich die Sache mit Katz und Maus begreifen diirfte,
bitte; das sag ich ihm zuerst. Ich weiss tatsichlich nichts...
und wird er lachen? herzen! soll er mich, und mir erkliaren
- Gott; ich bin kein Kind mehr. Schaukeln, wiegen ~ soll er
mich, mich in die Liifte heben, er ist sehr gross.

Mich herzen... so dass ich tue, was die Sonne tut.

Ist Mérz, April! die Sonne. Barlauch pfliicken und aufs But-
terbrot! das wiirzige Griin. Und ins Olivendl, in alle Saucen!
die Kraft, sie mundet. Atmen, Licht! neu ist das Jahr. Ich werd
mir Arbeit geben lassen. Tun, was die Sonne tut... das will
ich. Und werd auch nie mehr einsam sein, versprochen. Als
kleine Sonne -

4

Im eignen Universum gibt’s einen Punkt! da kann man
lernen, gliicklich zu sein, man muss nur klopfen. Innen! am
linken Knie, nur daran klopfen, eine kleine Weile. So wurde
mir gesagt, von berufner Seite. Klopf! klopfklopf. Wihrend
ich mich frage, wer ist der Schmetterling? Ist’s meine Lunge?
Ich fithle! die Lungenfliigel... beim tiefen Atmen. Klopf-
klopf... Oder die Nieren sind’s, die Lungen! sind der Adler.
Ach, Schmetterling ~

Ich glaub, der Schmetterling ist nicht allein, ich hab schon
zwei! gesehn, in diesem Jahr.

Neuerdings hat das Kamel grosse Sympathie bei mir gefun-
den: Wenn man es selber ist, im Tanz, fiihlt man - es ist ein
gutes, es ist ein liebes! Tier, weich die Bewegung, grazios,
erhaben. Man muss ihm nur Musik aus seinem Land vorspie-
len, schon ldchelt’s, und setzt sich in Bewegung. - Ich setz
mich in Bewegung, in Richtung Nadelohr? die ersten Bliiten
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seh ich, Musik! paar Tropfen Regen. Ululala. Ruft endlich
jemand meine Seele? Bitte Musik! aus meinem Land.

Ululala. Es regnet jetzt so frech: ohne zu fragen! Die Antwort
meiner Katze tont nicht nett. Es rauchen die Kamine. Es
dunstet die ganze Welt. Ddimmerung wird sein. Ululala, lula.

Am Rauch dort driben erkenne ich den Nordwind. Oh! unwi-
derruflich, dieser Tag.

Hier ist alles jung, die Eiben, Léarchen, jung - wo bin ich?
Schliisselblumen, iippig! am Weg. Aus der Mauer stossen
winzige Farne, aus der Mauer! Farne.

Lieber Gott, danke, dass du unaussprechlich bist...
Roh, der Acker. Ist die Zukunft schon gesit? Nora, Aron -

Und hier, hier ist ein Zeitraum ganz fiir sich, die Ebene durch-
brochen nur von Birken, Weiden, und von ergrautem Stall.
Welche Zeit hat dieser Raum? Der Kiesel feiner als in der Welt.
Wind... treibt silbrige Gestalten tibers Gras, Fliichtige. Silber,
tlichtig. Ein echter Reiter. Und verbotene Wege! wo die Vogel
briiten. Kunstschritte zeigt das Pferd; dann aber seh ich seine
Mihne fliegen. Pferd! Ich hauche Leben in meine Hand. Und
griisse; ich werde wiederkommen, ich komme wieder. Dort
hinten ein bewegter kleiner See — Spielsee der Vogel?

Ich hab ans linke Knie geklopft, am Morgen, beim Kaffee,
klopfklopf. Spannend, denk ich, in meinem Korper ist Sili-
cium, genau wie in der Erde, und wird fiir jedes Bauwerk ver-
wendet, und Magnesium! fiir den Flugzeugbau - haben die
Vogel etwa mehr Magnesium im Korper als ich? Klopfklopf.
Ob’s dem jungen Mann auch helfen wiirde? Oder sind seine
Knie tot? Wie kommt’s, dass er im Rollstuhl sitzt? mich bittet,
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seine Plastikflasche zu versorgen, gehorchen seine Hinde
nicht? sehr sympathisch, sein Geruch und schade! fahrt er
ein Stiick weiter, gegen Norden, er ist gewiss ein Dichter. Ist er
dabei zu lernen, stark zu sein: widerstandslos, weich?

Gebt ihm Silicium und Magnesium, zeigt ihm den Punkt!
in seinem Universum, innen, am linken Knie, daran mag er
klopfen. Lernen, gliicklich zu sein.

Wind lodert an meiner Haut.
Gras ziingelt.

Huflattich - lange nicht gesehn, salut! und Sumpfdotter, mmh,
schone Blumen. Keine stellt ihr Licht unter den Scheffel.

Ans Hungerbliimchen denk ich: Das Kleine traut sich gar als
eins der ersten aus dem Boden, Hut ab! und ich, ich lass mir
Arbeit geben, bald. Das wird spannend! da draussen. Aber
noch ist April, er ist zum Oeffnen da - aprire, 6ffnen, ja.

Das einzig Stérende im Gehen: man selbst — der Larm der
eigenen Schritte; hier wire Stille... da...

Lowenzahn wird durch die Luft getragen, als flauschiger
kleiner Schirm, als Same - Biegung, eine Biegung! macht der
Weg und nur die Biegung kann ich sehen, nicht! den weiteren
Weg. Vogel sind zu horen ~ sichtbar einer, zwei.

5

Nicht gegen eine Fliege kimpfen! hab ich heut gelernt, wann
kann ich’s iben? wenn’s denn sein muss... War namlich nicht
mehr ich... Zwei Stunden hat sie mich geplagt heut in der
frihsten Frith - nun weiss ich, wie es ist, voll Hass zu sein
und morden wollen, morden! schlecht war mir, als ich endlich
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aufstand... Pardon, lieb” Gott, dich hatt ich ganz vergessen,
ist ja deine Fliege, hm. Nachstes mal sprech ich mit ihr: ich
werd ihr einfach sagen, dass ich gottgegeben bin, dann fallt
wohl auch bei ihr der Groschen runter. Hm.

Und wenn ich gottgegeben bin, muss ich ein liebenswertes
Wesen sein... ich will’s mir merken, hm.

Will gut! iiber mich denken, dann werd ich immer schoner,
so hab ich’s mit dem Farn gemacht, er war noch klein, ich hab
ihm jeden Tag gefliistert, wie einzigartig und wie wundervoll
er sei — einen solchen! nie gesehen! staunen heut die Leut.

Und spielt der Wind die Wolken ~
Und spiel ich Leben, hm?
Spiel Nora Aron, hab ich den Text dabei.

Kein Grollen, das Gewitter ist vorbei, erhellt das Griin sich
wieder, Licht! ein Glanz in allem. Und Sommer ist der Wald
und Sommer! ist mein Rosenbaumchen, Fiille ~ nie hab ich
eine solche Fiille an rosa Bliiten an ihm gesehn. Dabei hatt ich
gedacht, ich hdtt’s zu Tode geschnitten im Friihling, ih! so
viel geschnitten... kenn mich mit Rosenschneiden doch nicht
aus. Merkwiirdig, man stellt sich unter Fiille iippig Schweres
vor, doch wie ich mit Entziicken sehe, ist wahre Fiille leicht ~

Jung ist der Lavendel, Geheimnis... die kleine Tanne strahlt,
und tberall auf dem Balkon sind Steine, Kinder haben sie
bemalt.
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Translated from the German by Marissa Griines

Youthful

Finally! I've seen her beauty. And have rescued her. For the
first time! I've seen her beautiful... my whole life I've been
paralyzed with fear at her gaze. The finely-formed head... the
warm brown eyes and then! the little tongue, quick as light-
ning! it’s whisked out. What did she want in the courtyard?
on the stones! I took her and put her back in the grass. To coil
oneself up like that — how she can do that! the little snake.
I've never feared the big ones, on the contrary! once I had a
young boa around my neck. She announced herself with a
light pressure... it was utterly enthralling. And now the little
one! finally seeing the truth: she’s so beautiful! so beauti-
ful ~ and warm and brown and gleaming. To coil oneself up
like that - how does she do that? like that, as a spiral, I'd go
upwards next.

November does what’s expected of him - oh! it’s fog, how does
he do that? and he darkens! the morning and the evening.
Makes everything new, where is it? in fog, and in darkness
it lies. How does he do that? seems to want to taunt us... to
teach. Next he’ll throw snow outside! ah, in spring we’ll see.
It will certainly have grown great by then... now acts the
humus! of what’s past.
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Language has her humor: nothing, she says, absolutely
nothing! as if one could further increase nothing. Absolutely
nothing! Somehow or other the little Me has vanished inside,
smoothly. But the afternoon sun! the strand of cobweb ~ the
light has been traveling along it.

Just living, you know. Upright, cheerful - and a person. I'm
not a robot, am allowed to make mistakes, should I? just live!
come on. To create a new name! soon it will be December.
There will be a Christmas tree at Mother’s. But how the streets
dazzle! with glitter — better to go on.

By the smoke over there I know the southerly wind. Oh! irrev-
ocable... this day.

I believe in miracles, I saw the dog! in summer, it was saved.
In the forest I hear its screaming, I was already on my way
back, but I turned around and quickened my pace, pain! I
felt, heard. I located it, it came from a tall pile of lumber. I
spoke into it: Help! is on its way, hang in there! and I went
running, cutting across the woods. Three men with hatchet
and axe and saw got the blonde bitch out, they gave it their all
and it took a whole hour! until she was safe and sound. She
was bruised, exhausted... and recently she kissed my face, a
homecoming... healed! the beautiful being. Three days she
must’ve been imprisoned in the wood, luckily! there was rain.

Irrevocable... this year; and finally! parting.

I am guiltless, free.
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2

The highest! clouds are of pure ice... these are yearning
clouds, even if theyre not called that, the cirrus clouds -
Frau Holle, are you there? Do you make the feather clouds?
Mare’s tails... they have the right name. Wind ~ will you take
me with you? cirri, cirri! to the sky. The wind, the wind, the
heaven-born wind - he can be everything! the wind, mild and
blustery, wild and hot and cold. He must be only the wind,
wind ~ and I? fog! rises again, in January I don’t like the fog at
all, clear out! fog, go. No strength, the sun. In hoarfrost black!
the birds. Wrongheaded thinking, lack of means is eternal
revenge on itself...nothing! bars the mind from cheerfulness,
if one has forgiven and let go. What is the meaning of life?
I once asked a young woman. To be happy! was her answer
and great! and impishly laughing her eyes. She’s right... chil-
dren know it. To flirt with misfortune, allow one’s thoughts
to circle it: this would never occur to children. The form of
the circle isn’t meant for that...

Sometimes life is winter. Nature! lets it happen.
Fare well - a beautiful wish, lovely! like my cat.
I fare well.

It’s winter.

Fare well.

What would I do if I were on vacation? on earth. I'd learn
every language, many! would dance and sing, play day and
night, would do everything that makes me laugh and every-
thing! that’s thrilling and brings joy. Look others in the eyes,
learn trust! from children. Love forever. At night! I'd go into
the universe. Hey, from now on, I'm on vacation! on earth.
Fascinating... to speak with animals, with water, and with
stars. Which star am I myself? have no idea, by the eyes! one

The European Union Prize for Literature 2011 97



Wording the Places Oneself

should recognize it. What adults forget can shade into the
monstrous — for two weeks I've been mulling over the riddle:
What is greater than God? More evil than the devil? The poor
have it. The happy need it. And when you eat it, you die. Small
children know it immediately and with certainty, while adults
get lost... far off, far off! they stray — are a few lines enough
to forget? that nothing, absolutely nothing! is greater than
God... it still frightens me.

Friday evening, winter. I want to make use of the winter, want
to snuggle! in myself, at home. Without noise... how hushed,
cozy! it should be. What do I hear inside? bright! is the sky
today and bright! the earth. One should only take photos of
flowers when the sun shines — otherwise they don’t glow. Should
I'look in the mirror again? The retreat of the sun is over, Feb-
ruary! has brought the sun back, soon the light will be strong.
I hear the sound of hope... not far! the sound of lightness. I
believe in miracles.

One-and-the-same snow! has been bejeweled by the sun.
When I release my breath, does it go through the universe?
When I take a breath, in what rhythm do I participate? What
is love? And why do I not feel? the wing beat of a butterfly in
China ~ the universe feels! it as a hurricane... how immeas-
urably rich and strong the love must be. Is it secret? I want to
feel! the butterfly’s wing beat ~ if necessary, as a hurricane,
beloved! be my breath to the universe.

I'm Nora, Aron! want to get to know history, where love is.
Sow! Reap...

I sow self-confidence first of all and how worthwhile! I am,
the whole universe has heard it, I am good. Seeds, precious!
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I toss out, joy. Only poison may not come in - no doubts!
may be allowed to kill the seeds. Will, great willpower! awake.
And just don’t look back... one can use pieces of wood - even
something in pieces will have been good and useful. T will
acknowledge, see the good! in my life. Lightheartedness is an
astute word... and I think of the echo...

High art! the sun...

And, dear God, how did you come upon the idea to invent
purring! and meowing, and the wind ~ laughter! and the
child... how! upon breathing ~ mystery... is in the breath, I
expand my sides! wide. It’s somehow funny to be in this form,
in a body! I expand my sides, wide. I'm Nora, Aron - I breathe
out! and in.

3

Bread, breads - I choose an olive bread, tangy, salty! Doesn’t
even need butter, it’s a meal all to itself. The simplicity... is
wonderful, is delicious. To break bread... and yesterday I saw
a couple, their smile was as one. Is spring coming? Or has he
emigrated for all time? Orchid blossoms! open in my window.
Below I hear guitar-playing on the radio. Stale, the land-
scape outside seems colorless, lifeless. To accept... to accept,
to create life oneself, inside, orange! and bright yellow, and
green. Thank Mozart, Bach, Vivaldi. Why not create an angel
myself? an angel! just for me. After my own imagination! he’ll
take effect. My playmate, my confidant, like the one I had!
as a child. But later I let him go. The angel will marvel... If I
might be allowed to grasp the case of cat and mouse, please;
I’ll say that to him first. I know literally nothing... and will he
laugh? he should hug! me, and explain to me - God; I'm not a
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child anymore. Cradle, sway ~ me, that’s what he should do,
he should lift me in the air, he is very great.

He should hug me... so that I do, what the sun does.

It’s March, April! the sun. To pick wild garlic and eat buttered
bread! spread with the spicy green. And dip it in olive oil, in all
sauces! the strength is delicious. Breathing, light! the year is new.
I'll grant myself work. To do what the sun does... that’s what I
want. And I'll never be lonely, it’s promised. As a small sun —

4

In one’s own universe, there’s a point! where one can learn
to be happy, just by knocking. Inside! on the left knee, just
knock there for a little while. So I was told by a competent
authority. Knock! Knockknock. While I ask myself, who is
the butterfly? Is it my lungs? I feel! my lungs unfold... when I
breathe deeply. Knockknock... or it’s the kidneys, the lungs!
are the eagle. Ah, butterfly ~

I believe the butterfly isn’t alone, I've already seen two! this
year.

Lately the camel has aroused great sympathy in me: If one
turns into a camel when dancing, one feels - it is a good, it is
a lovely! animal, its motion supple, graceful, dignified. One
need only play him music from his own land, then he laughs
and sets himself in motion. - I set myself in motion, toward
the eye of a needle? I see the first blossoms, music! a pair of
raindrops. Ululala. Does someone finally call out to my soul?
Please, music! from my own land.

Ululala. The rain has gotten fresh: it pours without even
asking! My cat’s answer doesn’t sound nice. The chimneys
smoke. The whole world lies in mist. Twilight will come.
Ululala, lula.
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By the smoke there I recognize the northerly wind. Oh! irrev-
ocable, this day.

Here everything is young, the yews, larches, young - where
am I? Primroses, lush! along the path. On the wall jostle tiny
ferns, along the wall! ferns. Dear God, thank you that you are
unsayable.

The field is untended. Is the future already sown? Nora, Aron -

And here, here is a space of time all to oneself, the field
broken up only by birches, pasture land, and a graying barn.
What time is it in this place? The pebble smoother than in the
world. Wind... drives silvery forms over the grass, fugitives.
Silver, fleeting. A true horseman. And forbidden paths! where
the birds brood. The horse dances a few steps; but then I see
his mane fly. Horse! I breathe life into my hand. And greet; I
will return, I come back. There behind a small, stirred lake -
playing-lake of the birds?

I knocked on the left knee, in the morning as I drank my coffee,
knockknock. Exciting, I think, there’s silicon in my body, just
as in the earth, and that’s used in every building, and magne-
sium! for airplane construction - do the birds have more mag-
nesium in their bodies than me? Knockknock. Would it also
help the young man? Or are his knees dead? How has it come
that he sits in a wheelchair? he asks me to look after his plastic
bottle, do his hands not obey? very agreeable, his smell and a
shame! he drives further away, toward the north, he is certainly
a poet. Is he learning to be strong: unresisting, supple?

Give him silicon and magnesium, show him the point! in his
universe, inside, on the left knee, let him knock there. Learn
to be happy.
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Wind blazes on my skin.
The grass flickers.

Coltsfoot - long time no see, greetings! and marsh marigold,
mmbh, beautiful flowers. They don’t hide their light under a
bushel.

I think about the shadflower: the little one dares to be among
the first out of the earth, hats off! and I, I'll grant myself work,
soon. That will be exciting! there outside. But it’s still April, it
waits to be opened - aprire, open, yes.

The one disturbance in walking: one’s self - the noise of one’s
own steps; otherwise it would be silent... here...

Dandelion is carried through the air, as a tiny fluffy shield,
as a seed - turning, a turning! in the path and I can only see
the curve, not! the way beyond. Birds can be heard ~ one, two
are visible.

5

Not to fight with a fly! is what I learned today, when can
I practice it? if it must be... wasn’t myself anymore... Two
hours it plagued me today in the early dawn - now I know
what it is to be full of hate and to want to murder, murder!
felt ill when I finally got up... Pardon, dear god, I completely
forgot you, it is your fly, hm. Next time I'll talk to it: I'll simply
tell it that 'm god-given, then maybe the penny will drop for
it as well. Hm.

And if 'm god-given, I must be a being worthy of love...
I want to keep that in mind, hm.
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I want to think good! of myself, then I’ll grow more beautiful,
just as I did with the fern, it was still small, and each day I
whispered to it, how unique and how wonderful it was - such
a one! never seen before! people marvel today.

And does the wind play the clouds ~
And do I play life, hm?
Play Nora Aron, I have the text with me.

No rumbling, the storm is past, the green brightens itself
again, light! a brilliance in everything. And summer is the
forest and summer! is my little rosebush, abundance ~ never
have I seen such an abundance of pink blossoms on it. And
here I thought I'd clipped it to death in spring, huh! chopped
so much... I don’t know anything about cutting roses. Strange,
one imagines abundance as luxurious heaviness, but as I see
with delight, true abundance is light ~

The lavender is young, secret... the small fir tree glows, and
everywhere on the balcony are stones, children have colored
them.
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Immanuel Mifsud was born in Malta in 1967, the youngest in a working class family of eight
children. He has been active on the literary scene since the age of 16, when he started writing
poetry and co-founded the literary group Versarti. He later founded several drama groups and
also directed plays written by himself and by a variety of famous playwrights. He is a leading
contemporary poet and fiction writer and some of his works have been translated and pub-
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in prestigious literary festivals across Europe. Mifsud is a lecturer at the University of Malta,
where he teaches modern Maltese poetry and theatre.

Synopsis

Back from his father’s funeral, the narrator starts reading a diary his father kept during his days
as a soldier during the Second World War. The diary is very scant, almost impersonal, but it is
exactly thisimpersonality which pushes the narrator to re-examine the personal relationship he
had with his father. The father, who the son knew only as a cripple after he had been injuredina
motorcycle accident, had always tried to convince those around him that he was tough enough
to withstand all hardship, and had tried to bring up his son in his mould. The narrator revisits his
father’s past, as well as his own, to look for cracks in this facade, to find signs of weakness and
displays of emotion. This turns out to be an opportunity to also look back at his own upbringing
and especially at the way he had been educated to become a man. Episodes from the past are
recalled and examined for any light they can shed on the matter. The narrator is not only older,
which makes him attach new meanings to old events, but he has also changed in two other
ways, which both influence the way he now sees things: he has just himself become a father,
and he has become a scholar. He has read things that his working-class father would never
understand, let alone know that they would be used to understand him.
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L-Addolorata. Fuq il-qabar tommok. Minn wara nuccali
b’lenti hoxna u skura, rajt id-demgha niezla. Ma kellhiex
taghmel hekk, imma qabzet u zzerzqet. Hsibt li ma rajt xejn,
imma jien kont qed inharislek. Jien dejjem kont inharislek
lilek, dejjem nghasses fuqek, halli nara kif qed iggib ruhek.
Bhal meta gbadtek titfa’ idek wara dahrek u tohrog qrun
malli xi hadd ma nafux qallek li alla jbierkek minkejja l-eta,
minkejja I-mankament li kellek f’sieqek ix-xellugija, minkejja
x-xeni li rajt. Jien dejjem attent ghalik kont inkun. U dakinhar
rajtek b’did-demgha niezla kollha misthija, bhalma sthajt
meta gbidtlek l-attenzjoni ghal demgha niezla ma’ haddek.
Shajt minni dakinhar, aktar u aktar meta mort nigthannaq
mal-fardal b’riha tagsam ta’ tewm u basal li kienet liebsa
martek u habbart lil kull min kien migbur li koint rajtek tibki.

Ma kontx naf li s-suldati jibku wkoll.
Kont nahseb li s-suldati kienu tal-azzar.
Kont nahseb li wicchom dejjem imgqit u b’sahhtu u qawwi.

Kont nahseb li jien biss nibki, li jien biss naghmel dak li mhux
suppost naghmel.

Bhal dakinhar.
Dakinhar.
Dak
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kien iz-Zmien meta kont tghidli li jien ma nistax nibki. Jien
tifel. Ma tistax issir ragel jekk tibki. Kif ghadek tibki tifel
bhalek? Int tagleb kulm’hawn, u tibki? Ma tistax tibki, fhimt?
Ma tistax.

Imma jien nibki. U nisthi meta nibki. U nisthi ghax jien mhux
suppost nibki. U nisthi aktar ghax - trid tkun tafha din? -
niehu gost nibki. Niehu gost inhoss dak l-ilma shun igelben.
Niehu gost inhoss imniehri jitrass, ghajnejja jinghasru. Niehu
gost nara kollox imzelleg.

Niehu gost ma nobdikx.

Niehu gost nibza’ minnek ghax int tal-biza’. Ghax int thares
lejja u bil-harsa kerha li taghtini twerwirni. U nibza’ u nilbet.

Anki int tibki.
Suldat, anki int tibki.

Bhal dakinhar li miet ta’ magenbek. Ma bkejtx dakinhar li
rajtu jintlaqat? Ma bkejtx?

Bhal dakinhar li rajt kollox jiggarraf quddiemek.
Bhal kull meta tiftakar li t-tieg tieghek sar go xelter.
Taht dik il-lanterna

hdejn dak il-kancell,

qalbi kif niftakrek

tistenna dejjem hemm.

Kont issejjahli m’nn taht l-ilsien,

u tghid li thobbni u dejjem int

Wie einst Lili Marlene,

Wien einst Lili Marlene.

The European Union Prize for Literature 2011 107



Fl-Isem tal-Missier (tal-iben)

Is-sigarett jitghazzen fir-rokna ta’ halqek. Il-kappell imnizzel
ghal fuq ghajnejk. Humphrey Bogart. Casablanca. Tripli.
Bengazi. Il-qmis bl-ghonq illamtat. L-ingravata b’ghoqda
zghira u ssikkata. Il-harsa. Il-mustacéi rqaq fuq wicc lixx,
riha ta’ sapun tal-lehja kull filghodu gabel ma tilhaq titla’
x-xemx. Wie einst Lili Marlene, Wie einst Lili Marlene.

U allura fuq il-qabar tal-familja, xhin nara d-demgha li mhux
suppost rajt, nibqa’ ssummat.

Jien, Guzeppi Marija Mifsud, mill-Belt Valletta, bin Pawla
u Salvu, proletarju u Socjalist anki jekk jekk qatt ma gbadt u
grajt il-kotba l-homor (ghax dawk mizmuma minn Ommna
-Knisja Appostolika rumana, u ghax ghalkemm naf naqra
xi haga, mohhi mhuwiex mixhut ghal-qari ta’ kotba tqalu
hziena), suldat fit-Tieni Gwerra Dinjija, assenjat fuq il-kanuni
anti-aircraft, niddefendi lil art twelidi mill-attakki mill-
ajru tal-bghula Faxxisti Taljani u ta’ dawk il-hniezer Nazisti,
nissogra hajti ghal art twelidi, ghall-familja li Alla ghogbu
jafdali, bit-tpingija fuq dirghajja ghax jien suldat proletarju,
kapural, u mbaghad surgent tal-King’s Own Malta Regiment
u r-Royal Malta Artillery, fuq Bigi u Tigne, ninxtewa bl-azzar
jikwi, nitbaghal kif bdejt naghmel minn tfuliti wara li ommi
romlot ghat-tieni darba, nigri fit-toroq bzarbuna wahda biex
ma ngharragx il-par shih, naghmel dak li jigi ghal idejja halli
mmantni lil ommi u lil huti izghar minni, u nitghallem il-hajja
fil-kantunieri, fil-hwienet tax-xorb jien u nahsel il-platti u t-tazzi
kollha bzieq u zlazi u isfar tal-bajd mogqli, jien u naqta’ I-biljetti
fuq tal-linja, jien u nghawweg dahri ganc fil-fabbriki tal-Marsa
u nimtela nugrufun u frak tal-faham, jien u nibni I-muskoli, jien
u nsir ragel kif ghandhom ikunu l-irgiel, jien u nqaddes il-hefa
u nispira lill-Moviment tal-Haddiema, jien u nghix u mmur u
nimmira halli noqtol lil dak l-ghadu li qed itajjar l-ajruplani
halli jtajjarli rasi, jien u nsir, jien u nkun, jien u jien.
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Ta’ sebgha u erbghin sena lqajt fi hdani t-tmien wild, l-ghaxar
wiehed li kellhom jghixu kollha. U lill-Mulej ghidtlu: Mulej,
tkun maghmula r-rieda tieghek, ghax avolja hsibt li issa wasal
iz-zmien li nistrieh wara li rabbejt familja u ddefendejt lil art
twelidi u I-Fidi Mqaddsa, il-Providenza Tieghek harset lejja
mis-smewwiet u lemhet il-hila tieghi u gharfet li ghad ghandi
s-sahha minkejja dak li grali u dak li rajt u dak li ghaddejt
minnu, u baghtitli wild iehor. Ma nafx kif se nghajjex lil din
iz-zieda mhux mistennija, imma nafda fik, Mulej, kif dejjem
ghamilt.

Ta’ sebgha u tmenin sena, Mulej, ghogbok issejjahli ghal
ghandek.

Guzeppi Marija Mifsud, maghruf bhala I-Kikkra.

>

Ha nara tafx din: b’subghajk go togbitha u b’xufftejk ma
xoffitha. Ha nara, x’inhi?

U jien nihmar ghax mohhi diga thammeg, u nissuspetta li int
indunajt u qieghed tipprova tkejjal kemm thammeg diga. Isa,
x’inhi? Subghajk ¢o togbitha u xufftejk ma’ xoffitha. U jien
nibga’ kwiet ghax ma nafx X’int tistenna minghandi: intix
tara sirtx ragel jew ghadnix it-tifel li dejjem kont. U mbaghad
titbissem u tghidli: Kikkra, hmar! Sewwa, kikkra. Kont qed
nahseb, fl-isqagien imgiddma ta’ mohi li jixbhu t-toroq li
ggerrejt fihom b’zarbuna wahda, li kont qed titkellem fuq dik
li kont maghha lbierah filghaxija meta suppost mort nisma’
l-quddiesa tal-Ewwel Gimgha tax-xahar. Il-Kikkra l-lagam
tieghek, hux hekk? Mifsud il-Kikkra.

Iz-zarbun tqil u iswed. Zarbuna mhux bhall-ohra. Suppost
daz-zarbun jahbilek il-mankament. Xi mkien lejn il-Madliena,
suldat tiela’ telgha fuq mutur. Xi mkien il-Madliena, suldat
mixhut f’ghalqa mitluf minn sensih. Sena l-isptar militari ta’
Bigi. Sena ohra fi sptar militari Londra.
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Meta tasal tinxtehet fuq l-ewwel siggu li ssib u tholl iz-zarbun.
Dejjem tholl iz-zarbuna tax-xellug l-ewwel. U titlobni nigi
nnehhilek iz-zarbun. U nhossu tqil meta fl-ahhar jirnexxili
naqlaghhulek. U tghidli npoggih pulit taht is-sodda. U
timxi qisek dghajsa fil-maltemp. U l-maltemp jihrax hekk
kif tnehhi z-zarbun. Minkejja s-sigaretti n-nifs jibqa’ tajjeb
u tinzel fil-qiegh nett it-Torri tax-Xghajra ha ttella’ r-rizzi.
Ghexieren ta’ rizzi fil-bixkilla. Irejhu I-bahar. Jien ma nafhiex
ir-riha tar-rizzi, u t-Torri tax-Xghajra ma nzilt qatt u l-qiegh
skur ibezzaghni. Jien nibza’, nibza’ minn hafna affarijiet:
mic-¢imiterju li thobb tohodni fih Hadd iva u Hadd le; miz-
zwiemel kbar tal-kavallerija tal-pulizija li tehodni nara; minn
sieqek ix-xellugija mghawga gan¢; mill-klieb; mill-gurati
li jtiru mac-centufolju fir-rokna tal-bitha; mill-fekruna li
dahhalt bla permess fil-barzakka li kont iggorr lejn Tripli,
lejn Bengazi; mic¢-corma qtates jabqzu u jkattru u jwelldu
til-gwardarobbi ta’ Leli Cousin li joqghod magenbna; minn
Leli Cousin innifsu, irejjah I-gharagq, il-bewl, u s-sigaretti Du
Maurier; mid-dlam li jaqa’ kull lejla; mir-raghad; mis-sajjetti;
mit-terremot f’nofs ta’ lejl f1-1972; mill-pressjoni gholja li tbati
biha; minn lehnek meta tghollih; mi¢-c¢intorin li tibda tholl
jekk ma nobdikx; min-nuccali ta’ fuq wiccek; mill-mustacci
ppuntati; mit-tpingija hadra fuq dirghajk; mill-eta tieghek;
mit-telfa tommi li nistennieha tigi minn waqt ghal iehor;
mill-wic¢ sfigurat ta’ Kristu msallab; mir-ritratt ta’ ommok
b’xoffitha ta’ isfel imdendla; mill-istejjer kollha misteri taz-
zija Stella li qatt ma rajt u tant xtaqt li niltaga’ maghha;
mill-hallelin 1i dahlu ghand tar-Rex u fgawha wara li tawha
xebgha u hadulha hamsin lira; mill-fatati li tghid li kont tara
til-kerrejja ta’ zitek Bazilka li kienet toqghod il-Belt; minn
tal-Labour meta kien u jghaddu minn quddiemna jdawru
lil Lorry jew lil Grima; mill-gvern li tak transfer vendikattiv
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ghax ma kontx thasibhom, u kont tpac¢pa¢ kontrih; mill-
holma li kont nohlom kuljum, ta’ ragel moribond fuq sodda li
narah imut u malli johrog l-ahhar nifs jaga’ pupu fl-art minn
taht is-sodda tieghu; mid-dell li kien jigri warajja (hekk kont
tghidli: Int anki minn dellek tibza’!); fuq kollox: minnek.

Imlejtli 1-holm bil-passi tqal tal-militar; bil-Bofors jisparaw;
bit-twerdin tal-Istuka niezel joghdos. Imletjli 1-holm bir-
remettar tal-Faxx u tal-fizzjali Inglizi jihduh f’sormhom
bik, ghax int dagsxejn ta’ Malti tomghod il-hobz, iggewwez
il-gobon tal-hakk, u ggib it-tfal. U ghedtlek kemm-il darba:
Dak is-salib x’nambuh fuq il-bandiera? U int kont tkun pront
tohrog ir-ritratti, u tikxef il-farrett fuq koxxtok tax-xellug
u tghidli l-istejjer 1i kibru fl-umdita tax-xelter fejn kellek
it-tieg fi Frar 1942. Imlejtli 1-holm bl-eroj b’sidirhom berah,
b’sidirhom mimli, b’sidirhom affrontat ghal art twelidhom,
ghall-kuruna tal-Britannja tixxemmex fuq dil-gzira. Imlejtli
tfuliti bil-hoss tad-Dama Vera Lynn, We’ll meet again, don’t
know where, don’t know when; but I'm sure we’ll meet again
some sunny day.

On the 21st Dec 1939 I joined the British army and was enlisted
in the 2nd Battalion. The King’s Own Malta Regiment, this
Regiment was stationed at St.Andrews barracks and we were
instructed by the NCO’s of differenti units. The first day that
I spent at the barracks I was very happy, my comrades used to
teach me how I must fowled the blankits and how to mount the
equipment how to clean the Rifle.

Kont sibtlek id-djarju kannella skur u sraqtu. U Zammejtu.
On the 21st Dec 1939 I joined the British army and was enlisted
in the 2nd Battalion. Ta’ dsatax-il sena tawk azzarin bil-
bajunetta u libbsuk uniformi u haduk lejn St Andrew’s biex
titghallem tispara.
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The following day I was marched to the Quarter Master store
to collect the rest of my uniform after I had all my uniform I
was told by the company sargeant major to take off my Plain
clothes and to put on the uniform so I did as I was told. I put
the army boots and socks and then I put on the overall dress
and the equipment and a stif cap I tooked the Rifle and went
the first time on parade I was placed at No 9 Squad under the
Instructor L/c Homes of Royal Irish. The Instructor after he
spoke to me and recognised that speaks english he told that I
will be squad leader. From now on I started the army life.
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Translated from the Maltese by Albert Gatt

At the Addolorata. On your mother’s grave. From behind the
thick, dark lenses of your glasses, I saw the tear sliding down.
It shouldn’t have done that, but it did; it just popped up and
slid down. You thought I hadn’t noticed anything, but I was
watching you. I was always watching you, always keeping an
eye on you, to see how you’d behave. Like the time I caught
you with your hand behind your back, making the sign of
the horns when someone - I don’t know who - commented
on how well you looked, God bless you, in spite of your age,
in spite of the permanent damage to your left leg, in spite of
everything you’d been through. I was always on the lookout
where you were concerned. And on that day, I was watching
as this tear slid shamefully down, with the shame you had felt
when I had once drawn your attention to another tear sliding
down your cheek. On that day, I made you feel even more
ashamed when, clinging to your wife’s apron reeking of garlic
and onions, I announced to all and sundry that I'd just seen
you cry.

I didn’t know that soldiers could cry too.
I thought that soldiers were made of steel.
I thought their face was always stern and strong and tough.

I thought it was just me who cried, just me who did things
I wasn’t supposed to do.
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Just like that day.
That day.
That

was the time you used to tell me that I couldn’t cry. I'm a big
boy. You can’t grow up and become a man if you cry. How
can a boy like you still cry? How can you still cry when you’re
strong enough to tear this place apart? You can’t cry, do you
understand me? You just can’t.

ButIdocry. And I feelashamed whenIcry. And]I feel ashamed
because I shouldn’t cry. And I feel even more ashamed because
- do you really want to hear this? — I actually like crying. I
like to feel that trickle of warm water. I like the constricted
sensation in my nose, my eyes screwed shut. I like it when
everything looks bleary.

I like disobeying you.

I like feeling scared of you because you’re scary. Because you
look at me and your withering look scares me. And I quail
and move away.

You cry too.
You cry too, soldier.

As you did on that day, when the man at your side died. Didn’t
you cry on that day, when you saw him get hit? Didn’t you?

As you did on that day, when everything was pulverised
before your eyes.

As you do whenever you remember that your wedding cer-
emony was held in a bomb shelter.

Underneath the lantern

By the barrack gate,
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Darling I remember

The way you used to wait.

T’was there that you whispered tenderly
That you loved me;

You’d always be

My Lili of the lamplight,

Wie einst Lili Marlene,

Wie einst Lili Marlene,

The cigarette hanging lazily from the corner of your mouth.
Droopy-eyed. Humphrey Bogart. Casablanca. Tripoli. Beng-
hazi. The stiff-collared shirt. The small, tight knot of your tie.
That look. That thin moustache on a smooth face, the smell
of shaving cream every morning before sunrise. Wie einst Lili
Marlene, Wie einst Lili Marlene.

Which is why, when I see the tear that I wasn’t supposed to
see, there by the family grave, I am stunned.

I, Joseph Mary Mifsud, from Valletta, son of Pawla and Salvu,
proletarian and committed Socialist, though I have never read
the red books (because those are blacklisted by our Mother
the Apostolic Roman Catholic Church and because I don’t
have a head for difficult, evil books, though I do know how
to read a little), soldier of the Second World War assigned
to the anti-aircraft cannon to defend my homeland from the
air assaults of the Fascist Italian bastards and the Nazi pigs,
risking my life for my homeland, for the family entrusted to
my care by the grace of God, with a tattoo on my arm because
I'm a proletarian soldier - first a corporal, then a sergeant in
the King’s Own Malta Regiment and the Royal Malta Artil-
lery in Bigi and Tigne - my skin blistered by white-hot steel,
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toiling as I had been doing since childhood, after my mother
was widowed for the second time, running about the streets
wearing only one shoe in order to make the pair last longer,
taking on whatever jobs I could find to support my mother
and my younger siblings, and learning the facts of life on street
corners, rinsing saliva, sauce and fried egg yolk off plates and
glasses in village bars, checking passenger tickets on the bus,
bending double in the factories at Marsa and getting covered
with soot and coal fragments, becoming a man as men are
supposed to be, a hymn to barefooted humanity and an inspi-
ration for the Workers’ Movement, living and moving and
taking aim at the enemy whose aeroplanes train their guns at
my head, becoming, existing, being.

At the age of forty-seven, I welcomed my eighth child with
open arms; he would have been the tenth had all my chil-
dren survived. And I said to the Lord: Lord, thy will be done,
for even though I thought I'd earned a rest, having brought
up a family and defended my homeland and the One True
Faith, thy Providence looked down upon me from on high
and recognised my abilities and saw that I still had the nec-
essary strength in spite of all that had happened to me, all I
had been through, all I had witnessed, and thereby sent me
another child. I do not know how I will support this added
burden that came so unexpectedly, but I place my trust in
thee, O Lord, as I have always done.

At the age of eighty-seven, Lord, you summoned me unto you.
Joseph Mary Mifsud, also known as il-Kikkra, The Cup.

Now, let’s see if you can get this one: your lips against hers in a
kiss, and one finger right through her orifice. Go on then, what
is it?

116 The European Union Prize for Literature 2011



Immanuel Mifsud

And I go red. My mind has been sullied already and I suspect
you've noticed and you're trying to see just how dirty-minded
I've become. Go on, what is it? Your lips against hers in a kiss,
and one finger right through her orifice. And I remain silent
because I'm not sure what you expect: whether you're trying
to see how much of a man I've become or whether I remain
the little boy I've always been. And then you smile and say:
It’s a cup, thicko! Oh right, a cup. In the grimy alleyways of
my mind that rather resemble the streets you used to run
through half-shod, I was thinking you might be talking about
this girl I was with last night when I skived off mass for the
First Friday of the month. The Cup - that’s your nickname,
isn’t it? Mifsud, il-Kikkra.

Those heavy, black boots. Mismatched. The boots that are
meant to conceal your disability. Somewhere on the way to
Madliena, a soldier riding a motorbike up the hill. Somewhere
in Madliena, a soldier lying unconscious in a field. One year
in the military hospital at Bigi. Another year in the military
hospital in London.

When you get home you collapse onto the nearest chair and
unlace your boots. You always unlace the left boot first. And
you ask me to pull your boots off for you. And when I've finally
pulled them off, they feel heavy in my hands. And you tell me
to line them up neatly under the bed. And you roll along like a
boat on a rough sea. And the sea gets rougher once your boots
are off. No shortness of breath, in spite of all the cigarettes you
smoke; you dive to the very bottom of the bay below Xghajra
Tower to bring up sea urchins. Scores of sea urchins in the
wicker basket. They smell of the sea. I don’t know the smell of
sea urchins, and I've never been down to Xghajra Tower and
those dark depths scare me. I'm scared. I'm scared of a lot of
things: of the cemetery you take me to every other Sunday; of
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the big horses belonging to the mounted police that you take
me to see; of your left leg, twisted out of all proportion; of
dogs; of the grasshoppers that leap among the hundred-leaved
roses in the corner of our yard; of the tortoise you smuggled in
without a permit, hidden in the rucksack you used to carry en
route to Tripoli, to Benghazi; of the litter of cats that jump about
and multiply and give birth in the wardrobes in Leli Cousin’s
house next door; of Leli Cousin himself, reeking of sweat, of
piss and of Du Maurier cigarettes; of the darkness that falls
every evening; of thunder; of lightening; of the earth’s tremors
one night in 1972; of the high blood pressure you sufter from;
of your voice, whenever you raise it; of the belt you begin to
undo whenever I disobey you; of the glasses across your face;
of your pointed moustache; of the green tattoo on your arm;
of your age; of the death of my mother mother, which I expect
any moment; of the disfigured face of Christ on the cross; of
the photograph of your mother with her bottom lip hanging;
of all the mysterious stories of my aunt Stella, whom I've never
seen but whom I'd really like to meet some day; of the thieves
who broke into Rexie’s place and made off with fifty quid after
giving her a beating and throttling her; of the ghosts you claim
you used to see in the tenement building in Valletta where your
aunt Basilica used to live; of the Labourites who would troop
past our place escorting minister Lorry or minister Grima; of
the vindictive state apparatus that transferred you to a differ-
ent post at work because you couldn’t keep your mouth shut
and voiced your criticism; of the dream I used to dream every
night of a moribund man whom I watched as he lay dying on
a bed, a doll falling out from under his bed just as he breathed
his last; of the shadow that doggedly pursued me (that’s what
you used to tell me: You're afraid of your own shadow!); and
above all: of you.
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You filled my dreams with the heavy tread of the military;
with the crackle of Bofors guns; the screech of diving Stukas.
You filled my dreams with regurgitated images of Fasces
and the English officers taking the piss out of you, this little
Maltese man chewing on bread, nibbling at hard white cheese
and bringing forth children. And I asked you so many times:
What’s that Cross doing on our flag? And you would promptly
take out your photographs, show off the scar in your left
thigh and tell me the stories that had swollen in the damp
of the bomb shelter where your wedding ceremony was held
in February 1942. You filled my dreams with barrel-chested
heroes baring their chests and standing, chest out, to defend
their homeland and the British Crown, shining brightly above
this island. You filled my childhood with the sound of Dame
Vera Lynn, (1)We’ll meet again, don’t know where, don’t know
when; but I'm sure we’ll meet again some sunny day.

On the 21st Dec 1939 I joined the British army and was enlisted
in the 2nd Battalion. The King’s Own Malta Regiment, this
Regiment was stationed at St.Andrews barracks and we were
instructed by the NCO’s of differenti units. The first day that
I spent at the barracks I was very happy, my comrades used to
teach me how I must fowled the blankits and how to mount the
equipment how to clean the Rifle.

I found your diary, bound in dark brown, and nicked it. And
I kept it. On the 21st Dec 1939 I joined the British army and
was enlisted in the 2nd Battalion. At the age of nineteen they
handed you a rifle with a bayonet and dressed you up in a
uniform and took you to St Andrew’s to learn how to shoot.

(1) In the original text, this passage of ungrammatical English is a quotation
from a diary and has therefore been left as it is.
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The following day I was marched to the Quarter Master store
to collect the rest of my uniform after I had all my uniform I
was told by the company sargeant major to take off my Plain
clothes and to put on the uniform so I did as I was told. I put
the army boots and socks and then I put on the overall dress
and the equipment and a stif cap I tooked the Rifle and went
the first time on parade I was placed at No 9 Squad under the
Instructor L/c Homes of Royal Irish. The Instructor after he
spoke to me and recognised that speaks english he told that I
will be squad leader. From now on I started the army life.

Acknowledgement
The lyrics of the song Lili Marlene
are from the English version by Tommie Connor (1944).
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Biography

Andrej Nikolaidis was born in 1974 in Sarajevo, to a mixed Montenegrin-Greek family. Until
the age of six, he lived in the city of Ulcinj, where he returned in 1992 after the war in Bosnia
erupted. Since 1994, he has written for regional independent and liberal media, as well as for
cultural magazines. He is considered by many to be one of the most influential intellectuals of
the younger generation in the region, known for his anti-war activism and for his promotion of
the rights of minorities.

Nikolaidis also publicly defended the victims of police torture, which resulted in his receiving
many threats, including a death threat during a live radio appearance. He has often stated that
he considers freedom of speech to be the basis of freedom.

He has worked as a columnist in the weekly magazine Monitor and for publications includ-
ing Vijesti (Montenegro), Dnevnik (Slovenia), Slobodna Bosna (Bosnia-Herzegovina), E-novine
(Serbia), and Koha Ditore (Kosovo). Since 2010, he has been employed as an advisor for culture
and free society in the parliament of Montenegro.

Synopsis

The Son follows one night in the life of a hero with no name, a writer whose life is falling apart.
That afternoon, his wife left him, while for many years he has been in conflict with his father,
who blames him for his mother’s death. Incapable of finding inner calm, he leaves into the warm,
Mediterranean night, in the city of Ulcinj, itself a multilayered mixture of European dimensions,
African influences, and the communist past.

The hero of The Son is a man who can’t adapt to new times and rules. On his journey into the
night, he meets an assortment of characters: a piano student from Vienna who has abandoned
his musical career and converted to Islam, a radical Christian preacher and a group of refugees
from Kosovo. In the style of Mihail Bulgakov, the characters meet in the old city of Ulcinj, at the
Square of the Slaves - a location where the pirates who lived in the city until the 19* century
would bring and sell captured slaves, including Miguel de Cervantes, according to legend.
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Bio je prvi sumrak. Sunce je ponovo zalazilo iza Stricevog
maslinjaka, kako smo zvali brdo sa desetak korijena masline,
koje nam je, tih pedeset hektara makije pune poskoka i divljih
svinja, zaklanjalo pogled na more. Otac je tvrdio da je jednom
vidio nesto sa onog svijeta, tako je rekao, kako slijece iza tog
brda. Nikada ga nisam uspio ubijediti da je to bilo sunce. Iz
popodneva u popodne sjedjeli smo na terasi i ¢ekali suton.
Sutke smo gledali sunce kako zalazi, kako se gubi iza siluete
brda koje oduvijek stoji izmedu mene i svijeta. Kada bi svjetlost
zgasnula, utac bi ustao, autoritativno rekao ne, niposto, to nije
bilo sunce. Potom bi nestao u ku¢i. Nadalje su samo tonovi
Bacha odavali da jo$ uvijek postoji, da kao i svake veceri lezi
u mraku spavace sobe, paralisan depresijom koja ga zlostavlja
ve¢ dvije decenije.

Te veceri, brdo je gorjelo. Umjesto svjezeg vjetra s mora, u lice
me je tukla vrelina Sume u plamenu. Vatra ¢e ponovo odnijeti
sav ocev trud, pomislio sam. Poslije svakog pozara, policija je
obilazila teren i pokusavala pronaci trag koji bi ih doveo do
pocinioca. Nikada, treba li re¢i, nisu otkrili ni$ta. Ni komad
stakla, ni Sibicu, kamoli tragove piromana. Nikada ni nece
otkriti ko nam pali brdo, kad vam kazem, kako bi i mogli
otkriti, kada ovaj oganj dolazi s onoga svijeta, ponavljao je
otac.

122 The European Union Prize for Literature 2011



Andrej Nikolaidis

Kada je brdo prvi put gorjelo, on je to shvatio kao znak od
Boga. Citav Zivot mi je pro$ao, a da se nisam ni okrenuo na
maslinjak koji mi je stric ostavio. Sada vise nema maslinjaka.
Ima samo moje obaveze prema toj zemlji. Tako je rekao moj
otac sklon fatalizmu, kao i svi u ovoj mahnitoj, prokletoj

porodici.

Ogradio je ¢itavo brdo. Probijao se kroz izgorjelu Sumu, korak
po korak, lomio kamen i u stijenu, kao u srce vampira, zabijao
glogove koceve. Onda je na koceve kacio bodljikavu zicu koja
mu je drala meso na rukama. Mjesecima se ku¢i vracao crn
od glave do pete, kao rudar koji je upravo izasao iz najdubljeg
kopa. To i jeste bio: rudar. Usao je u srce svojih uspomena.
Nije on krc¢io Sumu: on je kopao svoju nutrinu, lomio je taj
kamen koji ga je gnjecio, uklanjao je lavinu koja ga je prekrila
i zivog sahranila. Mokar i garav se vracao kudi, sve dok
jednoga dana nije saopstio da je njegov posao zavr$en. Imanje
je bilo ogradeno i o¢is¢eno. Nove suvomede podignute, nove
masline zasadene. Poveo nas je na terasu, mene i majku, i po
ko zna koji put nam pokazao Stricev maslinjak. Rodio sam ga
iz plamena, rekao je moj otac.

Kada je brdo izgorjelo po drugi put, opet je postavio ogradu
i zasadio masline. Povrh svega, izgradio je i Stalu. Onda je iz
Austrije doveo koze. U svojoj radis$nosti iSao je tako daleko
da je cak i ¢uvao koze. Te godine bio je pastir. Preko dana
bi sa kozama lutao brdom. Predvece bi ih odveo u §talu, na
spavanje. Ispasa je ove godine savr$ena, govorio je, iz sprzene
zemlje izlaze mladice, stoga moje koze jedu najbolju hranu.
Ogradene su, bezbjedne od $akala, kona¢no su na suvom. Kao
u hotelu s pet zvjezdica, ponavljao je. Majka je drzala da zna
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korijen ocCeve posvecenosti kozama. Stric je, tvrdila je da se
toga sjeca iz babinih prica, bio grudobolan. Sa grudoboljom
je i umro, rekla je majka. Posljednje godine Zivota dugovao je
kozama, rekla je. Neka zena iz Sestana donosila mu je mlijeko.
Zahvaljuju¢i tom mlijeku Zivio je i nakon S§to su ga doktori
otpisali. Bio je sam, bez Zene i poroda, pricala je majka. Imao
je samo babu, Zenu pokojnog brata, imao je tvog oca i te koze
gore u Sestanima. Kod babe i oca je Zivio, zahvaljuju¢i kozama
je zivio, rekla je majka.

Covjek iz rodne Crmnice odlazi u Ameriku. Napus ta svoje
selo bjezeci od gladi, samo da bi stigao u New York, velegrad
u kojem ce tri naredne godine gladovati. Spava u napustenim
skladistima. Na pijacama krade povrce, da bi se prehranio.
Ponekad ubije psa-lutalicu, i tada Gospodu zahvaljuje na
vjestini ubijanja koju je stekao love¢i ptice na Skadarskom
jezeru. Ve¢ nakon nedjelju dana znao sam da ¢u uspjeti, znao
sam da ¢u prezivjeti, pricao je kasnije bratovoj zeni i njenom
sinu. Usred New Yorka Zivio sam kao usred gore, govori im.
Djecak ga netremice gleda dok govori o psecoj kozi od koje je
nacinio cipele. Nikada taj djec¢ak nije vidio oca, ali ga zamislja
slicnog stricu, s kratkim sijedim brkovima, kako u cipelama
koje miriSu na — mozda ba$ pse¢u — kozu ulazi u njihovu
kuhinju, kako grli majku i njega, kako mu, onako kako ¢ine
stricevi, u dZep tutne nesto novca za slatkise, kako uvece, kao
stric, pripovijeda sve one uzbudljive avanture koje je prozivio.

Covjek u Americi stekne imetak, ali umre prepuklog srca.
Nikada se nije Zenio, zato je nesretan umro, djec¢ak ¢uje majku
kako govori. Sve §to sam uradio, sav put koji sam prosao, sve
je uzalud jer umirem bez sina, tako je pred smrt rekao tvoj
stric, rekla mu je majka, rekao mi je otac. Sve $to je imao
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ostavio je porodici svoga brata. Da se stric nije vratio duze
bi zivio, do smrti je tvrdila moja majka, gledao je tvoga oca i
patio za svojim nerodenim sinom, imala je obic¢aj da kaze, to
ga je na koncu ubilo. Covijek se ¢itav zivot muéi da bi umro
sam kao pas. Sav imetak ostavi zeni svoga brata. Spasi je od
siromastva u kojem je, nakon muzeve smrti, bila osudena da
podize dijete. Citavu mladost sam jeo stricev trud, hranio
sam se njegovim znojem i mukom, tako je govorio moj otac.

Covjek se muci i onda umre. Eto ¢itave pri¢e o svakom od
nas, eto potpune biografije ¢itavog ljudskog roda. Sahranjen
je prije pedeset godina. Sve $to je od njega ostalo nocas gori.

Sada je sve gotovo, mislio sam dok sam gledao plamen kako
se dize u no¢no nebo. Suma je ponovo gorjela, po treéi put u
deset godina. Vatra ¢e napokon poraziti oca. On viSe nema
snage da imanje ponovo dize iz pepela. Otkako je majka
umrla, kroz nametnutu samoc¢u na koju nije bio spreman,
ojacala je depresija. Gotovo da je sasvim prestao izlaziti iz
kuce. Po ¢itav dan je samo sjedio u zamrac¢ enom salonu. O
¢emu je razmisljao, pitao sam se i bilo mi je svejedno. Samo
sam se nadao da razmi$ lja, da barem misli uspijevaju da
probiju glatke, visoke zidove depresije koja ga je okruzila.

Te no¢i je brdo gorjelo, ali on nije izasao pred kucu, ni da
osmotri vatru koja je gutala sav njegov trud. Sa balkona svoje
kuce gledao sam terasu njegove, bez nade da ¢e se ukazati, da
¢e krociti kroz vrata iza kojih je rijesio da umre. Njegova Zena
je umrla, moja je otisla. Dva ¢ovjeka, svaki u svojoj kuci, koje
¢ak ni stotinjak metara udaljeni pozar nije mogao ujediniti,
makar u pogledu na vatru u kojoj nestaje njihovo imanje.
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Brdo u plamenu je zvucalo kao pucketanje stare ploce. Kao
$um na kaseti. Kao nesto $to ¢e ukloniti pritisak na dugme
Dolby. Plamen se, medutim, nezaustavljivo $irio ka podnozju
strme padine. Ukljucio sam lokalni radio. Javljao je da su prve
kuce vec¢ evakuisane. 1za prvih kuca su, naravno, druge kuce.
A onda moja. Uzasnula me je pomisao da je ¢itav komsiluk
ponovo udruZio rad i svim snagama pokusava da zaustavi
pozar. A zapravo smetaju vatrogascima da rade svoj posao.
Mogao sam da zamislim kako me ogovaraju. Samo on nije
dosao, vidio sam ih kako $apucu, pa njihovo gori a njega nema,
pa zar mi da gasimo njihovo, pitaju se. I pri tom ignorisu
¢injenicu da spasavaju svoje kuce, ne moj maslinjak. Da moj
maslinjak gase samo zato $to se boje da ¢e plamen zahvatiti
njihove kuce. Moj maslinjak, koji uostalom i nije moj.

Vlada je, javili su na radiju, sve kanadere prodala Hrvatskoj,
zato §to su procijenili da im nije potrebna flota aviona za
gasenje pozara. To je bilo na prolje¢e. Ve¢ u prvim danima
juna primorje je zapaljeno. I jo§ gori. Lastva iznad Tivta,
Budva, Petrovac, Mozura, sve do Skadarskog jezera. Sada gori
i Ulcinj, plamen se sa Stricevog brda prosirio do prvih kuca
Limana. Zidine Starog grada su u opasnosti, javio je radio.

Zato $to je Vlada prodala avione, pozar gase helikopterima. U
necem $to li¢i na vrece vuku vodu koju ispustaju na vatru. U
trenutku kada voda padne po tlu, dim i para zaklone pogled
na ljepotu vatre. Sve nestaje u sivilu i narednih minut-dva
potrebno je plamenu da ponovo uspostavi vladavinu nad
imanjem moga oca.
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Ubrzo shvatam da mi je prizor dosadan. Sada su tu ve¢ tri
helikoptera. Jasno je da ¢e poraziti vatru — jo$ jedan trijumf
tehnike. Nema tu viSe niceg za mene, niceg tamo gdje se
bore tehnika i priroda. Prosto ne znam $to je od to dvoje
monstruoznije — priroda ili tehnika kojom je pokusavaju
nadvladati. Prije nego se okrenem i vratim u sobu, pogledam
ocevu kucu. Svjetla su ugasena, ali znam da ne spava.
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Translated from the Montenegrin by Will Firth

The first shades of night were falling. The sun was setting
once more behind my great-uncle’s olive grove, which is what
we called the hill laden with rows of overgrown olive trees.
In fact, it was fifty hectares of viper- and boar-infested scrub
blocking our view of the sea. My father claimed he had once
seen ‘something other-worldly’ come down to land behind
the hill. I never managed to convince him that it was just the
sun. Evening after evening, we sat on the terrace waiting for
darkness to fall. We watched in silence as the sun slowly dis-
appeared behind the silhouette of the hill, which had always
stood between me and the world. When the light was gone,
my father would get up, state resolutely, ‘No way, that wasn’t
the sun!” and disappear into the house. From then on, the only
sign of his existence would be strains of Bach which escaped
from the dark of the bedroom, where he lay paralysed by the
depression which had abused him for two decades.

That evening the hill caught on fire. Instead of feeling a breeze
from the sea, I was hit in the face by the heat of the burning
forest. The fire would erase all my father’s labours once more,
I thought. After each blaze, the police scoured the terrain
searching for evidence which would lead them to the culprit.
Needless to say, they never found anything: not a single piece
of broken glass or a match, let alone a trace of the firebug.
‘They’ll never find out who sets fire to our hill, I tell you.

128 The European Union Prize for Literature 2011



Andrej Nikolaidis

How can they when the fire comes from the other world?” my
father repeated.

When the hill burned the first time, he saw it as a sign of God:
‘My whole life had passed by without me even taking a proper
look at the olive grove my uncle left me. Now there’s no olive
grove left — just my obligation to the land,” my father said in
the fatalism so typical of this crazy, blighted family.

He built a fence around the entire hill. He worked his way
through the charred forest step by step, breaking stones and
driving hawthorn-wood stakes into the rock, as if into the
heart of a vampire. Then he tied barbed wire to the stakes,
which tore into the flesh of his hands. For months he came
home black from head to toe like a coal miner who had just
come up from the deepest pit. And that’s what he was: a
miner. He delved into the heart of his memories. He wasn’t
clearing the charcoaled forest but digging at what was inside
him, breaking the boulder which oppressed him, shovelling
away the scree which had buried him alive. He came home all
wet and sooty for months, until one day he announced that
his work was done. The property was fenced in and cleared.
He had built new dry stone walls and planted olive saplings.
He took me and my mother onto the terrace and showed us
my great-uncle’s olive grove for the umpteenth time. ‘T’ve res-
urrected it from the flames,” my father said.

When the hill burned the second time, he installed a new fence
and planted the olive trees again. As if that was not enough
work, he also built a barn. Then he brought in goats from
Austria. His diligence went so far that he even minded them.
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That year he was a goatherd. During the day he would roam
over the hill with the goats; in the early evening he would
bring them back to the barn for the night. “The pasture is
excellent this year -, he said, ‘fresh growth is coming up from
the scorched earth, and so the goats are eating the best food.
Now they‘re fenced in, safe from the jackals, and have a nice
dry place to sleep: like a five-star hotel,” he was fond of saying.

My mother thought she knew the root of my father’s devotion
to the goats. She claimed to remember from my grandmoth-
er’s stories that my great-uncle had tuberculosis. ‘He died
of it in the end, too, but he owed the last years of his life to
the goats,” my mother said. ‘A goatkeeper came from Sestani
and brought him milk. He lived on even after the doctors
had written him off, thanks to that milk. He had no wife or
children, only your grandmother - the wife of his deceased
brother, your father, and those goats up in Sestani. He lived
with your grandmother and your father, and the goats helped
him survive,” my mother told me.

Born in the coastal range of Crmnica, my great-uncle had left
for America. He fled his impoverished village for New York,
only to go hungry in the big city for the next three years. He
slept in neglected warehouses and stole vegetables from the
markets to feed himself. Occasionally he would kill a stray dog,
and then he thanked the Lord for the skills with knife and stick
he had learned hunting birds on Lake Skadar. ‘After the first
week I knew I'd succeed. I knew I'd survive, he later told his
brother’s wife and her son. I eked out a lonely living in the
middle of New York as if I was up in the wilds of Montenegro,
he told them. The boy stared, riveted, while he spoke about the
dog skin he made shoes from. The boy had never seen his own
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father, but he imagined he must have looked like this uncle
with the short grizzled moustache who now came into their
kitchen in shoes of strong-smelling leather (maybe even dog-
leather?), hugged his mother and him, slipped some money for
sweets into his pocket like uncles do, and in the evening told
them tales of his adventures. What an uncle, what a man!

He made it good in America but died of a broken heart, my
grandmother told my father, who later told me: ‘He never
married and therefore died unhappy. “Everything I've done and
all the roads I've travelled have been in vain because 'm dying
without a son, “he said before he died.” My mother, while she
was alive, maintained he would have lived longer if he’d stayed
in America: ‘But he came back, saw your father, and fretted for
the son he’d never had - that’s what killed him in the end.

He slaved away all his life, only to die in misery. He left all
his worldly goods to his sister-in-law. That saved her from the
penury she faced after her husband’s death and would have had
to raise her child in. ‘All my young years I ate the fruits of my
uncle’s labour; I fed on his sweat and suffering,” my father said.

The man from Crmnica laboured, suffered and died. That’s
the whole story about each and every one of us: the complete
biography of the human race. He was buried fifty years ago,
and what’s left of him is going up in flames tonight.

Now it’s all over, I thought as I watched the flames rising into
the night sky. The hill was burning for the third time in ten
years. The fire would be my father’s final defeat. He no longer
had the strength to raise the property from the ashes again.
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After my mother died, the enforced loneliness he was ill-
prepared for exacerbated his depression. He hardly ever left
the house any more. He would just sit in the darkened living
room all day. What was he thinking about, I asked myself, but
in fact I didn’t care. I just hoped he was thinking and that at
least his thoughts managed to break through the tall, smooth
walls of depression which surrounded him.

That night the hill was on fire, but he didn’t go out in front
of the house even just to watch the flames which were swal-
lowing up all his labours. From the balcony of my house I
watched the terrace of his, without hope that he would appear
and maybe even step through the door he had decided to
die behind. His wife had died, and mine had left me. Two
men, each in his own house, whom not even a fire blazing a
hundred metres away could unite, not even just to watch it
devour their property.

The burning hill sounded like the crackle of an old record. Or
the hiss of a cassette. Something you could get rid of by press-
ing the Dolby button. But now the flames spread out of control
down the slopes of the hill. I turned on the local radio. They
reported that the first houses had been evacuated. Behind the
first houses, of course, were more houses. And then mine. I was
horrified by the thought that the whole neighbourhood had
again pooled its efforts and was doing its utmost to stop the
fire. And in doing so was obstructing the fire brigade in doing
its job. I could just imagine the neighbours gossiping about me.
He’s the only one who’s not here, I could hear them whisper to
each other. It’s their property that’s burning and he’s not here.
Why do we have to put out their fire? they asked themselves,
ignoring the fact that they were out there protecting their
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houses, not my olive grove. They were only fighting the fire in
my olive grove because they feared it could encroach on their
houses. ‘My olive grove’, which wasn’t mine anyway.

They said on the radio that the government had sold all its
Canadair aircraft to Croatia because it had assessed that the
country didn’t need a fleet of water bombers. That was in the
springtime. The coastal area had been set alight in the first
days of June and was still burning - from Lastva above Tivat
to Budva, Petrovac, Mozura and all the way to Lake Skadar.
Now Ulcinj was ablaze too: the flames had spread from my
great-uncle’s hill to the first houses in the suburb of Liman.
The walls of the Old Town were also at risk, the radio reported.

Since the government had sold the aeroplanes, the fire was
being fought with helicopters. They were hauling up water in
what looked like sacks and dropping it on the fire. The moment
the water fell on the ground, smoke and steam obscured its
elemental beauty. Everything vanished in grey, but the flames
only needed another minute or two to re-establish their reign
over my father’s property.

Soon I found the scene boring. Three helicopters were now in
operation and it was plain to see that they would defeat the
fire — one more triumph of technology. There was nothing left
for me where technology and nature were pitted against each
other. I simply don’t know which is more monstrous - nature
or the methods people employ in order to dominate it. Before
turning and going back into the room, I glanced over to my
father’s house. The lights were off, but I knew he wasn’t asleep.
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Biography

Rodaan, who first called himself Al Galidi (his complete name is Rodaan Al Galidi) is a writer of
Iragi descent. As his native country didn’t register births when he was born, he does not know
his birth date. He studied as an engineer in Iraq before fleeing to escape military service, arriv-
ing in the Netherlands in 1998. However, his request for asylum was rejected, and since he was
not allowed to follow the official courses of Dutch language, he taught himself the language
and started writing. He is now considered to be a Dutch writer and receives stipends from Dutch
as well as Flemish institutes.

In 2007, Rodaan was one of the people to benefit from the general pardon given by the Dutch
parliament to asylum seekers arriving before 2001, and he still lives in the country.

Synopsis

Geertis an autistic boy, born to Janine, his alcoholic mother. He takes things literally and consid-
ers language something that means exactly what it says.

Take the word in Dutch for ‘to move’ which is ‘verhuizen’ and contains the word ‘ver’, which
means ‘far away’. So ‘verhuizen’ should, in Geert’s view, also take place far away. Also, when his
mother tells him that he should make a girl wet before making love to her he throws a bucket of
water over a girl. Things just don’t work the way he thinks they should.

Because of the way his mind works, he likes to add up things, and combines different machines
in order to construct new objects. Through this, he discovers his talent of building violins out of
benches, and starts a prosperous business by selling them to a German merchant. He combines
this business with caring for a carrier pigeon that always returns to him after flying. As disparate
as all these actions and obsessions may seem, they still form a unity for Geert, and the reader
is permitted a strange but fascinating insight into his unusual, yet pure and innocent, mind.
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Toen Geert vijf jaar oud werd, vroeg hij zijn moeder naar
zijn vader. Janine stond op, liep naar een ladekastje en haalde
er een doosje uit, terwijl Geert al haar handelingen nauwgezet
volgde. Uit het doosje haalde ze het rietje.

‘Dit is jouw vader’, zei ze.

Geert twijfelde er niet aan dat hij uit een rietje kwam door
de manier waarop zijn moeder het rietje bewaard had en de
uitdrukking op haar gezicht toen ze het doosje opende. Geert
keek naar het rietje. Zijn hersenen probeerden er twee handen
en voeten bij te fantaseren en een gezicht met twee ogen, oren
en een mond, maar hij zag alleen een rietje.

‘En nu tanden poetsen en naar bed’, zei Janine.

Na de kennismaking met zijn vader ging Geert naar de
badkamer en poetste zijn tanden. In zijn hoofd was hij druk
bezig met het rietje, dat anders was dan de vaders die hun
kinderen van school haalden. Daarna ging hij in bed liggen en
deed het licht uit. Het rietje begon in zijn gedachten te groeien
tot het net zo lang was als meester Matthijs. Het kreeg zijn
gezicht en dezelfde grote voeten. Geert dacht diep na tot hij
weer wist welke schoenen meester Matthijs had en trok in zijn
gedachten het rietje die schoenen aan. Hij hoorde het rietje
fluisteren met een stemmetje dat klonk als een cassettebandje
dat te snel gaat.

‘Welterusten, Geert.’
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Datzelfde moment viel hij in slaap. Hij droomde die nacht
dat hij het station uit stapte met Janine en zijn vader het rietje
om naar de dierentuin te gaan. Alle mannen in zijn droom
waren rietjes die op meester Matthijs leken.

Zo'n twee jaar later begon Geert Janine naar zijn opa en
oma te vragen. Ze vertelde hem dat zij ook rietjes waren en
dat ze in Zeeland woonden. Ze vertelde - ze was een beetje
dronken - dat ze niet wilden geloven dat Geert uit een rietje
kwam, maar dat ze — nu klonk haar stem boos - zelf uit twee
smerige rietjes kwamen, die hun hele leven gewassen moesten
worden en die je niet kon gebruiken om cola te drinken. Ze
nam een slok wijn en praatte met Geert. Hij luisterde zonder
haar in de ogen te kijken.

“Ze geloofden niet dat jij uit een rietje kwam, maar ze
geloofden wel in Jezus, die niet eens uit een rietje kwam.

Ze stond op en liep naar het doosje waarin zijn vader het
rietje zat. Geert verwachtte dat zijn moeder er dit keer twee
rietjes uit zou halen en zou zeggen dat dat zijn opa en oma
waren, maar er kwam een zwart-witfoto tevoorschijn van een
man en een vrouw van een jaar of vijftig. Geert moest goed
kijken naar hun kleren om te zien wie opa en wie oma was.

Twee maanden later ging Geert bij opa en oma logeren in
een huis in een dorpje in Zeeland waar niets gebeurde, behalve
bloemkool en de Heer. De vrijwilligster die de afspraak had
gemaakt en Geert ernaartoe bracht, klopte zacht op de deur.
Oma deed open. Geert stond voor de vrijwilligster, haar
handen op zijn schouders, alsof ze hem vasthield zodat hij niet
zou vallen. Geert keek naar het sleutelgat in de deur en begon
in zijn hoofd te tellen hoeveel gaatjes de deur zou hebben als
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die alleen uit sleutelgaten bestond. Daarna keek hij naar de
brievenbus en telde eerst hoeveel brievenbussen in de deur
pasten en dan hoeveel als er een lijn brievenbussen en een lijn
sleutelgaten zou zijn.

‘Goedemorgen’, zei de vrijwilligster.
‘Goedemorgen’, zei oma.
‘Dit is Geert. Ik heb gebeld.

Het gezicht van oma bleef uitdrukkingsloos. Tk weet het,
we hebben een afspraak gemaakt’, zei ze.

‘We zijn een kwartiertje te laat, we moesten even zoeken.
Mijn excuses’, zei de vrijwilligster glimlachend, om daarmee
een emotie op te roepen in het lege gezicht van de oude vrouw.

‘Geeft niet’, zei ze en opende de deur.

Geert liep achter haar naar binnen, gevolgd door de vrij-
willigster, haar handen nog op de schouders van Geert, die
nog steeds de deur kalligrafeerde met sleutelgaatjes en brie-
venbussen. Ze liepen naar de man die bij de tafel stond te
wachten en die de vrijwilligster en Geert een hand gaf.

‘Wilt u iets drinken misschien?’ zei opa tegen de vrijwil-
ligster, maar zij excuseerde zich.

‘Tk heb de auto geleend en moet terug.” Ze keek naar Geert,
zei dat ze hem morgen om tien uur weer zou zien en ging.

De stilte in het huis van opa en oma was zwaar. Geert zat
aan de tafel en zijn oma bracht hem tomatensoep. Verbaasd
keken zijn opa en oma hoe hij aan de soep begon.

‘Bid je niet voor het eten?’ vroeg opa.
‘Nee’, zei hij, terwijl hij naar het bord keek.
‘Bid je niet na het eten?’ vroeg opa.

‘Of voor het slapengaan?’ vroeg oma.
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‘Nee, ook niet.

Geert at de soep en dacht dat bidden iets te maken had met
de woorden ‘voor’ of ‘na’. Daarna begon hij in zijn gedachten
woorden te tellen die hij met ‘voor’ of ‘na’ kon combineren:
eten, slapen, drinken, plassen, poepen, scheten laten, denken,
rusten, praten, regenen, vakantie, school, vervelen, douche,
tandarts, een boer laten, huiswerk... Na elk woord stelde
Geert zich zijn opa en oma biddend en een kruis slaand voor.
Hoe sneller hij dacht, hoe sneller hij de lepel naar zijn mond
bracht, tot zijn opa en oma de lepel niet meer konden volgen.
Toen de soep op was, sloegen ze een kruis. Geert keek naar
de beweging van de handen van zijn oma, liep naar haar toe,
raakte de plekken op haar lichaam aan waar zij het kruis had
gemaakt en zocht die plekken op zijn eigen lichaam.

Daarna brachten opa en oma hem naar boven. Geert liep
alsof hij de weg kende naar de kamer waar zijn moeder altijd
had geslapen. Hij opende de deur en keek aan tegen een muur
met een groot schilderij van de kruisiging van Jezus. Jezus
was omringd door engelen en soldaten, achter hem waren
wolken en daarachter bergen, voor hem zat Maria neerge-
knield. Aan de andere muur hingen foto’s van zijn moeder,
een van toen ze zeven weken oud was en lachte met een mond
zonder tanden, een andere waarop ze twee te grote voortan-
den had, op andere foto’s elke keer een tand meer, tot haar
gebit compleet was. Daarna verdween haar glimlach in het
huis gevuld met stilte.

Geert bleef in de kamer van zijn moeder. Elke keer als oma
de deur opende, zag ze hem zitten spelen met de blokken, de
knuffelberen en poppen die van zijn moeder waren geweest
en de kussenslopen, de bedsprei en de handdoeken die er
klaarlagen. Toen het tijd was voor het eten, opende oma de
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deur om hem te roepen. Ze schrok. Hij had van de blokken
een kruis gebouwd. Zonder spijkers had hij er een knuffe-
laap aan vastgemaakt. Een andere knuffel zat ervoor als hui-
lende Maria. De soldaten stonden ernaast en erachter waren
de kussenslopen de wolken geworden en kussens de bergen.
Precies zoals op het schilderij scheen er licht van achter de
aap, omdat Geert het bedlampje erachter had gezet. Oma kon
haar ogen niet geloven. Ze sloeg een kruis en rende naar opa,
die geloofde dat de duivel in Geert moest zijn omdat hij zo’n
vernuft had dat te kunnen bouwen.

‘Eten’, zei opa, terwijl hij diep in de ogen van Geert keek
om de duivel erin te zoeken. De eettafel had vanaf 1950, toen
opa en oma trouwden, op dezelfde plek in de keuken gestaan.
Hoe het leven en de maatschappij ook veranderden met de
jaren, nooit had er op die tafel roti-kip gestaan of was er een
brommer voor de deur gestopt met Chinees eten of een pizza.
Geert zat aan de tafel op de stoel waarop zijn moeder had
gezeten. Naast zijn bord lag aan de ene kant een lepel, aan de
andere kant een vork en een mes. Meteen dacht hij aan zijn
bord als hoofd, de tafel als lichaam en de lepel, de vork en
het mes als twee handen. Opa en oma begonnen diep en stil
te bidden en vulden daarna de borden met aardappels met
jus, bloemkool en een stukje kipfilet. Ze aten zonder geluid
te maken.

Na het eten gaf opa hem een bijbeltje en oma een kruis
van hout. Zijn opa praatte met hem over de Heer, terwijl
Geert aandachtig naar het kruis keek. Opa en oma dachten
dat de Heer in Geert begon te komen, maar eigenlijk was hij
bezig te tellen hoeveel kruisen er op de muur geschilderd
konden worden en hoeveel afstand er tussen de kruisen moest
blijven om het een even aantal te laten zijn. Van elke hoek in
het huis telde Geert hoeveel kruisen er geschilderd konden
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worden. Terwijl opa en oma sliepen, tekende Geert kruisen
op de muren van de kamer van zijn moeder. Alle kruisen even
groot, met dezelfde afstand ertussen. Ze kwamen precies zo
hoog als hij kon reiken. Toen de inkt van de laatste pen die hij
vond op was, viel hij in slaap.

Die ochtend sloegen opa en oma een kruis toen ze Geert
zagen slapen tussen al die kruisen. Wakker geworden keek
Geert ernaar alsof ze er altijd zo hadden moeten staan.

Onderweg naar huis vroeg de vrijwilligster hem of hij het
gezellig had gehad.

Ja’, zei hij, terwijl hij door het autoraam naar de groene
weilanden staarde.

‘Dus je wilt er nog wel eens heen?’

Ta.

‘Wanneer?’

Geert wilde weer ja zeggen, maar bedacht zich dat op die
vraag een ander antwoord moest komen. Hij dacht aan het

woord ‘ja’, dat voor hem niet het woord ‘ja’ zelf was, maar de
stilte die erna komt.

‘Volgend jaar misschien?’ vroeg de vrijwilligster.
‘Ja’, zei Geert, waarna de verwachte stilte volgde.

Maar Geert ging niet het volgende jaar of het jaar daarop
op bezoek bij zijn opa en oma, die echt veranderd leken in twee
rietjes in het doosje van zijn moeder. Zelfs Zeeland bezocht
hij niet opnieuw. Hij dacht er niet meer aan, alsof Zeeland na
dat bezoek ook in een rietje veranderd was.

The European Union Prize for Literature 2011 141



The autist and the carrier-pigeon
Rodaan al Galidi

Translated from the Dutch by Brian Doyle

4

When Geert turned five he asked his mother about his
father. Janine got to her feet, walked over to the sideboard and
took out a little box while Geert watched her every move. She
produced a straw from the box.

‘This is your father’, she said.

Geert had no doubt that he had come from a straw, seeing
the way his mother had preserved the straw and the expres-
sion on her face when she opened the box. Geert looked at the
straw. His brain tried to imagine a pair of hands and feet, a
face with two eyes, two ears and a mouth; but all he saw was
a straw.

‘Now brush your teeth and off to bed’, said Janine.

Having made his father’s acquaintance, Geert went to the
bathroom and brushed his teeth. The straw filled his head.
It wasn’t the same as the fathers who collected their children
from school. He then got into bed and switched out the light.
The straw began to grow in his thoughts until it was the same
height as his teacher Mr Matthijs. It acquired his face and his
huge hands. Geert racked his brains until he remembered the
shoes Mr Matthijs wore and in his thoughts he put them on
the straw. He heard the straw whispering with a tiny voice
that sounded like a cassette tape at high speed.
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‘Good night, Geert.

At that same moment he fell asleep. He dreamed that night
about leaving the train station with Janine and his father the
straw on their way to the zoo. All the men in his dream were
straws that looked like Mr Matthijs.

A couple of years later Geert asked Janine about his
grandma and grandpa. She said that they were also straws and
that they lived in Zeeland. She informed him - slightly tipsy -
that they refused to believe that Geert had come from a straw,
but that they themselves - and now her voice turned angry -
came from a pair of dirty straws that had to be washed every
day of their lives and that you couldn’t use them for drinking
cola. She slurped at her wine and talked to Geert. He listened
without looking her in the eye.

‘They refused to believe that you came from a straw, but
they believed in Jesus, and he didn’t come from a straw.’

She got to her feet and crossed to the box containing his
father the straw. Geert expected his mother to produce two
straws this time and tell him they were his grandma and
grandpa, but instead she pulled out a black and white photo of
a man and a woman in their fifties. Geert had to look closely
at their clothes to see which was grandma and which was
grandpa.

Two months later Geert went to visit his grandma and
grandpa in a house in a village in Zeeland, where nothing
happened, except cauliflower and the Lord. The voluntary
worker who had arranged the visit and provided the transport
knocked gently on the door. Grandma opened. Geert was
standing in front of the voluntary worker, her hands on his
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shoulders as if to be sure he wouldn’t fall over. Geert stared at
the keyhole in the door and started to count in his head how
many holes the door would have if it had been made entirely
of keyholes. He then looked at the letterbox and counted how
many letterboxes would fit into the door, and then how many
if you had a line of letterboxes and a line of keyholes.

‘Good morning’, said the voluntary worker.
‘Good morning’, said grandma.
‘This is Geert. I called’

Grandma’s face remained expressionless. ‘T know, we had
an appointment’, she said.

‘We're fifteen minutes late. It wasn’t easy to find. My
apologies’, said the voluntary worker with a smile, hoping to
arouse some emotion in the old woman’s empty face.

‘Doesn’t matter’, she said and opened the door.

Geert followed her inside, the voluntary worker at his rear,
her hands still on his shoulders. Geert was still etching elegant
keyholes and letterboxes into the door. They walked up to the
man who was standing by the table and the voluntary worker
and Geert shook his hand.

‘Would you like something to drink?’ said grandpa to the
voluntary worker, but she turned down his offer.

‘The car’s on loan and I have to get back.” She turned
to Geert, told him she would see him at ten the following
morning, and left.

The silence in grandma and grandpa’s house was oppres-
sive. Geert took his place at the table and grandma brought
him tomato soup. His grandma and grandpa stared at him in
amazement as he started into the soup.
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‘Don’t you pray before meals?” asked grandpa.

‘No’, he said, staring at the plate.

‘Don’t you pray after meals?’ asked grandpa.

‘Or before you go to sleep?” asked grandma.

‘No.

Geert ate his soup and thought that praying had some-
thing to do with the words ‘before’ and ‘after’. He then started
to count the words in his mind that could be combined with
‘before’ and ‘after” eating, sleeping, drinking, peeing, shit-
ting, farting, thinking, resting, talking, raining, holidays,
school, being bored, shower, dentist, burping, homework...
After each word Geert pictured his grandma and grandpa
praying, and before each word making a sign of the cross.
The faster he thought, the faster the spoon moved between
the plate and his mouth, so fast that grandma and grandpa
could no longer keep up with it. When he was done grandma
made a sign of the cross. Geert watched his grandma’s hands
and how they moved, walked up to her, touched the places on
her body where she had made the sign of the cross, and looked
for the same places on his own body.

Grandma and grandpa then brought him upstairs. Geert
headed for the room in which his mother had always slept as
if he knew the way. He opened the door and came face to face
with a huge painting of the crucifixion of Jesus hanging on a
wall. Jesus was surrounded by angels and soldiers, with Mary
kneeling in front of him. There were photos of his mother on
the other walls, one with a toothless smile when she was seven
weeks old, another in which she had two oversized front teeth,
and others in which teeth appeared one by one until she had
a complete set. Then her smile disappeared in the house full
of silence.
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Geert stayed in his mother’s room. Every time his grandma
or grandpa opened the door they found him playing with the
building blocks, teddy bears and dolls that had belonged to
his mother and the pillowcases, bedspread and towels that
had been left out for him. When it was time for dinner,
grandma opened the door to call him. She jumped. He had
made a cross with the blocks and secured a plush monkey to
it without nails. He had arranged another cuddly toy in front
as a sorrowing Madonna. Soldiers stood at either side, and
the pillowcases to the rear had become clouds and the pillows
mountains. In an exact copy of the painting, the monkey
was illuminated from behind; Geert had set up the bedside
lamp at its back. Grandma could hardly believe her eyes. She
crossed herself and ran to grandpa who was convinced that
Geert had to have the devil in him if he was clever enough to
construct such a thing.

‘Dinner’, said grandpa peering deep into Geert’s eyes in
search of the devil. The table had stood in the same place in
the kitchen since 1950, the year grandpa and grandma got
married. No matter how life and society had changed in the
years that followed, chicken roti had never been served on
that table, nor had a moped ever stopped at the door to deliver
Chinese or a pizza. Geert took his place at the table, the same
place as his mother. On one side of his plate there was a
spoon, on the other side a fork and a knife. His plate imme-
diately made him think of a head, with the table as a body,
and the spoon, fork and knife as a pair of hands. Grandpa
and grandma started to pray, intensely and silently, and then
filled the plates with potatoes, gravy, cauliflower and a slice
of chicken breast. They ate without making a sound.
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After dinner grandpa gave him a miniature bible and
grandma a cross of wood. His grandpa talked to him about
the Lord, while Geert gazed attentively at the cross. Grandpa
and grandma thought that the Lord had started to take hold
of Greet, but in fact he was busy counting the number of
crosses you could paint on the wall and what the distance
between each cross would have to be to get an even number.
Geert counted the number of crosses you could paint in every
corner of the house. While grandpa and grandma were asleep,
Geert drew crosses on the walls of his mother’s bedroom.
Each cross was the same size, with the same distance between
them. He drew them as high as he could reach. When the ink
in the last pen he could find was dry, he fell asleep.

Grandpa and grandma both crossed themselves that
morning when they saw Geert asleep in the middle of all
those crosses. Geert looked at them when he woke as if they
had always been meant to be there.

On the way home, the voluntary worker asked Geert if he
had enjoyed himself.

‘Yes’, he said, staring through the car window at the green
meadows.

‘So you’d like to go back again?’

“Yes.

‘When?’

Geert wanted to say yes again, but realised that the ques-
tion required a different answer. He thought about the word

‘ves’, which for him wasn’t the word ‘yes’ as such, but the
silence that followed it.

‘Next year perhaps?” asked the voluntary worker.
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‘Yes’, said Geert, and the expected silence followed.

But Geert didn’t visit his grandpa and grandma the fol-
lowing year or the year after. They really seemed to have
changed into a couple of straws in his mother’s box. He didn’t
even return to Zeeland after that. He didn’t give it another
thought, as if Zeeland had also turned into a straw after that
first visit.
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Biography

Jelena Lengold (b.1959) is a storyteller, novelist and a poet. She has published five books of
poetry, one novel (Baltimor, 2003) and four books of stories, including Pokisli lavovi (Rain-soaked
Lions, 1994), Lift (Lift, 1999) and Vasarski madioni¢ar (The Fairground Magician, 2008). She has
been represented in several anthologies of poetry and stories, and her works have been trans-
lated into several languages. Lengold worked as a journalist and an editor for ten years in the
cultural department of Radio Belgrade. She currently works as a project coordinator in the Con-
flict Management programme of Nansenskolen Humanistic Academy in Lillehammer, Norway.
She teaches about topics such as dialogue, interethnic tolerance, discrimination, negotiations,
human rights and peaceful conflict resolution. She lives in Belgrade.

Synopsis

The Fairground Magician tells stories about love fulfilled and unfulfilled, about things that
are visible in the everyday world and about values that are perceptible only in exceptional
moments. The narration assumes various forms, from apparent realism to various other genres,
such as crime fiction, thrillers and erotic prose.

Depicting the inner conflicts of her protagonists, Jelena Lengold often creates intertextual
dialogues with similar characters from global literary history or with recognizable symbols of
modern culture. Memories, intimations and premonitions are in these stories infused with a
tranquility that accepts destiny, even when efforts are made to change it, like in the stories
‘Pockets Full of Stones’ or ‘Downfall’. In addition, eroticism as a natural ingredient of human life,
as an integrated tension consisting of two inseparable sides — body and soul - energise stories
like ‘Love Me Tender’, ‘Fairground Magician’, Zugzwang’, Wanderings’, and ‘Aurora Borealis’.

In The Fairground Magician, Lengold is a lucid observer of minute details and subtle emotional
shifts. In stories like ‘It Could Have Been Me’, ‘Shadow’, or ‘Ophelia, Get Thee to a Nunnery’, she
manages to vault the wall between the bodily surface and the human interior in a very distinc-
tive way. No matter how common are the situations she depicts — whether it be the motives of
forlorn lovers, broken marriages or unfulfilled expectations — Lengold is in a constant search for
the authentic, finding it within sophisticated irony, a distinct trademark of her fiction.
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Lutanja

Bas kad je Zena sklanjala sa stola tanjire i posudu za salatu,
macak se pojavio. U jednom skoku preskocio je dvorisnu
ogradu i uputio se ka svojoj ¢inijici sa hranom. Ta¢no je znao
gde ga ¢eka njegov obrok. Zena uzviknu radosno:

- Hej, evo ga Lola!

- Rekao sam ti da ¢e se vratiti — ¢uo se glas iz kuce. - Uvek
se vrati.

Muskarac je izasao na prag kuce i pruzio ruku da prihvati
posude koje je njegova zena nosila. Nasmesio se:

- Macori se uvek vracaju po svoj komad mesa, valjda
toliko zna$ o nama.

Uzvatila mu je jednim od onih osmeha ¢ije puno znacenje
razumeju samo ljudi koji dele isti krevet. Oboje su neko
vreme stajali tu, kao u zamrznutom kadru, i posmatrali svog
velikog Zutog macka. Macak je glasno i halapljivo dovrsavao
svoju porciju. U jednom momentu, kad je valjda osetio da je
sit, okrenuo je leda svojoj ¢iniji i poceo pazljivo da se oblizuje.
Prvo bi olizao svoju $apu, a onda njome prelazio po svim
delovima svog gipkog tela. Savijao se u nemoguce lukove i
uspevao da jezikom dotakne i najudaljenije tacke svojih leda,
stomaka i repa.

- Izgleda da je okej — rece Zena. — Deluje mi da je ¢itav, ne
fali mu uvo, ne fali mu oko, rep je ceo, izgleda da se gospodin
Lola i ovaj put izvukao.
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- Ma naravno - re¢e njen muz ulazeci u kucu. - Ti previse
brine$ za njega. Skuvac¢u nam kafu.

Zena se vratila za sto, u hladovinu velike lipe. Bio je topao
aprilski dan. Lale i narcisi svuda unaokolo, to je bilo njihovo
vreme. Zapalila je cigaretu i prelazila pogledom po basti.
Gledala je zbunove koje bi trebalo orezati, mesta na kojima
joj se ¢inilo da fali jo$ poneki cvet, onda je ponovo gledala u
Lolu, koji je sada ve¢ sasvim spokojno lezao na pohabanom
¢ebetu, zmirkajuci ka njoj svojim zutim ocima. Znala je da
¢e uskoro da zaspi i da ¢e zatim spavati satima. Uvek je tako
bilo. Ljudi nikada ne spavaju tako spokojno, pomisli ona sa
pomalo zavisti. Cak ni kada su deca. I onda im u san dolaze
kojekakva cudovista. A Lola je spavao savrseno bezbrizno.
Tek pomalo bi se naziralo njegovo disanje, ritmi¢no kretanje
njegovog stomaka gore i dole. Ponekad bi mu se, od neke muve
ili bubice, trgnulo uvo. Ponekad bi, ne otvaraju¢i oci, ustao,
izvio leda, promenio pozu i nastavio da spava. I to bi bilo sve.
Nije imao nikakvih briga. Nije mislio o onome $to je bilo juce,
nije imao planova, nije ga mucila zavist, nije imao nikakvih
ambicija, nije osecao strepnju. A ko zna, pomisli ona, mozda
se ja varam, mozda i on ima neke svoje macje brige? Ipak, ova
joj se pomisao ¢inila malo verovatnom. Lola je, ovako usnuo,
izgledao kao slika i prilika apsolutnog spokoja. Sit, umiven i
bezbrizan. Savrseno bezbedan u svom dvoristu. Upitala se da
li on uopste zna $ta je to bezbednost. Ili zna samo za strah, u
trenutku kada ga oseti.

Posmatranje macka uvek ju je na neki neobi¢an nacin
umirivalo. Volela je da sedi pored njega, da spava pored njega,
da gleda film pored njega, da jede dok on jede, da ¢ita knjigu
dok on drema sa glavom na njenim papucama, jednom recju
- volela je kada je macak tu, u njenom vidokrugu.
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Ali kad ga nije bilo, uvek je strepela. Kada je lutao
unaokolo, po okolnim dvoristima, po trotoarima, po maloj
brezovoj sumi koja je pocinjala odmah iza njihovog zadnjeg
dvorista. Ko zna gde je sve Lola odlazio, mislila je ona. I svaki
put je strepela, slute¢i najstrasnije scenarije.

Zaglavljen u necijem podrumu tuzZno mjauce danima i
no¢ima i niko ga ne cuje.

Prozdire ga komsijin ogroman krvozedni pas.

Upada u potok, ne uspeva da izade i davi se.

Penje se na drvo juredi pticu, skace do najtanje grane i
onda pada sa velike visine i sav se polomi.

Napada ga banda velikih glavatih uli¢cnih macora koji
ga mrze zato $to je lep i Cist i uvek sit. Mora biti, slutila je,
da ovi vecito gladni macori znaju da je on srecniji od njih.
Nekim culom osecaju to, bila je sigurna. Jedino nije mogla
pretpostaviti da li ove osobine Lolu ¢ine privla¢nijim uli¢nim
macama, za kojima je povremeno jurio, ili, naprotiv, one
viSe vole one ogrubele, pune oziljaka i ratnih trofeja? Ko bi
razumeo macke. Ko bi razumeo Zene. Ko bi razumeo bilo

koga...
- Evo kafe - rece njen muz i stavi dve Soljice na sto.

Seo je preko puta nje i posmatrao je. Ona je ¢utke i dalje
gledala u macora.

- Neces valjda opet... ?

Ona ga samo pogleda i slegnu ramenima.

- Molim te - rece on - pokusavaju¢i da zvuci smireno -
toliko puta smo ve¢ o tome pricali. Molim te, nemoj vise...

— Ali svi kazu da bi to bilo mnogo bolje za njega...

- Svi! Koji svi? — prekinu je muz usred recenice, gotovo
vicudi. - Ko su ti svi, zaista?
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- Nemoj odmah da vices. Veterinar. I drugi ljudi koji imaju
macke. Svi kazu da uopste ne bi lutao kad bi bio kastriran. Bio
bi vise vezan za nas i stalno bi sedeo tu, u dvoristu.

- Da, sedeo bi tu kao neka stvar. Kao preparirana macja
lesina.

- Ne preteruj...

- Ja preterujem? - Ispio je svoju kafu gotovo u jednom
gutljaju i nervozno lupkao prstima po stolu. — Slusaj, stvarno
mi je muka da viSe razgovaramo o tome. Neces kastrirati ovog
macora! Neces, i tacka! I necemo vise o tome. Zaista. Zaista.
Hajde da sad, ovog trenutka, promenimo temu.

Lola je za trenutak podigao glavu i lenjo pogledao u njih.
Da li on uopste sluti o ¢emu pricamo, pomisli zena. I, ako bi
znao, da li bi uopste mario?

Ve¢ sledeceg trenutka macak se izvalio na leda i nastavio
da spava. Usta su mu bila pomalo otvorena, virila su mu dva
ostra o¢njaka, vrh jezika mu je visio iz usta. Izgledao je kao
da je mrtav, pomisli Zena, uzasnuta. Doslo joj je da ode do
njega i pomeri ga. Nije Zelela da ga dugo posmatra u ovoj
pozi u kojoj joj li¢i na mrtvu macku. Videla je u svom zivotu
nekoliko mrtvih macaka i sve su izgledale bas ovako, pomalo
iskezeno, kao da su se u svom poslednjem, samrtnom casu
nekako gorko nasmejale sopstvenom macjem usudu. Kao da
su svetu, na kraju, poslale ba§ ovakav osmeh, sa o¢njakom
koji sija u pozadini.

Sta bi bilo kad bih mu rekla da razmisljam o mrtvim
mackama, pomisli Zena. Sta bi bilo kad bismo jedni drugima
govorili sve o ¢emu mislimo? 1li jo$ gore, kad nase misli ne
bi mogle da se sakriju? Mozda bi onda ljudi uvezbali tehniku
Cistih, bezbednih, transparentnih misli?
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Ona pogleda u njega, smeseci se, i shvati da je njegovo lice
i dalje ljutito.

- Zbog Cega se sad smejes? — upita je muz.

- Pokusavam da mislim samo ciste misli. Misli koje bi
svako mogao da ¢uje. Sta misli, da li je to moguce?

- Ne verujem da bi Zelela da u ovom ¢asu ¢uje§ moje misli.

- Zasto? - upita Zena i dalje se smese¢i. — Zar su tako
uzasne?

- Mislim - poceo on polako, kao da vrlo pazljivo bira reci
koje ¢e izgovoriti — da ti zapravo zeli§ da ima$ potpunu kontrolu
nad njim. Ne Zeli$ da bilo gde ide, ne Zeli§ da ima bilo kakav
zivot izvan ovog ovde. Zeli§ da on neprestano lezi tu na pragu i
uklapa se u ambijent savr§enog doma. Eto to mislim.

Zena skupi dzemper oko sebe. Odjednom joj se uéinilo da
je dunuo neki ostar vetar i da je zahladnelo. Pogleda u lis¢e
lipe. Bilo je potpuno mirno. Nema vetra, pomisli ona, nema
vetra, umisljam.

- Ne, nije ta¢no. Zna$ i sam da nije ta¢no. Ja samo Zelim
da on bude bezbedan.

- A stabi, po tebi, bila cena tebezbednosti? Jedan besmisleni
zivot u kome nema ni zelje, ni izazova, ni opasnosti, ni rizika,
ni borbe, jedan Zivot u kome ce se sve svoditi na to da se on
dobro najede i onda legne da spava? Jesi li sigurna da zna$
koliko zadovoljstva mu mozda oduzimas zato $to ti hoce$ da
budes spokojna?

- Zadovoljstva? Ne vidim kakvo je zadovoljstvo u tome
§to se neprestano tuce s drugim macorima i dolazi nam
ovamo sav u ranama i onda mesecima moramo da ga krpimo
i le¢cimo? Kakvo je to zadovoljstvo?

- Otkud ti zna§ - rece njen muz - nikad nisi bila macak.
Ne moze$ da znas.
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- A ti si bio?

Otvorio je usta kao da ¢e da odgovori, ali nije rekao nista.
Samo je tako sedeo par sekundi, otvorenih usta, a onda ustao
i otiSao do stepenica. Seo je na prag i pomilovao Lolu po glavi.
Macak se u dva poteza smestio kod njega u krilo i nastavio
da spava. Bilo mu je lepo, videla je to. Bilo mu je dobro tu, u
necijem krilu, nisu mu bile potrebne nikakve tuce i lutanja.

Cutali su neko vreme, ona je polako dovrsavala kafu,
njen muz je rukom lagano prelazio po Lolinim ledima, ¢ulo
se samo kako macak prede i kako se vrapci svadaju negde u
krosnji lipe.

- Zasto ovo nije dovoljno, ne razumem? - rece ona tiho,
vise kao da pita samu sebe.

Ne prestajuci da miluje macka, njen muz, isto tako tiho,
rece:

— Zato $to tamo, izvan ove ograde, postoji ¢itav jedan Zivot
koji treba istraziti. Onjusiti. Ugristi. Ogrebati. Zato $to svaki
macor ima pravo na svoje rane i na svoja lutanja. I ako s tim ne
moze$ da se pomiris, onda je bolje da nikoga i ne pokusavas
da volis. Nikada.

Sadajojjedefinitivno bilo hladno. Ustalajeiuslaukuhinju.
Mehanicki je stala pored sudopere i pocela da pere sudove od
rucka. Napravila je puno pene i razgledala, sa zanimanjem,
baloncice koji su se pravili na njenim dlanovima i nestajali
pod mlazom vode. Sve to bilo je i pomalo smes$no, mislila je.
Sva ta njegova borba. Kao da ona ne zna. Naravno da zna. Svi
ti odlasci i dolasci. Sva ta preterana pospanost. Naravno da
zna. Uskoro Ce i telefon da zazvoni. Naravno da zna. I on ¢e
ponovo negde da ode. I nece ga biti satima. Naravno da zna. I
on bi morao znati da ona zna.
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Kasnije, kad je njen muz ve¢ zatvarao kapiju za sobom,
ona mu doviknu sa praga:

- Ne zaboravi da kupi§ sijalicu kad se bude$ vracao,
pregorela je u kupatilu!

Njegov se glas vec gubio, ali ga je ¢ula, ulaze¢i u kucu:

- Okej, ako radnje jos budu radile...

Macak je necujno usao u kucu za njom.

~ Sta kaze$ na jednu virslu? - upita ga ona.

Lola nije kazao nista. Ali izgledao je kao da nema nista
protiv virsle. Pazljivo je iseckala virslu na komadice, ubacila
sve to u ¢iniju s malo tople vode jer macak nije voleo hladnu
hranu iz frizidera, sacekala minut, ocedila vodu, probala
prstom da li su se komadic¢i virsle ugrejali i tek onda dala
macku da jede. Jeo je halapljivo, kao da nije pre samo sat
vremena radio to isto.

- Eto vidi$ - re¢e ona macku. - Znam ja odli¢no $ta tebi
treba. A kad to pojedes, ti i ja idemo do veterinara. Nece te
nista boleti, dobices finu malu anesteziju. I sve ¢e biti gotovo
za nekoliko minuta. Je li tako?

Ucinilo joj se da je Lola klimnuo svojom Zutom glavom.
To joj je bilo sasvim dovoljno.

Skinula je sa ormana korpu u kojoj ¢e da ponese macka i
posla da se obuce.
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Translated from the Serbian by Rusanka Ljapova

Wanderings

Just as the woman was removing the plates and the
salad bowl from the table, the cat appeared. In a single leap
he jumped over the yard fence and made for his food bowl.
He knew exactly where his meal awaited him. The woman
shouted joyously:

- Hey, there’s Lola!

- I told you he’d come back - a voice replied from inside
the house.

- He always comes back.

The man came out onto the threshold and held out his
hand to take the dishes that his wife was carrying. He smiled
at her:

- Tomcats always come back for their slice of meat, you
should know that much about us.

She responded with one of those smiles the full meaning
of which is understood only by people sharing the same bed.
They both stood there for a while, as if in a freeze-frame,
watching their big yellow tomcat. He was finishing his meal
loudly and voraciously. Then, presumably feeling full up,
he turned abruptly away from his bowl and started licking
himself meticulously. He licked his paw first, and then slid it
over his entire lithe body. He contorted impossibly, managing
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to touch even the remotest parts of his back, belly and tail
with his tongue.

— He looks OK - the woman said.

- He appears to be in one piece, his ears and eyes are all in
place, his tail is intact, Mr Lola seems to have got away with
it this time as well.

- Why, of course - her husband said entering the house.
- You worry about him too much. I'll make us some coffee.

The woman went back to the table, in the shade of the tall
linden-tree. It was a warm April day. There were tulips and
narcissi all around, it was their time to bloom. She looked
at the bushes that needed pruning, the places that seemed to
lack a flower or two, then she looked at Lola again, who was
lying quite peacefully now on a worn blanket, blinking at her
with his yellow eyes. She knew he would fall asleep soon and
sleep for hours. It always happened like that. People never
slept so peacefully, she thought with a little envy. Not even
while they were children. Even then, all sorts of monsters
appeared in their dreams. But Lola slept without a worry or
care. One could see him breathe, the rhythmic up-and-down
motion of his belly. Occasionally, one of his ears twitched
away a fly or some insect. Sometimes, without opening his
eyes, he stood up, arched his back, changed his position and
went on sleeping. And that was all. He had no worries. He
did not think about what had happened the day before, had
no plans, was not plagued by envy, did not have any ambi-
tions, felt no apprehension. And who knows, she thought,
maybe I am wrong, maybe he does have some tomcat worries
of his own? Still, it seemed highly unlikely to her. Asleep as he
was, Lola seemed the perfect image of absolute calm. Full up,
licked clean and carefree. Perfectly safe in his own yard. She
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wondered whether he knew at all what safety was. Or perhaps
he knew only fear, at the moment when lie felt it.

Watching the cat always calmed her down in some strange
way. She liked sitting next to him, sleeping next to him, watch-
ing a movie next to him, eating while he ate, reading a book
while he dozed on her slippers, in a word - she liked having
him around, within sight.

But when he was not around, she always fretted. While
he wandered around, through the neighbouring yards, across
pavements, through the little birch wood that started right
behind their back yard, she fretted. Who knows where Lola
went, she thought. And each time she fretted, imagining the
worst scenarios.

Stuck in someone’s cellar, he meows mournfully for days
without being heard.

The huge neighbour’s bloodthirsty dog devours him.
He falls into a brook and drowns.

He climbs a tree in pursuit of a bird, jumps onto the thin-
nest branch and then falls from a great height, breaking every
bone in his body.

A gang of huge, big-headed street cats attack him; they
hate him for being so good-looking and clean, and always well
fed. It must be, she surmised, that these perennially hungry
tomcats knew he was happier than they were. They felt it with
some sense or other, she was sure of that. The only thing she
could not fathom was whether these characteristics made Lola
more attractive to the street pussycats he chased from time
to time, or perhaps they preferred those rough tomcats full
of scars and war trophies? Who could understand cats? Who
could understand women? Who could understand anyone...?
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- Here’s coffee — her husband said and placed two cups on
the table.

He sat opposite her and watched her. She remained silent
and kept watching the cat.

- You’re not going to...not again?
She just looked at him and shrugged her shoulders.

— Please - he said, trying to sound calm - we have dis-
cussed it so many times. Please, not again...

- But everybody says it would be much better for him...

- Everybody! Everybody who? - her husband interrupted
her in mid-sentence, almost shouting. - What do you mean,
everybody, who are they really?

— Please, don’t shout. The vet said so. And other people
who have cats. They all say he would not wander around if he
were castrated. He would be more attached to us and would
sit here in the yard all the time.

- Yes, he would sit here like an object. A stuffed cat corpse.
- Don’t exaggerate...

- Me, exaggerate? — He drank his coffee almost in a single
gulp, nervously drumming his fingers against the table. -
Listen, I'm really sick of talking about it. Youre not going to
have this cat castrated! That’s final! And I can’t talk about it
any longer. Really. Really. Let’s change the subject this second.

For a second, Lola raised his head and looked at them
lazily. Does he have any idea of what we’re talking about, the
woman thought. And if he knew, would he care at all?

The very next moment, the cat rolled onto his back and
went on sleeping. His mouth was slightly open, two sharp
eye-teeth and the tip of his tongue protruding. He looked as if
he were dead, the woman thought, horrified. She felt the urge
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to get up, go over to him and move him. She did not want to
go on watching him like that, looking like a dead cat. She had
seen a few dead cats before, and they all looked like this, grin-
ning slightly, as if they had smiled bitterly at their feline fate
at the last moment. As if, towards the end, they had sent the
world a farewell smile just like that, with an eye-tooth glisten-
ing in the background.

What would happen if I told him I was thinking about dead
cats, the woman thought. What would happen if we told one
another what really was on our minds? Or even worse, what if it
was not possible to hide our thoughts? Maybe then people would
train themselves to think pure, safe, transparent thoughts?

She looked at him with a smile and realised his face was
still angry.
- Why are you laughing now? — her husband asked.

- I'm trying to think pure thoughts only. Thoughts every-
one could hear. What do you think, is it possible?

- I don’t think you would like to hear my thoughts right now.

- Why? - the woman asked, still smiling. — Are they so
horrible?

— I think - he began slowly, as if choosing his words with
great care — that you actually want to have total control over
him. You don’t want him to go anywhere else, you don’t want
him to have any other life away from here. You want him lying
there on the threshold all the time, fitting the atmosphere of a
perfect home. That’s what I think.

The woman pulled her cardigan closer to her body. All of a
sudden it seemed to her that a cold wind had started blowing
and that it had grown colder. She looked at the leaves of the
linden-tree. They were quite still. No wind, she thought, no
wind, I'm just imagining things.
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- No, that’s not true. You know it isn’t. I only want him to
be safe.

- And what do you think would be the price of that safety?
A pointless life without any desires, challenges, dangers, risks,
tights, a life reduced to filling his belly and then sleeping all
day. Are you quite sure you know how much pleasure you may
be depriving him of because you want to put your mind at
rest?

— Pleasure? I don’t sec any pleasure in his constantly fight-
ing other tomcats and coming back home all scarred, and then
we have to patch him up and heal his wounds for months.
What sort of pleasure is that?

- How would you know, - her husband retorted - you’ve
never been a tomcat. There’s no way you could know that.

- And you have?

He opened his mouth as if to reply but said nothing. He
just sat like that for a couple of seconds, with his mouth open,
and then got up and went over to the stairs. He sat down on
the threshold and stroked Lola’s head. With a couple of swift
movements, the cat shifted onto his lap and went on sleeping.
He was contented, she could see that. It felt nice to be there, in
someone’s lap, he needed no fights and wandering.

They remained silent for a while, she slowly finished her
coffee, her husband slowly caressed Lola’s back, the only
sound to be heard was that of the cat’s purring and of spar-
rows quarrelling somewhere in the crown of the linden-tree.

- Why is this not enough, I don’t understand - she said
softly, as if to herself.

Continuing to caress the cat, her husband said, just as
softly:
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- Because over there, on the other side of that fence,
there’s an entire life to be explored. Sniffed. Bitten. Scratched.
Because each and every tomcat has a right to his wounds and
his wanderings. And if you can’t live with that, then you’d
better not try to love anyone. Ever.

She was definitely cold now. She got up and went into the
kitchen. Mechanically, she stood next to the sink and started
washing the dishes remaining from lunch. She made a lot of
foam and looked with interest at the bubbles forming on her
palms and disappearing under a jet of water. All that was a
bit funny, she thought. All that fighting on his part. As if
she didn’t know. Of course she knew. All those comings and
goings. All that excessive sleepiness. Of course she knew. The
phone would ring soon. Of course she knew. And he would
go off somewhere again. And he would be gone for hours. Of
course she knew. And he ought to know that she knew.

Later, when her husband was already closing the gate, she
shouted to him from the threshold:

- Don’t forget to buy a light-bulb on your way back, the
one in the bathroom has burned out!

His voice was already fading, but she heard him going into
the house:

- OK, if the shops are still open...

The cat entered the house noiselessly after her.

- What do you say about a hot dog? - she asked him.

Lola said nothing. But it seemed that he had nothing
against a hot dog. She carefully cut it into small pieces, threw
the lot into a small bowl with a little hot water, for the cat
did not like cold food from the fridge, waited for a minute,
poured out the water, checked with her finger that the hot dog
pieces were warm and only then put the bowl in front of the
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cat to eat. He ate quite greedily, as if he hadn’t eaten only an
hour before.

- See - she said to the cat. — I know full well what you
need. And when you're finished with that, we’ll go to the vet.
It won’t hurt a bit, you’ll get a nice little injection. And every-
thing will be over in a matter of minutes. Right?

It seemed to her that Lola’s yellow head nodded. That was
quite enough for her.

She took the basket in which she would carry the cat down
from the cupboard and went to get dressed.
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Biography

Born in 1972, Ciler ilhan studied International Relations and Political Science at Bosphorus Uni-
versity and then hotel management at the Glion Hotel School in Switzerland. Having worked as
a hotelier, a freelance writer (Bogazici, Time Out Istanbul, etc.) and an editor (Chat, Travel+Leisure)
at different periods of her life, ilhan, based in istanbul, now works as the public relations
manager of the Ciragan Palace Kempinski hotel.

In 1993, she received a prestigious youth award for a short story. The award was a tribute to
the memory of Yasar Nabi, a leading publisher and writer. Ilhan’s stories, essays, book reviews,
travel articles and translations into Turkish have been published in a variety of journals and
newspaper supplements.

Synopsis

The stories in Exile are monologues by a variety of real-life and fictional characters. Ilhan has a
wide-ranging and deep understanding of human experience and suffering, and she is capable
of expressing the multi-faceted realities of life strikingly and plainly, sensitive to its pains and
injustices. Her literary approach is in harmony with Einstein’s aphorism: “A formula should be as
simple as possible, but not simpler”.

The fact that the monologues constitute a relatively connected whole is another positive
aspect of Exile. The succinct monologues form a polylogue. This is a short story collection that
has the taste of a novel.
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Ben, Han. Anne karninda dldirilmeye ¢alisilmis biri icin
ironik bir isim oldugunu kabul etmeliyim.

Olay su: Annemle babam Temiz Gen Programrnin iye-
siymisler. Program dahilinde, annemin rahmine distigim
anlagilir anlagilmaz testlerim yapilmis. Alet sinyal vermemis.
Herkes mutlu: “Besinci doliintiz temizdir, buyrun dogurun.”
Ama kandirdim sizi he heyt kandirdim!

Hamilelik ¢ok sakin gecti; mahsus yaptim. Cit ¢ikarma-
dim igeride siiphe cekmemek i¢in... Ne tek bir bulant1 verdim
anneme, ne uykusuz tek bir saat... Hatta o iyice rahat etsin
diye biiylimedim bile dogru diiriist. Aman ne mutluydu
annem, ne mutluydu herkes... E, temiz gen. Bu temiz gen-
lerin hali bir baska oluyor, iyi ki yazildik bu programa. Bak
Ayse’ye, yazik ne ¢ok gazi var.

Bekledim. Aslina bakarsaniz epey bekledim; epey bek-
ledim en azindan... Zannettim ki dokuz aya kadar bekler-
sem artik ne olursa olsun ¢ikmam garantidir. Ne de olsa
artik resmi olarak insan sayilirim! Dokuzuncu ayin sonunda
ellerim biraz fazla bliylimiistii ve ben annemin karni fazla sis-
mesin diye onlar1 yumruk yapmaktan yorulmustum; biraz-
cik agiverdim. Oyle tiimii tiimii degil ha, birazcik rahatlamak
i¢in, azicik. Aman sen misin bunu yapan! Bir eli yagda bir eli
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balda, prensesler gibi, raprahat bir hamilelik ge¢iren annem
karninda ufacik bir siz1 duyar duymaz doktora kostu. Beyaz
gomlekliler, pek severler boyle seyleri ahkam kesmeye doya-
mazlar, bir ¢irpida toplandilar. Geni temizlenmis bir bebegin
rahatsizlik vermesi! Olacak sey degil! Beyaz gomlekliler siip-
helendi. Hayir dediler, hayir. Bu iste bir yanlislik var. Hemen
o meshur alet getirildi, karin dinlenildi, gizli gizli bakisilds,
acik acik konugsuldu: Korkung bir hata olmus. Milyonda bir
goriilecek cinsten. Aletin sinyal vermesinden de anlamissi-
nizdir; bebeginizin geni temiz degil!

Annem o koca karniyla kopiirdil! Boyle sey nasil olur!
Cuvalla para doktiim ben bu programa!

Cok tizgiiniiz hanfendi, paraniz hemen iade edilecektir.

Saatlerce dil doktiiler ama ben bebek giidiisiiyle anladim
ki anneme gore tek care, ikimizden de kurtulmak. Hem
ugrasamaz bozuk genli bir bebekle, ¢ok ig; hem de is yerinde
bebegi bozuk ¢ikmis tek kadin yok.

Ama 6lmedim iste. Olmedim. Hava-ambulans képriiniin
ayagina ulastiginda annem son nefesini ¢oktan vermisti.
Mavi gomlekliler hemen oracikta annemin karnini agip ¢ika-
riverdiler i¢indekini. Beni... Kér ama capcanli.
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Translated from the Turkish by Aysegtil Toroser Ates & Nuri Ates.

Number 5

I'm Khan. I must admit it’s an ironic name for someone
whose life was nearly taken in his mother’s womb.

Here is what happened: Apparently my mother and father
were members of the Gene Purging Programme. Under the
programme, my gene tests were carried out as soon as it was
understood that I had been conceived. The device did not give
out a signal. Everyone was happy: “Your fifth seed is pure,
there, you may give birth.” But I fooled you, there! I did.

The pregnancy passed unperturbed; I did it on purpose.
I didn’t make the slightest noise in there so that I wouldn’t
cause any suspicion... I caused my mother neither a single
bout of nausea nor a single sleepless hour... In fact, I didn’t
even grow properly so that she would be totally comfortable.
Oh, how happy my mother was, how happy everyone was...
Well, a pure gene. These pure genes are something, good
thing we joined this programme. Look at Ayse, poor woman,
how flatulent she is.
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I waited. To tell you the truth, I waited quite a long time;
I waited for quite a long time, at least... I thought that if I
waited for nine months I would be sure to get out no matter
what. After all, by then I was officially considered a human
being! By the end of the ninth month my hands were slightly
overgrown, and I was tired of making them into fists so that
my mother’s belly would not swell too much; I loosened them
a little bit. Not altogether, mind you, just a little bit, just to get
a little bit comfortable. If only I hadn’t done that! My mother,
whose pregnancy was passing so easily, as if she were a prin-
cess, having felt the slightest discomfort in her belly ran off
to the doctor, ordering my father over the phone to “Come
quickly”. The white-shirts, they love pontificating on such
matters, they can’t have enough, they got together at once.
That a baby with purged genes should cause discomfort!
Impossible! The white-shirts got suspicious. No, they said,
no. There is something wrong here. That famous device was
brought in straight away, the belly was listened to, glances
were exchanged secretly, words were exchanged openly: There
has been a terrible mistake. A one-in-a-million kind of thing.
You must have understood by the fact that the device gave out
a signal; your baby’s genes are not pure!

My mother was furious, with that huge belly of hers! How
could such a thing happen! I spent a bagful of money for this
programme!

We are very sorry, madam, you will get a refund
immediately.

They went on coaxing her for hours to no avail; my mother
would have none of it... While she was storming at the doctors
I suddenly realized that my father had already slipped away!
That’s what he does, my father gets lost whenever things get
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messy, that is my observation of nine months... When my
mother finally realised the absence of my father she jumped
into her car in a panic, naturally she did not listen to the
doctors’ orders about not driving... She’s both driving and
calling my father on her mobile... but there is no answer. Now
she cannot stand that, she cannot stand my father ignoring
her... It’s not because she adores her husband, it’s because of
her keen concern for her reputation! “Honey,” she often tells
her friends, “I cannot remember a single night when we did
not sleep close together, hand in hand, all these years we have
not had a serious argument or disagreement.” There is bound
to be no disagreement if you keep being such a witch!

But this time she’s in deep trouble; the baby is flawed,
the husband is gone, she’s disgraced before workmates... She
is actually quite delicate, but was it her hormones or what,
after all she is pregnant, even I couldn’t predict it, whereas
my baby’s instincts are very powerful, in the blink of an eye
should she not drive the car towards a cliff! I do not know
whether she was angrier with me or with herself.

But her plan didn’t work, I didn’t die! I didn’t! By the time
the air-ambulance arrived my mother had already breathed
her last breath. The blue-shirts immediately opened up my

mother’s belly there and then and took out what was inside.
Me... Blind but full of life.
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Synopsis

Epping Forest, 1840. The poet John Clare, once admired by the critics but now out of favour and
struggling with alcohol and mental disturbance, is incarcerated in an asylum, High Beach. At the
same time, the young Alfred Tennyson moves in nearby: his brother Septimus, suffering from mel-
ancholia, is also a patient at the asylum. Matthew Allen, the charismatic asylum owner, has recurring
financial worries, having already been imprisoned for debt earlier in his life. He hopes to solve these
problems by persuading investors, the Tennyson brothers included, to support an ill-fated scheme.
Beyond the walls are all that Clare longs for: the beauty of the natural world, home, and the pos-
sibility of reunion with his childhood sweetheart, Mary, and his wife, Patty. Outside is also the
world of the gypsies whom Clare encounters on brief excursions.

The closed world of High Beach asylum is vividly depicted - the travails of individual patients,
the mad with ‘their frantic, tunnelling logic, their sorrow, their hopelessness and aggression
and indecencies’, as well as the hopes and aspirations of Allen and his wife and family. At the
centre is Clare’s own fall into madness and the delusions that convince him he is Byron, or prize-
fighter Jack Randall, or even Robinson Crusoe. At the end of the book, Clare escapes and strug-
gles homewards towards his village of Helpston, not knowing that Mary has died in his absence.
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John walked on through the forest, passing charcoal
burners sitting inside their huts, ancient things of poles walled
with cut turf, old as any dwelling probably. They had to spend
days out there, making sure the fires didn’t catch, but slowly
ate down to coal the wood piled under covers. The smoke that
rose was sweet, much sweeter than at the lime kilns where John
had worked off and on. He saw them look up and stare out of
their darkness and risked a greeting doffing of his hat, but they
didn’t move.

Then, half a mile away, in a clearing there were vardas,
painted caravans, tethered horses, and children, and a smoking
fire. A little terrier caught the scent of John and stood with its
four feet planted, leaning towards him, as if in italics, to bark.
An old woman seated near the fire, a blanket around her shoul-
ders, looked up. John didn’t move or say anything.

‘Good day to you, she said.

‘Good day, John answered, and then to let her know he
knew them, was a friend, said, ‘Cushti hatchintan.’

She raised her eyebrows at that. ‘It is. It is a good spot. You
rokkers Romany then, do you?’

‘Somewhat, I do. I was often with the gypsies near my
hatchintan, in Northamptonshire. We had many long nights.
They taught me to fiddle their tunes and such. Abraham Smith,
and Phoebe. You know them?’

‘We’re Smiths here, but I don’t know your crew. I haven’t
been into that county, or had them here. This is a good spot,
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she raised an arm to gesture at it. ‘Plenty of land and no one
pushing you off it. And the forest creatures, lots of hotchi-
witchis to eat in winter. This is one commons that don’t seem
to be getting ate up.’

John shook his head and answered as one weary elder to
another. ‘It’s criminal what is nominated law now. Theft only,
taking the common land from the people. I remember when
they came to our village with their telescopes to measure and
fence and parcel out. The gypsies then were driven out. The
poor also.

One of the children ran over to the old lady and whispered
in her ear, watching John. The others stood apart like cats, eyes
among the branches. The terrier that had warned of John’s
coming now jogged over to join the children’s conspiracy.

The old woman spoke. ‘He thinks you might be a forest con-
stable or a gamekeeper who might not be keen on us here.’

Wanting very much to stay in this comfortable loose nest
of a place, with the free people, John declared himself. Tm
homeless myself, sleeping nearby. And often I've been arrested
by gamekeepers. This was true: he’d often been mistaken for
a poacher as he skulked and wrote his poems, a man with no
reason to be in that place but being there.

‘What’s your name?’

TJohn. John Clare.

‘Well, I'm Judith Smith. I take you as an acceptable man,
John Clare, pale and lorn, albeit well fed, whoever you are. I
smell the wrong in men, crosswise intentions, and I don’t
smell that in you, with your foolish open face. 'm known for
my duckering, and my predictions have proved most accurate,
most accurate.’

‘T know many ballads. I can sing, if you like.
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Judith Smith laughed and pulled a twig from the fire to light
her pipe. ‘Later, if you like when the others get back. Quick
at making friends, ain’t I? The chavvies are fearful, but they’ll
simmer down.

John looked round at the children, four or five of them
keeping their distance, as the one who’d whispered to her
sprinted back to them.

‘Chavvies ought to be fearful, John said. ‘It might save them
now and again.’

‘It’s possible. Will you sit, then? You can keep the yog going
till we’ve something to cook. That’s why they’s worrying. Fellers
have gone off to get something to eat, you see, and they don’t
want it ruined.’

‘Quite right,” John said.

So John sat beside her and poked the fire, turning its sticks
to keep it burning while the chavvies gradually lost their fear
and ran over to sprinkle dry leaves on, waiting for the ones that
caught and lifted on wandering, pirouetting flights that drifted
at times excitingly towards them. The old woman offered John a
wooden pipe to smoke, its stem dented with yellow tooth marks,
but he showed her his own. He drew whistling sour air through
it to check it would draw, then filled it from a twist of tobacco
she had. That wrapper of old newspaper was probably the only
bit of printed matter in the place and John smiled to see it put
to good use, its smudged words unread, its sharp voices sound-
ing in nobody’s mind. He lit his pipe with a burning twig. They
talked about the weather and the plants. Long silences between
thoughts were filled with the sound of the fire and the ceaseless
sound of wind through the branches, bird flights, scurryings.

Younger women emerged from the caravans - they must
have been hiding there the whole time — and John made himself
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known to them. They seemed less certain of his presence than
Judith Smith, offering the bare bones of greetings as they went
about their business, rinsing pots, gathering more wood for the
fire, smacking dirt from the chavvies’ clothes. John liked the
brisk, free, tumbled life around him and watched it affection-
ately as the fire grew ruddier against the weakening light.

The men’s voices returned a few minutes before they did.
By then the fire had been enlarged and pots arranged. As the
voices approached, the children stopped burying each other in
leaves and even pushed their hair back out of their faces. The
dog, frantic, barked and ran in tight circles to bark again. It ran
off to meet the men and returned ahead of the party with a few
rangy lurchers and a blurring number of other terriers.

When John saw the men and the deer slung between two
of them, covered in a blanket but still obvious, he knew what
all the caginess had been about. He stood up immediately to
introduce himself. Tm John Clare, a traveller, and always a
friend of the gypsies. I bring cordial greetings from Abraham
and Phoebe Smith of Northamptonshire.

‘He’s a good fellow,” Judith attested. “Knows the plants and
cures as well as we do. He must’ve been long with those Smiths
because he knows all our names for them.

The foremost man made a decision as quick as Judith’s had
been. He answered with the formality of a man speaking for his
tribe. ‘S’long as you are no friend of the gamekeepers and don’t
fall to talking with them you’re welcome among us, John Clare.
My name is Ezekiel’

So John was let stay and watched the men, who didn’t seem
in any way encumbered by thoughts of transportation and a
life of whippings at Botany Bay as they dismantled the deer.
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He watched with great pleasure the skill of the men, their
knives quick as fish. They said nothing, only the work made
noises, knockings on joints, wet peelings, the twisting crunch
of a part disconnected.

First, a trench was dug to receive and hide the blood and
the deer was hung from a branch upside down above it. With
sharpened knives they slit it quickly down the middle and
found the first stomach. Very carefully one man cut either side
of it, and knotted the slippery tubes to keep the gut acid from
the meat. This made something like a straw-stuffed cushion,
filled with undigested herbage.

Then the forelimbs were cut through to the precise white
joints and removed. After loosening work with a knife, the skin
was pulled from the deer. It peeled away cleanly with a moist
sucking sound, leaving dark meat and bones beneath a sheeny
blue underskin. As they did all this, the men had to kick at the
dogs who were crowding round the trench to lap at the blood.

The gullet was separated and the weasand was drawn from
the windpipe. They cleared the chest of its entrails. The heart
and lungs were snicked out and placed in a bowl, then the long
rippled ropes of the intestines were hauled out and dropped into
the trench. Working from the back, the chuck, saddle and loin
portions were removed from the ribcage and spine in one piece,
both sides together like a bloody book the size of a church Bible.
They were then cut into pieces, some of which were sliced and
spitted immediately over the fire. Other parts were taken away
by the women. Then the neck was stripped of meat. The deer
looked odd now with its whole furred head and antlers hanging
down, its skeleton neck and body, and its breeches of flesh still
on. Those too were now removed, divided, and packed. The ribs
were sawn through, and all of them were split and set over the
fire. The deer now was clean. Its skeleton faintly glowed in the
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dusk, its sorrowful head merged with the shadows. Another pit
was dug and the skeleton was placed inside it, curled around
like a foetus. The earth was replaced, leaves and twigs dragged
over to hide the spot.

The dogs jostled round the other trench in a cloud of flies.
John could hear the knocking of their empty jaws and short
huffing breaths. With the smell of the venison rising in the
smoke, John’s own hunger became acute and his guts let out
a long crooning grumble like a pigeon’s note. Beer was poured
and drunk and soon the air was splashy with talk and voices.
John didn’t join in very much but listened to the flow and switch
of it, hearing Romany words he’d almost forgotten he knew.

Handed his first rib, John was told, ‘Blood on your hands,
my friend. Youre our accomplice now. The meat was deli-
cious, charred muscle to tear at and smooth soft fat. There was
no harm in eating the deer, to John’s mind: they kept them-
selves; there were many in the forest. They flowed unnumbered
through the shadows.

Afterwards there was more drink and music while bats, in
their last flights of the year, flickered overhead. John proved
his claim to know their music when he accepted a fiddle from
them. He played Northamptonshire tunes and gypsy tunes. He
played one that circled like a merry-go-round and lifted them
all smiling on its refrain. He played a tune that reached out
and up, branching into the trees. He played a tune that was flat
and lonely as the fens, cold as winter mist. He played one for
Mary. After he’d played, there was singing, John listened to the
strong joined voices, adding his own notes of harmony, and
his mind’s eye swept back to see them all in the middle of the
darkened forest, in the circle of firelight, the bloody-muzzled
dogs lying outstretched beside their hard-packed bellies. The
people made a well of song; it surged up from eternity into that
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moment, a source. He lay back, really overwhelmed, and saw
stars through the almost bare branches. He closed his eyes and
lay there in the middle of the world, denied his wives, his home,
but accompanied and peaceful.

Eventually the singing stopped and a little while after that
he felt a blanket placed over him. He opened his eyes to see
the rosy fire still breathing at the heart of white sticks. An owl
cried its dry, hoarse cry and the bats still scattered their tiny
beads of sound around him. He loved lying in its lap, the con-
tinuing forest, the way the roots ate the rot of leaves, and it
circled on. To please himself, to decorate his path into sleep,
he passed through his mind an inventory of its creatures. He
saw the trees, beech, oak, hornbeam, lime, holly, hazel, and the
berries, the different mushrooms, ferns, moss, lichens. He saw
the rapid, low foxes, the tremulous deer, lone wild cats, tough,
trundling badgers, the different mice, the bats, the day animals
and night animals. He saw the snails, the frogs, the moths
that looked like bark and the large, ghost-winged moths, the
butterflies: orange tips, whites, fritillaries, the ragged-winged
commas. He recounted the bees, the wasps. He thought of all
the birds, the drumming woodpeckers and laughing green
woodpeckers, the stripe of the nuthatch, the hook-faced spar-
rowhawks, the blackbirds and the tree creeper flinching up the
trunks of trees. He saw the blue tits flicking between branches,
the white flash of the jay’s rump as it flew away, the pigeons
sitting calmly separate, together in a tree. He saw the fierce,
sweet-voiced robin. He saw the sparrows.

And just before he fell asleep, he saw himself, his head
whole, his body stripped down to a damp skeleton, placed
gently, curled around, in a hole in the earth.
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Traduit de I'anglais par Catherine Pierre-Bon

John s’enfon¢a dans la forét, passant devant des char-
bonniers assis dans leurs cabanes, de vieilles cahutes faites
de piquets de bois recouverts de tourbe, probablement aussi
vétustes que les autres habitations. Ils devaient passer des
jours ici, s'assurant que le feu couvait sans flammes et se
consumait lentement pour carboniser la meule de bois étouf-
fant sous sa chape. Il s’en élevait une fumée douce, bien plus
douce que celle qui sortait des fours a chaux ou John avait
travaillé quelques fois. Il vit les hommes qui levaient les yeux
et le fixaient du fond de leur l'obscurité, risqua un salut en
soulevant son chapeau, mais aucun ne bougea.

Puis, a quelques centaines de metres, dans une clairieére,
des vardas, les roulottes peintes, des chevaux attachés, des
enfants et un feu crépitant. Un petit Terrier attiré par 'odeur
de John se campa fermement sur ses quatre pattes et se pencha
vers lui, comme en italiques, avant d’aboyer. Une vieille
femme assise pres du feu, une couverture sur les épaules, leva
les yeux. John ne bougea pas, ne dit pas un mot.

«Bien le bonjour, dit-elle.

- Le bonjour,» répondit John. Puis, pour quelle com-
prenne qu’il les connaissait, qu’il était un ami, il lanca:
« Cushti hatchintan. »

A ces mots, elle fronca le sourcil. « Oui, la place est bonne.
Vous rokkers romani, alors ?
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- En quelque sorte, oui. J’ai passé beaucoup de temps avec
les gitans, prés de ma hatchintan, dans le Northamptonshire.
Nous avons veillé de longues nuits ensemble. Ils m’ont appris
leurs airs au violon, entre autres. Abraham Smith, et Phoebe.
Vous les connaissez? - Nous aussi c’est Smith, mais jamais
entendu parler de ceux-la. Jamais mis les pieds dans ce comté
et les ai jamais vus ici. Oui, la place est bonne. » Elle embrassa
I'endroit d’un geste du bras. « De la terre autant qu'on en veut,
et personne pour vous déloger de la. Et puis des animaux plein
la forét, des hotchiwitchis en veux-tu en voila pour se nourrir
I’hiver. Cette race-la est pas préte de manquer. »

John hocha la téte et répondit comme un ancien usé par
les ans s’adresserait a un autre. «Cest criminel ce qu’ils
appellent la loi, aujourd’hui. Du vol, ni plus ni moins, s’ap-
proprier les terres qui appartiennent a tout le monde. Je me
souviens quand ils sont arrivés dans notre village avec leurs
instruments pour arpenter les terrains, cloturer et délimiter
les parcelles. Ils ont chassé les gitans. Les pauvres aussi. »

Lun des enfants courut vers la vieille et lui murmura
quelque chose a loreille, en regardant John. Les autres se
tenaient a ’écart tels des chats, des yeux dans les branches. Le
Terrier qui avait averti de l'arrivée de John s’éloigna au petit
trop pour rejoindre la bande de jeunes conspirateurs.

La vieille parla. ««Il a idée que vous étes peut-étre un
garde-forestier ou un garde-chasse qui pourrait bien nous
voir d’'un mauvais ceil. »

Comme jaimerais rester dans ce nid douillet et sans artifices,
avec ces hommes libres, se dit John. « Moi-méme je n’ai pas de
maison, je dors tout pres d’ici. Plus d’une fois, j7ai été arrété par
les garde-chasses.» C’était la vérité: on l'avait souvent pris pour
un braconnier tandis qu’il rodait a écrire ses poémes, un homme
qui n’avait aucune raison de se trouver la, mais qui s’y trouvait.
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«C’est quoi vot'nom ?
- John. John Clare.

- Moi, cest Judith Smith. Str que vous étes un brave
homme, John Clare, triste et pale, mais bien nourri pourtant,
qui que vous étes. J’devine le mal chez ’homme, les arriéres
pensées pas propres, et j'vois pas ¢a chez vous, derriere vot’
visage honnéte. On me connait pour dire la bonne aventure et
mes prédictions ont pas manqué d’ét’ justes, trés justes.

- Je connais de nombreuses balades. Je peux chanter, si
vous voulez. »

Judith Smith éclata de rire et tira une brindille du feu pour
allumer sa pipe.

«Plus tard, si vous voulez, quand les autres reviendront.
Je vais vite en besogne pour me lier d’amitié, pas vrai? Les
chavvies ont la frousse mais ¢a finira par passer. »

John se retourna vers les enfants; quatre ou cinq d’entre
eux gardaient leur distance; celui qui avait chuchoté a l'oreille
de la vieille détalait vers le groupe.

« Il faut que les chavvies aient la frousse, dit John. Ca pour-
rait les sauver, un jour ou l'autre.

- Possible. Alors, vous vous asseyez? Ca vous dérange
pas d’entretenir le yog en attendant qu'on ait quelque chose
a cuire? Clest pour ¢a qu’ils s’inquietent. Les hommes sont
partis chercher de quoi manger, vous voyez, y veulent pas
qu’il s’éteigne.

— C’est normal, » dit John.

John s’assit a coté d’elle et attisa le feu, remuant les
rameaux pour aviver les flammes tandis que la peur des cha-
vvies retombait peu a peu et qu’ils s’affairaient a ramasser des
feuilles seches qu’ils jetaient dessus, attendant tout excités de
voir lesquelles allaient s'enflammer, tourbillonner et s’élever
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dans les airs, retombant parfois dangereusement vers eux. La
vieille tendit a John une pipe en bois dont le bec était criblé
de marques laissées par des dents jaunes, mais il lui montra
la sienne. Il émit un sifflement en aspirant l'air aigre dans
le tuyau pour sassurer quelle tirerait bien, puis la bourra de
quelques pincées de gris de la vieille. Ce morceau de vieux
journal qui enveloppait son tabac était probablement le seul
papier imprimé de l'endroit. John sourit d’en voir fait un si
bon usage, ses mots a moitié effacés sans avoir été lus, leur ton
acerbe ne résonnant a aucune oreille. Il alluma sa pipe a 'aide
d’une brindille incandescente. Ils parlerent du temps et des
plantes. Entre leurs pensées, de longs silences que venaient
remplir le bruit du feu et le souffle incessant du vent dans les
branches, un vol d’oiseaux, les allées et venues des enfants.

Des femmes, plus jeunes, sortirent des roulottes — elles
avaient da se cacher la pendant tout ce temps - John se pré-
senta a elle. Elles semblaient moins attentives a sa présence
que Judith Smith, se contentant d’'un maigre salut tandis
quelles vaquaient a leurs occupations, rin¢ant les marmites,
ramassant du bois pour le feu, secouant la poussiere des véte-
ments des chavvies de quelques tapes. John aimait cette vie
libre, 'animation et le désordre de la scéne qui se déroulait
autour de lui et I'observait avec tendresse tandis que le feu
rougeoyait encore plus dans la lumiere tombante.

La voix des hommes arriva quelques minutes avant eux.
On avait étalé les braises et disposé les marmites. Les voix se
rapprochant, les enfants cessérent de s’enfouir sous le feuillage
et pensérent méme a dégager leurs cheveux de leur visage. Le
chien, tout-fou, aboyait, tournait en rond en faisant du surplace,
aboyait de plus belle. Il s’élanca a la rencontre des hommes et
revint en téte du groupe accompagné de quelques chiens de
chasse efflanqués et d’un certain nombre d’autres Terriers.
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Lorsque John vit la troupe avec le cerf suspendu entre
deux hommes, et que 'on devinait malgré la couverture qui le
recouvrait, il comprit pourquoi toutes ces réticences. Il se leva
sur le champ pour se présenter. « John Clare, voyageur et ami
fidele des gitans. Je vous apporte le bonjour cordial d’Abra-
ham et Phoebe Smith du Northamptonshire.

- C’est un brave homme, attesta Judith. Il connait les plantes
et les remeédes, comme nous. Pour stir, il a da rester longtemps
avec ces Smith car il connait tous les noms qu'on leur donne. »

L'homme qui menait la troupe prit une décision aussi vite
que Judith Pavait fait. Il répondit avec la solennité d’'un homme
parlant au nom de son clan. « Tant que vous étes pas un ami des
gardes-chasses et que vous ne bavassez pas avec eux, vous étes
le bienvenu parmi nous, John Clare. On m’appelle Ezekiel. »

\

John fut donc autorisé a rester et regarda les hommes
qui ne semblaient en aucun cas obsédés par la crainte de la
déportation et des coups de fouet qui faisaient le quotidien de
Botany Bay tandis qu’ils équarrissaient le cerf.

Il observa avec grand plaisir I’habileté de ces hommes,
leurs couteaux vifs comme [’éclair. Ils se taisaient, on n’en-
tendait que les bruits de leur travail, les coups sur les articu-
lations, les raclements brusques, le craquement des torsions
exercées sur les os tandis qu’ils défaisaient la béte.

Apres avoir creusé une tranchée pour recevoir et enfouir
le sang, le cerf fut suspendu a une branche, la téte en bas
au dessus du trou. De leurs couteaux affiités, ils incisérent
le ventre d’un geste vif et sortirent le premier estomac. Un
homme le coupa prudemment de chaque coté et noua les
canaux visqueux pour que l’acide des viscéres ne coule pas
sur la viande. On aurait dit une sorte de coussin bourré de
paille, rempli d’herbes non digérées.
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Puis, ils taillerent les fuseaux au niveau des articulations
blanches et les arrachérent. Apres avoir glissé le couteau sous
la peau pour la décoller, 'animal fut dépouillé. Le pelage se
détachait proprement avec un bruit de succion, révélant la
viande noire et les os sous la membrane bleu luisante. Tout
en travaillant, les hommes devaient envoyer valser du pied
les chiens qui s’agglutinaient prés de la tranchée pour laper
le sang.

Ils enleveérent l'cesophage et raclérent la viande de la
trachée, nettoyerent la poitrine de ses entrailles, détacherent
le cceur et les poumons de quelques incisions et les placerent
dans une cuvette, puis déroulérent I'interminable cordon des
boyaux repliés sur eux-mémes qu’ils jetérent dans la tran-
chée. Travaillant maintenant du co6té de I’échine, ils décou-
perent la selle puis la longe de la cage thoracique et de I’épine
dorsale d’un seul tenant, tel un livre sanguinolent de la taille
d’une bible d’église. Ils les coupérent en morceaux dont cer-
tains furent détaillés en tranches qu’ils jetérent immeédiate-
ment sur le feu. Les femmes emportérent les autres. Puis, ils
détacherent la viande du cou. Le cerf avait une drole d’allure
maintenant, avec sa téte recouverte de son pelage et ses bois
qui pendouillaient vers I’avant, sa carcasse décharnée et ses
membres postérieurs encore charnus. Eux aussi furent arra-
chés, dépecés et mis de coté. Les hommes scierent les cotes et
les séparerent une par une. Toutes furent jetées sur le feu. Il
ne restait plus rien sur le cerf maintenant. Sa carcasse jetait
une faible lueur dans le crépuscule, sa triste téte se fondait
dans la pénombre. Les hommes creuserent un autre trou dans
lequel ils déposerent le squelette, lové comme un foetus. Ils
remblayérent et étalérent des feuilles et des brindilles dessus
pour cacher 'endroit.
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Les chiens se bousculaient autour de la premiére tranchée
telle une nuée de mouches. John entendait le claquement de
leurs machoires avides et le souffle court de leurs haletements.
Lodeur de la viande s’élevant avec la fumée, sa faim se fit plus
tenace, elle aussi, et ses intestins laissérent échapper un long
gargouillement chantant, tel le roucoulement d’un pigeon.
La biere coula dans les verres puis dans les gosiers et l'air se
remplit bientdt des éclats de voix et des conversations. John
parlait peu mais écoutait ce flot de paroles et ses inflexions,
entendant des mots romanis qu’il se souvenait a peine avoir
connus.

Apres quon lui eut tendu sa premiére cote, quelquun dit
a John: «Te voila avec du sang sur les mains, mon ami. Tu
es notre complice maintenant. » La viande était succulente, la
chair grillée a mordre a pleine dents, le gras tendre et moel-
leux. Il n’y avait pas de mal a manger le cerf, se disait John.
Ils se perpétuaient, il y en avait beaucoup dans la forét. Ils
passaient, innombrables, dans la pénombre.

Puis, la biere continua de couler, la musique de réson-
ner, tandis que les chauves-souris, dans leurs derniers vols
de l'année, voletaient au dessus de leurs tétes. John prouva
aux hommes qu’il connaissait leur musique en acceptant un
violon qu’on lui tendait. Il joua des airs du Northamptonshire
et des airs gitans. Il en joua un qui tournait comme un manege
et les transporta, tous souriaient a son refrain. Un autre qui
s’ élevait et tendait vers le ciel, se propageait dans les arbres.
Un autre aussi plat et désolé que le Fens, aussi froid qu'une
brume d’hiver. Un autre pour Mary. Apres le violon, vinrent
les chants. John écoutait les voix puissantes qui se mélaient,
apportant ses propres notes a cette harmonie, et dans son
imagination, il vit soudain tous ces hommes au milieu de la
forét tombée dans l'obscurité, réunis autour du feu, les chiens
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au museau ensanglanté étendus de tout leur long, couchés
sur leur flanc débordant de leur ventre repu. Les hommes
creusérent un puits de leur chant qui jaillit de I’éternité en
cet instant, telle une source. Il s’allongea, véritablement sub-
mergé et vit les étoiles a travers les branches presque nues. Il
ferma les yeux et resta allongé ainsi au milieu du monde, nia
ses femmes, sa maison, mais en compagnie et en paix.

Finalement, les chants s’arrétérent; quelque temps apres,
il sentit qu'on le couvrait d’'une couverture. Il ouvrit les yeux
et vit le feu rosissant qui continuait de battre au coeur des
rameaux blancs. Un hibou lan¢a son cri sec et rauque, les
chauves-souris répandirent les minuscules perles de leurs
chapelets de sons autour de lui. Il aimait reposer dans son
giron, aimait 'insondable forét, la fagon dont les racines se
nourrissaient de la moisissure des feuilles; et elle tournait,
tournait. Par pur plaisir, pour agrémenter le chemin qui le
menait au sommeil, il passa en revue ses habitants. Il vit les
arbres, les hétres, les chénes, les charmes, les tilleuls, les houx,
les noisetiers et les baies sauvages, les différentes variétés de
champignons, les fougeres, les mousses, les lichens. II vit les
renards vifs et courts sur pattes, les cerfs frémissants, les chats
sauvages solitaires, les blaireaux se dandinant sur la plante des
pieds, les rongeurs, les chauves-souris, les animaux diurnes et
les animaux nocturnes. Il vit les escargots, les grenouilles, les
grands papillons de nuit aux ailes transparentes, les hépiales
qui se confondent avec I’écorce, les piérides, les fritillaires, les
aurores, les robert-le-diable. Il fit 'énuméré des guépes, des
abeilles. Il repensa a tous les oiseaux, aux pics épeiches, aux
pics verts moqueurs, aux sittelles a la téte rayée, aux éperviers
aux becs crochus, aux merles et aux grimpereaux des bois qui
se hissent sur le tronc des arbres. Il vit les mésanges bleues
voletant entre les branches, I’éclair blanc du croupion du geai
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lorsqu’il prend son envol, un groupe de pigeons posés tran-
quillement cote a cote, réunis dans un arbre. Il vit le féroce
rouge-gorge au chant mélodieux. Il vit les moineaux.

Et juste avant de sendormir, il se vit lui-méme, sa téte,
entieére, son corps réduit a un squelette humide, posé douce-
ment, lové dans un trou dans la terre.
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Mr. Zoran Paunovigc, literary critic, essayist, translator,
professor of University of Belgrade.

Members:

Mr. Mihajlo Pantic, short story writer, literary critic, essay-
ist, translator, professor of at the University of Belgrade.
Ms. Vladislava Gordic Petkovic, literary critic, essayist,
translator, professor at the University of Novi Sad.

Mr. Mladen Veskovic, literary critic, essayist.

Mr. Vuk Vukicevic, Secretary General of Serbian Associa-
tion of Publishers and Booksellers.

Turkey

Organisation coordinating the jury:
Turkish Centre - International PEN

President:
Mr. Tarik Giinersel, poet, playwright, fiction writer, Presi-
dent of PEN.

Members:

Ms. Inci Aral, novelist & former President of the Turkish
PEN Centre.

Mr. Metin Celal, critic, member of PEN, Secretary General
of the Publishers’ Association of Turkey.

Mr. Mario Levi, a leading novelist, Board member of
Turkish PEN.

Ms. Zeynep Oral, journalist & essayist, PEN Board Member.
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United Kingdom

Organisation coordinating the jury:
The Society of Authors

President:

Mr. Lawrence Sail, poet, has published ten collections of
poems and edited a number of anthologies. He has been a
judge for several national book awards, and is a Fellow of the
Royal Society of Literature.

Members:

Mr. Peter Kemp, Chief Fiction Reviewer of the Sunday
Times, and editor of the Oxford Dictionary of Literary Quo-
tations. He has been a judge for the Booker Prize, the Betty
Trask Award, the Whitbread Novel Award, the Encore Prize
and the Sunday Times Young Writer of the Year Award.

Mr. Robert Adams has written and edited more than 100
books about crime, prison riots, protests by pupils, empow-
erment, social policy, and social work. He was chair of the
judges of the UK Writers’ Guild 2008 Best Book Award.

Mr. Tom Chatfield, a freelance author, essayist, game writer
and theorist. He writes for the Observer, Independent,
Sunday Times, Wired, New Statesman, Evening Standard and
Times Literary Supplement.

Ms. Cathy Rentzenbrink, a bookseller since 2002.

She thinks that good bookselling is all about finding won-
derful stories to put in the hands of the readers who will
appreciate them.
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EUPL 2011 Jury Reports

Bulgaria

The Bulgarian jury has the honour to propose the young Bulgarian writer Kalin Terziyski for the
European Union Prize for Literature 2011. His book Is There Anybody to Love You? (short stories),
published in 2009, is probably the best in the area of new Bulgarian literature.

The short stories in this book stem from bitter personal experiences and reveal a subtle sense
of humour. The collection conveys an authentic knowledge of modern cities and depicts char-
acters larger than life. The author succeeds in creating the portrait of a modern young man and
a whole generation that has experienced profound political and societal changes. Early on in
his creative work, Terziyski published two small books of poetry. He is also an author of some
non-fiction texts for magazines, TV and radio. In the last five years, he has become a significant
emerging author in new Bulgarian literature. Terziyski currently has no works translated abroad
and he is yet to begin to receive literary prizes.

Report by Gueorgui Konstantinov, President of the EUPL National Jury

Czech Republic

The recent debut of this previously unknown author was particularly impressive due to the
strength of his artistic talent and his literary maturity (attention was also focused on his unusual
background - a Czech mother and a father from the Congo). In his first novel, Tomas Zmeskal
immediately managed to capture the plight and character of Czech society in the second half
of the 20™ century, when, shortly after the war, it was once again governed by a totalitarian
regime. Zmeskal’s original approach comes from a new generation’s view of events: he doesn't
slot ready-made characters and their stories into specific historical events in order to explain
the character of the period. Instead it is from individual lives and human psychology that the
character of the period is recreated so convincingly. Historical events and politics are not his
main theme, but rather the people “who have been tripped up by history and have to deal with
it” in order to survive.

The somewhat complex narrative style is also original. However, the author leads it purpose-
fully to the final revelation — what is this mysterious love letter, written in such exotic script and
then secretly hidden, but which is unfortunately sent to the recipient too late? For within the
letter lies the memory of the beginnings of a true love which was never abandoned or extin-
guished, while it also provides the key to a misunderstanding for which no-one is to blame.
Zmeskal does not adhere to a linear structure as the basis for this tragic story, but instead leaves
the reader to freely browse the subplots and minor episodes which enrich it, whilst at the same
time distancing the hidden secret. He masterfully employs various literary genres and equally
inventively handles the changes in narrative which reinforce its authenticity.

Report by Vladimir Karfik, President of the EUPL National Jury
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Greece

Bringing together styles from different types of literature isn't something new in the history
of European fiction. But the modern novel is the most hospitable, friendly and open format of
our time. No longer belonging to a literary field representing simple old-fashioned stories, it
has become a complex field where things that used to be distinct (poetry and philosophical
thought, drama and prose, biography and essay), today coexist. The modern novel can often
follow the principles of a literary ‘polymorphic engine’.

And that’s what Agrigento (2009), Kostas Hatziantoniou’s novel, is doing. It is a book of “pilgrim-
age”, a quest for the sources of cultural and existential identity, and also for the timeless essence
of a place. In southern Italy and Sicily, which was once called Magna Grecia, before its small
ethnic communities were incorporated into major European nations, Hatziantoniou develops
a story in which legends - ancient and new, philosophical and political, historical and ethno-
logical - create a fluid fictional scope. Ancient past determines the present, and the dry Sicilian
landscape influences the characters of the book.

The small Italian town of Agrigento is on the site of the ancient city of Akragas. Evidence of
ancient wealth and power can be found not only in the ruins of the Valley of the Temples, but
also in the bay that took its name from the ancient philosopher Empedocles: Porto Empedocle.
These two, the philosopher and the city of Agrigento, star as major presences in Hatziantoniou’s
book. The novelist was inspired by the theoretical principles of Empedocles, who believed in
two cosmic forces, hate and love, and in the constant struggle between them.

| could say that Agrigento is a kind of philosophical novel, but without the thoughts and reflec-
tions that could make it abstract and difficult to read. This is because Hatziantoniou’s poetic eye
is always active, and his style is dense and sinewy, but also evocative and radiant.

Report by Alexis Ziras, President of the EUPL National Jury

lceland

Ofeigur Sigurdsson (b.1975) has a BA degree in philosophy and was already a part of the radical
new Icelandic poetry scene when he published his first novel, Aferd (Texture), in 2005. The novel
was acclaimed as a powerful mirror of contemporary society. In his second novel, Jén (Jon), he
heads in a different direction, exploring an obscure part of the life of a famous priestin Icelandic
history, combining 18t century literary style with his own poetic touches. Ofeigur has in a short
literary career shown varied potential, with no way to predict where he will touch down next.
Jon's main character is the 18t century ‘pastor of fire’, Jon Steingrimsson, who allegedly stopped
burning lava from an erupting volcano from engulfing a small country church. In Jon, however,
we are presented with an earlier and historically obscure phase in Jon’s life: a season he spends
living in a cave, under an awakening volcano, writing letters to his pregnant wife and fearing
the law, as he is suspected of having killed her first husband. Jon’s writings are famous for his
special style and Ofeigur renders a truthful, albeit modernized, version of it, e.g. using poetic
touches to break up the somewhat slow rhythm of long and complicated sentences. The book
is the story of a young man dealing with his inner conscience on the one hand and dramatic
outer forces on the other.
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The setting of the story is deeply rooted in Iceland’s violent nature and history, but its form
and themes also tie it closely to European tradition. In addition, the letter form draws on the
epistolary novel. Parallel to the imminent danger of the worst natural disasters in the history
of Iceland is the force of the Enlightenment breaking in from the mainland. This interconnect-
edness of Iceland and the outside world, which peaks in a scene depicting the volcano Katla
running as a giantess through Europe, adds a new dimension to the story when read as a contri-
bution to contemporary discussion of nationality and global responsibility.

Report by Audur Adalsteinsdéttir, President of the EUPL National Jury

Latvia

Two nominees were considered worthy and appropriate, but the jury took into account that
both Inga Zolude’'s first novel and her second book, a collection of short stories, have been
nominated for the Annual Prize of Latvian Literature. In 2009, her novel Warm Earth was nomi-
nated as the best debut of 2008, and her book A Solace for Adam’s Tree was nominated as the
best prose work of 2010. Moreover, excerpts from Zolude’s first novel have already appeared in
translations, and the response to her work has been intense both at home and abroad, showing
that she can be truly considered to be “a young and promising author”.

If one wants to understand what has happened in Latvian fiction in 2010 and perhaps get an
idea where it might be going next, one has to read A Solace for Adam’s Tree. It's a book that could
be entitled ‘The Final Postmodern Book in Latvian Literature’ and presented to all students in
Latvia so that they may understand what postmodernism in Latvia is all about. Afterwards, it
could be discussed if it should be termed postmodernism, post-structuralism or some other
kind of ‘post-. The book is a must for all who like postmodernism, as it really contains the best
of what is possible when employing this style.

The stories are rounded, brisk and bitter with fine psychological nuances, plausibly absurd and
containing a rare empathy, which makes the reader - when he or she understands how stupidly
the protagonist acts — not fling the book away, but continue to read on, thinking, “please, please
don’t do that, you dope, letitallendwell,” even if there is no way anything may end well.

Zolude is a talented author with a fine sense of genre, but also a master of stylization and a com-
piler of topical trends. The publication of this book was necessary, not so much for its own sake,
as for the sake of Latvian literature, relevant to the present as well as showing future trends and
possibilities.

Report by leva Kolmane, President of the EUPL National Jury
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Liechtenstein

Iren Nigg published one full-length book in 1988 and then only a handful of short texts in books
which were not literary in nature but devoted to local historical subjects like 500 Jahre Alpgenos-
senschaften Schaan. So she can thus be called a “re-emerging author”.

Her second book, Man wortet sich die Orte selbst, was published in 2006. Some of the texts in
Man wortet sich die Orte selbst are straightforward short stories told from different perspectives
(often in the first person, without giving away to whom the voice belongs). Some of the shortest
texts are extremely condensed vignettes in which all that is left out is as important as all that
is said. These shorter texts might well be compared, for instance, to Hemingway'’s vignettes
between the actual short stories in his seminal collection /n our Time. The fact that some of
the texts in Nigg's very fine book have more of a snapshot quality does not disqualify them as
fiction, and neither does the fact that her style of writing is extremely conscious of the language
in play. On the contrary, both of these specific qualities are significant elements of Nigg’s liter-
ary art. The sequencing of her stories and vignettes creates a specific rhythm that determines
the composition of the entire book. Moreover, her work on, and with, language strikes us as the
sine qua non of any literature that deserves the name and has not (yet) become a mere commod-
ity in the marketplace.

Report by Dr. Verena Biiehler, President of the EUPL National Jury

Malta

Fl-Isem tal-Missier (u tal-Iben) is a ground-breaking book in Maltese literature and not only

because it is the first to attempt to fuse fiction with autobiography and with the ‘in-between’
genre of both fiction and philosophy, often associated with feminist writing. The book takes its
lead from the author’s (or is it the narrator’s?) father’s wartime diary, re-read after his funeral.
Through it, the author tries to understand and explain what it means to be a son, a father and a
man. Unlike normal autobiography, the timeline moves forwards and backwards and includes
episodes that would have happened before the author was born and others that seem to imply
that the father still haunts the son after he is gone. These interpersonal relationships are played
out against a background of a small British colony on the outskirts of Europe changing into
an independent state and coming to terms with its own relationship to the “mother-country”.
Immanuel Mifsud has managed to create a haunting book, where biography is only the starting
point for a self-questioning that is indicative of a generation of writers trying to get to grips with
themselves as human beings, and also dealing with a social and political landscape that, unlike
their fathers (a term that’s all too often mentioned in Maltese discourse on identity, referring to
our ancestors), they cannot be comfortable with. In the end, it is this sense of discomfort that
the reader is left with as the remains of the dead ancestors are hastily and unceremoniously
put aside, presumably to make way for our own remains, which our own sons will in turn have
to deal with.

Report by Carmel Azzopardi, President of the EUPL National Jury
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Montenegro

Andrej Nikolaidis is considered by many to be one of the most gifted Montenegrin and regional
prose writers. His work is characterized by a refined prose style and the sharpness of his public
presence. He is an intellectual, well-known in Montenegrin society, who in the times of war and
later on during transition was spreading the message of tolerance, broadly and loudly.
Andrej's short stories usually carry a neo-realistic approach, while the novel The Son is a mixture
of Mediterranean talkativeness with Central-European minimalist elegance, reminding us
somewhat of W.G. Sebald and Thomas Bernhard. Simultaneously, Andrej is a type of intellectual
who is firmly present in society as an anti-war activist, a promoter of peace in ex-Yugoslav terri-
tories as well as a defender of the rights of minorities - in his latest public speeches and articles
he has been strongly promoting the rights of sexual minorities.

His novel Mimesis (2003) was applauded by the liberal audience throughout the region and
has significantly contributed to the establishment of cultural ties between Montenegro, Croatia
and Bosnia-Herzegovina, which had been lost during the 90s wars. The Son is his best work so
far: a short, but condensed and highly intense novel, which reveals the various civilizations and
religious layers of contemporary Montenegro. It is a story of a lonely man in a dramatic conflict
with his family, who at the end, in an unexpected twist, finds his inner peace and salvation.

For the novels Mimesis and The Son he was shortlisted for the Mesa Selimovic¢ award for the
best novel written in the territory of Serbia, Croatia, Bosnia-Herzegovina and Montenegro. His
short-story ‘'The Coming’ is included in the anthology Best European Fiction 2012, published by
Dalkey Archive Press.

Report by Lena Ruth Stefanovic, President of the EUPL National Jury

The Netherlands

Rodaan al Galidi (who writes under the name Rodaan), is Iraqi by birth but Dutch by choice.

Since he arrived in the Netherlands and mastered the Dutch language he has enriched the
nation’s literature with a remarkable oeuvre of poems, fiction and columns, which are ironic
and confrontational at the same time.

In De Autist en de Postduif (The Autist and the Carrier Pigeon), Rodaan describes the miraculous
world of Geert, a weird autist, whose life in many ways reflects the position that newcomers in
Dutch society often have. He has to master things that are strange to him, things that he has to
learn instead of them being spoon-fed. Interpreting the book in a philosophical way, this novel
is also about eternal repetition and return.

The profundity of his writing is such that things which may be disturbing or conflicting, are
leavened with a hint of lightness and humour. In a refined and subtle way, one might consider
De Autist en de Postduif to be a fairy tale in which the reader looks through a funny glass at the
strangeness of Dutch society. It's a society that, despite his apparent fondness for the country,
sometimes gets sneered at — for instance, when he refers to rural villages ‘where nothing
happens, except for cornflower and the Lord".
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There is no doubt that Rodaan, this fertile writer from abroad, has in a relatively short time
developed a voice of his own and might be considered a born storyteller who offers the Dutch,
and indeed European literature, new horizons with his own style and imagination.

Report by Rob Schouten, President of the EUPL National Jury

Serbia

After four sessions, discussing the work of five writers, the jury reached the decision that the

winner of EUPL award for 2011 in Serbia is Vasarski madionicar (The Fairground Magician), a col-
lection of short stories, written by Jelena Lengold and published by Arhipelag, Belgrade, in
2009.

The Fairground Magician is a book of stories about love and desire, about ordinariness and
passion in the urban milieu. Written with veritable literary zest and power, these stories provide
an authentic testimony about the wonders of love and everyday epiphanies. They are tales of
transgression, overcoming all sorts of taboos openly and passionately, and dealing with the
subject of love in a manner that is truly unique in contemporary Serbian literature. Lengold
deliberately rejects the challenge of grand narratives focused upon history, politics or society.
Instead of tackling such huge topics, in her highly sophisticated style she shows the reader
how small details from everyday intimate life can become universal and grow into powerful
literature.

Exciting and insightful at the same time, the stories from this book are also characterized by a
subtle psychology and masterful characterization. The protagonists are people that belong to
our time, with yearnings and desires that we can recognize as ours. These properties undoubt-
edly place Vasarski madioni¢ar among the best collections of stories in Serbian literature of the
last few decades.

Report by Zoran Paunovi¢, President of the EUPL National Jury

Turkey

Although more than 30 fiction writers are emerging in Turkey that meet the prize’s aims and
expectations, the five members of our jury — Ms inci Aral (novelist), Ms Zeynep Oral (essayist
and journalist), Mario Levi (novelist), Metin Celal (critic and President of the Turkish Publishers
Association) and Tarik Gilinersel (President of Turkish PEN) — have unanimously selected Ms Ciler
ilhan’s book of short stories, Stirglin (Exile), as the winner.

Exile, ilhan’s second work, was published by Everest Publishing House in Istanbul in 2010, and she
isrepresented by Kalem Literary Agency in Istanbul. Her first book, The Dream Merchants’ Chamber
(Artemis Publications, 2006), was composed of stories that carry traces of magical realism.

The stories in Exile contain monologues by a variety of real-life and fictional characters. Ilhan
has a wide-ranging and deep understanding of human experience and suffering, and she is
capable of expressing the multi-faceted realities of life strikingly and plainly, sensitive to its
pains and injustices. Her literary approach is in harmony with Einstein’s aphorism: “A formula
should be as simple as possible, but not simpler”.
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The fact that the monologues constitute a relatively connected whole is another positive
aspect of Exile. The succinct monologues form a polylogue. | agree with the statement of the
publisher that this is a short story collection that has the taste of a novel.

The jury is convinced that the book deserves international readership and respect. We think it
will be a significant contribution to life and literature in Europe.

No translations of the book have been published yet. The extracts used in the summary are
from the English translation by Aysegiil Toroser Ates and Nuri Ates.

Report by Tarik Giinersel, President of the EUPL National Jury

United Kingdom

The UK jury met on 9" May to consider the four books on the UK shortlist. There was an
extremely interesting discussion on all the books individually, which between them cover a
wide range of themes and settings. In the end, The Quickening Maze by Adam Foulds emerged
as a clear winner. A brilliant evocation of the confinement of the poet John Clare in an asylumin
1840, the novel fuses historical fact and imaginative insight — and does so seamlessly. The jury
was particularly impressed by the way in which the known historical facts and a creative evoca-
tion of the characters and minds of the protagonists are merged. It would have been all too easy
for historical research to predominate, or for the facts to have been submerged by the writer’s
imagination. Dealing as the book does with two poets - Alfred Tennyson as well as John Clare -
there could also have been the temptation to import their poetic activity too comprehensively.
The novel avoids all such pitfalls triumphantly, with a judicious tact that gives it real authority.
There was also great admiration for the elegance and precision of Foulds’s writing — a reminder
that he is not only a novelist, but also a poet.

The jury felt that this is a book that is timeless, one that will retain its appeal and endure. It
also noted that this is only Foulds’s second novel: in this sense it meets well the criterion of ‘an
emerging writer’. It is further distinguished by a remarkable sense of compassion and under-
standing, but without the least trace of sentimentality: it is in all respects a worthy winner, and
the jury was unanimous in its decision.

Report by Lawrence Sail, President of the EUPL National Jury
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The European Union Prize for Literature

The aim of the European Union Prize for Literature is to put the spotlight on the creativity and
diverse wealth of Europe’s contemporary literature in the field of fiction, to promote the circula-
tion of literature within Europe and encourage greater interest in non-national literary works.

The works of the selected winners (one per country participating in the prize on a rotation
basis) will reach a wider and international audience, and touch readers beyond national and
linguistic borders.

The Prize is co-financed by the Culture Programme of the European Union whose objective is
to achieve three main goals: to promote cross-border mobility of those working in the cultural
sector; to encourage the transnational circulation of cultural and artistic output; and to foster

intercultural dialogue.

Selection process

The winning authors are selected by qualified juries set up in each of the 12 countries participat-
ing in the 2011 award.

The nomination of candidates and the final selection of one winner in each country took place
between February and July 2011.

The new emerging talents were selected on the basis of requirements stipulated by the Euro-
pean Commission and fulfil in particular the following requirements:

- Beacitizen of one of the 11 countries selected
« To have published between 2 and 4 books of fiction

The books should have been published during the five years before the prize

Juries

Jury members are appointed by national members of EBF, EWC and FEP. National juries are com-

posed by minimum of 3 and a maximum of 5 members.

The jury reports were delivered in the national language, and in English or French translation,
justifying the jury’s choice and providing relevant information on the winner and his/her work.
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Twelve winning authors

Kalin Terziyski
WUma nu Kol 0a su obuya,
M30amencmeo (2009)

Tomas Zmeskal
Milostny dopis klinovym pismem
(2008)

Kostas Hatziantoniou
Agrigento (2009)

Ofeigur Sigurdsson
Jon (2010)

Inga Zolude
Mierinajums Adama kokam (2010)

lten Nigg
Man wortet sichdie Orte selbst (2006)
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Immanuel Mifsud
Fl-Isem tal-Missier (tal-iben) (2010)

Andrej Nikolaidis
Sin (2006)

Rodaan al Galidi
De autist en de postduif (2009)

Jelena Lengold
Vasarski madionicar (2009)

Giler ilhan
Siirgiin (2010)

Adam Foulds
The Quickening Maze (2010)
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