


Printed by Bietlot in Belgium

Neither the European Commission nor any person acting on behalf of the
Commission is responsible for the use that might be made of the following
information.

Luxembourg: Publications Office of the European Union, 2020
© European Union, 2020

Texts, translations, photos and other materials present in the publication have
been licensed for use to the EUPL consortium by authors or other copyright
holders who may prohibit reuse, reproduction or other use of their works.

Photo credits
Winners (page 2) Winners'book covers
Belgium © Gallimard - C. Hélie © Editions Grasset & Fasquelle
Bosnia and Herzegovina ~ © Radmila Vankoska © Buybook, Sarajevo
Croatia © Sandra Vitalji¢ © Profil Knjiga - Studio 2 M
Cyprus © Marina Shiakola © Stavros Christodoulou - Kastaniotis Publications, Athens, 2018
Denmark © Albert Sanvig Madsen  © Basilisk - Albert Madsen
Estonia © Madli Lippur © Strata - lllustration: Adam Mackiewicz - Design: Allan Appelberg
Germany © Sebastian Hanel © Rowohlt - Photo: Marion Blomeyer - Design: Anzinger und Rasp,
Munich
Kosovo © Blerta Hogia © Armagedoni - lllustrations: Rina Krasniqi - Design: Driton Selmani
Luxembourg © Philippe Matsas - CNL  © Hydre Editions - Michel Welfringer
Montenegro © Dado Ljaljevi¢ © Nova knjiga - Sinisa Radulovi¢
North Macedonia © Milosh Dimkovski © li-ili
Norway © Pernille Marie Walvik ~ © Okotober Forlag - Egil Haraldsen & Ellen Lindeberg/ EXIL DESIGN
Spain © Oscar Holloway © Editorial Anagrama - The Age of Mammals, mural by Rudolph F.

Zallinger. Copyright © 1966, 1989, 1991, 2000 Peabody Museum of
Natural History, Yale University, New Haven, Connecticut, USA.

Please contact the EUPL consortium with any question about reuse or
reproduction of specific text, translation, photo or other materials present.

Print PDF

ISBN 978-92-76-18429-4 ISBN 978-92-76-18428-7
doi:10.2766/46960 doi:10.2766/15441
NC-03-20-287-H1-C NC-03-20-287-H1-N

EUROPEAN UNION
PRIZE FOR LITERATURE

Eui50
ST

N ¥, -
Q‘f} % S~ — European and ** % .
N | ” "= International IR Creative
“‘, D :‘ FEDERATION OF EUROPEAN PUBLISHERS = . E“é"‘f‘;'i"’;s o EU rope
LITTN FEDERATION DES EDITEURS EUROPEENS ederatio p



Belgium
Nathalie
Skowronek

Bosnia and
Herzegovina
Lana BastaSi¢

Croatia
Masa Kolanovi¢

Germany
Matthias Nawrat

Estonia
Mudlum

Made Lui Kosovo
(Made Luiga) ) . Shpétim Selmani

Norway
Maria Navarro
Skaranger

Denmark
Asta Olivia
Nordenhof

___ Cyprus
| Ztavpog
.~ XpLoTo80VA0L
(Stavros
Christodoulou)

Luxembourg
Francis Kirps

. Montenegro
F ~ Stefan Boskovi¢
.
:

-

North Macedonia
Iletap
AHJIOHOBCKH
(Petar Andonovski)

Spain
Irene Sola

i

16
26
36
50
62
74
84
102
114
128
138
148
160
164

LONTENTS

Foreword by Comissioner Mariya Gabriel

Table of contents

Belgium: Nathalie Skowronek

Bosnia and Herzegovina: Lana Bastasi¢

Croatia: Masa Kolanovi¢

Cyprus: Ztavpog XptotodoUAou (Stavros Christodoulou)
Denmark: Asta Olivia Nordenhof

Estonia: Mudlum (Made Luiga)

Germany: Matthias Nawrat

Kosovo: Shpétim Selmani

Luxembourg: Francis Kirps

Montenegro: Stefan Boskovic

North Macedonia: MNeTtap AHgoHoBcKu (Petar Andonovski)
Norway: Maria Navarro Skaranger

Spain: Irene Sola

National juries

The European Union Prize for Literature



UREWORL

Authors and artists are
indispensable companions in our
lives in normal times. The COVID-19
crisis, with the isolation of confinement
and the stress and anxiety caused by
living through a pandemic, has made
that even more evident. Books allow us
to travel in time and space, meet new
characters and feel different emotions.
They help us to escape from our
difficulties for a while.

The European Commission recognises
that unique role of culture in our
everyday lives and the importance of
nurturing its diversity. The European
Union Prize for Literature is a tribute to
authors. It highlights the rich variety
of contemporary literature available
and stimulates the circulation of books,
in particular those that would not
otherwise make it on to bookshelves
across Europe.

This anthology gives you a glimpse
at the winning books of the 13 EU
Prize for Literature laureates for 2020.
It demonstrates how, through their
stories, they bring us closer to other
Europeans, especially important
at times when we cannot travel
as we have experienced
this Spring. For me, what

makes this Prize so special is that it
encourages us to discover new worlds,
new words, new visions. | sincerely
wish that it will help the 2020 laureates
to have their works translated and
read in many countries, in Europe and
beyond.

The Prize is also a recognition of

the essential role played by all
professionals in the book industry -
including publishers and booksellers
- who help authors to find an
audience. The Prize is part of the EU’s
Creative Europe programme that
supports the cultural and creative
sectors in 41 European countries.
Every year the programme co-funds
cooperation projects that bring
together key organisations from

the book sector to explore new
practices and models. In parallel,

we also support the translation and
promotion of hundreds of books,
including those awarded with the EU
Prize for Literature, helping European
authors to find new audiences.

| am grateful to the consortium
organising the European Union
Prize for Literature, consisting of
the European Writers’ Council, the
Federation of European Publishers
and the European and International
Booksellers Federation. Their
commitment to the Prize and their
support to European Union policies
on books and reading are vital.

Finally but most importantly, | warmly
congratulate the 13 laureates. | wish
each of them a wonderful literary
career and hope that their books

find large audiences, both at home
and abroad. | wish readers, eager

to discover new voices in different
languages, a rewarding journey into
the worlds created by our talented
laureates.

Mariya Gabriel,
Commissioner for Innovation,
Research, Culture, Education
and Youth



Nathalie Skowronek

La carte des regrets
The Map of Regrets
Grasset, Paris, 2020

Language: French
ISBN: 978-2-2468-2151-9

BIOGRAPHY

athalie Skowronek was born
N in Brussels in 1973. After studying
literature, she worked in publishing
before going into women's fashion for
7 years. She returned to literature in
2004, when she created the editorial
collection La Plume et le Pinceau for
the publishing house Complexe. At
the age of 37, she published her first
novel, Karen et moi (Arléa, 2011), the first
volume of a family trilogy which takes
the reader from the Polish shtetls on the
road to Auschwitz. Two novels, Max, en
apparence (Arléa, 2013) and Un monde
sur mesure (Grasset, 2017), followed. In
2015, she published an essay entitled
La Shoah de Monsieur Durand (Gallimard,
2015), in which she shows that duty of
remembrance ceases to operate after 70
years. Since 2016, she has been teaching
in the Contemporary Writing Centre of
La Cambre/Ecole nationale supérieure

NATHALIE SKOWRONEK

La carte
des regrets

des arts visuels. She also facilitates

a writing workshop for the Antonin
Artaud Club, a day centre for adults with
psychological disabilities.

Suicide, murder, accident? The
circumstances of Véronique
Verbruggen’s death on a trail in the
Cévennes would not have occupied
more than a few lines in the press if
the victim had not been a well-known
publisher. Questioning and sharing the
same grief are two men: Daniel Meyer,
her ophthalmologist husband, and
Titus Séguier, her lover and a filmmaker,
forever doomed to wait for Véronique
to finally leave her husband. To Daniel,
nothing has ever disturbed the 20 years
of living together with his wife, whom
he loves unfailingly. The lovesick Titus
hesitates between remaining silent

or addressing a cinematographic love
letter to Véronigue by finishing the
project they started together before
she disappeared. Beyond varnished
appearances lurks an upsetting portrait

of a woman who could not choose.
Nathalie Skowronek explores with great
subtlety the different facets of love and
how, even if times are changing, the
drawing and quartering of the heart
remains.

¥ JURY REPORT

The Map of Regrets is a novel of beautiful
mastery and powerful sobriety, written
around a theme - that of choices in
love and life — that too often contains
misplaced or over-the-top displays

of emotion. Here, the psychological
dimension woven around the conflict
between loyalty and freedom feeds

on a female character rooted in its
time, with its own blind spots and
unthinkable things. With this book,
Nathalie Skowronek demonstrates a
writerly approach that goes beyond
what might be expected, as well as a
great cohesion in her overall work. From
the search for the ability to forget what
prevents us from living, to the quest for
what fundamentally makes us who we
are, her books never cease to tell stories
of splits and breaks. Writing for her is like
a thread stretched between places of
fading memories and the necessity of
constantly reinventing oneself in order
to not forget.
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Suivant Popinion ordinaire, veronica est formé
de vera et de eikon : vraie image.

Dictionnaire Littré

A la fin de larticle on ne savait pas a quoi s’en tenir. I
était beaucoup question d’amour. Véronique Verbruggen
était pleurée mais on ne comprenait pas. Qui aimait qui, qui
était aimé de qui. L’article évoquait une invitation a rendre
hommage a la disparue. Que ceux qui ont connu et aimé Vé-
ronique Verbruggen soient les bienvenus. Or, a ses propos,
tout laissait & penser que Titus Séguier ne quitterait pas sa
maison de Finiels, un petit village du mont Lozere, pour ho-
norer sa mémoire. Il s’était pourtant juré de ne jamais déce-
voir cette femme, avait-il glissé au journaliste avant d’inter-
rompre leur conversation.

De cette femme, directrice d’une petite maison d’édition,
on savait un peu plus. Sa complice de longue date, la céra-
miste italienne Francesca Orsini, parlait d’'une personnali-
té secréte dont le professionnalisme, la capacité d’écoute et
I’engagement avaient permis de faire des éditions du Pont
une maison au catalogue exigeant, défendant des artistes
injustement oubliés. Véronique Verbruggen s’était spécia-
lisée dans les monographies de petits maitres de la pein-
ture, dont le drame était d’avoir croisé les grands noms de

Nathalie Skowronek

la discipline, éternellement condamnés a jouer les figurants dans
les cours d’histoire de l’art. Si leurs toiles ressortent de temps en
temps de l'oubli, c’est pour illustrer un événement ancien dans
un magazine — on sollicitait souvent Véronique pour cette raison
— mais sans qu’on les crédite d’une quelconque valeur artistique.
Les proches de Véronique, un groupe restreint qui aimait gravir
les cing étages du vieil immeuble parisien de la rue Cassette, le
siege de la maison, témoignaient de la ferveur de cette directrice
de quarante-trois ans, longue liane qui peinait a dérouler son
metre quatre-vingt-deux, les épaules maladroitement repliées.
Il fallait la voir batailler pour défendre les livres auxquels elle
croyait. Par une indiscrétion, on apprenait aussi que les fragiles
éditions avaient plusieurs fois failli sombrer et qu’elles s’étaient
chaque fois miraculeusement relevées.

L’article ne proposait qu’une illustration de mauvaise qualité,
ony découvrait le sigle « VV » des couvertures de la maison, sobre,
élégant, qui, ici, n’apportait aucune information utile. Pour se fi-
gurer Véronique, il suffisait d’introduire son nom sur n’importe
quel moteur de recherche. Sous ’onglet « images » apparaissait un
visage anguleux aux pommettes hautes, les yeux verts en forme
d’amandes, les cheveux chatains coupés court. Aucun de ces por-
traits ne rendait justice a la beauté de I’éditrice, « une beauté lu-
naire » avait un jour laché Francesca, ce qui ne voulait pas dire
grand-chose, si ce n’est que Véronique dégageait une lumiére sin-
guliére, un peu glacée, qui n’était pas sans évoquer les peintres
flamands auxquels elle s’intéressait.

Que savons-nous de I'existence de ceux qui nous entourent ?
Que nous montrent-ils d’eux-mémes ? Que dissimulent-ils ? Mina,
sa fille de vingt et un ans, qui sortait doucement de I’adolescence et
venait de s’inscrire au conservatoire de musique en classe de pia-
no, s’était exprimée avec prudence, dans un style probablement
remanié par le journaliste : « Ma meére avait une fagon bien a elle
de travailler, d’aimer, de respecter les regles et de les transgresser.
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Je veux rester fidele a ce qu’elle était. » Mais que savait Mina de sa
mere ?

Le corps sans vie de Véronique est découvert un aprés-midi
de mai par un randonneur occasionnel. ’homme est parti d’un
hoétel-restaurant de Villefort ou, simple coincidence, Véronique a
I’habitude de déjeuner. Il est en train de franchir le col de Rabu-
sat sur le GR70, appelé aussi « chemin de Stevenson », lorsqu’il
s’arréte pour une premiére pause. Un panneau vient de lui préci-
ser qu’il se trouve a 1 099 metres, 'information le réjouit, si bien
que ’homme photographie la plaque avec son téléphone portable.
L’absence de réseau ’empéche d’envoyer I'image a sa compagne.
L’homme respire profondément et regarde autour de lui.

Plus le randonneur grimpe, plus il a la sensation de faire
corps avec le paysage. La ligne de créte est merveilleuse. A part
de rares clarines, on n’entend plus les bruits de la civilisation.
Le randonneur est bercé par le chant des oiseaux. Il se plait a
écouter le bruissement des feuilles, tente de les différencier d’un
arbre a l’autre, suit des yeux les couples de papillons multicolores
qui s’affolent a son arrivée, le vol d’un petit rapace. Ses oreilles
bourdonnent. I’altitude ? il n’est pas impossible que ce soit un
sentiment de plénitude. Au loin il voit des herbes hautes qui
plient sous le vent, des chaos de pierres qu’il confond avec des
troupeaux de moutons, des sommets brumeux et bleutés. Il ne
se doute pas un instant que d’ici quelques heures il acceptera de
livrer le récit de cette journée a un stagiaire du Midi Libre. Dans
ce temps suspendu, il pense que cela fait des années qu’il ne s’est
pas senti aussi léger.

Son rythme de marche est soutenu, les branchages craquent
sous ses pas lorsqu’il décide de dévier de sa trajectoire pour rame-
ner un bouquet d’arnicas. Des ailes lui poussent, le randonneur
veille a bien poser les pieds sur le sol de plus en plus escarpé, il
cherche ses appuis, se retient parfois a un buisson, a une touffe

-10 -
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de genéts, s’amuse de l’effort. Mais soudain ’homme s’arréte. Il
voudrait n’étre jamais venu ici, son corps se glace, il étouffe un
cri. Il ne se tourne plus vers le ciel mais redescend vers la vallée.
Il cherche une route, une vraie, avec des voitures et du bitume. Le
jour devient affreux et triste. Affreux pour le randonneur, affreux
pour ceux qui ont connu et aimé Véronique Verbruggen.

-11-



The Map of Regret

Nathalie Skowronek
Translated from French by Jeffrey Zuckerman

The name Veronica is supposed to have arisen
by mistake and ignorance, being probably
derived from vera icon... true image.

The Imperial Dictionary

The article raised far more questions than it answered. It was,
by all accounts, a matter oflove. Véronique Verbruggen was being
mourned, and yet the details of who loved who, of who was loved
by who, didn’t add up. The article mentioned a memorial for the
dearly departed. Those who had known and loved Véronique Ver-
bruggen were apparently welcome, and yet Titus Séguier seemed
disinclined to leave his home in Finiels, a hamlet on the slopes
of Mont Lozere, to pay his respects. Come hell or high water, he
swore to the reporter before cutting the conversation short, he
would never let this woman down.

This woman, the director of a small publishing house, was a
matter of far less ambiguity. Her long-time confidante, the Italian
ceramicist Francesca Orsini, alluded to her reserved personali-
ty, to the professionalism, receptiveness, and attentiveness that
had been essential to the Editions du Pont, a publishing house
with an exacting list that elevated unfairly forgotten artists.
Véronique Verbruggen specialised in monographs on minor
masters of painting whose fate had been to cross paths with the
medium’s shining lights, and as a result to remain bit players
on the grand stage of art history. The few times that their can-
vases did reemerge from obscurity, it was to add historical color

-12 -
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in a magazine — people often reached out to Véronique for that
reason — but without any presumption of actual artistic value.
Véronique’s close acquaintances, a close-knit group that often
made its way up to her top-floor office in an old building on Par-
is’s rue Cassette, bore witness to this forty-three-year-old direc-
tor’s devotion; it was a struggle for her to stand up and straight-
en out the hunched-over curves of her willowy, nearly six-foot
frame. It was really something to see her take to the bully pulpit
for the books she most cared about. Only the occasional rumor
hinted at just how precarious her business was, just how many
times it had nearly gone under, just how miraculously she had
kept it on a steady footing.

The article only had one rather poor photo. Barely visible was
the sober and elegant VV that emblematised the publishing house
but conveyed no useful information here. Picturing Véronique
was simply a matter of entering her name into any search engine.
Under the “images” tab was an angular face with high cheek-
bones, green and almond-shaped eyes, close-cropped chestnut
hair. None of these portraits did justice to the publisher’s beauty,
“a lunar beauty,” as Francesca had once put it, an adjective that
was almost meaningless, unless it was how Véronique exuded a
singular, almost icy radiance not unlike those Flemish painters
in which she took such interest.

What can we know of the lives of those around us? What can
they show us of themselves, and what can they hide? Mina, her
twenty-one-year-old daughter, who had slipped deftly from ado-
lescence into a prestigious piano program at a music conserva-
tory, had chosen her words carefully, her lines likely rewritten
by the reporter: “My mother had a particular way of working,
loving, playing by the rules, breaking them. My hope is to uphold
as faithfully as I can the example she set.” But what could Mina
know of her mother?

-13-
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Véronique’s lifeless body was found by a day hiker one May
afternoon. The man had set out from a hotel in Villefort with a
restaurant where Véronique, by sheer coincidence, often took her
lunch. He was about to cross the Rabusat pass across the GR70,
which was also called the Stevenson Path, when he stopped to
catch his breath. A signpost showed that he was now 1099 meters
up; the news so delighted him that he took a picture of the plaque
with his cell phone. Because there was no network, the image
hadn’t gone through to his partner. The man’s breath was halting
as he looked all around.

The farther the hiker went, the more he felt like he was be-
coming one with the landscape. The profile the peak cut was a
beautiful one. Apart from the tinkling of cowbells, there was
no sound of civilisation to be heard. The birds’ song lulled him.
He reveled in listening to the leaves’ rustle, in telling apart the
various trees, in tracking the pair of iridescent butterflies that
his arrival had sent fluttering, in watching a small bird of prey
take wing. His ears buzzed. Was it the altitude? It was entirely
possible this could have just been a sensation of fullness. In the
distance he could make out tall grasses bending under the wind,
heaps of rocks that looked rather like flocks of sheep, hazy and
bluish summits. Not for a minute did he suspect that in just a few
hours he would be recounting this entire day to a cub reporter at
Le Midi Libre. In this liminal moment, he thought about how it
had been years since he had felt so free, so light.

His pace was steady, branches snapped under his feet when
he decided to go off-trail to gather some arnicas. Propelled by
a renewed burst of energy, the hiker had to remember to look
where he was putting his feet on the increasingly steep terrain.
He kept checking his bearings, steadying himself here and there
by a bush, a copse of broom. This exertion delighted him. And
then the man stopped dead in his tracks. He stifled a shriek, an
icy shiver ran down his body. He suddenly wished he’d never

-14 -
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ventured out in the first place. His sights were now set not sky-
ward but down toward the valley. He was looking for a road, an
actual one, with asphalt and cars. The day had turned ghastly
and sad. Ghastly for the hiker, ghastly for those who had known
and loved Véronique Verbruggen.

-15-



Lana BastaSi¢

Uhvati zeca
Catch the Rabbit

Buybook, Sarajevo, 2019
Language: Bosnian
ISBN: 978-9-9583-0443-9

BIOGRAPHY

ana Bastasic was born in Zagreb
Lin 1986. She majored in English

and holds a master's degree in cultural
studies. She has published two
collections of short stories, one book of
children’s stories and one of poetry. Catch
the Rabbit, her first novel, was published
in Belgrade in 2018 and reprinted in
Sarajevo in 2019. It was shortlisted for the

2019 NIN award and was translated into
Catalan and Spanish in 2020. Her short
stories have been included in regional
anthologies and magazines throughout
the former Yugoslavia. She has won
Best Short Story at the Zija Dizdarevi¢
competition in Fojnica; the Jury Award
at the ‘Carver: Where I'm Calling From’
festival in Podgorica; Best Short Story at
the Ulaznica festival in Zrenjanin; Best
Play by a Bosnian Playwright (Kamerni
teatar 55) in Sarajevo and the Targa
Unesco Prize for poetry in Trieste. In
2016, she co-founded Escola Bloom in
Barcelona and she co-edits the school’s
literary magazine Carn de cap. She is one
of the creators of the '3+3 sisters’ project,
which aims to promote women writers
of the Balkans.

Catch the Rabbit is a story about two
Bosnian women and their complicated
friendship, structured as a Balkanic mirror
of Lewis Carroll's Alice’s Adventures in
Wonderland. Twelve years after they last
saw each other, Sara receives a phone
call from Lejla and decidesto goon a
road trip from Mostar to Vienna in order
to find Armin, Lejla’s long-lost brother.
But the journey will prove to be much
more than an innocuous reconnection

-16-

of old school friends: it is a road to a
Balkanized ‘heart of darkness, where
Lejla’s life was reshaped by strict identity
politics and her sense of self was lost.
Growing up in a Serbian family, Sara has
had all the privileges denied to her best
friend and has managed to repress her
quilt together with her mother tongue.
Now, years later, she has to go down the
‘rabbit hole’ of her language and bear
the Coleridgean burden of telling the
story over and over again.

¥ JURY REPORT

The novel Catch the Rabbit by Lana
Bastasic¢ could be regarded as a
generational book, not only because it
comes from an author whose generation
is now mature in terms of literary years,
but also because she is firmly committed
to the verbal-ideological perspective
of a theme in the literary community,
articulating new voices. Inspired by the
electric nature of the so-called Balkan
issues and addressing the issues of war
and post-war society, Lana Bastasic¢ gives
voice to those who grew up during that
time (with a literary style close to south
Slavic critical mimeticism). If in the past
two decades we have read books by
writers from disillusioned generations
whose utopia has been betrayed, Catch
the Rabbit introduces us to those who

JoNIA AND HERZEGOVINA

not only grew up in a dystopian world,
but who never had a utopia. This is just
one of the reasons why the physical

and emotional states associated with
the sense of pleasure in this novel are
represented darkly. The characters were
not destined for joy. In addition, Lana
Bastasi¢ introduces a rare subject in

the south Slavic literary field — female
friendship. Catch the Rabbit also features
an original approach to the issue of
identity, and readers are warned that the
heroines have been raised in a culture
with a masculine literary canon, and thus
they will get a new perspective on the
construction of a literary character. We
strongly believe that this novel will find
new readers in new languages and can
help to enlighten the dark heritage of
the wars that followed the dissolution of
Yugoslavia.

-17-
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Lana Bastasi¢

da pocnemo ispocCetka. ImaS nekoga i onda ga nemas. I to je
otprilike cijela prica. Samo Sto bi ti rekla da ne moZe$§ imati drugu
osobu. Ili da kaZzem ona ? MoZda je tako bolje, to bi ti se svidjelo. Da
budes ona u nekoj knjizi. Dobro.

Ona bi rekla da ne moZe$§ nekoga imati. Ali ne bi bila u pravu.
MozeS posjedovati ljude za sramotno malo. Samo Sto ona voli sebe
da posmatra kao nuzno pravilo za funkcionisanje cijelog kosmosa.
A istina je da moZes imati nekoga, samo ne nju. Ne moze$ imati
Lejlu. Osim ako je ne dokrajcis, lijepo je uokviris i okaci$ na zid.
Mada, da li smo to i dalje mi kad jednom stanemo? Jedno znam
sigurno: zaustavljanje i Lejla nikada nisu isli zajedno. Zato i jeste
tek razmazotina na sve i jednoj fotografiji. Nikada nije znala da se
zaustavi.

Cak i sada, unutar ovog teksta, osjetim kako se koprca. Kada bi
mogla, zavukla bi mi se izmedu dvije recenice kao moljac medu
dva rebra na venecijaneru, pa bi mi dokrajcila pri¢u iznutra. Sebe
bi preobukla u svjetlucave krpe kakve su joj se oduvijek svidale,
produzila si noge, povecala grudi, dodala koji val u kosu. A mene
bi iskasapila, ostavila tek poneki pramen da visi preko Cetvrtaste
glave, dala mi govornu manu, proSepala lijevu nogu, izmislila
urodeni deformitet tako da mi olovka zauvijek ispada. MoZda
bi otiSla i korak dalje, sposobna je ona za takvu podlost — moZda
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me uopSte ne bi ni pomenula. Napravila bi od mene nedovrSenu
skicu. To bi ti u€inila, zar ne? Pardon, ona. To bi ona ucinila da je
ovdje. Ali ja sam ta koja prica ovu pri¢u. Mogu da joj uradim Sta
god Zelim. Ona mi ne moZe niSta. Ona je tri udarca u tastaturu.
Mogla bih joS veCeras da bacim laptop u mukli Dunav, onda Ce i nje
nestati, iscuriée joj krhki pikseli u ledenu vodu i isprazniti sve $to
je ikada bila u daleko Crno more. Prethodno c¢e zaobi¢i Bosnu kao
grofica kakvog prosjaka na putu ka operi. Mogla bih da je zavrSim
ovom recenicom tako da je viSe nema, da nestane, da se pretvori
u blijedo lice na maturskoj fotografiji, da se zaboravi u urbanoj
legendi iz srednjoskolskih dana, da se tek nazire u maloj hrpi
zemlje koju smo ostavile tamo iza njene kuce pored one treSnje.
Mogla bih da je ubijem tackom.

Biram da nastavim zato $to mi se moZe. Ovdje sam makar sigurna,
daleko od njenog suptilnog nasilja. Nakon cijele decenije vracam
se svom jeziku, njenom jeziku i svim ostalim jezicima koje sam
svojevoljno napustila, kao nasilnog muZa, jednog popodneva u
Dablinu. Poslije toliko godina, nisam sigurna koji bi tacno to jezik
bio. A sve zbog Cega? Zbog sasvim obicne Lejle Begi¢, u izlizanim
patikama na ci¢ak i farmerkama sa, pobogu, cirkonima na
dupetu. Sta se uopste desilo izmedu nas? Da li je to vazno? Dobre
price ionako nikada nisu o onome Sto se deSava. Ostaju samo slike,
poput crteZa na trotoaru, godine padaju po njima kao kiSa. MoZda
bi trebalo da napravim od nas slikovnicu. Nesto Sto niko sem nas
dvije nece shvatiti. Ali i slikovnice treba nekako da ponu. Mada
na$ pocetak nije tek ¢utljivi sluga hronologije. Na$ je pocetak bio i
prosao nekoliko puta, vukao me je za rukav kao gladno kuce. Hajde.
Hajde da po¢nemo opet. Mi smo neprestano pocinjale i zavr3avale,
uvukla bise umembranu moje svakodnevice kao virus. Ulazi Lejla,
izlazi Lejla. Mogu poceti bilo gdje. Na primjer u Parku Sv. Stefana
u Dablinu. Telefon vibrira u dZepu mantila. Nepoznati broj. Onda
stisnem ono prokleto dugme i kaZzem da? na jeziku koji nije moj.
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,Halo, ti.”

Nakon dvanaest godina potpune tiSine, ponovo ¢ujem njen glas.
Govori brzo, kao da smo se tek jucCe razisle, bez ikakve potrebe
da se premoste rupe u znanju, prijateljstvu, hronologiji. Mogu
da kaZzem samo jednu jedinu rijec: ,Lejla.” Ona, po obicaju, ne
zatvara. Pominje restoran, posao u restoranu, nekog tipa Cije ime
prvi put Cujem. Pominje Bec¢. Ja i dalje samo ,,Lejla”. Njeno je ime
naizgled bilo bezazleno - si¢usna stabljika usred mrtve zemlje.
ISCupala sam ga iz svojih plu¢a misleci da je to niSta. Lej-la. Ali s
tom je neduZznom grancicom izronilo iz kaljuge najduZe i najdeblje
korijenje, ¢itava Suma slova, rijeciirecenica. Citav jezik sahranjen
duboko u meni, jezik koji je strpljivo ¢ekao tu malu rije¢ da
protegne svoje okoStale ekstremitete i ustane kao da nikada nije
ni spavao. Lejla.

,0dakle ti ovaj broj?” pitam je. Stojim nasred parka, zaustavila
sam se tik ispred jednog hrasta i ne micem se, kao da oCekujem da
se drvo pomakne u stranu i pusti me da prodem.

»,Kakve to veze sad ima?” odgovara ona i nastavlja svoj monolog:
»,Slusaj, moras da dodeS po mene... Je I’ me CujeS? Slaba je veza.”

,Da dodem po tebe? Ne razumijem. Sta...”
,Da, da dode$ po mene. Ja sam u Mostaru i dalje.”

I dalje. Za sve godine naSeg prijateljstva nije nijednom bila
pomenula Mostar, niti smo ikada tamo otputovale, a sada je
odjednom predstavljao neospornu, opStepoznatu Cinjenicu.

,U Mostaru? Sta ¢e$ u Mostaru?” pitam je. I dalje gledam u drvo i
brojim u glavi godine. Cetrdeset i osam godi3njih doba bez njenog
glasa. Znam da sam negdje krenula, ima ta moja putanja veze sa
Majklom, i zavjesama, i apotekom... Ali Lejla je rekla rez i sve je
stalo. Drvece, tramvaji, ljudi. Kao umorni glumci.

»Slusaj, to je duga prica, Mostar... Tiidalje vozis, je I’ da?”
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,vozim, ali ne kontam Sta... Je I’ ti znas$ da sam ja u Dablinu?” Rijeci
mi ispadaju iz usta i lijepe se po mom mantilu kao gomila ¢icaka.
Kad sam posljednji put govorila taj jezik?

»,Da, vrlo si vazna”, kaZe Lejla, ve¢ spremna da obezvrijedi sve $to
sam mogla da doZivim u njenom odsustvu. ,Zivi$ na ostrvu”, kaze,
»1 vjerovatno €ita$ onu dosadnu knjiZzurinu po cijele dane i ideS na
branc sa svojim pametnim prijateljima, je ]’ de? Super. Nego slusaj...
Treba da dodeS po mene Sto prije. Moram do Beca, a oduzeli mi ovi
majmuni ovdje vozacku i niko ne konta da moram...”

,Lejla”, pokusavam da je prekinem. Cak i nakon svih tih godina,
savrSeno mi je jasno Sta se deSava. To je ona njena logika prema
kojoj je gravitacija kriva ako te neko gurne niz stepenice, sve
drvece je posadeno kako bi ona mogla da se popiSa iza istoga, a svi
putevi, koliko god krivudavi i daleki bili, imaju jednu zajednicku
tacku, isti ¢vor — nju. Rim je Sala.

»SluSaj me, nemam mnogo vremena. Stvarno nemam koga drugog
da pitam, svi nesSto seru da su zauzeti, istina nije bas ni da imam
neSto mnogo prijatelja ovdje, a Dino ne moZe da vozizbogkoljena...”

,Ko je Dino?”

»...tako da kontam ako odletis za Zagreb josS ovaj vikend i sjedne$
na autobus, mada bi Dubrovnik bio bolja opcija.”

»Lejla, ja sam u Dablinu. Ne mogu jednostavno da dodem po tebe u
Mostar i vozim te do Beca. Jesi li ti normalna?”

Ona ¢utineko vrijeme, vazduh jojnapustanosniceiudara u telefon.
Zvuci kao strpljiva majka koja se svim silama bori da ne lupi
Samar djetetu. Nakon nekoliko trenutaka njenog teskog disanja i
mog gledanja u tvrdoglavi hrast, kaze mi jednu rijec: ,Mora$.”
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Catch the Rabbit

Lana Bastasic¢
Translated from Bosnian by the author

1

to start from the beginning. You have someone and then you don’t.
And that’s the whole story. Except you would say you can’t have a
person. Or should I say she? Perhaps that’s better, you’d like that. To
be a she in a book. All right, then.

She would say you can’t have a person. But she would be wrong. You
can own people for embarrassingly little. Only, she likes to think of
herself as the general rule for the workings of the whole cosmos.
And the truth is you can have someone, just not her. You can’t have
Lejla. Unless you finish her off, put her in a nice frame and hang
her on the wall. Although, is it really still us once we stop, once we
freeze for the picture? One thing I know for sure: stopping and Lejla
never went together well. That’s why she is a blur in every single
photograph. She could never stop.

Even now, within this text, I can almost feel her fidget. If she could,
she would sneak between two sentences like a moth between two
slats on a Venetian blind, and would finish my story off from the
inside. She would change into the sparkly rags she always liked,
lengthen her legs, enhance her breasts, add some waves to her hair.
Me she would disfigure, leaving a single lock of hair on my square
head; she would give me a speech impediment, make my left leg
limp, think up an inherent deformity so I keep dropping the pencil.
Perhaps she would take it one step further, she is capable of such
villainy — she wouldn’t even mention me at all. Turn me into an
unfinished sketch. You would do that, wouldn’t you? Sorry - she.
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She would do that if she were here. But I am the one telling the sto-
ry. I can do whatever I want with her. She can’t do anything. She is
three hits on the keyboard. I could throw the laptop into the mute
Viennese Danube tonight and she would be gone, her fragile pix-
els would bleed into the cold water and empty everything she ever
was out into the Black Sea, dodging Bosnia like a countess dodges a
beggar on her way to the opera. I could end her with this sentence
so that she no longer is, she would disappear, become a pale face in
a prom photo, forgotten in an urban legend from high school, men-
tioned in some drunk moron’s footnote where he boasts of all those
he had before he settled down; she would be barely detectable in the
little heap of earth we left there behind her house next to the cherry
tree. I could kill her with a full stop.

I choose to continue because I can. At least here I feel safe from her
subtle violence. After a whole decade, I go back to my language -
her language, and all the other languages I voluntarily abandoned,
like one would a violent husband - one afternoon in Dublin. After
all these years, I'm not sure which language that is. And all that
because of what? Because of the totally ordinary Lejla Begi¢, in her
old sneakers with straps and jeans with, for god’s sakes, diamanté
on the butt. What happened between us? Does it matter? Good sto-
ries are never about what happens anyway. Pictures are all that’s
left, like pavement paintings, years fall over them like rain. But our
beginning was never a simple, silent observer of chronology. Our
beginning came and went several times, pulling on my sleeve like a
hungry puppy. Let’s go. Let’s start again. We would constantly start
and end, she would sneak into the fabric of the everyday like a vi-
rus. Enters Lejla, exits Lejla. I can start anywhere, really. Dublin,
St. Stephen’s Green, for instance. The cellphone vibrating in my coat
pocket. Unknown number. Then I press the damn button and say
yes in a language not my own.

‘Hello, you.’
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After twelve years of complete silence, I hear her voice again. She
speaks quickly, as if we parted yesterday, without the need to bridge
gaps in knowledge, friendship, and chronology. I can only utter one
word, Lejla. As always, she won’t shut up. She mentions a restau-
rant, a job in a restaurant, some guy whose name I’ve never heard
before. She mentions Vienna. And I, still, just Lejla. Her name was
seemingly harmless — a little shoot amidst dead earth. I plucked it
out of my lungs thinking it meant nothing. Lejla. But along with
the innocent stem, the longest and thickest roots came spilling out
from the mud, an entire forest of letters, words and sentences. A
whole language buried deep inside me, a language that had waited
patiently for that little word to stretch its numb limbs and rise as if
it had never slept at all. Lejla.

‘Where did you get this number?’ I ask. 'm standing in the middle
of the park, stopped right in front of an oak, paralyzed, as if waiting
for the tree to step aside and let me past.

‘What does it matter?’” she answers and goes on with her mono-
logue, ‘Listen, you gotta come pick me up... Can you hear me? The
connection’s bad.’

‘Pick you up? I don’t understand. What...’
‘Yeah, pick me up. I'm still in Mostar.’

Still. During all those years of our friendship she had never once
mentioned Mostar. We had never been there, either, and now it
somehow represented an indisputable, common-knowledge fact.

‘In Mostar? What are you doing in Mostar?’

Pm still looking at the tree, counting the years in my head. For-
ty-eight seasons without her voice. I know I’'m going somewhere, my
route has something to do with Michael, and the curtains, and the
pharmacy, but all that has come to a standstill now. Lejla showed
up, said cut, and everything froze. Trees, trams, people. Like tired
actors.
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‘Listen, Mostar is a long story... You still drive, right?’
‘Tdo, butI don’t get what... Do you know I’'m in Dublin?’

I keep looking around me afraid that someone would hear me.
Words fall out of my mouth and stick to my coat like burrs. When
was the last time I spoke that language?

‘Yeah, you’re very important,” Lejla says, ready to devalue the
entirety of what I might have lived in her absence. ‘Living on an is-
land, probably reading that boring big-ass book all day long, having
brunch with your brainy friends, right? Awesome. Anyway, listen...
You gotta come get me as soon as you can. I gotta go to Vienna and
these morons took my license and nobody gets that I have to...”

‘Lejla,’ I try to interrupt her. Even after all these years it is per-
fectly clear to me what’s going on. It’s that particular logic of hers
that says gravity is to blame if someone pushes you down a flight of
stairs, that all trees were planted so that she could take a piss be-
hind them, and that all roads, no matter how meandering and long,
have one connecting dot, the same knot — her. Rome is a joke.

‘Listen, I don’t have a lot of time. I really have no one else to ask,
everyone’s bullshitting me with how busy they are, not that I have
a lot of friends here to be honest, and Dino can’t drive ’cause of his
knee...

‘Who’s Dino?’

‘... so I was thinking you could fly to Zagreb this weekend and
get on a bus, though maybe Dubrovnik would be better.

‘Lejla, P'm in Dublin. I can’t just pick you up in Mostar and drive
you to Vienna. Are you insane?’

She’s quiet for a while; the air leaves her nostrils and hits the
receiver. She sounds like a patient mother doing her best not to slap
a little kid. After some moments of her heavy breathing and my
staring at the stubborn oak, she says, ‘You have to.
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This book tells of the absurdity of
existence, connected to ruthless
capitalism, with protagonists who try to
preserve their dignity while floundering
like bugs and sometimes literally ‘cracking
up’. There are 12 stories with a range of
compelling topics. An old aunt afraid of
being buried alive decides to bring her
cellphone to the grave, asking her family
to call her the day after the funeral. A
storyteller reads advertising slogans from
IKEA's catalogue to her dying husband and
the former director of a department store.
A girl whose mother died of colon cancer
opens her mum’s wardrobe to find her
‘spending diary’ about how and what she
bought through eBay, frantically spending
money in order not to think about her
diagnosis. An old father finds himself in
the hands of a teleoperator with whom
he signed an unfavourable contract,

and begins to get huge bills because he
can't handle technology. A child asks her
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masterfully written work of prose. With
not only her narrative voice, but also

her original drawings, Masa Kolanovi¢
portrays that difficult-to-express excess
of the material side of human existence.
The problems are universal, so the
characters are easy to identify with, but
the main value of this narrative is not just
storytelling, but the author's compassion
and humaneness. These are dark and
absurd yet deeply intimate, powerful
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she happened to see in a documentary
about Chernobyl. All 12 of them are
stories in which life and death intertwine
alongside laughter, some tears in the
eyes and a lump in the throat.
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Dear Insects and Other Scary Stories

is a transitional Gothic and post-
socialist Twilight Zone book, written
in eerie yet realistic prose, and with an
engaging and satirical narrative about
the consequences of social change

in a transitional society. The critical
blade is specifically focused on the
dehumanising characteristics of capitalist
reality. Through skillful storytelling, the
author creates a kind of Kafkaesque
existential anxiety that goes beyond
the description of a local community,
hitting the sore points of globalised
society. Consumption that replaces
humanity, motherhood that it is not
decent to talk about, banks as sinister
pillars of our society, advertisements
intensifying unhealthy cravings ...
this is the world explored in this
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Kukci su gotovo
kao ljudi

Ne mogu vise. Zelim se rijesiti ove starudije ¢im prije. Samo
me podsjeca na umiranje. Ispred zgrade je vec groblje starog
namjeStaja. Nakupine oCerupanih sofa, iS¢upanih kutnih
garnitura, rastavljenih djecjih polica s naljepnicama nogo-
metasa i Strumpfova, rasklimanih komoda i prevrnutih la-
dica koje su pocele gnjiliti. A gnjilit ¢e joS viSe na kisi koja je
upravo pocela sipiti. To su ljudi sami izbacili krupni otpad
prije nekoliko tjedana. Valjda da se rijeSe stvari na kraju go-
dine. Kao neko praznovjerje. Ne zna se koliko Ce trajati to Ci-
S¢enje ni tko Ce to pokupiti. Sigurno ¢e trunuti tu pred nama
joS mjesecima. Cigici se ve¢ dva dana motaju po kvartu oko
tih hrpi. Prebiru Sto se da iskoristiti. Ja idem danas ravno u
Ikeu. Nadi ¢u neki namjeStaj, lagan i prozracan ko perce. I
ja ¢u doprinijeti hrpi pa nek po njoj prebire ko hoce. Pobacat
¢u sva ova masivna drva i glomazni kau¢ na razvlacenje, za-
uvijek ¢u otpisati tamno smede vitrine i stol¢i¢e. Bit ¢u skan-
dinavski siva, laka i moderna. Pitat ¢u onog malog s prvog
kata da mi sav taj otpisani namjeStaj iznese van na tu hrpu,
dat ¢u mu neku kintu, ionako je bez posla, Zivi valjda na gr-
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baci roditelja, samo se muva tu okolo po cijele dane. Prvo se Zelim
rijesiti glomaznog zelenog kauca. Na njemu samo vidim Josu, kako
se smanjuje, kako se pretvara u kukca, kako umire. Ponekad ja-
stuci i deka u zguZzvanoj kombinaciji oblikuju njegovu skvrcenu
konturu na tom kaucu, fetus-poloZaj u kojem je leZao pod zadnje
dane. Onda ga stvarno vidim kao da je joS uvijek Ziv i jo$ uvijek
tamo leZzi, ali umjesto ruku i nogu ima ticala kao tanke obrise na-
bora prekrivaca koji se granaju oko izbocCine srediSta od jastuka.
Proslo je vec pola godine. Svu sam njegovu robu dala za izbjeglice
u Porin. Bilo je i nekoliko finih odijela. Dok je jo§ bio direktor. Di-
rektor Name. Dok je Zario i palio sredinom osamdesetih. Na kraju
od svega toga nije ostalo nista. Ruckovi, putovanja, ugovori, odbo-
ri, sastanci. Sto mu je to vrijedilo u fetus-poloZaju. Prvo, mirovina
po kratkom postupku ranih devedesetih. Nije bio podoban. Jos i
Srbin. Ajde mali plus, Zena Hrvatica. Iako bi bolje bilo obratno.
Nije se preSaltao dovoljno brzo. Tko ga je Castio, taj mu je kasnije
okretao leda. Infarkt jedan, infarkt drugi, a onda rak. Ti rakovi,
to se samo razmiljelo po nama od rata. Ko da smo pjescane plaZe.
Samo Cekas ko je iduci. Sve sam prosla zajedno s njim. Od prvog
do zadnjeg dana. Djeca? Sto od njih moZe$ traziti. Imaju oni svojih
briga. Bore se za vlastiti Zivot. Idem sad u Ikeu, pobacat ¢u svu ovu
starudiju po kojoj se umiralo, po kojoj se plakalo, piSalo i sralo.
Istrgat ¢u ovu drvenu lamperiju i stare tapete. Preobuci ¢u sve u
novi skandinavski dizajn, bit ¢e ko u ovim modernim apotekama.
Sravnit ¢u sa zemljom sav taj gnjili namjesStaj, kuhinjske elemente
po kojima se cijede mosuri masti koje ne mogu ni svrdlom vise
sastrugati. Sve ¢u soriti i pocCeti ispoCetka. MoZda tako pronadem
ileglo Zohara koji ko meci izlije¢u no¢u i gube se u svom tom ma-
sivnom namjeStaju. O, dobro ¢u im nasuti leglo otrovom. Vidim ih.
Svugdje ih vidim. ViSe ne znam jesu li stvarni ili nisu.

Spiskat ¢u i ono malo uStedevine jer ko zna koliko jo§ imam do
kraja. NaStedjeli smo se mi s kojekakvim Stednjama u dinarima,
devizama i kunama. Samo radimo, odri¢emo se i Stedimo ko pce-
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lice pa sve to onda propadne, pojede neka inflacija, popapa banka,
drZava. A mi vje¢no odgadamo Zivot. Stedimo za crne dane. Kao da
nam ovaj nas Zivot nije dovoljno crn. Evo, sad i ta moja sestra. Ne-
Sto su joj otkriliispod pazuha. I sad Ceka rezultate. Ne Zelim je zva-
ti, ne Zelim znati rezultate. Barem ne danas. Dosta mi je polaganog
umiranja. Pa ti onda Stedi! Za koju mrtvu buducnost, ma za koju
starost. Ta kad dode sa svojim nevoljama niti jedna Stednja je ne
moze podmititi. Kao Sto su htjeli podmititi ovog mog, da pogoduje,
da rasproda pa kad nije htio, noga u guzicu i stiZe nova garnitura.
Jo$ i Srbin. Poslije su ti isti pozavrSavali po zatvorima. A mi smo
se tad vec ispisali iz javnog Zivota. Nismo ni olakSanje osjetili. Do-
bro, ja sam bar zadrZala posao u drzavnoj firmi koja nije propala
i imala kakvu-takvu placu do kraja radnog vijeka. Idem u Ikeu,
sad mi je barem blizu. Kad se samo sjetim odlazaka u Graz i usta-
janja u Cetiri ujutro. Vozi po mraku, do granice, pa kroz Sloveniju.
Pred zoru stiZemo u predgrade Graza. JoS je mrak. A ti ne zna$ gdje
bi prije, vrijeme curi, tijelom Siklja neki suludi adrenalin. Svi ti
ducani na jednom mjestu, kupovao si koliko si mogao posakrivati
u auto, uglavnom sitnice. Neki stolCi¢ na jednostavno sklapanje,
kakav prekrivac, set tanjura. NiSta veliko. NeSto vece ionako ne bi
mogao prevesti u gepeku. Malo odjece kakve nema kod nas. Mo-
derne. Iz buducnosti. Nije ni previSe skupa. A onaj moj bi uvijek
nesto prigovarao. Direktor Name pa mrzi Soping. U panici da ga ne
uhvate da nesto Sverca. Da Zivi joS sto godina, taj bi nosio valjda
jedno te isto odijelo i koSulju s masnom kragnom, leZao poslije-
podne s novinama na onom oronulom kaucu s kojeg federi bodu
Covjeka oStro urebra. Glavno da se posluje poSteno i po propisima.
Eno mu ih na! Tad sam joS i poZeljela da bude malo korumpiran,
to je bilo u modi tih godina kad se sve mijenjalo, kad je socijali-
zam umirao, a mi smo se nadali boljemu. Svi su tad malo otpustili
remen. A onda je pocelo Zestoko. Poslije kuda koji mili moji. Sad
nam je Ikea tu pred nosom. U poslovnoj zoni Zagreb istok. Nema
prelazaka granice, sakrivanja stvarcica, otkidanja etiketa, kemi-
janja s racunima. Svedskost ne poznaje granice. Idem. Cigo pusta
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neke narodnjake na mobitelu dok prebire po staroj krami. Pita me
imam li Sto. Bit Ce, bit ¢e, dragi moj, uskoro. Posvuda prevrnuti
borovi. Katoli¢ki BoZi¢ je gotov. Treba dati do znanja susjedima.
Borovi kao mrtvaci leZe ispred kontejnera za smece. Poc¢inju veli-
ka sniZenja. Vlaga se cijedi niz sive fasade.

Ova moja krntija nikako da upali. Tko jos vozi staru Skodu Favorit.
Bez klime. Mrtvidirektor Name. Posljednji Mohikanac trZiSnog so-
cijalizma. Ko da mi treba nesto drugo. Ionako nigdje ne idem. Sto
se ovo nagradilo posvuda? Nisam se micala iz kvarta mjesecima
i viSe ne prepoznajem grad. Nagradilo se posvuda. Ima li uopce
toliko ljudi koliko se nagradilo? Umire li itko po tim novogradnja-
ma? Zagreb istok. Poslovna zona Istok. Blizu je Industrijska zona
Zitnjak. E tamo su letjele kuce Srba u zrak i tjerali su ljude, a mi
0 tome nismo nista znali i pravimo se da joS uvijek ne znamo. Jo$
smo mi i dobro prosli kako su neki. Sad su i tamo izgradili nove
kuce. Kao da niSta nije bilo. Ma svugdje su izgradili. Ne smijem
promasiti skretanje za Ikeu. Vise i ne vidim dobro. Corava sam.
Vozim u sunce. Sad kiSa, sad sunce, i vrijeme je poludjelo. Nema
viSe ni zime ko nekad. Samo neka mokra juzina i sunce ispod obla-
ka. Ali tamo je, vidim je, plavo-Zutu gradevinu. 1z daleka izgleda
kao djecja igracka. Evo je! Pogodila sam put. Bubri preda mnom.
Sve je veca i veca. Ponedjeljak ujutro, a pun parking. Ljudi i stvari.
Ikea-ljudi na plakatu. Napravi mjesta za Zivot.
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Dear Insects and
Other Scary Stories

Masa Kolanovic¢
Translated from Croatioan by Vladislav Beronja

Pests Are Almost
Like People

I can’t take it anymore. I want to get rid of all of these relics as soon
as possible. They only remind me of death. There’s already a grave-
yard of old furniture in front of the building. A pile-up of tattered
sofas, ripped out corner accents, dismantled children’s bookcases
stickered with soccer players and Smurfs, wobbly chests and over-
turned drawers that have started to molder. And they’ll molder even
more in the rain, which had just started sprinkling. People from the
building threw out all this bulk waste a few weeks ago. Probably to
get rid of things at the end of the year. Like they’re heeding some
old superstition. Nobody knows how long the clean-up will last nor
who’ll pick it up. It’ll probably be rotting right here in front of us
for months. Gypsies have been roaming around this neighborhood
and circling around the piles for two days already. They’re picking
through what’s useful. I'm going straight to IKEA today. I'm going
to buy some furniture that’s light and airy as a feather. I’ll also con-
tribute to the pile so whoever wants to pick through it, let them. I’'ll
throw out all this bulky lumber and the massive pull out couch,
I'll part with the dark brown china closet and the nightstands for-
ever. I’ll be light and modern, in sleek Scandinavian gray. I'll ask
that kid on the first floor to take out all this derelict furniture to
the curb, I'll even give him some dough for it, since he’s without
a job and probably living off his parents — he just hangs around
here all day anyway. First, I want to get rid of the massive green
couch. I can’t stop seeing Joso on it, getting smaller, turning into
a pest, dying. Sometimes, the combination of the pillow with the
crumpled blanket starts looking like his scrunched outline on that
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couch, the fetus-position that he settled on in his final days. Then, I
canreally see him, as if he’s still alive and lying right there in front
of me, only instead of arms and legs he has grown antennae like
the thin creases on the cover that branch around the middle bulge
made by the pillow. It’s already been six months. I gave away all his
clothes to the refugees in Porin. There were some really nice suits
in that pile. From his days as a director. A director of the State De-
partment Store. When he was the head honcho in the mid-eighties.
In the end, it all came down to nothing. Fancy lunches, business
trips, contracts, committees, meetings. What good is all that when
you’re curled up in a fetus position. First, they forced him into early
retirement in the early nineties. He had fallen out of favor. And he
was a Serb on top of it. Okay, he had one thing going for him, a Croat
wife. But it would’ve been better the other way around. He didn’t
manage to switch allegiances fast enough. Those who had been
picking up his tab were later turning their backs on him. First one
heart attack, then another, and then, bam, cancer. And these can-
cers, they’ve been spreading everywhere around us ever since the
war. Like we’re sandy beaches. At this point, you’re just waiting to
see who’s next. I’ve been through it all with him. From beginning to
end. And children? What can you expect of them? They have their
own worries. They’re just trying to make it in this world. ’'m going
to IKEA now and I’ll throw out all this decrepit furniture that peo-
ple have been dying on, crying on, pissing and shitting on for years.
I'll rip out all these wooden lighting fixtures and old wallpaper. I'll
outfit everything in a new Scandinavian design, it’ll be like in those
sleek, modern pharmacies. I'll flatten to the ground all this moldy
furniture, the kitchen sets dripping with layers of grease, which I
can’t scrape off even with a drill bit. I'll toss everything away and
start from scratch. That way maybe I'll even find the nest of cock-
roaches, which have been darting out like bullets at night and get-
ting lost in all this massive woodwork. Oh, Ill sprinkle their nest
nicely with poison. I see them. I see them everywhere. I don’t even
know if they’re real or not anymore.

I'll even squander what little savings I have, because who knows
how much longer I have left to live. We’ve saved up with all kinds
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of nest eggs, in dinars, foreign currencies, and kunas. We just work,
make sacrifices and save up like bees, and then everything collaps-
es, some inflation, some bank, or the state gobbles it all up. And we
just keep putting life on hold. Saving up for rainy days. As if this
life of ours isn’t rainy enough. Now it’s my sister’s turn, too. They
found something on her armpit. She’s waiting for the results as we
speak. I don’t want to call her, I don’t want to know the results. At
least not today. I’'ve had enough of this slow death. But you just go
right ahead and start saving! For what dead future, for what old
age. When it comes with all its troubles, no amount of savings will
be able to bribe it. Just like they tried to bribe that hubby of mine,
to go along, to sell the state assets when he didn’t want to — a kick
in the ass and in comes the new cadre. And he was a Serb on top
of it. Later, all these new honchos ended up in prison. By then, we
had already left public life. We didn’t even feel any relief. Fine, at
least I kept my job in the state firm, which didn’t go under and paid
me a pittance until my retirement. I'm going to IKEA, at least it’s
now in the neighborhood. When I remember those trips to Graz,
getting up at four in the morning. Driving in the dark, up to the
border, and then through Slovenia. We’d arrive in the suburbs of
Graz right before dawn. It’d still be dark out. You wouldn’t know
where to begin, the time is ticking, and your body’s pumping with
some crazed adrenaline. All these stores in one place, you’d buy as
much as you could hide in your car, mostly trifles. Some tiny chair
that’s easy to fold up, some blankets, a set of plates. Nothing big.
Something bigger wouldn’t fit in the trunk anyway. Some clothes
that you couldn’t find around here. Modern. From the future. They
weren’t even that expensive. And that hubby of mine would always
find something to complain about. A Director of the State Depart-
ment Store, but he hates shopping. He’d worry about getting caught
for smuggling. If he could live a hundred more years, he’d still wear
that same exact suit and that same shirt with a greasy collar, and
every afternoon he’d lie with the newspaper on that same sunken
couch whose springs would jab further and further into his ribs.
The important thing is to do business fairly and according to regu-
lations. Well, he can have ‘em! I even wanted him to be a little more
corrupt back then, it was fashionable at that time, when everything
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was changing, when socialism was dying, while we hoped for the
better. Everyone loosened their grip a little back then. And then it
started in earnest. Afterwards, it was each man for himself and
god against all. Now IKEA is right here in front of our noses. In the
Zagreb-East business district. No more border crossings, hiding
of trifles, ripping of price tags, doctoring of receipts. Swedishness
knows no borders. I'm going. A gypsy is playing turbo-folk on his
cell phone while picking through scrap. He asks me whether I've got
anything. Soon enough, my darling, soon enough. Christmas trees
on the ground everywhere. The Catholic Christmas is over. Some-
body should let the neighbors know. Christmas trees are lying in
front of the dumpster like corpses. Great savings are about to start.
Water drips down the gray facades.

This clunker of mine can barely start. Who else drives an old Skoda
Favorit? With no air conditioning. The dead Director of the State De-
partment Store, that’s who. The Last Mohican of market socialism.
Like I need something better. It’s not like I go anywhere. What’s all
this construction everywhere? I haven’t left my neighborhood in
months and now I hardly recognize the city. Construction every-
where. Are there even enough people to fit into so much construc-
tion? Is there anyone dying in this new construction? Zagreb-East.
Business district East. The industrial district Zitnjak is not too far
off. They were blowing up Serb houses and chasing people out of
their homes over there, and we didn’t know anything about it and
now we pretend that we still don’t. We got through it alive at least,
which is more than some others can say. Now there’s new houses
even there. Like nothing happened. What am I saying, they’ve built
them everywhere. I can’t miss the turn for IKEA. I can’t even see
well anymore. I'm blind as a bat. ’'m driving straight into the sun.
Now rain, now shine, even the weather’s gone mad. Even the win-
ters aren’t what they used to be. Just a bunch of damp wind and the
sun hiding behind the clouds. But there it is, I see it, the yellow-and-
blue building. It looks like a toy from afar. Here it is! I got the direc-
tions right. It’s swelling in front of me. Getting bigger and bigger.
Monday morning and the parking lot’s full. People and things. IKEA
people on the billboard. Make room for life.

-35-



IPRUS

Ztavpog XpLotodovAov
(Stavros Christodoulou)

Tn népa mov Tadywoe

Budapest, February 12, 1985. In the
bitter cold, the river freezes over and

a prophecy that sounds like a croak
marks the birth of Janos: ‘bad seed, bad
tidings’ Twenty-seven years later, the

;),hﬂ(;;ca!':(’)lcR. F man who the oracle confirmed as 'Janos
€ ay € .we.r roze the Hungarian' is arrested in Athens
iaﬁtam(;téi;ubhcatlons, X }:éaqp))\oq as the chief suspect in the murder
L;nerllls; o: Greek e nglgf_gu ?gycg-ej of famous painter Miltos Andrianos.
ISBI\EI;' 97%-5-6003-6365-4 O MOTAHOG Could this be another crime typical of

WOITORHMA

the sex intrigues of male prostitution
rings? Journalist Stratos Papadopoulos
begins to unravel the thread of history,
delving into the lives of other people,
whose paths sometimes lead to and
cross in the margins of Athens’ new
reality. Amongst the key figures in this
mystery: a 60-year-old widow involved
in a love affair with the Hungarian
man, his wife, with whom he has a son,
the offspring of a powerful political
family associated with the painter, a
secretive police officer and a shady
figure from the underworld. In Stavros
Christodoulou’s novel, no one seems
above suspicion, while the truth is
hidden, as always, in the details.
As the mystery unfolds, the grey
waters of the Danube carry away
the stories of those whose only
desire was to be loved.

BIOGRAPHY T

tavros Christodoulou was born
Sin 1963 in Nicosia, Cyprus. He studied
law in Athens but has never practiced
the legal profession since he had already
dedicated himself to journalism at the
end of the 1980s. He has worked as
managing director of various magazines in
Greece and Cyprus and currently
works for the leading Cypriot
newspaper Phileleftheros as a
columnist. His first book Hote/

National, published by Kalentis
Publications in Athens in 2016,
was shortlisted for the Cyprus
State Literature Prize and for

a competition run by the
literary magazine Hourglass.
His second book, The Day

the River Froze, published by
Kastaniotis Editions in Athens
in 2018, received the Cyprus
State Literature Prize.

¥ JURY REPORT

The murder of a famous painter in
Athens serves as the deceptively

simple starting point of this novel. As

the story follows the main protagonist,
the narrative focuses on a variety of
geographical locations and human
conditions. What results has an element
of alluring cosmopolitanism that endows
the novel with a distinct texture and
gives breadth and depth to the plot.

The writer possesses great ability in
conveying with convincing accuracy the
topography and cultural climate of cities
as disparate as Athens and Budapest. The
narrative is structured around continuous
flashbacks and biographical accounts by
the various characters. Low life and shady
individuals, immigrants, privileged locals
and aristocratic socialites are successfully
portrayed in all their psychological
complexity and emotional ambiguity.
The author successfully depicts the
atmosphere of the time and the location,
chronotopes that gain in interest as the
story moves towards the unveiling of
the murderer and his motives. The jury
considers Christodoulou’s novel to be
the most relevant for the prize since

it possesses qualities that will appeal

to European readers, translators and
publishers.
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Tn yepa mov maywoe o
TTOTAUOG

2T1aupoc XplotobouAou

1. Ta tadua Tov «Skala»

BovSanéatn, Pefpovdpiog 1985

«NA ®OPEXETE oxoudid. Oa méoovv T autld cag amd To
KpLOo».

Ta Adyla g yvvaikag nynoav vmokwda. Ot AEEELG avappl-
XOUVTAV 0OV a0 KATAKOPLHO YKPEUO KL ETTELTA OWPLALOVTAV
ue évav Bapv ydoumo ¢’ ekeivo To SuapL TWV MEVAVTA TETPA-
YWVIKWV OTI0V €€ aTpluwéeL Tn (wn . Kapo twpa §ev tnv
évolage TL ovvéBave €§w ar’ tnv mopta tng. IIéoca xpovia,
ovute mov Bupodtav. Mnopet mévte, unopet dexanévte, umopet
KLamo navta.

«MN\TIWG A’ T0 apaAOKOPLUO TOLV;» avapwTnOnke YLBvpt-
O0TA. AAAA ETTVIEE TIG AEEELG, GOV VA VTPATINKE KAL TTOV TO OKE-
dTnKe akoua.

A6 TOTE TOL KATATILE TN XOLUPTA UE TA XATTLA O XPOVOG eV
elxe mAéov xapla ovvoyn. O yLog Tng ATav epTd Xpovwv. AuTo,
vai, To Bupotav. Evag pikpog §taoAog mov povdaye Aaipapya
TN §pootd Twv vidtwv tne. Emtl edptd xpovia. Kabnuepwad. Amo
TN OTLYUN KLOAAG TTOL OL TTOVOL TNG YEVVAG EEGKLOAV TO KOPUL
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™G. Otav axkovoe yla Tpwtn ¢popa To KAQUa Tov, EVIWOE VA TNV Ta-
PACEPVEL N AUTTIWTN HakpLd. Komiaoe oAV yla va matioeL TTAAL 0TN
oteptd. T'ia va otabei ota mosia tne. F'ia va Tov Taloel, va Tov TAVVEL,
va Tov &eokatioel. RQoTov va Tov BAAEL yla VTTVO —KATAKOT, AAAA
HOLXN EMUTEAOVG—, YLA VA XWOEL VA YATTAKL KATW aTT’ TN YAWood TNG.
To xpdtaye Alyo ekel, 6060 V’avtAnoel SOVAUN, KL EMELTA TO ADNVE va
KUANGEL GTOV 0L60DAYO0 TNG apyd KAL TTApnyopnTKd, aneAevbepwvo-
VTOGg Kvpata BepuoTnTag oL EMOVAWVAY TIG ABEATEG TTANYEG TNG.

«XUveABe, aAAlwg Ba duyw», Tn GoPEpLle 0 AvTpag TG, Kabwg
™V €PAeme va YAVETAL GTA VITOLAA GKOTASLA TOL HLAAOL TNnG. Kat
NV KAPOwve W eKEVO TO TPAY L PAEUUA TTOV KATIOTE EAVOLYE TA GUA-
Aokapdia tng. Kamote, 0pws. Twpa ma 6TEKOTAVE UTPOCTA TNG KL
avti 8ev tov Bwpovoe. ATAWG TOV LIEUEVE. LTWIKA. Opola kat T
ayytypatd tov. «Aoyla! Movo yua podla Aoyla eioat tkavog, cav ta
oamLoKPEATA IOV TTOVAAG TNV Ayopd, KANUEVE», TOL AVTLYVPL(E Tie-
pLOpOVNTIKA.

H aAnBela eival mwg mtote Sev miotede 0TL B TOUG EYKATEAELTIE.
Agv ToV gixe IKavO yla KATL TETOL0. AAAG VA IOV 8EV TOV NEEPE, TEAL
K@, TOOO0 KAAQ 000 vOuLGe. 18 Iovviov tov 1967, Kuplakn mpwi, tnv
ETOUEVN TWV YEVEDALWVY TOL TALSLOV, Epuye. H avauvnon ekeivng tng
uépag owletatl oAofwvtavn HEoa TNG, KL ag GUTPpwae o€ atéEPdha, amnd
KaBe ouvaicBnua, yn. Eixe évav eAadppt movokédaro dtav {Omvnaoe.

‘Ecvpe ta modia Tng pHéxPL TNV Kougiva, édtiate kadé kat mpocbeoe

pLa yePdTn Koutaila adppoyaia ya va tov ylvkavel. Hrmie pla yov-
ALd Kat yapoyéAaoe BAETOVTAG TO EI8WAO TNG GTOV UIKPO KABPEDTN
TIAVW QIO TOV TAYKO TNG Kougivag. Mia AemTi) ALK ypauur okEma-
(e TO0 TAVW YelAog TNG.

«AoTtela mov eloat...» g eime exeivog.

Aev gixe avtiAndBei Tnv mapovaoia tov. [I6on wpa oteEKOTAV THLOW
™G dpaye; H dwvr tov Rxnoe ayva, pe avenaiobntn tpudepotnta,
TIPOKOAWVTAG TNG UL EAAPPLA avaTpLyiia.
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«Pevyw», TnG eire oteyva. Kat g to enavérafe, yla va Befaiw-
Bel mw¢g ToV AKovoeE.

Agv mpoAafe v’ avtiSpacel. Tov €BAene va onkwvel Tn BaAitoa
TOU Kal V‘ayyifeL To XePOVAL TNG TTOPTAG UE pia BpadvuTnTa cav va
KwouvTtav o€ Kevo agpog. OTav n mopTa €KAELGE oW TOV, EVIWOE
T AKpa NG va mapaivovv. Katddepe povo va metapioel Ta patia
™NG. «EQUYE...» oKEDTNKE. Me pia A€En. TeAeoidikn, katanwg pawo-
tav. Kottovoe tov adeto Stadpopo anoofoAwpevn. Metd, katapepe
VO CUPEL TA TTOSLA TNG WG TO KABLoTIKO. To aLdi KolpwdTay ouvya 6Tto
pavtlo. [Tépace Euotd

and SimAa Tov akponatwvtag. IIfpe ™n yvaiwn kapdda Kat mtpo-
oBece Svo SayTvAa KOVIAK 0TO GALTCAVL TNG. To AAKOOA, avayely-
UEVO pe Kad€ Kal YAAa, TG avakatePe T0 oTOUd) L. AAAA GLUVEYLOE
va tivel. Ze otdon npocoxng. «Na unv EVITVIOEL 0 ULKPOS SLAOAOG...»
OKEDTOTAV.

Tuva Tov €gnynoey; ATo mov va Ao TEL yLa va unv TEGOLV, Hava
KL YL0G, GTO XOVTAKL TTOL AVOLEE TO ATPOCUEVO devylo Tov; Emve
yla va un okédretat. Kat va unv movdet. Kupiwg avto. To aAK0OA tnv
avaBantile oe Oepud LapaTika vepd yainvevovtag tnv. EkAewve ta
UATLO KL avaKaAovaoe Tnv eudhpoouvn ekOva tng edpnpeiag tng, otTav,
yla pa Kat govadikny ¢opd, evtoynoe va Boutréel ota aoTpadTepd
Aoutpd Tov T'kéApt. Emve kat BouTovoe 0A0 Kat 1o Babud, péxpL
V’ayytéouv oL maAdueg Tng Tov papudapvo mubuéva. Exel 6mov kavé-
vag Kat Timota 8gv UOPOVCE va TNV TANYWOEL.

[T6oo¢ Kalpog mépace aro tote; H pviun g dev v Bonbovoe
va vnmoAoyioel. AAAA v TV €kodTe KLOAaG. Tng apkovoe mov To
ao0evIKO oKapl TNG AvTEXE aKOUa, WOTE va BAETEL TOV YLO TNG va
peyaiwvel. N avSpwvetal. Na polael atov matépa tov. Ku ag tnv
dopotav evSopvya TOUTN TNV OUOLOTNTA.

Axovumnaoe tnv Kovma ota XelAnN TNG KAl KATATILE SUO YOLALEG yLa
va Suwéel TI¢ Suooilwveg okéYelg. 'Emelta AmAwoe ta XEpLa tng mpog
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TO KaAopLpép. H BEpun Tou TNV KAAUapE T000, ToL Ba Umopovcoe va
uetvel akovvntn ekel OAN pépa.

0 yLoG NG yvploe Kat TG €PLEE pia TEAELTALA LATLA TPOTOL aVOi-
EeL Tnv e€wmopta. Etol Capwuévn 0mwg fTav, éuotale va ta €xeL te-
AElwG Yapeva. «Ztolynua nw¢ eivat maAL TwUEVN», CKEPTNKE, AAAQ
dev tng eime timota. Enpene va PlaoTtet.

«Na ¢popéoete oKovdLd...» AKOLOE cava Tnv advvaun Gwvr g
amno To HEGA SWUATLO.

«Aev VTTAPYEL AAAOG, pE pdvar, Suodopnaoe ekeivog, aAAd, TTPOTOV
axkopa teAewwaoel T dppacn tov, 1o peTdviwaoe. Kabe dpopd mov tov
uAovoe cav va ‘tav KL AAAog ato oTitt povvTwve. Kal kabe dopa
KAKLCE TOV €AVTO TOVL YU AUTO.

«Nat, §ev vtapyet...» Tov anavinoe apnpnuéva. Ku éokvpe to Ke-
GAAL akovunWVTAG TO oXeSOV 6T0 6THO0G TNG.

Towg va édTarye n Aeklaopévn pouma g, To BoA0 NG PAEuua
N 70 £eBWPLAGUEVO KITPLVO XPWHA TWV HOAAALWV TNG. Mmopel Opwg
va N Tav anAwg yati ota Stkd Tov patia davtace ypla. To BEBalo
NTaV WG N €KOva avTHg TNG mapattnuévng yvvaikag tov mpo-
KaAovoe vavtia. «I[Ioowv ypovwy va glvat twpa;» avapwtiOnke.
Otav tov yévvnog, Sev eixe kAeioel akdpa ta Sekaedptd. Eva mat-
8t mov yévvnoe maldi... «Agv UETAVIWVW TIOV PE YKACGTPWAE, AAAA
IOV G€ KPATNOW», TOL E€ixE MEL KATTOTE Y€oa 6To HeBLVaOL TnG. T KL
av €KAaLyE UETA Kal ToL ChTaye ovyyvwun; To moto tnv tpdpaye
UE opur 6TOV TATO.

kskk

Exeivo to mpwwo, otig 12 deBpovapiov 1985, To xpvo atn Bovda-
TMEGTN MEPOVLIALE TA KOKAAA KaL 0 SuvATOG aEPAG TTETPWVE TA TIPO-
owTa. H yeltovid tétola wpa gpotade €pnun Kat ta mapabupa oTig
TIOAVKOTOLKIEG, TTiow a6 Tov odnpodpoutkd otabud Kérety, noav
EPUNTIKA KAELOTAL.
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«Na §eLg mov eiye §ikLo n pava pov yla Tov 6Kovho...» HOUPUOL-
plLoe Kal Tayvve Ta Bripa Tou yla va ¢TACEL TO YPNYOPOTEPO GTO
Metpd. H doflopévn dwviy tng Avipea, Alyo mpv oto TnAédwvo,
TOL TPLPBEALLE TO pHLAAO, OTIPWYVOVTAG PUE Suvaun TAd BUATA TOL
otn votiouévn acdaito. «Evag movog, cav covPALd, ue mebaivew,
TNV akovoe va PlBupifel otnv AAAN akpn ™G ypauung. «0 AagAro;»
NTAV TO UOVO TIOL KATAPEPE VA TTEL UECA GTN CACTIOUAPA TOL. «AV
nTav edw o0 adepdog pov vouilelg Ba o’ Emalpva;» LEomaoe ekeivn.
«ITovdw, oov A£w. Blaoou!»

Mmike acOuaivovtag 6tov atabuod, £8€L€e TNV KAPTA TOL GTOV
VUOTAYUEVO VTTAAANAO Kal xwOnke ¢’ éva ano ta fayovia Tng KOK-
KneG ypapung. Ztnv Ntéak PEpevTg AAAAge PLaOTIKA TPEVO Kal
OTPLUWYTNKE avdaueoa 6’ €vav TUTO TOL TA XvOTaA TOL pupLiav umi-
pa Kat pla pecdkorn yvvaika mov Stafadce tn Népszabadsag. Exka-
Ve oLYVA aVTNV TN SLadpoun Tov TEAELTALO XPOVO, AAAA TOVTN TN
dopd ToL dpavnke atereiwTn. OTav AvolEav oL TOPTEG TNV Oydon
0TAGN, AVEPNKE TPEXOVTAG TIG OKAAEG Kal BYNKE EMUTEAOVG GTNV
0686 ITovTLOULC.

H xivnon otov §pouo ftave Atyootr]. Avo epydteg kabapLiav
VWYEALKA TO TTECOSPOULO KaL pLa ypLd, TuALypévn | éva Bapv HaA-
AWVO OAAL, TOVAQYyE patodkia pe AovAovdia. Ta eixe oTpluwéel o’
€vav BpOULKO TTAACTIKO KOUBA IOV AKOVUTIOVCE AVAUESA GTLG XO-
VTPEG YaAOToeG TNG. IINYE va TNV TPOOTEPATEL, AAAA €va XEPL TOV
TPAPN&e anodTopa Kat, mTPoTtov MPOAAPEL va KataAdfeL Tt cuvéBat-
Ve, el8e Tn yvvaika va tov ¢pacet Tov Spopo.

«I14p’ NG Ppéoka AovAovdila. Ba NG apECOLV...» TOVL €iNE Ta-
PAKANTIKA, EVW TOL €0GLYYE TO UTPATCO Ue Svvayn.

«Jlapata pe» avtédpaoce ekeivog. KatL ota patia tng tov aia-

dLade.
«@opivia! Awaoe pov Atya dplopivia kL eyw Ba 6° Ta 1Tw OAQ».

«ITapdrta pe, TpeAdypLA, GOV AEw».
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«Kak0G 0topog, KAOKA LavTATO» AKOVGTNKE 00V KPWELUO N dwvi
NG oW TOV, OUWG OL AEEELG GKOPTILOAVY ATIO TN SUVAUN TOL AVEUOU.

Avol&e o Bripa Tov Kal aroyakpuvenke oxedov tpéxovtag. IIé-
pace UmpPooTd and pia BEPARAV TOAVKATOLKIO—Bepaudv, auTAV TNV
AAAOKOTN AEEN XPNOLUOTIOLOVCE N AVTPEA—KAL GTO EMOUEVO UTTAOK,
ue T0 CwNnpo KepaULSi xpwua, XTLTNCE TO KOLdoLVL Twv Kopatg.
Eompwée T owdepévia mopTa KL aveRnke Suo SVo Ta CKAALA UEXPL
TOV S€VTEPO OPODhO.

Exeivn Tov mepipeve otnv €i0080, KpATWVTAG TNV TEPASTLA KOL-
AL TNG UE KOTT0. AV Kalt 8ev elyav pecoAaPrioeL 0UTE TPELG UEPESG ATTO
NV TeAevtaia popd mov cvvavTiOnkayv, EadpvidoTnKe and To 10Co
opopodn €8eyve péoa ato yaAdco tng dovotavt. Epoale pe dov-
OKWUEVO YLAALGTEPO UTTAAOVL TTOL TTAVW TOV LOOPPOTIOVCE EVA TTAVE-
UOpPdO YOVTPAKL ATTO TTOPCEAAVN.

«Mn pe Kowrag oav xagfog!» Tov amompe Kal CwPLAcTNKE aTNV
MoALOpOVA, avrumopn va atabel dAAo ota modla tng.
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The Day the River Froze

Stavros Christodoulou
Translated from Greek by Susan Papas

1. The kids from “Skala”

Budapest, February 1985
“PUT your hats on. The cold will make your ears drop off.”

The woman’s words had a hollow sound. They rose steep-
ly as if from the foot of a cliff and then collapsed with a dull
thud in that two-roomed apartment of fifty square metres
into which she had squeezed her life. For a long time now,
she had not cared what happened outside her door. For how
many years, she could not remember. Perhaps five, perhaps
fifteen, perhaps for ever.

“Perhaps from when his umbilical cord was cut?” she
wondered in a whisper. But she stifled the words, as if
ashamed of even thinking them.

Since the day when she had swallowed the fistful of pills,
time no longer had the slightest consistency. Her son had
been seven years old. Yes, that she remembered. A little dev-
ilwho had greedily sucked up all the freshness of her youth.
For seven years. Daily. From the moment, in fact, when the
labour pains had ripped through her body. When she heard
his crying for the first time, she had felt the tide going out,
dragging her with it, far away. She had made a great effort
to stand once more on dry land. To find her feet. To feed him,
wash him, clean up his shit. Until she could put him to bed,
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feeling exhausted but alone at last, then slip a tablet under her
tongue. She would hold it there a while, drawing strength from it,
and then let it slide down her oesophagus slowly and comforting-
ly, releasing waves of warmth to heal her invisible wounds.

“Pull yourself together, or I'll leave,” her husband threatened,
when he saw her receding into the treacherous darkness of her
mind. And he would star at her with that harsh look which once
had melted her heart. That was then. Now he stood before her and
she didn’t even look at him. She simply endured him. Stoically.
The same as when he touched her. “Words! That’s all you’re good
for, words as dead as the rotten meat you sell in the market, poor
sap,” she returned scornfully.

The truth is she had never believed he would desert them. She
didn’t think he had it in him. But as it turned out, she didn’t know
him as well as she thought she did. On 18 June 1967, Sunday morn-
ing, the day after the boy’s birthday, he left. The memory of that
day, although rooted in earth that was barren of every emotion,
lived vividly inside her. She had had a slight headache on waking.
She had dragged herself to the kitchen, made coffee and floated
a spoonful of cream on top, to sweeten it. She took a sip and then
smiled, seeing her reflection in the small mirror above the kitchen
worktop. A fine white line covered her top lip.

“You look funny...” he said.

She had not realised he was there. How long had he been stand-
ing behind her? His voice was soft, with a hint of tenderness, pro-
voking in her a slight shiver.

“I’'m leaving,” he said matter-of-factly, and repeated it, to make
sure she had heard him.

She had no time to react. She watched him pick up his suit-
case and touch the handle of the door slowly, as though moving
through a vacuum. When the door closed behind him, her limbs
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felt paralysed. She could only blink her eyes. “He’s gone...” she
thought. Just like that. Final, so it seemed. She looked at the emp-
ty passageway in bewilderment. Afterwards, she had managed
to drag herself to the sitting room. The child was sleeping peace-
fully in the camp bed.

She squeezed past it on tiptoe. Then picked up the glass decanter
and added two fingers of cognac to her cup. The alcohol, mixed
with coffee and cream, upset her stomach. But she went on drink-
ing. Staying alert. Thinking, “Don’t let the little devil wake up...”

What would she tell him? What would she lean on, so that they
did not fall, mother and son, into the gulf which his unexpected
departure had opened up? She drank so as not to think. And not to
feel pain. Mainly that. The alcohol rebaptized her in warm spa wa-
ters, soothing her. She closed her eyes and summoned the joyful
picture from her adolescence, when, for once only, she had had the
opportunity to dive into the glittering waters of the Gellért spa.
She drank and she dived all the more deeply, until the palms of
her hands could touch the marble bottom. Down there, no one and
nothing could hurt her.

How much time had passed since then? Her memory did not
help her to calculate it. Not that she cared. It was enough that her
feeble frame still held out, enough to see her son grow up. To be-
come a man. To resemble his father. Though deep down this re-
semblance terrified her.

She had put the cup to her lips and taken two swallows, to chase
away the ominous thoughts. Then she had stretched out her hands
towards the radiator. The warmth of it calmed her, she could have
remained there unmoving all day long.

Her son turned and gave her a final glance before opening the
front door. Crumpled as she was, she looked completely befuddled.
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“I bet she’s drunk again,” he thought, but said nothing. He had to
hurry.

“Wear your hats...” again he heard her weak voice from the in-
ner room.

“There’s no one else here, mother,” he said resentfully, but even
before he had finished the phrase he regretted it. Each time she
spoke to him as though someone else was in the house, he flared
up. And each time rebuked himself for it.

“Yes, there’s no one...” she answered vaguely, and bent her head
until it almost touched her chest.

Perhaps it was her stained dressing gown, her blurred gaze, or
the faded yellow of her hair. Or perhaps it was simply that to his
eyes she looked old. What was certain was that this picture of the
long-suffering woman made him feel sick. “How old must she be
now?” he wondered. When she gave birth to him, she was only
seventeen. A child giving birth to a child... “I don’t regret that he
got me pregnant, but that I kept you,” she had said to him once,
when she was drunk. What difference did it make that she had
cried afterwards and asked his forgiveness? Drink dragged her
inexorably to the bottom.

KKK

That morning, 12 February 1985, the cold in Budapest pierced
to the bone and the strong wind froze his face. At that hour the
neighborhood looked deserted and the windows of the apartment
buildings, behind the Keleti railway station, were tightly shut.

“See, she was right about the hat...” he murmured and quick-
ened his pace towards the Metro. Andrea’s scared voice, a little
while before on the telephone, beat in his brain, accelerating his
steps across the damp asphalt. “A pain, a piercing pain, it’s kill-
ing me,” he heard her whisper on the other end of the line. “Lasz-
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16?” was all he managed to say in his confusion. “If my brother
was here do you think I would have called you?” she burst out. “It
hurts, I tell you. Hurry!”

Breathless, he entered the station, showed his card to the drowsy
employee and buried himself in one of the Red Line carriages. At
Deak Ferenc he hurriedly changed trains and squeezed in beside a
guy whose breath smelled of beer and a middle-aged woman who
was reading the Népszabadsdg. He had made this journey often in
the last year, but this time it seemed to him unending.

When the doors opened at the eighth stop, he ran up the stairs and
came out at last in Potty0s street.

There was little movement on the road. Two workmen were
languidly cleaning the pavement and an old woman, wrapped in
a heavy woollen shawl, was selling bunches of flowers. She had
squeezed them into a filthy plastic bucket which rested between
her thick rubber boots. He was about to pass her, when a hand
tugged at him suddenly and, before he had time to realise what
was happening, he saw the woman blocking his way.

“Take her some fresh flowers. She’ll like them...” she begged, at
the same time gripping his arm tightly.

“Let go!” he reacted. Something in her eyes repelled him.
“Forints! Give me a few forints and I'll tell you everything.”
“Let go of me I tell you, crazy old woman.”

“Bad seed, bad tidings,” her voice screeched behind him, but
the words were scattered by the strong wind.

He quickened his step and moved away almost at a run. He
passed in front of a veraman apartment block - veraman, that
strange word Andrea used - and at the next block, with its bright
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terra-cotta color, he rang the Kovacs’ bell. He pushed open the met-
al door and took the stairs two at a time to the second floor.

She was waiting for him at the entrance, clutching her enor-
mous belly. Although it was only three days since the last time
they had met, he was startled by how beautiful she was in her blue
dress. She resembled a big shiny balloon with a lovely little face
made of porcelain balanced on top of it.

“Don’t stand there looking at me like an idiot!” she snapped,
and crumpled into an armchair, unable to remain on her feet a
moment longer.
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sta Olivia Nordenhof (born
A1988) is an award-winning Danish
poet and author and a graduate
of the Danish Academy of Creative
Writing, where she now teaches. Her
debut novel £t ansigt til Emily (A Face
for Emily, Basilisk, Copenhagen, 2011)
won the Munch-Christensen Debutant
Prize. In 2013, she won, among other
awards, the Montana Literary Award
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(The Easiness and the Loneliness, Basilisk,
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languages. Penge pd lommen (Money to
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most recent work and the first novel in a
planned septology entitled Scandinavian
Star.

Pengepa
lommen

Money in Your Pocket is the first volume
of a novel sequence which has the fire

on board the Scandinavian Star ferry as

its central theme. The tragedy that took
place on 6 April 1990 led to the death of
159 people. It was followed by an official
investigation that blamed the fire on a
convicted arsonist who died during the
incident. If the focal point is an actual
event, the characters in the story are
fictitious. In this volume, we meet Kurt and
Maggie. They live on a farm just outside
Nyborg. Kurt's bus company has yielded

a nice profit for several years in a row and
he dreams of investing the money in
something big. Meanwhile, Maggie tries to
understand what love is and why she let it
swallow her whole life. We also meet the
narrator. She’s somewhere on the Danish
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island of Funen when she experiences a one. This is what makes Money in Your
fright that leads her into the lives of Kurt Pocket so utterly compelling —and the
and Maggie. only reason it gets five stars and not six
is because there are six more volumes
to come, which leaves you eagerly
anticipating the next one. An incredibly
beautiful and astonishing novel.

¥ JURY REPORT

Asta Olivia Nordenhof has written a
novel about the many consequences

that a disaster such as the Scandinavian
Star fire can have for a society like
Denmark. Itis a political work about
capitalism in the 21st century. We
explore through the narrator the
connection between economics
and human life, and the book
appears almost as a battle-
ready manifesto. The language
is beautiful, narrative and very
figurative. The novel is also
about Maggie and Kurt, who live
together near Nyborg. It's about
their lives, about their relationship with
violence and humiliation (Kurt spits on
Maggie, calls her a whore), about their
child, Sofie, about their different kinds
of work. Maybe it's about Maggie in
particular, about her past that contains
rape, prostitution and homelessness. It
is hard and heart-breaking. But despite
this harshness there is also tenderness
and, in the end, humour. For this is
where the stories merge — the big and
the small, the one about capitalism and
the Scandinavian Star and the one about
Kurt and Maggie — because they are
really not two different stories, but only
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My,

SERN|

o

Maggie var fjorten, da hun farste gang blev voldtaget. Men voldtaegt
er mit ord, ikke hendes. Mange ar senere sad hun overfor en kvinde
i Dannerhuset, hun var taget derhen for at spagrge, om hun huskede
rigtigt, ndr hun huskede, at Kurt havde veret voldelig, men blev
bange og spurgte i stedet, om hun havde veeret udsat for en voldtaegt
dengang, og kvinden pa den anden side af bordet lyttede og svare-
de, at ja, det var en voldtegt. Maggie gik derfra og fglte sig som en
bedrager, fordi hun ikke havde naevnt det, der for hende var det
egent-ligt uudholdelige spgrgsmal, at hun blev vad, at hun dbnede
sig for ham.

Hun var som sagt fjorten, var blevet smidt ud hjemmefra. Hun hav-
de haft en fyr med hjemme en aften hun troede hendes mor ville
komme sent hjem fra arbejde, de havde drukket sig fulde i kirse-
beervin, det var nogle vamle kys, og pludselig stod hendes mor i
dgrabningen og bad hende forsvinde. Gaden foltes meget dben, da
hun den fglgende morgen stod dernede med sin rygsak. Det eneste,
hun kunne forestille sig, var at finde en mand, der ville have hende
boende, men hun vidste ikke, hvor hun skulle starte. Hun gik ad
Vesterbrogade, da hun sd plakaten. Teltlejr i Jylland, alle var vel-
komne.

Hun sad og kaedergg pa togets toilet indtil anklagerne fra den anden
side af dgren blev alvorlige, sd stod hun af i Odense og ventede en
time pa det naeste tog, hvor hun, klog af skade, skiftede toilet hver
gang toget holdt. Der var bare en lille vind-blaest stationsbygning
der, hvor hun skulle sta af, omkring stationen graessende kger, so-
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len stod hgijt, asfalten pa perronen var varm mod larene, da hun
satte sig og spredte sminke-taskens indhold ud foran sig, fandt lom-
mespejlet frem og gik i gang med at male.

Lejren 18 smukt mellem bakker og bag dem var havet. Telt-pladsen
vrimlede med bgrn, kvinderne havde lgse, lange kjoler pa, og Mag-
gie blev nervgs, hun fglte sig udstillet og grotesk i sit stramme ko-
stume og ville veere taget hjem igen, hvis ikke det var for sent nu.
Hun taenkte pa sin mor, og det stak hende i hjertet, at hun havde
kaldt hende en latterlig gammel keelling, inden hun smaekkede dg-
ren efter sig.

Ud pé aftenen samledes folk om bdalet. Maggie som havde géet for
sig selv hele eftermiddagen, kiggede rundt efter en mand. Hun star-
tede adspredt, strgede lidt af sig selv alle vegne, men besluttede sig
sd for en ung fyr med rodet har og et lidt &nds-svagt men ogsa char-
merende ansigt, satte sig teet op af ham og fortalte, at hun var blevet
foraeldrelgs og ledte efter et telt, hvor hun kunne overnatte. Han
delte et stort telt med noget familie, hun skulle veere velkommen.

Senere lagde hun sig derind, mens han endnu sad ved bélet, og ven-
tede at han ville fglge hende, men i stedet var det hans onkel, der
fulgte efter og lagde sig hos hende. Han lagde han-den pa hendes
kind, og hun lgftede den vaek.

Der ma vaere sket en misforstdelse, det var det hun, som om hun var
ansat i sin egen krops reception, med et beklagende smil forsggte
at signalere. Han mumlede noget, det lgd som en grgd, vristede sin
hand ud af hendes greb og forte den tilbage pa hendes krop, loftede
blusen og fandt hendes bryst med munden. Hun var fortsat hgflig
og fuld af beklagelser, gode argumenter, hun fglte, at det var hendes
opgave at argu-mentere, nu hun havde anbragt sig i teltet og givet
det indtryk, og argumentet var, at hun var for ung, og han var for
gammel, at det ikke ville se kegnt ud, heller ikke for ham. Sa lagde
hun kreefter i, forsggte at lofte hans ansigt op fra sin mave, sagde nej
og veer sgd, men han sendte hende et grgdet smil, sagde noget, der
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foltes varmt og klistret, ulaekkert, ind i hendes gre og greb hendes
héndled med én hdnd, mens han med den anden hdnd trak hendes
trusser til side og forte to fingre op. Det kom i en forfeerdelig balge
nedefra, hun 13 stille og merkede, at hendes krop forrddte hende,
hun blev vad, hans pik gled ubesvaeret op. Hun har ikke nogen ord
for det, der foregik, indtil han kom oppe i hende og tumlede til si-
den og snart efter snorkede. Had, skam, angst og liderlighed flettede
hvor hun kunne overnatte. Han delte et stort telt med noget familie,
hun skulle veere velkommen.

Senere lagde hun sig derind, mens han endnu sad ved bélet, og ven-
tede at han ville fglge hende, men i stedet var det hans onkel, der
fulgte efter og lagde sig hos hende. Han lagde han-den pa hendes
kind, og hun lgftede den vaek.

Der ma vare sket en misforstdelse, det var det hun, som om hun
var ansat i sin egen krops reception, med et beklagende smil for-
sggte at signalere. Han mumlede noget, det l¢d som en gred, vri-
stede sin hand ud af hendes greb og ferte den tilbage p& hendes
krop, lgftede blusen og fandt hendes bryst med munden. Hun var
fortsat hgflig og fuld af beklagelser, gode argumenter, hun fglte, at
det var hendes opgave at argu-mentere, nu hun havde anbragt sig
i teltet og givet det indtryk, og argumentet var, at hun var for ung,
og han var for gammel, at det ikke ville se kgnt ud, heller ikke for
ham. S& lagde hun kreefter i, forsggte at lgfte hans ansigt op fra sin
mave, sagde nej og veer sgd, men han sendte hende et grgdet smil,
sagde noget, der fgltes varmt og klistret, ulaekkert, ind i hendes gre
og greb hendes handled med én hdnd, mens han med den anden
hand trak hendes trusser til side og forte to fingre op. Det kom i en
forfeerdelig belge nedefra, hun 14 stille og maerkede, at hendes krop
forradte hende, hun blev vad, hans pik gled ubesveret op. Hun har
ikke nogen ord for det, der foregik, indtil han kom oppe i hende og
tumlede til siden og snart efter snorkede. Had, skam, angst og lider-
lighed flettede hendes eget blod pé fliserne. P& hospitalet sagde de,
at nogen havde taesket hende, og at markerne pa armene og brystet
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fik dem til at tro, at hun var blevet holdt fast, formentlig havde gjort
modstand. De kunne ogsa fastsla, at hun havde haft sex. Hun nikke-
de, hun herte efter med en pataget opmarksom mine, det fgltes som
at veere til eksamen. Helst ville hun ud og ryge og ga i gang med at
glemme det, hun allerede havde glemt, men hun forstod, at det ville
virke forkert, misteenke-ligt, hvis hun frabad sig at vide, hvad hun
selv havde oplevet. S slap de hende endelig fri, og hun gik hjem.

Det meste af tiden lykkedes det ikke at teenke pad det. Samme efter-
middag var hun i parken med en ven, og slog sit ophov-nede ansigt
hen med en latter. Jaja, hun var fuld i gir, man far nogle knubs. Men
det kom i jag. Han kunne veare alle-vegne. Hun ville ikke ngdven-
digvis kunne genkende hans ansigt, men han ville kunne genkende
hendes. Han kunne sidde lige i neerheden og eje det gjeblik, hun
tror, er hendes eget.

Et par ar efter havde hun haft sex med sd mange, at hun snarere
matte antage, at hun ofte passerede maend pa gaden uvidende om,
at de genkendte hende. Et mandeansigt var et hul man kunne traek-
ke penge op af, ndr hun dbnede de sma skuffer i kommoden der-
hjemme, var der altid sedler at finde. Strggbutikkerne lukkede sig
op for hende, hun kegbte, kabte, kabte, stjal ogsa stadig, selv om hun
nu havde rad. En kort kjole holdt fast under armhulen og skjult un-
der jakken, og tre kjoler pa disken. Et par sko ogsa, i sglv.

ko

Hun tager en taxa og fylder kabinen ud med en tung duft af ravgul
parfume. Fremme i lejligheden giver manden, hun mgdte et par
dage forinden, sig til at fremvise sin nye stgv-suger. Han tender
for kontakten og holder rgret frem mod hende, se, hvor den suger,
og for at gore det endnu mere klart seetter han rgret mod sin egen
arm og suger sin hud et stykke med ud. Maggie ved ikke, hvad hun
skal forsta ved det optrin, hun drikker af rgdvinen, som sikkert er
dyr, og bag hendes arrogante grimasse, er det som om, bunden gar
ud af en spand, som om hofterne naesten ikke kan holde pa vandet,
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latteren. Det er hendes plan at fa lov til at vaere her mindst en uge,
det skal udfylde et hul, der er opstdet mellem andre muligheder.

Hun er prisgivet, det er klart, alle disse maend med deres stgv-suge-
re og ludende hundeansigter, men hvad skulle hun ellers ggre, tage
arbejde pa en fabrik, stemple ind klokken fem? Det ville aldrig kun-
ne lade sig gore, det regulaere arbejdsmarked har ikke noget rum
for et menneske som hende, som ind imellem skal bruge en hel dag
pa at graede eller ligge pa en plaene og overrisles af angst, og aldrig,
aldrig ville kunne mgde til tiden eller rigtig hgre efter en besked.
Der findes ingen arbejdsgiver, der kan bruge hende til noget, og des-
uden, hvis hun skal bruges, og sddan er loven, vil hun gerne bilde
sig ind, at hun selv bestemmer hvordan. I det mindste er der ikke
rigtig nogen, der kan fyre hende. Hun er blevet fyret tre gange, to
gange som barnepige og én gang som ekspeditrice, efter kun et par
dages arbejde. Hun anstrengte sig under fyringssamtalerne, holdt
pa ansigtet og tarerne indtil hun var ude, hvor tarerne gik lgs. Yd-
mygelsen ved at blive fyret er, hvad den er, hun har for la&engst opgi-
vet at have en a&re, men penge. Penge, et rum der udvider sig langt
hinsides smerte-graensen.

Den fglgende morgen tager han pé arbejde. Han er arkitekt dben-
bart, viste hende nogle stregtegninger i aftes. Hun er lidt beklemt,
glad for at han er vak, for han viste sig at pibe som, ja, som en lille
museunge i sengen, og da han sov, stod hun op og fik kuldegysnin-
ger, ndr hun tenkte pa lyden, sad i hans kgkken og folte ikke den
eufori, hun ellers kan fgle den forste nat i et fremmed hjem.

Nede i parken star roserne i blomst, de dufter heftigt, hun seetter sig
pd enbaenk ogiagttager et egern pile op og ned ad en stamme, bliver
sd rort over den lille rgdglinsende ven. Ja, selvfolgelig, svarer hun
en kvinde, der spgrger efter en cigaret, og kigger efter hende helt
indtil hun forsvinder ud gennem lagen. S& svemmer hun temmer-
maendsagtigt let hen i en billedlgs nostalgi.
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Translated from Danish by Sherilyn Hellberg

Maggie was fourteen the first time she was raped. But rape is my
word, not hers. Years later, she was seated across from an employ-
ee of the women’s shelter, where she had gone to ask whether she
was remembering correctly, when she remembered Kurt being vi-
olent, but she got scared and instead asked if she had been raped
back then, and the woman on the other side of the table listened
and said yes, that was rape. Maggie left and felt like a traitor be-
cause she hadn’t mentioned the part that was unbearable to her,
that she got wet, that she opened herself to him.

She was, as I said, fourteen, had been kicked out of the house. She
had brought a guy home with her one night when she thought her
mother would be home late from work. They were drunk on cher-
ry wine, there were a few slimy kisses, and suddenly her mother
was standing in the doorway, telling her to get out. The street felt
very open the next morning as she stood there with her backpack.
Her first thought was to find a man who would have her, but she
didn’t know where to start. She walked down Vesterbrogade and
saw the flyer: Community Campsite in Jutland. All welcome.

She chain-smoked in the bathroom on the train until the com-
plaints on the other side of the door started getting serious
enough for her to get off in Odense and wait an hour for the next
train, where she, now the wiser, switched restrooms every time
the train stopped. Where she was supposed to get off, there was
only a small windswept station building. Cows grazed around
the station, the sun was high in the sky, and the asphalt on the
platform warm against her thighs when she sat down and spread
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out the contents of her make-up bag, opened her compact mirror
and started painting.

The campground was slipped between two hills and the sea be-
hind them. The campsites were teeming with kids. The women
were clad in long, flowy dresses and Maggie felt nervous, exposed
and grotesque in her tight outfit and would have turned around to
go home if it wasn’t already too late. She thought about her mother
and felt a stab in her heart when she remembered calling her a
stupid old bitch before she slammed the door behind her.

Later that night, people gathered around the bonfire. Maggie,
who had spent the afternoon walking around on her own, looked
around for a man. She started absently, sprinkling a bit of her-
self all over the place, but eventually settled on a young guy with
messy hair and a slightly foolish but charming face, sat close to
him and told him that both her parents had died, she was looking
for a spot to sleep. He was sharing a big tent with a few of his fam-
ily members, she was welcome to stay with them.

Later, she lay down to sleep while he was still out by the fire, had
waited for him to follow her, but instead his uncle followed her
and lay down next to her. He placed a hand on her cheek, and she
moved it away.

There must have been misunderstanding. That was what she tried
to signal with an apologetic smile, like her own body’s reception-
ist. He mumbled something, an oatmealish sound, twisted his
hand out of her grasp and it was on her body again, lifted her shirt
and found her breast with his mouth. She was still trying to be po-
lite and full of excuses, good arguments. She felt that it was her re-
sponsibility to argue; after all she had put herself in this tent and
given off some impression, and she argued that she was too young
and he was too old, that it wouldn’t look good, not for him either.
Then she started to resist, tried to lift his face away from her stom-
ach, said no and please, but he sent her an oatmealish smile, whis-
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pered something that felt warm and sticky, repulsive, in her ear
and grabbed her wrist with one hand, while he used the other to
push her panties aside and shove two fingers in. She felt a terrible
wave wash over her from below. She lay still and felt her body be-
tray her. She got wet. His dick slid easily into her. She doesn’t have
any words to describe what happened before he came inside her
and rolled over and started snoring. Hatred, shame, dread, and
lust wove together, tightened into a lifelong dream inside her. She
learned that sex and violence are one and the same, and to believe
that the confusion between the two stemmed from a place deep
inside her and not the outside world. She lay there with her groin
throbbing and her heart beating out of control, dizzy and then,
with one brief, hard thought, she closed herself: you are alone and
the only thing that you have is the will to keep moving forward.

Her first priority was to leave the campground unseen. It was
only when she reached the highway that she stopped, sat on the
side of the road, and lit a cigarette. She felt she should cry, but she
couldn’t. She thought vaguely, almost abstractly, about where to
sleep. It was more a question that coerced her body forward than
a question with an end. She got up and stuck out her thumb. From
the passenger seat, she watched Jutland go by with its slow, sur-
real inevitability, its blackness stretching out from the car in all
directions, tightly woven and sea-soaked.

She was nineteen the second time she was raped. Though actually,
she doesn’t know what happened. She had gone to Andy’s Bar by
herself. A man in cowboy boots was sitting at the bar, looking like
a fool, an easy target. She told him one of her stories. Maybe that
she was the daughter of a Russian aristocrat living in exile, had
a massive fortune at her disposal, but it was useless here, where
there wasn’t so much going on. She woke up on the sidewalk of
Selvgade. The sun was coming up and she was freezing. It took a
moment for her to realize that the blood on the ground was hers.
At the hospital, they said that she had been beaten up, that the
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bruises on her arms and her chest suggested she had been held
down, had probably resisted. They had also deduced that she had
had sex. She nodded, pretending to listen. It felt like she was back
in school. More than anything, she wanted to leave and smoke a
cigarette and to start to forget what she had already forgotten, but
she knew that it would seem off, suspicious, if she didn’t want to
know what had happened to her. Finally, they let her go, and she
walked home.

Most of the time, she was able to avoid thinking about it. Later
that afternoon, she was at the park with a friend, and shrugged off
her swollen face with a laugh. Yeah, she got a little too drunk last
night, sometimes you get knocked around. But it came back to her
in flashes. He could be anywhere. She probably wouldn’t be able
to recognize his face, but he would recognize hers. He might be
sitting nearby, stealing the moment she thinks is her own.

A few years later, she had been with so many men that she might
as well assume that she often passed men on the street, unaware
that they recognized her. A man’s face was a hole you could pull
money out of. When she opened the small drawers of the dressers
at home, there was always money. Shops opened their doors to her,
and she bought, bought, bought, still shoplifted too, even though
she had the money now. A short dress tucked under one arm, cov-
ered by her coat, and three dresses on the counter. A pair of shoes
too, silver.

kKK

She takes a cab and fills the car with the hefty smell of amber per-
fume. Inside the apartment, a man she met a few days ago shows
off his new vacuum. He turns it on and holds it out to her, look how
powerful it is, and to make his point he holds the end to his arm
and sucks up his skin. Maggie doesn’t know how to interpret his
performance. She takes a sip of her red wine, which is probably
expensive, and behind her arrogant grimace, it’s like the bottom
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falls out of a bucket, like her hips almost can’t hold back the water,
her laughter. Her plan is to stay here for at least a week, to fill a gap
that’s opened between other options.

She’s at the mercy, that much is clear, of these men with their vac-
uum-cleaners and drooping dog-faces, but what is she supposed to
do, get a job at a factory, punch in at five o’clock? It would never
work. The labor market can’t accommodate someone like her, who
sometimes spends a whole day crying or lying on a lawn letting her
anxiety wash over her, who would never show up on time or pay
attention to a message. There aren’t any employers who can use her
for something, and besides, if she’s going to be used, as the law de-
mands, she wants to be able to delude herself into thinking that it’s
her choice how. At least there’s nobody to fire her now. She’s been
fired three times, twice as a nanny and once as a cashier, after only
a few days of work. She struggled through the conversations, hold-
ing onto her face and back her tears until she was outside, and she
burst into tears. The humiliation of getting fired be what it may—
she’s long since given up her honor—but the money. Money, that
space that continues far beyond the boundary of pain.

The next morning, he leaves for work. He’s an architect apparent-
ly, showed her some of his sketches last night. She feels a little un-
easy, happy that he’s gone because it turned out that he whimpers
like, yeah, like a little mouse in bed, and while he was still asleep,
she got up and shuddered at the thought of the sound, sat in his
kitchen and didn’t feel the euphoria that she usually feels the first
night in a new home.

In the park below, the roses are blooming, their scent pungent.
She sits on a bench and watches a squirrel dart up and down a
tree, touched by her little shiny, reddish friend. Yes, of course, she
says to a woman asking for a cigarette, and watches her disap-
pear through the gate. In a hungover daze, she swims effortlessly
around an imageless nostalgia.
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Mudlum (Made Luiga), born on
31 July 1966, is an Estonian prose

writer and a literary reviewer. She studied
philosophy at the Estonian Humanitarian
Institute (Eesti Humanitaarinstituut) and
graduated from the Estonian Academy
of Arts (Eesti Kunstiakadeemia), which
provides higher education in art, design,
architecture, media, art history and
conservation/restoration. In addition

to Polish Boys, she has written two
collections of short stories and a novel:
Tosine inimene (A Serious Person, ZA/UM,
Tallinn, 2014); llus Elviira: burleskne jutustus

(Beautiful Elviira: A Burlesque Story, Eesti
Keele Sihtasutus, Tallinn, 2015); and Linnu
silmad (Bird Eyes, Eesti Keele Sihtasutus,
Tallinn, 2016). The Estonian Head Read
Literary Festival says of Mudlum: ‘Her first
short stories published in the media took
no time to attract attention; her debut,
the collection of stories Tésine inimene
... was nominated for the prose award
of the Estonian Cultural Endowment.
Mudlum has said that instead of seeing
the world as a story, she considers

it a journey. This is the peculiarity of

her work, her focus on past, almost
dream-like musings where mundane
moods and details stand out, as well as
her preference for states of mind over
plotlines. This is how a unique world

is created, described by llona Martson
as a “chaos with a clear composition”.
Mudlum is a well-known literary critic;
her reviews and essays have been
anthologised as Umberjutustaja (The
Narrator, Elusamus, 2017). She has also
contributed to the increasing popularity
of Estonian short stories, being one of
the four editors of the collection Festi
novell 2018 (Estonian Short Stories). In 2017,
she won the leading award for Estonian
short stories, the Friedebert Tuglas
Award, for her short story llma alguse,
ilma l6puta (Without a Beginning, Without
an End), which was first published in her
third book Linnu silmad. In 2020, Polish
Boys won Mudlum the annual award of
the Estonian Cultural Endowment.
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Polish Boys is a story of young bohemian
intellectuals who have settled in old
dilapidated buildings and who follow
their ideals. The novel is set in socialist
Poland, but space and time are
irelevant and can be seen as an
allegory. Polish Boys is about the
confidence of youth and about
aspirations for beauty and truth, how
high expectations meet reality, how
some people bend and deviate and
some don't. Adam, Sulistaw, Teofilis and
Jerzy grow up together and become
influential figures in Warsaw’s art and
literary circles. They set up the radical
cultural newspaper Plaszcze and try to
transform the society surrounding
them. Their radicalism is challenged and

not least by the convenient choices
offered by the establishment. The same
choices are present in their private lives:
the unpredictability of free love or the
security of a family. Polish Boys is a

» bildungsroman for the whole

k generation inspired by the cultural
group ZA/UM in Estonia. The author,
who was a member of the group,
writes from her personal experience
with warmth and compassion, which
makes the novel’s tone both universal
and human.

¥ JURY REPORT

The novel was chosen for its concept
and leitmotif (ideals meet reality), which
is universal in any contemporary society.
The second reason was the author’s
command of style and language,
which is unique in Estonian literature.
The novel is not bounded by regional
or national particularities and is in this
respect truly European. The role of
gender equality played its part, the
three previous Estonian winners of the
European Union Prize for Literature

all being male. Polish Boys would be a
worthy example of Estonian literature
in the European book market and this
would encourage the author, who is

a freelancer and lives by her pen, to
continue her writing career.
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Tulevastele sindmustele annavad tduke mingid asjad, mis
juhtuvad nuud vdi on ehk juba dragi juhtunud. Varajasel
kevadkuul saabus Adami perre teade, et iks Mackiewiczite
ulatusliku suguvésa puruvana liige on otsad andnud. Inim-
elu kustumine on kill kurb, kuid reeglina ei avalda see ela-
vatele suuremat mdoju. Sugulasest jdi jarele majaront, mida
keegi ei tahtnud, sest see oli nii kaugel linna servas, nii hal-
vas korras, Oieti tditsa kddu, tdis hiigelsuuri amblikke ja
hallitust; onnis polnud ei moodsa aja valtimatut mugavust,
elektrit, ega ka kraanivett, sest viimased eluaastad oli va-
nake virelenud moédda haiglaid ja keegi ei olnud marganud
maksta makse, ndonda olid kéik mugavused vaikselt vélja li-
litatud, ja kui 10puks taibati, et kuskil seisab tuhi hurtsik,
siis pidid périjad ukse maha murdma: pilt, mis neile ava-
nes, ei olnud meelitilendav. Raske 6elda, millisele viaritu-
le kontingendile see majake kunagi oli ehitatud, vdib-olla
raudteetdoilistele, igatahes ei olnud ehitis suurem kui teise
mehe kuur, ja kindlasti oli ta halvemini kokku klopsitud.
Ainus materjal, mida td6meestel piistitamise ajal laialt kdes
paistis olevat, olid uksed, sest toasuurusesse elamisse oli
tekitatud kdige hammastavamat sorti pime esik, kust laks
suisa kuus ust teistesse ruumidesse, mis olid pisikesed nagu
tikukarp. Maja paraadnast sai astuda nii ahtasse eeskotta,
et laiemate 0lgadega mees v0is sinna kinni jadada, mingi ni-
piga oli vélisesikusse topitud ka pooningutrepp. Kui olid
eeskoja ukse selja taga kinni l166nud, seisidki pilkases pime-
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duses. Kasikaudu kobades selgus, et paremale viis kaks ust, uks
neist niinimetatud suurde tuppa, kus asus pddrane tervet seina
kattev peegelustega riidekapp ja vastasseinas pehkinud saepu-
ruplaadist looka vajunud platedega raamaturiiul, tiis kopitanud
ja krussi tdmbunud koiteid, teine aga kohta, mida vdiks tinglikult
nimetada kabinetiks, too oli samuti maast laeni raamatuid téis,
isegi toa keskel oli riiul nagu raamatukogus, kdigi nende virna-
de vahele oli litsutud kéobakas kirjutuslaud, selle kdmmeldunud
sahtlid ei liikunud ja uksed olid kiivas hingedel ripakil. Ka laua
taga olev tool lonkas koiki jalgu, teda oli isegi tohterdatud poik-
pulkade imber maéssitud riideribadega, et tapid veel kuidagimoo-
di koos pusiksid. Toa ainus aken oli tillukeste ruutudega, rddmas,
suunaga pohja, maja imber kasvasid suured puud. Kokkuvéttes
oli see pool majast pime nagu koobas. Koridori otsauks viis nurga
peale vaikesesse tuppa, kus oli pireke valgem, paari naelaga oli
akna ette 160dud kardinakalts, mis oli kunagi kollane olnud, niud
pleekinud liivavéljade kahkjat tooni. Akna all nurgas kgssitas ros-
ke voodi ja selle kdrval korratu kuhi ikka neidsamu niiskusest ri-
kutud raamatuid, virna otsas seisis tass, millest keegi oli kunagi
joonud, sees kivistunud suhkrumuistis. Vasemale viis pimedast
soolikast koridorist samuti kaks ust — tiks pesuruumi, kus elasid
kakandid ja hiigeldmblikud, suured nagu rusikas, mustad ja kar-
vased, jalad nii jimedad kui ankrukdis. Vetsu loputuskasti paak
oli katki. Viimane ruum tthendas endas koogi ja katlamaja, sisal-
dades imelikku plekist pliiti ja ithte kummutit, mille peal seisis
laiskliisu, kummuti sahtlites olid pruukimata ndud, kdik kenasti
hiiresitaga koos. Nurgas seisis ainuke ajastutruu ese — kilmkapp,
kohe kiilmkapi korval oli pehkinud keldriluuk, kui seda rongast
sikutasid, siis jaid ka moned lauad pihku. Ei taha teadagi, mis seal
keldris oli.

Sugulased vangutasid paid, panid uksele uue luku ette, votmed ja-
gati laiali ja maja unustati. Uhel malbel siigispdeval, kui Sulistaw
jarjekordselt mingist veidrast elupaigast valja nligiti ja ta taiesti
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noutult Varssavi uulitsal seisis, teadmata, mida jargmiseks ette
vOtta, meenus sober Adamile jarsku maja. Loppude 16puks on ma-
jalsiiski katus ja seinad, kuigi seal mitte midagi muud ei ole, taeva
kingitusena oli majaga koos sailinud pisike varu puid, umberkau-
du majades oli puuriitu nagu muda, vaikselt saab moéne halu ikka
ara nahistada, kiite pole kiisimus. Teine lugu oli see, et isegi Adam
ei oleks kuigi meelsasti tahtnud elada nii totaalselt valjaspool
uhiskonda ja selle traditsioonilisi mugavusnorme, ehtsas tiisiku-
sekoldes, kuigi elu Lilita juures hakkas juba hapuks minema. Sel-
lises drnas eas mehed, aga ka palju vanemad, taiesti kogenud me-
hekolakad kasutavad sel puhul iiht vaga viletsat taktikat. Et neil
ei ole julgust suhteid l6petada inimese moodi, rddkides voi labi
radkides voi lihtsalt jeebet tdommates, hakkavad nad otsima kaud-
seid mooduseid, kuidas oma teinepool niimoodi vélja vihastada,
et too ise taipaks asjade 10plikku lorriminekut. Sellised mehed
hakkavad jooma ja laaberdama, kaituvad nagu kaabakad, voi mis
kdaituvad, nad ongi kaabakad, krantsid, ndrukaelad, nende teod
on koledad ja andestamatud, neil lasub selline siiii, mida ei lunas-
ta ukski martrisurm. Nad ei aimagi, et on naisi, keda lihtsalt ei
onnestu maha raputada kasvdi kakskimmend aastat jarjest juues.

Igatahes lonkis Adam peale Sulistawiga kohtumist vanematekoju
ja tuhlas seal 1abi kdik sahtlid, kergitas riiulitel asuvaid nipsasju,
avas ning sulges kappide uksi nii metoodilise aeglusega, et ema
Ewal katkes kannatus.

‘Mida imet sa Oieti otsid?’ kiisis ta nagu alati. Pani oli kandnud
koogilauale suure hunniku toitu ja ootas pikisilmi, et end harva
ndole andev poeg kdhu korralikult tais sooks. Toitmisinstinkt ei
olnud temas vaibunud, iga kord kui vosuke kodu véisas, tiihjendas
ta oma kapid tangainetest ja lihakraamist, pakkides pojale kaasa
korraliku kompsu nassvarki. ‘Nalga ei pea kull keegi ndgema,’ tit-
les ta ikka, ja ‘sutia ei keela me kellelegi’, voi ‘tule s60 niiid koht
korralikult tais’, ndndaviisi tundus talle, et miski ei saa liiga va-
lesti olla.
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‘Maja vOtit otsin,” vastas Adam, legendaarne asjadeotsija. Ta otsis
alati midagi, kas monda oma sokKki, piksirihma, mdnda raamatut,
oma votmeid, oma mutsi, oma Ukskdik mida ja sageli ta ei otsi-
nudki midagi. ‘Ma ainult vaatan, mis siin on,” Utles ta siis. Niisiis
ei imestanud pani Mackiewicz hetkekski otsitava objekti tle, ega
hakanud parima, miks Adamil votit vaja laheb, vaid vastas auto-
maatselt:

‘Esikus peeglikapi peal on see puujuurikast tops, vaata sinna poh-
ja” Tema oli jalle tuntud selle poolest, et teadis alati tapselt, kus
mingi, ukskoik kui imelik v6i harva kasutatav asi on. Ja kui tema
ei teadnud, kus asi on, siis vois selle asja kadunuks lugeda.

Voti napus, laks Adam kooki s60ma ja soi tdepoolest korralikult
kohu tais. Tal oligi natuke ndljas peetud hurdakoera nagu peas.

Oktoobrikuu esimesel pdeval kolis Sulistaw Zawisza ihutiksinda
hiljatud majja. Vett tdi ta pangega naabrite juurest ja puudis siis
kangelaslikult udini rosket, vammi ja lagu tdis maja ules Kkiitta.
Ehitise pentsik kiittesiisteem oli vist kunagi eesrindlik olnud, pea-
aegu nagu keskkiite, pliiti kiittes soojenes veevark, kuumenenud
vett oleks radikates pidanud ringi ajama mingi elektriga kaivituv
pump. Et aga elektrit ei olnud, siis v0is peale tundidepikkust kiit-
mist tdheldada, kuidas radiaatori tiks nurk kergelt leigeks muu-
tub, nii teise-kolmanda ribini, siis aga soojus taandus ja Zawisza
ndole ilmus kurblik ilme. Ta kukitas pliidisuu ees ja luges kuni
valguse kadumiseni kopitanud raamatuid. Voodi oli nagu soo, kui
palju ta ka ei katsunud tekke ja patju tiiles soojendada, neid tihe-
dalt vastu pliidikilgi toppides ja igapidi keerates, ikka oli tunne,
nagu oleks end méassinud surilinadesse, kdigel piisis marja, klim-
punud mulla 16hn.

Kuid huvitaval kombel tdi maja endaga kaasa ka taiesti positiivseid
muudatusi Sulistawi seltskondlikus elus. Kui enne oli tiidrukute-
ga kehvasti, siis nuud selgus, et tudrukud tahavad vagagi killa
tulla, ja just sellised halvad, halbade kavatsustega tidrukud, nad
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tahtsid tema juures viina juua, istuda ktiiinlavalgel kesk apoka-
Iupsist, tunda, kui elus, kui muretud, kui hoolimatud on nad keset
seda vana kola, mis oli ju kokkuvottes ikkagi romantiline, istuda
turritavate vedrudega roosipuust diivanil, no voib-olla mitte just
roosipuust, aga igal juhul roose kuhjaga tais nikerdatud; koikjale
oli asetatud raskeid pronksist kiiinlajalgu, mérg ja kilm tdmbu-
sid koomale noorte soojade kehade ja igale poole valguva kuun-
lavaha eest. Monus oli ette kujutada, et neid koletislikke raama-
tulasusid valvab moni Goethe vaim ja vaatab vesise suuga noori
nditsikuid, silmad punnis peas.

Loplikult sattis Sulistaw ennast sisse nukapealsesse kollase kar-
dinakaltsuga tuppa. Seal oli ka kollakas tapeet ja aknast viiliti
sisse paistev madal suigispdike muutis armetu toa 6ndsaks kuld-
seks nurgakeseks. Tudrukud oli sinna ukse peale kirjutanud sildi
‘Kilm ja kole tuba, keegi ei taha olla’, aga just selle kiillma ja kole-
da, pliidist koige kaugemal asuva ruumi asustas Sulistaw iseen-
daga. Sest koik teised toad olid veel rohkem perse keeratud, siin
oli vihem asju, vihem hallitanud koiteid, ja need, mis olid, ladus
ta ilusasti sirgetesse ridadesse vdikesele improviseeritud riiulile,
loopis ulejadnud kola toast vélja ja jattis sinna miinimumi — the
klapplaua, kdige viahem logiseva tooli, voodi ja oligi kogu lugu.
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Mudlum
Translated from Estonian by Adam Cullen

Certain later events evolve from developments which are currently
underway or have perhaps already occurred. In early spring, Ad-
am’s family received word that an ancient member of the extensive
Mackiewicz bloodline had given up the ghost. The expiring of a hu-
man life is indeed unfortunate, but generally has no greater impact
on the living. This relative left behind a ramshackle cottage which
no one wanted because it was so far on the fringes of the city and in
such poor condition — rotting to the very foundations, in fact, and
stocked with dry rot and giant spiders. The hovel lacked the most
essential modern-day convenience, electricity, as well as running
water, because the old man’s final ailing years were spent bounc-
ing from hospital to hospital and no one had ever thought to pay
the bills, resulting in the utilities being shut off one after another.
When someone did finally realize there was a dilapidated cottage
standing vacant somewhere, the heirs had to break down the door
to gain access — what they found was not uplifting. It was hard to
say for what rude contingent the dwelling had once been construct-
ed, perhaps railway workers, but some men certainly owned larger
sheds hammered together more competently than it. Doors were
apparently the only material the builders had had in abundance:
the space, large enough for a single room, had been given a most as-
tonishing lightless vestibule from which an inexplicable six doors
opened into rooms as miniature as matchboxes. The front door
opened into an entryway so cramped that a broad-shouldered man
could get wedged tight, and yet a staircase leading up to the loft had
also been crammed into it by some miracle. Once the front door was
shut, you found yourself in total darkness. Groping around blindly
helped to determine that two doors led to the right. One opened into
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a “living room” furnished with a puzzling cupboard with mirrored
doors which covered the entire wall, across from which was a sag-
ging plywood bookshelf groaning under the weight of musty vol-
umes with crimped pages. The second door opened into what could
conditionally be called a study and was likewise piled with books
from floor to ceiling; there was even a bookshelf standing in the
center of the room like in a library. A decrepit desk was jammed
between the heaps, its warped drawers stuck fast and its cabinet
doors hanging askew from their hinges. Even the desk chair wob-
bled on each leg; strips of fabric were wound around the stretch-
ers in an attempt to hold the tenons in place somehow. The single
grimy window was divided into tiny grilled panes and faced north,
though mighty trees hemming in the house obscured the view an-
yway. In short, that face of the building was as dark as a cave. The
door at the end of the corridor opened into a compact corner room
which was a smidgen lighter. A tattered curtain, once yellow but
now sun-bleached to the chalky tone of dunes, hung before the win-
dow on two nails. Crouching in the feeble light that filtered through
the glass was a bed paired with another disorderly stack of books
ruined by the dank air. An unwashed mug balanced on the top-
most volume, fossilized sugar encrusted at its base. Two doors also
opened from the left of the inky intestinal corridor — on into a lav-
atory occupied by pill-bugs and gigantic spiders which were black
and hairy, as big as one’s fist, with legs as thick as anchor cables.
The toilet tank was cracked. Consolidated behind the final door was
the kitchen and boiler room, which also contained an unusual tin
stove and a dish-drying rack set upon a chest of drawers. The draw-
ers were packed with unused bowls, plates, and saucers, all nicely
peppered with mice scat. Standing in one corner was the only item
true to the times in that cottage: a refrigerator. Next to the appliance
was a worn cellar trapdoor, though tugging at its rusted ring only
left you holding a few rotting floorboards. No one wanted to know
what was inside.
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The relatives all shook their heads, changed the lock, handed
out the spare keys, and forgot about the cottage.

One mild autumn day, after Sulistaw had been expelled from
his latest unorthodox accommodation and stood on a Warsaw
street corner at a total loss for what to do next, his friend Adam
suddenly remembered: the cottage. All else aside, the cottage did
have walls and a roof, no matter that that was all it had. And as
an additional heavenly blessing, the cottage had retained a mod-
est stack of firewood. The neighboring houses all had generous
supplies as well — one could always filch a log or two from here
or there, so heating wasn’t an issue. Not even Adam would have
been willing to relocate so totally outside of society and its tradi-
tional standards of convenience to live in that genuine hotbed of
tuberculosis, even though life with Lilita had already begun to go
sour. Males at that delicate age, not to mention much older, burly,
seasoned men, commonly employ a vile tactic in such a situation.
Lacking the courage to end the relationship like civilized human
beings by discussing or negotiating or simply fucking off, they
pursue circuitous ways to infuriate their partner to such a degree
that she herself ultimately realizes their romance is utterly kaput.
Men like that start to drink and brawl, behaving like hooligans.
Or what behavior is it, really — they are hooligans, scoundrels,
bastards. Their actions are terrible and unforgivable; they bring
upon themselves a guilt no martyr’s death could redeem. They ha-
ven’t the slightest clue that there exist women who simply cannot
be shaken off by even twenty years of constant boozing.

Anyhow, after meeting with Sulistaw, Adam shuffled off to his
parents’ apartment, where he rummaged through all the drawers,
peeked under knickknacks on the shelves, and opened and closed
cupboard doors with such methodical sluggishness that his moth-
er Ewa finally lost her nerve.
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“What wonder are you looking for now?” she asked as she al-
ways did. Pani Mackiewicz had served a feast on the kitchen table
and was impatiently waiting for her son, who made very infrequent
appearances, to tuck into a proper meal. Her motherly instincts had
not faded and every time their boy paid a visit, she emptied their
cupboards of meat and grains to pack him a sizeable care package.
She’d say, “Nobody needs to go hungry,” and, “We’re not going to
stop you from eating,” or “Sit right down and have a proper meal.”
In this way, she believed that nothing could ever be too amiss.

“I'm looking for the cottage key,” the legendary looker-for-
things replied. Adam was always ferreting around for something,
be it a sock, a belt, a book, his keys, his hat, or his whatever-else,
and oftentimes he wasn’t really looking for anything. “I’'m just see-
ing what’s here,” he’d say. Consequently, Pani Mackiewicz was in
no way nonplussed by the sought-after object, and neither did she
inquire of the purpose for Adam needing it. Instead, she automat-
ically answered: “There’s a wooden bowl on top of the entryway
closet. Check around the bottom.” She, in turn, was famous for al-
ways knowing exactly where things were, no matter how strange or
little used they were. If she didn’t know where something was, then
it was as good as lost.

Key in hand, Adam entered the kitchen to eat, and did polish
off a proper meal. He bore a striking resemblance to a starved
greyhound.

Sulistaw Zawisza moved into the abandoned cottage alone on
the first of October. He fetched a pail of water from the neighbors
and doughtily set about heating the dank space teeming with rot
and must. The peculiar heating system had probably been state-of-
the-art at one time and was almost like central heating. A fire in
the stove heated the plumbing system and hot water should have
circulated through the radiators with the help of an electric pump.
Yet since there was no electricity, Zawisza could feel one corner of a
radiator turn lukewarm after hours of stoking the flames, perhaps
even extending to a second or a third rib, before the warmth dwin-
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dled and a dour expression washed over his face. He would crouch
before the mouth of the stove and read musty books until the light
faded. The bed was like a mire — no matter how much he tried to
warm the pillows and blankets by pressing them against the sides
of the stove and rotating them every which way, he still felt as if he
was wrapping himself in burial sheets as he lay down to sleep. Per-
vading every inch of the space was the smell of damp clotted soil.

Interestingly, however, the cottage still ushered in entirely
positive changes in Sulistaw’s social life. Whereas his situation
with girls had been spotty before at best, it now turned out that
girls were very much willing to come visit, and specifically the
bad girls with bad intentions. They wanted to sip vodka, to lounge
in an apocalypse by candlelight, to feel how alive, how carefree,
how careless they were among the heaps of old junk, which tak-
en as a whole was romantic nevertheless; to recline upon a rose-
wood sofa with the springs poking through —nwell, maybe not
rosewood exactly, but embellished with rose carvings in any case.
Heavy bronze candlesticks were scattered everywhere; the cold
and damp withdrew from the young, warm bodies and the wax
spilling in every direction. It was amusing to imagine that those
monstrous heaps of books were guarded by a Goethean spirit, gaz-
ing upon the young sprites with bulging eyes and salivating lips.

Ultimately, Sulistaw settled into the yellowish-curtained cor-
ner room. The wallpaper was also yellow and the autumn sunlight
which filtered through the window at a low angle turned the dingy
room into a golden nook. A girl had scrawled “cold and nasty room,
no place to be” on the door, but it was precisely that cold and nas-
ty space farthest from the stove where Sulistaw made himself the
most comfortable. For while all the other rooms were lost causes to
an even greater extent, there were fewer objects in this one, fewer
musty volumes, and the ones that Sulistaw found he stacked into
neat, even rows on a small improvised shelf, tossing the rest of the
junk out the door and leaving only the bare minimum: a collapsible
table, the least-rickety chair, the bed, and nothing more.
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The first-person narrator who roams
through contemporary Berlin in The Sad
Guest is a flickering, elusive being. The
narrator is a writer, has already published
three books and comes from Poland. But
this novel is not autobiographical. The
main character in the first of the three
parts of the novel is Dorota, a Polish
architect whom the first-person narrator
meets through a newspaper ad. The
first-person narrator visits Dorota several
times. Her monologues charged with
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Matthias Nawrat's novel The Sad Guest
reflects on the logic and linearity of
history and its supposed causality. Little
by little, he condenses the main themes
of migration and, as a countermovement,
exploration of homeland, and reflects
on them through different characters.
From the initially somewhat haphazard
and confusing network of paths and
encounters, Nawrat skilfully spins a loose
web of urban experiences of the most
diverse kinds. He then narrows this
down to almost flaneur-like, fumbling
encounters. Over the full length of the
work, this heterogeneous, at first glance
almost brittle, novel acquires a lasting

existential philosophy are not always
pleasant for her listener, but they do
bring him into harmony with the fragility
of his own existence. The narrator’s
precarious feeling of home and security
is shaken by the attack on the Christmas
market on Breitscheidplatz. The last
significant encounter of the first-person
narrator is with Dariusz, a former doctor
who was stripped of his licence to
practice medicine because of his alcohol
problems, and who is struggling through
life, while the burden of memories

is almost crushing him. Dariusz’s
recollections of his arrival in Germany
decades earlier illuminate
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Der traurige Gast

Matthias Nawrat

Diaspora

Am dritten Sonntag im Januar fuhr ich von unserem Viertel aus mit
der U-Bahn zur Hasenheide am Suidstern, auf die andere Seite der
Stadt. Dort gab es eine Kirche, in der sich die polnische Gemeinde
traf. Ich war nur einmal im Inneren der Kirche gewesen, und auch
nicht zur Messe, sondern um mir die farbigen Fensterbilder der
Heiligen anzuschauen. Genau gegeniiber der Kirche befand sich
das Lokal Maly Ksiaze, Der kleine Prinz, und wenn man zur richti-
gen Zeit eintraf, dann bekam man noch einen Tisch, bevor das Res-
taurant, an das ein Laden mit Lebensmitteln angeschlossen war,
sich mit Familien und dlteren Herren und Damen fiillte, die aus der
Sonntagsmesse kamen. In dem Restaurant wurde Polnisch gespro-
chen, aber jeder Gast sprach auch Deutsch, und die zwei jungen
Bedienungen sprachen beides ohne Akzent, sie waren, so glaubte
ich, die Tochter des Lokalbesitzerehepaars, die an Sonntagen aus-
halfen.

Als ich den Raum betrat, waren alle Tische noch frei, aber
kurz nach elf begann der Raum sich zu fillen. Es setzte sich, weil
die Leute bald zwischen den Essenden standen und ihnen, um
abzuschitzen, wann ein Platz fiir sie frei werden wirde, auf die
Teller schauten, ein &lterer Herr zu mir. Er war in einen grauen
Anzug mit weifiem Hemd und goldgelber Krawatte gekleidet und
trug am kleinen Finger einen goldenen Siegelring, dessen Wappen
einen Schild und zwei gekreuzte Degen zeigte. Wir mussten beide
nah an den Tisch riicken und uns vorbeugen, hinter uns driickten
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die Leute gegen unsere Ricken, im Raum drohnte es wie in einer
Abflughalle.

Er fragte mich, ob ich die Pierogi, die ich gerade zu essen be-
gonnen hatte, empfehlen konne, und ich sagte, dass es zwar nicht
die besten seien, die ich je in meinem Leben und vielleicht auch
nicht die besten, die ich je in dieser Stadt gegessen hditte, aber dass
sie trotzdem gut seien. Und so bestellte er bei einer der zwei jungen
Frauen, die sich durch die Menge zu uns vorgearbeitet hatte, eine
Portion Pierogi.

Wir sprachen Polnisch miteinander. Es stellte sich heraus, dass
er aus Sudpolen stammte, aus einer Stadt in der Nahe der Stadt Opo-
le, aus der meine Familie kam und in der ich geboren worden war
und die ersten zehn Jahre meiner Kindheit verbracht hatte.

Dann waren Sie gerade auch in der Kirche?, fragte er.
Nein, ich war nicht in der Kirche, sagte ich.
Ist denn etwas passiert?

Nein, ich gehe einfach nur nicht in die Kirche, sagte ich.

Erwarfmireinenbesorgten Blick zu. Fiir einen Augenblick fiihlte
ich mich wie ein Betriiger, der hierhergekommen war, um von der
gereinigten Stimmung und der Erhabenheit der Kirchgdnger um
uns herum zu profitieren.

Er fragte mich, was ich beruflich machte, und ich sagte, dass ich
Schriftsteller sei.

In welcher Sprache schreiben Sie?
Auf Deutsch.
Und wortber?

Ich schreibe Erzdhlungen tiber verschiedene Dinge, zuletzt iiber
meine Familie und Leute, die ich kenne, sagte ich. Ich habe drei
Erzahlbande veroffentlicht.
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Ach so, sagte er.

Er sagte, dass er Handwerker sei und schon seit iiber fiinfzig Jah-
ren in der Stadt lebe. Er sei in den 60er Jahren zur Zeit der Proteste
geflohen und habe hier seine Frau kennengelernt, die aus Lublin
gewesen und vor sieben Jahren verstorben sei. Nun lebe er allein,
ein paar StrafSen weiter.

Was fur eine Art Handwerker sind Sie?, fragte ich.

Klavierstimmer, sagte er. Er hore aber inzwischen schlecht, an-
dernfalls konnte er sich noch heute, mit 81 Jahren, etwas dazuver-
dienen, da in den reicheren Stadtteilen Berlins viele ein Klavier zu
Hause stehen hatten. Er habe auch ein Haus in seinem Heimatort,
aber er kenne dort niemanden mehr. Sein Sohn und seine Tochter
machten dort manchmal Urlaub mit ihren Familien.

Seine Pierogi waren gekommen, und er war eine Weile mit dem
Essen beschaftigt. Ich fragte ihn, wie sie ihm schmeckten, und er
sagte, dass er schon mal bessere gegessen habe, aber auch schon
mal schlechtere.

Ach, schauen Sie, sagte er dann, Richtung Theke deutend, an der
die Leute vor der Kasse in der Schlange standen, um die Lebensmit-
tel aus dem Laden zu bezahlen. Da ist Frau Halina.

Vom Eingangsbereich des Restaurants winkte ihm eine Dame in
einem roten Mantel zu, mit goldenen Ohrklipsen und gepudertem
Gesicht und rot geschminkten Lippen. Sie kam in kleinen Schritten
und sich umsichtig an den Stuhllehnen festhaltend zwischen den
Riicken der Viter, Miitter und Kinder auf uns zu.

Guten Tag, Herr RosowsKi, rief sie, lauter, als notig gewesen waére,
direkt in sein Ohr. Sie lachelte mir freundlich zu, aber auch miss-
trauisch, als konnte ich ein Enkel ihres Bekannten sein, von dessen
Existenz bisher keiner gewusst hatte. Die zwei anderen Stithle an
unserem Tisch waren besetzt, es safs dort ein junges Paar, das sich,
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die Kopfe zusammensteckend, leise unterhielt. Ich stand auf und
bot Frau Halina meinen Stuhl an, was sie aber ausschlug.

Bitte, sagte ich.

Ich war mit meinem Essen langst fertig, und die Gerduschkulisse
im Lokal und die Leute, die noch immer standen und auf freie
Platze warteten, hatten mich erschopft. Ich verabschiedete mich
von Herrn Rosowski, der mich aber schon gar nicht mehr beach-
tete. Er war aufgestanden, half Frau Halina, sich zu setzen, und
hédngte ihren Mantel iber meine Stuhllehne.

Ich habe mir eine Portion Pierogi bestellt, rief er ihr ins Ohr,
wahrend ich noch neben ihnen stand.

Ach schon, rief sie zurick und riickte den Stuhl ndher an den
Tisch heran.

Ich zahlte vorne an der Kasse, bei derjenigen der zwei jungen
Frauen, von der ich glaubte, dass sie Malgorzata hief3, und trat in
die kiithle Winterluft hinaus, fiir einen Moment geblendet von dem
grellen Himmel, der sich tiber die Kirche und den Friedhof auf der
anderen Strafdenseite und uiber die ganze Stadt spannte. Ich brauch-
te einen Moment, bis ich wieder wusste, wo ich war, und ging dann
los, Richtung U-Bahn-Station.

Um mich waren spazierende Familien unterwegs. An der Kreu-
zung hielt ein Mann auf einem Fahrrad, hinter ihm zwei Kinder mit
Helmen auf kleineren Fahrrddern. Die ganze Stadt schien unter-
wegs zu sein, obwohl die Luft schneidend kalt war. Ich ging an der
U-Bahn-Station vorbei und an den Geschéften der Urbanstrafie ent-
lang zum Kanal, ich liefd mich von der Stimmung der Leute treiben.
Ich hatte wirklich das Gefiihl, dass ich in der Kirche gewesen war,
wie als Kind in der Familiensiedlung am Stadtrand von Opole, als
ich die Geschichten iber die Wunder, iiber die Hochzeit zu Kana,
uber die Konigreiche der Engel und der Teufel noch geglaubt hatte.
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Translated from German by Katy Derbyshire

Diaspora

On the third Sunday in January, I took the U-Bahn from our
neighbourhood to the Hasenheide area at Stidstern station,
on the other side of Berlin. There was a church there where
the Polish community met up. I had only been inside the
church once, not for Mass but to look at the stained-glass
saints. Directly opposite the church was the restaurant Maty
Ksiaze, The Little Prince, and if you arrived at the right time
you could get a table before the place filled up with families
and elderly ladies and gentlemen leaving Sunday Mass. The
language in the restaurant, which had its own grocery shop
next door, was Polish, but every guest also spoke German
and the two young waitresses spoke without accents; they
were the daughters of the restaurant owners, I believe, and
helped out on Sundays.

All the tables were free when I arrived, but it began to fill
up shortly after eleven. People were soon standing between
the diners, staring down at their plates to judge when they’d
be vacating their places, so an elderly gentleman joined me
at my table. He was dressed in a grey suit with a white shirt
and a golden-yellow tie and wore a golden signet ring on his
little finger, its crest a shield and two crossed swords. Both
of us had to pull our seats up close to the table and lean in,
the people behind us pressing against our backs, the room
reverberating like a departure lounge.
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He asked me whether I would recommend the pierogi I had just
begun eating, and I said they weren’t the best I'd ever eaten in my
life and perhaps not the best I'd ever eaten in the city either, but
they were still good. And so, once one of the two young waitresses
had worked her way through the crowd to us, he ordered a portion
of pierogi.

We spoke Polish to one another. It turned out he originated
from southern Poland, from a town near Opole, the city my family
came from, where I had been born and spent the first ten years of
my childhood.

You’ve just come from church then, too? he asked.
No, I wasn’t at church, I said.

Has something happened?

No, I just don’t go to church, I said.

He cast me a concerned glance. For a moment, I felt like a con-
man who had come here to profit from the church-goers’ feelings
of purification and transcendence.

He asked me what I did for a living, and I said I was a writer.
What language do you write in?

German.

And what about?

I write stories about various things, most recently about my
family and people I know, I said. I’'ve published three short-story
collections.

I see, he said.

He told me he was a tradesman and had been living in the city
for more than fifty years. He had escaped during the protests in
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the 60s and had met his wife here, who was from Lublin and had
died seven years ago. Now he lived alone, a few streets away.

What kind of tradesman are you? I asked.

A piano tuner, he said. But his hearing was bad now, he told me,
otherwise he might still be making a little on the side, at the age of
81, since many people in the richer parts of Berlin had a piano at
home. He had a house in his hometown as well but he didn’t know
anyone there these days. His son and daughter took their families
there on holiday.

His pierogi had arrived and he was occupied with eating for a
while. I asked him how he liked them, and he said he’d had better
but he’d had worse as well.

Oh look, he said then, pointing towards the counter where peo-
ple were queuing up to pay for food from the shop. There’s Mrs
Halina.

From the restaurant’s entrance area, a lady in a red coat waved
at him, with golden ear clips, a powdered face and red-painted
lips. She came over to us, taking tiny steps and holding on to the
backs of the chairs between the fathers, mothers and children.

Hello, Mr Rosowski, she crowed directly into his ear, louder
than necessary. She gave me a smile that was friendly but also dis-
trusting, as though I might be a grandson no one had previously
been aware of. The two other seats at our table were taken by a
young couple talking quietly, their heads pulled in close. I stood
up and offered Mrs Halina my chair, but she declined.

Please, go ahead, I said.

I'hadlong since finished my meal and was exhausted by the vol-
ume in the restaurant and the people still standing around wait-
ing for tables. I said goodbye to Mr Rosowski but he took no more
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notice of me. He had got to his feet to help Mrs Halina sit down and
was draping her coat over the back of my chair.

I ordered a portion of pierogi, he yelled in her ear as I was still
standing alongside them.

Lovely, she shouted back, and pulled her chair in closer to the
table.

I paid at the cash desk at the front, thanked the young waitress
I believed was called Malgorzata, and stepped out into the chilly
winter air, dazzled for a moment by the bright sky arching above
the church and cemetery on the other side of the street and above
the whole of the city. It took me an instant to remember where I
was, and then I set off back towards the station.

Families were out strolling around me. At the crossroads,
a man on a bicycle stopped, behind him two children with hel-
mets on smaller bikes. The whole of the city seemed to be out and
about, though the air was bitterly cold. I walked past the under-
ground station and along the shops on Urbanstrasse to the canal,
letting the atmosphere drive me on. I really did feel like I"d been to
church, like as a child on my family’s housing estate on the edge of
Opole, back when I'd still believed the stories about the miracles,
the marriage at Cana, the kingdoms of angels and devils.
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The narrative begins with the narrator
reflecting on his everyday routine and
continues with him thinking about a
variety of topics, from the mundane

to the worldly and the spiritual,
touching on fragments from the past
and present, and on issues of local

and global consequence. Later on, the
narrator blends his interior monologues
with a focus on his beloved partner and
her pregnancy, as he demonstrates his
own transformation while preparing

to become a parent. He reflects on his
own relationship with his father, and

on his relationship with literature and
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with nationalism, consumerism and
other-isms. The feeling of giving birth
to a new creature makes the narrator
consider his preoccupations from a new
and different angle. The narrative closes
with the act of naming his newborn
son, alluding to the power of reference
of language.
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Shpétim Selmani’s book is something
new in prose in the Albanian language.
His novel is a hybrid composition of
different genres such as literary diary,
poetic prose, essay and autobiography,
a blend of styles that might suit the
term ‘constellation novel’ invented by
the Polish author Olga Tokarczuk,
which for her combines different
versions of reality as compared to
linear writing. This combination of
genres might seem fragmentary
on first sight, but it has a coherent
structure and ideas, with the
contemplative voice of the first-
person narrator oscillating between
sincerity and ambiguity, and
between hope and anguish.
This voice meditates,
protests, loves, hates,

mocks and self-ironises,
covering a wide range

of dimensions from

the personal to the political. Shpétim
Selmani’s main thematic focus is
existential, and the pessimistic tone
prevails, fused with a strong feeling of
altruism. The imagery and figurativeness
are skillfully used to transmit irony and
sarcasm, often directed to the narrator
himself. He uses the frivolous to reflect
on perennial topics such as the cruel
and painful encounter of the individual
with the collective, thus opening up
questions that sound tangible in the
global context of the post-pandemic
world.
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PJESA E PARE

Zota ju qofsha falé, pér librin qé ma dhaté!
Tomaz Salamun

1. Strip Depo

Me vite pérpigem té zgjohem herét, té ulem si mbret né njé-
rén prej karrigeve té Strip Depo-sé. Té shumtén e heréve ia
dal té zgjohem herét. I jetoj méngjeset sikur té ishin té njéjta.
Mbase gé té gjitha dhe jané té njéjta. Po kush ia gin nénén!
Kur ulem marr njé xhemper ose njé pallto, mbuloj gjunjét e
mi té dashur. Gjunjét e mi té dhier apokaliptiké. Rregulli nu-
meér njé: Gjithmoneé pérpiqu té dhurosh ngrohtési pér veten,
pastaj té tjerét do té strehohen te ti. Bota éshté njé frigorifer i
prishur. Kjo éshté fara e paré e dijes. Lufta géndron e patra-
zuar né hyrjen e secilit libér qé na kané falur zotat.

2. Lola

Gjaté kohés sa punoja né Qendrén pér Dekontaminim Kultu-
ror né Beograd kam njohur njé grua fantastike. Quhej Lola.
Gjithnjé mé thoshte se jam foshnja e saj. Ta themi hapur, ka
lindur shumé herét para meje. Kam lindur shumé voné pas
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saj. Qé ta dini, e gjithé mjeshtéria joné éshté g€ té lindim né kohé té
duhur. Ama pér kété gjé duhet pasur koqget deri te gjunjét. Vuaj gé
nuk kam lindur né njé kohé tjetér. Qaj né heshtje, ia fus vetes grusht
para pasqyrés. Dua ta shkatérroj veten shkaku i paaftésisé pér té
lindur né kohén e duhur. E gjithé historia njerézore éshté déshmi
e nénshtrimit, déshmi e késaj filozofie idiote. Lola mban balluke té
hatashme. Gjaté kohés sa isha atje ajo kujdesej nése isha ushqyer
miré, nése kisha birra né duar, nése kisha kokédhembje, nése mé
pélgente té vallézoja, nése kisha uri pér suxhukun e hedhur né mes
fasules. Lola mé ka puthur dy heré, por sikur ta puthte foshnjén e
vet. Beogradi pa té nuk ka kuptim. Duket i vdekur pa Lolén. Duket
mjeran, njé lypés i pérdalé qé pshurr nén urén e ashpér té shekuj-
ve. E gjithé ¢’desha té them éshté se mé ka marré malli pér té. Do té
doja ta dégjoja edhe njé heré rréfimin mbi dashnorin mesdhetar gé
mérdhihej para Hotel Slavija. T’ia déshmoj até gé gjithmoné e thoté.
Jam njé foshnje e madhe, gé né njé formé i pérket asaj. Fund e krye,
vetém asaj.

3. Izabela

Tirané. Jam né shtépiné e Izabelés. Pasi béjmé dashuri me lockén
hyjnore, nuk béj zé€. Futem lakuriq né dhomén e madhe té vetmita-
réve depresivé. E pyes veten pér esencén e kotésisé. Ajo mé kafshon
neé gjoks. Mé thoté dicka té shenjté:

-Jam e lumtur.

Hamendésohem né lidhje me té. Cfaré dreqin mund té jeté lumturia
gé nxjerr shpirtra né léndinén e madhe té jetés. Mbase njé shérbéto-
re e pérbetuar e djallit. Njé iluzion metafizik gé ngadhénjen shpre-
sén. Natyrisht kénagem g€ e thoté kété. Dua ta shoh gjithmoné té
lumtur. Até térési té saj pérballé meje, gjithmoné. Por péllumbesha
ime nuk e ka né mend té ndalet me kaq. Pérséri thoté digka gé éshté
e lakmueshme pér botén:
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- Jam né paqe.

Késaj here nuk rri dot para tundimit té pyetjes. Doja té isha pronari
i pages. Zot i pages. Né ményré gé ta shtrij né téré fushén e inatit,
urrejtjes, kudo né boté. Dhe kudo jashté saj. I1é shenjat e pashlyesh-
me té buzéve té mia né ballin e saj:

- Me veten ténde apo me mua...?

Mé pas rri né ballkon. Lexoj. Ajo né anén tjetér kryen punét e veta
té pérditshme. Zogjté cicérojné, e diné se pérse e béjné kété. Njéheré
e miré u japin fund dilemave letrare. Koha éshté e bukur. Njé kohé
pér té gjithé. Britmat e kalamajve jehojné si kambana qgiellore. Njé
zé nga altoparlanti lajméron se e gjithé bota do té gqeveriset nga Bru-
ce Springsteen. Vasha ime mé sjellé dredhéza, banane té prera. Té
prera me saktési. Né pasdite e 1épij diellin gé bie mbi fytyrén e saj si
njé gen ilazdruar. E ha zemrén e lumturisé. E péshtyj. E shoh se si
pérplaset poshté né rrugé.

4. Miller

Jam i vetmi gé kam njé libér né doré. Dukem gesharak. Njé mbetu-
riné e hatashme klasike. Nuk mé han palla pér asgjé. Jam kryengri-
tés bosh. Luftoj ndaj digkaje bosh. Nuk besoj né heronj, as né fat e as
né dritaren e hapur. Njerézit né ¢do ¢ast mund ta tradhtojné veten
ngaqgé e kané té pamundur té ikin nga tragjizmi epik gé i mbéshtje-
11€. Djajté kaneé strofullin e vet legjendar né zemrat joshése gé mar-
shojné drejt gjakut. Jam si njé hije duke besuar me ¢do kusht, se kjo
éshté epoka joné mé e lavdishme. Kujt i duhet e vérteta. Ajo bishé
e frikshme € pértyp mishin e njeriut. Lexoj e kulloj né ujin e geté
té gotés sé xhamté. Jam i dalé boje, i trishtuar nga gara e kémbé-
ve té mprehta, artist fund e krye, aspak mendjemadh. Si njé Henry
Miller me afat té skaduar. I vdekur shpirtérisht, i gjallé fizikisht.
Moralisht iliré.
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5. Vetévrasja

Sot pérséri mé shkoi mendja té béj vetévrasje, t’ia fus vetes thikén
né sy, ta pi helmin e minjve laboratorik, ta fus kokén né rrethin e
njé litari té pisté, té dal papritur para njé veture né autostradé, té hi-
dhem nga ndonjé kodér. Eshté e habitshme se sa shumé ményra ek-
zistojné pér t’ia qiré vetes nénén. Edhe mé e habitshme se kaq éshté
njé tjetér gjé: toleranca dhe Zoti liberal ndaj genies sé tij vigane.
Sa shumé mundési na ka 1éné né duar. Desha ta shkruaja njé letér:
Qijuni té gjithé! Mé keni ardhur né majé té hundés! Natyrisht, nuk
e béra. Jam né prag té té tridhjetave, e kur shoh fytyrat e njerézve
gé i kam njohur gjithmoné, shpirti im i ndyré gan si kafsha né ferr.
I shoh se si po vjetrohen. Bash i dalloj. Qenie gé po shkojné poshté.
E kuptoj se digka jokorrekte po ndodh me ne. Si njé mazohist i keq
kénagem, e marr si té natyrshme téré kété situaté gé shkérdhen né-
nén e absurdit. Dhe té gjithé absurdistéve té dobét e té marré. Dielli
na ka poshtéruar qé nga méngjesi. Di¢c duhet té béjmé, por ende nuk
jemi té afté. Po té isha Zot, Zot na ruaj! Do t’ua falja njerézve vetém
njé gjé, veten e tyre, pastaj do t’i braktisja pérgjithmoné.

6. Lufta

Viti 1999. Né mes té prillit té atij viti dhe prillit té vitit 2016 jam
zgjatur sinjé camcakeéz. I zjarrté, traumatik deri né fund té té gjitha
epokave gé ma shurdhojné bythén.

7. Terri

Kam hapur dritaret. Dégjohet zhurma e lumit. Zogjté dhe gumézhi-
ma e veturave té largéta. Kundérmon era e mutit té lopéve. Terri fu-
tet né mua. Katér drita shtépish heré ndricojné, heré humbasin pu-
shtetin e tyre. Jam vetmitar. Flutur e lumtur qé pérvélohet né drité.
Apolitik. Atomik. Modern. Héna éshté e vdekur, idiotét si puna ime
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fusin gishtérinjté e gjaté né syté e natés. Pastaj geté bémeé até qé
kemi béré gjithmoné. Fund e krye té lumtur. Hamé thonjté tané.
Duke paré nga dritarja se si flatrojné geniet njerézore, gé presin té
vijné né kété boteé.

8. Dielli

Po kthehesha nga Prishtina. Dielli po pérplasej mbi xhamin e pé-
rparmeé té Opelit. Ndjeva dicka té pazakonté. E gjithé bota po rro-
tullohej brenda meje. Béra grimasa té cuditshme me fytyré. Gjoksi
meé digjej ngaqeé pas tridhjeté vjetésh ende nuk e dija arsyen e ekzi-
stencés sime dhe té gjith¢kajes rreth meje. Isha njé hut. Besnik ndaj
rrjedhave té pandryshueshme. Béra grimasa me fytyré né pérpjek-
je pér ta gjetur njé pérgjigje por, thjesht, nuk po ia dilja. Ishaipaafté
mendérisht. Dikush ma béri me doré. Pérpara meje koka tullace e
njé traktoristi, po mé verbonte me shkélgim. Njé kélysh me zorrét
e shkapérderdhura né vijén e bardhé té asfaltit, njé mori térmetesh
né koké. Jetoja vetém pér Izabelén dhe familjen time. Gjithcka tje-
tér jashté nesh ishte e cuditshme. E 1ékundshme. E rrezikuar nga
kafsha e realitetit. Dikush ma béri pérséri me doré. Oh, udhétaré té
géruar nga thika e shqetésimit, trupi im éshté pemé gé lulézon né
dimér. Lumturia éshté shérbétore e pérdhosur nga Zoti. Ne jemi té
radhitur njéri pas tjetrit, duke e shitur veten, duke paré tymin nga
luftérat e shekujve. Gjithsesi dielli po e bénte ditén mé té bukur.
Vazhdoja té isha jashté asaj q€ isha né té vérteté. Jashté asaj gé po e
thosha kudo né prani té secilés fytyré. Isha béré njé matrapaz bre-
nda stilit té mendjeve gé rregullonin botén. Léshova njé kéngé nga
Gillespie*. U ndjeva Motherfucker. Sha, la, 1a, la, la. Sha, la, 1a, 1a, 1a.
(*Gillespie - Indie Band nga Prishtina.)
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PJESA E DYTE

E di ¢faré ha dhe e di ¢faré treté por,
se ¢faré po krijoj, nuk e di.
Salvador Dali

9. Easy

Po rrija né uléset e Easy Jet si njé gjigant. Pija veré té kuqge franceze
dhe shkrija mend né giell. Nuk kisha mé friké nga fluturimi mbase
pér shkak té verés sé forté dhe mendimeve né ajér e serisé sé re té
mendimeve né jetén time. E réndésishme ishte qé frika ia kishte
mbathur. Gjithmoné éshté miré kur e heqim qafe ¢do lloj frike. Kur
ia fusim shgelm né fytyré dhe i themi: Baje bythén nga kétu! Izabe-
la po rrinte né rendin e paré. Kishim ndérruar uléset. Ajo éshté me
barré. Do té béhem baba. Kur ma tha kété gjé sapo kisha mbaruar
njé prové né teatér. E hapa derén me nxitim. Mé akuzoi se po higja
képucét pa e puthur dhe tha se do té mé tregonte digka té réndési-
shme. Ma mori dorén e mé uli né ulésen e dhomeés sé dités. U ul mbi
mua. Mé tregoi njé letér ku i shihej barku. Digka né bark. Foshnja
joné gé po formésohej. U dridha. Nuk po besoja. Ndjenja té 1lojlloj-
shme hapén dyert, u futén né mua. Nuk kisha asnjé pérshkrim té
sakté té castit. Do té béhesha baba. Nuk fjeta téré natén. Qaja né he-
shtje, ndérsa Izabela po flinte. Cfaré do té ndodhte? A do té isha njé
babé i miré? Ku dreqin po e sillja? Né cilén boté? E gjithé ajo ¢faré
ishte e vérteté kishte té bénte me njéfaré 1loj misticizmi té frikshém.
Kur isha njézetekatérvjecar kisha probleme té médha me babané.
Doja t’i ndérprisja studimet e té ikja né Danimarké, me njé grua qé
ishte trembédhjeté vjet mé e vjetér se uné. Babai mé kishte shkruar
njé e-mail ngaqe, sipas tij, ishte e pamundshme té diskutonim geté.
Natyrisht ishte kundér. Mé kishte théné qé, mbase, vetém né mo-
shén tridhjetévjecare do ta kuptoja se ¢faré ishte né té vérteté jeta.
Mendonte se uné po jetoja huha huha. Vetém ai kishte njé shpjegim
pér kéte gjé. Pér kété koncept fantom gé mé rrinte si njé kuroré mbi
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koké. Dhe ja, né kété moshé ai mé la. Ai mé la dhe kuptova se do té
béhesha baba. Dikush po rregullonte rendin e gjérave, ciklin e her-
shém té zhvillimit njerézor. Té gjithé ne ishim trashégimtaré té vu-
ajtjes, pérulésisht po i shérbenim asaj. Edhe kur nuk donim, ishim
duke ia puthur kémbét. Kjo ishte e vérteta e vetme mes té vértetash
té liga. Njeriu i vjetér ia léshon rendin njeriut té ri. Vuajtja kérkon
trupa té freskét. Zoti kérkon ta freskojé fushén e lojés apo, thjesht, té
mos mérzitet nga monotonia gé ia falin robérit e tij.

10. Berlini

Udhétimi i paré i foshnjés soné ishte pér né Berlin. Nuk kam gené
asnjéheré né Berlin. Gjithmoné kam dashur té jem kétu por, me gja-
sé, udhétimet nuk jané mé si dikur, kur pija gjaté téré kohés. Tani
isha pérgjegjés pér Izabelén dhe até se c¢faré ka né bark. Ajo han
shumé. Déshiron té flejé gjaté téré kohés. Madje ndonjéheré shpér-
then né pellgun e nervozés dhe provon té ma képusé kokén. Ja, ta
themi njé gjé té bukur, né mes té ‘bukurive’ té tjera: gjithmoné kam
gené dembel. Kureshtja pér qytetet e médha kurré nuk mé ka béré
té gjallé. Adhuroj shtretérit e hoteleve. Pér mua géndrojné shumeé
meé lart se cdo muze, se ¢do shesh, se ¢do statujé, se ¢do teatér. Shtra-
ti géndron né hierarkiné me té larté té gjérave gé jané ofruar para
genies njerézore. Izabela kishte rezervuar njé hotel gé mirémbahej
nga dy ruse. Njéra gé fliste né telefon gjaté téré kohés, tjetra qé kur i
kérkonim njé hekurosése, na sillte letra tualeti. Ta themi pa u garé.
Zona ishte e geté. Dukej zoné e pleqve dhe e automekanikéve. Kjo
ishte pérshtypja e paré. Sapo u futém né dhomé Izabela léshoi njé
pordhé té bukur. Njé té tillé e kishte léshuar edhe Margarita, ish e
dashura ime kur kisha vizituar shtépiné e saj né Lund té Suedisé.
Ishte pak a shumé késhtu. Pasi e mbylli me shumé véshtirési ¢an-
tén e fryré té rrobave té mia, tha: Amazing dhe e skuqur né fytyré
léshoi njé pordhé té gjaté. Ajo e Izabelés ishte fare e shpejté, e leze-
tshme si njé mace gé futet nén tavoliné. Nuk kisha besuar se pas
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pordhés sé Margarités do té dégjoja njé mé té miré gé ta kénaqte
zemrén. Sikurse ajo e Izabelés. Epo jeta éshté plot befasi, me té mira
té pandalshme. Thjesht, jepu kohé gjérave. Lejoje veten té zhytesh
né bukurité gé dalin nga njeriu. Do ta shohésh.
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The Booklet of Love

Shpétim Selmani
Translated from Albanian by Elsa Lici

PART ONE

Gods be blessed, for the book you gave me!
Tomaz Salamun

1. Strip Depo

For years I have tried to wake up early and sit like a king on one
of the chairs at the Strip Depo. More often than not, I do manage
to wake up early. I live my mornings as if they were the same.
Perhaps they are all the same. But who gives a fuck! When I sit
down, I take a jumper or a coat and throw it over my poor knees.
My fucked-up apocalyptic knees. Rule number one: always try to
give warmth to yourself, then the others will find shelter in you.
The world is a broken fridge. This is the first seed of knowledge.
War looms large in the beginning of each book that the gods have
given us.

2. Lola

When I was working for the Centre for Cultural Decontamination
in Belgrade, I got to know a fantastic woman. Her name was Lola.
She would call me her baby. Let me be frank about it, she was born
long before I was. I was born long after she was. Just for you to
know, our whole triumph is to be born at the right time. But to
achieve this, one must really have big balls. I suffer because I was
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not born at a different time. I weep in silence and punch myself in
front of the mirror. I want to destroy myself because of my inabil-
ity to be born at the right time. All human history is the testimony
of submission, of this stupid philosophy. Lola had amazing bangs.
While I was working for the Centre, she would take care of me,
making sure I was well fed, I had beer at hand, I had no headache, I
liked dancing, I hungered for suxhuk’ in my beans. Lola kissed me
twice, as she would kiss her baby. Belgrade is meaningless with-
out her. The city seems dead without Lola. It seems miserable, like
a beggar who pees under the bleak bridge of centuries. All I want
to sayisthatIreally miss her. Ijust want to listen once again to her
story of the Mediterranean lover getting cold in front of the Hotel
Slavija. I want to prove to her what she always used to say, that I
am a big baby who, in a way, belongs to her. Only to her, heart and
soul.

3. Izabela

Tirana. I am in Izabela’s house. After making love to the divine
darling, I keep quiet. Naked, I enter the big room of the depressive
loners. I wonder about the essence of vanity. She bites me in the
chest. She tells me something holy.

“I am happy.”

I deliberate about that. What on Earth is this happiness that brings
souls into the vast meadow of life? Perhaps it is an avowed serv-
ant of the devil. An optic illusion that conquers hope. Of course, I
feel happy that she says that. I want to see her always happy. The
whole creature in front of me, always happy. But my little dove
does not stop at that. She says something else that the whole world
would love.

1 Local type of sausage.
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“I am at peace.”

Now, I cannot resist the temptation of asking a question. I
want to be the owner of peace, the Lord of peace, so that I
can spread it out over the field of anger, of hatred all over
the world. And beyond that. I imprint the indelible marks of
my lips on her forehead:

“With yourself or with me...?”

I get out on the balcony to read. She does her daily chores.
The birds twitter and they know why they are doing it. They
put an end to all the literary dilemmas. The weather is love-
ly. Everyone loves this weather. The children’s cries echo
like celestial bells. A voice coming from a loudspeaker an-
nounces that the world will be governed by Bruce Spring-
steen. My girl brings me strawberries, and finely chopped
banana. So precisely chopped! In the afternoon, I lick the
sun on her face like a spoiled dog. I chew the heart of happi-
ness. I spit it out and see how it crashes on the street below.

4. Miller

I am the only one with a book in my hand. I look ludicrous.
An amazing classical remnant. I don’t give a damn about
anything. I am an empty insurgent. I fight against an empty
thing. I don’t believe in heroes, neither do I believe in fate,
nor in the open window. People can betray themselves at
any time because they find it impossible to escape their epic
tragedy that envelops them. Demons have their legendary
lairs in the tempted hearts that march towards blood. I am
a shadow who strongly believes that this is our most glo-
rious epoch. Who needs the truth? That frightening beast
that munches on human flesh. I read and drink up the still
water from the glass. I am faded and sad from the contest of
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my fast feet, an artist body and soul, not selfish at all. Like
a Henry Miller with an expiry date. Spiritually dead, physi-
cally alive. Morally free.

5. Suicide

It crossed my mind again today to commit suicide, to stab
myself into the eye, to take the poison of lab rats, to jump in
front of a moving car on the highway, to stick my neck in the
noose of a dirty rope, to jump from a high hill. It is surpris-
ing how many ways there are to fuck yourself. Even more
surprising than that is another thing: the tolerance and the
liberal God towards his colossal creation. How many options
He has left in our hands! I wanted to write a letter: Fuck you
all! I have had enough of you! Of course, I did not do it. I am
at the threshold of my thirties, and when I look at the faces
of people I have always known, my dirty soul weeps like an
animal in hell. I can see them growing old. I can see them.
Human beings sliding down the slippery slope of age. I re-
alize that something unusual is happening to us. As a wick-
ed masochist, I rejoice, and I regard as natural this whole
situation that smashes the womb of the absurd, and all the
weak and crazy absurdist individuals. The sun humiliates
us from the early morning. We must do something, but we
are not capable of that. If I were a God, God help us! I would
offer a gift to all the people, one gift only: their own selves,
and then I would abandon them for good.

6. War

Year 1999. From mid-April of that year to April 2016, I feel
stretched out like a chewing gum. Fiery and traumatic to
the very end of all the epochs that have deafened my butt.
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7. Darkness

I have opened the windows. The sound of the gurgling river flows
in, along with the birds’ songs and the drone of distant cars. It
reeks of cow dung. Darkness slips into me. The lights of four hous-
es twinkle, and then lose their shining power. I am lonely. A happy
butterfly getting burned in the light. Apolitical. Atomic. Modern.
The moon is dead, and idiots like me stick their long fingers into
the eyes of the night. Then, in silence we do what we have always
done. We are happy, body and soul. We bite our nails, watching
from the window how human beings use their wings while wait-
ing to come into this world.

8. The Sun

Iwascomingback from Pristina. The sun was hammering upon the
windshield of my Opel. I felt something unusual. The whole world
was revolving around me. I made some weird grimaces. I felt a
burning sensation in my chest because, even after thirty, I did not
know the reason of my existence, and of everything around me. I
was a vulture, loyal to the unchangeable flows. I made grimaces
in an attempt to get an answer, but I simply could not succeed. I
was mentally incapable to solve that. Someone waved at me. The
bald head of a tractor driver in front of me was blurring my sight
with it glaring shine. A puppet with its intestines sprawled on the
white line on the asphalt caused tremors in my head. I was living
only for Izabela and my family. Everything outside us was weird,
shaky, threatened by the beast of reality. Someone waved at me
again. O travelers tempered by the fire of concern; my body is a
tree that flourishes in winter. Happiness is God’s defiled servant.
We stand in line, one after the other, to sell ourselves as we watch
the smoke of centuries-long wars. But the day was lovely due to the
sun. I still could not grasp what I really was. I still could not grasp
what I was articulating everywhere in the presence of other faces.
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I had become a huckster following the style of the minds that run
the world. I turned on the radio and a song from Gillespie? burst
out. I felt like a Motherfucker. Sha, la, 1a, 1a, la. Sha, la, 1a, 1a, la.

PART TWO

I know what I eat, and I know what I digest,
but I do not know what I create.
Salvador Dali

9. Easy

I was sitting on one of the Easy Jet seats like a giant. I was drink-
ing red French wine and beating my brains in the sky. I was not
afraid of flying any more, perhaps because of the strong wine, my
thoughts up in the air and the new streak of thoughts in my life.
The important thing was that my fear was gone. It is always good
when we get rid of whatever form of fear. When we kick fear in the
face and say: Move your ass from here! Izabela was sitting in the
first row. We had changed our seats. She is pregnant. I will become
afather. When she broke the news to me, I had just come back from
arehearsal in the theatre. I dashed into the house. She accused me
of taking off my shoes without kissing her first. She told me that
she would share with something important. She took my hand and
led me to one of the armchairs in the living room. She sat on my
lap and showed me a small piece of paper with her womb printed
on it. Something in her womb. Our baby was growing. I shivered.
I could not believe that. What innumerable feelings broke loose
within me! I could not describe that moment accurately. I would
become a father. I could not sleep all night. I was weeping in si-

2 Indie band from Pristina.
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lence as Izabela was sleeping. What was going on? Would I be a
good father? In what world was I bringing this child? All the truth
about it was related to a certain frightening mysticism. When I
was twenty-four, I had serious problems with my father. I wanted
to quit my studies and elope to Denmark with a woman who was
thirteen years older than I was. My father had sent me an email,
because he believed that it was impossible for us to discuss the
matter quietly. Of course, he was against the idea. He had told me
that only when I reached thirty, I might understand what life real-
ly was. He believed that I was living a devil-may-care type of life.
However, he had an explanation for that, for that phantom concept
that had set on my head like a crown. And here I am, at this age
that crown has fallen, that concept is gone as I am about to become
a father. Someone was fixing the order of things, that ancient cycle
of the human development. We are all the heirs of suffering, and
we humbly serve the suffering. Even when we do not want to, we
kiss the feet of suffering. This was the only truth among wicked
truths. The old leaves their place to the young. Suffering demands
fresh flesh. God wants to refresh the game field, or He just wants
to escape the boredom that His creatures give Him.

10. Berlin

Our baby’s first flight was to Berlin. I had never been to Berlin. I
have always wanted to visit the city, but journeys are unlikely to
be as they used to, when I was drinking all the time. I was respon-
sible for Izabela and what she was carrying in her belly. She eats
a lot and wants to sleep all the time. At times, she unleashes her
flow of nervousness and wants to bite my head off. Ok then, let me
share something lovely among other lovely things: I have always
been lazy. The curiosity for big cities has never gotten the better of
me. I love hotel beds. To me, they are better than any museum, any
square, any statue, any theatre. The bed stands at the top of the hi-
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erarchy of things that have been offered to human beings. Izabela
had booked us into a hotel that was run by two Russian women.
One was continuously talking over the phone, the other one would
bring us toilet paper when we had asked for a steam iron. But I do
not want to complain. The area was quiet. It seemed like an area
for old people and auto mechanics. That was my first impression.
We had just entered our room when Izabela let out a beautiful fart.
Margarita, my ex-girlfriend, had let out a similar fart when I had
visited her at her place in Lund, Sweden. More or less, it happened
like this. After having closed my bulging bag of clothes with some
difficulty, she said: “Amazing” and while becoming red in the face,
she let out a lingering fart. Izabela’s fart was simple, lovely, like a
cat running under the table. I did not believe that I would hear a
better fart than Margarita’s. Like Izabela’s, that makes your heart
rejoice. But life is full of surprises and never-ending good things.
You only need to give time to things. Plunge yourself into the beau-
tiful things that people make and you will see.
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Die Schnecke an der Wand
Vorlage ,,The Mark on the Wall“ von Virginia Woolf

Die drei Chrysanthemen in der Vase auf dem Kaminsims sind fast
verblitht, aber ihr Gift ist bestimmt noch wirksam. Ich darf sie
nicht essen, egal wie grofd mein Hunger ist. Ich sitze an einer wei-
8en Wand, funf bis sechs Schneckenldngen tiber dem Sims. Trotz
des noch warmen Herbsttages brennt im Kamin ein Feuer, als wa-
ren wir mitten im Winter. Ich fiihle, wie die Hitze von unten aus-
strahlt, sehe den gelb und rétlich flackernden Schein. Wenn ich zu
lange hier verharre, werde ich austrocknen und nicht mehr von der
Stelle fortkommen. Durch die Krone des Baumes vor dem Fenster
scheint die Sonne herein. Es ist heller Tag. Ich muss sehr lange und
sehr tief geschlafen haben.

Wie bin ich tiberhaupt hierhergekommen? Wenn ich je wieder
hinausfinden will, dann ist es unbedingt notig, mich daran zu er-
innern, auf welchem Weg ich in dieses Zimmer gelangt bin ...

Und jetzt entsinne ich mich: Etwas ist gestern passiert, etwas,
dasich am liebsten fiir immer vergessen mochte. Am frithen Abend
ist im Salatbeet eine Bierfalle erschienen, das heimtickischste und
gefahrlichste Tier von allen. Ich habe von meinen Vorfahren ge-
lernt und diese wiederum von ihren Vorfahren undsoweiter, dass
wir uns vor Bierfallen in Acht nehmen miissen wie vor sonst nichts.
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Wenn wir Bier auch nur von weitem wittern, werden wir Schne-
cken schwachsinnig, dann gehort unser Gehirn nicht mehr uns, so
als ob eine fremde Macht uns steuert, mitten hinein ins fliissige Ver-
derben.

»~Widerstehet den triigerischen Verlockungen des Todespfuhls,
so lernten wir Schneckenkinder es in jenem sorglosen ersten Som-
mer unseres Lebens in der Schule der Spriiche, und ich und all mei-
ne Mit-Schnecken sagten den Spruch so lange auf, bis wir ihn aus-
wendig konnten.

Hierzu mochte ich allerdings anmerken: Mir personlich ist das
ein wenig zu unklar formuliert. Vielleicht sollte man das Bose ein-
fach beim Namen nennen, kurz und pragnant: ,, Kinder! Hiitet euch
vor der Bierfalle!” Das kdme auch bei einfacher gestrickten Schne-
cken an. Aber gut. Wo war ich stehengeblieben? Gestern Abend,
genau: Von nah und fern kamen sie, die Nacktschnecken aus dem
Nachbargarten, die Weinbergschnecken von gegentber, die Bin-
derschnecken aus dem Park, allesamt wie von Sinnen. Ich sah mei-
ne Cousins Steinchen und Birne, beide kaum ein Jahr alt, ihre Ge-
hduse noch jung und durchscheinend, auf die Bierfalle zukriechen.
Ich horte wie sie diskutierten: ob mit dem Todespfuhl wirklich
die Bierfalle gemeint sei und nicht vielmehr der Ententeich, da sei
durchaus Interpretationsspielraum.

JIch bin eine freie Schnecke®, rief meine alte Schulfreundin
Wolke, ,,und lasse mir von niemanden nichts vorschreiben, ja-
wohl“, bevor sie iiber den Rand kippte und fiir immer aus meinem
Leben verschwand. Ich sah enthemmte Schnecken, die von der
fahlen Briihe soffen, wahrend bereits ein Dutzend Artgenossen
tot darin zum Grund sanken. Schon begann der Geruch auch an
meinen Sinnen zu zerren, er war stark, bitter, siifs. Wenn ich die
Nacht tiberstehen wollte, dann musste ich aus diesem Garten ver-
schwinden, irgendwohin, wo der Damon mich nicht fand. Ich hatte
den heifdesten Teil des Nachmittags unter welken Bléttern an der
Hausmauer verschlafen und war erst aufgewacht, als der Tumult
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bereits in vollem Gang war. Das war vermutlich meine Rettung. Mit
einer schier unmenschlichen Willensanstrengung kehrte ich dem
Garten den Rucken und wandte mich einer nahen Turéffnung zu.
Hinter den Mauern dieses Hauses wiirde ich Sicherheit finden. Ich
dachte an alles Mogliche, um mich von den Bierddmpfen abzulen-
ken. In Windeseile war ich durch die Tir und in einem angenehm
kiithlen Keller. Doch immer noch streckten die Alkoholdiinste ihre
morderischen Griffel nach mir aus. Schnell wie ein Pfeil kroch ich
vorwarts, iber den Rahmen eines rostigen Fahrrads, zwischen den
Zinken eines Rechens quetschte ich mich durch, erklomm die Klin-
ge einer Sense und rutschte auf der anderen Seite wieder runter,
dann durch einen Tirspalt und eine endlose Treppe hinauf, die in
einen langgestreckten Raum fiithrte. Geschwind glitt ich tiber glatt-
polierte Dielen und schliefSlich nach rechts, (oder war es links?),
in diesen Raum hinein, robbte die Mauer hoch, und dann, ja dann
muss ich, halbtot vor Erschopfung, eingeschlafen sein.

Meine Schleimspur, eine silbrig schimmernde Kruste, langst
eingetrocknet, verlauft horizontal zu meiner Rechten, dann schrag
an der Wand hinunter und verliert sich unten auf dem Boden.

Aber halt, was ist das? Plotzlich habe ich das Gefiihl beobach-
tet zu werden. Ich recke meine Stielaugen und tatsdchlich: Ich bin
nicht allein in diesem Zimmer. Im Sessel vor dem Kamin sitzt ein
Mensch, sitzt da, raucht und starrt mich mit grofden Augen tber
den Glutpunkt des Glimmstengels hinweg an, wahrend blaugraue
Schwaden sich um sein Gesicht kringeln.

Es handelt sich um eine Sie, das kann ich deutlich erkennen:
langes Haar, in kunstvollen Kndueln um den Kopf gewickelt, keine
Haare im Gesicht, dazu ein hellbrauner Rock, der fast bis zum Bo-
den reicht.

Menschen sind ja in zwei Kasten geteilt: die Sie und die Er. Die
Er haben in der Regel kurze Haare auf dem Kopf, meistens Wolle
im Gesicht und tragen zweibeinige Rocke, sogenannte Hosen. Sie
rauchen Pfeife, wahrend die Sie Zigaretten zu bevorzugen schei-
nen. Soweit wir Schnecken das von unserer Warte aus beurteilen
konnen, sind die Er die dominante Kaste. Warum das so ist, weifs
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niemand. Vielleicht gab es in der Urzeit einen gewaltigen Krieg
zwischen Sie und Er und die Er haben gewonnen und die Sie fir
immer unterworfen. Was fiir ein Gliick dagegen, als Schnecke in
eine kastenlose Zwittergemeinschaft hineingeboren zu werden, wo
niemand niemanden dominiert.

Sie riihrt sich nicht, raucht nur und sitzt da und starrt in meine
Richtung. Ich habe keine Ahnung, ob sie meine Anwesenheit regist-
riert hat. Es ist, als wiirde sie durch mich hindurchsehen, den Blick
irgendwo hinter mich gerichtet. Aber da ist nur diese weifie Wand.

Ich darf jetzt keine hastige Bewegung machen. Menschen sind
nicht ungeféhrlich. Fur ihre Grofle bewegen sie sich erstaunlich
flink. Vor allem aber sind sie unberechenbar. Wir alle kennen die
Geschichten. Es konnte ebenso gut sein, dass sie mich zartlich von
der Wand pfliickt und im Garten freisetzt, wie dass sie mich totet
und auf den Abfallhaufen wirft. Ich kann nur abwarten und das
Beste hoffen: dass sie mich nicht bemerkt und irgendwann diesen
Raum verlasst, sodass ich mich auf den Weg nach draufien machen
kann. Ich muss einfach Geduld mit ihr haben. Wenn ich nur nicht
einen solchen Hunger hatte.

Wie lange mag sie wohl schon da sitzen und gucken? Immerhin
ist es kein Er. Die Er sind fir ihr aggressives Wesen bekannt. Sie
fuhren Kriege gegeneinander wie Ameisen. Weit weg von hier soll
im Moment ein grofder Krieg toben, wo tausende von Ers aufeinan-
der losgehen. Die Wiirmer vom Friedhof erzihlen, wie Tote in Kis-
ten zuruckgebracht und im Boden vergraben werden. Manchmal
werden auch leere Kisten vergraben, sagen sie. Friedhofswiirmern
ist zwar nicht zu trauen, aber ich bezweifle, dass sie genug Fantasie
haben, um sich so etwas auszudenken. Es kommen auch Uberleben-
de zuriick, mit fehlenden GliedmaifSsen und anderen schrecklichen
Verletzungen. Im Nachbargarten sitzt jeden Tag ein junger Er auf
einem Liegestuhl unter Karodecken. Er ist aschfahl und zittert die
ganze Zeit. Die Kuichenschaben von driiben sagen, er litte an einem
»~Kriegstrauma“. Kiichenschaben sind solche KlugscheifSer.
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In unserer Gegend kdmpfen die Er auch gegeneinander, aber es
scheint sich um ritualisierte Kdmpfe zu handeln; niemand stirbt
dabei. Manchmal wenn wir im Park spazieren kriechen, kommen
sie in Gruppen und wir sehen ihnen dabei zu, wie sie Krieg spielen.
Sie werfen mit Billen aus Leder oder Holz herum und laufen und
springen, offenbar irgendwelche kryptischen Regeln befolgend.
Die Er in Weif$ gegen die Er in Schwarz. Die Er in Rot gegen die Er in
Grin. Manche Schnecken glauben, wenn man es schaffen wiirde,
die Muster ihrer Spiele zu entziffern, konne man daraus das Wetter
vorhersagen, aber das halte ich fiir Aberglauben.

Jetzt haben ihre Augen so einen glasigen Ausdruck bekommen.
Ab und zu bewegen sich ihre Mundwinkel, als habe sie gerade et-
was besonders Interessantes oder Belustigendes gesehen. Aber hier
gibt es nichts zu sehen. Nichts als diese weifse Wand und mich.
Wenn sie nur irgendwas tun wiirde. Ich fiihle, wie das Kaminfeuer
da unten mich austrocknet. Kann es denn sein, dass sie mich immer
noch nicht gesehen hat, obwohl sie die ganze Zeit zu mir hinschaut?
Ich muss mich ablenken, an etwas anderes denken, damit die Zeit
rumgeht, bis sie aufsteht. Gute Idee, ich weif3, was ich mache: Ich
visualisiere meinen Riuckweg in den Garten. Meiner Schleimspur
zuruck zum Boden folgen und vorbei an ihrem Sessel, der hoffent-
lich bald leer sein wird, dann zur Tir. Rechts oder links? Wenn ich
von rechts kam, dann muss ich nach links, und wenn ich von links
kam, dann muss ich nach rechts. Muss die Treppe finden. Auf der
zweiten Stufe von unten, also der vorletzten von oben, habe ich eine
GiefSkanne gesehen, die wird mir helfen, mich zu orientieren und
nicht die falsche Treppe hinunter zu kriechen. Rein in den Keller,
wo die vielen Gegenstande herumliegen. Sense. Rechen. Fahrrad.
Zur Linken drei blassblaue Container, mehrere eiserne Reifen, mit
denen sie im Sommer im Garten spielen und Vogelkéafige. Zur Rech-
ten zwei Paar Schlittschuhe, ein Queen-Anne-Kohleeimer, ein Tisch
mit bunten Zeichen darauf und ein kaputter Leierkasten. So viele
Zeugen vergangenen Lebens und Treibens, von der Zeit vergessen
und abgelegt im dunklen Keller.
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The Snail on the Wall
After “The Mark on the Wall” by Virginia Woolf

The three chrysanthemums in the vase on the mantelpiece are al-
most dead, but their poison is definitely still effective.  mustn’t eat
them no matter how hungry I am. I'm stuck to a white wall, about
five or six snail-lengths above the mantelpiece. There’s a fire in
the hearth despite the warm autumn day, as if we were in the mid-
dle of winter. I feel the heat spreading from below and see the yel-
low and reddish flickering glow. If I stay here too long I’ll dry up
and never get away from this place. The sun comes in through the
crown of the tree outside the window. It’s broad daylight. I must
have had a long and very deep sleep.

How did I get here anyway? If I'm ever going to find my way
out then it’s absolutely necessary to recall the way into this room.

And now I remember: Something happened yesterday that I'd
like to forget forever. A beer trap appeared in the lettuce bed early
last evening — the most insidious and dangerous animal of all. I
learned from my ancestors, as they learned from theirs and so on,
that we have to watch out for beer traps above all else. Even if we
smell beer from some distance away, we snails go soft in the head;
our brain is no longer part of us, as if an alien power were guiding
us straight to our liquid doom.
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“Resist the treacherous enticement of the puddle of death” is
what we snails learned as children in that first carefree summer
of our life, from the School of Proverbs; I and all my fellow snails
recited that proverb so often until we knew it by heart.

But I should like to observe in this regard: I personally feel
that statement is a little too unclear. Maybe evil should be called
for what it is, concisely and to the point: “Children! Beware of beer
traps!” That would hit home with dim-witted snails, too. Oh, well.
Where was I? Last night, exactly. They came from near and far:
slugs from the neighbour’s garden; vineyard snails from across
the road; banded snails from the park — all of them out of their
mind. I saw my cousins, Pebble and Pear, barely a year old, their
shells still young and translucent, creeping toward the beer trap. I
heard them debating whether the puddle of death really meant the
beer trap rather than the duck pond — lots of room for interpreta-
tion there.

“I’'m a free snail,” Blossom, my old school friend, shouted, “and
nobody’s going to tell me what to do — right!” before she tipped
over the edge and vanished out of my life forever. I saw uninhib-
ited snails swilling down the pale brew while a dozen of their ilk
sank to the bottom, dead already. Now the aroma began to tug at
my senses, too; it was strong, bitter, sweet. If I were going to sur-
vive the night, then I'd have to get out of this garden, go some-
place where the demon wouldn’t find me. I’d slept through the
hottest part of the afternoon under some withered leaves beside
the wall of the house and only awakened when the uproar was in
high gear. I suppose that saved my life. With an almost inhuman
effort of will I turned my back on the garden and headed for a
nearby doorway. I’d surely be safe within the walls of that house.
I thought of everything possible to distract me from the beer va-
pours. I was through the door in no time and into a pleasantly cool
cellar. But the alcohol fumes were still reaching their murderous
tentacles after me. Quick as an arrow, I crept ahead over a rusty bi-

-110 -

Francis Kirps

cycle frame, squeezed between the tines of a rake, climbed up the
blade of a scythe and slid down the other side, then out through a
crack in the door and up an endless stairway leading into a long
room. I swiftly slipped over the smooth, polished floor and finally
turned right (or was it left?) into the room, worked my way up the
wall and then — it must have been then — is when, half dead from
exhaustion, I fell asleep.

My slimy trail, a silvery shimmering encrustation, long dried
up, runs horizontally to my right, then angles down the wall and
peters out on the floor.

But hold on! What’s that? I suddenly have the feeling I'm being
watched. I raise my stalk-eyes and indeed: I’'m not alone in the
room. A human is sitting in an armchair by the hearth, sitting,
smoking and staring at me, bug-eyed, over the glowing end of a fag
while blue-grey clouds curl around her face.

Iam dealing with a She —Irealize that clearly: long hair, wound
in artistic knots around her head, no facial hair, and alight-brown,
floor-length skirt as well.

Humans are of course divided into two castes: the Shes and the
Hes. The Hes, as a rule, have short hair on their head, usually wool
on their face, and wear two-legged skirts, so-called trousers. They
smoke pipes, whereas the Shes seem to prefer cigarettes. As far as
we snails can judge from our perspective, the Hes are the domi-
nant caste. Why this is so, nobody knows. Maybe in times prime-
val there was a mighty war between Shes and Hes, and the Hes
won and subjugated the Shes forever. What luck, by contrast, to
have been born a snail into a casteless, hybrid community where
nobody dominates anyone.

She’s not moving, just sits there smoking and staring in my di-
rection. I haven’t a clue whether she’s registered my presence. It’s
as if she could look right through me and see somewhere behind
me. But there’s only this white wall.

-111-



Francis Kirps

I mustn’t make any rash move now. Humans are not harm-
less. Their movements are astonishingly nimble for their size. But
above all they’re unpredictable. We all have tales to tell. She could
just as well pluck me gently off the wall and release me in the gar-
den as kill me and toss me on a rubbish heap. I can only wait and
hope for the best: that she takes no notice of me and leaves the
room at some point so that I can make my way outside. I simply
must be patient with her. If only I weren’t so damn hungry.

How long might she have been sitting there watching? At least
it’s not a He. The Hes are famous for their aggressive behaviour.
They fight wars with one another like ants. There’s said to be a
Great War going on at the moment, far away, where thousands of
Hes attack one another. The worms from the cemetery tell how
the dead are brought back in boxes and buried in the ground.
Sometimes even empty boxes are buried, they say. To be sure,
you can’t trust cemetery worms, but I doubt they have the imag-
ination to dream up things like that. And some survivors return
with missing limbs and other horrifying injuries. A young He sits
in the neighbour’s garden every day in a deck chair under some
checked blankets. He’s ashen-faced and shakes all the time. The
cockroaches over there say he’s suffering from “post-war trauma.”
Cockroaches are some kind of know-it-all.

The Hes fight around here, too, but it seems these are ritualised
fights; nobody gets killed. Now and then when we take a crawl in
the park they arrive in groups, and we watch them playing at war.
They throw leather or wooden balls around and run and jump,
obviously following some kind of cryptic rules. The Hes in white
against the Hes in black. The Hes in red against the Hes in green.
Many snails believe that if you could manage to decipher the pat-
tern of their games you could predict the weather — but I regard
that as a superstition.

-112 -

Francis Kirps

Now her eyes have taken on a sort of glassy expression. Every
now and then the corners of her mouth move as if she’d just seen
something particularly interesting or amusing. But there’s noth-
ing to see here. Nothing but this white wall and me. If only she’d
do something. I feel the fire down in the hearth drying me out.
Can it really be that she still hasn’t seen me although she’s been
looking up at me all this time? I’ve got to divert myself, to think
of something else to kill time until she gets up. Good idea: I know
what I'll do. I'll visualise my way back into the garden. Return
by my slime trail down to the floor and past her armchair, which
hopefully will soon be vacant, then to the door. Right or left? If I
came from the right, then I’ll have to turn left, and if I came from
the left, then I'll have to go right. Got to find the stairs. I saw a wa-
tering can on the second last step — as seen from above — that will
help me get oriented and not crawl down the wrong way. Made
it into the cellar where so many things are lying around. Scythe,
rake, bicycle. Three pale blue canisters on the left, a number of
iron hoops they play with in the garden in summer, and bird-cag-
es. On the right two pairs of ice skates, a Queen Anne coal-scuttle,
a bagatelle board, and a broken hand organ. So much stuff from
the goings-on of past life, forgotten by time and consigned to the
dark cellar.
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The novel Minister follows the life of
Valentin Kovacevic, Minister for Culture
of Montenegro, during nine turbulent
days in which he struggles with the
difficulties of business pressures, cultural
customs, administration, the inevitable
bottom line of family history ... and
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with himself. Boskovi¢ writes in a fast
and filmic way which is, however,
consciously literary, with elements of
political thriller, noir, psychedelia and
the melancholy of human beings and
society in transition growing organically
and unpredictably from each other, so
that every now and then the reader
will ask who is crazy here: the minister,
society or the reader themself. There
are no easy answers to such difficult
questions, and as mesmerising as this
book may be, its effect is dissecting
and sobering: both human beings and
society reveal themselves in all their
misery and opulence, in disharmony
and striving to attain the coveted
normalcy and peace.
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How successful are the so-called
transitional iterations of young ex-
Yugoslav democracies? Literature that
tries to thematise the schizophrenic
image of societies polluted by
corruption, organised crime and the
grey economy is highly successful. Ergo,
only a few literary works have managed
to penetrate to the core of the circus of
political elites who do not hesitate to flirt
with the Brussels administration on the
way to joining the EU, and criminogenic
structures comfortably located in

zones of parapolitical power. The very
title of Boskovi¢'s novel clearly marks

the starting point. His minister is not

a metaphor for anything or the key to
embodying any of Montenegro's current
Balkan politicians. Simply put, Boskovic¢'s

minister is like a spider lost in an
irresistibly attractive game involving
the consequences of egomania,
personal frustrations and political
power. It is difficult to imagine what
cannot fitin, by those parameters,
this fenced pandemonium. And
Boskovi¢'s novel not only does not
betray expectations, but also peeks
behind the scenes of the system’s
simulation, touching on places to
which the literature of South Slavic
languages has so far not yet travelled.
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Savremen je onaj koji upire pogled u svoje vrijeme, ne zato da bi opazio
svjetla, nego mrak. Biti savremen je, ponajprije, pitanje hrabrosti.

bordo Agamben

PRVI DAN

Jesam li kriv? Progonilo me je to tokom cijelog jutra. Lud,
licemjeran, leZeran, lascivan, lomljiv, la, lu, lo — Landscape DZona
Kejdza odzvanja u hodniku, izmedu kupatila i spavace sobe. Sve
je u obliku slova L. PoloZaj ruke na koju naslanjam tijelo u kosom
planku. Limun u caSi tople vode, lejzi beg i mejlovi. Sto trideset
devet na koje moram da odgovorim. Bruno Kortone je prvi po
vaznosti. Lavezlabradora se pojavljuje prije Zutih zraka. Od mirisa
lavande jezi mi se koZa na dupetu. Lijepo je. VjezZbam progon misli
dok mi vrela voda peCe ramena. Jesam li kriv? Kroz paru jedva
nazirem nos i dio usana. Crni su. Kao krv iz njenih usta. Malo
kasnije glancam cipele i naslu¢ujem svoj odraz u srebrnom kljunu.
Savjetnici su mi sugerisali da ostanem kod kuce ili otputujem na
seminar u Poljskoj. Roditelje nisam udostojio njihova prijedloga.
Ja sam morao da donesem odluku. Ja odlu¢ujem. Ja sam ministar.

-116 -

Stefan Boskovi¢

Sk skk

Jutro je bilo mokro, sjajno i trajalo je duZe nego obi¢no. Dok je
provjeravao pritisak u gumama, SaSa je gazio po svjetlucavim
kapima i guSio svjetlost. Mirovao sam na zadnjem sjediStu
sklopljenih ociju. SaSa je protrljao ruke i dunuo u njih, zatim je
pokrenuo motor, mrmljajuc¢i. Probijali smo se kroz gusti splet
ulica Stare Varosi, koja treba da bude precica. Progutao sam dva
dijazepama, no uzbudenje nije opadalo. Treskanje i naglo kocenje
racvali su tenziju na elemente koji su se rastvorili po tkivu i
kapilarima. Kad sam otvorio oci, napetost je nestala, a utroba je
poskakivala prazna, od ¢ega mi je doSlo muka.

- Smanji brzinu i probaj da izbjegnes rupe na putu.

SaSa je moj vozac punih osam godina. Prije nego $to sam postao
ministar bio sam dekan Fakulteta dramskih umjetnosti. SaSa
mi je tada dodijeljen za Sofera. Kad sam napredovao u funkciji, i
SaSa je napredovao. Dobio je zeleni mercedes A klasu, zavolio ga
je kao sopstveno dijete. Dok je guzvao lice smiSljajudi Sta da kazZe,
klizio sam po koZnom sjediStu nadajuci se da nece progovoriti. U
retrovizoru je osmotrio moje oznojeno celo.

—Ija sam napet —rekao je Sasa.
—Ja nisam — odgovorio sam.
- Klima nije uredu danima.

Podizao je i spuStao ekvilajzere da bi priguSio neprijatnost.
Obojica smo znali da je klima sasvim u redu. Sasa je bio lojalan,
prili¢no nesiguran i vaspitan stvor. Kao i ostali vozaci, poznavao je
ljude. Kad nisam Zelio da razgovaram, gledao bi me u retrovizoru,
ucestalo, ali nedovoljno dugo da bi me uvrijedio. Tokom tihih
trenutaka upijao bi pogledom sve Sto nismo izustili.

Kada izadem iz ministarskog zdanja, navike malih Jjudi postaju
i ministarske navike. Tako nalazu pravila premijera. Bice mnogo
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ljudi, telefona i upaljenih kamera. Njena kapela je treca po redu.
Imace vremena da me prepoznaju i smisle Sta da dobace. Lud,
licemjeran, leZeran, lascivan, la, lu, lo, napuStam male navike i
probijam put prema trecoj kapeli. Prepoznali su me i uzvrpoljili
se, stotine aveti SuSte krilima, u plu¢ima mi tutnja oluja, ¢aSice
ispadaju iz koljena. Podignutih ramena vrludam kao Pinokio u
nil baret odijelu, poraZen i naivan, spreman da se srufim pred
vratima, kleknem pred ruljom i proSapem: ,Ja sam kralj na
koljenima. Proburazite me sad, rogovima i objektivima, stisnite
se u red za komentar i isCupajte mi kiCmeni stub, tucite pleca i
uzarenu glavu. Ne zaboravite da objavite i cijenu odijela.”

U kapeli je tiho i hladno. Tmurne figure na ugla¢anoj povrsini
mijenjaju raspoloZenje i raspored. Kad sam zakoracio, utihnuli su
jecaji. U koloni je bilo sedam Zena, brisale su suze i zurile u mene.
Stao sam ispred otvorenog sanduka i gledao u nju. Lice joj je bilo
hrapavo, koza siva, malo krvi na mrtvim usnama. Posmatram taj
komad mesa, koji ne daje nijedan impuls, nijedan podsjetnik na
nemirne oci, gipkost ruku i zvuke koje je nekad proizvodio golemi
ljudski mehanizam. DiSem oteZano i glasno, dok se iza mene
stvara guzva. Ne usudujem se da napravim korak dok se suze ne
pocnu slivati niz moj narocito tuzan lik. Izvadio sam maramicu,
elegantno natapkao jagodice, duboko se naklonio i zakoracio
prema vjesticama. Zene kojima sam izjavljivao sauce$ce bile su
u procesu zamrzavanja. Vjerovao sam da ¢e ih suze iznenaditi. I
jesu. Na kraju kolone ¢ekala je njena visoka majka. Dostojanstveno
ilijepo stvorenje u Sezdesetim. Zastao sam i prvi put podigao glavu.
Nazirali smo jedno drugom Zute Zice u o¢ima. Tiho i razgovjetno
sam rekao, da mi je mnogo Zao. Vrlo kratko me je zagrlila i, prije
nego Sto je postala svjesna svoje nepromisljene reakcije, bio sam
vani, medu muskarcima. Rukovanje je bilo na cijeni. Trudio
sam se da ih presretnem ja¢inom stiska. MusSkarci vole snagu
drugih muskaraca. Cak i dok primaju saucesée od ¢ovjeka koji je
sudjelovao u ubistvu njihove cerke. Sestre. Unuke.
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U automobilu je bilo toplo, misli su mi uzurpirali mirisi koje
sam ponio iz kapele. Klima nije uspjela da ih sastruze s koZe,
te sam otvorio prozor i dopustio vjetru da silovito jurne u njih.
Treci put sam paZzljivo ¢itao poruke Bruna Kortonea nasloZzene u
inboksu Votsapa. Bruno je Cuo za incident i izrazio je zabrinutost
za moj mandat. BrZe-bolje mi je postavio sva neophodna pitanja
u vezi sa saradnjom koju smo njegovali u tajnosti. Nisam spremio
odgovor. Morao sam da promislim o situaciji i okolnostima, ali ko
je znao ishod mogucéih posljedica, ukoliko bi ih uopste i bilo? Samo
premijer, do kojeg nisam mogao da dodem prije negoli me pozove.
Prepusten sam cekanju - i dok ¢ekam, gledam u mlado drvece
koje ostaje za nama. SaSa me je vozio prema Cetinju, gradu koji
su mjeStani uobrazZeno nazivali Dolinom bogova, premda je bio
zelen, mirisljav i otisnut medu krSima. Kod Cetinjana je postojala
neobjasnjiva ideja o velikom sebi, pa su se u jednom trenutaku i
poistovjetili s bozanstvom. Volio sam Cetinje zbog intenzivnog
mirisa lipe i debele hladovine, no proljeca su sporo stizala, te sam
u nekoliko navrata predlagao da se Ministarstvo kulture preseli u
glavni grad. Cetinje je bilo suviSe izolovano, s mnogo kiSe i mnogo
price ni o Cemu. Zgrada Ministarstva je Strc¢ala na kraju ulice.
Plemicka rezidencija, prostrana i tiha. Cim bih zakoracio unutra,
pomislio bih da pripadam kraljevstvu, ne crnogorskom, ve¢ nekom
znatno vecem, neupitno starijem, mozda polunebeskom. Onda
bih dobio poziv od oca i vratio se u trnje. Zvao me je svakog dana
ta¢no u jedanaest ¢asova i obavljao dnevnu rutinu. Prve recenice
su pripadale majci i njenom zdravlju, zatim bi i mene upitao
kako sam, bole li me pluca i da li pijem cajeve koje mi je poslao.
»,Nezainteresovano“ bi postavio niz kratkih pitanja o pojedinim
ljudima iz partije, na Sta sam ga viSe puta upozorio, o takvim
stvarima ne razgovaramo telefonom. Uvrijeden, zavrSio bi blagom
opaskom o novinskom ¢lanku koji se bavio mnome, na koji je, kao,
slu¢ajnonaiSaoiovlasgaprocitao. Tadabih obi¢no spustio sluSalicu

-119 -



Stefan Boskovi¢

uz Stur izgovor da je neko upravo uSao u kabinet. U dvanaestoj
godini sam prekinuo verbalne izlive ljubavi prema roditeljima. U
tridesetoj sam prestao da ih volim. Sad su mi ¢etrdeset dvije. Zivot
mi je bio pazljivo posloZen i sve je funkcionisalo... sem njene smrti.
Opsjedala me je ideja o krivici, iako je situacija bila naocigled
Cista i razrijeSena. Iskreno, mnogo viSe me je izjedala sumnja da
¢e njena smrt uticati na moj ministarski mandat. Postojala su jos
dva covjeka koje je zabrinula mogucénost smjene. Zovu se Bruno
Kortone i Ranko Predis.

#memoari #pisac #literatura

Ja sam Valentino Kovacevi¢, ministar kulture Crne Gore. Dvije
godine i Sest mjeseci uspjeSno obavljam ministarsku funkciju.
Odnos prema kulturi mi je Castan, s obzirom na to da moja
profesija dolazi iz umjetnicke oblasti, za razliku od nekolicine
prethodnika.Diplomiranisamdramaturgimagistar komparativne
knjiZevnosti. Diploma koja asocira na bijedan Zivot, zar ne? Moj
Zivot nije bijedan. Primijenjena dramaturgija mi je obezbijedila i
viSe nego lagodan Zivot, poziciju i ugled. Ali oduvijek sam sanjao
da postanem pisac. OStar, bezvremen i temeljit pisac, poput Vitolda
Gombrovi¢a, Danila Kisa, Bruna Sulca... Saznanje da nisam
mogao da postanem ni piskaralo osrednjeg znacaja paralisalo
me je i svelo na hvatanje biljeski, pisanja nacrta i skica koje su mi
rezale produZenu mozdinu. Poslanicka karijera mi je uzletjela na
kondorskim krilima, a iz oblaka su se ispilili nasmijani poznanici.
Bili su uvidavni, lizali su mi perusSke i sugerisali isto: ,NapiSi
memoare!“ Vrlo rano sam osjetio da moja priroda godi ljudima,
najceSce kad ne progovaram, a uglavnom ¢utim. Od premijera sam
naucio da sluSam, mada se nerijetko isklju¢im i odlutam, jer ljudi
koje sre¢em uglavnom barataju ispraznom retorikom, oglodanim
frazama i floskulama, koje na kraju uokvire projektom i zakucaju
na moja ministarska vrata. Nekad im dodijelim sredstva, nekad
ne. Memoare ¢u objaviti onog dana kad napustim ministarsku
stolicu, da bih se spasio od zaborava. Sada ih drZim u tajnosti, u
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procesu sam otkrivanja druStvenih mreZa i sajber jezika, i malo
je rec¢i da mi se najava memoara kroz hastagove nadasve dopada.

Telefon me je trgao iz misli. Poziv od Dragutina, bivSeg ministra
kulture.

- Halo?

- Kako je proslo na sahrani?

- Dobro.

—Je li bilo kakvih reakcija?

— Nije. Ne znam Sta se desilo nakon mog odlaska.

- Sjedim s premijerom.

—Dobro je proslo... reci mu.

- Kako si ti?

—Reci mu da je proslo dobro.

— Redi ¢u mu kad prekinem vezu. Pitao sam kako si.
—Ne znam... valjda dobro.

—Zavikend igramo. Jesi li u sastavu?

— Naravno. Potrebno mi je da se istr¢im, znas... viSe zbog psihe.
—Javi se kasnije. Ostavio sam sto u juti za veceras.

—Vazi. Cujemo se.
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The contemporary is he who firmly holds his gaze on his own time so
as to perceive not its light, but rather its darkness. All eras, for those
who experience contemporariness, are obscure.

Giorgio Agamben

DAY ONE

Am I to blame? That question dogged me all morning. Loony,
lip-serving, laid-back, lascivious, languid, la-lo-lu - John Cage’s
Landscape resounded in the hall between the bathroom and the
bedroom. Everything was shaped like the letter L: the position of
my arm on which I leaned my body in a diagonal plane; the slice of
lemon in the cup of hot water; the beanbag and the emails. There
were 139 I needed to answer. Bruno Cortone was the first and most
important. The barking of the labrador came before the first yel-
low rays. The smell of lavender raised goosebumps on my rear. It
was lovely. I practiced dispelling thoughts while the scalding water
burned my shoulders. Am I to blame? Through the steam I could
hardly see my nose and the shape of my lips. They looked black.
Like the blood from her mouth. A little later I polished my shoes
and saw a hint of my reflection on their silvery points. My advisers
suggested I stay at home or go away to a seminar in Poland. I didn’t
consider what my parents proposed. I had to make a decision. I am
the one who decides. I am minister.
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The morning was wet, bright and lasted longer than usual. As he
checked the pressure of the tyres, SaSa trod on the glistening drops
and crushed the light. I rested on the back seat with my eyes closed.
SaSa rubbed his hands and blew into them, then he started the mo-
tor with a mutter. We made our way through the thick tangle of
streets in Podgorica’s Old Town, which was supposed to be a short-
cut. I took two Valiums, but the agitation didn’t subside. The bounc-
ing and sudden braking sent the tension off into elements that dis-
solved in my tissues and capillaries. When I opened my eyes again,
the tension was gone, but my empty insides jumped and brought on
a bout of nausea.

“Slow down and try to avoid the potholes.”

SaSa has been my driver for eight full years. Before I became
minister, I was Dean of the Faculty of Drama. SaSa was then as-
signed to be my chauffeur. When I was promoted, SaSa was too. He
got a green Mercedes A-Class and fell in love with it like it was his
own child. As he wrinkled his face and tried to think what to say, I
slid about on the leather seat and hoped he wouldn’t say anything.
He examined my sweat-beaded brow in the rear-view mirror.

“I'm tense too,” Sasa said.
“I'm not,” I replied.
“The air conditioning’s been playing up for days.”

He raised and lowered the equalizers to muffle the unpleasant-
ness. We both knew the air conditioning was perfectly OK. SaSa was
a loyal, rather insecure, well brought up creature. Like other driv-
ers too, he knew people. When I didn’t want to talk, he’d look at me
in the rear-view mirror, repeatedly, but not for so long as to offend
me. In those quiet moments his eyes would take in everything we
didn’t say.
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When I leave the minister’s building, the habits of the small peo-
ple become mine. That’s what the prime minister’s rules prescribe.
There would be a lot of people, with phones and cameras poised.
Her chapel was the third in the row. They’d have time to recognize
and heckle me. Loony, lip-serving, laid-back, lascivious, la-lo-lu, I
abandoned small habits and made my way to the third chapel. They
recognized me and squirmed, hundreds of ghosts rustled their
wings, a storm raged in my lungs, my kneecaps fell out. I traipsed
with raised shoulders like Pinocchio in a Neil Barrett suit, smitten
and naive, ready to plump down at the gate, kneel before the mob
and whisper: “I am a king on his knees. Stab me now with horns
and camera lenses, queue for a commentary and wrench out my
spine, thrash my shoulders and incandescent head. Don’t forget to
report the price of my suit.”

It was quiet and cold in the chapel. Gloomy figures on the smooth-
worn surface changed their mood and order. When I stepped for-
wards, the sobbing died down. Seven women in a column wiped
away their tears and stared at me. I stopped in front of the open cof-
fin and looked at her. Her face was rough, her skin grey, with a little
blood on her dead lips. I observed that piece of meat, which had no
spark of life — there was no reminder of her restless eyes, supple
hands and the sounds that the large human mechanism once pro-
duced. My breathing was laboured and loud, and a crowd formed
behind me. I didn’t dare to move until the tears began running
down my especially sorrowful face. I took out my handkerchief,
elegantly dabbed my cheekbones, bowed low and took a step to-
wards the witches. The women, to whom I expressed my condolenc-
es, froze, one more icily than the other. I thought my tears would
surprise them. And they did. Her tall mother was waiting at the
end of the column. A dignified and beautiful person in her sixties.
I stopped and raised my head for the first time. We discerned the
yellow streaks in each other’s eyes. I said softly and distinctly that I
was so sorry. She embraced me very briefly, and before she became
aware of her ill-considered reaction, I was outside among the men.
Shaking hands was the done thing. I tried to meet them with the
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force of my handshake. Men like the strength of other men. Even
when they accept condolences from the one involved in killing their
daughter. Sister. Granddaughter.

Kk

It was warm in the car, and my thoughts were usurped by the
odours I had brought with me from the chapel. The air conditioning
couldn’t erase them from my skin, so I opened the window and let
the wind blast into them. I carefully read all of Bruno Cortone’s mes-
sages filed in my WhatsApp inbox for a third time. Bruno had heard
of the incident and expressed concern about my ministership. He
jotted out all the essential questions regarding the collaboration we
cultivated in secret. I hadn’t prepared a reply yet. I needed to think
over the situation and the circumstances. But who knew the upshot
and the possible consequences, if there would be any at all? Only
the prime minister did, whom I couldn’t reach before he rang me.
I had no choice but to wait — and as I waited, I watched the young
trees flitting past. SaSa was driving me to Cetinje, a town that the lo-
cals pretentiously used to call the Valley of the Gods, although it was
green, fragrant and tucked away among limestone outcrops. The
people of Cetinje had the inexplicable idea of their own grandeur,
and at one point they even equated themselves with a deity. I liked
Cetinje for its intensive linden aroma and deep shade, but spring
was always slow in coming, and on several occasions I proposed
that the Ministry of Culture move to the capital. Cetinje was too iso-
lated, with a lot of rain and a lot of talk about nothing. The building
of the Ministry stood out at the end of the street. A former patrician
residence, spacious and quiet. The moment I stepped inside I’d feel
I belonged to a kingdom, not of Montenegro, but one considerably
greater, unquestionably older, perhaps semi-celestial. Then I'd get
a call from my father that brought me back to earth with a crash.
He called me every day at 11am sharp and reeled off his daily rou-
tine. The first few sentences were always about my mother and her
health; then he’d enquire how I was, if my lungs hurt and if I drank
the teas he sent me. After that, he’d ask a series of short, “disinter-
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ested” questions about particular people in the party, which led me
to warn him several times that we shouldn’t talk about things like
that on the phone. Snubbed, he’d finish off with a gentle remark
about a newspaper article dealing with me, which he claimed to
have just stumbled across and read perfunctorily. Then I'd usual-
ly hang up with the flimsy excuse that someone had come into the
office. I ended all verbal outpourings of love for my parents when I
was twelve. I stopped loving them when I was thirty. Now I’'m for-
ty-two. My life had been carefully arranged and everything went
according to plan... except for her death. I was obsessed by the idea
of guilt, although the situation was obviously clear and resolved.
Honestly, I was much more consumed by worry that her death could
impinge on my ministerial career. Two other people were also con-
cerned about the possibility of me being replaced: Bruno Cortone
and Ranko Predis.

#fmemoirs #writer #literature

I am Valentino Kovacevi¢, Minister of Culture of Montenegro.
I have been discharging my ministerial function successfully for
two and a half years. My attitude towards culture is honourable if
you consider I have a training and background in the arts, unlike
several of my predecessors. Ireceived a Master’sin dramaturgy and
comparative literature — a degree generally associated with a life of
poverty. My life is far from that. Applied dramaturgy has ensured
me a comfortable life, a position and prestige. But I always dreamed
of becoming a writer. A sharp, timeless wordsmith like Witold Gom-
browicz, Danilo Ki$ or Bruno Schulz. The realization that I couldn’t
become even a middling hack paralyzed me and relegated me to
making notes, writing drafts and sketches, which carved into my
medulla. Yet a ministerial career took to the air on condor’s wings,
and smiling acquaintances emerged from the clouds like birds of a
feather. They were considerate, licked my plumes and all suggested
the same: “Why don’t you write your memoirs?” I noticed at an early
age that my nature flatters people, particularly when I don’t speak,
and I’'m silent most of the time. I learned from the prime minister
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to listen, although I often switch off and wander because the people
I meet mainly toss around empty rhetoric, trite phrases and plat-
itudes, which they ultimately use to frame a project and knock at
my door with. As minister, I sometimes allocate them funds, some-
times not. I'll publish my memoirs the day I leave the helm so as to
save myself from oblivion. I'm keeping them secret for now. I'm in
the process of discovering social media and cyber language, and to
say that announcing my memoirs through hashtags appeals to me
greatly would be an understatement.

My phone jarred me out of my thoughts. It was Dragutin, the for-
mer minister of culture.

“Hello?”

“How did it go at the funeral?”

“Good.”

“Were there any reactions?”

“None. But I don’t know what happened after I left.”
“I’m sitting here with the prime minister.”

“It went well... tell him that.”

“How are you?”

“Tell him it went well.”

“T’ll tell him when we’ve finished. I asked how you are.”
“I don’t know... Good, I suppose.”

“We’re playing on the weekend. Are you on board?”

“Of course. I need the exercise. You know... it keeps me on an
even keel.”

“Call me again later. I’ve reserved a table at the juta for this
evening”.

“OK. Talk to you soon.”
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IleTap AHOHOBCKH
(Petar Andonovski)
CTpaB o7 BapBapu
Fear of Barbarians
1li-ili, Skopje, 2018

Language: Macedonian
ISBN: 978-6-0847-7093-0

Several days after the fall of the Berlin
Wall, three foreigners (two men

and a woman) arrive at the small
southernmost Greek island of Gavdos,
where an isolated community of
villagers seems to be frozen in time and
to have been forgotten by the world.
The voices of two female narrators,

the foreigner Oksana and the local
Penelope, tell the story of this novel.
Their interchanging narratives are
emotional accounts of their lives and
their experiences on the island. The
newcomer Oksana speaks about her
escape from the Chernobyl disaster and
Ukraine, the death of her partner Evgeni
on the island, and her lurking fears
about her uncertain future. Fears about
the future are shared by the young local
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woman Penelope, raised and educated
in a monastery and then isolated and
trapped in an unhappy marriage on the
island. Otherness and alienation are the
underlying themes of the novel, which
questions the notions of construction
and reality until its very end.

¥ JURY REPORT

Fear of Barbarians is a short novel written
as a braid of two interchanging stories,
told by two female voices: the Ukrainian
Oksana and the Greek Penelope.

Apart from the personal stories, each

of the two narratives contains many
additional, intertwined stories. It is

this multiplication of stories and the
diversity of ways in which they are told
(directly quoted by the narrators, retold

to them by other people or questioned
by third, often absent parties) that
makes this book exciting, readable

and dynamic. The story also revolves
around the basic issue of seeming
versus reality, as this multitude of voices
often presents truths that are blurred,
questionable and conflicting. The rather
surreal effect of the story is achieved by
constant telling and retelling of what is
told and retold, but also by addressing
collocutors who remain absent from the
book. This narrative remains coherent
until the very end, skilfully rounding the
circle by questioning the very existence
of everything and everybody, including
the narrators themselves. The novel
very skilfully connects two quite distant
worlds: the one of post-Chernobyl
Ukraine/Soviet Union and the one of
an isolated Greek island community. By
quoting Konstantinos Kavafis’ poetry
and invoking J. M. Coetzee’s novel
Waiting for the Barbarians, it can also be
read in the light of issues stemming
from the recent refugee crisis, such

as perception of otherness and the
positioning of European borders. It

is therefore a contribution to literary
explorations of the notions of ‘foreign’
and ‘barbaric’ as juxtaposed with
‘indigenous’ and ‘civilised’, questioning
their actual existence by presenting the
process of their construction.
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CTpaB o1 BapBapu

[lemap AHOOHOBCKU

He 20 ucywu nu mopemo, gooume u 2osemama 6e30Ha
He 2u npemegopu AU MopcKume 01a604UHU 80 nam,

3a da noMuHam ucKyneHume

Hcawnja (51, 10)

Pasriieguuiia: OxcaHa

He 3HaM KOJIKY BpeMe IIOMHWHA Off HAIIIeTO II0CJIeJHO BUyBame.
Opf meHelllHAa AUCTaHI[Aa MM Ce YMHU JleKa Toa Oellle BO HEKO]j
IPYT KUBOT. OTKaKO 3aMMHa, MUCJIeB JleKa HUKOTalll HeMa /ia ja
HanyliTaM YKpanHa, leKa I1eJl >)KUBOT Ke 0CTaHaM BO J[OeIllK U
Ke Te yeKaM Jia ce BpaTHIIL. Ho jac ojaMHa ro HalyIITUB o eIk,
a O HeofmaMHa U YKpauHa. 3aMUCJH, Cera )KUBeaM Ha OCTPOB,
KajZie ¥ [a IorjiegfHaM, ro IjleflaM MOpPeTO, HO 3acera ro rjaefam
caMoO Of IPO30pIUTe Ha KyKara. ['osleMu ce U Mo)Ke y6aBo [1a
ce BHUJH, BO Koja coba ¥ Ja OTHJAAM, jac IIpej MeHe IO IjefaM
MopeTo. ['osteMo! — TOKMY OHaKa Kako IIITO TO 3aMHUCJIyBaBMe. A
M KyKaTa e KaKo OHaa KyKa OJf pasrjieJHHUIaTa IIITO TH ja loHece
TaTKoO TH, 6eJia, HAa [Ba KaTa, paAMKHUTE Ha IIPO30PIIUTeE Ce CUHHU,
U JXKaJIy3UHUTE Cce CUHMU, a IIpeJ BpaTaTa UMa JIMMOHOBO JPBO.
Ce cekaBalll i Kora 6eB 60JIHa U /I0j/ie la Me II0CeTHUII, HaZ[BOp
maraitie CHer, MHOTY CHeT, @ TU MU JIOHeCe 1Ba IUMOHA, T PeKOB
IeKa MU CTYAH, a TH Me II0TaJU II0 UeJ0TO U MU peue J1a He ce
rpurkam, ieKa eJieH JIeH Ke 3aMHUHeMe Ha HeKO0j 0OCTPOB Bo I'piiuja
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U TaMy CeKoralll Ke HHY e TOILJIO, ¥ Ke UMaMe He iBa IUMOHA, TYKY
IeJjia IJIaHTa>ka Co JIMMOHH, JleKa Ke >KHUBeeMe BO KyKa KaKo
OHaa off pasIVIeJHUIlaTa IIITO TH ja JlIoHece TaTKO TH. [locJie TOIKY
TOJMHU jac HABUCTHHA Ce IIpeCceIUB Ha OCTPOB, )KHUBeaM BO KyKa
KaKo OJf pasIjefHUIlaTa IIITO TH ja JOHece TaTKO TH, UMaM U
JIMIMOHOBO JPBO, HO )KHUBeaM co EBrenuj u co lrop, He co Tebe. Tu
U He HU 3Haelll Koj e EBreHuj.

Bere rmorrajHe Kora co EBreHuj ce 3alio3HaBMe BO IIpelaBaJiHaTa
Ha ¢QakyaTeTOT. bele IIomafHe Kora [BajijaTa IITOTYKY
OUIIJIOMUPAHU HE BUKHaa BO JleKaHaTOT U HU Karkaa JleKa KakKo
Hajoobpu CTyLeHTH, Ke O6HjeMe BpaboTeHU BO HykJieapHaTa
IeHTpaJsia Bo YepHoOuJi. belre 1omajHe Kora J03HaBMe [leKa
[OIIJIO 10 XaBapHja Ha YeTBPTHUOT pPeaKTOp Ha HyKJeapHaTa
eJIeKTpaHa ,JIJeHUuH®

Belrre morafHe M Kora pubapoTro ¢pJiiv ja’keTo KOH HacobpaHUTe
Jyre, a HUe 3a IPBIIAT CTallTHAaBMe Ha OCTPOBOT.

[TocirefHUTe HEKOJIKY TOAUHU co EBreHuj >kuBeeBMe Bo Kues.
Cé mrTo mMaBMe HHU ocTaHa Bo Ilpumjar. EfHO yTpo EBreHuj
CJIy4ajHo HaseTa Ha Mrop, Halll KoJiera of eJleKTpaHaTa, 3a KOro
MHUCJIEBMe [leKa 3aTMHaJI BO eKCIlIo3hjaTa. Ha EBreHHj My KakaJl
JeKa I10 HecpekaTa 3aMHHaJI Ha KpUT, leKka )KHBee BO HeKoe CeJIo
B0 61n3uHa Ha IIcuyopuTH. Bo cesloTo 0CBEH HEKOJIKYTe CTapIiy
U MayKH, He )KHMBee HUKOj. [I[peskByBa Taka IIITO UM IIoMara Ha
CTapIiUuTe U Ha OBUApUTe 0f OKOJTHUTE CeJIa, a 3a BO3BpaT J00uBa
XpaHa W IIOHeKoja ApaxMa. TaMy ycIieasl fia ce H3JIeKyBa O
pazujanujaTta. EBreHH]j 3a CUTe OBUe TOAUHU II0CTOjaHo e 60JIeH,
II0CTOjaHO e Ha pa3sHU UCIIUTYBama. Ha saMuHyBame, Irop My
Ka’KaJl ZleKa ce BpaTHJI IIopafu TaTKO MY KOj e BO O0JIHHIIA, HO 3a
HeKOJIKY HeJleJIX IIOBTOPHO Ke 3aMHHe, OBOj I1aT Ha e/leH OCTPOB
BO Osin3nHa Ha Kput. Ha l'aBpoc.
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Yamer Ha cTpaBoT: IInHe10mmu

Jla He moberHellle oHaa HOK O], MaHaCTHUPOT, Cera CUTYpPHO Ke
6eBMe HeKage Bo [llmanuja uau Bo [lopTyraauja. OHa IoIIagHe
Kora pubapoT ro Bp3a ja’keTo Ha IIPUCTAaHUIITETO, 3HAEB JleKa
3acekoralll Ke ocTaHaM TyKa. /leHTa Kora cTaltHaB Ha I'aBJjoc, cu
BeTHUB [leKa HUKOralll II0BeKe HeMa Jja IIoMucaaM Ha Tebe. U He
IIOMUCJINB IIeJIH fieceT TOAUHH, 0 leHec, Kora MUXaJIu ce BpaTH
BO3HeMUpeH [oMa. IIpBIaT BHAOB CTpaB Ha HErOBOTO JIHIIE.
ViiTe paHO YyTPOBO ce cobpaJie BO TaBepHaTa 3a Jja Io IIpeveKaar
IOKTOPOT. /lofleKka IIHesle paKHja, IIOIOT IO IIpalraj IITO MMa
HOBO Of ApyTaTa cTpaHa, IoKaKyBajKH CO paKaTa IIpeKy MOpeTo.
JIOKTOPOT UM PEeKOJI [leKa I1ajHa bepJIMHCKUOT SUJ, feKa IieJa
EBpomna e Bo ucuekyBamwe. CuTe MoJsdesie. HUKoMy He My GHJIO
jaCHO KaKBO 3Hauekwe 60U MMaJl efieH suj 3a EBpona.

Tyxka iyfeTo co TOAMHHU )KHUBeaT 3abopaBeHHU, UCTOPHjaTa YIIOPHO
r'"d OAMHUHYBA, 'M OFMHHAJIe U JlellpaTa ¥ IJIaZoT, U TaMaH Kora
IIOMHUCJIMJIE leKa U 0BOj I1aT Ke TH O MU He, BO TaBepHaTa BJeTall
Coupo u Ha CHOT IJIac IOYHAJI J1a BUKa: ,Tue nojgoa! EHe 1y, ce
NIpHUOIUKYyBaaT KOH IIpucTaHUIITeTo!“ M 63 fa mmpalraaT KOH ce
THe, CUTe Ce yIIaTHUJe KOH IIpHUCTaHUIITeTOo Bo Kapase. M Torarii,
0f} Cpefie MUPHOTO MOpe, BO 06JIMK Ha YaMell, 10 HUB Ce II0BeKe
ce IIPUOJINKYBaJ CTPaBoT.

Op, yameroT u3Jerse Tpojua Jjyre, ABajila Maku U elHa >KeHa.
JKenara 6mMJia CO KpaTKO IIOTCTPU’KaHa Koca, II0BeKe Jiyesa Ha
Ma’K OTKOJIKY Ha ’KeHa. PU6apoT IITO I'U JJOHeJI UM pPeKOJI JleKa
ce JI0jleHHU Jia Ce JIeKyBaaT Ha OCTPOBOT. UM peKoJ1 fieka ce Pycu.

U Torai, KpBTa MU CMp3HA. He o7 cTpaB! — TYKy off IOMUCJIaTa
Ha Tebe! Te BU[0B KaKO CTOMIII, HA JIUIETO ja ©UMalll HacMeBKaTa
3a Koja cecTtpa TeOKTHCTH BeJiellle leKa e faBoJicKa. UpOHUYHO
UM Ce CMeelll JofeKa I'o IJIefalll CTPaBOT BO HUBHUTe Oo4H. TH,
KOja BeJIellle JieKa He Ce IIJIAITHUII O] HUIIITO, AYPU HU OJ CMPTTa.
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Ce cekaBalll JM KOra BO MAaHAaCTUPOT [0jgoa OHMHe [Bajlia
AMepHUKaHIIY, peKoa [leKa Ce HOBUHApHU U JleKa cakaaT Ja I'u
¢oTorpapupaar AeBOjUMIbaTa IIITO JKUBeaT BO Hero, a cecrpa
EpoTej HepBO3HO IOTCKOKHYBAIIle Ha eJfHaTa HOTra U IIOCTOjaHO
IIOBTOpYyBAallle leKa IJIaBHaTa cecTpa TEOKTHCTH He e TyKa, ZieKa e
BO II0CeTa HA MaHAaCTUPOT BO ApKa iy, IPUTOA II0IJIeJHYBajKU BO
IIPO30pPIIUTE Off HejsruHaTa paboTHa coba. U 110 J0JIru IIperoBopu
co AMepUKaHI[UTe, TU Me II0OBJIedye 3a paKaBOT U UM peve JeKa
HUe Ke 11o3upaMe. CToeBMe U I103UpaBMe. Jac 11eJI0 BpeMe 0ff cpaM
IJejaB BO MOWTe HM3BaJIKaHU 4YeBJIU OJ IIpaB, a TU OecpaMHO
ce KJIellITellle KOH amapaToT. Cectpa EpoTej cToellle HacTpaHa
U TU Ce 3aKaHyBallle I1eJI0 BpeMe JleKa Ke Te Ka)ke Ha cecTpa
TeoKTHCTH, a MEHe caMO MU pede JleKa Tpeba Jja ce cpaMaM IITO
oJlaM IIO TBOjOT IIaMeT, T CU IIOJIyTyIUHKa, Tebe TU TOJIHUKYyBa
TaKBO OZHECYBalbe, a MeHe He. Ho HUKOTAlll He TH Ka’kaB [leKa
U jac ce I1JIaIlIeB II0 MAaJIKY OJf HUB, UCTOBPEMEHO U Ce IIJIallleB Ja
He Te pasoyapaM 3alllTo TH IieJI0 BpeMe II0BTOpyBallle leKa CyM
pasJin4Ha, leKa He CyM KaKo JPYTUTe IeBOjKH.
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Fear of Barbarians

Petar Andonovski
Translated from Macedonian by Kalina Maleska

Was it not you who dried up the sea, the waters of the great deep,
who made a road in the depths of the sea

so that the redeemed might cross over

(Isaiah 51:10)

Postcard: Oksana

Ido not know how long it has been since we last saw each other. To-
day, when Ilook back on it, it seems as though it had been in anoth-
er life. Since you left, I thought I would never leave Ukraine, that I
would remain in Donetsk all my life, waiting for you to come back.
Yet I abandoned Donetsk a long time ago, and recently Ukraine as
well. Imagine, Ilive on an island now, wherever I turnIsee the sea,
although for now I only see it from the windows of my house. They
are large, and it can easily be seen, whichever room I walk into, I
see the sea in front of me. Large! — just as we imagined it. And the
house too is just like the house from the postcard that your father
brought, white, on two floors, the frames of the windows are blue,
and the blinds are also blue, and in front of the door there is a
lemon tree. Do you remember when I was ill and you came to visit
me, it was snowing outside, snowing hard, and you brought to me
two lemons, I told you I was cold, and you caressed my forehead,
and told me not to worry, that one day we shall go to an island in
Greece and always be warm there, and we shall have not only two
lemons, but a whole plantation of lemons, that we shall live in a
house just like the one from the postcard that your father brought.
So many years later I did move to an island, I live in a house just
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like the one from the postcard that your father brought, and have
alemon tree as well, but Ilive with Evgeniy and Igor, not with you.
You do not even know who Evgeniy is.

It was afternoon when Evgeniy and I met in the faculty classroom.
It was afternoon when we were summoned, after just having grad-
uated, to the Dean’s Office to be told that, being top students in our
class, we would be employed in the Nuclear Power Plant in Cher-
nobyl. It was afternoon when we found out that there was a disas-
ter at the number four reactor at the Lenin Nuclear Power Plant.

It was also afternoon when the fisherman threw the rope towards
the people who were gathered, and we stepped onto the island for
the first time.

For the last few years, Evgeniy and I lived in Kiev. Everything
we had remained in Pripyat. One morning, Evgeniy accident-
ly encountered Igor, a colleague from the power plant, who we
presumed had died in the explosion. He told Evgeniy that after
the disaster he had gone to Crete, that he lived in a village near
Psiloritis. No one lives in the village, except for the few old people
and cats. He survives by helping the old people and the shepherds
from the nearby villages, and in return he receives food and an
occasional drachma. There, he managed to convalesce from the
radiation. In all these years, Evgeniy has constantly been sick, he
has constantly been going to medical examinations. Before they
parted, Igor told him that he had returned to see his father, who
was in the hospital, but he would leave again in a few weeks, this
time going to an island near Crete. To Gavdos.

A Boat of Fear: Penelope

If you had not escaped that night from the monastery, now we
would certainly have been somewhere in Spain or in Portugal.
That afternoon, when the fisherman tied the rope to the port, I
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knew I would stay there forever. The day I stepped on Gavdos, I
promised myself I would never think of you again. And I did not
think of you for ten whole years, until today, when Mihali came
back home upset. For the first time, I saw fear on his face. They
gathered early this morning in the tavern in order to wait for the
doctor. While they were drinking rakia, the priest asked him what
was new on the other side, pointing with his hand across the sea.
The doctor told them that the Berlin Wall had fallen, that all of
Europe was in a state of anticipation. They were all silent. Nobody
understood what significance a wall in Europe could have.

Here, people live forgotten for years, history persistently avoids
them, leprosy and famine have also avoided them, and just when
they thought it would avoid them this time as well, Spiro rushed
into the tavern, and started shouting loudly: “They came! There
they are, they are approaching the port!” And without asking who
they are, everyone set off toward the port in Karave. And then,
from amid the tranquil sea, in the shape of a boat, fear was in-
creasingly approaching them.

Three people came out of the boat, two men and a woman. The
woman had short hair, and looked more like a man than a woman.
The fisherman that brought them said they had come to the island
for healing purposes. He told them they were Russians.

And then my blood froze. Not because of fear! — but because of the
thought of you! I saw you standing, with the smile on your face
which sister Teoktisti called devilish. You are laughing at them
ironically while you see the fear in their eyes. You, who said you
were not afraid of anything, not even of death.

Do you remember when those two Americans came to the mon-
astery, said that they were journalists and that they wanted to
photograph the girls who lived there, and sister Erotey nervously
hopped on one feet, constantly reiterating that the mother supe-
rior Teoktisti was not here, that she was visiting the Arkadi Mon-
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astery, all the while looking at the windows of her study room.
And after long discussions with the Americans, you pulled my
sleeve and told them we would pose. We stood and we posed. Out
of shame, I was looking down at my dusty shoes, while you shame-
lessly laughed in front of the camera. Sister Erotey was standing
aside and threatened all the time that she would tell you off to sis-
ter Teoktisti, and to me she only said that I should be ashamed of
following your ideas, you were half-foreigner, such behavior suit-
ed you, and not me. But I never told you that I was a little afraid of
them, and at the same time I was afraid of disappointing you since
you constantly repeated that I was different, that I was not like the
other girls.
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Grief (The Story of Nils in the Woods)), was
published in 2018 and won the Oslo
Prize the same year. In 2019, she was
one of 12 contributors to Homeland, a
presitigous anthology co-edited by HRH
Mette-Marit, which explores what it
means to be Norwegian.

Book of Grief (The Story of Nils in the Woods)
is Maria Navarro Skaranger's second
novel. Nils, a young man of around

30 years old, has taken his own life.
Through anecdotes, seemingly trivial
events and memories, his sister tells the
story of the family before and after Nils.
It is the story of a boy who was already
aloner as a child, a young man who
never really found his place in society,
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in education, at work or among friends.
Nils" and his siblings are trying to find

. away to live on after Nils, and it turns

5

out to be three very different tracks to
follow.

#l ¥ JURY REPORT

Book of Grief (The Story of Nils in the Woods)
is a wise and easily accessible novel on

a subject for which there are no simple
explanations, and where the resonances
are profound and rich. Simple sentences
and sharp observations create an
almost transparent story. Life unfolds

in a nuanced and broad spectrum

in an extremely effective and
concentrated way of telling.

In straight, direct and sober
language, and through 240
short passages, a dramatic
family history gradually
evolves.
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Bok om sorg
(Fortellingen om Nils
1 skogen)

Maria Navarro Skaranger

RYDDE UT
(ULYKKEN)

1. Jeg liker best de bildene der Nils tuller. De bildene der han drik-
ker en gl, geiper, lager grimaser. Det ser s ekte ut.

Det finnes en del bilder der vi er barn, der han er barn, oppferer
seg som barn, lgper pa en eng, klatrer i treer, bilder fra fisketurer.
Det finnes de der han er syk. I albumene er disse bildene ofte klip-
pet litt i, han kan veere klippet bort, eller veere halv, enten fordi
han ser sa tynn ut eller fordi det bare er sdnt man gjgar.

2. Mammas gyne var umulige & tyde, hun sa nesten ingenting
heller.

Det forste broren min Mik sa: Det var jo dette vi var redde for,
vi visste jo at dette kunne skje. Han sa det veldig enkelt og greit,
ikke overraska, mer bekreftende, faren min nikket han ogsé, fa-
ren min var enig, Mik sa noe han kjente seg igjen i, alle var liksom
enige, som om vi alle pé en eller annen mate hadde forberedt oss
eller tenkt det fgr, tanken hadde allerede streifet oss, og da hadde
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den vel ogsé streifet Nils selv. Mest sannsynlig for lenge siden. Da
han bodde i skogen eller kanskje de forste gangene han ble lagt
inn.

Vi hadde kanskje tenkt allerede da, at denne gutten, han kom-
mer aldri til & bli gammel, han kommer aldri til & fa barn, gifte
seg, kjgpe hus og bil.

3. Forst var stemmen til faren min i telefonen bare veldig torr,
mutt, virka nesten sur. Mamma sa alltid for at dette mutte var en
typisk nordnorsk greie. Man sier noe til han, sd bruker han veldig
lang tid pa & svare, kanskje ti sekunder.

Etterpd hadde han et ansiktsuttrykk som var umulig 4 bestem-
me, gynene vidapne og helt blanke og glassaktige, kanskje han var
skremt, redd, begge deler.

Han tok hunden pa lgpetur og var borte i mange timer. Da de kom
inn igjen, la hunden seg rett ned pa gulvet og sovna, 18 helt stille
og med tunga ut, akkurat som den var dgd, den 0g. Faren min tok
seg i haret hele tida, klgdde seg bak grene, pirket, strgk haret bak-
over med fingrene, kikka pé fingrene sine etterpa. Han tok et stort
glass med cola som han drakk og drakk av helt til det var tomt. Jeg
tenkte pd hvordan kullsyra matte ha gitt han frysninger. Etterpa
fylte han glasset med vann, sa helte han vann i hendene som han
skvettet opp i ansiktet sitt flere ganger.

4. De forste nettene hos mamma var jeg vaken, jeg provde a legge
meg ned, holde gynene igjen og bli liggende, bli i senga, jeg 14 pa
siden, pa ryggen, jeg stod opp igjen, gikk stille inn pa kjekkenet,
jeg lot det vaere morkt, spiste, drakk, sd pa tv. Jeg trodde det grad-
vis skulle gi seg, men selv da jeg dro tilbake til min egen leilighet
var jeg vaken, og heller ikke om dagen kunne jeg sove. Jeg spydde
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og hakket tenner. Om kroppen gikk i krig eller i brems, det vet jeg
ikke, en rekke normalreaksjoner, sa legen, sgvnproblemer, falel-
se av apati, nedsatt matlyst. Jeg fikk et papir med en firkant pa.
Firkanten skulle jeg veere inni, det var noe med & ha kontakt med
folelsene sine eller ikke.

Jeg bretta papiret sammen og putta det i veska, prgvde a ta det
til meg, tenke pa firkanten, var pa vakt. Nar jeg spydde, spiste jeg
etterpd, og nar jeg hakket tenner, pusta jeg inn med nesa og ut med
munnen.

5. Brevet var datert dagen for, eller to dager for, det var bretta
sammen, det 13 i jakkelomma hans. Det var ikke langt, noen fa
setninger som jeg ikke husker eksakt, men det stod noe sdnt som
at han var sliten og at denne gangen orka han ikke mer. Han ma
ha prgvd & unnslippe det, eller han ma ha visst at han ikke kom til
a bli frisk igjen. Kanskje det var derfor han ikke gjorde sd mye ut
av seg, han sgkte ikke hjelp. Han gikk til psykiateren, hun satte en
sprgyte i rumpa hans og han gikk hjem igjen. Var det en ro over
det hele?

6. Det er ikke langt. Hvis man vil ga inn til skogen fra leiligheten
til Nils, s& gdr man bare litt oppover i borettslaget, langs veien og
gjennom bommen og under ei ganghru, det blir feerre og feerre hus
jolenger ut man kommer. Det er skogen og det er blokkene, som er
plassert symmetrisk foran hverandre. Det er mgrk gran og furu
og noen vann, og hvis man gar langt, er det enda mer skog, flere
vann, og noen garder.

7. Nils bodde i grablokkene, de store som mange synes er stygge
fordi de ser ut som russerblokker. Det finnes ikke mange slike
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blokker i Osloomradet. Det er Rgdtvet, Tveita og Ammerud, det er
flere ogsa, sikkert. Som barn tulla vi ofte med at jeg kom til 4 ende
opp som trebarnsmor i blokkene, vi tulla med at blokkene bare
var for narkiser og trygda folk eller innvandrere som presser alle
barna sine inn pa ett rom.

De var ment & skulle pavirke beboerne pé en positiv mate, den
umiddelbare neerheten til skogen rundt, et kjgpesenter like bor-
tenfor, banen ned til byen. Jeg vet ikke helt hva som gikk galt.

8. Blokkene ble pussa opp for kanskje to ar siden, og da var det sto-
re oppslag i avisene, om at na skulle det bli bedre & bo der, og mer
barnevennlig, og det var noen som hadde reagert pa den skrekk-
filmen som ble spilt inn i samme blokk, at det var negativt for mil-
joet. N& skulle obos pusse opp slik at blokkene ble mindre betong!
De la kunstgressmatte som gulv pa alle verandaene, de satte inn
store glassplater over rekkverket, s verandaen kan bli et helt rom
eller en boks eller et drivhus, det blir mindre kaldt om vinteren og
enda varmere pd sommeren. For & kikke ut og ned pa bakken méa
man skyve glassene til side, da kan man lene seg ut. Utsikten gar
til baksida pa gamlehjemmet, en gressplen, en bilvei og skogen.

9. Jeg var ikke hjemme hos han mange ganger. Leiligheten var li-
ten og beregna pa én person, selv om det er flere familier som bor
i blokka, kanskje er leilighetene i forskjellig stgrrelse, det vet jeg
ikke helt. Det var fint for han & ha sitt eget sted. Jeg spiste middag
0g sov over to ganger, den ene gangen lagde han biff, den var mgr
og lys rosa inni, perfekt stekt, han hadde lagd flgtepotetene fra
bunnen av, sa han. Jeg sov pd en madrass og han sov i sovesofaen.
Han stod opp midt pd natta og satt lenge pa verandaen og rgyka.

Den andre gangen hadde han lagd suppe. Jeg var der kanskje en
gang til, for & hente noe eller for & gi han et rad.
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Book of Grief
(The Story of Nils in the
Woods)

Maria Navarro Skaranger
Translated from Norwegian by Rachel Rankin

CLEARING OUT
(THE ACCIDENT)

1. My favourite photos of Nils are the ones where he’s messing
about. The photos where he’s drinking a beer, sticking his tongue
out, pulling faces. It looks so genuine.

There are quite a lot of photos of us as children, of him as a child,
behaving like a child: running through a meadow, climbing trees,
photos from fishing trips. There are ones in which he’s unwell.
These photos are often cropped a little in the albums. He can be
cropped out or cut in half, either because he looks so thin or be-
cause that’s just the kind of thing you do.

2. Mum’s eyes were impossible to read. She said hardly anything
either.

The first thing my brother Mik said was: This is what we were
afraid of, of course we knew it could happen. He said it very plain-
ly and simply, not surprised, more an affirmation, and my father
nodded in agreement — Mik’s words had struck a chord, and every-
one pretty much agreed, as if we had all, in one way or another,
prepared ourselves for it, or considered it before. The thought had
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already crossed our minds, and it must have crossed Nils’ mind
too, probably a long time ago, when he lived in the woods, or may-
be during the first few times he was admitted.

We had perhaps already considered that this boy would never
grow old, would never have children, get married, buy a house
and a car.

3. At first, my father’s voice on the telephone was just very dry,
sullen, almost angry. Mum always used to say that this sullenness
was typical of northern Norwegians. You’ll say something to him,
and he’ll take a very long time to respond — maybe ten seconds.

Afterwards, his facial expression was impossible to read, his eyes
wide open, all shiny and glassy. Maybe he was scared, or worried,
or both.

He went out running with the dog and was gone for hours. When
he came back again, the dog slumped to the floor and fell asleep,
lying completely still with its tongue out, as though it were dead as
well. My father kept touching his hair, scratching behind his ears,
prodding, pushing his hair back with his fingers, looking at his
fingers afterwards. He poured a large glass of cola and drank and
drank until it was empty. I thought about how the fizz must have
given him chills. Afterwards, he filled the glass with water, which
he then poured over his hands, splashing his face several times.

4. During the first few nights at Mum’s house, I was wide awake.
I tried to go to sleep, to keep my eyes closed and lie there, stay
there, stay in bed. I lay on my side and then on my back before
getting up again, quietly going into the kitchen and eating, drink-
ing, watching TV in the dark. I thought it would slowly wear off,
but even when I went back to my own flat, I was wide awake at
night and couldn’t fall asleep during the day either. I vomited and
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ground my teeth. I don’t know if my body was at war with itself or
breaking down. Sleep issues, feelings of apathy, reduced appetite
—a series of normal reactions, the doctor said. I was given a piece
of paper with a square on it. I had to be inside the square - it was
something to do with being in touch with your feelings, or not.

I folded the paper and put it in my bag. I tried to take it all on
board, to think of the square, to be alert. When I vomited, I ate af-
terwards, and when I ground my teeth, I breathed in through the
nose and out through the mouth.

5. The letter was dated the day before, or two days before. It was
folded up in his jacket pocket and it wasn’t long, just a few sentenc-
es which I don’t remember exactly, but it said something about
how he was exhausted and that this time he couldn’t take it any-
more. He must have tried to avoid it, or he must have known that
he wasn’t going to be well again. Maybe that’s why he didn’t draw
much attention to himself. He didn’t seek help. He went to the psy-
chiatrist, she stuck a syringe in his backside, and he went home
again. Was there a calmness about the whole thing?

6. It’s not far away. If you want to go into the woods from Nils’ flat,
you just have to walk a bit further through the housing coopera-
tive, along the road, then through the barrier and underneath a
footbridge. The further you go, the fewer the houses. There are
the woods and there are the tower blocks, which are placed sym-
metrically opposite each other. There are dark pines and spruces
and a stretch of water and, if you keep walking, there is even more
woodland, more water, and a few farms.

7. Nils lived in one of the grey high-rises, the large ones many people
think are ugly because they look like Russian tower blocks. There
aren’t many like this around the Oslo area. There’s Rgdtvert, Tveita,
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Ammerud, and probably several more. As children, we often joked
that I'd end up a mother-of-three living in one of those tower blocks.
We joked that they were just for junkies and benefit scroungers, or
immigrants who squeezed all their children into one room.

It was meant to have a positive impact on the people who lived
there, this close proximity to the surrounding woods, with a shop-
ping centre just beyond and the lane leading down to the town. 'm
not exactly sure what went wrong.

8. The tower blocks were renovated maybe two years ago and there
was broad coverage about it in the newspapers. They said that it
would now be a better place to live, more child friendly. There was
also some reaction from people about the horror film which had
been filmed in the same building — they said it was bad for local
spirit. Now the tower blocks were going to be renovated so there
would be less concrete! Artificial grass waslaid on the floor of all the
verandas and large panes of glass were installed above the railings
so that the veranda could be a whole room or a box or a greenhouse,
less cold in the winter and ever warmer in the summer. To look out
and down to the ground, you have to push the glass sideways and
then you can lean out. The view is of the back of the nursing home,
alawn, a road, and the woods.

9. I didn’t visit him at home a lot. The flat was small, designed for
one person, even though there were several families who lived in
the tower block — maybe the flats are different sizes, I'm not entire-
ly sure. It was nice for him to have his own place. I had dinner and
stayed over twice. One time, he made beef. It was tender and light
pink inside, cooked perfectly, and he had made potatoes au gratin,
from scratch, he said. I slept on a mattress and he slept on the sofa
bed. He got up in the middle of the night and sat on the veranda for
a long time, smoking.

The second time, he had made soup. I was there maybe one more
time after that, to collect something, or to give him a piece of advice.
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Starting with the death of a farmer caused
by lightning, the novel tells a set of stories,
in which reality and fiction overlap, about
the inhabitants of a mountainous area

between Camprodon and Prats de Molld,
two villages in the Pyrenees. Stories about
mythical beings like water women, about

war, about the survival of humans and wild

animals, about fanaticism... but also about
beauty and goodness. A narrative that
emulates that of great authors of Catalan
literature such as Victor Catala or Mercé
Rodoreda, with an evocative and poetic
style.
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Canto jo 1 la muntanya balla

Irene Sola

EL LLAMP

Vam arribar amb les panxes plenes. Doloroses. Els ventres negres,
carregats d’aigua fosca i freda i de llamps i de trons. Veniem del
mar i d’altres muntanyes, i ves a saber de quins llocs més, i ves a
saber qué haviem vist. Rascavem la pedra dalt dels cims, com sal,
perqueé no hi brotessin ni les males herbes. Triavem el color de les
carenes i dels camps, i la brillantor dels rius i dels ulls que miren
enlaire. Quan ens van llambregar, les besties salvatgines es van
arraulir caus endintre i van arronsar el coll i van aixecar el mu-
sell, per sentir I’olor de terra molla que s’apropava. Els vam tapar a
tots com una manta. Als rouresials boixos i als bedolls i als avets.
Xsssssst. I tots plegats van fer silenci, perque érem un sostre sever
que decidia sobre la tranquil-litat i la felicitat de tenir ’esperit sec.

Després de I'arribada, i de la quietud, i de la pressio, i d’arraconar
l’aire fi ben avall, vam disparar el primer llamp. Bang! Com un
descans. I els cargols cargolats van estremir-se dins de les seves
solitaries cases, sense cap déu ni cap pregaria, sabent que si no
morien ofegats, sortirien, redimits, a respirar la mullena. I ales-
hores vam vessar l'aigua a gotes immenses, com monedes sobre
la terra i ’herba i les pedres, i el tro escruixidor va ressonar dins
les cavitats toraciques de totes les bésties. Va ser llavors, que I’ho-
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me va dir cago’n seuna. Ho va dir en veu alta, perque quan hom
esta sol no fa falta pensar en silenci. Cago’n seuna, inutil, que t’has
deixat atrapar pel temporal. I nosaltres vam riure, uh, uh, uh, uh,
mentre li mullavem el cap, i la nostra aigua se li ficava coll de la
camisa endintre, i li resseguia l’espatlla i els lloms, i eren fredes i
despertaven el mal humor, les nostres gotetes.

L’home venia d’'una casa d’alla a la vora, enfilada a mitja carena,
sobre un riu que devia ser fred perque s’amagava sota els arbres.
Hi havia deixat dues vaques, un grapat de porcs i de gallines i un
gosidos gats desarrelats, una donaidues criaturesiunvell. Es deia
Domeénec. I tenia un hort ufands a mitja muntanya i unes terres
mal llaurades vora el riu, perque I’hort I’hi treballava el vell, que
era son pare i que tenia ’esquena plana com una taula, i les terres
les llaurava ell. Hi havia vingut a provar versos, en Domeénec, cap
a aquest voral de muntanya. Per veure quin gust i quin so tenien,
i perqué quan hom esta sol no fa falta dir versos en veu baixa. I
havia trobat un grapat de trompetes de la mort fora de temporada,
aquella tarda, tot anant a guaitar el bestiar, i les duia embolicades
a la panxa de la camisa. La criatura de bragos plorava quan havia
deixat la casa, i la dona havia dit «Domenec», com una queixa i
com una suplica, i en Doménec havia sortitigualment. Es dificil de
fer versos i de contemplar la virtut que s’Tamaga dins de totes les
coses, quan els nens ploren amb aquella estridencia de garri es-
corxat que t’accelera el cor encara que no ho vulguis. I volia anar a
mirar les vaques. Havia d’anar a mirar les vaques. Que hi entenia
la Sio, de vaques? Res. El vedell feia maaaaaaaaaaa, maaaaaaaaa-
aaaaa. Desesperat. No en sabia res, la Si6, de vaques. I va tornar a
exclamar, cago’n seuna!, perque haviem sigut rapids, caram, im-
previsiblesisigil-losos, i’haviem atrapat. Cago’n seuna!, perqueé el
vedell tenia la cua enganxada a un manyoc de filferros. Els filfer-
ros s’havien encallat entre dos arbres, i de les estrebades li havien
esbocinat el darrere de les cames, que ara li lluien ensangonats,
oberts i bruts. Feia maaaaaaaaaaa, maaaaaaaaaaa, atrapat per la
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cua entre els dos arbres, i la seva mare el vetllava intranquil-la. En
Domenec sota el xafec va enfilar cap a la bestia. Tenia unes cames
ben fetes de tan trescar muntanya amunt a respirar aire quan els
nens cridaven massa, 0 quan pesaven massa, i pesava massa l’ara-
da, i el silenci del vell, i totes les paraules, una darrere l’altra, de
la dona, que es deia Sio, i que era de Camprodon, i que s’havia ben
deixat enredar perque ’havien pujat sola dalt d’aquella muntanya
amb un home que s’escapava i un vell que no parlava. I mira que
a vegades en Domenec ’estimava i ’estimava fort, a la Sig, encara.
Pero pesava tant, cago’n Déu i Satanas, la casa. Hauria de tenir més
temps de coneixe’s, la gent, abans de casar-se. Més temps de viure
abans de fer criatures. A vegades encara l’agafava per la cintu-
ra 1li feia donar voltes, una darrere 'altra, com quan festejaven,
perque la Si6, Déu, la Sio, quines cames! Va deixar les trompetes
a terra. El vedell bramulava. En Domeénec s’hi va acostar amb les
dues mans a davant. A poc a poc. Dient coses amb una veu greu i
amansidora. Xssst, xssst, feia. La mare el sotjava desconfiada. Els
cabells d’en Doménec regalimaven. Quan arribés a casa s’hauria
de fer escalfar aigua per rentar-se el fred i la pluja. Es va mirar els
ferros que esgarrinxaven les potes de ’animal cada vegada que
estrebava. Li va agafar la cua amb fermesa, va treure la navalla i
va tallar amb habilitat el pel nuat. I aleshores vam deixar caure el
segon llamp. Rapid com una serp. Enfadat. Obert com una teranyi-
na. Els llamps van on volen, com l’'aigua i les allaus i els insectes
petitsiles garses, que tot el que és bonici el que brilla els hi omple
I'ull. La navalla fora de la butxaca d’en Doménec va brillar com
un tresor, com una pedra preciosa, com un grapat de monedes. La
fulla de metall ens va emmirallar, polida. Com uns bragos oberts,
com una crida. Els llamps es fiquen on volen, i el segon llamp es
va ficar dins del cap d’en Domenec. Endintre, endintre, fins al cor.
I tot el que veia dins dels ulls era negre, de la cremada. L’home es
va desplomar sobre I’herba, i el prat li va posar la galta contra la
seva, i totes les nostres aigiies esverades i contentes se li van ficar
per dintre les manigues de la camisa, per sota el cinturd, dins dels
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calcotets i els mitjons, buscantla pell encara seca. I es va morir. Ila
vaca va marxar esperitada, i el vedell va correr darrere seu.

Les quatre dones que ho van veure van acostar-s’hi. A poc a poc.
Perqueé no estaven acostumades a sentir interes per la manera com
mor la gent. Ni interés pels homes atractius. Ni interes pels homes
lletjos. Pero l'escena havia sigut ullprenedora. Havia fet una llum
tan clara, tot plegat, que no hauria fet falta veure-s’hi mai més. E1
ganivet havia cridat el llamp, i el llamp blanc havia encertat com
una diana el cap de I’home, li havia fet la ratlla al mig dels cabells,
i les vaques havien fugit esperitades com en una comédia. S’hau-
ria hagut d’escriure una cancgo sobre els cabells de ’home ila pinta
del llamp. S"hauria pogut posar perles als cabells, a 1a cangd, blan-
ques com la resplendor del ganivet. I dir coses del seu cos, i dels
llavis oberts, i dels ulls clars com un got on la pluja es ficava. I del
rostre tan bonic per fora i tan cremat per dintre. I de I'aigua que
li queia com una torrentera sobre el pit i darrere I’esquena, com
si se’l volgués endur. I de les seves mans, hauria parlat la cangg,
curtes i gruixudes i calloses, una d’oberta com una flor que veu
venir l'abella, l’altra agafada a la navalla com una roca que s’ha
ficat dins d’un arbre.

Una de les dones, la que es deia Margarida, li va tocar una ma, mig
per saber sil’home cremava amb el llamp a dintre, mig només per
la caricia. Llavors, quan les dones el van deixar estar i van collir
les trompetes de la mort xopes que ’home havia abandonat, i van
donar per vista ’escena, perque hi havia moltes altres coses a fer,
imoltes altres coses a pensar; com si ens haguéssim encomanat de
la seva satisfaccio i de la feina feta, vam deixar de ploure. Sadolls.
Espassats. I quan va ser segur que haviem parat del tot, els ocells
van saltironejar fins al centre de les branques i van cantar la can-
¢0 dels supervivents, amb I’estomac petit ple de mosquits, estarru-
fats i plens de furia en contra nostra. Poc tenien per queixar-se si
no haviem ni pedregat, si haviem plogut el temps just de matar un
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home i un grapat de cargols. Si amb prou feines haviem fet caure
cap niu i no haviem inundat cap camp.

Aleshores ens vam replegar. Extenuats. I ens vam mirar I'obra
feta. Les fulles i les branques gotejaven, i nosaltres vam anar, va-
cusilaxos, cap a una altra banda.

Una vegada vam ploure granotes i una altra vegada vam ploure
peixos. Pero el millor és pedregar. Les pedres precioses es precipi-
ten sobre els pobles i els cranis i els tomaquets. Rodones i congela-
des. I omplen els margesiels caminals d’un tresor de glag. Les gra-
notes van caure com una malediccié. Els homes iles dones corrien,
iles granotes, que eren molt i molt petites, sslamagaven. Ai, las. Els
peixos van caure com una benediccio sobre els caps dels homes i
les dones, com bufetades, ila gent reia i els aixecava enlaire com si
ens els volgués tornar, pero no ho volien, ni nosaltres tampoc els
hauriem volgut. Les granotes rauquen dins dels ventres. Els pei-
x0s deixen de moure’s pero no es moren. Pero tant li fa. E1 millor
de tot és pedregar.
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the Mountain Dances
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Translated from Catalan by Mara Faye Lethem

THE LIGHTNING BOLT

We arrived with full bellies. Painfully full. Black bellies, bur-
dened with cold dark water, lightning bolts and thunderclaps.
We came from the sea and from other mountains, and from un-
thinkable places, and we’d seen unthinkable things. We scratched
the rock atop the peaks, like salt, so not even weeds would sprout
there. We chose the color of the crests and the fields, and the gleam
of therivers and in the eyes looking upward. When the wild beasts
caught sight of us, they huddled deep in their caves and crimped
their necks and lifted their snouts, to catch the scent of damp earth
approaching. We covered them all like a blanket. The oak and the
boxwood and the birch and the fir. Shhhhhhh. And they all went
silent, because we were a stern ceiling and we decided who would
have the tranquility and joy of a dry soul.

After our arrival came the stillness, and the pressure, and we
forced the thin air down to bedrock, then let loose the first thun-
derclap. Bang! Like a reprieve. And the coiled snails shuddered
in their secluded homes, godless and without a prayer, knowing
that if they didn’t drown they would emerge redeemed to breathe
the dampness in. And then we poured water out in colossal drops,
like coins onto the earth and the grass and the stones, and the as-
tounding thunderclap resounded inside the chest cavities of every
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beast. And that was when the man said damn and blast. He said
it aloud, because when a man is alone there’s no need to think in
silence. Damn and blast, you had to go get caught in a storm. And
we laughed, huh, huh, huh, huh, as we dampened his head, and
our water slunk into his collar, and slid down his shoulder and the
small of his back. Our drops were cold and made him cross.

The man came from a house not far off, halfway up to the crest,
by a river that must have been cold because it hid beneath the
trees. There he’d left behind two cows, a bunch of pigs and hens,
a dog and two roving cats, an old man, and a wife and two kids.
Doménec was this man’s name. And he had a lush garden patch
at mid mountain and some poorly plowed fields beside the river,
because the patch was tended by the old man — his father, with a
back flat as a board — and Domeénec plowed the fields. Doménec
had come to reel off his verses, over on this side of the mountain.
To see what flavor and what sound they had, because when a man
is alone there’s no need to whisper. And that evening he’d found
a fistful of early black chanterelles, when he checked on the herd,
and he carried the mushrooms wrapped in the belly of his shirt.
The baby cried when he left the house, and his wife said “Doménec”
as if protesting, as if pleading, and Doménec went out anyway. It’s
hard to create verses and contemplate the virtue hidden inside all
things, when the kids are crying with the shrillness of a flayed
piglet that makes your heart race despite your best efforts to keep
calm. And he wanted to go out and look at the cows. He had to go
out and look at the cows. What did Sié understand about cows?
Nothing. The calf went maaaaaaaaaaa, maaaaaaaaaaaaaa. Des-
perately. Si6 knew nothing about cows. And again he cried out,
damn and blast!, because we’d crept up quickly, hell yeah, unreli-
able and stealthy, and we’d trapped him. Damn and blast!, because
the calf’s tail was stuck in a jumble of wires. The wires had gotten
lodged between two trees, and what with all the pulling the back
of the calf’s legs were shredded and gleamed bloody, open, and
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dirty. It went maaaaaaaaaaa, maaaaaaaaaaa, trapped by the tail
between the two trees, and its mother guarded over him restless-
ly. Amid the downpour Doménec climbed over to the animal. His
legs were good and strong from barreling up the mountain to take
in some air when the kids were yelling too much, or when they
weighed too heavy on him, and the plowing weighed too heavy
on him, and the old man’s silence, and all the words, one after
the other, from his wife, who was called Sid, and who was from
Camprodon, and who’d gotten herself into a fine fix, agreeing to
go up there to that mountaintop with a man who slipped away and
an old man who never spoke. And sure sometimes Domenec loved
her, loved her fiercely, still. But what a weight, for the ever-lov-
ing love of God and Satan, how that house weighed! Folks should
have more time to get to know each other before they marry. More
time to live before making children. Sometimes he grabbed her
by the waist and spun her around, round and round, like when
they were courting, because Sid, oh Sio, lord have mercy, those
legs! He dropped the chanterelles. The calf lowed. Domeénec ap-
proached the animal, leading with both his hands. Slowly, step
by step. Saying things in a deep, quieting voice. Ssssh, ssshh, he
said. Its mother watched him warily. Doménec’s hair was stream-
ing water. When he got home he’d have her heat up some water to
wash off the cold and the rain. He looked at the wire that cut into
the calf’s legs every time it struggled. He grabbed its tail firmly,
pulled out his knife and deftly cut its knotted switch. And then we
let loose the second thunderbolt. Quick as a snake. Angry. Open
like a spider web. Lightning goes where it wants to, like water
and landslides and little insects and magpies, transfixed by all
things pretty and shiny. The knife was out of Doménec’s pocket
and it gleamed like a treasure, like a precious stone, like a fistful
of coins. The metal blade, polished mirror, reflected us back. Like
open arms, calling us out. Lightning goes where it will, and the
second bolt went into Domenec’s head. Deep, deep down inside, to
his heart. And everything he saw inside his eyes was black, from
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the burn. The man collapsed on the grass, and the meadow placed
its cheek against his, and all our giddy, happy waters moved into
him through his shirtsleeves, beneath his belt, into his underwear
and socks, searching for still dry skin. And he died. And the cow
took off in a frenzy, and the calf followed after.

The four women who’d seen, approached him. Bit by bit. Be-
cause they weren’t used to feeling an interest in how people die.
Or an interest in attractive men. Or ugly men, for that matter. But
the scene had been captivating. The light so bright and clear that
it was enough for a lifetime of seeing. The knife had called to the
lightning, the white lightning had hit the man’s head like a bull’s-
eye, it had parted his hair right down the middle, and the cows
had fled in a frenzy, like in some comedy. Someone should have
written a song about the man’s hair and the lightning comb. Put-
ting pearls in his hair, in the song, white like the gleam off the
knife. And say something about his body, and his open lips, and
his light eyes like a cup filling up with rain. And about his face, so
lovely on the outside and so burned on the inside. And about the
torrential water that fell on his chest and rushed beneath his back,
as if it wanted to carry him off. And about his hands, the song
would have spoken, stumpy and thick and calloused, one open
like a flower expecting a bee, the other gripping the knife like a
rock swallowed by tree roots.

One of the women, the one named Margarida, touched his
hand, partly to find out if the man was burning with the thunder-
bolt inside him, and partly just for the caress. Then the women
left him be and gathered up the soaking wet black chanterelles
he’d dropped, and abandoned the scene, because they had many
other things to do, and many other things to think about. Then it
was as if their satisfaction was contagious, and we stopped rain-
ing. Sated. Dispersed. And when it was clear we were done, the
birds hopped out to the middle of the branches and sang the song
of the survivors, their little stomachs filled with mosquitoes, bris-
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tling and furious with us. They had little to complain about as we
hadn’t even hailed, we had rained just enough to kill a man and a
handful of snails. We’d barely knocked down a single nest and we
hadn’t flooded a single field.

Then we retreated. Dog-tired. And we looked at our work.
Leaves and branches dripped, and we headed off, vacant and
slack, somewhere else.

Once we rained frogs and another time we rained fish. But
best of all is the hail. Precious hailstones fall on towns and skulls
and tomatoes. Round and frozen. Covering terraced walls and
paths with icy treasure. The frogs fell like a plague. The men and
women ran, and the frogs, who were eensy teensy, hid. Alas. The
fish fell like a blessing on the men and women’s heads, like slaps,
and the people laughed and lifted the fish up in the air as if they
wanted to give them back to us, but they didn’t want to and we
wouldn’t have wanted them back anyway. The frogs croak inside
our bellies. The fish stop moving but don’t die. But whatever. Best
of all are the hailstorms.
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NATIONAL JURI

The selected countries for the European Union Prize for Literature in 2020 are
Belgium (French-speaking), Bosnia and Herzegovina, Croatia, Cyprus, Denmark,
Estonia, Germany, Kosovo, Luxembourg, Montenegro, North Macedonia, Norway
and Spain.

President ~ Gilles Collard, head of the Texts and Creative Writing programme at La
Cambre - Ecole Nationale Supérieure des Arts Visuels

Members - Bernard Gérard, former director general of ADEB and Copiebel
- Isabelle Wéry, writer, actress and EUPL 2013 laureate
« Maria Paviadakis, bookseller

BOSNIA AND HERZEGOVINA

President  Faruk Sehi¢, writer and EUPL 2013 laureate

Members -« Edin Sal¢inovi¢, writer, literary critic and culture editor (Oslobodjenje)
- Nenad Rizvanovi¢, writer, literary critic and editor
- Tanja Stupar-Trifunovi¢, writer and EUPL 2016 laureate
- Borde Krajisnik, literary critic and journalist (Oslobodjenje & MarazuH
[Hann/Magazin Dani)

President  Boris Peri¢, writer, literary translator and journalist

Members - Sibila Petlevski, poet, novelist, playwright, literary critic and professor at
the University of Zagreb
- Chloé Billion, literary translator
- Romana Perecinec, literary translator and writer
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President ~ Giorgos Moleskis, poet

Members « Antonis Georgiou, writer and EUPL 2016 laureate
- Myrto Azina, writer and EUPL 2010 laureate
- Kyriakos Kyriakou, bookseller
- Stavros Karayanni, writer, critical theorist and associate professor at the
European University of Cyprus

President ~ Clea Bautista, sales manager for the bookshop Arnold Busck
Members  istian Bang Foss, writer and EUPL 2013 laureate

- Marianne Withen, bookshop owner

- Peter Legdrd Nielsen, writer and board member of the Danish Art

Council

President  Tiit Aleksejev, writer and EUPL 2010 laureate

Members - llvi Liive, founder of the Estonian Literary Centre (Eesti kirjanduse keskus)
- Rebeka Lotman, literary critic, journalist, translator and editor-in-chief for
the publishing house of Tallinn University
« Marju Kirsipuu, development manager for the bookshop Apollo
Raamatud
- Tauno Vahter, editor-in-chief (Ténapaev Publishers)

President  Lena Falkenhagen, writer and narrative designer

Members « Doris Ploschberger, editorial director (Suhrkamp Verlag)
- Christoph Schroder, literary critic
« Klaus Kowalke, bookseller

President  Lindita Tahiri, poet, translator and professor at the University of Pristina

Members .« Lindita Rugova, professor and dean of the Philology Faculty at the
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President

University of Pristina
- Festa Molligaj, literary translator and professor of foreign language
- Osman Gashi, poet and professor at the University of Pristina

LUXEMBOURG

President  Jeanne E. Glesener, professor at the University of Luxembourg

Members

Members -« Jean-Claude Henkes, bookseller, member of the Strategic Development
Commity of the bookshop Ernster

- Jérdbme Jaminet, teacher, literary mediator and critic

- Jean Back, writer and EUPL 2010 laureate

- Claude D. Conter, director of the National Literature Centre of Mersch

MONTENEGRO

President  Dragana Tripkovi¢, poet and playwright

- Aleksander Be¢anovi¢, writer, screenwriter, film critic and EUPL 2017
laureate

- Vlatko Simunovi¢, journalist and literary critic

- Ognjen Spahi¢, writer and EUPL 2014 laureate

- Predrag Uljarevic, publisher (withdrawn from the deliberation on the winner)

NORTH MACEDONIA

President

Members

Elizabeta Bakovska, poet, novelist and editor-in-chief (Blesok magazine)
Members + Vladimir Jankovski, writer, translator, editor and literary critic

« Aleksandar Sazdov, bookseller

- Gjoko Zdraveski, author and literature and poetry editor

President  Kari J. Spjeldnaes, publishing director (Aschehoug Forlag)

Members « Helén Foss, bookseller, CEO of the independent bookshops Fri
Bokhandel SA

« Anne Merethe K. Prinos, secretary general of the Norwegian Critics’
Association and literary critic

- Siri Odfjell Risdal, festival director for Kapittel
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Xavier Aliaga, journalist and writer

- Antonio Avila, executive director of the Spanish Association of
Publishers Guilds

- Dolors Udina, literary translator

- Sara Sanchez, bookseller

- Fernando Valls, writer and accredited professor at the Autonomous
University of Barcelona
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[HE EUROPEAN UNION- PRIZE FOR LITERATLR

The European Union Prize for
Literature (EUPL) is an annual
initiative that recognises emerging
fiction writers from across Europe. It aims
to put the spotlight on the creativity and
diverse wealth of Europe’s contemporary
fiction, to promote the circulation of
literature within the continent, and

to encourage greater interest in non-
national literary works. It is financed

by the Creative Europe Programme of
the European Union whose three main
objectives are: to promote cross-border
mobility of those working in the cultural
sector, to encourage transnational
circulation of cultural and artistic output,
and to foster intercultural dialogue.

Over cycles of three years, the EUPL
includes 41 countries participating in
the Creative Europe programme (on a
rotating basis) and awards one winning
author per country participating. It was
first launched in 2009, and since then

it has recognised 135 writers, through

12 editions.

SELECTION PROCESS

The winning authors were selected by
qualified juries set up in each of the 13

countries participating in the 2020 award.

The nomination of candidates and the
final selection of one winner in each
country took place between January
2020 and May 2020. The new emerging
talents were selected on the basis of
criteria stipulated by the European
Commission and fulfil in particular the
following requirements:

The author must have the nationality or
be a permanent resident of the country
participating in the Prize’s current edition.
The author should have published
between 2 and 4 contemporary fiction
books.

The books of the authors should not have

been translated in more than 4 languages.

The eligible books must be the latest
work of the author, should have ideally
been published maximum 18 months
before the date of the announcement
and/or must still be commercially
available.
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National juries are composed by a
minimum of 3 and a maximum of

5 members.

Three jury members were appointed by
the national members of EWC, FEP and
EIBF. The additional jury’s members have
been selected from a list of prominent
literary personalities in each of the 13
countries participating.

The jury reports were delivered in order
to justify the jury’s choice and provide
relevant information on the winner and
his/her work.

THE CONSORTIUM

The EUPL is organised by a Consortium
of associations comprising the European
Writers’ Council (EWCQ), the Federation
of European Publishers (FEP), and the
European and International Booksellers
Federation (EIBF), with the support of
the European Commission. These three
members are jointly responsible for the
setting up of the national juries and

the practical organisation of the award
ceremony. They support the laureates
in their promotion across Europe and
beyond, online, at bookshops and book
fairs” events.
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THE EUROPEAN COMMISSION,
DG EDUCATION AND CULTURE

www.ec.europa.eu/culture

The European Union Prize for Literature (EUPL) is part of
Creative Europe, the EU Framework programme for support to
the culture and audiovisual sectors.

More information:
https://ec.europa.eu/programmes/creative-europe/

Creative Europe Desks for information and advice are set up in
all countries participating in the programme.

Contact details:
https://ec.europa.eu/programmes/creative-europe/contact_en

THE CONSORTIUM

The European Writers' Council
www.europeanwriters.eu

The Federation of European Publishers
www.fep-fee.eu

The European and International Booksellers Federation
www.europeanbooksellers.eu

The European Union Prize for Literature
www.euprizeliterature.eu

Publications Office
of the European Union
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