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Biography
Born in 1980 in Jelgava, Latvia, Janis Jonevs was educated at the Jelgava State Gymnasium and

the Latvian Academy of Culture where he was awarded a Master’s Degree. Jonevs works as a
copywriter and, since 2002, he has also worked as a reviewer and translator from French.

Synopsis

Even though Jelgava ‘94 is Jonevs’ debut novel, the book quickly proved to be a big hit and best-
seller in 2013. The story is set in the 1990s in the Latvian city of Jelgava and looks at the craze
during this period for the alternative culture of heavy metal music. Jonevs takes the reader
deep inside the world described in the novel: combining the intimate diary of a youngster
trying to find himself by joining a subculture, as well as a skilful, detailed and almost docu-
mentary-like depiction of the beginnings of the second independence of Latvia. This is a story
that is even more captivating for the generation that lived through the events described in the
book - Jonevs is the first writer to stir up memories of this period through a fully-fledged liter-
ary depiction.

Jelgava 94 is a portrait of a generation in the 1990s who are searching for their own identity and
are fans of alternative culture. This is a touching story about us as youngsters, when everybody
is against the whole world and tries not to become ‘one of them’. But is it for real? Can one keep
the promise?
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Janis Jonevs

/../ Tas ir neticami, vins $o kreklu atrada humpalas. Tas bija
brinums. Més visi péc tam metamies parmeklét humpalu
kaudzes. Es arl uzrakstiju mammai sarakstu, kadi krekli
janem, tikko tos ierauga: Death, Cannibal Corpse, Anal
Count, Brutal Truth, Carcass, Hypocrisy. Nevienu tadu vina
neatrada, vina atnesa kreklu ar uzrakstu Michael Learns to
Rock un tris smaidigu puiSu a la Zaks Moriss fotografijam.
Par spiti dumpnieciskajam nihilismam, mana sirds gandriz
saltiza no miluma. Tomeér to kreklu es uzvilkt nespéju.

Bet Nave atrada humpalas Obituary kreklu par piecdesmit
santimiem. Un vél vinam nebija labi. Vins bija tads ka drusku
manticigs un uzskatija, ka ar $o kreklu nopircis nelaimi (tas,
protams, vinu necik neatturéja to citigi nésat). Ta ari tagad
vin§ teica:

— Es teicu! Es teicu! Vienmeér kaut kas neveicas, kad man
mugura tas krekls!

Més nupat bijam izmesti no vilciena Jelgava-Riga. Par
niekiem. Mums nebija bilesu. Konduktoru brigade nokomen-
téja masu matus un izlika mus ara, ka noplivoja vien. Vilciens
aizbrauca talak, bet més stavéjam $eit, Olainé.

— Ko darisim, kungi?

Nave paskatijas pakal vilcienam, nekas no ta vairs nebija
saskatams. Edgaram nekad netriika padoma:

— Es domaju, més varam sist sunus un tirgot adas!

Vin$ neapsaubami bija jucis. Vins$ dzivoja Navem kaiminos.
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Jukuma un parliekas milestibas pret Sausmu kino dé] vinu
dévéja par Zombi.

— Driz vietéjie tirgos misu adas.

Més érglu acim nopétijam pilsétu, kas pletds musu prieksa,
krimiem aizaugusi. Nemanija nevienu pasu cilvéku. Bet
krami izskatijas aizdomigi.

— Pazadam.

Un més gajam uz Soseju.

Te Zemgales lidzenums bija aplikojams vél labak, Jelga-
vas puses pamale $kita vél milaka, milaka neka ilgota Rigas
puse. Riga mis neintereséja, bet, izbraucot tai bezmaz cauri,
varéja nonakt Birza. Ta bija pasaules galvena vieta. Dazkart
saukta ari par Panku Birzu. Mamma stastija, ka tur jau sep-
tindesmitajos hipiji mainijusies ar platém. Bikernieku meza,
lidz kuram varéja tikt ar astonpadsmito trolejbusu vai varbut
tramvaju. Cilvéki pulcéjas meza — atstumtie, arpus likuma
esosie, kuri negribéja citu vietu, pulcéjas meza un darija tur
savas lietas, par kuram nenojauta pilséta un pasaule apkart.
Ko vini tur darija? Pagaidam zinajam tikai, ka mainijas ar
kasetém. Ar to pietika. Kasetes mums vajadzéja. Vairs nepie-
tika ar Nirvana un Pearl Jam.

Es pa klusam vél dazreiz klausijos Nirvanu. Tomér biezak
jaunas kasetes. /../ Muzika, kurai lidzigu es nekad agrak nebiju
dzirdéjis. Es vispar nekad nebiju spéjis iedomaties, ka kaut kas
tads pastav. Si patiesam bija cita pasaule. Bija labi sédét te uz
asfalta, kopa ar Navi un Zombi, cela vidi uz citu pasauli.

— Spragala! Pértele! ! Ibanats! !'!

Zombis ladéjas tira devindesmito manieré. Atkal masina slaidi
aiz$alca mums garam. Lai cik atraktivi Zombis vicinajas un

The European Union Prize for Literature 2014 3



Jelgava ‘94

ienéma teatralas pozas, stopésana nevedas. Un ta jau minttes
piecpadsmit, spriezot péc saules (mums nevienam nebija
pulkstena). Nave drimi paregoja:

— Ta més uz birzu netiksim. Tur sakas desmitos.

— Tad varbut beidziet sildit kules uz asfalta un naciet kaut ko
darit? Man jau roka nopuvusi.

Es gan neticu, ka Zombis jelkad nogura. Tagad vins celmala
placa garakas natres un slanijaar tam neredzamus pretiniekus.

Pie stopésanas kéros es. Naca satiksmes mikrins, un es atravu
roku, aizliku aiz muguras un novérsos no cela. Naudas tacu
mums nebija. Tad naca otrais zigulitis, virs stabili turéja
abas rokas uz stiires un skatijas tikai uz celu, sieva smaidija
un noraidosi kratija galvu. Bet aizmugure viniem tacu bija
tuks$a. Vini izskatijas viena gadagajuma ar maniem vecakiem,
kuri vienmér néma stopétajus. Tad naca pavisam vienaldzigs
augiks vai kas tamlidzigs (es neat$kiru masinu markas, zinu
tikai téta zigiti). Vel kads arzemju laznéns, taja sédéja kads
pieklajigs cilvéks, vin§ paradija ar ikski pa labi, sak, talit
griezos, citadi panemtu. Iss, cilvécigs kontakts. Nakosas
masinas vaditajs man pamaja pavisam miklainu garambrau-
céja zestu. Ko tas noziméja? Audz, zén, nelien ara no majas,
kameér nav pasam savs fordins?

Ta es sarunajos ar autobraucéjiem, manai sarunai bija ilgsta-
miba un attistiba, bet viniem — tikai mirklis. Es sarunajos
ar padu tukstosgalvaino cela gajumu, apturéts sava punkta
— lak, masina mums pamirkskina un sak bremzét, Nave
jau griezas skatities, kur Zombis pa plavu aizcinijies, bet
ieksa pilns knapi par mums vecaku degeneratu, noteikti no
Olaines, vini smejas un uzgazé, vini tikai gribéja mis piema-
nit, un prom ir, pat vini, kas veltijja mums uzmanibu, jau ir
mus aizmirsusi péc divam minatém, péc trim kilometriem.
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— Man piegriezas. Nekeras. Pamégini tu.

Nave naca, skumj$ uz visu pasauli, nosnaukajas un ietrieca
roku telpa virs cela. Vin$ skaitija mantru:

— Stajies tacu, idiot!

Masina bija gara ka zvaigznu kugis, tas mirdzo$ajam,
garamslidoSajam sanam nemanija gala. Masina apstajas. Tas
laikam bija no dargajiem auto, spidigs. Monsieur paliecas ara
un jautaja:

— Kur tad dzekiniem jabrauc?

Uz Plakanciemu, man nez kapéc nikni iesavas prata, bet Nave
atbildéja lietiski:

— Uz Birzu.

— Ha, ha. Birzi uz otru pusi, dzekini. Lietuva.

— Uz Rigu.

— Nu kur tad?

— Uz Rigu!

Sis atkal pasméjas.

— Nu, pavedisim. Varam pavest.

Zombis skréja no plavas, aplipis zalumiem ka jukusais Lirs,
un pirms iesésanas sanéma noradijumu:

— Nopurinies.

Automobilis slidéja klusak par ziguli, un par otra priekséja
sédekla pleciem kaskadé plada briniskigi mati, to spozums
cirta acis, kad trapija saule, bet éna tiem piemita asinskra-
sas romantika — blakus saimniekam sédéja metalists! Né,
es paskatijos spoguli, tur skatijas meitenes acis. Vinas tévs
piespieda gaziti, un es piespiedu degunu logam, lai atsaktu
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sarunu ar celu. Luk, degeneratu auto, vini séz klusi, katrs
skatas citur, viniem nav ko darit bez mums, lak, es pasaujos
viniem garam un paradu slepenu fakuciti. Tad més apdzenam
miklaino majéju, vins ir tikpat nopietns. Tad pieklajigais pag-
rieziena kungs, kapéc vins$ nav nogriezies? Luk, ari zigulis ar
padzivojuso pari, sieviete groza galvu un pamana mani, un
atkal smaidot krata galvu, né, né.

— Ko tad Riga dzekini daris?

To, protams, jautaja musu laipnais pavedéjs. Katrs no mums
kluséja, gaididams, ka atbildés kads cits.

— Ko?

Vins jautaja vélreiz. Nave un Zombis atbildéja reizé, pie kam
Nave teica:

— Iesim uz veikalu.
Bet Zombis:
— Skaitisim pensionarus.

Neviens vairs negribéja pieminét Birzu, nez kapéc ta $aja
péc ,Wunderbaum® un adas smarzojosaja masina $kita
neaizsargata.

— Ha, ha. Jocigi dzekini jis esat.

Vispar jau ir tads likums, ka stopétajiem jasarunajas ar laipno
vaditaju. Lai darjjums sanak savstarpéji izdevigs. Es jau
domaju pateikt, ka labs laiks vai ko tadu, bet vin$ pats nelikas
miera:

— Kas jus tadi esat?

Eksistencials jautajums. Tie§am, kas més esam? Zombis 1éni
atbildéja:

— Zé-ni.
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Balsi, kas signalizéja, ka vinam nenormali nak zviedziens.

— Nu, es domaju, kas jus esat, nu, visiem mati, jis esat no
kaut kadas vienibas, vai?

Més raustijam plecus — ko nu més, més tapat vien.
— Jus tacu neesat tie trakie metalisti?

Bznn, nu, ka lai pasaka... Esam it ka, vai ka? Cali, sakiet kaut
ko? !

— Kadu muziku jas klausaties?
Nave vairs negribéja izlocities.
— Cannibal Corpse.

— Ko, ko?

Saimnieks pat pagrieza klusak savu muziku, ta bija visklasis-
kaka no klasiskas muzikas, turklat baisi samikséta popurija.
Vins§ pagrieza klusak un pagriezas uz masu pusi, ko?

— Cannibal Corpse.

— Ko tas nozimeé?

— Tulkojuma no anglu valodas - kanibala likis.
— Doma, es nemaku angliski?

Un pagrieza skalak ar bumsigu ritmu piesmieto Béthovenu.
Péc minttes vins jautaja atkal:

— Tu doma, es neprotu angliski?
— Nedomaju.

— Tad kapéc tu ta saki?

— Nesaku.

— Ka, nesaki? Tie bija tavi vardi!

— Atvainojos.
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Sis stiiréja talak, cik nu pa Jelgavas $oseju vispar jastire.

— Man, pieméram, patik laba muzika. Jus tadu zinat? Zinat
vispar, kas skan?

Béthovena piekta bija neticama veida parmikséjusies uz
Bramsa ,,Ungaru dejam® Bet es neko neteicu.

— Nezinat!

Nez vai meitene vinam blakus, drosi vien vina meita, jopro-
jam skatijas spoguli ar savam meitenes acim? Es neskatijos.

— Un kapéc jums nepatik laba muzika?

Nave bija skaidri apnémies neko vairs neteikt, pat skatienu bija
izsledzis, to vin§ macéja perfekti. Zombis kaut ko méginaja:
— Gribas kaut ko interesantu.

Saimnieks tikai piespieda gaziti, es gribéju iemest aci spi-
dometra, lai piedzivojums nepaiet garam un vélak varétu
pastastit, uz cik més nesamies ar $o trako, bet neuzdrikstéjos,
jo ta es noteikti ieskatitos spoguli, un tur varbat batu meite-
nes acis. Skatijos atkal uz celu. Tur bija lapsa, sabraukta.

— Un kapéc jius neizskatdties normali? Zini, kapéc? Es
pateiksu, kapéc!

Komandieris bija uzvilcies:

— Jas nemaz negribat but normali. Jums tas liekas stulbi. Jas
domajat, ka esat par visiem gudraki.

Vin$ vairs nebija valdams. Un més vél necik nebijam pietuvo-
jusies Rigai.

— Tagad jus iesédaties mana masina, redzat, laba masina. Vai
es ar to izpelnijos kaut kadu jasu cienu? Né!

Tagad man palika pa istam baigi. Jo vin§ runaja tiesi to, ko es
$obrid domaju.
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— Jums vienalga, ka cilvéks ir kaut ko sasniedzis. Jus domajat
— nu un, ka cilvéks labi dzivo, gan jau zaglis vai pardevies,
né, jus vispar par to nedomajat. Jums viss ir vienalga.

Es jutos loti neérti par o savu monologu.

— Sita pasaule jums nav laba diezgan. Jis esat tie ipasie.
Normali dzivot, censties — tas jums liekas stulbi! Lai tie lohi
paved masina, lai uzsauc alinu! Bet mums vajag kanibalus
studeét.

Vin$ uzmanigi parvietojas uz labo joslu, tad apturéja masinu
$osejas mala.

— Esam atbraukusi.

Meés paskatijamies ara. Ta noteikti nebija Riga. Parasta $osejas
mala. Ievérojamakais objekts te bija krimi. Més laikam kave-
jamies parak ilgi.

— Ko tie$i es pateicu nesaprotami?

Meés kapam ara. Vai Nave nepateica paldies? Tas butu vina
gara. Auto aizbrauca. Zombis saldi sméjas, it ka buatu noticis
kaut kas Joti labs. Bet Nave rezumeéja:

— Es jums teicu — krekls! Nu més uz Birzu nepaspésim.

Es atkal skatijos uz celu, ko citu lai es daritu. Aizbrauca zigu-
litis, augiks, fordins, ta vaditajs mums atkal miklaini pamaja,
varbit nu jau ka pazinam, bet varbut bija mis aizmirsis, jo
majiens bija tiesi tads pats. Bet pieklajigo cilvéku, kurs solija
nogriezties, vairs neredzéja. Vin$ tieSam bija nogriezies.
Tolaik cilvéki bija godigi un atceréjas, ko nolémusi darit. Ari
degenerati, kuriem talit vajadzéja but klat, noteikti nebija aiz-
mirsusi manu fakuciti.
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Translated from the Latvian by leva Lesinska

/.. Incredible, I know, but he found that shirt in a used cloth-
ing shop. A real miracle. The rest of us rushed to dig through
the piles. I even made a list for Mum of shirts that she should
buy as soon as she sees them: Death, Cannibal Corpse, Anal
Cunt, Brutal Truth, Carcass, Hypocrisy. She did not find any
of these, she brought me a shirt with Michael Learns to Rock
on it and pictures of three smiling guys a la Zack Morris. My
rebellious nihilism notwithstanding, my heart almost broke
to pieces, I felt such a surge of love for her. That didn’t mean I
could ever wear that shirt, however.

So Death found an Obituary shirt in a used clothing pile and
paid 50 santims for it, and still he was not happy. He seemed
to be a little superstitious and felt he had bought a disaster in
the shape of this shirt (that, of course, did not prevent him
from wearing it all the time). So now again he said, “I told
you! I told you! I always have bad luck when I wear this shirt!”

We had just been kicked off the Jelgava-Riga train. For
nothing, really. We did not have tickets. Having made com-
ments about our hair, the team of conductors kicked us out,
hair flying. The train continued on, whereas we were stuck
here, in Olaine.

“What are we going to do, gentlemen?”

Death looked at the train, which had already disappeared
from sight. As usual, Edgars had a plan: “We could kill dogs
and sell their pelts!”
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He was certifiably crazy, no doubt about it. He lived next-
door to Death. Because of his craziness and excessive love of
horror movies, he got the nickname Zombie.

“Soon the locals will sell our pelts.”

We trained our eagle’s eye on the town that spread before
us, overgrown with bushes. Not a single soul seemed to be
around. Yet the bushes looked suspicious.

“Let’s roll.”
And we started walking towards the highway.

Here the Zemgale plain offered an even better view of itself,
the horizon on the Jelgava side seemed even more loveable
- much more loveable than the much-coveted Riga side. We
were not interested in Riga, but once you got almost through
the city, you got to the Burse. That was the place to be in this
world. Mum told me that hippies had exchanged records there
as early as the 1970s. It was in the Bikernieki Forest, which
could be reached by trolley-bus No. 18. Or was it by tram?
People gathered in the woods: the outcasts, the ones on the
other side of the law, the ones who did not want another place,
just gathered in the woods and did their thing, about which
the city and the outside world had not the slightest idea.

What did they do there? For now we only knew that they
exchanged cassette tapes. That was all we had to know. We
needed cassette tapes. Nirvana and Pearl Jam were not enough
anymore.

Sometimes, I still secretly listened to Nirvana. More often to
the new cassettes, however. /./ It was music like nothing I
had ever heard before. No, I had not even thought it possi-
ble that such music existed. It was a totally different world. It
was good to sit here on the tarmac together with Death and
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Zombie on our way to another world.
“Tasser! Slag! Dickfuck! ! 1”

Zombie was cussing in a pure nineties style. Another car
swished elegantly by. No matter how attractively Zombie was
flailing his arms, no matter how theatrical his poses, hitch-
hiking was a bust. Judging by the sun (nobody had a watch),
this situation had lasted a quarter of an hour. Death had a
dire prediction to share:

“We won’t make it to the Burse. They start at ten.”

“So maybe you should stop warming your bollocks on the
tarmac and get to work? My arm is falling oft.”

Though I found it hard to believe that Zombie would ever tire.
Now he made himself busy plucking the tallest nettles and
whipping invisible opponents with them.

Then it was my turn to try to stop someone. A public trans-
portation van was coming. I lowered my arm, put it behind
my back and turned away from the road. After all, we had no
money. It was followed by a second-generation Lada; the man
kept both hands firmly on the wheel and his eyes on the road
while his wife was smiling and shaking her head. Yet their back
seat was empty. They looked to be about the same age as my
parents, who always picked up hitchhikers. Then a totally indif-
ferent Audi or something like that drove by (I don’t really know
the makes of cars, the only one I recognize is a Lada, like my
Dad’s). Then came some foreign heap with a polite man inside:
he pointed right with his thumb, meaning, I am turning in just
a moment, otherwise I'd take you. A brief, civilized interaction.
The driver of the next car waved at me in a totally mysteri-
ous way. What was that supposed to mean? Grow up, lad, don’t
leave the house unless you have your own little Ford?
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That’s how I kept conversing with the drivers, and this con-
versation possessed sustainability and development, whereas
for them it was just a passing moment. I was talking to the
manifold denizens of the road, having been stopped right
here and now, and look, a car blinks at us and begins slowing
down. Death is already turning to see where Zombie is fight-
ing his enemies on the field, but it turns out that the car is
full of plonkers just slightly older than us, definitely from
Olaine; they are laughing and then step on the gas, they’d
only wanted to have some fun at our expense, so now they’re
gone; even they who paid us some attention will forget us in
two short minutes, after three short kilometres.

“I'm fed up. They just don’t bite. You try.”

Death came over; sad about the entire world, he sniffled and
pierced the space over the road with his hand. He kept recit-
ing a mantra:

“Stop, you idiot!”

The car was long like a starship, there seemed to be no end to
its gleaming side that was sliding by. Then it stopped. Must
be one of the expensive cars, very shiny. Monsieur leaned out
the window and asked:

“So where are you lads going?”

To Plakanciems, I thought, for some reason annoyed, but
Death was all business:

“To the Burse.”

“Ha. Birzai is the other direction, lads. In Lithuania.”
“To Riga.”

“So where then?”

“To Rigal!”
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The driver laughed again.
“All right. We’ll take you for a ride then.”

Zombie was running out of the field, all covered with green
stuff like some demented Lear and received an admonish-
ment before getting into the car:

“Shake it off.”

The car glided more quietly than a Lada, and beautiful hair
cascaded over the shoulders of the other front seat passen-
ger; its brilliance hurt the eyes when hit by the sun, whereas
in the shade they took on a romantically blood-red tinge: a
metalhead was sitting next to the owner! But no, I looked in
the mirror and met the eyes of a girl. Her father stepped on
the gas and I pressed my nose to the window to resume my
conversation with the road. See, there’s the plonkers’ car, they
are sitting there quietly, each looking in a different direc-
tion, they are bored without us, and see, I whizz by them flip-
ping a secret bird at them. Then we overtake the mysterious
waver, and he is just as serious as before. And after that it’s
the turning gentleman, so why hasn’t he turned? And finally
here’s the elderly couple, the woman is turning her head this
way and that, then she sees me and again shakes her head
with a smile, no, no.

“So what are the young lads going to do in Riga?”

That of course was a question asked by our kindly driver.
Each one of us kept silent, expecting someone else to reply.

“Huh? »

He asked again. Death and Zombie answered at the same
time. Death said:

“We’ll go shopping.”
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But Zombie said:
“We’ll count pensioners.”

No one was inclined to mention the Burse; for some reason it
seemed too vulnerable in this car whose interior smelled of
Wunder-Baum and leather.

“Ha, ha, funny lads you are.”

There is of course the rule that hitchhikers have to keep up
a conversation with the nice driver. So that the deal is to the
advantage of both parties. I was about to say something about
the nice weather or such, but he was not going to let go.

“Who are you?”

An existential question. Really - who are we? It was Zombie
who slowly answered:

“We’re boys.”
He did it in a voice that suggested that he is really cracking up.

“No, I mean, who are you, like you all have this hair, are you
from some group or something?”

We just shrugged: whatever.
“You're not those crazy metalheads, are you?”

Duh, what can we say, man... We kinda are, you know? Hey,
guys, say something.

“What kind of music do you listen to?”

Death had decided to stop trying to wriggle out of this.
“Cannibal Corpse.”

“Whaat?”

The owner even turned down his music; it was the most classi-
cal of classical music, plus it was mixed in a terrible potpourri.
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He turned it down and turned to us, whaat?
“Cannibal Corpse.”

“What does that mean?”

“To translate: it’s the dead body of a man-eater.”
“You think I don’t know English?”

And he turned up his Beethoven that had been adulterated
with an oompah rhythm. A minute later he asked again:

“You think I don’t understand English?”

“I don’t”

“Then why are you saying this?”

“I don’t”

“What do you mean you don’t? Your exact words.”
“I am sorry.”

The man kept on steering. As much as you really need to steer
down the Jelgava highway.

“I, for one, like good music. Do you know of such a thing? Do
you know what we are listening to?”

Beethoven’s Fifth had somehow transformed into Brahms’
Hungarian Dances. But I kept my mouth shut.

“You don’t!”

I wonder if that girl next to him, probably his daughter, was
still looking into the mirror with her girl’s eyes? I didn’t look.

“And why don’t you like good music?”

Death had apparently resolved not to say a word, he had even
turned off his gaze, he was perfect at that. Zombie gave it a

try:
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“Just feel like something interesting.”

The owner of the car just stepped on the gas again. I felt like
glancing at the speedometer, so as not to miss the adventure and
later be able to tell everyone how we were just flying down the
highway like crazy, but I didn’t dare, because then I would prob-
ably glance into the mirror and there I would probably meet the
girl’s eyes. So I turned back to the road. There was a fox, run over.

“And why don’t you look normal? You know why? I will tell
you why.”
The captain was all whipped-up.

“You simply don’t want to be normal. You think it’s stupid.
You think you are smarter than anyone.”

He could no longer contain himself. And we were still far
away from Riga.

“Now you got into my car, and you saw that it was a really nice
one. Did that earn me any respect? No!”

Now I was really horrified. Because he was saying exactly
what I was thinking at the moment.

“It is all the same to you if a person has achieved something.
You are thinking: so what if this chap is living well, he’s prob-
ably a thief or has sold out. But no, you don’t even think about
that. It’s all the same to you.”

I felt very uncomfortable with this monologue.

“This world is not good enough for you. Like you are some-
thing special. To live a normal life, to try for something - you
think it’s stupid! Let these nincompoops drive you around, let
them treat you to a beer! Whereas we must study cannibals.”

He carefully changed lanes to the right one, and then stopped
the car by the side of the road.
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“We’re here.”

We looked out the window. That most assuredly was not Riga.
It was just a side of the road. The most noteworthy object here
was bushes. We must have taken our time.

“What exactly did you not get from what I said?”

We got out of the car. Did I hear Death saying thank you?
That would be exactly like him. The car took off. Zombie was
laughing his head off, as if something great had happened.
But Death summed it up:

“I told you, it’s that shirt! Now we’ll be late for the Burse.”

I stared at the road again, what else could I do? There was the
Lada, then the Audi, then the Ford, whose driver once again
waved at us mysteriously, perhaps even in a familiar way now,
as if we were acquainted, but maybe he had already forgotten
about us, because the wave was exactly the same. The polite
one, the one who said he was turning, was nowhere to be seen.
He must have turned. People were honest then and remem-
bered what they had set out to do. Even the plonkers who
must be here any second, surely had not forgotten my bird.
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