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Foreword

Writing Europe -
how literature helps us build communities

Europe’s cultural and linguistic diversity is a tremendous asset. Yet, this
diversity makes it difficult for cultural works to circulate across borders,
and this is especially true for literature. This is why, in 2009, the
European Commission decided to launch the European Union Prize
for Literature to support outstanding works of fiction by new and
emerging authors writing in their national languages. In the past nine
editions, we have recognised 108 talented authors from 37 different
countries. We are very proud to have such a great number of excellent
laureates, who represent Europe in their diversity.

2018 is a very special year: we are celebrating the European Year of
Cultural Heritage, as well as the tenth anniversary of the European
Union Prize for Literature. To mark this occasion, we organised a
specific contest “A European Story: European Union Prize for Literature
Winners Write Europe”. This is a unique competition for short works of
fiction, exclusively open to previous winners of the prize, to celebrate
the wealth and creativity of Europe’s contemporary literature.

36 winners from a total of 26 different countries decided to
participate in this contest and share their European stories. Each

of these texts, which were written in 23 different languages, has

a distinct perspective, style and syntax, but they are all telling a
European story. They are a great example of how cultural and artistic
expression can help us strengthen our European identity and build
a community of communities.

For authors, translations are not only a great recognition of their
works, but a way to reach audiences beyond their home country
and to achieve pan-European or even global success. European
literature, especially literature written in less-used languages, needs
transnational promotion and increased visibility.



Authors who have been awarded the European Union Prize for
Literature can benefit from the EU’s Creative Europe programme and
receive grants for literary translation of the winning book into other
European languages. Between 2014 and 2017, the programme has
already helped finance a total of 1679 translations from and into a
range of European languages, including 461 translations of books that
have been recognised with the European Union Prize for Literature.

This publication contains all the entries received for this year's special
writing contest, in both the original language and English translation. |
hope you enjoy these European stories!

Tibor Navracsics,
European Commissioner
for Education, Culture,
Youth and Sport






Cyprus

Myrto Azina Chronides

Mua Evpwnaikni otopia

A European Story

EUPL laureate 2010: To Peirama (Armida Publications)

BIOGRAPHY

yrto Azina Chronides was born in Nicosia, Cyprus, in 1961.
M Since her early years, she has written many essays and poems.
She won several literary prizes at the Pancyprian Gymnasium for
poetry and prose, and published her first book, Hemerologion, at the
age of fifteen. After graduation, she specialised in general medicine
at the academic hospital of the University of Bonn in Euskirchen.
Since 2007, she has been working in Cyprus at the Department of
Medical and Public Health Services. She has received positive critical
reaction for her modern and unconventional writing style, while her
short stories have featured in many literary magazines and in two
national anthologies.
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‘Epxetat akoun évag! Epyetad!

To viwbw amd To eAadpod TpepovAlacua. To cwpa HoL TOV VIW-
BeL kaL Tov vrodéxeTal pe dpikn. Mua tdon dpuyng, Eévag dpopog,
T AKpa TAywuéva.

‘Epxetat 0 movog — n wdivn. Eecyifel Tnv mOEAO, TOUG AAYOVEG,
n ujtpa kovPapt and oidepo.

Tov Blwvw 0AOKANPN. AMAWVETAL aKOUa Kal ata vuyla pov. To
KeQAAL pou adetdlel xalL GLUTTLECETAL AV OKOPVTEOV TIOU EK-
TIVEEL.

«ITaw va p€pw TN paiom, pov AEeL Kal GKOLTLCEL TO TPOCWTIO L0V
ar’ Tov I8pWTA UE TO HAVTHAL TOV.

Me doBatat. BAénw oto PAéuua tov wg pe popdrat. Towg ei-
vatn eéovoia ov €xw avtr Tn oLVYKEKPLPEVN oTypl: Fevvw to
naldi tov.

Qw

[Tepmatovoaye Pe TN UNTEPA TAVW GTO XLOVL. O dvepog odpupLie
Kat Slartepvouae Ta TAvTa.

Ol KAATOEG POV ATAV TPUTILEG KAL TA TTATIOVTOLA UE AETITEG UL-
00OaYWUEVEG GOAEG. AUGKOAEVOUOLY VA TEPTIATOW, UAAAOV
YALGTPOLOA TTAVW GTO XLOVL.



Myrto Azina Chronides

H pntépa Bragdétav. Me tpafovce amo to xépL cav va BeAe va
L€ ATIOYELWOEL.

Zddvouv okdévTaha mTAvw 0€ KATL KL ETTECA UTTPOVULTA. ETO ULOO-
oKOTAS0 PoL GAavnKe €vag urmoyog. H untépa pe okwaoe mavo-
VTOG UE QT TIG LOOYAAEG EAADPA KAL AUECWG YOV’ KAELDE, UE TA
XEpLa TG, Ta pdtLa.

IToAV apyd! AvBpwTvo kouvdapt. Ilporafa kat eida ta maywue-
va xépla Tov.

Ku votepa fTav ma pévo éva mayvidt. Twpa mov yvwplla, ta
avayvwpia.

IToAAEG dopég xpUPovTAV oe BouvvaAdkia armd XLovl. AAAOTE
TAAL yupva ano XLovi, EuAlacuéva oav ntwpata g Hounniag.

H untépa Bragotav. IInyaivape yia avyd. Kamowog tng ta €tage.
Kpatovoe Atyo Aapdi, 6T ‘aplotepd NG XEPL, VA TO AVTAAAAEEL.

Apyloa va KAaiw KL €Tol oTtapatioapye armotopa. Me ofkwoe
oTa xépla Kat Y’ €otnoe o €va meCoVAL, KOVTA aTo oTaBUO TWwV
Tpévwv. Ta kedpaAla pag aAAnAokoltalovtav ocav o KaBpepn.

«Mnv xAag! Twpa eipaocte dTwyol Kat Tavw am O0Aa, To eideg,
elpaote Bvnrol.

Na peyaAwoelg va Bpetg évav aBdvato va oui&elg. Aev KukAo-
$opovV TTOAAOL OTIG HEPEG LAG, AAAA OTAV TEAELWOEL O TTOAEUOG
Ba Eepuonoovv an’ to movBevd. Na kavelg yadi Tov madd, va
T aAAagelc oAa! OAal»

Htav ta xpovia mov ot povpvol §ev éhnvav (eoTtd Ywul aArd
katéatpedav avBpwmivn cdapka. ITov ot avBpwrol popovoav
¢va aotépL 0To aThBog ya va Eexwpifouv. Ilov Ta Tayyavakia
KL oL acBeveic agLllav AtyoTtepo amd €va gKUAO OV TOV EAEyav
Blondi } Muckl.

Na aAAGEW TL papd, oKEDTNKA.

-9.-



Mia eupwmaikrj iotopia

BéBata n aAdayn emfABe dueoa, aAAd ev TNy enédepa EYyw.

H pdva néBave: Ma Efpaia ato AovafLtg, pta EyyAéCa atoug
BoupapSiopovg, uta EAAnvida otn 'eppavokpatovuevn ABH-
va, N unnwg yta Trimmerfrau otn Ap€odn mov enéfnoe g
dpixng kat 0to T€A0¢ xABnke oTa GLVTPLUULA TOL TOAEUOV, ULa
IMoAwvn uua ...

IMavtwg méBave. K éuewva povn pov.

O TaTépag €10l KL OAAWG TTaprjAauve amd TOAEUO OE TIOAEUO.
ITowog Tov €i8¢; ITolog Tov REeps;

AyvwoTog 0TPATIWTNG, AYAAPA O€ pLa TAaTela 1 yia Xlovootipa-
80 KOKKAAQ VAL KATPAKVAA GTA TAPTAPA.

Qw

‘Epxetal maAl Ipénel va ¢pépel ypriyopa tn paia. Aev 8" avté-
Ew! Evag movog 0600TpwTipag. XTumdel HECA GTA AUTLA YOV TA
TaumovpAa Touv: Mrap Mnap Mnap. Onwg oL GTPATIWTEG UE TO
Badiopa tng xnvag mov punaivouv oto Hapiol Oplappevtika.

KLautog mapeAavel 6TO Cwpa ROV, EeayiovTag Ta GTTAGY VA Hov
o€ €va puluKo umap prap urtap. H Avtiotaon avadumAwvertat.

Qv

Htav éva kaAokalplatko anoyevua. Me pia dp€ta kapmoudL yv-
pLla oTNV aKPoylaALd, petpwvtag ta deAdivia mov dpaivovrav
070 Bdabog Tov opifovra.

Av xdvw kamote matdid, okedTopovy, Ba pabouvv va ovelpevo-
VTaL Kat va HtAovv. Na WAovv ge Toug AAAOLG YL AUTO TIOL VIW-
Bouv Kat mTwg To Evvoouv. Na Ll0BeTOVV LKPEG LEEEC KaL va TIG
UEYAAWVOLVY 0TA KEGAALA TOUG, gLPUYwWpPA mavdoyeia, ywa To
KAaAQ, To Sikalo, TNV L0O0TNTA, KL VOTEPA VA TIG GTEAVOLV TAEISL
0TA XEPLOL TOVG KAL VA TIG KAVOLV TTPAEN.

-10-



Myrto Azina Chronides

KiLevw okedTOpoLY OAA LT, TOV el8a va €pyeTal amd pakpLd.

Kat 70 owpa pov amooyiotnke anod tn A0y pov. Aypla, ap-
xéyova évotikta Evmvnoav. Ku n Aoy €ywe and mpwtaywvt-
0TNG, KoUrapoog. ITavtoL anAwdnke n pupwdid Tov. MOALG IOV
MpoOAAfa va oKEHTW TA AGYLA TNG LAVAG POL:

«Bpeg évav abavarto!»
Kutav abavarog.

dopovoe pla paveditoa mov €ypade emdvw: «White Bull» kt
NTav o Alag, 0 Tatépag Twv Oewv Kat Twv AvOpwnwv.

«Etpat n Evpwmnp, Tov YBvploa, «kat o€ mepiyevar.

Me mipe 67O ACGTIPO TOL OTIOP AUAEL Kal GUYaUE TIEPA ATTO TN
BdAacoa, mépa ota yaAvBovpyeia kat ota opuyeia avOpaxa.

«Jean», Tov eina éva npwi, «Konrad, Charles, Winston, Altiero,
Robert, peydie Ala, ylati Eexwvape tnv woTopia pag ano ta Ae-
¢ta; Tati va peitvouvpe o avtd 10 ABAL0 opuyeio avOpara;»

«I'lati ot 18€eg BEAOLY ¥POVO VA WPLUAGOUV», ATTAVTNGCE KL «X PO-
vog eival yprua, yov" Aeye o matépag pov o Kpovog, evw to
Yoyl yepifel apécws To aToudyL.»

To 8¢xtnka. HEepe mAvToTe TL EAEYE, AAALWG TO 0OL aBAVATOG
Aoyaplagotav;

Qy

ITovw, TOVW TOGO TOL EEXVW TOV €PWTA KAL T’ AYKAALAGHATA, TA
OVELPA YLA TO UEAAOV.

To povo mov petpd Twpa eivat n aicbnon tov ayvwaotov. Tt Ba
yIVEL UE TO cwpa pov;

-11-



Mia eupwmaikrj iotopia

Oa pe mpoAdBovy, Ba emiPwow 1 Ba oxloTw ota §vo Ao TN
ELAOOYLOTIKY TOL TIOVOL TTOL OKOUUTIA GTO GWUA YOV OAO Kal
oLYVOTEPA KaL Suoxepaivel Tnv avaca Hov;

BuBiCopat, viwbw mwg YALOTPW KATIOL KAl XAVW TG aloORoELg
pov. OAa yivovtal KOKKIva yupw pov. EmumAéw oe aompa Kal
Xpvoa ovvvedpa. Babeld, otnv axkpn Tov opifovta, o€ pakpwvo
A0DO, YIALASEG OTPATIWTEG LPWVOLV TAVTOXPOVWE TIG ONUaieg
TOUG. Agv eival AdPapa moAépov. Elval yepdteg umie ovpavoug
Kal Kitpwa aotépla: Evotnta, aAAnAeyyuvn, appovia. Atwvw
uéoa g ouvalcOnuata andAvTng YaAfvng.

Kat otn péon tov kKOkKwou ABadilov, yevvietat éva SEvTpo.
I[TAnowalw Sotaktikd: To 8€vTpo NG yéveong Kal Tavw €va
uiAo. Epyopat akoun mo kovtd. Ma Sev eival o Kapmog tng
I'vwong, okédTopat.

Eivat to piAo mov mpdodepe atov IIapn , T0 PAGLAOTOVAO TNG
Tpoiag, n Eptda kat ypddel emavw avti «tn KAAALGTN», «Tw BEA-
tiotw | TN BeAtioTn». Avaotatwvoualt.

ZEUnVw.
«Ayann pov, yevvag!», pouv AéeL o Alag.

TeAevTaia ovpAlayTd, UKpa StaAeippata, Tpla atavwTd ovp-
Aytd: Ta tpla pov mpwta madd atov KOpdo pov. Aev givat
Ouwg 0 Mivwag, o PodapdvOng kat o Zapmndwvag, 07w AEeL n
uvBoroyia.

Eivat " ayépla pov mov Ba kepdicovv ta ovopata Tovg, ava-
A0y PE TA XOPAKTNPLOTIKA TOL KABEVOG, TIG oLV BELEG Kal TA
TILOTEVW TOUG.

Ndta ta ayannuéva pov! EamAwvouy Ue IIoOKAELGTA HaTAKLA,
0aVv TOVTIKAKLA, KAl Ta ONAQlw avdAoya e TIG aVAYKEG TOUG.
ITio moAAéC dopég Tov advvapo, 660 va XOPTAGEL TOV TILO TIO-
XOULAO.

-12 -



Myrto Azina Chronides

Avplo Ba yaipovtat ™ {wn kat Tov fRAto. Ot povpvol Tovg Ba
Privouv Ceato Ywui kL 0 kaBevag Ba xTioel To S1x6 TOL oMLTI-
KO, Katd to yovaTo tou. Kat 6a’ vat avotrypéva Stdmiata ta
napdduvpa.

Ku dpa €pBeL o 001§ va toug Swael To HRA0, 0L To uiRAo tov Ila-
padeioov, aAAd avtd mov propel va oneipel n Syyovola, Ba’'-
XOULV yla acTida TG GPKTEG AVAUVICELG L0V Kal yla OTTA0 Ta
LIEPOYA OVELPA YOV Kat Ba YeETapophwaoouy TNV avTaywvioTL-
KOTNTA O€ EVYEVH AULAAQL.

'EToL OTWwG T KOTAlW TIOL KOolpovvTal o1 BaAaaowvyy Kovvia
TOUG, OTOALGUEVN HE Swdeka O0AdYpuvcoa aoTépla, oKEHTOUAL
WG KArolov art avtd Ba tov ovopaticovv AcAav, @oifo, § Aov
Kywtn, aAAd iowg kat Kaw kat Opéotn kat Iovda...

AvpLo... Avplo... Enuepwvel. Enuepwvel yla BdAacoa amnod AoyLa,
€PYa, HOVOLKEG Kal Snulovpyieg péoa ata xépla cov Evpwnn...

-13-



A European story

Myrto Azina Chronides
Translated from Greek by Despina Pirketti

There’s another one coming! He’s coming!

I can feel it from the slight tremble. My body can feel him and
welcomes him in dread. An urge to leave, a fear, my limbs
freeze.

The pain comes - labour pain. It tears the pelvis apart, my
loins, my uterus a ball of steel.I can feel him throughout my
entire body. He spreads all the way down to my nails. My
head empties and compresses like an accordion exhaling.“I’ll
go get the midwife” he tells me and uses his handkerchief to
wipe the sweat off my face.

He’s scared of me. I can see it in his eyes — he’s scared of me.
Perhaps it’s the power I have at this very moment: I’'m deliv-
ering his child.

Qw

Mother and I were walking in the snow. The wind hissed, cut-
ting through everything.

My socks were tattered; my shoes had worn, shabby soles.

Iwas having a hard time walking; in fact, I was sliding on the
snow.Mother was rushing. She pulled me by the hand as if to
lift me up.

Suddenly I tripped upon something and fell flat on my face.
In semi-darkness I thought I saw a bundle. Mother picked me
up, holding me lightly under the armpits, then made to close
my eyes with her hands.

Too late! A human corpse. I glimpsed its frozen arms.

And then it was merely a game. Now that I knew, I could rec-
ognise them.

-14 -



Myrto Azina Chronides

Oftentimes they were hidden under piles of snow. Other
times, snowless, they were petrified like Pompeii’s victims.
Mother was in a hurry. We were on the way to fetch eggs
promised to her by someone. She held some lard in her left
hand to trade.

I broke into tears and so we stopped in our tracks. She took me
in her arms and had me stand on a step near the train station.
Our heads turned, our faces mirroring each other.“Stop cry-
ing! Now we are poor; but above all, as you have seen, we’re
mortals.”“Make sure you grow up and find an immortal man
to couple up with. Not many of them are around these days,
but once the war is over they’ll sprout out of nowhere. Have
children with him, change everything. Everything!”

Those were the years when furnaces did not bake hot bread,
they ravaged human flesh. When men and women wore a
star on their chest to stand out. When gypsy children and
patients were worth less than a dog called Blondi or Muckl.

Change what, mother? I thought to myself.
Of course, the change came suddenly, but not because of me.

Mum died: a Jewish woman in Auschwitz, a British woman
during the Blitz, a Greek woman in German-occupied Athens
or perhaps a Trimmerfrau in Dresden, who had survived
the horror and perished amidst the ruins of the war, a Polish
woman, a...

Anyway, she died. And I was left on my own.

Father, after all, paraded from one war to another. Nobody
saw him. Nobody knew of him.

The unknown soldier, a statue in a square or an avalanche of
bones plunging into Tartarus.

Qv

Here it comes again! He must bring the midwife quickly! I
won’t make it! The pain is like a juggernaut. It’s beating its

-15-



A European story

drums into my ears: Bam Bam Bam! Like the soldiers march-
ing triumphantly into Paris with a massive goose-step.

And he’s parading across my body, tearing my entrails asun-
der in a rhythmical bam bam bam. The Resistance falls back.

Qv

It was a summer afternoon. With a slice of watermelon in
hand, I wandered along the seashore, counting the dolphins
sketched out against the horizon.

If I ever have children, I told myself, they’ll learn how to
dream and talk. Talk to others about what and how they feel.
Adopt small ideas and nurture them in their heads, roomy
inns, on goodness and fairness, on equality, and then send
them on a voyage along their hands to become deeds.

While I was thinking of all this, I saw him coming from afar.

My body broke away from my reason: wild, primal instincts
awoke. And reason was reduced from a protagonist to a
stuntman. His scent was all-encompassing. I barely had time
to ponder mother’s words:

“Get yourself an immortal!”
And he was immortal.

He wore a T-shirt that read “White Bull” and he was Zeus,
father of Gods and Humans.

“I’m Europe,” I whispered to him, “and I’'ve been expecting
you.”He led me to his white sports car and we left beyond the
sea, far away to the steelworks and the coal mines.

“Jean,” I said to him one morning, “Konrad, Charles, Winston,
Altiero, Robert, Great Zeus, why do we begin our story with
money? Why stay in this miserable coal mine?”

“Because ideas need time to mature,” he replied and “time
is money, my father Cronus used to say, whereas bread will
fill your stomach instantly.”I went along with it. He always

-16-



Myrto Azina Chronides

knew what he was talking about; after all, what kind of im-
mortal was he?

Qy

I’'m in pain; 'm in so much pain that I forget about lovemak-
ing and cuddling, the dreams for the future.

The only thing that matters now is this dread of the unknown.
What will become of my body?

Will they save me on time, will I survive? Or will I be torn
asunder by the woodcutter of pain that rests upon my body
all the more frequently, restricting my breathing?

I'm sinking; I feel that I'm sliding somewhere until I lose
consciousness. Everything around me turns red. I float upon
golden white clouds. Far away, at the edge of the horizon,
upon a distant hill, soldiers by the thousands are hoisting
their flags simultaneously. They’re not war banners. They’re
filled with blue skies and yellow stars: unity, solidarity, har-
mony. I melt within feelings of utter serenity.

And in the middle of the red meadow, a tree is born. I tenta-
tively approach it: the tree of life carrying an apple. I come
even closer. But it’s not the fruit of Knowledge, I tell myself.

It is the apple offered to Paris, prince of Troy, by Discord, and
instead of “for the fairest” it reads “for the best”. 'm devastated.

I wake up.
“My darling, you’re in labour!” Zeus tells me.

Last howls, small breaks, then three final consecutive howls:
my first three children in my bosom. But they’re not Minos,
Rhadamanthus and Sarpedon as mythology says.

They’re my boys and they will earn their names, each accord-
ing to his own features, habits and beliefs.There they are, my
precious ones! Lying with their eyes half open, like little mice,
and I breastfeed them according to their needs: the weak one
more often, just enough for the plumpest.Tomorrow they’ll rel-

-17 -



A European story

ish life and the sun. Their furnaces will bake hot bread and
each of them will build his own house just as he likes it. And
their windows will be wide open.

And when the serpent comes to give them the apple, not the ap-
ple of Paradise, but the one that may sow discord, they’ll have
my own atrocious memories to use as a shield, and they’ll have
my wonderful dreams as weapons to transform competitive-
ness into good sportsmanship.Just as Ilook at them sleeping in
their sea-crib, adorned with twelve golden stars, I'm thinking
that one of them will be named Aslan, Phoebus or Don Quix-
ote; or even Cain, Orestes and Judas...

Tomorrow... Tomorrow... day breaks. A sea of words, works,
melodies and creations rise within your palm, Europe...

-18-



Slovenia

Gabriela Babnik
Ida

EUPL laureate 2013: Susna doba (Beletrina Academic Press)

BIOGRAPHY

abriela Babnik was born in 1979 in Géppingen, Germany. After

finishing her studies at Ljubljana University, she spent some
time in Nigeria before working on a master’s degree on the modern
Nigerian novel. Since 2002, she has regularly contributed articles to
all major daily and weekly publications in Slovenia. In 2005, Babnik
graduated in Comparative Literature and Literary Theory at the
University of Ljubljana. Her first novel KoZa iz bombaza (Cotton Skin)
was published in 2007 and was awarded the Best Debut Novel by
the Union of Slovenian Publishers at the Slovenian Book Fair. In 2009,
her second novel V visoki travi (In the Tall Grass) was published, and
was shortlisted for the Kresnik Award in 2010. Babnik lives with her
family in Ljubljana.
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Ida

Gabriela Babnik
-«

Ida se ponoci ni veC zbujala zaradi nekdanje lastnice sta-
novanja, v katerega se je pred kratkim preselila, ni se ji vec
prikazovala v rdeci, sprani obleki, pac pa se je zdaj zbujala,
vCasih tudi prepotena, zaradi vitkega telesa temnopoltega
mosSkega, Ki je spal, Ce je spal, eno nadstropje nad njo. V¢asih
se ji je zdelo, da sliSi vzdihljaje ljubljenja, v€asih so se z ljub-
ljenjem premikala tudi okna. Nosilo jih je od enega konca do
drugega in Ida se je v takSnih trenutkih oprijela postelje. Z eno
roko, z drugo si je segla v mednoZje, razprla sramne ustnice,
se pogreznila v mehko meso, v notranjost. Medenic¢na kost se ji
je vedno zdela mehka, Ze na meji krhkega. Ko se je Leo zibal v
njej, ko se je Se zibal, se je zdelo, da ta kost lahko zdrZi vse, ne-
nadoma pa je Cutila, da bi jo temnopolti moski, katerega imena
si ni mogla zapomniti, saj ji je povedal, pa je pozabila, rekel je
nekaj na M. ali T., zdrobil.

Vedela je, da je vCasih opazoval njene noge in njene Siro-
ko spete lase, s figo na vrhu, kot je bilo moderno, morda je
svoji partnerki celo rekel: ,Ida je drobna, vendar ima moc-
na meca,“ Cemur pa ta po vsej verjetnosti ni namenjala ni-
kakrsne pozornosti.

Tudi zato, da se ne bi izdala, je prvi¢, ko je bila pri njih na
obisku, ko je priSla, da bi se opravicila, predvsem zaradi Lizi-
kinega veCurnega tuljenja, zrla v brazgotino na njegovi roki, ki
se je nahajala na najbolj mesnatem delu roke, na notranji stra-
ni podlahti. Pripravljal je ¢aj v belih skodelicah, s finimi prsti
odpiral ¢ajne vrecke in jih potapljal v vrelo vodo, ter govoril
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nekaj o tem, da Afri¢ani ne prihajajo v Evropo izkoriScat soci-
alnega sistema. Njegova partnerka je v sosednji sobi previjala
otroka. Idi se je zdelo, da vonj po vreli vodi samo prekriva vonj
po urinu, toda potem je pomislila, da je njun sin prevelik za
plenice. Iritirano je dejala, ,,Ali Afri¢ani ne prihajajo v Evropo,
ker iSCejo varnost?“

Zdelo se ji je domiselno, da ostaja priizrazu, ki ga je on sam
uporabil — Afri¢an, dokler se ni zasukal proti njej in dejal: ,Ne,
ne bi rekel.“ Skodelico je poloZil prednjo malodane s tleskom.
Njegove partnerke Se vedno ni bilo od nikoder. Idi se je zdelo,
da jo nekako Ze pozna, da ji je manj tuja, kot ji je bil tuj on, in
kljub temu, da se ji je zdela njegova polt, ali pa je bilo to samo
zaradi spuScajocCega se popoldneva, svetlikava.

»,Kar je prakticno eno in isto,“ je bleknila, ko ni bilo vec
upanja, da bo ona s svetlimi lasmi Se kdaj stopila v prostor.
Potem se je pojavil njun otrok z lasmi v barvi ingverija.

»11 bom povedal Storijo iz Belgije. Zgodilo se je v trgovini.
V izlozbi sem zagledal moS$ki plas¢. Na rokah je imel naSitke,
govejo kozo na robu in rdeco ¢rto na prsnem delu. Res je bil
lep. Sedemdeset odstotkov zniZan in Se tedaj je stal nekaj Cez ti-
so€ evrov. Zenski v trgovini sem dejal, da ga ne morem kupiti,
da imam druZzino. Ni to, da ne bi imel denarja, pac pa, da sem
si takSen luksuz lahko privoscil v prejSnjem Zivljenju, zdaj pa
imam odgovornost. Prodajalka, ki se zlepa ni hotela vdati, mi
je dejala, da tovrstne ekskluzivnosti kupujejo Afri¢ani. Kame-
runcani, Nigerijci, JuZno-Afri¢ani. Enako je s Cevlji, srajcami,
parfumi. Afri¢ani investirajo v telo. Belec, ki prevec da nase,
ni pravi moski. Ampak pri nas je negovana kozZza znak moZa-
tosti. Ne vem, ¢e razumes?“

Ko je Ida dvignila skodelico k ustom in preden je naredila
poZirek, se je spomnila, da ji zvoki ljubljenja tega para, ki se
zdaj sicer ni kazal kot par, ali pa se je njuno parjenje kazalo
samo na nacin otroka, ki je napol gol Svignil v kopalnico, ni
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§lo na Zivce, na Zivce so ji 8li le sosedini kriki, vzdihljaji, njega
pa je sliSala predvsem na nacin premikanja postelje ali tistih
lebdecih oken. V¢asih si ga je predstavljala miZe, kako tik pred
vrhuncem vzdihne, in kako se s svojim dolgiminogami odrine
od postelje.

Hotela je reci, da vse razume, Se posebej o manjvredno-
stnem kompleksu temnopoltih, toliko je Ze prebrala, vendar
je raje molcala in se pretvarjala, da se razgleduje naokoli. Bele
zavese, bela tla, bela kuhinja in ¢rna miza. Pod mizo je Cutila
nevidno prisotnost igrac.

»Ni mi mar, ali je zdravnik zastonj, ali napol zastonj, ho-
¢em samo, da me pozdravi. Denar je zato, da ga trosis, ne da ga
drzis v omari. In mi, ki smo nasedli tu, tudi tro§imo. TroSimo
ved, kot si mislite.

»,OCitno nisi preZivel nobene vojne, je rekla Ida. Ni vedela,
zakaj je Sla v konfrontacijo, zakaj je vztrajala.

Tedaj se je na vratih pojavila partnerkina silhueta. Zdela
se ji je povsem drugacna, kot na tisti zabavi. Skozi nezlikane
lase, ji je sijalo sonce in bila je bosa. ,,Priti od Afrike do sem, je
vojna,“ je dejala, kot da govori z njegovimi usti. Ida se je obrni-
la, morda da bi preverila, ali je prav sliSala.

»Moj oCe je bil pripadnik francoske letalske enote. Ko je
bila akcija, so bili temnopolti vojaki vedno v ospredju, ko pa
se je gobcalo o herojskih akcijah, so bili Francozi tisti, ki so se
Sopirili. S Sito sta se vnekem trenutku odlocila vrniti v tedanjo
Zgornjo Volto. Oce je slekel vojasko uniformo in v Bobo Diou-
lassoju odprl pekarno. Ni Slo za to, da s Sito ne bi mogla ostati
v Marseillu, preden sta bila moja starSa drZzavljana Burkine
Faso, sta bila najprej francoska drzavljana, toda rasizem v nju-
nem casu je bil nevzdrzen. Ne pravim, da so se stvari v globa-
lu zares spremenile, predvsem kar se tiCe forsiranja belosti,
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ampak, da Afri¢ani moje generacije postajamo vse bolj in bolj
ozavesceni in da smo se odlocili za drugacen pristop.”

Ida ga je hotela vprasati, zakaj svojo mater klice po imenu,
toda zdelo se ji je, da bi s tem zgolj poglobila napetost, ki je zav-
ladala. Sklonila se je in izpod mize privlekla igraco. Modrega
slona z zvonci na uSesih je narahlo stresla. Decek je pri tem
skocil iz kopalnice, obstal, nepremi¢no gledal vanjo, poskusa-
la se mu je nasmehniti, vendar neuspesno. KozZa se mu je sve-
tila, oCitno ga je mati pravkar namazala s kremo, in se zazrla
v tisto njegovo ingverjevo barvo, ki se je, drugace od njegove
matere, izmaknila soncu, Ceprav se je Se vseeno zdelo, kot bi ga
obdajala avra.

»2HoCem ti reci le, da ne prihajamo sem zaradi zdravstve-
nega sistema ali socialne, Se posebej ne v Slovenijo, pac pa, ker
hocemo nekaj drugega v Zivljenju. Ali ni to ¢lovesko?“

Idi se je zdelo, da se hoce s to vpraSalno obliko opraviciti,
nenazadnje je bila njihova gostja, Ceprav se je sama povabila,
in sicer z vedrom sadja z Obale.

»~Ampak Se vseeno prihajate, ker tu zasluzite ve¢ kot doma?“

Ida ni vedela, zakaj natanko je to izrekla, morda ker je v
njej raslo obrezje menstrualne krvi in ko je raslo, je bila ne
samo Ziv¢na, pac pa tudi potrebna.

»Res se vidi, da si od tu.“ Ko je to izrekel, zdaj se je kon¢no
spomnila njegovega imena, Muhamed, je rekel, ter ji ob prvem
sreCanju v dvigalu neZno stisnil roko, je otroka, Se vedno napol
golega, vzel v narocje, in se ga dotaknil s ¢elom, kot da hoce
zakriti tisto, kar bo sledilo. Med njima je zaznala posebno bli-
Zino, sprijetost, morda celo zaveznistvo.

»Zdaj pa bi se Ze lahko pocutila uzaljeno.”
»,Ne, Francozinja tega ne bi nikoli izrekla. V Burkini ima-

mo pekarne, ki so jih ustanovili belci, v pristanis¢u v Lomeju
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lahko najde$ horde belcev, ki prodajajo rabljene avtomobile. Ce
kje, potem v Afriki lahko iz ni¢ zasluZi$§ denar. Tisti kupci tri
in nekaj tisoCevrskega plasca so fizi¢ni delavci, varnostniki v
supermarketih. Verjamem, da so doma zmozni zasluZiti enako
vsoto kot tu, z dostojnejSim delom, vendar so v nekem trenutku
hoteli iz ozkega lokalnega bazena. V Burkini imamo pregovor:
potovanje te lahko obogati, kot te ne more nic¢ drugega.“

Ida se je poskuSala spomniti barve zraka zjutraj, ko je ta
pronical skozi Zaluzije. Zagotovo je vedela le, da se je nebo, ko
je odprla oci, v celoti in popolnoma preobrnilo. Hotela je vstati,
toda iztrebljena tiSina je s paraliziranimi krili padla nazaj na-
njo. Razkoracena, razglajena, se je zacela jokati.

»,Govoris$ precej na splo$no, milo reCeno posplosujes,” je za-
Sepetala nekam predse. Otrok se je pomaknil bliZe k njej, ali pa
samo bliZe materi, ki je odprla velik, samostoje¢ hladilnik.

svedno obstajajo izjeme, ampak zdaj pa¢ branim svoje
sestre in brate, ki jim njihove Zelje po odhodu, in Se posebej
sprico tega, kar se dogaja doma, v Afriki, ne smes zameriti.”

»oliSala sem, da znajo biti Afri¢ani strasni rasisti,“ je rekla
partnerka, ob ¢emer so se vsi, tudi otrok, ozrli proti njej.

»5 tem pa se moram na Zalost strinjati,“ je odsekano dejal
Muhamed, in izginil v kopalnico. Ko se je vrnil v dnevni pros-
tor, je iztegnjene dlani dvignil k obrazu, ter tako nakazal, da se
odteguje pogovoru in da je ¢as za molitev.

Ida je hotela Se marsikaj dodati, na primer, da ne verjame,
da je njena Lizika po vecC ur bevskala, da nenazadnje tudi njun
otrok po ve¢ ur prezdi na balkonu in joCe, ko pa bi ga nekdo lah-
ko vzel v roke, toda namesto visokega donenja besed je vstala,
pokukala proti spalnicnemu prostoru, kjer je Muhamed klecal
za posteljo na tleh in glavo izmeni¢no polagal na tla, nato pa je
decka poboZala po laseh. Ni€ slabega ni mislila, hotela je le ob-
Cutiti gmoto puha. Ker se ji je odmaknil, je njena roka obvisela
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v zraku; za hip je moralo izgledati[bilo videti], kot da si Siva
krila.

,Crta uéimo, naj se ne pusti dotikati tujcem,“ je dejala deck-
ova mati in si ga, obrnjenega proc¢ od nje, prizela k telesu, nato
pa dodala, ,to Se posebej velja za boZanje las.“

Ido je razziralo od razoCaranja. V tem paru je videla po-
tencialna zaveznika v veéstanovanjski hiSi, vendar sta se
ocCitno vklopila v vecinski jezik. Krivdo je zvalila nanjo, saj
je nanj ni mogla, nenazadnje se soseda iz drugega nadstropja
ni tako zelo motila, odgovornost je bila na njej, ona je bila ti-
sta, ki je pripeljala Muhameda v ta prostor. Brez nje se nikoli
ne bi srecali, ali kot ji je dejal sodelavec Ilija v enem izmed
njunih telefonskih pogovorov: v naklju¢nih druzbah, v kater-
ith se naklju¢no nahajam in znotraj katerih nas veze nakljucno
preZivljanje ... Ozrla se je proti vedru sadja, ki je stalo na tleh.
Zelela si je, da bi ga vzela nazaj, da ga sploh nikoli ne bi prine-
sla. Morda jo je jeza pognala k drznosti: ,Ali lahko nekaj

vprasam? Kje sta se spoznala ...?“

Decek se je ozrl proti materi, ki so ji ramena nemirno

podrhtevala.

Ida je zardela, in si, da bi prikrila zadrego, popravila lase.
»S tistim drugim, ne z Muhamedom, mislim ...?“

Besede, ki so priSle iz sosednih ust, ,Ce bo$ samo besedo
¢rhnila Muhamedu, kaj si videla takrat, ti bom razbila gobec,
si razumela?“ verjetno nikoli niso bile izreCene, saj so raz-
krivale razliko med tem, kakrna naj bi ta njena soseda bila, in

za kakrsno so si drugi predstavljali, da je.
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Gabriela Babnik
Translated from Slovene by Rawley Grau

Ida was no longer waking up at night because of the former
owner of the flat she had recently moved into — the woman in
the faded red dress was no longer haunting her; now she was
waking up, sometimes soaked in sweat, because of the lithe
body of the black man who slept, if he slept, one floor above
her. Sometimes she seemed to hear the moans of lovemak-
ing, and sometimes, with the lovemaking, even the windows
would move. They would be carried from one end to the other
and at such moments Ida held on to the bed. With one hand.
With the other she reached down to between her legs, parted
the folds, sank into the soft flesh, and went inside. The pelvic
bone always felt soft to her, almost frangible. When Leo would
rock back and forth in her, when he was still rocking in her,
that bone seemed able to withstand anything, but now she
suddenly felt that the black man, whose name she couldn’t re-
member - he had told it to her but she had forgotten; he’d said
something with an M or a T — he would shatter it.

She knew that he sometimes noticed her legs and her hair,
done up loosely in a bun at the top, in the modern style, and
maybe he had even told his partner: “Ida is small, but she has
strong calves,” which the partner had probably never paid
any attention to.

It was partly so she wouldn’t betray herself, on that first
visit to their flat, when she came to apologise especially for
Lizika’s hours-long wailing, that she had gazed at the scar on
his arm, on the meatiest part of the arm, the inner forearm.
He was making tea in white cups, his elegant fingers undoing
the teabags and submersing them in the hot water, and was
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saying something about how Africans didn’t come to Europe
to take advantage of the social system. His partner was in
the next room changing the baby. To Ida, the smell of the hot
water seemed merely to cover up the smell of urine, but then
it occurred to her that their son was too big for nappies. In an
irritated voice she said, “But aren’t Africans coming to Eu-
rope because they’re looking for safety?”

She thought it was clever to repeat the same term he had
used - Africans — until he spun around to face her and said,
“No, I wouldn’t say that.” When he put the cup down in front
of her it almost clinked. There was still no sign of his partner.
Ida felt as if she already knew her somehow, that she was less
foreign to her than he was, even though his skin seemed (or
was it just the waning afternoon?) to glisten.

“Which is practically the same thing,” she blurted, hav-
ing given up hope of the fair-haired woman ever entering the
room. Then the child appeared, with hair the colour of ginger.

“T"ll tell you a story from Belgium. It happened in a shop.
I saw a man’s overcoat in the window. It had patches sewn
on the sleeves, a cowhide trim, and a red stripe across the
chest. It was really beautiful. Seventy per cent off, and even
then it cost more than a thousand euros. I told the woman in
the shop that I couldn’t buy it, I had a family. It wasn’t that
I didn’t have the money, but whereas in my previous life I
might have allowed myself such a luxury, now I had respon-
sibilities. The sales lady, who wasn’t giving up so easily, told
me it was Africans who bought these exclusive items — Cam-
eroonians, Nigerians, South Africans. It was the same with
shoes, shirts, colognes. Africans invest in the body. A white
man who sets too much store on his appearance is not a real
man. But with us, skin that’s well cared for is a sign of mas-
culinity. 'm not sure you understand.”
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As Ida lifted the teacup to her lips, and before she took a
sip, she realised that it wasn’t the lovemaking sounds of the
couple —who were not now presenting themselves as a couple,
or rather, their coupling was presented only through their
child, who had dashed half-naked to the bathroom - that’s
not what got on her nerves; what got on her nerves was only
the woman’s cries, her moans, while him she heard mainly
in the shifting of the bed, or those floating windows. Some-
times, closing her eyes, she would imagine him just before he
climaxed, his release of breath, how he’d push himself off the
foot of the bed with those long legs of his.

She wanted to tell him that she understood everything,
especially the inferiority complex black people had - that
much she had read about - but instead she said nothing and
pretended to look around the room. White curtains, white
floor, white kitchen, black table. Beneath the table she felt the
unseen presence of toys.

“I don’t care if the doctor is free, or half-free. I just want
him to make me well. Money is for spending, not for storing
in the cupboard. And those of us who’ve ended up here, we
spend it. We spend more than you think.”

“It’s obvious you haven’t been through any war,” Ida said.
She didn’t know why she wanted to confront him, why she
persisted.

That’s when the silhouette of the partner appeared in the
doorway. She looked completely different than at the party.
The sun was shining through her unironed hair and she was
barefoot. “Getting here from Africa is a war,” she said, as if
she was speaking through his mouth. Ida turned around,
perhaps to make sure she’d heard correctly.

“My father belonged to a French air squadron. Whenever
there was action, the black soldiers were always in the front
lines, but when it came to bragging about feats of heroism,
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the French stole the show. So eventually he and Sita made the
decision to move back to what was then Upper Volta. My fa-
ther took off his military uniform and opened a bakery in Bo-
bo-Dioulasso. It wasn’t that he and Sita couldn’t have stayed
in Marseilles. Before they became citizens of Burkina Faso,
my parents had been French citizens, but the racism was un-
bearable in their day. I'm not saying things have seriously
changed on the whole, especially when it comes to privileg-
ing whiteness, but Africans of my generation are more and
more aware, and we’ve taken a different approach.”

Ida wanted to ask him why he called his mother by her
first name, but she thought this would only increase the ten-
sion in the room. She bent down and picked up a toy from un-
der the table: a blue elephant with bells on its ears. She gave
it alittle shake. At once the boy bounded out of the bathroom,
stopped, and looked at her, motionless; she tried to smile at
him but with no success. His skin was gleaming — his moth-
er must have just put cream on him - and she gazed at that
ginger of his, which, unlike his mother, had moved out of the
sunlight, but even so he seemed to be bathed in an aura.

“AllTwant to say is that we don’t come here for the health-
care system or the social benefits — especially not to Slovenia.
We come because we’re looking for something different in
our lives. And isn’t that just being human?”

Ida felt that by phrasing this as a question he was trying
to apologise. She was their guest, after all, even if she had
invited herself here — and she had brought them a bucket of
fruit from the coast.

“But still, don’t you come because you can make more
money than at home?”

Ida didn’t exactly know why she said this; maybe it was
the rising tide of menstrual blood within her, and when it
rose she became not just irritable, but randy.
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“It’s really obvious that you’re from here.” When he said
this, she finally remembered his name. Muhammed, he had
told her, and on that first meeting in the lift, he had gently
squeezed her hand, took the boy, even then half-naked, into
his arms, and touched him with his forehead as if wanting
to conceal what would follow. She had detected a special in-
timacy between the two of them, a bondedness, maybe even
an alliance.

“Now I might feel offended.”

“No, a Frenchwoman would never say that. In Burkina we
have bakeries that were started by white people; in the port
of Lomé, you can find hordes of white men selling used cars.
If there’s any place a person can make money from nothing,
it’s Africa. Those Africans who buy coats for three thousand
and something euros — they’re manual labourers and super-
market security guards. I have no doubt they can earn the
same amount at home as they do here, and have more dig-
nified jobs too, but at a certain point they wanted to leave
the narrow local pool. We have a saying in Burkina: nothing
makes you rich like travelling.”

Ida tried to remember the colour of the air that morning as
it seeped through the Venetian blinds. All she knew for sure
was that when she opened her eyes, the sky had completely
and thoroughly changed. She wanted to get up, but the shat-
tered silence with its paralysed wings fell back on top of her.
Her legs spread wide, her body exposed, she started to cry.

“You make such sweeping statements — you’re generalis-
ing, to put it mildly,” she whispered into the air. The child
moved closer to her, or closer to his mother, who had opened
the big, free-standing refrigerator.

“Well, there are always exceptions, but right now I’'m de-
fending my sisters and brothers, who you shouldn’t blame for
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wanting to leave, especially considering what’s happening at
home, in Africa.”

“I’'ve heard that Africans can be terrible racists,” his part-
ner said, and everyone, even the boy, turned to look at her.

“Unfortunately, I must agree,” Muhammed said tersely
and disappeared into the bathroom. When he returned to the
living room, he lifted his open palms to his face, to signal that
he was removing himself from the conversation and it was
time for prayer.

Ida still had a lot she wanted to add, for instance that she
didn’t believe her Lizika had been barking for hours on end,
and anyway their child would sit on the balcony and cry
for hours when somebody should pick him up and hold him
in their arms - but instead of a shrill cascade of words she
stood up and peeked over towards the bedroom, where Mu-
hammed was kneeling behind the bed and alternately rais-
ing and lowering his head to the floor; then she stroked the
boy’s hair. She didn’t mean anything bad by it, she just want-
ed to touch that mass of fluff. He pulled away from her, so her
arm was left suspended in the air, and for a moment it looked
as though she was sewing herself wings.

“We’re teaching Crtomir not to let strangers touch him,”
the boy’s mother said and, turning away, pressed him to her
body. Then she added, “This applies especially to patting him
on the head.”

Ida felt the gnawing of disappointment. She had envi-
sioned the couple as potential allies in the building, but clear-
ly they had adopted the language of the majority. She blamed
the partner since she couldn’t blame him. The third-floor
neighbour had not been so wrong after all: the partner was
responsible — she had brought Muhammed into the building.
Without her, they would never have met each other; it was
like what her co-worker Ilja had said in one of their phone
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conversations, about “random groups in which I randomly
find myself, where we are all connected by random expe-
riences.” She looked at the bucket of fruit on the floor. She
wished she could take it back, wished she had never brought
it. Maybe it was anger that drove her to the audacity of: “Can
I ask you something? Where did you meet him?”

The boy looked up at his mother, whose shoulders were
nervously quivering.

Ida blushed and, to hide her discomfort, adjusted her hair.
“The other one, I mean; not Muhammed...”

The words that came from her neighbour’s mouth — “If
you breathe even a syllable of what you saw that day to Mu-
hammed, I will smash your face in, understand?” — were
probably never spoken out loud, for they revealed the differ-
ence between the sort of person this woman most likely was
and what others imagined her to be.
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BIOGRAPHY

ean Back was born in Dudelange, Luxembourg, in 1953. After finishing

his secondary education in Esch-sur-Alzette, he became a civil servant,
first at the Ministry of Family, then at the Ministry of Culture. Between 1989
and 2016 he was in charge of the Centre national de l'audiovisuel (CNA)
in Dudelange. In 2003 he turned to literature with Wollekestol, a tribute to
his hometown and its steel industry. This was followed in 2007 by Mon
amour schwein. Amateur was published in 2009, won the EUPL Prize in 2010
and has since been translated in Bulgaria, the Czech Republic, Albania,
Macedonia, Hungary and Serbia. Back published Wéi Dag an Nuecht in 2012
and the novel Karamell in 2014, followed in 2015 by Zalto Mortale (Kremart
Edition). Zalto Mortale was shortlisted for the Luxemburg book prize. In
2017 he published Trakl Blues, a novel in German about the amateur film
Die junge Magd (The Young Maiden), based on the poem by Georg Trakl,
and /esel (Editions Binsfeld), a Luxembourgish novel about the relationship
between a banker and a donkey.
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Jean Back

Match, Matsch, Méatsch: den Diddelenger Supermarché. Mar
ginn an de Matsch, mer brauche Wuere fir ze grillen, matsch,
mitsch, haut ass schéi Wieder, keng Wollek um Himmel. Fir ze
laachen, esou schéin!

»,Bréng e puer marinéiert Kotelette mat, eng Flasch Wéin, keen
ze deieren, héiers de?“

Ich hore. Ech fueren. Lauschtere Musek. Parken énnert de Beem.

De Matsch, e grot Zillegebali, e banalen Zweckbau mat Knétsch-
téppele virum Agank a Kaddieén un der Staang. Mat Dauwen
um Daach: ,,guru guck, guru guck“. Mam Auto op zwou Minutte
vun doheem. Banal, awer praktesch, dee super Maart. Gutt. Et
ass e kloeren Hierschtdag. Esou een, wéi den 11.9. zu Manhat-
tan, mueres um aacht Auer. Virdrun hat d’Sonn geschéngt. Wéi
elo, hell, ouni ze wiermen. Ech tréppele laanscht d‘Regaler, si-
chen, fannen, dixe meng Wueren duerch d’elektronesch Kees. Et
piiipst, de Wéin, d’Koteletten, piiips, d‘Oliven, piips, eng Drépp,
piiips, de Jus, piiips, e Pak Youghurtsdéppercher, 0% Fett, pii-
ips, piiips, d’Keessidre sinn ofgeschaf, némmen eng Oppasserin
huet iwwerlieft, waart, dass ech net eens gi mam piiipsen. Ech
ginn eens, et piiipst eng leschte Kéier, d’chroméiert Staang gétt
no, ech rulle mam volle K&ddi op de Parking. En eelere Mann
steet um Dauwendreck. Spillt Akkordeon. Ech klaken d’Mall
zou. De Schléssel 1dit bannendran! Nieft de Wueren. Esougu-
er d’Blieder un de Platane schéngen ze laachen. Ech sti wéi en
Dabo virum zouenen Auto a muss waarden. Bis eise Jéngste mer
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den Ersatzschléssel bréngt. Dat kann daueren. Ech kinnt bis
heem tréppelen. Zréck kommen. Fénnef Minutten héichstens,
géing ech brauchen. Ech loosse laang schellen. E schléift nach.
Oder en huet den Handy aus. Dat kann net sinn! Awer ech hunn
Zait. Aus purer Lidderegkeet bleiwen ech nieft dem Luuchte-
potto stoen a kucken a waarden a lauschteren dem Mann mam
Akkordeon no, well ech Akkordeonsmusek gar hunn, well déi
Zort Musek mech un de René de Bernardi erénnert, am fréi-
eren Dancing beim Heuertz: Baler, Thé dansant, knutsch slow
an Tréppelwalz. Och un den Astor Piazzolla erénnert. Elo
Kitsch spillt de Mann, Herz und Schmerz: Junge komm bald wie-
der, Caprisonne, Lili Marleen, duerno d’Donauwellen. Am Schiet
vun der Zillemauer vum Matsch sétzt eng Fra um Buedem an
halt d’Hand op.

»Et ass eng Ruménin, kuck dach emol.“

»Knaschteg Ruméanen. Voller Lais a Fléi! Klauen eis Autoen!
Houer Drecksack!“

,Sisinn an der EU.“

»D’EU mécht faillitte. Sollen doheem bleiwen. Lauter Zigei-
ner!“

E Gespréich a mengem Réck.

»Deslescht, si haten open air kino, an deem Kulturzentrum do.
Owes. D’Musek war esou haart, mai 1éift Kand, dass ech deem
Direkter vun deem Knascht ugeruff hunn. Ech hunn de Fern-
seh net méi héieren, esou haart war den open air, sot ech zu
him. An ob en nees Filmer fir d’Portugise géing spillen? Du
sot en zu mer, den Direkter, haut géinge s’en italienesche Film
spillen. Aarschlach, sot ech zu em, an hunn agehaang.”

LWaat?“

,Ma, et ass dach wouer!“
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Europdesch Wolleken

D’open air Madame ass Métt fofzeg. Roude Bréll, gringe Prab-
beli. Hir Fréndin ass héichgewuess. Ugangs siechzeg. Platt
Schung. Mofe Schal. D’Heeschefra spillt elo mat hire Kanner.
Ech geheien dem Mann zwee Euro an den Hutt. D’Fale vum
Akkordeon zéien sech zesummen, doen sech auserneen. Ma-
rina, Marina, Marina. E puer Wolleke segelen am héije Bloen.
Wat fir eng Nationalitéit hunn d’Wolleken? Si se franséisch,
wa s’iwwert dem Elysee schwiewen? Spuenesch, wa s’iw-
wert Sevilla hanken? Wéi gesiit eng Schwdizer Wollek aus?
Eng Belsch? Sinn d‘Wolleke portugiesesch wa s‘iwwert Didde-
leng schwammen? Létzebuergesch, wa se zu Porto ukommen?
D‘open air Madame hat sech als rengrasseg Rassistin z’erken-
ne ginn. Ongewollt. Hat sécher gemengt, ech géing d‘L.étzebu-
erger Sprooch net verstoen, well ech eng Kap vum F91' um
Kapp hat. Mam Stuerz a mat der Schréft no hannen. D’Beem sti
riicht ronderém d’Plaz. De Wand mellt sech net. Eise Jéngsten
ass nach ganz verschlof, wéi en endlech ophieft.

D’Heeschefra verléisst hir Plaz. D’Kanner lafen hannendrun.
Schloen d’Rad. Zéien sech um Plower, kickelen, rolsen iwwert
dem Virugoen. Den Akkordeonsmann spillt When the wind
whispers over the plains. Den Ersatzschléssel segelt aus der
Fénster vu menger Fra hirem Auto: ,,So long, daddy.”

An zwou Woche si Walen. Praktesch, quadratesch, demokra-
tesch Gemengewalen. D’open air Madame an hir Fréndin sinn
am groen Zillegebai verschwonnen.

Haut de métteg, mat um Grillmenu: dréi Flasche Chianti, zwee
Pack Oliven aus Portugal, eng ruménesch Drépp an um fénnef
Auer spillt Barca géint Red Bull Salzburg. Olé!

Qv

' Diddelenger Fussballclub. Déi éischt Equipp ass meeschtens besat mat internationale Spiller
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European Clouds

Jean Back
translated from Luxembourgish by Sandra Schmit

Match, Much, Match: the supermarket in Dudelange. We are
going to Match, we need goods for a barbecue, mitch match,
today the weather is beautiful, not a cloud in the sky. Makes
me want to laugh, so beautiful!

“Get me some marinated pork chops, a bottle of wine, but not
the expensive one, you hear?”

I hear. I drive. Listen to music. Park under the trees.

Match, a grey brick building, an ordinary functional construc-
tion with chewing-gum dots near the entrance and shopping
carts on a bar. And pigeons on the roof: “coo rook, coo rook”.
Two minutes from home with the car. Ordinary, but practical,
that supermarket. Good. It is a clear autumn day. Just like on
9/11 in Manhattan, at eight o’clock in the morning. The sun
had been shining just before. Like now, bright, but not warm.
I walk along the aisles, searching, finding, flipping my wares
through the self-checkout. A beep, the wine, beep, the pork
chops, beep, the olives, beep, the brandy, beep, the juice, beep,
a package of yoghurt tubs, 0% fat, beep, beep, the cashiers
have been abolished, only one overseer has survived, waiting
for me not to manage the beeping. I do manage, there is a fi-
nal beep, the chromed rod gives way, I push the full cart into
the parking lot. An elderly man is standing in pigeon drop-
pings. Playing accordion. I slam the boot shut. The key is in-
side! Next to the purchases. Even the leaves on the plane tree
appear to laugh. I am standing like an idiot next to my locked
car and have to wait. For our youngest to bring me the spare
key. That will take a long time. I could walk home. Come back.
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I wouldn’t need more than five minutes, tops. I keep the phone
ringing. He is still asleep. Or his cell phone is switched off.
That can’t be! But I have time. Out of sheer laziness I stay next
to the lamppost, looking and waiting and listening to the man
playing the accordion, because I like accordion music, because
that kind of music reminds me of René de Bernardi, at the erst-
while dancing club Beim Heuertz: dance parties, thé dansant,
smootch slow and English Waltz. And also reminds me of As-
tor Piazzolla. Now the man plays kitsch, love and heartache: a
Freddie Quinn song, Capri, Lili Marleen, after that Waves of the
Danube. In the shade of Match’s brick wall, a woman is sitting
on the ground, holding out her open hand.

“It’s a Romanian, just look.”

“Dirty Romanians. Full of lice and fleas. Stealing our cars.
Fucking bastards.”

“They’re in the EU.”

“The EU is going bankrupt. Should stay home. Gypsies, the lot
of them.”

A conversation behind my back.

“Recently, they had an open-air movie in that culture centre.
In the evening. The music was so loud, 'm telling you, I called
the director of that shithole. I couldn’t hear the telly anymore,
that’s how loud your open air is, I told him. And whether they
were playing these movies again for the Portuguese? And
there he told me, the director, that this time it was an Italian
film. Asshole, I said, and I hung up.”

“What?”

“What’s right is right.”
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The open-air lady is in her fifties. Red glasses, green umbrel-
la. Her friend is tall in stature. Early sixties. Flat shoes. Violet
scarf. The beggarwoman is now playing with her children. I
throw two euros into the man’s hat. The accordion’s bellows
contract and expand. Marina, Marina, Marina. A couple of
clouds are sailing high up in the blue. What nationality are
the clouds? Are they French, when they’re hovering over the
Elysée? Spanish, when they’re hanging over Seville? What
does a Swiss cloud look like? A Belgian one? Are the clouds
Portuguese when they drift over Dudelange? Luxembourgish,
when they arrive in Porto? The open-air lady outed herself as
a purebred racist. Inadvertently. She probably thought that I
didn’t understand Luxembourgish, because I was wearing an
F91' cap on my head. With the visor and the logo to the back.
The trees are standing still around the square. The wind is
keeping quiet. Our youngest is still half-asleep when he finally
picks up the phone.

The beggarwoman is leaving her spot. The children are run-
ning after her. Turning cartwheels. Yanking each other’s pull-
overs, giggling, larking about as they pass by me. The accor-
dionist is playing When the wind whispers over the plains. The
spare key is gliding out of the window of my wife’s car: “So
long, daddy.”

In two weeks, we’ll have elections. Practical, square, demo-
cratic local elections. The open-air lady and her friend have
disappeared into the grey brick building.

Also on today’s barbecue menu: three bottles of Chianti, two
packs of olives from Portugal, one Romanian brandy and at
five o’clock there’s Barca playing against Red Bull Salzburg.
Olé!

' Football club from Dudelange. Their first team is most often composed of international players.
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Aleksandar Becanovic¢

Koliko li je moguénih sreca ¢ije ostvarenje
covjek tako Zrtvuje zbog nestrpljenja pred
jednim neposrednim zadovoljstvom!
Marcel Proust — Un amour de Swann

Tog jutra, kada zapoCinje ova kratka prica u donekle
ispovjednom tonu, morao sam ustati ranije nego inace.
Najradije sam htio opet zagnjuriti glavu u jastuk, ali obaveza
je bila isuviSe krupna da se mogla prostodusno ignorisati.
Podigao sam se na laktove, no inercija je i dalje bila jaca: mozda
sam uveliko uSao u ono doba kada snovi samo donose umor.
Pricekao sam jo$ nekoliko trenutaka prije nego sam protrljao
oCi. A onda sam se —kako to i biva po ve¢ ustaljenom literarnom
mehanizmu koji zamjenjuje naSe normalne instinkte —prisjetio
moje rane mladosti, jednog skoro zaboravljenog rituala koji je
osmis$ljavao moja nevesela budenja.

Ovo kunjanje, mlitavo pokretanje utrnulih udova i hvatanje
vazduha kao da je razdvajanje od kreveta najveci podvig koji ¢u
danas uciniti, vratili su me na pocetak mojih dvadesetih kada
samsenamjerio,umjeSavinisamoobmanjujuce pretencioznosti
iiskrene Zelje, da proCitam U potrazi za izgubljenim vremenom,
posto sam vec bio tako ¢vrsto usidren u dokolici. Prve stranice
romana su mi dale ideju koja je bila ne samo estetski ispravna,
nego i prakti¢no korisna (¢ime sam bio gotovo sladostrasno
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oduSevljen, jer su moje zamisli obi¢no lako padale pred
zahtjevima stroZije pragmati¢nosti): roman koji je pocinjao
zaspivanjem, stanjem koje joS uvijek ne razlikuje san od jave,
valjalo je iskljucivo Citati rano ujutro, ne napustajucijos zadugo
najudobniji horizontalni poloZaj. Jasno, roman koji je napisan
u krevetu upravo se i morao Citati u krevetu, ako se vec htio
postic¢i najbolji interpretativni efekt. Takva metodologija mi se
Cinila i tada i sada kao najprimjerenija: dok autor neminovno
tone u san, zajedno sa svojim prisjecanjima i Zudnjama, Citalac
mora da se razbuduje, iako ga i dalje opsjedaju ostaci proslih i
bududih koSmara i fantazija. Tako su oboje samo naizgled na
razli¢itim obalama svjesnosti.

Sto bih sada dao za takav luksuz — a svaki luksuz je prefinjeni
izraz dekadencije, kako bih se sada prepustio uZitku
izgubljenog Ccitanja! Ali, avaj, mene su cekale obaveze, i
najtezi korak je bio da se konac¢no iskobeljam iz kreveta koji
je najednom postao, u mojoj novoprido$loj melanholiji, objekt
najdublje nostalgije, skoro pa kao predmet iz djetinjstva koji
smo, mnogo godina poslije, slu¢ajno nasli, pa smo bezrazlozno
opCinjeni pred tom koincidencijom. Jo$ jednom sam pogledao
na sat, prikupio snagu da odem do kupatila, gdje sam se umio
i obrijao. Moje lice u ogledalu je izgledalo umjereno pristojno:
u ovim godinama, necem boljem se nisam ni mogao nadati.
Odabir odijela je otkrio da je priroda mog dogovorenog
sastanka Cisto poslovne prirode. JoS ranije sam odlucio da ¢u
na putu - kroz podgoricke ulice trebalo mi je desetak minuta
do odrediSta — ve¢ neSto smisliti sa ¢ime ¢u se pojaviti pred
gospodina Pekovica.

Mlad i ambiciozan, sa dobrim vezama, gospodin Pekovic - za
prijatelje Peck, oslovljavanje kojea ja, medutim, joS nisam bio
ovlasten da koristim —trenutno je najperspektivniji crnogorski
filmski producent. Nekoliko njegovih posljednjih filmova bili
su vezani za donekle pateticnu socijalnu problematiku, zbog
Cega su uostalom imali poprilicnog uspjeha, pa se Pekovicu
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ucinilo da je majstorski spojio ugodno sa korisnim: nikada
nije na odmet kada se gorljiva tema fino uklopi u generalni
biznis plan.

Uspjeh se mora urgentno obnavljati, a znaju¢i da de, u
trenutku kada bhi trebao da iskoristi momentum, ugledni
producent nediskriminativno traZiti na sve strane ideje
na sve strane koje bi se neometano uklopile u njegovu
provjerenu dobitnu kombinaciju, na jednoj privatnoj zabavi
sam mu priSao, gotovo skruSeno se predstavio, pozvavsi se
pri tom na neke zajednicke poznanike, i predloZio — popis
mojih ranijih scenarija svakako nije bio impresivan, ali je
makar sprijeCavao sumnju u diletantizam — da mu dostavim
sinopsis za film koji ¢e zadovoljiti i estetske parametre, dakle,
drustvenu relevantnost, i finansijsku plauzabilnost, to jest
»prohodnost“ na konkursima. Iako je gospodin Pekovi¢ bio
viSe zainteresovan za visoku brinetu sa kojom je doSao, Sto
mu niko ne moZe zamjeriti s obzirom da se oCigledno radilo
o Sarmantnoj druZbenici, nepogreSivi biznis instinkt ve¢
iskusnog producenta - ¢ak i u jednoj takvoj situaciji, kada se
moj nastup mogao razumljivo protumaciti i kao neumjesna
distrakcija - nije bio ugusen, te mi on reCe da mu donesem, za
Cetrnaestak dana, detaljan opis filma. Insistirao je da mu ne
Saljem nikakve mailove, nego da muli¢no dostavim, u njegovoj
kancelariji, hard copy verziju sinopsisa. Cim sam dobio ovaj
prijedlog, takticki sam se udaljio i prepustio producenta da
nastavi prekinuti razgovor (skoro sam napisao: koitus) sa
nadasve zanimljivom brinetom.

I'tako, Cetrnaest dana je proslo, iSao sam na zakazani sastanak,
ali nisam sa sobom nosio kompletirani sinopsis. Ne radi se se
samo o tome da sam patio od neizbjeZzne savremene boljke
zvane stvaralacka blokada: rijecC je i o posebnoj spisateljskoj
strategiji. Naime, ono Sto je potiskivano, mora u nekom
traumati¢nom trenutku isplivati na povrSinu. PoSto anksiozni
susret samo Sto se nije desio, u stanju najvece napetosti, u
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ovom c¢orsokaku gdje sam sebe namjerno stavio, a taman pred
deadline, postojala je odredena Sansa da ¢e me, nakon svega,
ipak pohoditi inspiracija. U stvari, inspiracija bi ovdje — ne
samo zbog njene anahronosti — bila neodgovarajuca rijec, ali
u trenutku kad sam uSao u zgradu gdje su bile smjeStene nove
kancelarije gospodina Pekovica, posjedovao sam kakav-takav
plan. Naravoucenije: sve moZe da vas izda sem vaSa vlastita
anksioznost. Ostalo je samo da se vidi hoce li ¢e producent
pokazati makar minimalni entuzijazam, mada je bilo lako za
pretpostaviti da e prvi utisak, kad mu ne podastrem sinopsis
crno na bijelo, biti zacijelo negativan.

Docekala me je robotski ljubazna sekretarica. Rekla mi je da
pricekam, jer je gospodin Pekovi¢ imao jo$ jedan sastanak u
toku. ,Vrlo vazan® dodala je, mada nisam trazio dopunsku
informaciju. Sjeo sam na stolicu i u glavi prevrtao tek zacetu
ideju koja se, sa svakom novom implikacijom, doimala sve
dalje od potencijalne filmske realizacije.

Tomenijesprije¢ilodaudem,kasnije,ukancelarijusahinjenom
samouvjerenoscu, Sto je posljednja odstupnica luzera. Pekovié¢
me je doc¢ekao sa podjednako laznom ljubaznoscu. ,,Petre® prvi
put me je oslovio po imenu, ,,da provjerimo kako napreduje
na$ mali film. U Zurbi sam, pa da Sto prije to odradimo. Da
vidim kako izgleda sinopsis.“

Progutah pljuvacku. ,Nisam ga jo$ donio, htio sam prvo sa
vama da isprobam bazi¢nu ideju. Ako je ideja dobra, onda je
pisanje sinopsisa najlaksa stvar i samog sebe sam iznenadio
kako sam bestidno izrekao laz.

Ali, Pekovi¢ se nije dao smetnuti mojim jadnim retorickim
manevrom. , Nismo se tako dogovorili“, rekao je i malo otpustio
kravatu. Ve¢ sam tada mogao da naslutim da ga nikada necu
zvati, onako drugarski i srdacno: Peck.
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»Znam da ovo zvui neprofesionalno®, pokuSao sam da
preduprijedim pripremljen napad nervoznog producenta, ,,ali
sam htio prvo da se konsultujem oko ideje-vodilje, koja moZe
biti ponesto riskantna.”

,U kom smislu: riskantna?“ rekao je uveliko sumnji¢avi
Pekovic.

»,U smislu promjene Zanra. Uzmemo jednu etabliranu temu,
samo joj damo niskoZanrovsku obradu. To je najriskantnija
stvar, ali sa druge strane, umjetnicka svjeZina je Cesto dolazila
sa dubiozne periferije.”

»A koja je tema u pitanju?“

»lema Evrope, heroine po kojoj je na$ kontinent dobio ime.
Velik mit je zasluZio da se isprica iz drugog ugla.“

»1 to tije ideja?“ Pekovic je sada bio vidno razoCaran.

»Zasto ne bismo“, pokuSavao sam i dalje da glumim
samouvjerenost, ,,pricu o Evropi i Zevsu tretirali kao rape-
revenge pricu. Uostalom, Sto je Zevsova otmica, ma Sta nam
govorili Tizian i Goya, nego primjer brutalnog silovanja. U
naSoj verziji, Evropa nece bez protesta prihvatiti vlastitu
sudbinu, nego Ce Zestoko uzvratiti. Njena Cast ¢e biti osvecena
onda kada preuzme stvar u svoje ruke. Estetika mora biti i
eticna.“

Izgled Pekovica nije obeéavao niSta dobro, pa poZurih da
nastavim: ,,Pri¢u ¢emo smjestiti u danasnje vrijeme, Zevs bi,
recimo, mogao da bude nabusiti i antipati¢ni direktor neke
korporacije u kojoj Evropa radi. Ovaj narativ moze pogoditi
u Zivac sve glavne ideoloSke grupe: ljevicari Ce tekst Citati
kao alegoriju protiv eksploatacije, i to baS unutar jednog
eksploatacionog Zanra, feministice ¢e ionako principijelno
pozdraviti svaki slucaj gdje je muSka moc pravedno kaznjenja,
a desnicari ¢e, dakako, u svemu vidjeti snaznu metaforu
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0 napastvovanju Evrope i njenog identiteta koji se svim
sredstvima mora braniti. Imamo win-win-win situaciju.”

Pekovi¢ me je oSinuo hladnim pogledom; bez opSirnijeg
obrazloZenja, zamoljen sam da napustim njegove purita-
nistiCke prostorije u kojima, eto, nije bilo mjesta za bilo
kakvo flertovanje sa umjetno$c¢u B filma.

Pomalo snuzdeno, nogu pred nogu, iSao sam se istim putem
nazad. Nije mi preostalo niSta drugo nego da se vratim ravno
u krevet: sreca Sto je bio raspremljen. Dugo sam, nekada,
legao rano.

Veliki HawKks je govorio kako je dovoljno da jedna-dvije scene
budu dobre, pa ¢e i cijeli film biti dobar. U naSem vremenu,
vjerovatno se necem boljem i ne moZemo nadati. Ne znam
ni sam je li moja ideja uopSte bila svrsishodna, ali bi se film
svakako mogao opravdati — recimo, kad bi se nasao vizuelni
ekvivalent za dugacku prustovsku recenicu — ako bi se ta
kljucna scena lijepo stilizovala, E. stoji pored cvijeca dok se, u
dubini prozora, mreskaju platanii more, ona osjeca da joj neko
prilazi sa leda, krupni Z. sa tamnim naocarima i bronzanom
kozZzom, nadmeni direktor u njenom preduzecu koji joj je vec
nudio skupocjeninakit, njegovdah je nanjenom krhkom vratu,
kada se okrene on sa bikovskom snagom jurne na nju, cvijece
na prozoru se rusi, E. bi da vikne ali glas jednostavno ne izlazi,
svejedno, Z. stavlja Saku na njena usta, sve je jaCe pritiska,
ona pokuSava da odgurne njegovo teSko, masivno tijelo koje
miriSe na odurni Safran, tada se u njenom razrogac¢enom oku
javlja vizija, ona ¢e roditi Z.-u tri sina, njen Zivot ¢e postati
sreden, Cak Ce i kasniji razvod pro¢i bez trzavica a njeno ime
¢e zauvijek biti zapisano u brendu kompanije, odjednom se
trgne iz polusna, stvari najednom izgledaju sasvim jasne, Z.-
ovo tijelo postaje nepodnoSljivo dok prodire u nju, ona sada
odbacuje nasilnu buduc¢nost ma kakve benefite donosila,
njeno oko se ponovo Siri ali ovaj put na drugaciji nacin, u njoj
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se rodila odluka, ona dohvata makaze, bas kao Grace Kelly u
Dial M for Murder, koje su bile odbacene pored nje i direktno
ih zabada u Z.-ov vrat, oslobodena krv odmah Stedro Sikne, on
uzaludno pokuSava da zaustavi taj spektakularni krvoskok,
njegov pogled je u nevjerici, jer oCi terora ne mogu da shvate
da im se neko moZe usprotiviti, on viSe niSta ne mozZe ni da
kaze, samo glasno krklja, E. ga odgurne sa sebe pa se podigne,
posmatra ga dok se oko njega uvecava grimizna lokva krvi,
namjesti pocijepanu haljinu, nakit koji joj je dao mu baci u
mrtvo lice, posmatra ga joS koji trenutak, a onda se sa prezirom
okrene i zaista odlazi ravno u legendu.
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A Rape-Revenge Story

Aleksandar Becanovi¢
Translated from Montenegrin by Will Firth

How often we sacrifice the fulfilment of a
possible happiness to our impatience for
an immediate pleasure.

Marcel Proust — Swann in Love!

The morning this short story begins in a rather confessional
tone, I had to get up earlier than usual. I would vastly have
preferred to bury my head back in the pillow, but the com-
mitment I had made was too big to simply be ignored. I raised
myself up on my elbows, but inertia still had the upper hand:
perhaps I was well into the age where dreams only bring
weariness. I waited a few more moments before rubbing
my eyes. And then - as happens with the well-established
literary mechanism that supplants our normal instincts — I
remembered my early youth and an almost-forgotten ritual
that gave meaning to my sad awakenings.

That dozing state, the languid rousing of sleep-benumbed
limbs and drawing breath as if separation from the bed was
the greatest exploit I would perform that day, returned me to
my early twenties when I intended, in a mixture of self-de-
ceptive pretentiousness and sincere desire, to read In Search
of Lost Time, seeing as I was already so firmly anchored in
idleness. The first pages of the novel gave me an idea that

' Translated by Lydia Davis, Viking Adult (2003).

-49-



Europa: A Rape-Revenge Story

was not only aesthetically sound but practically useful (and
enchanted me in an almost sensual way because usually my
imaginings fell before the demands of strict pragmatism): a
novel that began with falling asleep, a state that does not yet
distinguish dream from reality, ought to be read exclusive-
ly in the wee hours, with the prospect of a long sojourn in
a comfortable, horizontal position. A novel written in bed is
virtually predestined to be read there too in order to achieve
the best interpretative effect. This methodology has always
seemed most appropriate to me: while the author inevitably
sinks into slumber, taking along reminiscences and longings,
the reader has to wake up, despite still being haunted by rem-
nants of past and future nightmares and fantasies. Both are
thus only seemingly on different shores of consciousness.

What would I give now for such luxury - and every luxury
is a refined expression of decadence! How I would now aban-
don myself to the pleasure of forlorn reading! But, alas, duty
called, and the hardest part was to finally extricate myself
from bed, which in my new-come melancholy suddenly be-
came a point of the deepest nostalgia, almost like a childhood
object that we find by coincidence many years later and are
groundlessly fascinated by that coincidence. I glanced at my
watch once more and gathered the strength to go to the bath-
room, where I had a wash and a shave. My face in the mirror
looked moderately respectable: I couldn’t have hoped for an-
ything better at this age. The choice of suit revealed that my
meeting was of a purely businesslike nature. I needed about
ten minutes through the streets of Podgorica to my destina-
tion, and I had already decided that I would devise something
on the way to present to Mr Pekovié.

Young and ambitious, with good connections, Mr Pekovic¢ —
“Peck” to his friends, a form of address I wasn’t yet entitled
to use — is currently the most promising Montenegrin film
producer. Several of his recent films touched on social issues

-50-



Aleksandar Be¢anovic

with a dash of pathos, which definitely helped make them
successful, so Pekovi¢ felt he had masterfully combined the
pleasant with the useful: it never hurts when an ardent topic
fits nicely into the general business plan.

Success hasto be constantly cultivated, and since I knew that
the eminent producer would want to exploit his momentum
and indiscriminately seek ideas left, right and centre that
would fit neatly into his tried and tested, winning combina-
tion, I chose the right moment to go up to him at a private
party. I introduced myself almost penitently, mentioning a
few common acquaintances; the list of my completed scripts
was far from impressive but at least prevented any suspi-
cion of dilettantism. And I suggested I could provide him a
synopsis for a film that would also satisfy aesthetic param-
eters — the right blend of social relevance and financial fea-
sibility that would make it eminently fundable. Although
Mr Pekovi¢ was more interested in the tall brunette escort-
ing him — which no one could blame him for, since she was
obviously a charming companion - the unerring business
instinct of an already-experienced producer shone through
even in that situation, when my approach could have been
considered undue and indiscreet. He told me to bring him
a detailed description of the film in a fortnight. He insisted
that I not send any emails but deliver a hardcopy version of
the synopsis to his office in person. As soon as I received that
proposal, I tactfully withdrew and allowed the producer to
continue his interrupted conversation (I almost wrote: coi-
tus) with the engrossing brunette.

And so, fourteen days later, I went to the appointment, but I
didn’t have a finished synopsis to take with me. Not only did
I suffer from the unavoidable contemporary ailment known
as creative block, but it was also a particular authorial strat-
egy. Namely, something that is repressed must to come to
the surface at some traumatic juncture. Since the anxious
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encounter was looming, in a state of the greatest tension, in
that dead end I had intentionally put myself into, just before
the deadline, there existed a certain chance that I would be
visited by inspiration after all. “Inspiration” might not be
quite the right word here — not only because of its datedness
— but the moment I entered the building that housed Mr Pe-
kovi¢’s new offices I had the rudiments of a plan. The mor-
al: anything can betray you except your own anxiety. I just
had to wait and see if the producer would show a modicum
of enthusiasm, although I imagined his first impression was
bound to be negative if I didn’t present him a synopsis black
on white.

I'was met by a robotically polite secretary. She told me to wait
a little while because Mr Pekovi¢ was in a meeting. “It’s very
important,” she added, but I didn’t ask for any more informa-
tion. I sat down on a chair and turned my freshly conceived
idea over and over in my mind, but every new implication
made it seem further from any hope of cinematic realisation.

That didn’t prevent me from entering the office later with
feigned self-confidence — the last refuge of a sucker. Pekovic¢
greeted me with equally fake friendliness. “Petar,” he said,
calling me by my name for the first time, “let’s see how our
little film is coming along. I'm in a hurry, so let’s get this done
as quickly as possible. Let me see how the synopsis looks.”

I swallowed audibly. “I haven’t brought it yet, I wanted to
sound out the basic idea with you first. If it’s good, writing
the synopsis will be plain sailing,” I surprised myself how
unashamedly I uttered that lie.

But Pekovi¢ was not to be fooled by my paltry rhetorical ma-
noeuvre. “That’s not what we agreed,” he said and loosened
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his tie a bit. I had a premonition that I would never be calling
him “Peck” in a hearty, affable way.

“I know it doesn’t sound professional,” I tried to forestall
the nervous producer’s gathering attack, “but I wanted to
consult with you first about the guiding idea, which could
be alittle risky.”

“In what sense ‘risky’?” Pekovi¢ asked, now noticeably dis-
trustful.

“In the sense of a genre switch. We take an established theme
and just recontextualise it in a low genre. That’s the riskiest
thing, but, on the other hand, artistic vim often comes from
the dubious periphery.”

“What’s the theme?”

“Europa, the heroine that our continent is named after. The
great myth deserves to be told from a different angle.”

“And that’s your idea?!” Pekovi¢ was now visibly disappointed.

I continued with my best put-on self-confidence: “Why
shouldn’t we treat the tale of Europa and Zeus as a rape-re-
venge story? After all, what is Zeus’ abduction but a brutal
case of rape, whatever Titian and Goya have told us? In our
version, Europa won’t meekly accept her fate but will strike
back. Her honour will be avenged when she takes things into
her own hands. Aesthetics also have to be ethical.”

Pekovi¢’s glower left little room for promise, so I pressed on:
“We’ll set the story in the present. Zeus, for example, could
be the narky and dislikeable manager of a corporation where
Europa works. This narrative can hit the nerve of all the
main ideological currents: leftists will read it as an allegory
against exploitation, and what’s more within an exploitative
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genre; feminists will support every case in principle where
male power is justly punished; and rightists are sure to see a
potent metaphor of the ravishing of Europe and its identity,
which must be defended at all costs. We have a win-win-win
situation.”

Pekovi¢ lashed me with a cold glance. Without further ado I
was asked to leave his puritanical premises, where, as we see,
there was no place for any flirting with the art of the B-movie.

Alittle dejected and very slowly, Ireturned the way T had come.
There was nothing left for me to do but to go straight back to
bed: luckily it was made. For a long time, I went to bed early?.

The great Hawks once said that it was enough for one or two
scenes to be good for a whole film to be good. That’s proba-
bly the best we can hope for in our day and age. I'm not sure
myself how practicable my idea was, but the film could cer-
tainly be justified - if it found a visual equivalent for one of
Proust’s long sentences, for example — if the key scene was
well stylised. Imagine E. standing near flowering pot plants
in the embrasure of a window, with plane trees and the sea
rippling beyond; she feels someone approaching from be-
hind, burly Z. with dark glasses and bronzed skin, the arro-
gant manager of her company, who has already offered her
expensive jewellery, his breath is on her delicate neck, and
when she turns he lunges at her with bullish force, smashing
the plants at the window; E. wants to yell but her voice fails
her, Z. puts his hand over her mouth all the same, he press-
es against her ever harder, and she tries to push away his
massive, heavy body that smells repulsively of saffron; then
a vision appears in her wide-open eye - that she could bear
Z. three sons, her life would become settled, even their later
divorce would pass without trouble, and her name would for-

2 Also from Lydia Davis's translation.
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ever be inscribed in the brand of the company; but all at once
she wrenches herself from her daydream, suddenly things
look much clearer, Z.’s body becomes unbearable as he pene-
trates her, and now she rejects that violent future, whatever
benefits it might bring; her eye spreads again, but this time
in a different way, a decision is born in her, and she grabs
a pair of scissors lying nearby, just like Grace Kelly in Dial
M for Murder, and stabs them right into Z.’s neck; the liber-
ated blood immediately spurts in copious amounts, he tries
in vain to stop the spectacular sanguine fountain and gazes
in disbelief because his eyes of terror cannot conceive that
someone could resist them; he can no longer speak, he just
gurgles loudly; E. pushes him off and raises herself, and she
watches as the crimson pool spreads around him; she adjusts
her torn dress, hurls the jewellery he gave her at his dead
face, looks at him for a few moments more, and then turns
away with contempt and departs straight into legend.
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,KapJ JINOKHeXT*
Lidija Dimkovska

Bo cnomeH-domom Ha KapaJlubkHexm 8o Jlajnyue, I'epmaHuja,
wecmmuHa ay2e 00 pasHU HAUUOHAJHOCMU cedam OKOy
KaHueiapuckama maca, co npegeoysavu 3ad HU8, U Hagudym ce
KaKO Ha COCMAHOK, a 8CYWHOCM ce HA HeCeKojOHegHa cpedoa.
Hwmeno, yuecmegysaam 80 nu10m-npoeKkmom Ha 30pyHceHuemo
Ha nouumyegayuu Ha Kapsa JlubkHexm od Jlajnyue koewmo Ha 19
jaHyapu 2018 200uHa, no nogod 99-2o00uwHUHama 00 cmpmma
HA 20/1eMUOM 2epMAHCKU Jfesuyap u copabomHuxk Ha Posa
JIykcembype, Kapa JIubkHexm, 2u NOKAHU KAKO eMuzcpaHmu
Kou npeo da ce npecesnam sxcugeesie Ha adpecu Wmo 20 Hocam
He2080mo ume. Ilosukom 6euie jageH, a UHMepecom 02pOMeH, HO
Hajnoc/e 6ea u3bpaHu camo HeKOAKYMuUHa. Ilped obukoakama
HA CNOMeH-00MOom, 2U 3aMOAuUja 0a packaxcam Kyco 3a moa
Kaxo 2u obesedxcana adpecama ,,Kapa JlubkHexm,

Bumaanue, 32, Tupacnoan, IIpuoHecmpogue, Mosidasuja —
Bykypewm, PomaHuja

Jlo mojaTa 20-Ta rogruHa >)KUBeeB Ha yII. ,, Kaps JIn6KHeXT“ BO
TupacmoJ, r1aBHUOT rpaf Ha [IpugHecTpoBue. Ha 13 aBryct
2006 rozi. OKOJIy [IBa IIOIJIA/THE Ce BpaKaB CO TPOJejoyc of
3aboJsiekap. [opHaTa ycHa MU bellle 0TeUeHa OJff aHecTe3HjaTa
ITo 3aboJsieKapoT MU ja CTaBH 3a Jla MU I'0 U3BagU 3a00T,
caMo 3aToa IITO MY Oellle IIpHjaTes Of AEeTCTBOTO Ha TaTKO
Mu. HaegHall TposejoycoT 6YKBasHO eKCILJIOAWpa M KaKo
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[la IloJleTaBMe BO BO3/yX. IloToa He ce ceKkaBaM Ha HUIITO.
Ce pasbyamB BO OOJHHIIA, CO IIOBeKe HOBUHApPU OKOJY
IIOCTeJIUTe, OJOLITO MeJUIIMHCKU IlepcoHaJsl. /lo3HaB JleKa
CYM eJleH Off leceTTeMHHa II0BpeJieH! IMaTHUIU. /[06po 11T
He 6eBe/leH 0/ 1BajiiaTa3arnHaTy. Toa He 6ellle e JUHCTBEHATa
eKcIIosuja Bo Tupacros. ITo HecpekaTa off Koja MU OCTaHa
JIy3HaBa Ha 4eJIOBO, POJHUHHUTE MU IIOMOTHaa Ja KylaM
6usiet 3a ByKyperur.

TaTko MU MU peue Jia To 3a6opaBaM 360poT IIpUTHECTPOBHE,
KaK0 HHUKOralll la He IIOCTOeJ, U Jla Ce IIpeTCcTaByBaM Of
Moszgasuja. Bo BykypeluT go6uB cTulleHAHja 3a ,PomMaHIIH
BOH TpaHUIIUTEe Ha PoMaHHWja“ M OJHOBO IIOYHAB [a
CTygupaM MeguiipHa. Cera cyM HajMJIaJiHOT OIIIT JieKap
BO aMOyJslaHTaTa 3a CTyleHTH. TaTKO MU IIOYHUHA IIpef, IBe
TOJWHU 1 3aT0a ja JOBe/I0B MajKa M1 BO byKypeIT. HopMaiHo
JleKa IMHUIIyBaM Ha POMAaHCKH ja3UK CO JJaTUHUYHO ITHMCMO,
HO Ha MajKa MU U e TeIlIKO /Ia YUTa POMaHCKU BECHUIIH U
CyOTUT/IOBU HAa pOMaHCKaTa TeJjleBU3Uja. Besiu eka OyKBUTe
BO Hej3MHAaTa IJIaBa Cce caM0 KUPUJANYHU. U jac Kora ogaMm
BO IIpO/laBHUIIA cPaKaM J/leKa CIIMCOKOT CyM IO HaIHIIajl
Ha kupuiauna. Toa e cé mTo MH ocTaHa of TupacmoJ.
IToHekoralr MU HejfocTHUra /lHecTap, Ha caMO JBaeCeTHHa
MHHYTHU O] 3TpajiaTa Kaj IITO >KUBeeBMe. ChaTHUB [eKa
>KUBOTOT BO CTPAaHCTBO, MaKo PoMaHUja ITIopaiy jasuKOT U He
e coceMa CTPaHCTBO, e IIJIAaHUPake U ceKaBawe, UJHUHA U
MUHAaTO, aMa He CeralrHocT. [Ipes; HEKOj leH Ha U3JieryBame
0/l METPOTO, UCTYPaIlle JOXK] U eHO PoMye II0TpYa 110 MeHe
CO 4YaJlopu BO pakarta. ,Kymu efneH, KyIIu efeH!“ — BUKallre.
»BJIUCKY CyM [I0 JoMa“ — BUKHAB 3allITUTYBAajKH ja IylaBaTa
CO aKTOBKaTa, a PoMUYeTO HEKOJIKyIIaTH 3aJi MeHe H3BHUKa
»AaJIeKy cH, majieky!“. ByieroB JomMa HaKHCHAT [0 KOCKH, 10
nLyiia. Majka MU BO KyjHaTa I'M [IpellrIyBallle Ha JaTUHUIA
KUPHUJIUYHUTE OYKBU Ha HAIIIUOT jasUK.
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Amwa, 43, mocmom ,,JlubkHexm*, bepauH, [epmaHuja -
Yukazo, CAA

Bermre HoeMBpu 2015 roguHa, UcTypallle CTyAeH IO0XKZI, HO
TAKCUCTOT KOH aepogpoMoT Teres ' OTBOPU IIPO30PIIUTE.
»,2/I3BUHETE" — peKOBME U jaCc W TOj BO PEYHCH HCT IJac, TOj
3aToa IITO JO3BOJIU CTY/IOT Jia IIKOHe BO BHATPEITHOCTA Ha
TaKCUTO, a jac 3aToa IITO O0eB IpUYMHATA 3a TOA — UMEHO,
CMPZEB Off IJIaBa [0 IleTH, KOPHEeB U OJHAaTpe U OJHAaJBOD,
HebamarTa CO CeIMUITH, CO cebe ja HOCeB peaTa Ha MOCTOT
»JINOKHEXT® Bp3 UMHUINTO KOIIKU U II0/] YUUIIITO apKagu MU
IIOMHHaa I0CJAeJHUTe TPHU TOAUHU. Kako CTUTHaB /10 TaMy?
Op HOpMaJIeH )KHUBOT, BO Opak Co JUPEKTOPOT Ha TEPAPUYMOT
BO BepisnH, co orpomMeH CTaH 3aJi TPrOBCKHOT ,bepjnH
Kape“ Ha ,Kaps JIubkHexT“ 6p. 13, 66BMe UMOTHH U MaxX
MHU O4eKyBallle caMo Jjla T0TBaM, a /la HeMaMe Jielia, 3allTO U
OHakKa, BeJIellle, Ce HeMaJIo MUP O HUB BO 300JI0I1IKaTa. X061
MU Gellle [ieIKabeTo ApBope3u. Kora Ma)k MU II0UHA Ce [T0OBeKe
Ila ce 3/1ebesIyBa, JIeKapoT MU pede ieKa eJleH leH HeMa BeKe
Jla MOJKe [Ta CTaHyBa IIopaju Te)KMHATa, I1a Ke MopaM Jja ce
IpHU’KaM 3@ Hero M TaKa Ce 3aIlHIlIaB Ha KYyPC 3a HeI'yBaTeJIKU.
EnxHa foHece o paboTa 3SMHUCKa KOKa U ja CTaBU BO HAIIIKOT
¢proxkuzep. Peve: ,CoHyBaB [leKa BO Ko)KaTa e Jyllara Ha
Majka MU. BUIM cpeKHa IIITO He ja JJ0OHEeCOB 3MHjaTa, I1a Ke
HMallle ¥ CBeKPBa“ — au jac II0BeKe He MOJKeB /ia I'0 0TBOpaM
¢prxuzepor. I[lopagu Toa HacTaHaa MHOTY HPoOJIEMH BO
HAIIMOT OpaK, 07 HAaBpeAX U COJI3U JI0 Tellakha U MOJIOH, aMa
HUTY TOj He ja OTCTPaHU 3MHUCKATa KOXKa 0] GPHUKUIEPOT,
HUTY jac TO 0TBOPAB, I1a 3aT0a U He TOTBeB. Ce pa3Bel0BMe,
jac ce mpHjaBUB 3a HeryBaTeJIKa BO eJleH XOCIHC, OUJejKU
HyJlellle U cMecTyBame. U efleH JieH, KpeBajKU e/Ha cTapuIla
B palie 3a 71a ja npedpsaM Bo poTesjaTa U 3a Jja MOKaM Jia 1
ja cMeHaM IIOCTeJITHUHATa, MU I1a/{Ha Ha IIOJ0T U U3guBHA. U
Me oTnyiuTuja. Hebape crapuiiata HeMallle ¥ OHaKa Jja yMpe.
W MU Hamwuiiaa ,Iperiopaka“ HAUKOTalll U HUKOj II0BeKe Jja
He Me IIPUMH Ha paboTa KakKo HeryBaTeJsKa. Taka saBpIINUB
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Ha MOCTOT ,,JIUOKHeXT, KaKBa UpPOHUja Ha cyAbuHarTa. Tpu
TOJUHU II0J{ HETO CIIMEB, a Ha HEro IIPoCeB, MP3HEB, I1JIaUeB,
II0TOA IIOYHAaB Jla cobuMpaM IITHYKH U Ja I'M JejJKaM BO
I pBOpe3sy, UM T'¥ IIpo/iaBaB Ha TYPUCTUTE HA MOCTOT, TaKa
cobpas I1apy 3a OHMJIeT, BO aBUOHOT IIATHUIIMTE OKOJIY MeHe
CH ' IIMKaa HOCOBUTE BO KeOMbaTa 3a IIOKpUBaw-e, CTUTHAB
BO UMKaro, BJIeroB BO IIPBUOT XOCITHC Kaj IIITO MU J03BOJIH]ja
Jla ce nsbamam, U eBe, TaMy paboTaM BeKe TPH TOJUHU. Bo
6/1M3MHa e YMEeTHUYKHUOT HUHCTUTYT, M KOra MU HeJloCcTacyBa
BepJiinH - UekaM Jia /10jie UeTBPTOK HaBeuep U BJIe30T /ia Ou/ie
OecIliaTeH, BJeryBaM BHaTpe U HeKOja Hello3HATa CHJIa Me
BJleue KOH apsope3oT Ha Kare KosBur ,,ClioMeH-JIHUCT Ha
Kapu TubkHexT“ CygoMHa.

JoHa, 47, Ckonje, MaxkedoHuja — /byb,bana, Cro8eHuja

Kora ce nmpecesiuB Bo Jby6spaHa 1pes; 17 roAVHY, Of, aBTOOYCOT
BU/IOB KaKo0 Ha eJleH 6aJIKOH HeKoja KeHa IIPOCTHUpa aIUIITa.
CHUIIOMUCJIVB—KOj3Hae KaKOB )KUBOT BOJ U, IIITO U Ce CJIYYYBa,
IIITO ja Ma4yy, IIITO ja yCpeKyBa. A ieHec, MOyKeOU HeKOj IpyT
IIpeCeJIHUK Ce IIpalllyBa HCTOTO 3a MeHe. IIpesumeTo Ha
Ma’k MU He TO 3e/l0B, ' 3eJI0B CaMO Hero U ajpecara. 3aToa
BO MOjOT ITacoIl ja HeMa IioBeke ,Kapi JIm6kHexT“ 67/1-11,
1000 Ckorije, MakegoHuja. Cera HalllaTa ABojasuyHa Kepka ja
IIUIITyBa Ha YeCTUTKUTe 3a HoBa roguHa mo 6aba i U 1eno
M. Ma)x MU e BOOAYIIIeBeH IIITO Ha lepudepujaTa Ha CKolIje
IIOCTOH yJINIla Ha TAKOB CJI000/TOMHUCJIEHUK. BepojaTHO MOjOT
KOCMOIIOJIUTH3aM II0TeKHYBa TOKMY off Kaps JIu6KxXHeT. A
KaKo | yIITe CTOTHHA ITUCcaTeJTU-UMHUTPaHTH Bo CJIOBEHU]a,
U jac )KHuBeaM BO JIOM-ZIBOJIOM-6e3 1oM. Cé I1ITO caMo II0 cebe
Oerre pasbuUpJMBO BO IPHUCYCTBOTO, CTaHA ITpalllamke 3a
UJEHTUTETOT BO OTCYCTBOTO. Kako mTo 6ebumara jasar
Ha3a/leyKy, TakKa U HUe, IUCATeJIUTEe-UMUTPAHTHU [0JI3UMe
Ha3a/leyKH, Co HO3e IIITO Ce IT0BeKe 3abpasyBaaT BO OHA I1ITO
6mJI0, MaKo IIOIJIe[JOT HU e CBPTeH Halpes. bes MUHATOTO
BO CeralrHoCTa ¥ BO UJHUHATa He 3HaeMe Jla OJuMe, HeEMa
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3a IITO fla ce paTUMe, HEYKH CMe U OeCIIOMOIIHHU. A KaKo
IIITO TEJIOTO TO OJ0UBA TYIOTO TeJIIle O] CBOjOT YCTPOj, KaKO
MOeTO JIeKUTe, TaKa U CeKoja HaIJMOHaJIHa KHU>KeBHOCT IO
ombmBa IMHUCaTeJOT KOj He IMHUINyBa HAa HEjSUHUOT jasuk. U
CJIOBeHeuYKaTa. 3HaM II0BeKe ja3UIly, aMa CaMo Ha eJleH 3HaM
naparaMmauTepaTrypa. CexojacynomHa e U IOJTUTHYKA O/ITyKa.
BcymiHOCT, oTceKoralll BepyBaB BO CBeTCKaTa KHUIKEBHOCT.
Mo>kebH eBpoIICKaTa e HaIuoT criac? [loBeke jasUITH — eJTHA
KHI)KEBHOCT? AMa, 106po, 1a He duso3o$rpaM IIPeMHOTY.

Oanee, 25, MuHck, Feaopycuja — BueHa, Aecmpuja

AX, jac HeMaM >KHBeeHO Ha ,Kapsa JIMOKHeXT“, aMa TamMy
MH IO CIlacHja >KHUBOTOT, TOa I'O HaBeJ0B U BO IIpHjaBaTa.
3HaeTe, BO MuHCK Ha ,,Kaps JIn6kHexT“ 6p. 68 e ceUITeTO
Ha XeJICMHIIKHMOT KOMHTeT Kaje IITO HajgoB cIac IIo
4eTBPTOTO Tellalke BO BJIE3O0T Ha MojaTa 3rpaja, ucrara
2011 rox xora Kako MaTypaHT yuyeCTBYBAaB Ha IIPOTeCTUTE
IpoTUB BJagara Ha JlykaimeHko. 'm I103HaBaM OHUe
LIITO Me Tellaa, BPCHUIIM MU ce, OGJM3HALU, >KUBeeBMe
BO HCTa 3rpajia, IeJI0TO ceMejcTBO e Ipo-JlykamieHko. Ilo
II0CJIETHOTO Tellake He IJlefiaM J00po Ha JIeBOTO 0KO. TaTko
MU of 60JIHHIIA Me OfHeCce BO XeJICHHIIKHWOT KOMHUTET 3a
KOjJIITO HMMallle 4yeHO of, HeKoro. TaMy CBpTea HEKOJIKY
MelyHapogHU Opoja ¥ Ha KpajoT peKoa JeKa 3aMHUHyBaM
YIITe UCTUOT AeH 3a BrueHa. Co MajKka MU He CTUTHAB HU
Ila ce mosapaBaM. Bo BueHa j06UB MeryHapoiHa 3alllTUTA,
CTUIIeH[Uja 3a CTYLUHU 110 COIIMO0JIOTH]a, II0T0A U 3a MacTep, a
cera cyM Ha JoKTopaT. AMa 1ito notoa? Bo Besopycuja Hema
II0BeKe BpaKame. A UMaM U [leBOjKa, ABCTPHUjKO-XpBaTKa.
Ce poguia Bo BueHa, Majka M IIOUYMHAJIA, TaTKO M, XpBarT,
ce IIpe>XeHUJI CO Apyra, a Hea ja OJHeJ Kaj pOGHUHUTE BO
3apmap. Ha 18-roguIirHa BO3pacT ce 3aKaJyrepuJia, aMma I10 I1eT
TOAUHYU CU 3aMUHAaJIa 0 MAaHACTUPOT IIOPaH JIOIIH OGHOCH
Mely KaJjylfepkuTe, 6e3 [03BoJIa Of OHCKYIOT, OUIejKHU
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HUKOTralll He M OITOBOPUJI Ha MoJibaTa /ia ja pacCuuHHU. ,,Bo
MaHaCTUpP e II0JIECHO Ja Ce caKa YOBEIITBOTO, OZOIITO
YOBEKOT“ — BeJIM. A U BO CBeTOT. [louHasia fa paboTu BO
OyTHK BO 3aj/tap, ama ja BJIeUueJio Ha3a/l ¥ JJaHU BO peBpyapu
ce BpaTHJia U cera paboTHu BO 60JHUIIA KaKO yucTauka. Ce
3aIl03HaBMe KOra Jie)keB TaMy IIopajy KOMILJIHMKAaIlHja Co
OKOBO, Me IIpHUBJIeUe HEej3SUHUOT CJI0BEHCKHU aKIleHT. He e
obpasoBaHa, HO ja caKka yMeTHOCTa II0BeKe o7 cé. IIpes HeKoe
BpeMe OeBMe Ha M3J105k0a Bo KyHCcTXaJsie 1 3aHeMeBMe IIpe/t
elHa yMeTHHUYKa poTorpaduja Ha Koja 4HOBEK CeIU U IIyIIIU
BO aBTOMOOMJI, YeKajKH Jja ce MCIleye CBUK-ATa 3aKayeHa Ha
4JeHTreJI 3a TpKaJoTo. Co JlaHa )KMBeeMe BO rapCoOHHUepa IIITO
IJlefja Ha [IopaHellrHaTa )KeJle3HUUKa CTaHUIla Off KaJe II1TOo
HaIIUCTUTe I'u fernopTupasie EBpeuTe Bo Aymisuil. Haokosry
TaJIKaaT 6e3OMHUIIU U OeraJaiiu o CUpHja, HO Haceybara e
BO 3aBeT Ha MOJIK, HU MyBa He Ce CJyIIla.

Tapac, 68, u [lamuna, 66, ceno JlubkxHemoska, Kpum —
Ilpaza, Hewka

V3BHHeTe aKo HalllaTa IIpHjaBa 3Bydellle KaKO yIleHa —
JleKa Ke J10jaeMe WJIH 3aeJHO UJIKM HUKako, aMma ox 2016 kora
3aMHHaBMe co cHHOT 3allparaofHaleTo cesio IMOKXHETOBKa
Ha Kpuwm, Hre co Ma>koT ce HeMaMe OZiBOeHO. 3apazu McMaua
M 3aMHWHaBMe Ha CTapuToMHU. Toj ojfaMHa ce 6ellie IrpecesTuI
B0 CuM}epoI10J1, BeJlellle [eKa IIeTTe YIUIU BO HAllleTO CeJsIo
He My CTHTraaT 3a >KUBOT, a TaMy Oellle 3aaHTa>kKUpaH BO
»MeILINCY, IIpeTCTaBHUINTBOTO HAa Hac, TaTapute Ha Kpuwm.
UYekaj, [Tammuia, jac na kakaM: Kora Pycuja ro mpucsou Kpum,
ro 3abpanuja Merinc. KakBu cé HabefqyBama He OeBMe
4qyJsie, HaeJHaIll, 3a cé Ha KprMM BHHOBHU CTaHaBMe HUe,
TaTapute. McMaui peue feka IJIaBHUOT Ha Merwiuc Pycure
r'0 3aTBOpPHJIe BO JIYIHUIIA, 0TKaKo Ha TB usjaBu geka Kpum
Tpeba /1a 1 ce BpaTU Ha YKpanHa. ['o ITyIIITHja IIeT ieHa IIpef
Kyp6aHn BajpaMm. McMmaus fleHTa IIpel IIPasHUKOT CHU J0jIe
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IloMa, HY peye fja ce II0ATOTBUMe, M Ha 12 ceriTeMBpH 2016 rof,.
CO BO3WJIO Ha Op3a IIOMOIl, 3aMHUHaBMe Of JIUOKXHeTOBKa.
,110ZJ06p0 BO CTPaHCTBO, peye, OXOILITO BO JygHUIIA [a,
Tapac, HesIM JT0 aepOAPOMOT HE BO3ellle 60JTHUYAPOT IIITO TO
O6eBMe IIOTILJIaTHIIE, a jac I'o 60 peB: ,,AjlaxX [ja Te UyBa, CHHKO,
Ha CeKOe TPKaJo /la TU CTOM II0 eJIeH aHTeJ U Jla Te Bap[H
oz 310 Cera KHBeeMe BO e[JHO CTaHYe Ha IlepudepujaTa Ha
IIpara, mo6uBaMe coItyjaiHa MOMOIIL, aMa 6apeM McMaunit mak
ce 60pH 3a TaTapcKara Kaysa, 3allTo Bo IIpara e ceUIIITETO
Ha MefyHapojHaTa oOpraHusanyja IITO TH IOAJP>KyBa
TaTapure. Cé yIITe yeKaMe J1a ce 0yKeHU U JjJa UMaMe BHYIIY,
WHAaKy KUBOTOT HHU OCTaHa BO JIMOKXHeTOBKa. AMa Kaj ce
IIyIITa egMHELT caM BO CBeTOT. CaMo IIITO IIO I1esI IeH I'o HeMa
IoMa, uMaeMe caMu. CIIpOTH HAC )KUBee eJHA CTapa BAOBUIIA,
Ilosjauka, caMO Taa 3Hae PYyCKU Of 3rpajara, a TaTapCKH
HUKOj. AMa 4yyZHa >KeHa, FlcMaus BesH JieKa e 1mofobpo ma
He ja BUKaM Ha kade. ,[Jreamt geKa e HaIfTMOHAJHUCTKa?“ —
Besw. Ila, ma, [TamMuia, iMa IpaBo. 3aMICJIeTe, Ce POJIIa BO
I'mamCK ¥ Kora BMaJjia OCyM IF'OAUHHU HU3 I'PaZoT Mapliupase
BOJHUITH BO IIPHU YHUGOPMHU CO KYKacTU KPCTOBH, a I10TOA
ro ypHHUCaJe TPaZioT U MOMHU JleKa HAIIUCTUTE TO O/HeJIe
KybeTo of 6asuynKkara Bo XaMOypr, a cera ja IIOAJp>KyBa
BJIacTa BO ITosicka ¥ ru KostHe GerasnuTe of CupHja. A )KuBee
BO Yertka 60 roguHu! FicMaunJ BeJiy eKa HUIIITO He HayYnJia
oJf UcTopHjaTa. He 3HaM HU JlaJIi HUe HEIIITO Ke HaydnuMe.

Bu 6u10 uHmepecHo da ce c/lywHam uimo nogexke npukasHu u 00
nopavewHume u 00 cecawlHume jxcumeau Ha ,,Kapa Jlubxkrexm
HU3 ceemom. Ho, osaa cpedba e camo npoba 3a MHO2Y
nomacosHama wmo Ke ce odpycu Ha 19 jaHyapu 2019 200. no
nogod 100-eoduwHuHama 00 cmpmma Ha Kapa JlubkxHexm 80
8UO0 HA npomecm no yauyama co He2080 ume, ogde 8o Jlajnyuz,
3a npasama Ha pabomHuyume-muzpaHmu 6o Eepona. Co
8€K08U U08eKOmM He npecmaHysa oa ce 6opu 3a ceoume npasa.
Hcmopujama 6apem 80 Hewmo e d06pa yHumenka.

CHTe JINKOBHU Ce USMUCJIEHU.
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When I left “Karl
Liebknecht”

Lidija Dimkovska
Translated from Macedonian by Christina E. Kramer

In the Karl Liebknecht House in Leipzig, Germany, six people
of different nationalities are seated around an office table, in-
terpreters behind them, and although it looks as if they’re at a
meeting, it’s not, in fact, an ordinary meeting. They’re taking
part in a pilot project organised by the Society of Admirers of
Karl Liebknecht of Leipzig, which on 19 January 2018, in recog-
nition of the 99th anniversary of the death of Karl Liebknecht
— the great German leftist and colleague of Rosa Luxemburg —
invited them, all migrants who had lived at an address bearing
his name prior to their emigration. The initiative was publicly
announced, and it generated a great deal of interest, but in the
end, only a few were selected. Before touring the House Mu-
seum, they were asked to speak briefly about the impact their
Karl Liebknecht address had had on them.

Vitalie, 32, Tiraspol, Transnistria, Moldova — Bucharest,
Romania

I lived on Karl Liebknecht Street in Tiraspol, the main city in
Transnistria, until I was twenty years old. On 13 August 2006,
at around two in the afternoon, I was on a trolleybus head-
ing home from the dentist. My upper lip was swollen from the
anaesthesia the dentist had given me for my tooth extraction,
and that only because he was a childhood friend of my father’s.
Suddenly the trolleybus exploded, literally, and it felt like we
were flying through the air. I don’t remember anything after
that. Iwoke up in a hospital, where around our beds there were
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more journalists than medical personal. I learned that I was
one of dozens of wounded passengers. Fortunately, I wasn’t
one of the two who died. This wasn’t the only explosion in Ti-
raspol. After that incident, which left me with a scar on my
forehead, my relatives helped me buy a ticket for Bucharest.
My father told me to forget the word Transnistria, as though
it had never existed, and to present myself as from Moldova.
I was given a stipend in Bucharest for “Romanians from out-
side the borders of Romania,” and I began once again to study
medicine. Now I'm the youngest general practitioner in the
student clinic. My father died two years ago, so I brought my
mother to Bucharest. I, of course, write Romanian with Latin
letters, but it’s hard for my mother to read Romanian newspa-
pers and subtitles on Romanian television. She says the letters
in her head are all in Cyrillic. When I go to a store, I realise
I’'ve jotted down my list in Cyrillic. That’s all I have left from
Tiraspol. Sometimes I miss the Dniester, which flowed twenty
minutes from the building where we lived. I understand that
life in a foreign country — although Romania, because of the
language, is not completely foreign — is about making plans
and remembering, a future and a past, but not a present. A
few days ago when I was leaving the subway, it was raining,
and a Rom kid ran up to me carrying umbrellas. “Buy one, buy
one!” he shouted. “I'm almost home,” I said, covering my head
with my briefcase, but the kid shouted after me several times,
“You're far, far away!” I went into my house soaked to the bone,
drenched to my soul. My mother was in the kitchen transcrib-
ing the Cyrillic letters of our language into Latin letters.

Anya, 43, Liebknecht Bridge, Berlin, Germany — Chicago, USA

It was November 2015, there was a cold rain falling, but the
taxi driver taking me to Tegel Airport had opened the win-
dows. “Excuse me,” we both said in almost the same voice,
he, because he was letting the cold inside the taxi; I, because
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I was the reason for it; I stank from head to foot, I was torn
apartinside and out, had not had a bath for weeks, and carried
with me the smell of Liebknecht Bridge, on whose pavement
and under whose arcades I had spent the past three years. How
had I gotten to that point? Starting from a normal life, mar-
ried to the director of the terrarium at the Berlin Zoo, with a
huge apartment behind the Berlin Carré shopping centre at 13
Karl Liebknecht Street; we were rich, and my husband’s only
expectations were for me to cook and for us not to have chil-
dren, because, he said, he had enough of them at the zoo. My
hobby was woodcarving. My husband, a man with gourmet
tastes, began getting fatter and fatter, and the doctor told me
that the day would come when he wouldn’t be able to stand up
any longer because of his weight, and I would need to take care
of him, so I enrolled in a nursing course. One day he brought
a snakeskin home from work and put it in our refrigerator. He
said: “I dreamt that my mother’s soul was in the skin. Count
yourselflucky I didn’t bring home the snake, because then you
would’ve had a mother-in-law as well.” After that, I would not
open the refrigerator, which led to many problems in our mar-
riage, from accusations and tears to beatings and entreaties,
but he wouldn’t take the snakeskin out of the refrigerator, so I
wouldn’t open it, and I stopped cooking. We got divorced, and
I applied to be a caregiver in a nursing home, since they also
offered housing. But one day, while I was lifting an old woman
to shift her to an armchair so I could change her bedding, she
fell on the floor and died. They fired me. Even though the old
woman couldn’t have died just because of that. They wrote me
a “recommendation” that no one should ever hire me again as
a caregiver. So I ended up at the Liebknecht Bridge. What an
irony of fate. I slept under it for three years, and on it, I begged,
froze, cried, and then began to collect wooden rulers and turn
them into woodcarvings, which I sold to the tourists on the
bridge; I made enough money for a plane ticket. On the plane,
the passengers around me tucked their noses into their blan-
kets. I arrived in Chicago, and went into the first hospice I saw,
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where they let me shower, and I’'ve now been working there for
three years. The Art Institute is nearby, and when I miss Ber-
lin, I wait for the fourth Thursday of the month, when entry is
free. I go inside and some unknown force pulls me toward the
woodcut In Memoriam Karl Liebknecht by Kéathe Kollwitz. Fate.

Dona 47, Skopje, Macedonia — Ljubljana, Slovenia

When I was moving to Ljubljana seventeen years ago, I caught
sight of a woman from the bus window spreading out some
clothes on a balcony. I thought to myself, I wonder what kind
of life she leads, what has happened to her, what torments her,
what gives her happiness? And today, maybe some other mi-
grant is asking the same thing about me. I didn’t take my hus-
band’s name, I just took him and his address. My passport no
longer has written in it Karl Liebknecht 67/1-11, 1000 Skopje,
Macedonia. Now our bilingual daughter writes it on the New
Year’s greetings she sends to her grandma and grandpa. My
husband is enchanted with the idea that on the periphery of
Skopje there is a street named for such a freethinker. My cos-
mopolitanism probably flows directly from Karl Liebknecht.
And justlike hundreds of other writer-immigrants in Slovenia,
I have a home — double-home — no-home. Everything that was
only understandable in its presence has become a question
about identity in its absence. Just as babies crawl backward,
we writer-immigrants creep backward, our legs furrowing
more and more into what was, while our gaze is turned for-
ward. Without our past in the present and the future, we don’t
know how to move, there’s nothing for us to take hold of, we
are incompetent and helpless. And just as the body rejects a
foreign body from its organism, my contact lenses, for exam-
ple, so every national literature rejects the writer who does not
write in its language. Including Slovenian. I know a number of
languages, but it is only in one of them that I know how to give
birth to literature. Every destiny is also a political decision. I
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have, in fact, always believed in a world literature. Perhaps a
European one is our salvation? Multiple languages — one liter-
ature? OK, I shouldn’t philosophise too much.

Oleg, 25, Minsk, Belarus - Vienna, Austria

Well, I haven’t lived on “Karl Liebknecht,” but my life was
saved there, that’s what I put in my application. You know, at
“Karl Liebknecht” number 68 in Minsk is the headquarters of
the Helsinki Committee where I was rescued after the fourth
beating I received at the entry to my building, the same year,
2011, when as a high school student I took part in protests
against Lukashenko’s government. I knew who beat me,
they’re the same age, twins; we lived in the same building,
their whole family is pro-Lukashenko. Since that last beating
I can’t see very well out of my left eye. My father took me
from the hospital straight to the Helsinki Committee, which
he had heard about from someone. They made some interna-
tional calls, then told me that I was leaving for Vienna that
same day. I didn’t even manage to say goodbye to my mother.
In Vienna, I was given asylum, a stipend to study sociology,
then one for my master’s degree as well, and now I'm com-
pleting my doctorate. But then what? There is no returning to
Belarus. I also have a girlfriend, she’s Austro-Croatian. She
was born in Vienna, her mother died and her father, a Cro-
at, got remarried, and took her to some relatives in Zadar. At
eighteen she joined a convent, but five years later, because of
the bad relations among the nuns, she left the convent with-
out the bishop’s consent, since he never responded to her re-
quest to be released from her vows. “In a convent, it is easier
to like humanity than a particular human,” she said. Out in
the world, too. She began working in a boutique in Zadar, but
she was drawn to Vienna, and so she returned last February
and now works as a cleaner in a hospital. We met when I was
in the hospital because of complications with my eye. I was
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attracted by her Slavic accent. She’s uneducated, but she loves
art more than anything. A while ago we were at an exhibit in
the Kunsthalle and we fell silent in front of an art photograph
in which a person is sitting and smoking in a car, waiting for
the pig hanging on a hook by the wheel to finish roasting.
Lana and I live in a studio apartment that looks out on the
former railroad station where the Nazis deported the Jews to
Auschwitz. There are homeless people and Syrian migrants
hanging around everywhere, but the neighbourhood has tak-
en a vow of silence, you don’t even hear a fly.

Taras, 68 and Jamila, 66, village of Libknehtivka, Crimea —
Prague, Czech Republic

Forgive me if our application sounded like a threat — we’ll ei-
ther come together or we won’t come at all — but ever since
2016, when we came to Prague together with our son from our
village, Libknehtivka, in Crimea, my husband and I haven’t
been apart. It was because of Ismael that we left in our old
age. He had been living a long time in Simferopol; he told us
that the five streets in our village didn’t provide enough life
for him, and he was hired there by Mejlis, the organisation
representing us, the Crimean Tatars. Wait, Jamila, let me tell:
when Russia seized Crimea, they banned Mejlis. What lies
and slander we heard; all of a sudden, we Tatars were guilty
of everything in Crimea. Ismael told us that the Russians had
the head of Mejlis locked up in an psychiatric hospital after he
announced on TV that Crimea must be returned to Ukraine.
They let him out five days before Eid al-Adha, the Feast of the
Sacrifice. Ismail came home the day before the holiday and
told us to get ready, and on the twelfth of September 2015 we
left Libknehtivka in an ambulance. “Better a foreign country
than an insane asylum,” he said. That’s right, Taras, and re-
member how I said to the paramedic that we bribed to take us
to the airport, “May Allah protect you, son, and may he set an
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angel on each of the wheels to protect you from evil.” Now we
live in a small apartment on the outskirts of Prague, we get so-
cial assistance, but at least Ismail is fighting again for the Tatar
cause, because Prague is where the international organisation
that supports Tatars has its headquarters. We’re still waiting
for him to marry and give us grandchildren; still, our life re-
mains in Libknehtivka. But how can you let your only child
go off alone in the world? Even so, he’s not home all day, and
we putter around the apartment by ourselves. There’s an old
widow living across from us. A Polish woman, the only person
in the building who knows Russian; no one knows Tatar. But
Ismail says she’s a strange woman, and it would be better if I
didn’t invite her for coffee. “Can’t you see that she’s a nation-
alist?” he says. Well, yes, Jamila, he’s right. Just think, she was
born in Gdansk, and when she was eight years old, soldiers in
black uniforms and swastikas marched through the city; they
destroyed the city. And she remembers that the Nazis then took
the bells from the Basilica of the Assumption of the Blessed
Virgin Mary to Hamburg, but this woman now supports the
government in Poland and curses Syrian refugees even though
she’s been living in the Czech Republic for sixty years! Isma-
el says she hasn’t learned anything from history. I don’t know
whether we will learn anything.

It would be interesting to hear more stories from former and
current residents of places named for Karl Liebknecht through-
out the world. But this meeting is merely a pilot project for a
much bigger meeting that will be held on the nineteenth of Jan-
uary 2019, the hundred-year anniversary of Karl Leibknecht’s
death, when there will a protest on the street bearing his name
here in Leipzig for the rights of migrant workers in Europe. For
centuries, people have not stopped struggling for their rights.
History is a good teacher for something, at least.

All characters are fictional.
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Albania

Rudi Erebara

Petit beurre

EUPL laureate 2017: Epika e yjeve té méngjesit (Ombra GVG)

BIOGRAPHY

Rudi Erebara was born in 1971. He is a poet, novelist and
translator. After graduating in 1995 from the Academy of Fine
Arts, he embarked on a career as a political analyst, as a journalist
in several national newspapers and as an editor in chief. He is the
author of two books of poetry, Fillon Pamja (There Begins the View),
1994, and Léng argjendi (Silver Juice), 2013. His two novels are Vezét
e théllézave (Eggs of the Quails), 2010, and Epika e yjeve té méngjesit
(The Epic of the Morning Stars), 2016. Rudi Erebara won the European
Union Prize for Literature in 2017.
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Rudi Erebara

Né maj té 2017 mé béheshin 15 vite gé nuk kisha dalé jashté
Shqipérisé, kjo pas 7 vjetésh emigrim né Nju Jork. Dola nga
shtépia mé 2 té natés. Nuk mé mori gjumi fare. Poshté nuk
mé shkonte asgjé, héngra njé kafshaté me pak gjalpé sa pér
cigaren. Né jetén time bashké me té tanishmen, béheshin 2
heré dalje né Europé, njé heré né Ameriké. Né Evropé ishte
zor i madh té merrja vizé gé té shkoja kur isha i ri e kisha
déshiré té dilja, té shihja dhe té rroja atje. Pastaj, kur u hogén
vizat, nuk isha mé i ri e jeta ishte mé e ngatérruar. Avionin
pér né Bruksel e kémbeva né Vjené. Kalova kontrollet sic
nuk kisha paré as né éndérr, thjesht me pasaporté né doré
dhe dola né dritaret e médha té portés nga ku nisej avioni.
Jashté ishte gri, shi dhe eré. U ula prané dritares, fola me
fémijét dhe gruan né Tirané, falas. Wireless. Nga Amerika
vetém 20 vjet mé paré, flisnim me telefon me tel, 3 dollaré
minuti. Ishte viti 1997, pér Shqipériné njé vit i zi.

20 vjet mé pas dilja né Europé iftuar nga Bashkimi Europian,
pér té marré njé Cmimin Evropian té Letérsisé. Pashé rrotull
népér aeroport. Bota ishte ndryshe nga sa e kisha 1éné 15 vjet
shkuar. Shumé njeréz me uniformé. Friké nga terrorizmi.
Dekada e dyté e njé shekulli tjetér. Pasagjerét népér stola
hignin képucét pér t’u ¢lodhur, syté né ekranet e celularéve.
Uné sigurisht jo. Asnjé prej shqiptaréve qé prisnin avionin
drejt Brukselit nuk e bénte. Kjo na dallonte nga té tjerét.
Duam ende ta shohim botén me syté tané, né heshtjen gri
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gé mbanim me syté kthyer nga dritaret, ku méngjesi vjenez
ishte si fillim nate né vendin toné. Terr. Aq terr sa pashé
fytyrén time té pasqyruar né xham njé cast, pastaj ia dha njé
rrufe si pér dimér. Bardhezia e njohur mé solli njé kujtim, té
cilin nuk e kuptoja pérse mé vinte tani. Pastaj mu kthye pjesé-
pjesé, sikur shquaja tiparet e mia né xhamin e aeroportit, sa
meé e thellé béhej errésira e stuhisé né anén tjetér.

Mendja mé ktheu pas né njé vit edhe mé té largét. Viti 1989,
fillim tetori. Nxénésit e shkollés sé mesme ishin né fabrikén
e konservimit té perimeve. Pérvit na conin té vilnim misér
pér 2 javé, kété vit kishim 2 javé puné né fabriké. U hignim
farat specave pér turshi, né ndihmeé té shtetit. Puné vullne-
tare, si né gjithé vendet komuniste. Kudo flakéronin togje
specash té kuq lékurétrashé. Dukej sikur kishim mbledhur
plagét e Revolucionit té Tetorit. Biseda béhej gjithkund nén
z@, vetém me shokét mé té besuar.

Temé e dités ishte filmi “Tango e fundit né Paris”, shfaqur
njé naté meé paré né kanalin 2 té Beogradit né 2 té natés. Pas
maleve té specave, diskutimi béhej koké me koké. Temé me
spec. I treti mund té géllonte spiun. Filmin uné e kisha paré
ashtu si té gjithé, né televizor bardhé e zi, me subtitrim ser-
bisht, né shkelje té ligjit té shtetit dhe rregullit té€ familjes.
Njé akt kriminal. Né Shqipéri filmave té huaj u priteshin
edhe skenat me puthje. Lakurigésia lejohej vetém né planet
me plazh. Nga larg. Cdo gjé me seks dénohej me burg.

Kur ngrita njé arké me speca té pastruar né konvejerin qé i
fuste né larje, dégjova dy punétoré té fabrikés té flisnin pér
filmin. Isha pas njé vargu me arka plastike. BEhesha numri 3.

“Margariné,” dégjova té thoshte njéri. “Gjalpé,” kundérsh-
tonte tjetri. Pasoi njé heshtje edhe i dégjova té dy té pércil-
len. “Margariné,” nguli kémbeé i pari, “nuk e harxhon njeri
gjalpin kot.”
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-Né Francé ka gjalpé sa té duash,- tha tjetri, -jo si kétu qé
ngelém me 200 gr., né muaj pér familje me 5 veté. Marlon
Brando pohante gjalpé menjé copé buké. Epeveté.” Heshtén. U
pércollén. Edhe uné u pércolla me njéfaré frike té cuditshme.
Té tre po bénim dicka té dénueshme me burg. Agjitacion dhe
propagandé, 8 vjet burg me puné té detyrueshme né minieré.

-Epo ai éshté film. Eshté Marlon Brando ai. Mos ia fut kot,-
i dha drejtim partizani i margarinés. -Sado miré té jené né
Francé, nuk e harxhon njeri gjalpin kot. Le gé gjalpi éshté i
ngrire.

Tjetri e kundérshtoi aty pér aty: “Ai po hante buké me
gjalpé, nuk e pe ti? Vetém gjalpi i ngriré hahet me doré. Po té
ishte margariné do ta merrte me koren e bukés.”

-Margarina né Francé éshté si gjalpi né Shqipéri. Nuk e
ha mé njeri gjalpin andej. Vetém ne € jemi mbrapa botés.
Njerézit pérdorin margariné. Edhe filmi ishte modern. Nuk e
pe sa ishte pakoja. Gjysmé kile me siguri. Film francez. Film
i madh. I fundit fare. Ja, jugosllavét e japin né televizor né 2
té natés. Tek ne i heqin korrentin né orén 8 kur flené pulat.”

-Do pyes njérin gé di fréngjisht,- i tha ky i gjalpit.

-Po sikur margarinés t’i thoné gjalpé né fréngjisht?!- ia
ktheu tjetri.

-Si mund t’i thoné margariné gjalpit, o i ¢cmendur?!- u
hodh ky i gjalpit pasi u pércoll. Pyet cilin té duash, gjalpé do
thoté.

-Margariné ka gené, margarina rréshqget se e nxjerrin
nga nafta, si vazelina. Ata atje matané po béjné sot triko
me pras. Margarinén nuk e mban njeri né frigorifer se nuk
prishet.
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Me afrimin e njé té treti tjetér ata heshtén. Ngela né vend
derisa té béhej njé zhurmé, gé t€ mund té largohesha.

-Hé, - tha i sapoardhuri. —E paté si ia futi me gjalpé? Ata
kané gjalpé té lyejné pallén ne nuk kemi té lyemé bukén. —
Nuk i kthyen pérgjigje. — Buké e gjalpé e seks, - tha ai, pastaj
geshén té tre me té madhe dhe uné ika pa zhurmé. Nja 2
oré meé voné, kur erdhi ora e drekés, shkuam me njé shok
fémijérie gé punonte né fabriké gé 16 vjec, me shpresé té
merrnim buké té freskét nga fabrika e bukés. Ai dinte nga
té futej, gé té mos na shikonin rojet dhe spiunét e partise.
Rrugés mé tha: “shkojmé se mos marrim ndonjé gjalpé andej
nga amballazhimi”. E pat me té geshur. Kishte paré filmin.
“He, se ti ke béré fréngjisht né shkollé,” mé tha, “gjalpé ishte
apo margariné, se ka plasur basti.” Nuk e di, i thashé, se e
pashé filmin pa zé.

-Si té gjithé e pe edhe ti?- mé tha me té tallur.
-Pse si ta shikoja? — i thashé si i habitur.

-Yt até éshté regjizor filmi. Thashé mos e pe me zé e me
pérkthim.

-Je i cmendur ti? — i thashé shumé seriozisht. — Pse filma
me seks do shikoj uné me babané? Ik se po kthehem tek
specat!

Megjithaté shkuam bashké tek ambalazhimi i gjalpit.
Hyri e doli me té shpejté. Pakoja e ngriré e gjalpit i dukej
né xhep, me qoshet e mprehta katrore. “Vetém njé té ngriré
mé dhané,” mé tha edhe shkuam andej nga erdhém duke u
fshehur pas radhéve té pafund me arka boshe. Edhe ai ishte
partizan i margarinés. “Nuk rri gjalpi né letér po u shkri.
Margariné e kishte Marloni.” — nguli kémbé. Nuk e hoqi
dorén nga xhepi, edhe pér rojen edhe se pako e gjalpit ishte
e ftohté akull.
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Kur avioni u bé gati té nisej drej Brukselit, shiu rrahu
llamarinén sikur té ishte breshér. Mé kapi njé friké e lehté,
sikur dicka do té mé ndalonte né vend dhe do té mé kthente
pas né kohé. Né até kohén kur Europa ishte njé éndérr qé nuk
guxonim as ta shihnim.

Frika shkriu kur avioni doli mbi re. Né aeroportin e
Brukselit mé priste njé mik i vjetér i shkollés, té cilin kisha 27
vjet pa e takuar. Iku, né shkurt té 1990 pas protestés sé paré
antikomuniste né Tirané. Zoti e shpétoi qé nuk e vrané né
polici. Ka njé jeté qé rron né Bruksel me familjen. Kur dola
nga aeroporti, ishte né radhé me europiané té tjeré. Ishim
plakur, por jo aq sa té mos njiheshim. I thashé pér kujtimin.
Pér “Tangon e fundit né Paris”. Pér frikén gé kisha tani, vetém
se isha né Europé.

-Té vjen ngaqgé e ke éndérruar shumé dhe ke pritur shumé
gjaté. Gabim. Té vije tek uné té rrije ca kohé. - mé tha.

-Nuk nxirrja dot vizé, - i thashé edhe ai nuk e zgjati.

Folém pér Marlon Brandon, Maria Schneider. Ai besonte
se ishte gjalpé. “Nuk pérdorte njeri margariné né Paris né
19727, tha me bindje duke kthyer timonin e makinés népér
rrugét e pérdredhura.

Pér pak vinte dreka dhe drita e dités né Bruksel sikur
zbehej nga pemét dhe merrte te njé hije té pakuptueshme.
“Késhtu éshté gjithmoné,” mé tha miku im. “Nuk éshté si né
Shqipéri. Eshté drité e qeté qé zgjat shumé.” Heshti pak pastaj
ukujtua. “Aidjali gé punonte né kombinatin ushgimor mbaroi
liceun pér pikturé nja dy vjet para nesh. Atje tek amballazhi
i gjalpit ishte njé parullé e madhe, “Gjalpi yné ¢an bllokadén
imperialiste dhe revizioniste! E mban mend?Ai i shkruante
parullat né kombinatin ushqimor.”
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Me germa blu dhe té kuqe, i thashé. Ndeza njé cigare, ai
tymosi njé nga kéto elektroniket. Pércollém tymin, pastaj
geshém.

-Tangon e fundit e pashé né 1998 kur béja shkollén e
filmit, - mé tha miku im. - Eshté njé histori dashurie me fund
tragjik. Ti e ke paré me?

-Jo, - i thashé.
-Po si t’u kujtua filmi?

-Ne marrim gjalpin tek njé fshatare gé e bén né shtépi, - i
thashé. — Kam piré 2 kafe edhe ende e kam shijen né gojé.

-Gjalpé i vérteté, - tha miku im dhe psherétiu. — Atje i
keni akoma té gjitha drejt nga natyra. Me ka marré malli pér
njé byrek me gjizé, njé bukeé té thekur me gjalpé.

-Pse nuk keni gjalpé ju kétu? —i thashé uné me té tallur.

-Ka sa té duash. Edhe margariné. I kemi té gjitha. Por ja
drité dhe byrek me gjizé si né Shqipéri, nuk kemi.

-Ne e kishim gjalpin bardhé e zi si Marlon Brandon, - i
thashé uné.

-Po, - mé tha. Ndaloi makinén. — Kjo éshté shtépia ime.

Zbritém. U pérqafuam fort, fort jo formalisht si europiané
kurishimné aeroport, sapo erdhibashkéshortja e mikut, né njé
rrugé krejt bosh, gé mé ngjante si njé Brooklyn i mirémbajtur.
U pérqafuam né Bruksel. Kishim 27 vjet qé nuk ishim paré me
sy. Ai pérmendi byrekun dhe gjalpin gé kisha ngréné uné né
méngjes né Tirané.

-Alkool nuk kam, - mé tha miku, - se kam piré shumé
deri pérpara njé viti. Nuk e mbaj mé né shtépi se kam friké
se e pi. Po deshe té nxjerr krem uiski.

-79-



Petit beurre

Mbushém filxhanét me kafe, i hodhém nga pak krem
uiski brenda.

-Paska si shije gjalpi, - tha me seriozitet nordik miku im.
—Sot éshté 22 maj apo jo? — edhe shtyu drejt meje dicka qé
solli e shoqja.

-Po, - thashé. “Tangon e fundit” sigurisht qé nuk e
pérmendém mé dhe bémé miré.

Né tryezé si pakuptuar ge shfaqur njé pako biskotash
“Petit beurre”.
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Rudi Erebara
Translated from Albanian by Elsa Lici

On May 2017, I had not been abroad for 15 years, and that
had followed a 7-year emigration period to New York. I left
home at 2 a.m. I had no sleep. I could not force anything
down my throat, but I ate a bite of bread and butter because
I wanted to smoke. Including my present trip, I had been
twice to Europe and once to the US all my life. It was really
hard to get a visa and travel to Europe, when I was young
and still had the craving to travel, to visit places or to live
there. Then, when we got visa-free travel I was no longer
young and life had become more complicated. My flight to
Brussels included a stop in Vienna. I went through security
check like in a dream with just my passport in hand and I
headed for the great gate which would take me to my plane.
The weather was grey, rainy and windy. I had a window
seat, I talked to my wife and kids in Tirana for free. Wireless
internet! Barely 20 years ago we could talk from America
over the phone at $3/minute. It was 1997 back then, an ac-
cursed year for Albania.

Twenty years later, I was travelling to Europe, invited by
the European Union to receive the European Prize for Lit-
erature. I had a look around at the airport. The world was
different from the one I had witnessed 15 years ago. So
many officers in uniforms! The fear of terrorism. This was
the second decade of the new century. Passengers in their
seats were taking off their shoes and making themselves
comfortable with their eyes glued to their mobile screens.
Not me. And none of the Albanians travelling to Brussels
was doing that. This was what set us apart from the others.
We still wanted to experience the world through our own
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eyes. With the grey silence we cherished in our eyes facing
the window panes, the Viennese dawn felt like dusk in our
country. Dark. So dark that for a moment I saw my face re-
flected off the windowpane and then a flash of lightning,
to remind us of the winter. The sharp black-and-white con-
trast triggered a veiled distant memory, the timing of which
I could not fathom. Then, bit by bit, it came back and grew
clearer, much like I could make out ever more distinctly my
own features on the airport windowpane, the darker and
deeper the darkness of the storm grew on the other side.

My mind plunged back into the distant past. It was begin-
ning of October 1989. All the high-school students were sta-
tioned in the tinned-food factory. Every year for two weeks
we used to go to the farm fields to pick corn, but that year it
was two weeks‘ work in the factory. We were supposed to re-
move the seeds from the peppers that were to be made into
pickles, all to help the State. This was voluntary work as in
all other Communist countries. Red piles of plump peppers
were all over the place and looked like red wounds of the
October Revolution. The talking was done in a quiet voice
and only to trusted friends.The talk of the day was about
the movie Last Tango in Paris which had been on at 2 a.m.
on Channel 2 Belgrade. The conversation went on sotto voce
behind piles of peppers. It was a dangerously tricky top-
ic. The third member of the group could be an informer. I
had watched the movie like everybody else, on a black-and-
white TV set, with Serbian subtitles and in violation of the
state laws and family norms. That was a criminal offence. In
Albania, foreign movies were carefully purged even of kiss-
ing scenes. Nakedness was only tolerable in beach scenes.
Even that not in close-ups. Sex-related materials were pun-
ishable by prison terms.When I was carrying a crate full of
seed-free peppers to the conveyor belt taking them to the
washing section I overheard two workers talking about the
movie. I was behind a row of plastic crates and inadvertent-
ly became the third member of the group.
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“Margarine,” I heard the first one say. “Butter,” protested the
other one. A moment of silence followed and I could hear them
swallow. “Margarine,” insisted the first one. “No one would
waste the butter like that.”

“There’s plenty of butter in France,” replied the other. “It’s not
like here. We have to make do with the 200-gramme ration
for a family of five. Marlon Brando was eating a piece of bread
with butter. You saw it, didn’t you?” They fell silent and swal-
lowed. I swallowed too and felt a strange fear seize me. The
three of us were doing something illegal and punishable with
imprisonment. Agitation and propaganda article, 8 years’
hard labour in a mine.

“That’s just a movie. And that’s Marlon Brando. Don’t talk non-
sense!”, went on to explain the supporter of margarine.

“It doesn’t matter how good they are having it in France. No
one would waste butter like that. And that was frozen butter.”

The other one objected right away. “He was eating bread and
butter. Didn’t you see that? Only frozen butter can be eaten
like that, with your hands. If it had been margarine, he would
have used a bread crust to eat it.”

“Margarine in France islike butter in Albania. No one eats but-
ter there. It’s only us over here, at the edge of the world, who
eat it. People use margarine. Besides, the movie was recent.
Didn’t you see what a big packet of butter it was? Certainly, a
one-pound packet. French movie. Great movie. A recent one.
Didn’t you get it? Even the Yugoslavs broadcast it at two hours
after midnight.” Here they switch the power off at 8, much
sooner than the chickens huddle for sleep.

“I will ask someone who speaks French,” said the butter sup-
porter.

“What if they call butter margarine in French?” asked the oth-
er one.
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“How can they call butter margarine? Are you crazy or what?”
reacted the butter guy after swallowing. “Ask anyone you
want. That was butter.”

“That was margarine. Margarine is slippery, because itis made
from oil, like Vaseline. People over there, on the other side, are
now making cloth out of leek. No one keeps margarine in the
fridge. It does not go off.“

Feeling the approach of a third person they fell silent. I re-
mained immobile waiting for someone to make a noise so that
I could leave unobtrusively.

“Hey!” exclaimed the newcomer. “Did you see how he was eat-
ing butter? Over there they have enough butter to spread on
their dicks, over here we don’t have enough to eat.” The two
others did not say anything. “Bread and butter and sex,” con-
tinued the newcomer and the three of them laughed out loud
while I made off noiselessly.

Two hours later at lunchtime, together with a childhood
friend of mine who had been working in the factory since he
was 16, we went to the bakery in the hope of getting a fresh
loaf of bread. He knew every nook and cranny of the place and
thus avoided being spotted by security guards or Party stool
pigeons. “Let’s go to the packaging warehouse. Maybe we can
grab hold of a packet of butter over there,” he told me on the
way. It was meant as a joke, as he had also watched the movie.
“What do you think? You took French classes at school,” he re-
marked. “Was that butter or margarine? The bets are on, you
know?”

“I have no idea.” I replied. “I watched the movie with the vol-
ume turned down.”

“Oh, then you too saw it like everybody else,” he teased me.

“How should I have seen it?” I asked in a surprised tone.
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“Your father is a film director. I thought you might have
watched it with the volume turned up and with the proper
translation.”“Are you out of your mind?” I replied in a serious
manner. “I don’t watch sex movies with my dad. Will you stop
it or shall I go back to the peppers?”

We went together to the packaging warehouse anyway. He
went in and came out really quickly. I could spot the rectan-
gular packet of frozen butter with its sharp-pointed edges in
his bulging pocket. “They only gave me a frozen one” he said,
and we retraced our way back, hiding behind the endless rows
of empty crates. He was a supporter of margarine too. “Butter
does not stay on paper like that when it melts. Marlon was eat-
ing margarine,” he insisted. He keep his hand in his pocket
because he didn’t want the security guard to spot his frozen
packet of butter.

As the plane took off heading for Brussels the rain beat the
fuselage with a clatter as if it were hailstones. A slight grow-
ing anxiety seized me and I feared that everything would stop
and I would go back in time. At that time when Europe was a
dream we had no courage to dream about.

The anxiety dissipated when the plane shot over the clouds.
An old school friend of mine, whom I had not met for 27 years,
was waiting for me at Brussels airport. He had left the coun-
try in February 1990, shortly after the first anti-regime protest
rally in Tirana. He had been lucky they did not kill him in a
police station. He has been living in Brussels with his family
ever since. When I came out he was waiting for me, as so many
other European citizens were doing. He had grown old, but not
so old that I could not recognise him. I told him about my rec-
ollection about Last Tango in Paris, about the fear I felt, just
because I'was in a European country.

“That’s because you have dreamt about it for so long and wait-
ed for it so long. That was your mistake. You should have come
at my place and stayed over here for some time,” he explained.
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“I couldn’t get a visa,” I replied, but he added no more to it.

We spoke about Marlon Brandon, Maria Schneider. He be-
lieved it was butter. “They didn’t use margarine in Paris in
1972,” he told me while turning the steering wheel through
the curving road. In a short time, it would be lunchtime and,
in Brussels, daylight grew dimmer, perhaps because of the
trees. It had an imperceptibly shadowy quality. “It’s always
like this,” my friend explained. “It’s nothing like in Albania. It
is a quiet daylight that lasts much longer.” He keep silent for a
while and then he remembered. “That guy who was working
in the food factory graduated in painting from the Arts High
School just two years ahead of us. At the packaging warehouse
there was a giant slogan: ‘Our butter breaks the revisionist
and imperialist blockade! Do you remember that? He used to
write the slogans in the food factory.”

“In blue and red letters,” I added. I lit a cigarette while he
was smoking an electronic one. We puffed out the smoke and
laughed.

“I watched Last Tango in 1998 when I was studying at the
film-making college. It’s a love story with a tragic ending.
What about you, have you watched it again?”

“No,” I answered.
“How did that movie pop in your mind?”

“We buy our butter from a village woman who churns it out
on her own at her place,” I explained. “I have already had two
coffees but I still have the taste of butter in my mouth.”

“That’s real butter,” said my friend with a sigh. “Over there,
all the products are still organic. Straight from nature. I really
miss the cottage-cheese pie, a slice of toast and butter.”

“Why is that? You don’t have butter over here?” I asked
jokingly.
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“There’s plenty of butter. Plenty of margarine also. We have
everything. But no daylight and cottage-cheese pie like in Al-

bania.”

“Our butter was black and white, like Marlon Brando’s,” I re-

torted.

“Yes,” he said and brought the car to a halt. “This is my house.”
We got out of the car. We hugged each other again properly
and long, not in the formal European way as we had done
at the airport. My friend’s wife came over the empty street,
which looked like a well-taken-care-of Brooklyn. We hugged
in Brussels. It had been 27 years since we had seen each other.
He mentioned the pie and the butter I had eaten in the morn-
ing in Tirana. “I don’t have alcoholic drinks,” he told me. “I
used to drink a lot of it until one year ago. I don’t keep any at
home as I am afraid that I can’t resist the temptation to drink

it. Would you like some cream liqueur?”

We poured coffee into the cups and poured some cream li-

queur in it.

“It tastes like butter,” said my friend with Scandinavian seri-
ousness. “It’s the 22nd of May today, isn’t it?” he asked, and
pushed towards me something that his wife had brought.“Yes,
it is,” I said. We made no more mention of Last Tango, and it

was better that way.

On the table lay a package of “Petit beurre” biscuits.
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Schon einmal in seinem Leben hat Adamovicescu eine Si-
tuation meistern miussen, die ihm, trotz seiner hohen Bildung
und seines ausgepragten eigenen Denksystems bis heute ein
Rétsel bleibt.

Nicht wahr, Thr wiirdet sie jetzt gerne erklart haben, diese
Situation? Er auch.

Als deren Folge hat er, ein Dozent mit vier Doktortiteln, ei-
nen Schlaganfall erlitten. Ein Berliner Gauner fiel ihn an und
versetze ihm einen Schlag. Danach fand sich Adamovicescuin
der Lage, Berlinerisch mit einem Hauch von Gaunersprache
zu quatschen.

Und nun spielt ihm das Schicksal den zweiten Streich:

Er spaziert einsam hoch oben auf dem Bergkamm, unweit
der karpatischen Sphinx, gedanklich beschaftigt mit dem Ab-
schluss seines eigenen Denksystems, ein 6konomisch-philo-
sophisches Gebilde an dem er seit Jahren herumtiiftelt, ein
Abriss aus Physiokratie und Dekonstruktivismus. Er nennt
es Kaputtmunditismus. Und ausgerechnet jetzt, heute, hier,
seinem Ziel so nahe, die Fdden, an deren fernen Enden Ques-
nay und Derrida noch zappeln, gedanklich schon alle fest
zugeschniirt, muss diese traurige aufderirdische Gestalt vor
ihm auftauchen und ihn nach dem Befinden ausfragen. Dass
es sich dabei um einen Aufierirdischen handelt, liegt auf der
Hand, denn aussehen tut er unbeschreiblich.
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In allem Missgeschick ist auch eine Spur von Glick enthal-
ten — weifd Adamovicescu, ansonsten ein Mann von zynischer
Lebenshaltung. Er hitte wieder in eine Razzia geraten konnen
—in solch unsicheren Zeiten muss man stets damit rechnen! -
und wieder einmal hédtte er Schwierigkeiten haben konnen,
die Beamten von seiner tadellos legalen Existenz zu iiberzeu-
gen, als Sohn einer Neuseeldnderin und eines Suidafrikaners,
mit jeweils einem indischen, arabischen, jidischen und na-
tiv-amerikanischen Grofielternteil, einem chinesischen Halb-
bruder und zwei gronlandischen Tanten, geboren in Rio Gran-
de, Feuerland, und mit ruménischem Reisepass.

Als er einmal versuchte, seinen Stammbaum aufzustellen,
endete das mit einem Studium in Universalgeschichte, mit
Promotionsabschluss. Als er dann die eigene Hochzeitspar-
ty managte und zu telefonieren hatte mit allen Familienan-
gehorigen seiner zukiinftigen Frau, deren Herkunft weniger
eindeutig ist als seine, schuf er ganz nebenbei das Doktorat in
Linguistik. Als nach dem Treffen er den Sinn aller von ihm
wahrend des Festes auf Servietten notierten Trinkspriche,
Schimpfworter und Segensformeln entschliisseln wollte, er-
langte er daraufhin kurzerhand den Doktortitel in Religions-
wissenschaften, und als etwas spater ein alter Bekannter ihn
fragte, ob er seine Zeit als Junggeselle nicht vermisse, libte er
sich mit erfolgreichem Abschluss in seiner bisher letzten Pro-
motion, in Philosophie. Den Lehrstuhl an der 6rtlichen Uni-
versitat kriegte er daraufhin regelrecht hinterhergeworfen.

Somit gibt es Schlimmeres als dieses Treffen. Trotzdem,
héatte er blofd die Zeit, sein eben ausgetiifteltes Denksystem
niederzuschreiben! Ob der AufSerirdische so lieb ist und mit
seiner Kontaktaufnahme solange wartet?

Der jedoch, wie jeder Tourist, mochte lediglich ein paar
Hinweise.

Was sein Sinn des Lebens?
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Adamovicescu hat vor vielen Jahren einen Kollegen ge-
habt, der im Philosophieunterricht das gleiche hat wissen wol-
len. Sie sind im Kontakt, er ist immer noch Student.

- Eee, Bruder, ick verkauf Euch keine neppen hier! Hauset
ihr selber mal tausend Jahre lang uf dieser Kugel und las-
set dann weiter spannen.

Aus Lebenserfahrung weifs er, manchmal macht es Sinn
auf eine konkrete Frage evasiv zu antworten.

- Tausend Jahre. Was das?

Der AufSerirdische verfiigt iiber Googletranslator, somit
lauft die Verstdndigung problemlos, von der Orthographie ab-
gesehen.

- Potz Sakrament! Noch nie was von Diachronie gehort?
Woher dann Eure Frage von Sinn und Leben? Man kann
doch nicht nur in Synchronie herumlungern. Mécht’ gern
mal wissen wie Ihr dort oben so lebt!

- Spéter. Jetzt mir sagen was euch machen aus, euch Blau-
kugelzapfen?

Adamovicescu gibt sich rasch Rechenschaft: Aus dem All
betrachtet ist die Erde eine blaue Kugel, und von Nahem be-
trachtet ist jeder Mensch darauf so gesehen in der Tat ein Wan-
derzapfen.

- ,Spater‘ deutet auf Zeitverstindnis, Bruder! Von Euch
weif$ ich’s nicht, aber fiir unsereinen is’ Zeit ziemlich
wichtig. Seit du reingefaselt kommst und bis du abkratzt.
Ungefahr det macht uns aus.

- Wo Zeit? Will sehen.

- Zeit kann man nich’ sehen. Es gibt sie. Det zu wissen is’
schon alles.

- Sprechen verstandlicher. Alle ihr reden so nixsagend?

Der kritische Sinn des Fernverkehrers amisiert Adamovi-
cescu.
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- Thr gefallt mir, Bruder! Da habt’s Thr schomma Recht, gell?

Die Lichter des Aufierirdischen, die auf sowas wie Augen
hindeuten, beginnen sich unsicher zu drehen. Ist das jetzt eine
Frage an ihn gewesen?

- Vielleicht... Was sein Zeit?

- Ick liege wohl richtig in der Annahme, Ihr habt’s Heideg-
ger nich’ jelesen. ,Sein und Zeit‘ und so ...

Adamovicescu halt am Hoflichkeitsplural fest. Der Mensch
ist noch nicht so weit, einen AufSerirdischen zu duzen.

- Du liegen uberall richtig. Sprechen.

Der Erdling halt kurz inne: ist das jetzt eine Ironie gewe-
sen oder nicht?

- Also, mir Blaukugelzapfen, mir Menschen - det da, so wie
ick, heifst Mensch! (er deutet mit dem Zeigefinger auf sich)
leben uf die Erde. Also uf dem wat is’. Det da, det is’ Erde!—
und Adamovicescu tritt ein paarmal fest mit dem Fufs in
den Boden.

Der Fremde verfolgt dessen Zeigefinger und Fufs.
- Mensch - is’ — Erde!

- Er hat’s geschnallt! Ick werd’ verriickt! Jetzt nur noch
schnell Verbindungen herstellen! (In der Hoffnung, sich
bald wieder seinem gedanklichen Konstrukt tiber De-
konstruktion widmen zu kénnen, beginnt Adamovicescu
schnell zu reden): Also, mein Herr — oder seid’s keen Herr,
seid’s ‘ne Dame? Ejal! — passt’s uff: die Erde kann ohne den
Menschen nich’... Naja, konnen kannse schon, s’ kann so-
gar besser, aber dann wiirde s’ nich’ Erde heifSen. S’ wiir-
de gar nich’ heifSen. Alles klar bisher?

Die Augenlichter des anderen drehen sich wieder ganz
fleifig.
- Erde... heifsen.
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- Richtig, heifSen. Ohne Mensch keine Erde. Der Mensch
pflegt alles um sich herum fest zu benennen. Fiir uns muss
alles irgendwie heifSen. Es heif$t zwar (na bitte!) ganz am
Anfang, als es noch gar nichts gab, war das Wort. Aber
das brauchste jetzt nich’ wissen. Meine These dazu ist eh:
am Anfang war das Wort, am Ende is’ nur Quatsch. D’ac-
cord?“ (Die Augenlichter des anderen rotieren schneller,
auf der Suche nach einem festen Anhaltspunkt, um die
Welt in die Angeln zu setzen.) — Seid’s Ihr Atheist?

Die Lichter heben gleich ab.
- Vielleicht... Base Athena...

- Ach was, bleiben wir auf der Basis der Tatsachen. Erde ist
das da! —und er stampft erneut in den Boden.

- Blaukugel.
- Richtig. Blaukugel.
- Blau von oben! — der himmlische Tourist deutet aufwaérts.

- Ja, ick weifs vom Himmel her sieht’s blau aus. Aber nicht
nur von oben kommt blau. Auch vom Wasser.

- Wasser!

- Jasses Herr, wie erklar ick dem jetze Wasser! Erneut
klopft er sich auf die Brust. ,Ich bin aus Wasser. Achtzig
Prozent. Ohne Wasser konnte nix leben. Leben is’ Wasser
und kommt aus Wasser. Wasser trennt und verbindet.

- Du sein blau?

- Meene Jiite! Ick bin nich’ blau blofs weil ick aus Wasser
bin. Und jesoffen hab ick auch nich’. Komisch, wa? Ihr aus
dem Himmel seht uns blau, fiir uns da unten is’ der Him-
mel blau. Dabei is’ nix blau, weder Wasser noch Himmel.
Alles Tauschung, alles blof3 ein Lichteffekt.

- Nix blau? Blau nicht geben?
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- Tja, so sieht’s aus. Paar Blumen, Vigel, Schmetterlin-
ge, Augen... Lauter Artikel mit reduzierter Haltbarkeit.
Recht wenig Blau uf die Welt, eigentlich ... Griin hingegen,
Schwarz, Braun, Rot, Gelb, Weif§ und Grau jede Menge,
zum Anfassen... Allein reines Blau ist meist ‘ne Illusion.
Von wegen ,der Blaue Planet! Daftir aber holt man sich’s
umso mehr uf die Fahnen.

Der Fremde starrt prifend, trotz fehlender Augen. Er
scheint sagen zu wollen: du bestehst aus Wasser, bist aber kein
Wasser, Zeit ist fiir euch wichtig, aber nicht greifbar, Blau ist
uberall, aber existiert kaum. Was ist bei euch denn echt?

- Erde... Erde wirklich geben?
Adamovicescu gibt sich plotzlich positiv.

- Erde is’ alles. Ohne Erde sind wir nix. Nur Seele. Aber
Seele ohne Erde is’ wie’n Furz ohne Arsch.

Die Lichter des Fremden quirlen wie verruckt vor dieser
Demonstration puren Kaputtmunditismus.

- Seele... Seele wirklich geben?

- Seele is’ alles. Ohne Seele sind wir nix. Nur Erde. (Die
Oberbelichtung des Anderen wird zur Discokugel.) Erde
is’ nicht nur die Blaukugel. Is’ och Festland. Mit der Erde
ist’s wie mit dem Brot: am besten schmeckt die frische
Rinde. Ick vermute Ihr seid’s sowas wie Veganer, Brot
muss ick Euch nich’ erklaren.

- Ich nicht von Vega.

- Meinetwega! Also die Rinde. Wir Kinda’ der Erde streiten
schon seit eh und je um deren Rinde.

- Warum streiten?

- Weil mer eben noch Kinder sind ... Das is’ so verteilt, das
Festland, dass eigentlich fiir jden jenug da is’. Ein Drit-
tel Rinde, zwei Drittel Wasser. Sonst ist’s zu trocken und
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bleibt im Hals stecken. Nich’ so kieken, das war jetze nur
‘ne Metapher.

- Meta... Hmm! Ich kennen Meta. Opa immer von Meta re-
den.

- Kiek an, ‘nen Opa habt’s Ihr och! Meta kommt vom Grie-
chischen...

- Griechischen! Ich kennen griechischen! Auch Opa...

- Da kannste sehn! Keenen blassen Schimmer von Erde und
Mensch, aber von Griechen hatter jehort! Wees der Ku-
ckuck wo Thr Aufierirdische Eure Bildung so herhabts’! ...

- Wollen wissen Erde. Was mit Erde?*

- Diese Erde besteht aus sieben Teilen.“ Aus der Westenta-
sche holt Adamovicescu ein kleines Notizbuch hervor und
schlagt hinten eine doppelseitige, bunte Weltkarte auf.

- Blau!, lasst der Fremde verlautbaren, froh wie ein Kind
uber seine Entdeckung, und deutet aufs Weltmeer.

-Ja, Blau uch ...
- Aber Blau nicht geben!

- Akzeptieren tut man’s scho’ in der Zeichensprache der Kar-
tographie.

- Karto...

- Vergiss es! Der Erdbewohner beschliefdt, dem Gast unno-
tige Neologismen zu ersparen. Also hier hammerse — sein
Zeigefinger hiipft spatzenhaft von einem Kontinent zum
anderen —das sind Erd-Teile! Das da! (stampft mit dem Fuf
in den Boden). Rinde. Festland. Wo Menschen leben. Det
wie’n Schéadel is’ Affrika, dort hat och der dlteste Mensch
seinen Schéadel her, det verwehte Ballettpaar uf Zehen-
spitzen heifdt Jammerika, der Dicke da is’ der Orient, das
mystische, hochreligiose Aasien, dieser Scherbenhaufen
Jojoropa, die Meerkatze dort is’ Ostralien und dieser am
Sudpol tanzende Derwisch is’ die Antarktis.”
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Der Fremde starrt auf das winzig bunte Rechteck, das eine
Kugel von der Dimension eines Planeten ausmachen soll und
deren Uberwiegend blaue Farbe es eigentlich gar nicht gibt.

- Dafiir streiten? Warum streiten?

- Wartet’s mal ab bis Ihr uns Menschen kennenlernt’s. Unse-
ren Hunger fiir Habe, Rohstoffe, Genuss. Der Physiokrat
in ihm regt sich allméhlich. Auf. Friither hiefd sowat Impe-
rialismus und Sklaverei und Kolonisation. Heute gibt man
sich anstandig, heute nennt sich det Globalisierung. Habt’s
Ihr was zu bieten, dort bei Euch zu Hause? Dann titet Ihr
gut, Euren Himmelskorper wirfelformig zu gestalten,
nicht dass wir am End’ Euch den och noch globalisieren.

- Du sein bose auf deine eigene Art?
- Det is’ nicht meine Art. Is’ nur meine Spezies.
- Du sprechen komisch. Was du sprechen fiir Sprache?

Adamovicescu uiberlegt kurz. ,Indogermanisch klingt ihm
zu volkisch.

- Indojojoropéisch.

-Ind... jojo...?

- Von Indien — da — und Jojoropa — da.“ Adamovicescu deutet
nochmal auf die kleine Karte.

- Erzahl Jojo...

- Jojoropa is’ grof3. Jojoropa is’ wichtig. Jojoropa hat die Welt
mit ihrem Atem befruchtet. Obwohl Babylon und Meso-
potamien - da — als Wiege der Zivilisation jelten, jelang es
Jojoropa vor lauter Vitalitat alter als die Alten zu werden.
Schon mal was vom Alten Kontinent gehort? Uf dem leben
lauter Jojoropéjer. Naja, fast ...

- Aber... Jojo geben gar nicht.

- Wie, Jojoropa jibt’s nich’?
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- Na wie? Alle Erd-Teile sein klar umrissen, von dort bis
dorthin und dann Blau. Nur Jojo nicht, Jojo nur hiangen
an allen Nachbarn. Mensch kommen aus Afrika. Sprache
aus Asien. GrofSe Religionen alle aus Orient. Was Jojo sel-
ber geschaffen? Was Urspriingliches?

Adamovicescu hat plotzlich das komische Gefiihl, es hier
mit jemand ganz anderem zu tun zu haben als urspriinglich
vermutet, mit einem Corporate Raider der tibelsten Sorte, der
fremdes Produkt schlechtreden will. Seine kontinentale Amor
Proprio ist verletzt.

- Ich seh schon Thr seid’s janz jenau vorprogrammiert!
Von wegen Sein und Sinn des Lebens! Dann lass ich Euch
schomma’ janz konkrete Frage stelln: was habt’s Ihr hier
zu suchen?

- Das Erbe von mein Grofdvater.

Die knappe Antwort Uberrascht Adamovicescu mehr als
die gesamte Erscheinung des AufSerirdischen.

- Wat fiir'n Erbe? Was is’n der Opa jewesn?

Der Fremde tiberlegt kurz. Sein Ubersetzungsprogramm
scheint nach einem bestimmten Begriff zu suchen.

- Heute Ihr nennen ihn hier auf Erde wie Elektriker.

- Elektriker! Ihr platzt aus dem Himmel um die Erbschaft
eines Elektrikers zu kassieren?!

- Eigentlich Erbschaft auf Namen von Grofdimutter sein
ubertragen ...

- Phantastisch. Der Welt wird staunend sich verneigen ...

Aus dem leichten Flattern seiner Scheinwerfer konnte man
meinen, der Weltenwanderer hat die Ironie mitgekriegt. Doch
er erzahlt gelassen.

- Vater Konig, und noch einer in Sippe sein mit gleichem
Namen. Es geben Streitigkeiten in Sukzession.
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- Det hort sich an wie uf die Erde. Jibt’s auch im Himmel
Erbschaftsstreit?

- Nicht immer. Nur seit ihr hier auf Blaukugel.
- Ne halbe Ewigkeit. Det jeht ja noch. Und weiter ?

- Vater wollen Konig werden allein und haben Posi-Onkel
um Hilfe bitten. Dann Posi-Onkel haben schicken grofdes
Tier.

- Hmm... Wo hab ich schomma wat &hnlichet jelesen?

- Oma gar nicht Stiefmutter konnen leiden. Oma sagen
Stiefmutter - biiip, — weil mit Biest von Posi-Onkel Halb-
bruder zu Welt bringen, unterhalb det da wie du, Mensch,
oberhalb Biest.

- Was Ihr nich’sagt’s! Det erinnert mich an was. Wohnt
Euer Posi-Onkel woméjlich im Meer?

- Richtig. Oma sagen zu Stiefmutter ,,Stiermutter®, die sa-
gen zuruck ,selber Stiermutter®, denn auch Oma haben
sich von Stier verfiihren lassen.

- Detis’ aber ne’ tierliebe Familie! Und der Opa, der Elektri-
ker..., hat der’s vielleicht mit Blitzen zu tun?

- Richtig. Manchmal Menschen die ihn machen bdse er
nehmen als Blitzableiter.

- Sieh da! Der Alte wirft mit Blitzen rum, und Ihr seid da,
um die Erbschaft von Eur’ Oma zu kassieren.

-Richtig. Erbschaft auf Name ihre. Wie Nachbar sagen: res-
titutio in integrum.

- Auf ihren Namen... Opa hat’s wohl sehr lieb jehabt, det
Blitzméadel. Wie hat er’s denn jenannt, Eur’'Opa?

(Fortsetzung folgt)
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Translated from German by Alice Tetley-Paul

Once before in his life, Adamovicescu had to deal with
a situation that, despite his high level of education and his
own elaborate system of thought, remains a mystery to him
to this day.

Youwd like to find out more about this situation now,
wouldn’t you? So would he.

As a result of it, he, a lecturer with four doctorates, suf-
fered a stroke. A thug from Berlin attacked him and dealt him
a blow. Afterwards, Adamovicescu found himself gibbering in
Berlin dialect with a touch of slang.

And now fate deals him a second blow:

He’s taking a walk on his own, high up on the mountain
ridge, not far from the Carpathian Sphinx, intellectually occu-
pied with the completion of his own system of thought, an eco-
nomic and philosophical construct he’s been fiddling around
with for years, an amalgamation of physiocracy and decon-
structivism. He calls it kaputmunditism. And now, of all times,
so close to his goal, with the threads — on whose distant ends
Quesnay and Derrida are still thrashing around — already tied
up tightly in his mind, this sad extraterrestrial figure has to
pop up in front of him and interrogate him about the status
quo. The fact that it’s an extraterrestrial goes without saying,
because you can’t describe it in words.

All misfortune contains a hint of good fortune, Adamov-
icescu, usually a man of cynical disposition, knows. He could
have ended up in a raid again — you always have to expect that
kind of thing in uncertain times like these! — and he could
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have run into difficulties again trying to convince the officials
of his impeccably lawful existence, as the son of a New Zea-
lander and a South African, with Indian, Arab, Jewish and Na-
tive American grandparents, a Chinese half-brother and two
Greenlandic aunts, born in Rio Grande, Tierra del Fuego, and
with a Romanian passport.

When he once attempted to draw up his family tree, he end-
ed up studying world history, culminating in a PhD. When he
then arranged his own wedding party and had to telephone all
the relatives on the side of his future wife, whose heritage is
even more confusing than his own, he just so happened to gain
his doctorate in linguistics. When, after the party, he want-
ed to decipher the meaning of all the toasts, swear words and
blessings he’d jotted down on napkins, he gained a doctorate
in religious studies just like that, and when an old acquaint-
ance later asked him if he missed being a bachelor, he turned
his hand to philosophy and successfully completed his most
recent doctorate to date. After that, the professorship at the lo-
cal university was offered to him on a silver platter.

So from that point of view, there are worse things than
this meeting. Nevertheless, if only he had the time to write
down his system of thought he’d only just got hishead around!
Could the extraterrestrial not be so kind as to wait until then
to make contact?

Yet he, just like any other tourist, only wants a few point-
ers.

- What being meaning of life?

Many years ago, Adamovicescu had a colleague who’d
asked exactly the same thing in philosophy class. They’re in
contact, he’s still a student.

- Hey, mate, I don’t wanna lead ya down the garden path!
Tryliving on this ball yerself for a thousan’ years ‘n’ then
we can have another chinwag about it.

-101 -



The Inheritance

Life experience has taught him that it’s sometimes sensible
to answer a specific question evasively.

- Thousand years. What that?

The extraterrestrial has Google Translate; as such, commu-
nication is trouble free, aside from the spelling.

- Blimey! Ain’t heard of diachrony? Where’d ya question
of meaning ‘n’ life come from, then? Ya can’t just hang
around in synchrony, after all. I just wanna know what
life’s like for ya up there!

- Later. Now telling me what defines you, you blueballpins?

Adamovicescu is quick to figure it out: from outer space,
Earthlooks like a blue ball, and from up close, every person on
it does indeed look like a walking pin.

- “Later” indicates an understanding of time, mate! I dunno
about you lot, but for the likes of us, time is rather impor-
tant. From the moment ya pop out until ya snuff it. That’s
more or less what defines us.

- Where time? Want see.
- Ya can’t see time. It’s a thing. That’s all ya need to know.
- Speaking more clearly. All you talking so meaningless?

The long-distance traveller’s critical nature amuses Ada-
movicescu.

-1like ya, mate! Ya ain’t wrong there, are ya?

The lights of the extraterrestrial, which are suggestive of
eyes, start rotating unsteadily. Was that a question he was
just asked?

- Maybe... What being time?

- 'm probably right to assume ya ain’t read Heidegger. Be-
ing ‘n’ Time ‘n’ all that...

- You entirely right. Speaking.
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The earthling pauses for a moment: was that ironic or not?

- So, we blueballpins, we humans - this, like me here, is
called a human! (he points to himself with his index fin-
ger) live on Earth. So, on this, here, this is Earth! — and
Adamovicescu stamps his foot on the ground a few times.

The alien follows his index finger and foot.
- Human -is - Earth!

- He’s cracked it! What are the chances! Let’s just quick-
ly connect the dots now! (In the hope of being able to
dedicate himself to his theoretical construct of decon-
struction again soon, Adamovicescu starts talking very
quickly): - So, sir — or are ya not a sir, are ya a madam?
Whatever! — listen here: without people, Earth can’t ex-
ist... Well it could, ‘n’ a good deal better too, but then
it wouldn’t be called Earth. It wouldn’t be called any-
thing. So far so good?

The other’s eyelights start spinning vigorously again.
- Earth... called.

- Correct, called. No Earth without humans. Humans tend
to give everything around them a fixed name. For us,
everything has to be called something. It’s said that in
the beginning, when there was nothing, was the Word.
But ya don’t need to know that now. My theory on this
is: in the beginning was the Word, at the end is just non-
sense. Gottit? (The other’s eyelights rotate more quickly,
searching for a fixed point of reference to make sense of
the world.) - Are ya an atheist?

The lights are about to take off.
- Maybe... Base Athena...

- Heck, let’s stick with the facts. Earth is this here! —and he
stamps on the ground again.
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- Blue ball.
- Correct. Blue ball.
- Blue from above! - the celestial tourist points upwards.

- Yeah, I know it looks blue from above. But blue doesn’t
only come from above. It also comes from water.

- Water!

- Jesus Christ, how on earth do I explain water! — Once
again, he taps on his chest. - I'm made of water. Eighty
percent. Without water, nothing can live. Life is water ‘n’
comes from water. Water separates ‘n’ connects.

- You being blue?

- My goodness! I ain’t blue just coz I'm made of water. I ain’t
down in the dumps either. Funny, eh? For you up in the
skies above, we look blue, for us down here, the skies are
blue. Yet nothing is blue, neither water nor sky. It’s all an
illusion, merely a light effect.

- Nothing blue? Blue not real?

-Yeah, that’show itis. A couple of flowers, birds, butterflies,
eyes... all items with a limited life expectancy. Hardly
any blue in the world, really... Green on the other hand,
black, brown, red, yellow, white ‘n’ grey, loads of it, ya
can touch it... Just pure blue is usually an illusion. “The
blue planet” my left foot! Yet people make such a song ‘n’
dance about it.

The alien stares sceptically, despite not having any eyes. He
seems to be saying: you’re made of water, but you’re not water,
time is important to you, but it’s not tangible, blue is every-
where, but it barely exists. So what is real then, with you?

- Earth... Earth really real?

Adamovicescu suddenly turns positive.
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- Earth is everything. Without Earth, we’re nothing. Just
souls. But a soul without Earth is like a fart without a
bum.

The alien’s lights spin around like crazy at this demonstra-
tion of pure kaputmunditism.

- Souls... Souls really real?

- Soul is everything. Without souls, we’re nothing. Only
Earth. (The other’s overhead lights turn into disco balls.)
Earth ain’t just the blue ball. It’s also mainland. The
earth’s like bread: fresh crusts are best. I suspect you’re
vegans or something like that, I don’t need to explain
bread to ya, do I?

- Inot from Vega.

- Fair enough! So the crusts. We children of the Earth have
been fighting over its crusts since the dawn of time.
- Why fighting?

- Because we’re still just children... It’s divided up, the
mainland, so there’s actually enough for everyone. One
third crust, two thirds water. Otherwise it’s too dry ‘n’
gets stuck in yer throat. Don’t look at me like that, it was
just a metaphor.

- Meta... Hmm! I knowing Meta. Grandpa always speaking
of Meta.

- Whatcha know, you’ve got a grandpa too! Meta comes
from the Greek...

- Greek! I knowing Greek! Grandpa too...

-TI'll be damned! Not the faintest idea of Earth and humans,
but he’s heard of the Greeks! Goodness knows where you
extraterrestrials getcha education from!

- Want knowing Earth. What with Earth?
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- Earth is made of seven parts. — Adamovicescu takes a
small notebook out of his waistcoat pocket and opens up
a double-page spread of a world map, in full colour, at the
back of it.

- Blue! - the alien proclaims, as happy as a clam about his
discovery, pointing to the ocean.

- Yes, blue too...

- But blue not real!

- No, but it’s accepted in the language of cartography.
- Carto...

- Forget it! — The earthling decides to spare the guest
unnecessary neologisms. — So this is them (his index
finger hops like a sparrow from one continent to the
next): these are continents! This here! (stamping his feet
on the ground). Crusts. Mainland. Where people live.
This one that looks like a skull is Africa, that’s also where
the oldest person’s skull was found, this windswept pair
of ballet dancers on their tiptoes is called America, the fat
guy there is the Orient, the mystical, extremely religious
Asia, this pile of rubble is Europe, the monkey there is
Australasia, ‘n’ this Whirling Dervish on the South Pole
is Antarctica.

The alien stares at the tiny coloured rectangle, which is
supposed to represent a sphere the size of a planet, and whose
predominantly blue colour doesn’t actually exist at all.

- Fighting for this? Why fighting?

- Just wait ‘til ya get to know us humans. Our hunger for
possessions, resources, pleasure. (The physiocrat in him
gradually comes to life and starts getting all worked
up.) That kinda thing used to be called imperialism ‘n’
slavery ‘n’ colonisation. Today people make out like
they’re decent, so now we call it globalisation. D’ya have
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anything to offer, where ya come from? If so, you’d do
well to make yer celestial body cube-shaped, so we don’t
end up globalising that too.

- You being angry at your own kind?

- It’s not my own kind. It’s just my own species.

- You speaking funny. What language you speaking?

Adamovicescu thinks for a moment. “Indogermanic”
sounds too racial too him.

- Indoeuropean.

-Ind...euro...?

- From India - there — ‘n’ Europe - there. (Adamovicescu
points to the small map again.)

- Explain Euro...

- Europe is big. Europe is important. Europe fertilised the
world with its breath. Although Babylon ‘n’ Mesopotamia
—there — are considered the cradle of civilisation, Europe
had so much vitality that it managed to become the oldest
of all. Ever heard of the Old Continent? It’s all Europeans
living there. Well, almost...

- But... Euro not real.
- Whatcha mean, Europe ain’t real?

- Well how? All continents being clearly defined, from
there to there, and then blue. Only Euro not, Euro only at-
taching to all neighbours. Humans coming from Africa.
Language from Asia. Big religions all from Orient. What
Euro made itself? What original?

Adamovicescu suddenly has the strange feeling he’s
dealing with someone quite different to what he originally
suspected, with a corporate raider of the worst kind, set out
to badmouth alien product. His continental amor proprio is
wounded.
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- I see how it is, you’re completely preprogrammed, aren’t
ya? Being ‘n’ meaning of life my left foot! Then I’ll ask ya
a very straightforward question: whatcha doin’ here?

- The inheritance of my grandfather.

The curt answer surprises Adamovicescu more than the
entire extraterrestrial visitation.

- What kind of inheritance? What did yer grandpa do
then?

The alien thinks for a moment. His translation program
seems to be searching for a specific term.

- Today you calling him here on Earth like electrician.

- Electrician! Ya fall from the skies to cash in the inher-
itance of an electrician?!

- Actually inheritance being transferred in the name of
grandmother...

- Fantastic. The world’ll bow down in awe...

The slight flicker of his headlights suggests the irony hasn’t
been lost on the world wanderer. But he explains calmly.

- Father King, and another in kinship with same name.
There being disputes about succession.

- That sounds just like on Earth. Are there also disputes
about inheritance in space?

- Not always. Just since you here on blue ball.
- For half an eternity. That ain’t so bad. Continue!

- Father wanting being King alone and asking Posi-uncle
for help. Then Posi-uncle sending big animal.

-Hmm... Where’ve I read something like this before?

- Grandma not standing stepmother. Grandma saying step-
mother —beeep, — because bringing half-brother to world

-108 -



Claudiu M. Florian

with beast of Posi-uncle, lower half that there like you,
human, upper half beast.

- No way! That reminds me of something. Does yer Posi-un-
cle live in the sea by any chance?

- Correct. Grandma calling stepmother “bullmother”, she
saying back “bullmother yourself”, since grandma also
seduced by bull.

- Well that’s certainly an animal-loving family! And grand-
pa, the electrician... has he by any chance got something
to do with lightning?

- Correct. Sometimes people who making him angry he
taking as lightning conductors.

- Well, well, well! The old codger goes around throwing
lightning about ‘n’ you’re here to cash in yer grandma’s
inheritance.

- Correct. Inheritance in her name. As neighbours say: res-
titutio in integrum.

- In her name... grandpa must have been quite fond of her,
thelightning girl. What did he call her then, yer grandpa?

(To be continued)
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In the darkness of the little room, (the lighting carefully
calculated to do no harm), she looked at the drawing. The
subtle, sacred faces turned to each other and smiled and Pa-
tricia gazed. Jetlagged still after her return from New York,
this was a good place to be to recover, the best place. Tour-
ists came in one door, looked for a while and read the label
and maybe took a photograph on their phones or sat down
next to her on the small bench, then left by the other door.
After a while, they made her think of figures on an eight-
eenth century clock, appearing, stiffly traversing to a little
chiming tune, disappearing. They kept the hours while Pa-
tricia, not moving from where she was, heavily seated but
inwardly afloat in her tired but sleepless state, in the twi-
light of this room that was, she thought, her favourite place
in the world. She was back with the real thing, beyond all
doubt, and she was happy.

In the auction room there had been a strange aroma, com-
pounded of aftershave, perfume, the best cosmetics, and the
animal pungency of sweat soaking in patches through expen-
sive shirts. (Something had brought it back to her. What? Per-
haps the flustered woman who’d just come in with her coat
tied by its sleeves around her waist and an audio-guide held
to her ear). In New York, Patricia had seen the shine of per-
spiration spreading down from the hairlines of excited men
holding up their camera phones at the auctioneer who said to
the agents penned in their boxes, “It’s not yours at the moment.
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Give me a bid. Still with Francois. It’s still with Francois.” The
agents stared blindly in all directions, one or two holding up
a delaying hand, as they squeezed against their phones and
listened for instructions from their distant clients. At a bid
of three hundred million dollars, cheers and applause broke
out. Patricia turned to a fellow journalist standing beside her
who laughed and said something inaudible in the din, shaking
his head, his eyes sparkling with the infectious madness that
had taken hold of the room. Increments of five million dol-
lars, sudden leaps of ten or more. At each jump, more laughter
and applause and a strange giddy weightlessness. And why
stop? The market was moving, a surging tide of money, and
who cared if certain experts, Patricia included, thought that
the Saviour of The World was not a Leonardo? An image of
the painting, not the painting itself, stared out over the crowd
from a large screen, hand raised in blessing. Seeing it there
again confirmed her opinion. Perhaps it was produced in his
studio, but Patricia doubted even that. To her, it had the signs
of a Boltraffio. The Christ had the same repetitiously cork-
screwing hair as Boltraffio’s Girl With Cherries as well as the
flat frontal presentation of a Boltraffio portrait, found in no
Leonardo. In the auction room, this all meant nothing. Peo-
ple believed sufficiently, choosing certain experts over others,
to allow this wild surge of investment, this lunge at authority
and prestige.

In the National Gallery’s drawing of The Virgin and Child
with St Anne and St John The Baptist everything was right,
fitting together convincingly despite the complexity of the
composition, with the Virgin oddly seated half on St Anne’s
lap, the Christ child leaning across their overlapping thighs
to bless little St John. In The Saviour of The World even the
blessing arm didn’t look correct; the angle implied an impos-
sible elbow half way towards the wrist.
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But how could you ever fully absorb the wonder of this
drawing? How could you see it enough? Over this large page,
hanging now a few feet in front of Patricia, Leonardo’s hand
had moved, his subtle pencil creating the solemn fall of the
drapery, the softness of hair, the shadows that defined light
along an arm or falling with an almost sentient tenderness on
the sacred, smiling faces. Patricia felt she could almost hear
the rhythmical, whispering contact of graphite and paper, the
rush of Leonardo’s hand to a new area to work on. Her eyes
moved among the four faces and down through the strong
solidity of their bodies to the unfinished feet, evaporating to
empty outlines. St Anne’s hand was the same kind of absence,
the shape of a hand only, pointing upwards to heaven.

Some of the visitors to the little room saw the wonder of it.
Patricia watched them slowing to a standstill in its presence,
their mouths opening with an exhalation of pleasure, the ‘ah’
of an unexpected happy meeting as they realised the great
good fortune of being there. Perhaps they felt relief, as Patri-
cia did, the relief of real connection. Patricia was notlooking
forward to getting up and leaving this place.

Today was one of the rare occasions when Patricia had to
go to the newspaper’s office. She sank down inside herself at
the thought of the loud, rocking journey on the London under-
ground and the long walk through the tunnels at King’s Cross.
After her travel, Patricia was still full of the drifting sensation
of motion, her body destabilised by the taxi ride, the hours of
flight, the moving walkways, the lights, the security, the air-
portretail. She hated the retail, in particular that compulsory
twisting path through perfumes and chocolates and alcohol
that seemed to be in all airports now, designed to prolong your
confrontation with these products and the glazed, dead-eyed,
apparently enviable models in their advertisements, lips part-
ed in expressions of exhausted sensuality, gold shimmering
on their cheekbones. They meant nothing.
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In the past, Patricia had enjoyed her infrequent visits to
the office. Riding up in the elevator, she exited into the buzz
of significance in that place, the chattering keyboards and
ringing phones and rush of live information. But these days
the news was so lurid and sad. Trump and Brexit. Trump
and Brexit. Like everyone else Patricia had grown used to
the words being endlessly in her mind, interrupting her
thoughts. Everybody knew the words and repeated them and
discussed what they meant as the world became at the same
time urgent, boring and unreal. The bloated and bitter faces,
the updates, all of them played all the time on the myriad
screens on walls and desks and in people’s hands. At times,
these unfolding stories were interrupted with terrible news
from the rubble of Syria or from the Mediterranean where
more refugees had drowned. And in other sections: arts,
sports, money, property, technology, something about vegan-
ism, about a TV show, about a royal couple. She had already
added her own contribution to the noise, emailing an article
about the auction of The Saviour of The World shortly after
the final, shocking price had been reached and celebrated in
an ecstatic rush of flash photography. If only she could stay
in this dim little room in the National Gallery until the twi-
light outside matched the twilight inside. She could get up
then and find her way home in silence. She could take with
her the silence of the drawing, the silence of Mary and Anne’s
faces so close together, breathing the same air, knowing one
another, the silence of the deepest solidarity, the kind that
doesn’t ever need to say its own name.
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Sem svoboden? se zdaj Ze nekaj let vprasam vsako jutro, ko v
hladni svetlobi svita, modrikasti in le za odtenek omehcani
s temno rde¢im sojem usihajoce Zerjavice v kaminu, z bom-
bazno krpo, ki jo odsotno vrtim v posodi mlaéne vode in oZe-
mam med zaspanim strmenjem v ostre oblike njegove sobe,
briSem njegovo negibno telo. VpraSanje me vec ne vznemirja,
kot me je vznemirjalo nekoc, ko svobode nisem niti najmanj
razumel — pa sem je imel menda najvec v Zivljenju - zdaj je
postalo, kot vse, kar Se poCnem, del jutranje rutine, ki sluzi
pocasnemu, gotovemu, s silo spomina obarvanemu vstopu v
nov dan.

Obrnem ga na bok in dodam odgovoru na vprasanje z vsakim
potegom krpe nov stavek, novo misel, ki bo morda vztrajala, Ce
je vredna, da obstane - Ze dolgo nazaj sem se nehal spraSeva-
ti, v em natanko je njena vrednost, nekako sem se sprijaznil
s tem, da je njeno prezivetje odvisno od trenutnega razpolo-
Zenja, od njenega morebitnega sozvocja z barvo, vonjem, ali
zvokom trenutka, v katerem je nastala — in ponavljam obrazec
tistih misli, ki so skozi leta, kot homerski ep, po svojem pome-
nu in obliki ostale nespremenjene. Njegovo telo je starejSe od
mojega in zaradi vsakodnevne pozornosti ne opazim na njem
nobenih sprememb, vem pa, da bi me leto dni stara fotografija
Sokirala. Zato fotografij v hisi ne trpiva — svetloba mora teci, ne
pa viseti v okvirju kot tanka rezina drevesnega debla.

Na poti do najine svobode sva morala najprej ubiti razum. Le
nekaj trpeznim, Ceprav zelo zgreSenim vijugam zgodovine sva
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se imela zahvaliti, da je Horacev vzklik sapere aude — drzni
si misliti! - po posegu nekega trdovratnega idealista postal
zvezan s prispodobo razsvetljenstva, ki je prav tako ocarljivo
zmoten pojem, postavljajoC enacaj med delovanjem ¢lovekove-
garazuma in prostem gibanju v luci sonca. Ni¢ ne bi moglo biti
dlje od resnice. Okrépi son¢niZarek in ¢lovekov razum bo sam
od sebe razhiral v svetu neskon¢no pogojev svoje ujetosti, se
najprej zgrazal nad njimi, nato jih malikoval, pa jih moledoval
in jim na koncu grozil, dokler se ne bo pretvoril v Se poslednji
obrat kljuca za kletko ¢loveSke podreditve. Ugasni ga in groz-
no tuljenje vseh organov ¢lovesSkega telesa — tu vedno pomis-
lim na izbruh baroc¢nih orgel, kjer se potlacijo vse tipke — bo
morda pretreslo kaksno Sibko duSo, a v temi je vsak ugovor
vesti brez oblike, prav tako enak strastnemu poljubu pod ode-
jo kot zahrbtnemu sunku nozZa.

Najina taktika - taktika, ne strategija, on, ki je rad bral knjige,
je vedno citiral kitajskega generala, da je strategija brez takti-
ke najpocasnejsa pot do zmage, medtem ko je taktika brez stra-
tegije samo truS¢ pred porazom - je bila preprosta. Kadar bo
sonce, naj tako pripeka, da bodo robovi vseh stvari nedvoumni
kaZipoti razumu v labirint resni¢nosti, na vhodu obljubljajo¢
Cudovito izku$njo, znotraj pa — nekateri so temu dejali mlin,
drugi tunel - vse hitrejSa pot v vedno oZjo tocko horizonta, kjer
zmanjkuje sape, kjer voda hlapi in kjer sence puhtijo, in kjer
CloveSki razum, bojda tak ljubitelj svetlobe, najde red atomov
in red galaksij v vsaki stvari in se pred vsako stvarjo pocuti
kot gora, ki drobi, in obenem kot mravlja, ki bo zdrobljena. In
kadar bo tema, naj bo tako gosta in nepredirna, tako sovrazna
do vsake toCke razlike, da bo Ze vZig ene same slabotne vZiga-
lice pritegnil nase poglede celotnega sveta. Tu vedno pomislim
na globokomorske plenilke, na fosforescenco, na plankton in
morsko gladino, tako mirno, da sluZi za ogledalo svodu zvezd
in lune; spomin, ki se ga no¢em otresti. Vse, kar pride, naj bo
ekstremno - Ce poci cev, naj se dvigne plima, Ce se sproZi plaz,
naj bo potres, ¢e se vZge plamen, naj bo poZar. To so imenovali
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z mnogimi imeni; klimatske spremembe, duhovne premene,
pritisk umetne inteligence ... toda bila je samo najina pot do
svobode.

Presenecena sva bila, kako hitro je delovalo. Sprva je skoraj-
da odneslo tudi mene; naokrog sem hodil kot odbojna prizma,
ki lovi fenomene stvari, jih lomi na osnovne delce in projicira
nazaj predse v najbolj fantasti¢nih, neznosno privla¢nih bar-
vah. On se mi je smejal in mi vztrajno ponavljal svojo maksimo
svobode; dokler ne ves, ignoriraj. In samo enkrat dodal - in
uZivaj, saj, ko bos vedel, ne bo vec tako lepo —kar sem si za vec-
no zapomnil. Ceprav sem se z veliko mero discipline utegnil
obdrZati nad gladino - zapiral sem o¢i, se osredotocal na diha-
nje, ponavljal njegovo mantro — in sem bil nekoliko nejevoljen
nad oblastjo, ki jo je tako zadovoljno drZzal nad mano, mi ni
preostalo drugega, kot da mu zaupam. V mislih sem si zgradil
neprebojen bunker, kamor sem se lahko zatekel s svojo samo-
podobo, ko ni delovalo ni¢ drugega.

NajteZje pri vsem skupaj je bilo prenasati bolecino, ki se mi
je naselila v srce, ko sem gledal, kaj poCneva ljudem, ki so se
morali s tem soociti povsem nepripravljeni. Ampak to je bil del
njegove — najine? — taktike. V sanjah so me preganjale podobe
dus pod pritiskom, ranjenih obrazov, avr, ki so med sunkovi-
tim tavanjem od telesa do telesa zbegano preizkuSale svoje
gostitelje in povsod naletele na zaprta vrata, zenice oces, ki
so spreminjale obliko, samo da bhi lahko videle, pa niso videle
nicesar ... Moje sanje so se kmalu razletele po mestu in vsak
sprehod je postal le muc¢no nadaljevanje nemirnega, vroci¢ne-
gasna.

Ne spominjam se vec, koliko ¢asa je to trajalo — morda leto
dni, ali pa Se to ne — preden sva dosegla cilj. Razum je bil ubit.
Ljudje so priceli komunicirati s primitivnimi oblikami - samo
njim so Se zaupali, da bodo znale nositi pomen. Besede so pos-
tale kot ogromna sita, kjer so vsaka podrobnost, vsaka ostrina
argumenta, vsak izraz zaupanja, padli skozi luknjo v prazno,
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na njih pa je uspelo obstati le ogromnim, amorfnim sklopom
nagona ali protislovja. Skupnost razuma, edina skupnost, ki
zmore vsakega Cloveka ocrtati kot Cloveka, je razpadla. Zame-
njala jo je skupnost organskih oblik, nadvse odzivnih na vse
vrste draZljajev, kot ¢reda enoceli¢nih organizmov v kapljici
vode na dnu steklene ¢aSe. Dodaj Se tako drobno — lahko tudi
homeopatsko — mero sladkorja, in vse bo drlo k njej. Razprsis
jih z amonijakom.

Obrnem ga na drug bok in posluSam pis suhe sape, ki mu uha-
ja iz nosnic. Gledam, kako mu upada prsni kos. Ko je na naj-
niZji tocki, lahko na zaplati koZe vidim utrip njegovega srca. S
krpo mu grem ¢isto nezno po rebrih. Spominjam se barve in
tona njegovega glasu, tega krepkega, milozvocnega glasu, ki je
na svojo frekvenco uspel ujeti toliko stremljenj ljudi ... Samo,
da bi bil lahko nato on sam svoboden. Roka mi za hip zastane
— vedno na tej tocki, ko je svetloba v sobi Ze mocnejsa, a tik
preden se sonce dvigne nad obzorje dreves in strelovodov in
naju zalije z Zarom dneva, gledam tok kapljic, ki mu v vijugah
stati¢ne elektrike polzijo vzdolZ prsi. Zerjavica v kaminu je Ze
skoraj Cisto ugasnila, tihih pokljajev oglja ne lo¢im vec od po-
kanja kosti v mojih rokah.

Druga faza je bila neizmerno sadisti¢na in zdaj lahko Ze pov-
sem neprizadeto opazujem Sibkost svojega karakterja, da se
mu takrat nisem uprl - to zavedanje pa me je takrat Se vrsto let
drzalo ujetega v predstavo sveta, ki sva ga drugim nepovratno
izbrisala. MnoZico ljudi, ki sva jo s psiholoSkim nasiljem tako
oropala razuma, je bilo treba nekako spet spraviti v red. Zami-
slil si je — ne spomnim se vec toCne Stevilke; na Stevilke se, vse
odkar sem videl, kako grozovito oroZje nad ¢lovesko samobi-
tnostjo so, trudim misliti ¢im manj — nekje okrog ducat (zdi se
mi, da je navdih naSel v Stevil¢nici ure, vendar mi tega ni niko-
li priznal) razliénih, cemur je dejal, sob obstoja. Vsaka s svojim
spiskom popolnoma poljubnih, a izredno kompleksnih pravil,
ki so obstajala samo v njegovi glavi, ljudem pa so bili na voljo
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samo njihovi obrisi, vsaka s svojim na¢inom vstopa in izstopa,
Z neprestano spreminjajo¢imi se zavezniStvi in antagonizmi
med sobami, in te sobe obstoja so skupnost, ki je izgubila moz-
nost, da bi se dolo¢ala z razumom, in je v svojem primitivnem
stanju vroCi¢no hrepenela po kakrsnikoli vrsti strukture, ob
kateri bi lahko izrazila svojo usihajoco ¢lovecnost, zapeljale v
neke vrste igro, v kateri so lahko sodelovali vsi njeni ¢lani.

Zmage in porazi, ki niso pomenili nicesar, so bili dovolj za te-
Sitev zahtev telesa in srca, nejasnost pravil in odnosov med so-
bami pa so vztrajno ¢rpali vsak zametek razuma, ki bi lahko
koga spravil do zavedanja, v kakS$ni groteskni jeci se je znaSel.
Sva bila boljsa od poSasti preteklosti, ki so svojo svobodo gra-
dile na mesenih truplih, midva pa na kadavru razuma? Mar je
odvzeti Zivljenje slabSe kot odvzeti moZnost resni¢ne zavesti?

Ko pridem do te tocke svojih stavkov moji potegi s krpo vedno
postanejo trSi. Sonce je iz sobe Ze napravilo igriSce senc. Ko
krpo oZemam in prah na gladini vode valovi v sekajocCih se
koncentri¢nih krogih, stiskam pesti in se prepricujem, da ni
krivda - ali katerokoli drugo Custvo - tisto, kar me Zene v stisk,
temvec je tisto, kar iztiskam. Po naporu, ki sva ga prestala, da
bi si zagotovila svobodo, bi bilo zZalostno, da bi dneve prezivljal
v Custvovanju - tega nisva nikomur odvzela. To lahko tudi da-
nes pocnejo vsi. Zato pa imam dolZnost - je dolZnost ¢ustvo ali
odlocitev razuma? — da mislim.

Vstanem. Naslednji odstavek Se ni bil tolikokrat ponovljen, da
bi ga jemal kot nujni del odgovora na vpraSanje — povsem moz-
no je, da se bo Se spremenil v letih, ki so mi ostala, ali pa ga na
koncu sploh ne bo. Krpo vrZem v posodo. Njegovo Cisto telo
prekrijem z rjuho in mu s prsti odprem oci. Veke so kot usnje
izumrle Zivali. V oeh sicer Ze dolga leta ni vec videti iskre, ki
sem jo videl nekoc, toda vem, da je on Se vedno za njimi, sicer
— domnevam, prepri¢an ne morem biti — najine resni¢nosti ne
bi bilo vec. Ne vem zakaj, toda tu se moram vedno upreti, da
ga ne poljubim na Celo. Namenim mu samo dolg, brezizrazen
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pogled, v katerega je poloZena moja zaveza do sveta, ki sva ga
ustvarila. Vem, da razume. Pomaknem se k oknu.

Sem svoboden? je trapasto vprasSanje, tik preden se potopim v
kaksna bitja uravnavajo rast stolpnic pred menoj, mero neba
in zemlje, razdaljo med menoj in okensko polico, uli¢no sve-
tilko, hladnim robom pomola, in koliko in na kakSen nacin
stvari, ki jih ne posedujem, narekujejo to, kar se meni zdi svo-
Morda bom neko¢, e si bom kdaj znal pravilno odgovoriti na
vpraSanje, lahko tudi prosto razpolagal s svetlobo, ki mi riSe
svet na okensko steklo, in takrat bom najbrZz moral premagati
tudi svoj odpor do fotografij. Do tedaj pa naj kar tece.
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Am I free? It’s a question I ask myself each morning, in the
cool light of daybreak softened only by the dark red glow of
embers in the fireplace, as I vaguely rinse a cotton cloth in a
bowl of lukewarm water, wringing it out while I stare drows-
ily into the sharp forms in his room before wiping down his
motionless body. The question no longer disturbs me the way
it used to back when I had no idea what freedom was — even
though back then I was almost certainly as free as I would
ever be — and now the question has become just another part
of my morning routine, serving the slow, steady entrance
into a new day with the force of an embellished memory.

I turn him onto his hip and with each stroke of the cloth add
a new sentence to how I answer that question, add a new
thought that will perhaps endure if it is worthy of enduring
- I have long since ceased to query the exact nature of the
thought’s value and I have somehow come to terms with the
fact that its survival depends on my particular mood or on its
possible parallels with the colour, fragrance, or the sound of
the moment in which it was conjured. And I repeat the block
of those thoughts that over the years have, like some Homeric
epic, solidified in meaning and form. His body is older than
mine and the daily attention I devote to it means I don’t notice
it changing, though I am well aware that a year-old photo-
graph would shock me. That’s why we don’t tolerate any pho-
tographs in the house - light must flow, not hang in a frame
like a thin slice of a tree trunk.

On our path to freedom we first had to murder reason. We
had a few durable, albeit extremely misguided, turns of his-
tory to thank for Horace’s exclamation sapere aude — dare to

-124 -



Jasmin B. Frelih

know! - chaining itself, through the intervention of that stub-
born idealist philosopher, to the metaphor of Enlightenment,
another charmingly deluded idea which proposed equity be-
tween the workings of human reason and free movement in
the light of the sun.

Nothing could be further from the truth. Turn up the rays of
light and human reason will of itself begin discerning end-
less conditions of its own captivity in the world. First it will
be appalled at them, then it will venerate them, then it will
beg, and finally it will threaten them, before it will, having
failed, become the final turn of the key to the cage of human
submission. Turn off the sun and the horrific howling of all
the organs of the human body - and at this point I always
think of the eruptions a Baroque organ emits when you press
all the keys — will perhaps unsettle a weak soul, but in the
dark every objection of consciousness is without form, re-
sembling a passionate kiss under the sheets as much as it re-
sembles the stealthy thrust of a knife.

Our tactics were simple — tactics, not strategy, for he, who liked
to read books, was always quoting that Chinese general and
saying strategy without tactics is the slowest route to victory,
while tactics without strategy is just the noise before defeat. If
the sun were to shine, it should be hot enough to convert the
edges of all things into unambiguous signposts that would
allow reason to follow them down into a labyrinth of reality,
promising a wonderful experience at the entrance, while in-
side — some called it the mill, others the tunnel - it turned into
an ever quickening path leading to an ever narrower point on
the horizon, where you’re running out of breath, water turns
to vapour and shadows turn to mist, and where human rea-
son, that purported lover of light, finds the order of atoms and
the order of galaxies in each thing, and before every thing it
comes to feel like the mountain that will do the crushing and
at the same time like an ant that will be crushed.
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And if darkness were to descend, it should be so dense and
impenetrable, so hateful to every point of difference, that the
lighting of a single weak match would attract every last gaze
in the world. At this point I always think of deep-sea preda-
tors, of phosphorescence, of plankton and of a sea surface so
placid it serves as a mirror to the vaults of the stars and the
moon; it’s a memory I do not want to let go.

Whatever was to come, it had to be extreme; if a pipe burst,
there had to be a flood, if there was a landslide, it had to trig-
ger an earthquake, if there was a flame, there had to be an
inferno. They found many names for these events: climate
change, spiritual shifts, the pressure of artificial intelligence
... but it was all just our path to freedom.

We were surprised at how quickly it worked. At first it al-
most carried me off as well; I walked around like a prism
that catches the phenomena of things, breaks them down into
their basic particles and projects them back in the most fan-
tastic, unbearably attractive of colours. He laughed at me and
constantly kept repeating his freedom maxim: as long as you
know, ignore. And only once did he add, and enjoy, since, once
you find out, it won’t be so nice anymore, which is something I
remembered forever. Even though I, through great discipline,
managed to remain above water — I closed my eyes, focused
on my breathing, repeated his mantra — and even though I
bristled at the authority he so blithely held over me, there
was nothing to do but trust in him. I built an impenetrable
mental bunker where, when nothing else worked, I could re-
treat with the image of who I believed myself to be.

The hardest thing was to bear the pain that had settled into
my heart when I saw what we were doing to people who had
to face this completely unprepared. But that was part of his
— of our? - tactics. In my dreams I was persecuted by images
of souls under pressure, wounded faces, auras that during
fitful wanderings from body to body were confusedly testing
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their hosts and were immediately evicted, the pupils of eyes
changing shapes so they could see, yet not seeing anything
... My dreams soon scattered themselves about the city and
every walk became just a tortured continuation of my trou-
bled, feverish sleep.

Inolonger remember how long this went on — perhaps a year
or maybe not even - before we reached our goal. Reason was
murdered. People began to communicate through primitive
forms - only these could now be trusted as bearers of mean-
ing. Words became like enormous sieves where every detail,
every sharpness of argument, every expression of trust, fell
through the holes into a void, and only the enormous, amor-
phous compounds of instinct or contradiction managed to re-
main. The community of reason, the only community that can
betoken every human as human, collapsed. It was replaced
by a community of organic forms that was highly responsive
to all sorts of stimuli, like a herd of single-celled organisms
in a drop of water at the bottom of a glass. Add a mere — even
homeopathic — dash of sugar and they will all rush to it. You
use ammonia to disperse them.

I turn him onto his other hip and listen to the gusts of dry
breath escaping his nostrils. I observe his chest dropping.
When it sinks to its lowest point I can see the beating heart
through the layer of skin. I run the cloth ever so gently over
his ribs. I remember the colour and tone of his voice, that
strong, mild voice whose frequencies managed to capture so
many people’s longings ... Just so he could then become free.
My hand pauses for a moment — always at that point when the
light in the room becomes stronger, but just before the sun
rises above the horizon of trees and lightning rods and pours
the rays of day upon us, I observe the flow of drops that slide
down his chest in curves of static electricity. The embers in
the fireplace have almost completely extinguished, and I can
no longer separate the quiet crackling of charcoal from the
bony crackling of my hands.
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The second phase was unfathomably sadistic, and today I am
able to note with lax indifference the weakness of my charac-
ter, which did nothing to resist him — but back then guilt had
long held me prisoner within the image of the world we irrev-
ocably erased for others. Those masses of people we robbed of
their reason through psychological violence had to be some-
how put back in order. He imagined a dozen (I think he found
inspirationin the dial of a clock, though he never admitted that
to me) — I can’t remember the exact number; ever since I first
recognised what a terrible weapon over human independence
numbers are, I try to think of them as little as possible — or
somewhere around dozen variations on what he called rooms
of existence. Each with its list of completely arbitrary, albeit
extremely complex, rules that existed only in his mind, while
only their outlines were available to the people, each with its
way of entering and exiting, with constantly changing allianc-
es and antagonisms between the rooms, and those rooms of
existence led the community - which had lost the possibility of
determining itself through reason and, in its primitive state,
feverishly yearned for any type of structure in which it could
express its dwindling humanity — into some kind of a game in
which all its members could participate.

Meaningless victories and meaningless defeats sufficed to sa-
tiate the demands of the body and the heart, the murkiness of
rules and relations between rooms, meanwhile, persistently
siphoned off every inkling of reason that might alert someone
to the grotesque prison he’d ended up in. Were we any better
than past monsters that built their freedom on fleshly carcass-
es, simply because we built ours on the cadavers of reason? Is
taking away a life any worse than taking away the possibility
of real awareness?

When I get to this point in my sentences, my caresses with the
cloth always become rougher. The sun has already turned the
room into a playground for shadows. When I wring out the
cloth, and the dust on the surface of the water ripples in inter-
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secting concentric circles, I clench my fists and convince my-
self that it’s not guilt — or whatever other feeling — that drives
me to squeeze it, but it is what I am squeezing out. After all
the effort that we sustained in order to ensure our freedom, it
would be sad to spend our days wallowing in emotion - that’s
something we did not take away from anyone. Even today an-
yone can wallow. But that is precisely why I have the duty - is
duty an emotion or a matter of reason? — to think.

Irise. The next paragraph has not been repeated so frequently
as to be taken as an essential part of the answer to the question
- it’s entirely possible that it will change over the years left
to me, or that in the end it won’t even exist. I throw the cloth
into the bowl. I cover his cleansed body with a sheet and open
his eyes with my fingers. His eyelids the leather of an extinct
animal. Of course, it’s been years since I've seen anything of
the spark those eyes used to contain, but I know that he is still
there behind them, otherwise - I suspect, I can’t be certain -
our reality would no longer exist. I don’t know why, but at this
point I must always resist the temptation to kiss him on the
forehead. Instead I give him a long, expressionless look that is
invested with my commitment to the world we have created. I
know he understands. I go over to the window.

Am I free? is a stupid question to ask just before delving into
imagination, but I’'ve learned to be sceptical about large uni-
verses. Who knows what kind of beings regulate the growth
of the skyscrapers before me, the measure of the sky and the
earth, and the distance between me and the windowsill, and
the street lamp, and the cold edge of the pier, and how much
and in what ways do things I do not possess dictate what I be-
lieve to be the free flow of my imagination. Mine are just the
people. Perhaps someday - if ever I come to know how to an-
swer the question correctly — I will also have at my disposal
the light that is painting the world onto the window pane, and
then I will probably also have to overcome my dislike of pho-
tographs. Until then, let it flow.
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ey,

Meil ei olnud iildse raha, aga see polnudki oluline. Me olime
veendunud, et raha ei ole ega tule, aga siiia ja juua, luulet
lugeda, reisida, arheoloogilistel kaevamistel kdia, seda koike
oli vaja teha tingimata. Praegu vahel motleme, et see on isegi
kerjamise moodi, seisad tee dares, tdstad kée, sind voetakse
peale ja kiisitakse, kas te s66nud olete midagi. Ei ole, muidugi
me ei ole. Meile pakutakse toitu, me s60me nii, et parast on
paha olla, istume teeveerel tolmus ja naerame oma onnetuse
ule. Liiga palju suiiia. See oli Poolas, kui entusiastlik vaikea-
rimees vottis meid oma ldikivmusta auto peale, uuris, kas me
oleme néiljased, ja pakkus siis kohalikus bensiinijaama res-
toranis eelroaks maosuppi. Me radkisime saksa keeles ja ei
saanud pdris hésti aru, mis asjaga on tegemist. Magensuppe.
See oli pruunikas leem, mille sees ujusid ribadeks 16igatud
loomamao tiikid, need olid libedad ja justkui karvased, vaa-
tepilt vottis kdhust 60nsaks. Usna jale. Ometigi oma eesti ko-
dudest kaasa saadud viisakusega sdime koik kausid tiihjaks,
soime peale ka keedetud seakintsu ja hapukapsast, siidasu-
vel, vodisevat keedupekki. Me olime just siis Prantsusmaalt
tulnud, muidugi jallegi hadlega, soonud kuu aega saia, kui-
vikuid, juustu ja moosi. Hea, et me rabandust ei saanud selle
lihakoguse peale.

Euroopa avanes meile just niimoodi, labi inimeste ja teede,
juhuslikult. Muidugi olime teadlikud Euroopa olemasolust
ka enne, aga see koik oli miuitiline, peaaegu ajalooline ja
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taiesti ligipddsematu maailm. Me olime iiles kasvanud kind-
la teadmisega, et me ei saa mitte kunagi sinna, lastena selle
veendumuse kuidagi tiles korjanud, keegi ei olnud ju meile
seda seletanud ja pdhjendanud, aga me lihtsalt teadsime — me
ei saa sinna. Praegu vahel katsume meenutada seda tunnet,
kuidas oli elada tiksikul saarel ilma paadita, kuidas on olla
Robinson Crusoe lapsed, kes teavad, et terve maailm on ole-
mas, aga mingisugusel nendest tdiesti mittesdltuvatel asja-
oludel on nad nuid siin - saarel - ja ei saa sealt mitte kunagi
ara. Kui Robinson Crusoel oleksid olnud saarel lapsed, olek-
sid nad t&pselt sama moodi mdelnud Euroopast, nagu meie
motlesime Euroopast. Lugude kaudu, raamatute kaudu, olid
ju Robinson Crusoelgi laevahukust paastetud navigatsiooni-
raamatud labi ime katte sattunud. Ja siis — tihel hetkel 1dhe-
vad teed lahti, vooras laev randub. Tunduks ju hullumeelne
kiisida, kas teil raha on? Teed on ju lahti, viravad on avane-
nud. Kes iganes paneb niiid kée adra kiilge ja tagasi vaatab,
olgu see neetud.

Lihtne oli minna, teed olid tdis meiesuguseid hé&aletajaid -
Latist, Leedust, TSehhist. Vahel harva oli méni ladneeuroop-
lane voi ameeriklane ka, aga me ei rddkinud kunagi kellega-
gi liiga pikalt, uurisime, kuidas olud on, kuhu nad ldhevad.
Aasta 1993 suvel jagunesid noored Ida-Euroopa héaletajad
kaheks — Githed ldksid Pariisi, teised Amsterdami suunas. Me
ise ldksime taiesti umbropsu, esimestel kordadel ei tulnud
me isegi selle peale, et silte valmistada, ja utlesime lihtsalt
suuna, kuhu me soovime minna. Pariisi. Tundub taiesti sdge,
aga oma esimese — siiamaani alles — ,Euroopa teede autoat-
lase“ hankisime me endale alles TSehhis, tuhat kilomeet-
rit juba mindud. Mingi raha meil pidi siis jarelikult ikkagi
olema, aga vahetuskursist polnud meil aimugi, rddkimata
sellest, millised TSehhi rahad védlja ndgid. Vahetasime hea
kursilootuses tanaval (tGelised lollakad) kaasavdoetud Soome
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markasid TSehhi kroonide vastu ja alles siis, kui me kohvi-
kus hakkasime selle vahetatud rahaga maksma, 6eldi meile,
et tegemist on valerahaga, meile oli vahetatud Poola zlotte,
mis olid umbes sada korda kehvema vaaringuga. Pastakaga
viletsalt voltsitud rahatdht. Selleks hetkeks oli meil vist al-
les umbes 40 Saksa marka. Viskasime valeraha tuhatoosi ja
poOletasime dra, korjasime taskutest kokku viimased allesjaa-
nud TSehhi sendid ja maksime oma tee eest. Me tellisime igal
pool teed, sest olime harjunud, et see on kdige odavam jook,
mida saab kohvikust osta. Alles hiljem Prantsusmaal saime
aru, et tegelikult on 6lu sageli umbes sama hinnaga. Nouko-
gude Liidus ei maksnud aga tee peaaegu mitte midagi.

Aga meil oli niid kaart, magamiskotid ja seljakottides ko-
dust kaasa voetud pakisupid. Me 66bisime TSehhi puuvilja-
aedades lageda taeva all ja hommikul tiles drgates vaatasime,
kuidas inimesed tdodle ja poodi ldhevad. Me so6itsime Saksa
kiirteedel 210 kilomeetrit tunnis, 66bisime Frankfurti ldhe-
dal koolidpetaja korteris, kelle lapsed olid kusagil dra. Auto-
teed olid nagu hoovused, mis meid kandsid, tuul puhus ja me
laksime sinna. Selline vabadus on muidugi vaid nailine, kui
on hea tuul, kui autojuhil on pikk maa sdita, siis ei saa niisa-
ma maha minna ja peatust teha. Itaalias vaatasime autoak-
nast vilja kiiinitades Assisi torne, mingil pdhjusel oleksime
tahtnud sinna vdga minna, aga samas — autojuht laks edasi
Idunasse, taiesti Napoli juurde. Ei saanud ju nitid maha min-
na, mine tea, kuidas parast dnnestub. Me olime enne seda
just sditnud kahe téiesti pilves (kanep?) selli kabrioletis, kol-
mekesi kitsal tagapingil, seljakotid siiles. Kui need sellid ei
oleks nii pohjalikult ebaadekvaatsed olnud, poleks nad elu
sees selle peale tulnud, et kolme héaaletajat peale votta, ka
meile endale tundus peaaegu véimatu, et me mahuksime sin-
na kitsasse pilusse koos kdige oma kodinatega. Me aga mah-
tusime dra. Veel enne seda olime mitu tundi passinud kohas,
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kus meid keegi peale ei votnud, ei saanud niiiid ju ometi selle
pérast peatust teha, et oleks tahtnud kuulsat kohta ndha. Juht
oli kaine ka, muusika méangis, pikk soit oli ees.

Néadal aega varem olime Pariisis, see oli nagu ime — ndgime
Eiffeli torni, muruvaljak oli tiis inimesi, kes niisama pikuta-
sid ja veini joid, me pikutasime seal samamoodi oma maga-
miskottidel ja joime odavat plastpudelitesse imber valatud
pakiveini. See oli uskumatu, mitte kiill paris see, mida me
olime ette kujutanud — mina teadsin Pariisi nagu d’Artagnan
teadis Pariisi, nagu Dumas oli seda kirjeldanud, nagu see
linn oli Rodini eluloos, mida ma olin &sja lugenud. Kui meie
kaest kiuisiti, kuidas teile siin meeldib, siis vastasime kohe, et
Pariis on vdga rapane. Kiisijad solvusid, olid pettunud ja pa-
hased, aga meie ei saanud midagi aru. Pariis oli tdesti rdpane
vorreldes sellega, mida me lugudest olime lugenud ja mida
endale ette kujutanud. Siin tuli jalge ette vaadata, et mitte
mahlaka ja jameda koerajunni otsa astuda. Koik ju teadsid,
et Noukogude Liit on rédpane ja sitane koht, vaba maailm aga
on puhas, tundus, et selles idealiseeritud muinasjutus oli
lihtsalt voimatu, et kunstnike linn oleks rapane. Aga ta oli
ja me panime seda imeks, see oli meile kdige suurem avastus
Pariisiga seoses. Sest rdpasus on paratamatu, see on tegelik
ja voibolla alles selle kaudu saime me toeliselt aru, et sa oled
Pariisis pariselt kohal, mitte mingisuguses ettekujutuses.
Tundus ju kisijatele tarbetu seletada kdike seda, mida me
olime Pariisi ja Rooma ja Londoni kohta lapsepdlves kuulnud
ja unistanud, mida kdike me lootsime ndha ja ndgimegi. Nad
olid ju pariislased, nad teavad seda ju isegi, nad elavad siin
iga péev. Siin on pooraseid pidusid koos kunstnikega, uljaid
musketére, toelist vabadust. Meil ei olnud raha, me muretse-
sime selle pérast, et kus me 66bime, meil polnud aimugi, kust
me suiia saame. Varastasime poe ette pandud puuviljaletilt
uhe tomati, jooksime, see kdes, mdodda tdnavat, end seejuures
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hingetuks naerdes. Kiikitasime betoonplatsil koos kodutu-
tega (olime ju isegi kodutud), kuulasime, kuidas nad méangi-
vad Kkitarri, ja magasime raudteejaama ees valjakul, selja-
kotid pea all, et htune seltskond meid paljaks ei varastaks.
Jargmisel pédeval lipsasime kuidagi sisse Louvre’isse — me
teesklesime kunstitudengeid, kellele oli sissepads tasuta, — ja
hulkusime seal ringi, otsides Mona Lisat. Me olime lugenud
Leonardo Da Vinci elulugu, me teadsime tema kohta kdike,
kinnitasime endale, et Mona Lisa on uilehinnatud, aga ikkagi
otsisime just seda pilti. Mona Lisa on stimbol, Picassot ei saa
jusuudistada iga suvalise pildi varguses. Triigivate ja pildis-
tavate jaapanlaste grupi tagant nadgime silmanurgast vaikest
maali, see mdjus loomulikult pettumusena. Aga just see pet-
tumus juhatas meile sisse kunsti, mis oma silmaga ndhtuna
on nii teistsugune reproduktsioonilt vaadatuga vdorreldes.
Tegelikkus on tihti tihedam, sageli hdirivam, monikord pet-
tumust valmistav, vahel vaike. Pompidou keskuse ees tegi-
me 72 selfit, mida keegi veel nii ei nimetanud, mustvalgele
filmile, sellise kaameraga, mis jagas normaalse kaadri veel
omakorda pooleks, nii et iihele rullile sai teha topeltarv pilte,
servad jaid udused. Need pildid on siiani alles.

Me olime jalle Itaalias, soitsime, Mia Martini kassett automa-
kis, peadpddritava kiirusega tile magede, noor naine roolis
keeras end meie poole ja kordas uhkelt, et ta on siin linnas
ules kasvanud, ta tunneb kdiki neid magiteid, aknast paistis
kottpime taevas ja kusagil kaugel all linna tuled nagu jaa-
niussid. Me ei kartnud uldse korgust, me ei kartnud Kkiirust,
vaatasime elus esimest korda serpentiinilt alla Vahemerele.
Pérast sida6od joudsime linna parale ja meile kdigile pisteti
pihku suur tops latet, mis ulatati meile juba ametlikult kinni
olevast kohvikust, kus aga ikka inimesed sees passisid, ukse-
vore juba pooleldi alla tdommatud. Meie juht jai sdpradega jut-
tu ajama, ldksime randa. Paksuteralise liiva sees kondisime
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edasi, rannariba oli tdis lamamistoole, peaaegu merepiirini,
paistsid purjekate mastid. Votsime 66pdev jalas olnud kin-
gad ja saapad dra, katsusime soolast vett, jdime kohvi. Ohk
oli soe, meil ei ole mitte kunagi 606siti 6hk nii soe. Me olime
Vahemere adres, me ei olnud peale Ladnemere iihtegi teist
merd veel ndinud. Must meri ei tule arvesse, sest see oli ku-
nagi ammu lapsepdlves, me ei méleta sellest suurt muud kui
suuri laineid ja kiviklibust kallast.

Kui me 10puks koju joudsime, tundsime end nagu pérast
esimest armastust, me olime vasinud, rdpased, méaletasime
vahe, sest nii paljut oleks méletada, aga me naeratasime.
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We had no money at all, but that was not important. We knew
there was no money and that none was coming, but to eat
and drink, read poetry, travel, go on archaeological excava-
tions, those things definitely needed to be done. Sometimes
it seems like begging; you stand by the side of the road, with
your hand out, someone picks you up and asks if you have
eaten. No, we haven’t, of course we haven’t. We are offered
food, we eat so much that afterward we feel sick, we sit in
the dust on the side of the road and laugh at our misfortune.
We had too much to eat. Once in Poland an enthusiastic little
businessman picked us up in his shiny black car, wondered
if we were hungry and then, at the restaurant in the local
petrol station, he offered us an appetiser of tripe soup. We
spoke German and we did not quite understand what was go-
ing on. Magensuppe. It had a brownish broth, in which pieces
of tripe that had been cut into strips were swirling; they were
slippery and also seemed to be hairy, the sight of it made our
stomachs turn. It was quite repulsive. However, with the
good manners learned in our homes in Estonia, we ate every
bite, and then we ate baked ham and sauerkraut, and in the
heart of summer, some quivering cooked bacon fat as well.
We had just come from France, hitchhiking again, of course,
where, for a month, we’d been eating bread, biscuits, cheese
and jam. Luckily no one had a stroke after all that meat.

Europe revealed itself to us, through people and roads, by
chance. Of course, we were aware of the existence of Europe,
but it was all mythical, an almost historical and completely in-
accessible world. We had grown up with a firm knowledge that
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we would never get there, as children we had somehow picked
up this certainty, and even though nobody had explained it
or told us why, we just knew — we would never get there. Now,
sometimes, we try to recall the feeling of how it was to live on
an island without a boat, how it would have felt to be the chil-
dren of Robinson Crusoe, who knew that a whole world exists,
but because of some totally random circumstances, they are
here — on the island - and can never leave. If Robinson Cru-
soe had had children on the island, they would have thought
exactly the same way about Europe as we thought about Eu-
rope. Through the stories, through the navigation books, that
by some miracle survived the shipwreck and found their way
back to Robinson Crusoe. And then - in a moment, the roads
open, an unknown ship puts to shore. It seems crazy to even
ask: do you have any money? The roads are open, the gates
are open. Whoever now puts his hand on the plough and looks
back, be damned.

The going was easy, the roads were filled with hitchhikerslike
us, from Latvia, Lithuania, and the Czech Republic. Occasion-
ally, there were a few western Europeans or Americans as
well, but we never talked too long to anyone, we might have
asked how things were going and where they were headed.
In the summer of 1993, young eastern European hitchhikers
split into two groups — one went to Paris, the other to Amster-
dam. We started out with no plan at all; at first, it didn’t even
occur to us to make signs, and we just said the direction we
wanted to go. Paris. It seems totally foolish now, but we didn’t
get our first “European Road Atlas” (which we still have) un-
til we got to the Czech Republic, which was after we’d already
gone about a thousand kilometres. So we must have had some
money, but we didn’t know anything about exchange rates,
let alone what Czech money looked like. We exchanged our
Finnish marks for Czech crowns on the street with the hope
of a good exchange rate (true fools), but then in a cafe when
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we started to pay using the exchange currency, we were told
that it was counterfeit, and that we were given Polish zlotys,
which were worth about a hundred times less. One banknote
was badly counterfeited with a pen. At that point, we proba-
bly had about 40 German marks left. We tossed the counter-
feit money in an ashtray and burned it, we collected the last
remaining Czech coins from our pockets and paid for our tea.
We ordered tea everywhere because we were accustomed to
it being the cheapest drink you can buy at a cafe. It was only
later in France when we realized that in fact beer is often
about the same price. In the Soviet Union, however, tea cost
almost nothing.

Now we had a map, sleeping bags and dried soup packs
brought from home in our backpacks. We spent the nights
in Czech fruit groves under the open sky and waking up in
the morning, we watched as people went to work and to the
shops. We travelled on the German motorways at 210 kilo-
metres per hour, we stayed near Frankfurt in a school teach-
er’s apartment, whose children were away. The roads were
like currents that carried us, the wind blew, and we went
with it. This kind of freedom, of course, is only an illusion; if
there is a good wind and the driver has a long drive ahead,
then you can’t just make a stop whenever you’d like to. In
Italy, we looked with longing out of the car window at the
Assisi towers; we really would have liked to go there, but the
driver headed south to Naples. We couldn’t just get out, who
knows how our luck would be later. Before this we had been
riding in a convertible with two completely stoned journey-
men, the three of us in the tiny backseat with our backpacks
on our laps. If the journeymen hadn’t been so out of it, they
would never have thought to pick up three hitchhikers, and it
seemed almost impossible to us that we would fit in that tight
space along with all our stuff. But we did fit. And before that,
we had been standing for several hours at the side of the road
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and nobody stopped to pick us up, so now we couldn’t make a
stop just because we wanted to see a famous place. The driv-
er was sober, music was playing, and there was a long drive
ahead.

A week earlier we were in Paris, it was like a miracle, we
saw the Eiffel tower, there was a lawn that was full of peo-
ple laying out on the grass and drinking wine, we were also
laying out on our sleeping bags and drinking cheap boxed
wine that we’d poured into plastic bottles. It was incredible,
not quite what we had imagined — I knew Paris as d’Artag-
nan knew Paris, as Dumas had described it, as the city was
in Rodin’s biography, which I had just read. When asked if
we liked it here, we immediately replied that Paris is very
dirty. Those who asked us were insulted, disappointed and
angry, but we didn’t understand why. Paris really was dirty
compared to what we had read in stories and what we had
imagined. Here you had to watch where you were walking
to avoid stepping in a big fat dog turd. Everyone knew that
the Soviet Union was a filthy shitty place, and that the free
world was clean, and it seemed that in this idealised fairy
tale it was simply impossible that this city of artists could be
so dirty. But it was, and we were amazed; it was our great-
est discovery about Paris. Because the dirt is inevitable, it’s
real, and perhaps only through it did we truly realise that
we were actually in Paris, and not in some imaginary place.
It seemed unnecessary to explain to those who asked after
us all that we had heard and dreamed about Paris and Rome
and London, and in childhood about all that we hoped to see
and in fact now saw. They were Parisians, they know it them-
selves, they live here every day. There are wild parties with
artists, and gallant musketeers; there is true freedom. We
had no money, we worried about where we would spend the
night and it had been quite a while since we had anything to
eat. We stole a tomato from the vegetable stand in front of a
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store, we ran along the street with it laughing ourselves silly.
We squatted in a concrete plaza with the homeless (we were
homeless ourselves), we listened to them play the guitar and
we slept in a square in front of the railway station with our
backpacks under our heads so that the evening crowd could
not rob us blind. The next day, we managed to slip into the
Louvre — we pretended to be art students for whom entrance
is free of charge — and we wandered around looking for the
Mona Lisa. We had read Leonardo da Vinci’s biography; we
knew everything about her, we acknowledged that the Mona
Lisa was overrated, but we were still looking for that par-
ticular painting. The Mona Lisa is a symbol; Picasso can’t be
blamed for the theft of every single image. From behind a
group of jostling Japanese tourists who were taking pictures,
we saw a small painting from the corner of our eyes; natu-
rally we were disappointed. But it was this disappointment
that brought us closer to the art; seeing it with our own eyes
was so different from looking at a reproduction. Reality is
often more intense, often disturbing, sometimes frustrating,
sometimes small. In front of the Pompidou Centre, we took
72 selfies, which weren’t called that back then, using black
and white film with a camera that split the normal frame in
half, so that we got double the number of pictures from one
roll, only the edges of the pictures were blurry. We still have
those pictures.

We were in Italy again, riding along with a Mia Martin cas-
sette in the tape player, going at a head-spinning speed over
the mountains. The young woman who was driving turned to
us and said proudly that she had grown up in this town, and
that she knew all these mountain roads, from the window we
saw a black night sky and somewhere in the distance below
we could see the town lights like glow worms. We were not
afraid of the altitude, we were not afraid of the speed, we
looked down and saw for the first time, — the Mediterrane-
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an. It was after midnight when we arrived at the town and
we were all handed large lattes from a café that was already
officially closed, but still had people hanging around inside,
even though the door grate was already halfway down. Our
driver was talking to friends, so we went on to the beach. We
walked on the sandy beach, which was full of lounge chairs;
the masts of sailboats could be seen almost all the way to the
horizon. We took off the shoes and boots we’d been wearing
day and night, we walked in the salt water, we drank cof-
fee. The air was warm; at home the air is never this warm
at night. We were at the Mediterranean, we had never seen
any other sea except the Baltic. The Black Sea doesn’t count
because we saw it a long time ago when we were children; we
do not remember much other than the big waves and a stone
shingle beach.

When we finally arrived home, we felt the way you feel after
firstlove; we were tired, dirty, we remembered little, because
there was so much to remember, but we smiled.
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‘OTTOL TEPLYPADPETAL TL EKAVE EKELVO TO TPWLVO N
Aova Mary Doylle amé to Kéwumpir{ 0mwg kat aAda
TEPLOTATIKA A&la va eLmwOovv Kat va ypaptoov*

H xvpia Mary Doylle E0mtvnoe mpwi, EBaie Tnv mavomAia,
TIPE TO KOVTAPL ATIO TN YWVLA TOU TOLXOV, TO KPAVOG TO Adn-
0€ TAvw oTov Aov Kiywn mov StaPafel auvTég TIG HEPES Kal,
TIAPA TO KPLO, HUE avijkovaTo Odppoc* Bynke £€w, TNV mMOVOL-
oav oAV Ta TOSLA TNG, TA KATAPEPE OUWE VA TTAEL GTO KOUUW-
TAPLO, éPade Ta HAAALA TNG KATL avAuesa 6€ pog Kal KapoTi,
0Tav yuploe EEKOLPACGTNKE yla Alyo otnv moAvBpova, Adyw
NG TeploTaong €daye 6TO0 PEYAAO TPATE(L TOU CAAOVLIOU,
€BaAe xal éva popepa mov MOAD ayarndel, AOVAOLSATO, KOVTO,
Mavw and To yovarto, AILE KL éva ALKEP KADE aTNV VYELA TNG,
UETA KAOLoE UMPOCTA OTN HOVASIKA TILa CLVTPOPLA TTOV EXEL,
TNV TNALoOpaon, va §eL akopa éva tnAenalyvidt, oydovta me-
VTE XPOVWV KAgivel ofjuepa, xpeve ota efdounvta kat anod
TOTE PEVEL HOVAYT, EXEL UL KOPN TTOVL el atn TAaockwPn kat
BAEmeL oTTAVLIA, AOVOPWTLETAL KATIOTE YLATL TAVTPEVTNKE, ylatl
é¢kave adt av eivat va pével ae éva ddelo omity, av eivat va
nefavel avtikpu o€ pla 000vn, xwpic éva BAEuua ayannuévo,
ylati éfnoe av eivat va un Aeipet, €o0Tw yla Alyo, og kamolov: ot
XAPEC TOU KOOUOL TTEPVOVY 0av OKLA KAl oav OVELPO, I} uapai-
vovTalL aav ta AovAovSia Twv aypwv, eiye TOLAAXLOTOV aya-
nmioeL aAnBwa n Mépt, €éo0tw povo pla popd, Tav dev \Tav
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S8eKaeMTA, AOVATGLVEN TNG N YAUKLA Zapumpiva amo Tn yeLTovLd,
UE opopdLa ywplic Yeydst, ouopon atov véptaro Babud, ue ao-
Bapotnta ywpic Emapon, ayamntrj yta tnv VYEVELd TNG*, WG
0 SLaPoAlkdg MEpAv*, dAAeg emoy€g TOTE, TIC payeye, Sev
anoxktnoe mote Tnv Kupd tng™ onuepa, HETA TO KOUUWTHPLO,
emoTpEPovTag omity, eide Tn Laumpiva, HETA ATTO TTOAV KALpO
oTn Pupiva Tov PIKPOUL PUTTAKAALKOU, va TNV KOoLTAdeL o€ €va
ayyeAtnplo kndeiag

‘Omtov 0 Aov Avtpéag amo Tn Aepueco Tiye va
KOALUTINGEL, niAnce 6to SKkype pue TOV yLo TOU Kal 0710V
avagépovtalL TpayuaTa CYETIKA UE avtT TNV LoTopia Kt

OxL ue kanowa aAAn*

0 Avtpéag, apov OAn vUxTa glye allouvnUOVEVTEG TTEPLITTE-
TeleC Kat aniBava meplotatikd®, Evmvnoe, tevtwonke, €pya-
AE TNV TTAVOTALO KAl TO KPAVOG, AKOVUTINGE TO KOVTAPL OTN
YwVLd ToL Toiyxov, vtulnke, kat Bynke, av kat Lappato Sev
mAYE yua Ywvia, Twpa mov n Avva €Aeue yla pua Bdopdda
0TI BpugéAreg oto Mdplo, To yLo TOouG, AAAAEE TO MPOYpa-
ua tov, mnye anevbeiag BAAacoa, EAAXLOTOL OTNV TIAPAALAK)
KapeTépla mOv LY VACEL, AeKEUPBPNGC Uvag, oL TEPLOGOTEPOL
oTapaTovV ta pndvia and Tov AUYovoTo, EKELVOG ouveyi-
CeL, épyetal edw kdbe LaPPato, yla eikool mévte TOGA XPO-
via, oxe86v aveAATIWG o€ avTO TO onueio, To Katadpvyldo Tov
Ba umopovaoe va TeL, To Hovo ainbwd Sikd Tov pEPOG, 6w N
BdAacod Tov, 0 0pifoVvTAG TOV, AEC KaL OpLOBETNOE Ula ywvLd
0TOoV TapadeLlso Sk tov:

n Cwn Tov 6Ad AvTA TA XPOVLA NTAV £€va 0XTAWPO apLb-
uovg, apykd atnv Tpamnefa 0mov SovAEPE yLa eikooL xpovia,
UETA TOV ATTOALCAV AOYW TNG «OLKOVOULKNG Kpiang», Avepyog
Tpla xpovia, Kal Twpa o€ pla etatpeia va GTiayveL AOyLoTIKA
BLBAia kAelopévocg og éva ypadeio pe éva mapabupo va PAE-
el AAAa Tapddbupa, SovAelq, omity, yauol, Badtiola, kndeieg,
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Kavéva Bpddu €€w, oe pe Tn yuvaika Tov Kupiwg, dev fTav
wpaiog kat §ev eixe Tnv avtomenoifnon va emduwel KATL
oTav owg NBeAe, petad anAwg Sev RBeAE, TNV anatovoe LOVO
pe kautd yaAaxia, n povn otiypn mov adnvotav otig davta-
OLWOELG TOV, 0€ OAQ TUTILKOG Kal KUPLOG, TAVTA TPWTA Ol AA-
A0L, €ly€ OUWE KATL 0A0SLKOG TOV, EIKOOL TTEVTE YpOVLIA EPXOTAV
e8w, aUTO TO AyVAVTEUA NTAV O,TL TOV £€6WE KAl TO UMAVLO,
el8kd 0Tav komadav ta mAROnN Tov KaAokalplov Kat Boutov-
oe oxed0v povog otnv Kpva kat kabapr Baiacoa, akoua Kat
TO VEPO UUPLLE AAALWG, UE TO TTIOL BOVTOVCE TOV TTANUULUPL-
Ce exelvn n wpaia YevdaicOnaon, anod Ti¢ Alyeg 10déLeg pLag
aiobnong, mwg, OTWG TN AAXTAPA OOV, PiYVELG GTO VEPO LA
oTayova Tov nwg eioal, Twg av BeAnoelg Ba dTacelg exeivo,
TO CAYNVELTLKO EAd OV OAO0 ATTOUAKPUVETAL OTAV UEYAAWGE
Alyo 0 Mdplog tov €épepve padi Tov, Tov €uade va Boutd péxpL
Aexéupplo, uetd dpyxLle n Avva «Ba appwoTHOELS TO UWPO»
KOl 6TapaTovoay, T0 Hwpo peyaiwoe, meBuua tn Baiacca
TWPA 1OV Agimel, §ev gival To povo mov vootaAyel, §gv T0
napadéyetal aAAd 8ev TOv €KATOE TO «EEwW» KAl 0 AVTpEQg
VIWOEL EVOYEC, N armdALON TOVL a0 TNV TPATECA CUVETIECE UE
TIG 0TTOVSEG TOLV MAPLOV, GTPLUWYTNKAV OLKOVOULKA Kal ava-
TPATTAKAV OAd Ta 0XESLA TOVG, N SOVAELA GTO EEWTEPLKO SeV
NTav T000 €MLAOYH 0G0 AVAYKN, «avTi va oov ¢ptaifovv doot
Ta PAyave, Ta adeVTIKA 00V TNV TPATECA TOV TA SLaAvGa-
Ve OAQ, Ta PBACELS UE TOV EAVTO GOL», TOV €AEYE N Avva, OV
ToV €BAETeE va papafwvel, 81k 660 RTav AvEPYOS, WG VA
NG €ENYNOEL, KATTOLEG AVTIARYPELG £XOVV EUNOTLOTEL TOGO OTO
atpa, otn okéYn pag, payla kat Siytva yepd, va pag €vouv,
UE QUTA TOPEVOUACTE KAl TAAEVOVUE, EViwBe L-TTEV-BL-vog!
€taL eiye pabeL va viwBel, §ev anavtovaoe, mpoonabovoe va
TNG XAUOYEAAGEL YL VA N CTEVOXWPLETAL, EBAETE TNV AYd-
TN, TN (€0TA0Ld oTA PATLA TNG, aY TUXEPOG TIOL TNV €i)E PpeL,
TIOU TNV €lXE OTIC UEPEG TOV, IOV KOLWOTAV UE TN YAUKLA TOU
Avva KL ag unv eixe v arapdutAAn* opopdia tng Kupag ano
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70 T6Boco, mov 6uwg 0 xakopoipng o Aov Kiywtng Sev pmo-
pece Kav va ouvavtioel, yla 8éa, éva dvelpo, yla yipapa,
€vag xanuog ntav n AovAtowveéa:

XTUTINOE TO OKALT, TAV 0 YLOG TOV, «gioal otn BaAacacd
uag;» NTav n mPWTN TOL KOVPEVTA, XAPNKE TTOV TOV €L8€ yeAa-
070, <KAVOVLOE VA ApPWOTHOELG» AKOVGE TN dwvh TnG Avvag
Kal ekelvn yapovpevn, mTwg va unv eivat; «ota KaAOTeEPa TNV
¢bepar» TOL eime 0 Maplog kat €kave €va yvupo 10 TNAEGwvo
va SeL tnv Grand-Place, KdGpog MOAUG va TOCAPEL UITPOCTA
ota mavepopoda KTipLa, eide kaL Tnv Avva mov Kapdpwve cav
mayovy, kpvo Ba rtav, 6AoL vtupévol eotd, Tov €8elge Kal
gvav TeEpPOPUEP, ATTO AVTOVG TOUG «XPLOOVG UAYOUG» TTOU
TAXQ AUEPLUVOL ALWPOVVTAL GTO SPOUO, CEPEL TTWG VA TPLK Ei-
VaL N awwpnaor Toug aAAd kat n mepidnun atapa&ia tovg, ev
VTTAPYEL OTOV KOGUO Tl TETOLA YOARVN, «Ba aue yla Kade,
uetd BEPata BEAeL Ywviar, «<eyw §ev BEAW TimoTe», TNV AKOVL-
o€ va SlapapTupeTat e vadL, «eol moTe Ba pov €pBeLg;», «€Aa
€0V Ta Xplotovyevva Kat BAETOLUE» TOV ANTAVTNOE yld va
akoAovOnioel pyla mavon Papld Kat Eva «va Sovue»: TIPLV pé-
pec og éva tnAedwvnua Tov eixe apricel va evvonbei 0tL lowg
va éueve BpuEEAAeg TIG yLopTEG va §ovAEYel, Sev kKatdAaBe
KaAd 1oV, aAAd Ba eiye «kaAd AedTd» Kal adov T «EXOLV
avaykn» o Avtpéag €éviwbe mAvTa avAumopog UNpPocTA o€
avTh N AEEN: «avaykn», av XpeLatotTav akopa Kat pe opSEg
Bpuapewv kat I'tyavtwv* Oa ta €Bafe aAAd umpootd otnv
«avayxkn» etilade, uovo éva «dnAadn;» PEAALoE Kat TAAL pLa
yepatn owwmnn, «8ei&e pov BdAacoa» tov dpwvage o Maplog,
youpLoe auéows 0 TNAEGWVO va unv €BAEmav Ta PATLA TOL
WG YLAALlav, 0 0pifovTdg Tov, TAAL BACAVIOTIKA ClLWTINAA
taidee péow Tov okauT uExpL tn Meyain IAateia, «yewal»,
«yeLal», Ba Ta Aéyave to Bpadv, avolée to BLpAio Tov:

TOV KaLpO NG avepyiag Tov dapyloe va StapaceL Eava Ao-
yotexvia, Ue TIG WPEG, CLVEYLCEL 00 UTOPEL, AVTEG TIG UEPEG
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StaBdaceL tov Aov Kiywtn, tnv mARpn ¢€kdoon oe V0O TOUOULG,
n Avva tov meLpacet, «peta T, Tov OALBep TovioT;», «uTo-
peb» NG amavtd, Stafadel kKat okePTeTal TWG 0 i8log §ev Ba
umopovoe moté va Byel 6TOVG SPOUOVG TAAVOSLOG LTIATNG,
aAnBwic BonObdg kat aiyovpog mpoaTdTns CAwV TwWV avayke-
UEVWY oL KOouov*, Ba NBeAe, €0Tw yla Atyo, va épevye ar’
OAQ, OAAG oTa MEVAVTA TOV Yyvwpifel ma 0Tl TOAAA and doa
emBupuel Sev Ba Ta kavel Kal n yeAolomoinon Tov €aVTOV Yag
elval and ta SuokoAdTepa yla va T0 TOARRCEL, Katd Badog
EATILCEL pOVO 0 MAPLOG TOL va TTEL KATTOTE YU AUTOV 0O,TL elmav
Kat yla Tov Aov AAdvaeo Kiydvo amo tn Mavtoa mwg, 0 Tamnag
uov, av Sev Kkatdpepe ueydaia npdayuata, tédave tovAdytotov
ano Aaytdpa va ta kaver*

T'a T Adva ZapAdTt amd 1o ZtaAwvykpavt Tov Ilapiolov
TTOU TAAEVEL UE TOLG SALUOVEG TNG KAL TTOL ULAG 6TV
adeAon tng ywa tn Badid otnAtd Tov Movtecsivou

H ZapAot pével ato EtaAwvykpavt tou Ilaplolod kovta
0TO KAVAAL elval KoaAATEXVLG, (wypadifel kATl mepiepya
OvTa, avapeoca oe GAvTaoTIKOUG Saipoveg kat aypla (wa,
AvePyN yla KaLpo, EVTLXWE TOV TEAELTALO XPOVO €VOLKLALEL
é¢va Swpato Tov Stapepiopatog g péow tov Airbnb, ftav
TUYXEPN VA PEVEL SITTAQ 0€ GTAGT TOL UETPO KAL OYETIKA KOVTA
0TO GTAOUO TWV TPEVWV TIOL LEHOPTWVOUV TOLPLGTEG GTNV
TOAN, Kat dpvokd mov ntav Hapfiava, and T Alyeg dopég
IOV eKTiunoe avty v WBOTNTA TG dLAogevovoe O00OLG
ghayvav pa ¢ptnvr xat BoAk Avon yua va §ouvv tnv I16An
ToL PWTOG, OTAV €éhTAVAV N ZAPAOT TOVG TAPASLVE TO KAELSL,
TOUG €81ve Amelpeg MANPOPopLeg, XAPTES, TOLPLOTIKA EVTUTA,
0,TL EKTITWTIKA KOLTIOVLA EiXE, yla (vToeg Kal povaeia, Toug
npdodepe KaL Eva Yuuod uAov yla To KaAwaooploua, n0eAe Bé-
Bala Ta KaAd reviews Toug, TG APECE OUWE KAl va tapatnpet
ToV evBouolaouo Tov Tagldlov oTa YATLA TOVG, HETA (0WG va
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unv toug €pAene Eavdr exeivol Ba éfyawvav mpwi- mpwi kat
anopeVYOVTAG VA KOLTAEOLV TOUG AGTEYOLG KATW AT TN Yé-
dupa, Tovg CNTLAVOULG, TA KOVPACUEVA TTPOCWTA GTO UETPO,
Ba étpeyav va mofdpovv unpoaotd oto Iapiol Tng dpavrtaciw-
oNf¢g Tovg, To Bpddu Ba éByawvav Eava ) Ba kAelSwvovTav 6to
Swpdatio tovg, SimAa Tovg n ZapAot €Bade tnv mavomAia Kat
TO KPAVOG TNG, EMALPVE TO KOVTAPL TNG KAL TAAEVE OAN VU)X TA
ue toug 8ikovg tng Saipoveg, Stapdfovtag, oxedidfovtag i
ANAWG avaoTeEVALOVTAG pLOUKA evw XAL8eve Ta TPLTINUEVA
XEPLAL TNG, OTLSATIOTE YL VA UNV KVANGEL TTAAL, TNG €KAVE KAAD
Va VIWBEL KATIOL0VG, £0TW AYVWOTOVG, £0TW MEPATTIKOVG, Va
avacaivouv miow amo Tov TolY0, av TUXALVE VA NTAV EVTEAWG
povn xat €viwde moAD advvaun UMPocTA OTNV KAELOTY €€w-
TOPTA, TG OKLEG TOL GWTLOTIKOU 1] TNV TINXTH OlWwTN, dwvale
™V adeAdn ¢ va €pbel, n ApeAl mavta mpdBuun epyxoTav,
navta GAVaApN KaL aviovyn, payeipevay, ETpwyav, kdbovtav
peta Stafacovtag | kovBevTiafovTag, 0Tav n LZapAot g St
nynonke yta ta Bavuactd npdyuata mov o aveEAvTtAntog Aov
Kiyywtne gime nwe giye St atn Babid annAd tov Movteaivou,
Kat mov ¢gaivovtav 1000 anifava kat pueyaretwén™ n Apeil
oav AAAog Edvtoo nBeAe va tng meL 0 O0¢ va ye mapet, nfsia
va 11w o0 §tafoAlog¢ — av moTeEVw TimoTe* ano doa eineg Ka,
olyouvpn nwg émeoe MAAL 0TNV NPpwivn mOL TNG EYWaE aTO Uvn-
UOVIKO 1} oTn pavTadia 6Aa 6oa tng Stnynonke*, tnv nepipeve
va KolunBel yua va Paget oxL yla evEGELg AAAA TN HAYEUEVN
omnALa oto BLAlo, étoL Tn Bprike n ZapAoT To Tpwi va KoLua-
TaL pe tov Aov Kiywtn 6to 6100o¢ qovyn kat avevola, axedov
oaVv va XaUOyeAOVGE, TNPE TPOCEXTIKA TO BLBALO unv tnv &u-
TIVNOEL, TO Avol&e oTn aeAlba 226 mov guewve, ulAovoe o Mo-
VTEGIVOG: TPETEL VA TOTEYETE OTL AVTO 1OV AEyeTatL Avaykn
géamAwveTal, avakatevETAl, TPUITWVEL TAVTOU Kat 8 yapide-
Tal OUTE OTOVG UAYEUEVOUG™
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T'ia TN 6001 KAl XAPLTWUEV ATAVTNON TTOL 0 ZAVTCO
IIdvtoa ané Tnv Mavtoa €8waoe 6TtV OpyLopévn
napatipnon tov Aov Kiywtn enetd adpnoe pwa topdn
UTPOGTA TOL

Na pov emrpéYel n evyevia oag va 6ag 7w TTwWG 0,TL HEAAEL
Sev EepéAAeL Kal GAAA Ta YATLIA TOL AayoU Kat GAAA TNG Kov-
KovBaylag, o StafoArog AGEVTN Hov £xEL TOAAA TOSApLa, umopet
n €€oxo0TNTd oag va €xeL Stafacel Tov KOGUOL Ta PLPALA aAAd
EYW AW KAAALO TTEVTE KOl GTO XEPL MAPA SEKA KAl KAPTEPEL,
E€pete TOOM KaL §ev EEPETE OTL aKOpA Kal oL BactAeig KAGvoLy,
dnAadn mopdidouv, va 1o mw OTWG TO BEAEL N adevTid cag av
avTo 064G KAVEL va VIWOETE KAAVTEPQ, OTIWG KAL VA TO TIW OHWG
oL BaotAeig o i810 Ba kavouv, péypLrat o manag, §€v TOLG AKOL-
0a, AAAA EEpeTe WG €TOL elval Kal El0TE APKETA EVTLUOG VA TO
napadeyteite, eneldn oag PAETW OPWE TTOAL Bupwpévo Ba armo-
Gevyw AAAN Gopa va... EEPETE TL, UMTPOCTA GAG VA UNV... EEPETE
TL, adov €xeTe TO00 gvaiadnTn YPuyn, OTTWE KAl aLTLA Kal poTn
UaAA0V, Ba TpooTIaB oW Va Un 060G EVOXANCW EQVA UE TNV TTOp-
81 pov aAAd Sev propw va oag vIToaxebw, SLOTL Ao TWpa ioaye
aupLo 10 TPWI elvat TOAAES OL WPEG KAl UETQA TE ULa WPA If OE LA
OTLyWr} YKpeuileTal Kat ot KL av TUXEL KATToL0G daipovag amnd
avTOUE TTOL 6AG KLVNYOUV va HayEYPeL Ta EVTEPA HOV; SOVAELA
Sev eiye 0 SLao0AoG kL €8epve Ta maldLa Tov Ba meite pa eyw Eda-
ya nén apketo EVA0 and Ta Kapwuatd oag, §ev BEAw AAAo Kal
va Ue ovyxwpel n evyevia ocag aAAd Ba mw KAt TOVTO: VOUI(W
O0TOV KOOUO pag yivovtal TTOAAA XEPOTEPA TPAYUATA ATIO HLa
mopdn Kal §ev PImopw va KataAdfw to Buud ocag, Ba Empene va
eloaote yapovuevog mov nopdloa Umpoota oag, eidate uaba
VO TO AW OWOTA KLag un ueydiwaoa atnv AvArj tov BactAtd ovte
ormovdaca otn Lalaudvka yla va EEpw va falw rj va fyalw kavad
QWVHEVTO Ao TI¢ AEEELS HOV™, ELTLYIOPEVOG VA'OTE SLOTLYLA VA
opSioeL KATTOLOG UTTPOCTA G€ KATTOLOV AAAO elvat emeldn viwbel
aveta padi Tov, YaAdpwae oTNV TAPEA TOU Kal... TOUG 1] UTTOVY,
avaAoywg mopSicel, 8ev Aéw va UE ELXAPLOTNOETE YU AVTO AV
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8ev 1o emBupeite, eyw TAVTWG TNV TPWTN Gopd MOV AKoLoA
nv Tepéla pov va mopdifel Tnv aykdAlaca amd Yapd, ekeivn
KOKK{VLOE, £T0L TNG EKAQOA KAl £Yyw yla va g Sel&w moco tnv
ayanw, KaL Tnv ayanw yati ivat kain yvvaika, Kt av §gv ftav
{nAdpa, ¢ Ba v dAdala ovte ue T yrydvriooa Avtavtova,
TIOU, KATATWG LoV elmate, ntav moAv yvalwuévn Kat aéla yvvai-
Ka* av Aouov Kamola otiypn Ta katadpEpete Kal fpedeite pe
AovAtowvéa oag, YwPig Ta pdyla 66wV oag Kuviyouv, £0AG Kal
puéva mov dev draiw o€ Timote aAAd padi pe Ta Eepa kaiyovtal
KaL T YAwpa Kal eneLd] oag PAETIW TIWG TTAAL Ywpig Adyo avaPe-
TE, ALTO HOVO Ba TTW KaL oTapaTw: av Bpebeite TOTE OAOUOVAXOG
ye Tnv Kupa oag, mov 0mwg Aéte dpold tng 8ev LITAPYEL GTOV
KbOouo, Kal eivat wpaia voyta cav ande pe To Geyyapl UEYAA0
oav TEMOVL (OVPEPO, VA EIYAUE VA TWPA VA TPWYAUE, TIETOVL
OxL deyyapl, oag evyoual Aéw OMwe Ba BoAtapete oL vo oag va
™G EePuyel Kal va oag mpoadepeL ula mopdn, Ba meL OTL emLTE-
Aovg eival ma Stk oag

* MiykéX Nte OepPavteg, Aov Kixdtng (uetdppaon Anuritpng Prioog), EkS6oei¢ [pauuata, 1997
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Memorable Adventures

Antonis Georgiou
Translated from Greek by Yiola Klitou

Of what Dofia Mary Doyle of Cambridge did that morning
and other occurrences worthy to be fitly recorded *

Mrs Mary Doyle woke up one morning, put on her ar-
mour, took the lance from the corner, left the helmet on Don
Quixote that she is reading these days and in spite of the cold
stepped outside with unexampled courage, her feet hurt a lot
but she managed to go to the hairdresser’s, dyed her hair
something in-between pink and carrot colour, when she
came back she rested for a while in the armchair, to honour
the occasion she ate at the big table in the dining room, put
on a dress that is very dear to her, floral, short, above the
knee, she even drank a coffee liqueur to her health, then sat
in front of her only companion these days, the television, to
watch another game show, she turns eighty-five today, she be-
came a widow at seventy and ever since she has lived alone,
she has a daughter who lives in Glasgow whom she rarely
sees, she sometimes wonders why she got married, why she
had a child, if she is to live in an empty house, if she is to die
in front of a screen, without a loving gaze, why did she live if
she won’t be missed even for alittle while by someone; all the
pleasures of this life pass away like a shadow and a dream, or
fade like the flower of the field, Mary had at least loved truly,
even if it was just once, she was hardly seventeen, her Dul-
cinea was sweet Sabrina from the neighbourhood, beautiful
without blemish, dignified without haughtiness, tender and
yet modest, gracious from courtesy and courteous from good

-154 -



Antonis Georgiou

breeding but the diabolic Merlin, times were different then,
bewitched them, she never conquered her Lady; today after
the hairdresser’s on her way home she saw Sabrina, after
a very long time, at the window of the small grocer’s shop
looking at her from a funeral announcement;

Of Don Andreas of Limassol who went for a swim,
talked to his son on Skype and which deals with matters
relating to this history and no other

Andreas, who had memorable adventures and amazing
occurrences all night, woke up, stretched, took off the armour
and the helmet, put his lance in the corner, got dressed, and
went out, and even though it was Saturday he did not go for
shopping, now that Anna was away for a week in Brussels,
visiting Marios, their son, he changed his schedule, went di-
rectly to the sea, very few people were at that seafront café he
often goes to, it’s December, most stop swimming in August,
he continues, comes here almost every Saturday, for twen-
ty-five years now, at this place, his refuge he could call it, the
only place that it is truly his, here is his sea, his horizon, as if
he marked a corner in paradise as his own;

his life all these years was an eight-hour day full of
numbers, initially at the bank where he worked for twenty
years, then he was fired because of the “economic crisis”,
then unemployed for three years and now at a company as a
bookkeeper shut in an office with a window that overlooks
other windows, work, home, weddings, christenings, funer-
als, an evening out, sex with the wife mostly, he was not
handsome and he did not have the self-confidence to pursue
something when perhaps he wanted to, then he just didn’t
want to, he only cheated on her by wanking occasionally, the
only moment he let himself go in his fantasies, proper and a
gentleman in everything, always putting others first, but he

-155-



Memorable Adventures

had something that was all his, for twenty-five years he has
been coming here, this view and the swimming were what
saved him, especially when the summer crowds ceased and
he dove almost alone in the cold clear sea, even the water
smelled differently, the minute he was under he was filled
with the beautiful illusion, one of the very few that equals
a sense, that, just like your desire, you drop in the water
a drop of how you are, that if you want to you shall reach
that enchanting come that keeps moving away; when Mar-
ios was a bit older he brought him with him, he taught him
to swim until December, then Anna would start with “you’ll
make the baby sick” and they would stop, the baby grew,
misses the sea now that he’s away, it’s not the only thing he
misses, he doesn’t admit it but “abroad” does not agree with
him and Andreas feels guilty, his dismissal from the bank
coincided with Marios’ studies, they were in a tight corner
financially and all their plans were overturned, working
abroad was not so much a choice as it was necessity, “in-
stead of blaming those who put their hands in the cookie
jar, your bosses at the bank who made a mess of everything,
you are blaming yourself” Anna would tell him seeing him
pining, especially while he was unemployed, how could he
explain to her, certain perceptions are so instilled in our
blood, in our thoughts, spells and powerful nets, holding us
tight, we walk on with these and struggle, he felt re-spon-
si-ble! this is how he was taught to feel, he did not answer
her, he tried to smile at her so that she wouldn’t be sad, he
saw the love, the warmth in her eyes, oh how lucky he was
to have found her, to have her in his days, to sleep with his
sweet Anna even if she did not have the unequalled beauty
of the Lady from Toboso whom, however, poor Don Quixote
was not even able to meet, an idea, a dream, a chimaera, a
yearning was Dulcinea
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Skype rang, it was his son, “are you at our sea” was his
first question, he was happy to see him smiling, “make sure
you get sick now” he heard Anna’s voice and she was hap-
Py too, how could she not be? “I am giving her the VIP tour”
Marios said and turned the phone around to show him the
Grand Place, filled with crowds posing in front of the beau-
tiful buildings, he saw Anna proud as a peacock, it must had
been cold, all were dressed warmly, he showed him a per-
former, one of those “golden magicians” suspending suppos-
edly nonchalantly in the street, he knows that their suspen-
sion is a trick but also their renowned composure, there’s no
such peace in the world anymore, “we’ll go for coffee, and of
course afterwards she wants shopping”, “I don’t want any-
thing” he heard her protesting whimsically, “ when are you
coming over?”, “you come for Christmas and we’ll see” he re-
plied and a heavy pause followed and a “we’ll see”; days be-
fore during a phone call he had implied that he might stay in
Brussels for the holidays to work, he didn’t really understand
where but it involved “good money” and since they “need
it”; Andreas always felt helpless before this word: “need”, he
would fight hordes of Briareuses and Giants if necessary but
before “need” he shrank, he only mumbled “meaning?” and
then a pregnant silence, “show me the sea” Marios shouted
and he turned the phone away so that they wouldn’t see his
glistening eyes, his horizon, torturously silently he travelled
again via Skype to the Grand Place “Goodbye!”, “Goodbye!”
they would speak again in the evening, he opened his book

in the time of his unemployment he started reading liter-
ature again, for endless hours, he keeps it up as much as he
can, these days he is reading Don Quixote, the complete edi-
tion in two volumes, Anna teases him, “and then what? Oliver
Twist perhaps?”, “perhaps” he replies, reading and thinking
that he could never go out on the road a wandering knight, a
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true helper and protector of all destitute and needy vagabonds,
he would like, even if it was only for a little while, to leave
from all these but in his fifties he knows now that many of his
desires will not be fulfilled and ridiculing ourselves is one of
the most difficult things to venture, deep down he hopes that
only his Marios will someday say about him what was said
about Don Alonso Quijano of la Mancha that if my father did
not achieve great things, he died in attempting them;

Of Dona Charlotte of Stalingrad of Paris who fights her
demons and speaks to her sister about the profound
cave of Montesinos

Charlotte lives in Stalingrad of Paris near the canal, she
is an artist, she paints some strange beings, something be-
tween fantastic demons and wild animals, unemployed for
a long time, fortunately in the last year she rents a room in
her apartment via Airbnb, she was fortunate to live next to a
metro station and relatively close to the train station that un-
load tourists in the city, and of course to be a Parisian, one of
the few times she appreciated this quality of hers; she hosted
those in search of a cheap and convenient solution to see the
City of Lights, when they arrived Charlotte gave them the key,
gave them endless information, maps, tourist leaflets, whatev-
er discount coupons she had for pizza and museums, she also
offered them apple juice as a welcome drink, she wanted of
course their good reviews, but she also liked to observe the
excitement of the journey in their eyes, afterwards she might
never see them again; they would go out early in the morning
and while avoiding to look at the homeless under the bridge,
the beggars, the tired facesin the metro, they would run to pose
in front of Paris of their fantasies, in the evening they would
go out again or lock themselves in their room, next to them
Charlotte would put on her armour and helmet, would take her
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lance and fight all night long with her own demons, reading,
drawing or just rhythmically sighing while stroking her nee-
dle-marked arms, anything not to relapse again, it was good
for her to feel the presence of some people, albeit strangers,
albeit passing by, breathing behind the wall, if it so happened
and she was completely alone and felt too weak in front of the
closed front door, the shadows of the lamp or the thick silence
she would call her sister to come, Amelie, always obliging, she
would come, always chatty and restless, they would cook, eat,
then sit down reading or chatting, when Charlotte recounted
the wonderful things the incomparable don Quixote said he saw
in the profound cave of Montesinos, the impossibility and mag-
nitude of which cause this adventure to be deemed apocryphal,
Amelie, like another Sancho wanted to tell her may God take
me — I was just going to say the devil —if I believe a single particle
of what you said and certain that she relapsed again on her-
oin that stuffed in her imagination or mind all this rigmarole
she has been treating her to waited for her to sleep in order to
search not for needles but for the enchanted cave in the book,
that is how Charlotte found her in the morning, sleeping with
Don Quixote on her chest peaceful and untroubled, almost as if
she was smiling, she prised the book carefully not to wake her,
opened it on page 226 where she had stopped, Montesinos was
talking: believe me that which is called need is to be met with
everywhere, and penetrates all quarters and reaches everyone,
and does not spare even the enchanted

Of the wise and charming reply of Sancho Panza de la
Mancha to the angry remark of Don Quixote for passing
gas in front of him

May your worship allow me to say that what matters does
not stop to matter and it takes all sorts to make a world, the
devil my Lord is everywhere and your excellency may have
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read all the books in the world but I say a bird in the hand
is worth two in the bush, you know so much and you don’t
know that even Kings fart, that is, pass gas, to put it as your
lordship would like if that makes you feel better, but no mat-
ter how I say it Kings will do the same, even the Pope, I have
not heard them, but you know that it is so and you are honest
enough to admit it, but since I see that you are very angry I
shall avoid to ... you know what ... in front of you again since
you have such a sensitive soul, and ears and nose I suppose, I
shall try not to disturb you again with my farting but I cannot
promise you, because there are a good many hours between
this and to-morrow, and any one of them, or any moment, the
house may fall and what if one of the demons that chase you
enchants my gut? the devil finds work for idle hands you will
say but I have already been beaten enough by your doings, I
want no more and excuse me but I shall say this too: I think
that alot worse things are happening in our world than a fart
and I cannot understand your anger, you should be happy I
passed gas in your presence, see I know how to say it proper-
ly, for you know I have not been bred up at court or trained at
Salamanca, to know whether I am adding or dropping a letter
or so in my words you should be happy because for someone
to pass gas in the presence of someone else it’s because they
feel comfortable with them, relaxed in their company and ...
poof or boom, they pass gas, I am not saying you should thank
me for it if you do not wish to do so, but when I first heard my
Teresa passing gas I embraced her with joy, she blushed, so
I farted too to show her how much I love her and I love her
because she is a good woman and if it was not for her jealousy
I'would not change her for the giantess Andandona, who by my
master’s account was a very clever and worthy woman, so if,
at some point, you succeed in meeting your Dulcinea, without
the enchantments of all those who are after you, you and me
who I am to blame for nothing but the innocent often pay
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along with the guilty and because I see you getting hot under
the collar again for no reason I shall say just this and stop:
if you ever find yourself alone with your Lady, who, as you
say, has no equal in the world, and the night is as beautiful
as tonight with a moon as big as a juicy melon, I wish we had
one to eat right now, a melon, not a moon, I wish for you that
as you stroll about she’ll lose control and offer you a fart and
that will mean that she is yours at last

* All phrases in italics are excerpts from the English translation of Don Quixote by Miguel de Cervantes
translated, in 1885, by John Ormsby (1829-1895)
http://www.online-literature.com/cervantes/don_guixote/
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Luxembourg

Gast Groeber

Aktuelle Wetterwarnung:
uberwiegend dichter Nebel

Current weather warning: predominantly heavy fog

EUPL laureate 2016: All Dag verstoppt en aneren (Op der Lay)
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the European Union Prize for Literature in 2016 for his novel All
Dag verstoppt en aneren (One Day Hides Another,).
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Gast Groeber

Der Fahrtenschreiber leuchtet auf, schluckt die Karte.

Erki wartet das Surren ab, tippt die nétigen Informationen
ein, lehnt sich in seinem Sitz zurtick, driickt den elektroni-
schen Starter. Er geniefdt das leise Klicken, das Schnurren des
Zinders und dann das sanfte Riitteln der Kabine, das kraft-
volle Raunen des Motors.

Schwarzer Qualm wird aus den blanken Auspuffrohren quel-
len, in den Nebelschwaden zerstduben, die reglos den Park-
platz der Tankanlage belagern.

Wischerblatter fegen die dichte Morgentauhaut von der Schei-
be, Seitenfenster summen runter. Kalte, schwefelige Morgen-
luft dringt in die Kabine ein, von tiberall schallt das Wach-
brummen der Maschinen hertiber.

Er atmet einmal tief durch, schliefdt sich wieder ein — rundum
klare Scheiben. 5.30 Uhr.

Lichter einschalten, Automatik regeln, Feststellbremse losen,
Blick nachlinks, Gas geben. Er hort ein Horn, sieht Scheinwer-
fer im Ruckspiegel aufleuchten.

Das wird wohl der Ivano gewesen sein, zum Abschied sozu-
sagen.

Gestern Abend noch hatten sie zusammen bei einem Teller
Gulasch im Raststattenrestaurant gesessen, dabei Erinnerun-
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gen an ihre Fahrten, ihre sporadischen Begegnungen an Euro-
pas Strafienadern ausgetauscht. Ivano hatte ihn nach seinen
Planen befragt, wenn diese letzten Fahrten denn nun zu Ende
sein wirden. Er hatte vom Lesen geschwarmt und vom Reisen
mit seiner lieben Frau, an all jene Orte, die er bislang nur aus
Buichern oder von Strafdenschildern kannte.

Erki wirft einen Blick auf das Foto seiner Jana. Ja, bald wiirde
es soweit sein!

Er schaltet das Radio ein. Ganztags triilbe Wetteraussichten!
Der Sprecher vertrostet seine Zuhorer mit Musik: Good day,
sunshine.

Die Nebelscheinwerfer beleuchten vorsichtig die Auffahrt, auf
der Autobahn tasten sich im Moment noch recht wenige Fahr-
zeuge durch die dichte, schwer durchdringliche Briihe. Der
Sattelzug beschleunigt auf die freie, rechte Spur.

Erki schreckt auf, als sein CB-Funk plotzlich pfeift. Ivanos
Stimme scheppert aus dem Kasten und bittet ihn zu kommen.

Was will der denn nun?

Erki dreht an den Knopfen seiner Station. Sein Kollege gibt
ihm nur knapp seine Nachricht durch.

»Hallo, vielleicht nicht richtig gesehen — Nebel, du weifst! Auf-
passen — womoglich illegale Fracht bei deiner Abfahrt zuge-
stiegen, auf dem Sattelzug. 55. Over!“

Wie bitte? Illegale Fracht! Ein blinder Passagier? Ganz und gar
unmoglich!

Bei der Abfahrtskontrolle hatte er doch noch alles genaues-
tens Uberpriift, auch die Umgebung abgecheckt!

Aus dem Radio plarrt Sunny.

Wenns und Abers stiilpen sich tiber sein Hirn.
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Soll da tatsachlich einer hinter der Kabine hocken? Einer oder
eine? Und tiiberhaupt — bei dieser Kélte! Knapp drei Grad, liest
er von der Anzeige unterm Tacho.

Wenn der da runterkippte! Oder die? Dann hétte er ein Men-
schenleben auf dem Gewissen! Dabei war er bis heute diese
paar Millionen Kilometer quer durch Europa unfallfrei geblie-
ben! Oder aber, wenn die Kojaks ihn mit dieser ,Fracht“ er-
wischten! Ausgerechnet vier Tage vor Schluss noch verdamm-
te Schwierigkeiten!

Er muss am ndchsten Rastplatz raus, tiberpriifen, was los ist.
Das kostet dann nattirlich wieder Zeit! Mist! Wo es heute doch
sowieso schon langsamer vorangeht!

Die Tachonadel steht bei 70 km/h, mehr geht nicht bei diesem
Wetter. Vor sich erahnt er die Schussleuchten eines anderen
Lasters. Aus sicherer Distanz taucht er ihnen hinterher, an un-
deutlichen Waldern und Wiesen vorbei.

Der Radiosprecher warnt vor niedriger Sichtweite auf allen
StrafSen, informiert tréstend, dass aktuell noch keine Staumel-
dungen vorliegen, und legt, lustig und Sonnen beschworend,
den Sunshine Reggae auf.

Erki wiegt den Kopf nervos im Rhythmus, summt den Refrain.
Ein Hinweisschild: Rastplatz!

Sein Gefahrt rollt von der Autobahn. Ein einziger Lastzug steht
neben dem Bordstein, die Gardinen in der Kabine sind noch
dicht zugezogen. Der Laster rollt aus.

Erki zieht die Bremse, schaut in die beiden Riickspiegel. Den
Motor lasst er drehen, greift nach seiner Stablampe, 6ffnet
die Seitentiir, springt hinaus und hastet zum Spalt zwischen
Zugmaschine und Anhédnger. Der Lichtkegel seiner Lampe
sucht die Kabinenhinterwand ab. Da! Eine Gestalt, zwischen
den Versorgungsleitungen hockend, in dunkler Kleidung, mit
dunklem Haar, die Hinde hinterm Riicken, das Gesicht zwi-
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schen den Knien versteckt, fast iibersehbar! Er schreit sich
den Schreck aus den Gliedern:

,He, du! Nun aber mal! Komm runter! Los, mach schon!*

Zogerlich heben sich dunkle Augen tiber die Knie, starren Erki
an, und dann, auf seine Handbewegungen hin, richtet sich die
Gestalt vorsichtig auf.

»Ach du meine Gilite, Junge, du bist ja noch ein Kind!“

Mit einer unmissverstdndlichen Geste gebietet Erki dem Klei-
nen, an der Stelle zu bleiben. Er erklimmt den Sattel, versi-
chert sich, dass noch alle Leitungsverbindungen festsitzen,
reicht dem Jungen die Hand und hilft ihm dann auf den Bo-
den. Die kleine Hand fihlt sich eiskalt an.

Das Zittern am schméachtigen Korper, rihrt es von der Kélte
oder von der Angst her?

Mit seinen Hinden reibt sich Erki die Arme, grunzt ,,Brrr*“ und
schaut dem Jungen in die Augen. Der nickt und lachelt verle-
gen. Er nimmt ihn wieder an der Hand, 6ffnet die Beifahrer-
tir und hebt das Kind in den Sitz. Dann schlégt er die Tur zu,
geht zur Fahrerseite, versichert sich, dass ihn niemand beob-
achtet hat und steigt ein.

»90, hier sitzt du erst einmal warm! Ich muss tiberlegen, was
ich jetzt mit dir anfange.“

Natiirlich versteht sein kleiner Beifahrer kein Wort, starrt ihn
nur angstlich an.

Irgend etwas mochte Erki aber erfahren. Er richtet den Zei-
gefinger auf seinen Brustkorb und spricht deutlich E-r-k-i.
Der Kleine schaut ihn an, nickt mit dem Kopf, zeigt auf sich
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und antwortet heiser Krieg, War. Erki schiittelt den Kopf.
Dann fallt ihm sein Notizblock ein, den er oben unter der
Schlafliege festgeklemmt hat. Er nimmt ihn samt einem Ku-
gelschreiber hervor, zeichnet mit ein paar ungeschickten
Strichen und Kringeln einen Lastwagen, daneben ein rundes
Mannchen. Nun tippt er mit dem Finger auf die Figur, danach
abermals auf seine Brust und wiederholt seinen Namen. Der
Junge nickt und wiederholt Erki. Dann klopft er sich gegen
seinen Korper und artikuliert vorsichtig Burhan. Erki nickt
zufrieden.

»,Na also, Burhan! Verstdndigen konnen wir uns ja schon!*

Er zeichnet nun ein kleines Strichmannchen aufs Papier, zeigt
es dem Kleinen und wiederholt dessen Namen. Daneben kom-
men zwei grofiere Strichfiguren, eine davon mit langem Haar.
Er zeigt Burhan nun auch dieses Bild, deutet auf die Figuren -
Burhan, Mama, Papa. Der Kleine schiittelt den Kopf, fahrt mit
zwei Fingern unter seiner Kehle vorbei. Krieg, wiederholt er.
Erki seufzt, nimmt den Kugelschreiber, zeichnet weitere, klei-
nere Figuren, fragt nach Bridern oder Schwestern. Burhan
zeigt auf eine weibliche Strichfigur, nennt sie Layal, dann er-
greift er den Schreiber, zeichnet ein Auto, mit einem Blaulicht
auf dem Dach und einen Pfeil, der von Layal zum Auto fihrt.

Erki schnaubt.
Ein kleiner Fliichtling also!
Den muss er doch bei der Polizei abliefern!

Bilder aus Fernsehberichten fallen ihm ein: Fliichtlingslager —
notdurftige Planen, in glitschigen Schlamm hineingepflanzt.

Sowas ist doch kein Ort fiir einen so kleinen Kerl!

Er sieht zu Burhan hintiber, der erwidert den Blick nur zo-
gernd.
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Erki atmet einmal tief durch. Thm wird erst jetzt dieser ste-
chende, unangenehme Geruch bewusst. Er betrachtet den
Jungen genauer.

Wie lange der wohl diese alten Klamotten tragt? Und wann
soll der zuletzt ordentlich gefuttert haben?

Hinter dem Riicksitz kramt er zwei Bananen hervor und reicht
sie seinem Beifahrer.

»DU, Kleiner, jetzt iss erst mal! Und, naja, wie soll ich’s sagen?*

Er schaut zum Kleinen, driickt sich seine Nasenfliigel mit Zei-
gefinger und Daumen zusammen und zieht eine Grimasse.
Dann nimmt er nochmals den Notizblock und zeichnet eine
Dusche, einen Pulli und eine Hose.

»An der nachsten Raststatte!“

Burhan nickt gehorsam mit dem Kopf, pellt die erste Banane
aus der Schale und beift gierig hinein. Erki rdumt den Notiz-
block zur Seite, schaltet die Automatik ein, 1ost die Feststell-
bremse und gibt Gas. Eigentlich sollte er nun die Polizei ver-
stdndigen!

Aus dem Radio erklingt gerade Sunrise. Der dichte Nebel be-
lagert den Asphalt noch immer.

Langsam beschleunigt der Lastwagen wieder auf die Auto-
bahn. Der Motor brummt gemuitlich, die Lichtkegel scheinen
trib in den Morgen hinein. Leichter Nieselregen weckt die
Scheibenwischer, Straffenmarkierungen werden erst im letz-
ten Moment sichtbar.

Irgendwann fangt Erki an, drauflos zu reden, erzahlt von sei-
ner Heimatstadt in Russland, nur einen Steinwurf von der
estnischen Grenze entfernt, und davon, wie er sie, nach dem
postsowjetischen Schisma, verlassen und nie wiedergesehen
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hatte. Tallinn war sein Ziel gewesen, weil dort diese Gertichte
umliefen, man gehore bald zu Europa. So viel hatte er bis da-
hin schon von diesem Europa gehort! Sicher, das war ein Wirt-
schaftsprojekt, — aber doch auch eine grandiose Friedensidee!
Europa denke sogar daran, Grenzen aufzuldsen, diese in alte-
ren und neueren Vertrigen, auf Papier gezeichneten Linien,
die mitten in einem warmen Pinienwald oder in einer vom
Wind durchwehten Wiese, doch ganz und gar sinn- und ge-
haltlos sind! Deren Existenz, neuerdings, verschiedene scharf
gespitzte Stifte wieder stramm einritzen mochten!

Als er zu seinem jungen Gast hintiberblickt, merkt er, dass der
schlaft.

Naja, der soll sich ruhig mal ausruhen! Bis zur nachsten Rast-
stétte bleiben noch gut anderthalb Stunden. Er will gegen das
Lenkrad schlagen, 1dsst es aber sein.

Verdammt! Dieser aufgegabelte Fliichtlingswinzling, der soll-
te doch eine Schule besuchen, Lesen und Schreiben lernen,
nicht an irgendeiner Raststidtte herumlungern, um auf einen
Lastwagen aufzuspringen! Gansehaut — diese Geste an der
Kehle!

Grenzen sind tiberschritten, jedwedes Augenmafs fiir Mensch-
lichkeit ist auf der Strecke geblieben! Wenn er den Kleinen
hier ausliefert, dann kommt der in eins dieser Lager!

Erki starrt auf die Fahrbahn.

Die Menge der roten Schlussleuchten nimmt zu, an jeder Auf-
fahrt drdngen nun immer zahlreicher Fahrzeuge auf die Auto-
bahn.

In all diesen Blechkonserven sitzen in Hetze eingelagerte Men-
schen. Manche ignorieren ihn, manche nicken ihm freundlich
zu, andere geben Lichthupe oder zeigen ihm den Stinkefinger,
weil sein Laster eben nun gerade nicht auf diesem wichtigsten
Weg ihres Lebens passt, jenem zur befreienden Arbeit. Und
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dabei ist er doch nur ein grenziiberschreitender Bote, der jene
Waren an ihre Bestimmung bringen wird, die sie mit ihrem
hart verdienten Geld kaufen wollen werden.

Der Radiosprecher meldet einen ersten Unfall auf der A8. Hilfe
sei unterwegs, versichert er, und legt weiter unbeirrt auf: Let
the Sunshine in.

In Erkis Kopf dreht schwindelerregend eine Frage Schleife:
Was soll er nur tun? Schliefflich kann er diesen Kleinen ja
nicht ewig durch die Landschaft kutschieren! Er méchte ihm
irgendwie helfen.

Aber wie?

Halt! Da gab es doch in einem Bericht dieses Anwaltsehepaar
zwei Grenzen weiter, das Flichtlingskindern hilft!

Aber Schnapsidee! Er erinnert sich ja nicht mal an deren Na-
men!

Vielleicht sollte er das Ganze mit Jana besprechen?

Er wirft einen Blick auf den Beifahrersitz, der kleine Stinker
schlaft noch immer fest.

Eine halbe Stunde zogert er, dann wahlt er die Nummer, 1asst
seinen Anruf in der Tallinner Wohnung klingeln. Dort ist es
nun Viertel vor neun.

Jana freut sich tiber den Anruf. Erki berichtet von seinem auf-
regenden Tagesbeginn, beschreibt Burhan, dessen Zeichnun-
gen, teilt ihr seinen Plan mit.

Sie klingt besorgt, als sie ihm verspricht, ihr Moglichstes zu tun.

An der Raststidtte angekommen, und eingeparkt, bittet er Bur-
han, sich auf dem Kabinenboden vor dem Sitz zu verstecken.
Der Junge schaut ihn zitternd an. Erki nimmt den Straf3enatlas
aus dem Handschuhfach und zeigt ihm, wo sie sich gerade be-
finden, dann fahrt er mit dem Finger an der Route entlang, die
er in den nachsten vier Tagen noch zurtucklegen soll.
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»Europa?“ fragt der Knirps.
Erki tippt auf sein Reiseziel.
»Ja, Europa.“

Burhan beruhigt sich und wihrend er vor dem Sitz in die Ho-
cke geht, krempelt Erki seinen Pulli schnell einmal um, merkt
sich die Gréfse und verlasst seine Kabine.

Im Laden findet er Kleider, die passen miissten, kauft auch
noch Seife und holt Burhan dann ab.

Im Duschraum zickt der Kleine rum, will seine Unterhose
nicht ausziehen. Erki kann sich hier keinen Aufstand leisten,
also entleert er die Duschseife iiber dem Winzling, schubst
ihn unter die Brause, legt ihm Tuch und Kleider bereit und
wartet draufden.

Auf seinem Smartphone entdeckt er Janas Nachricht.

Sie habe Informationen gefunden und versuche, Kontakt auf-
zunehmen. Aber, bitte, er solle vorsichtig sein, und an sie bei-
de denken, an all das, was sie noch vorhaben!

Erki tippt seine Antwort auf den Schirm: Victor Hugo:Vous
voulez la paix: créez lamour!

Zwei Tagesfahrten Entfernung! Er muss es versuchen!

Erki lacht, nimmt Buhran an der Schulter. Sie steigen wieder
ein. Der Junge grinst:

LEuropa?“

In der Kabine duftet es nun angenehm nach Duschgel.
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Gast Groeber
Translated from German by Carla McGinty

The odometer lights up, swallows the card.

Erki awaits the buzzing, types in the necessary information,
leans backin his seat and presses the electronic starter switch.
He enjoys the muted clicking and purring of the ignition, fol-
lowed by the gentle shaking of the cabin, the powerful hum of
the engine.

Black smoke will be welling out of the bare exhaust pipes, dis-
persing in the plumes of fog that motionlessly besiege the pet-
rol station’s parking lot.

Windscreen wipers sweep the dense film of morning dew
off the screen, side windows buzz downward. Cold, sulfuric
morning air invades the cabin, the droning of

machines awakening reverberates over from all around.

He takes a deep breath, shuts himself back in again - sur-
rounded by clear screens.

5.30 a.m.

Switch on the lights, sort out the automatic transmission, re-
lease the hand brake, glance left, accelerate.

He hears a horn, sees headlights flash up in the rear-view
mirror.

That must be Ivano, a sort of goodbye.

Just last night they had sat together in the service station
restaurant over a plate of goulash, exchanged memories of
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their trips and of their sporadic encounters on Europe’s ma-
jor connecting roads. Ivano had quizzed him about his plans
and when these last trips would be finished. He had enthused
aboutreading and traveling with his beloved wife —to all those
places that he had so far only known from books or road signs.

Erki glances at the photo of his Jana. Not long now!

He turns on the radio. All-day dreary weather conditions fore-
cast! The presenter appeases his listeners with music: Good
day, sunshine.

The fog lights carefully light up the slip road; at the moment
there are relatively few vehicles on the motorway, feeling
their way through the dense, nearly impermeable, murki-
ness.

The articulated lorry accelerates onto the empty right lane.

Erki startles as his CB radio suddenly whistles. Ivano’s voice
rattles out of the box and asks him to come in.

Now what does he want?

Erki twists at the knobs of his station. His colleague only
transmits a brief message.

“Hi, maybe I didn’t see properly — the fog, you know! Careful -
it’s possible that illegal cargo got on during your departure, on
the lorry. 55. Over!”

What? Illegal cargo? A stowaway? That’s impossible!

He had inspected everything so thoroughly during the depar-
ture checks, had even surveyed the surroundings!

From the radio blares Sunny.

If and buts are swirling in his mind.
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Is there actually someone cowering behind the cabin? A he
or a she? Really - in this chilliness? Barely three degrees, he
reads the display under the tachometer.

What if he fell off! Or she? Then he’d have a human life on
his conscience. And to think that until today he had managed
to stay accident-free over a couple of million kilometres all
across Europe! Or what if the Kojaks nab him with this “car-
go”! Of all times, now, just four days before the end, some
damned trouble!

He must get off at the next service station, check what’s going
on. That will, of course, cost time again! Crap! Especially as
things today are already moving slower!

The tachometer needle stands at 70 km/h; in this weather it’s
not possible to go higher. He surmises the tail lights of another
lorry in front of him. From a safe distance he dives after them,
passing indistinct forests and fields.

The radio presenter warns about low visibility on all roads,
consolingly informs that, as yet, there are no reports of traffic
congestion and then, conjuring the sun, he cheerily plays Sun-
shine Reggae.

Erkinervously sways his head to the rhythm, hums the chorus.
A sign for services!

His vehicle rolls off the motorway. A sole tractor-trailer stands
next to the curb, the curtains in the cabin are still pulled
closed. The lorry rolls to a stop.

Erki pulls the brake, looks into the two rear-view mirrors.
He leaves the engine running, grabs his torch, opens the
side door, jumps out and hurries to the gap between cab and
trailer. The light beam of his torch scans the back wall of the
cabin. There! A figure is hunkered down between the supply
linesin dark clothes, with dark hair, hands behind their back,
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face hidden between their knees, easily overlooked! Shocked
to the core, he screams:

“Hey! You! Come on now! Get down! Go on!”

Dark eyes hesitatingly appear over the knees, stare at Erki
and then, obliging Erki’s motioning hands, the figure slowly
straightens up.

“Oh my gosh, lad, you’re still a child!”

With an unmistakeable gesture Erki motions the kid to stay
put. He scales the saddle, ensures all supply lines are still in-
tact, reaches his hand out to the boy and helps him onto the
ground. The small hand feels freezing cold.

The slim body is trembling. Is that out of fear or from the cold?

Erki rubs his hands over his arms, mutters “brrr” and looks
the boy in the eyes. The boy nods and smiles shyly. Erki takes
his hand again, opens the passenger door and lifts the child
into the seat. Then he slams the door shut, walks to the driv-
er’s side, makes certain that no one had watched them and
climbs in.

“Ok, you’ll be warm here for now! I have to think about what
to do with you.”

Of course, his little passenger doesn’t understand a word, just
stares at him with frightened eyes.

However, Erki wants to find out at least something. He points
his index fingers at his chest and clearly states E-r-k-i. The kid
looks at him, nods his head, points to himself and whispers
hoarsely war. Erki shakes his head. Then he remembers the
notebook he keeps stuck under his sleeping berth. He fetches
it together with a pen, inexpertly draws a lorry out of a few
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lines and doodles, a plump figure next to it. He taps on the
figure with his finger, then again to his chest and repeats his
name. The boy nods and repeats Erki. Then he pats his body
and carefully articulates Burhan. Erki nods happily.

“Alright Burhan! We can communicate!”

He then sketches a small stick figure onto the paper, shows it
to the kid and repeats his name. Next to the figure he adds two
larger stick figures, one of them with long hair. He shows Bur-
han this picture, points at the figures — Burhan, Mom, Dad. The
kid shakes his head, slides two fingers across his neck. War, he
repeats. Erki sighs, takes the pen, draws several more small-
er figures, asks about brothers and sisters. Burhan points to
a female figure, calls her Layal, then grabs the pen, draws a
car with a blue light on the roof and an arrow that leads from
Layal to the car.

Erki snorts.
Alittle refugee!
He should turn him in to the police!

He remembers images from news reports on TV: refugee
camps — makeshift tarp, planted into slick mud.

That’s no place for such a little guy!
He looks over at Burhan who only reluctantly meets his gaze.

Erki takes a deep breath. Only now he becomes aware of a
piercing, unpleasant smell. He looks at the boy more closely.

How long has he been wearing those clothes?
And when was his last decent meal?

He digs out two bananas from behind the back rest and hands
them to his passenger.
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“OKk, kid, now eat something! And, well, how shall I say it?”

He looks at the kid, presses his nostrils together with index
finger and thumb and pulls a face. Then he grabs the notebook
again and sketches a shower, a jumper and some trousers.

“At the next services!”

Burhan obediently nods his head, peels the first banana and
takes a greedy hite.

Erki puts away the notebook, switches on the automatic trans-
mission, releases the hand brake and accelerates.

Really, he should be notifying the police!

The radio is currently playing Sunrise. The tarmac is still un-
der siege from thick fog.

Slowly, the lorry accelerates back onto the motorway. The en-
gine is humming comfortably, the light beams shine dimly
into the morning. Light drizzle awakens the windscreen wip-
ers, road markings become visible only at the last moment.

At some point, Erki starts to talk. He recounts his hometown
in Russia, just a stone’s throw away from the Estonian border,
how he left after the post-Soviet schism and never returned.
Tallinn had been his destination because rumours abounded
that it would soon be part of Europe. He had already heard so
much about Europe by that point! Sure, it was an economic
project — but it was also a terrific idea for peace! Europe even
contemplated dissolving borders, those lines drawn up on pa-
per, in older and newer contracts, meaningless and ground-
less when they cut through a warm pine forest or a windswept
meadow. Recently, various sharpened pencils have been want-
ing to carve them in tightly again.
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When Erki looks over to his young guest, he notices that he’s
sleeping.

Ok then, he should go ahead and rest! It’s a good one and a half
hours until the next services.

He wants to bang the steering wheel but stops himself.

Damnit! This picked-up refugee pipsqueak, he should be going
to school, learning how to read and write, not lolling about at
some services, waiting to hop onto a lorry!

Goosebumps - that gesture with his throat!

Borders have been crossed; any measure of humanity has
been left by the wayside.

If he hands in the kid here, he will go straight to one of those
camps!

Erki stares at the road.

The number of red taillights increases; at every junction more
and more vehicles crowd onto the motorway.In all these tin
cans people sit, embedded in agitation. Some ignore him, some
give him a friendly nod, others flash their headlights at him or
show him the middle finger because his lorry is not conven-
ient for this most important path of their life, the path to liber-
ating work. And all this despite him being only a border-cross-
ing messenger who brings products to their destination so that
these people can buy them with their hard-earned cash.

The radio presenter announces the first accident on the A8 mo-
torway. Help is on its way, he assures his listeners and unper-
turbed puts on: Let the Sunshine In.

Erki’s mind revolves around one dizzying question: What
should he do?

After all, he can’t ferry this kid indefinitely through the coun-
tryside!
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He wants to help him somehow.
But how?

Wait! Wasn’t there that report about a lawyer couple two bor-
ders away who helps refugee children!

But that’s a crazy idea! He can’t even remember their names!
Maybe he should talk the whole thing through with Jana?

He throws a glance at the passenger seat; the little stinker is
still sleeping soundly.

He hesitates for half an hour, then he dials the number, lets his
call ring in the flat in Tallinn. It’s quarter to nine there.

Jana is pleased about his call. Erki tells her about his event-
ful start to the day, describes Burhan, his sketches, shares his
plan with her.

She sounds worried as she promises him to do her utmost.

Once they’re parked at the services, he asks Burhan to hide on
the cabin floor in front of the seat. The boy looks at him, trem-
bling. Erki takes the street atlas from the glove compartment
and shows him where they are, then runs his finger along the
route they plan to cover over the next four days.

“Europe?” asks the kid.

Erki taps at the destination.

“Yes, Europe.”

Burhan calms down and while he squats down in front of the

seat, Erki quickly turns over his jumper collar, notes the size
and leaves the cabin.
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He finds clothes in the store that should fit, also buys soap, and
then collects Burhan.

In the shower room the kid fusses, he doesn’t want to take off
his underwear. Erki can’t afford to make a scene here, so he
empties the shower gel over the pipsqueak, nudges him under
the shower, lays out towel and clothes for him and waits out-
side.

He sees Jana’s message on his smartphone.

She’s found details and is trying to establish contact. But,
please, he should be careful and think about them both, about
their plans for the future!

Erki types his answer onto the screen: Victor Hugo: Vous voulez
la paix: creez Pamour!* (*You want peace: create love!)

Two days’ worth of driving! He has to try!

Erki laughs, grabs Burhan by the shoulder. They climb back
into the lorry.

The boy grins:

“Europe?”

In the cabin, there’s now a pleasant scent of shower gel.

-181-






Turkey
Ciler ilhan
Sacinizi Soldan Ayiralim

Parting on the left

EUPL laureate 2011: Siirgiin (Everest Yayinlari)

BIOGRAPHY

orn in 1972, Ciler ilhan studied international relations and
Bpolitical science at Bosphorus University and then hotel
management at the Glion Hotel School in Switzerland. Having
worked as a hotelier, a freelance writer (Bogazici, Time Out Istanbul,
etc.) and an editor (Chat, Travel+Leisure) at different periods of her
life, lhan, based in Istanbul, later worked as the public relations
manager of the Ciragan Palace Kempinski hotel. She is currently
the editor-in-chief of Condé Nast Traveller Turkey. In 1993, she
received a prestigious youth award for a short story. The award
was a tribute to the memory of Yasar Nabi, a leading publisher
and writer. llhan’s stories, essays, book reviews, travel articles
and translations into Turkish have been published in a variety of
journals and newspaper supplements.

-183 -



Sacinizi Soldan Ayiralim
Ciler ilhan

Kopurmus vaziyetteydim. Neden mesajlarima hig¢ cevap ver-
miyorsun dedim. Sana sOyledim Prenses, gozlerimden yedi
kez ameliyat oldum, cep telefonu kullanirken zorlaniyorum
dedi. Sakinlestim mi hayir.

Kopek gibi asigim dedim Hale’ye. Ne giizel darisi basima
dedi. Ama nereden cikt1 ki bu dedim. Hi¢ gérmedim geldi-
gini. Kizim salak misin ask bu, randevu mu alacak senden.
Gelir carpar dedi.

ingilizcemi ilerletecegim ve Facebook hesabi acacagim Pren-
ses, dedi. Senin i¢in.

Hi¢birini yapmadi.

Aslina bakarsaniz onu degil hiikiimetini su¢luyorum. Hol-
landa’nin devlet adamlarindan feyz alip yetiskin adayini he-
niiz mini mini bir cocukken ingilizce derslerine baslataymis
okulda, bana yazdig: siiri kendi elleriyle Ingilizceye cevirir-
di, ben de boylece Google efendinin fail-i muhtar terciimesi-
ne minnet etmek zorunda kalmazdim.

Saclarinizi soldan ayiralim dedi, Den Haag’a Fas’tan ugmus
bir leylek ailesinin ikinci kusak akilli kiz1. Sol tarafiniz daha
guzel. Sol tarafima ilk defa alic1 goziiyle baktim. Bana da
giizel goziiktl. Sonra oturup su cumleyi yazdim: “Aci1 ¢eken
tarafimin sol tarafim olmasina ragmen yuzimiin sol tara-
findan daha gtizelim.” Ayn1 ciimlede musrif¢e kullanilmig
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“taraf” kelimesi kulagimda nahos bir tat birakti, dudaklari-
m1 durumu asla tasvip etmez bir duyguyla biizdim. Lakin
sonra su cimleyi yazinca, sende hala is var dedim kendime:
“Demek acinin insani giizellestiren bir tarafi var.”

Ama Amal’in yaptigi sag bir giin guizel oldu, bir daha olmada.
Seyit’i bir kez daha aradim. Telefonla degil, i¢imden. Evim-
den yuruye yuruye U¢ dakikada varirdim, saglarimi taraf
gozetmeden Oyle bir keserdi ki ti¢c-bes ay, daha diin kesilmis
gibi olurdu. Belki de Istanbul’'un kendisinden ¢ok, Seyit’in
saclarimi kral gibi kesivermesini 6zliyorum. Olabilir. Nor-
mal biri degilim.

Ama kocam, saclarin gizel boyle, diyor. Cok tatlidir. Beni
hep begenir. Gerci ara sira onu sohbet esnasinda masanin
altindan tekmelemem gerekiyor. Bin defa tembihlememe
ragmen hep unutuyor, hi¢ o taraklarda bezi yok. Tiirk-Isveg
karmasiyim demek yerine aligsmis agzi, “Turkiim” deyiveri-
yor. Sanki ardindan devam edecek: “Dogruyum. Caligkanim,
yasam...” Halbuki Avrupal atalarindan bahsedince agiliyor
kapilar. Senleniyor ortamlar. Birden “biz” oluyoruz hep be-
raber. Parti havasi. Benim kara saglarima, kara kasglarima,
kirik dokiik Hollandacama artik ses etmiyorlar. Evimizi bile
kocamin Avrupali genlerine bor¢luyuz. Yeni evimizde ya-
saya yasaya bir giin giizelce anladim, memnuniyetle soyle-
dim: Aman da Avrupa’da olmak ne hosmus, dedim Hale’ye.
Krakow’a ugtum, yurt ici fiyatina. Paris’e, Briiksel’e, Berlin’e
Amsterdam’dan tren var. Atla git. Giizel tabii yeni mi anla-
din, hi¢ Avrupa yuzi géormemis gibi konusuyorsun dedi. Sa-
sirdim ytiizime baktim acaba niye bdyle davraniyor.

Bir de dil kursundaki o kiza sasiriyorum. Beni devaml ze-
hirlemeye calisiyor. Bu hoca iyi gortiiniir ama 1rk¢idir, bana
niye Hollandaliyla evlendin dediydi bir gin, dedi. Simdi.
Kiz1 tanimasam inanacagim. Dinle térenle isim yok deme-
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me ragmen bana bayram sekeri getirmis. Sonra da diyor
ki benliginden, kimliginden utanma, gurur duy. Giiliim, g
yildir bu memlekettesin toplam iki defa sinemaya gitmigsin,
seni sevmeyen gorimcenden (hakli) bagka hi¢ arkadasin
yokmus, elini sallasan 7°’den 70’e géniilli calisan ariyorlar
her yere, evde canim sikiliyor diye sizlanip duruyorsun.
Ama! Bu hiikiimet daha ne yapsin? Bak Hollandaca 6gren
diye ayda bes kurusa bu kursu a¢cmis. Bir yandan bizlere
Hollandaca 6gretmeye calisiyorlar, bir yandan da her gece
televizyonda tartisiyorlar. Neyi? “Hep beraber nasil daha
uyumlu ve mutlu yasariz”1. Kimlerle? Ucte biri suyun alti-
na kurulmus bu iilke hentiz tizerinde giinesin batmadig1 bir
imparatorlukken itinayla somiirtilen kolonilerden gelen ya
da getirilen suvari yerlesiklerle; Faslisi-Tturku-Polonyalisi
20. yuzyilin ortasinda is-gli¢ sevdasiyla buraya go¢miusler-
le; Ortadogu colleriyle Afrika kiyilari son zamanlarda (ye-
niden) darmaduman edilince canlarini zor kurtarip sinir-
dan gecenlerle. Ne yapsin Hollanda, Yahudilerinin ¢ogunu
bir zamanlar kendi elleriyle Nazilere teslim ettiyse. Afri-
ka’ya dilini ithal edip oralarda diinya aleme 6rnek nizamda
gettolar kurduysa. Biz de dininden mezhebinden dilinden
dolay1 baya insancik astik kestik; vergiyle 6ldirdik olmad1
surduk oldurdik, yuruttik 6ldirdik olmadi kéyiinde topa
tuttuk daha olmad1 dagda éldirdiik; yetmedi otellerde yak-
tik yetmedi en taze oliulerini gomdiukleri cenazelerde vur-
duk. Gikimiz ¢ikiyor mu. Bizden masumu yok. En azindan
simdi ugrasiyor yargisiz, tarafsiz olmak icin bu Hollanda
insanlari. Deniyorlar. Belgeler esliginde utanip anitlar esli-
ginde Ozur diliyorlar. Hi¢ yoktan iyidir.

Zaten bu Avrupa dedigin tek dilli tek belli bir topluluk mu?
Ceklerle Slovaklar, Slovaklarla Macarlar, Macarlarla Rumen-
ler, Polonyalilarla Litvanyalilar, Belgikalilarla Hollandalilar,
Hollandalilarla Almanlar, Almanlarla Avusturyalilar, Nor-
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veclilerle Isvecliler mesela, birbirini pek sevmez. Onlara sor-
san Fransizlar kimseyi sevmez. (Ve Fransizlari kim sevsin,
derler. Ben severim. Insan ayirmam.) Sordum bir giin Sair’e.
Simdi senin dilini su eskiden bir oldugunuz komsu iilke an-
Iryor mu? Anlariz birbirimizi dedi. Peki dedim béliindiiniiz
iyi mi oldu? Sanki cevap oradan gelecekmis gibi, ucu o yasta
bile yercekimine yenilmemis hokka burnunun ucunu kasidi.
Omuzlarini silkip, iyi restoranlarla otellerin ¢cogu Ceklerde
kaldi, dedi. Biraz buna sinir oluyorum.

Ama mesela dedim Hale’ye bir giin, yine sanaldan konusuyo-
ruz, markette kasa sirasindayken kimsenin solugunu ensem-
de duymamak, maasin kag lira, Istanbul’'un neresindensin,
niye tek cocukla kaldiniz yapaydiniz bir tane daha, kardes
lazim bu kiza, gibi gibi sorguya ¢ekilmemek iyi geliyor insa-
na. Varsin herkes devamli havadan sikayet etsin. Su¢suz mu-
vekkillerini savunan sug¢suz avukatlar: islerini yapiyorlar
diye iceri atmiyorlar en azindan bizim gibi; bu aralar Istan-
bul’da en popiiler spor. Diyelim ki burada bisikletinle, birkag
milimetre yanlis yere ¢akilmis bir trafik isaretine ¢arptin;
belediyeden tazminatini giizel giizel alirsin. Bizde tazminat,
iskence sayesinde kemiklerin kemiklikten aklin akilliktan
ciksa bile hayal. Bizim oralarda mahkumlar kendilerine
zarar vermeye bayiliyor nedense! Kendini merdivenden at-
mayaydin. Kafani duvarlara carpmayaydin. Ayaklarini fala-
kaya yatirip hayalarini elektrige tutmayaydin. Kollarini ters
cevirip urganla o tavana asmayaydin ey mahkum efendi!

Suctan sug¢suzluktan konu agilmisken. Bir giin bizim kiz ¢ok
agladi. Normalde aglar gecer, babasi gibi hafif ruhludur, pek
bir seye takilmaz (bana ¢cekmemig siikir). O giin agla da agla;
ne agr1 kesici ne bir sey, fena bu dis olay1. Korktum. Yanda-
ki komsu bir sey zannedip polise haber verir de cocugumu
elimden aliwverirler diye. O panikle artik nasil bir saklaban-
Iik yaptiysam sustu uyudu minnos. Kelly bana bugiin diyor
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kiarabada; “Ne yazik ki burada ¢ocuguna kot davranan ¢cok
aile var. Komsum galiba kokain kullaniyor, emin olursam Co-
cuk Koruma’ya haber verecegim, kizini ¢ok zayif ve mutsuz
goruyorum ka¢ aydir.” Soruyorum: “Cok, ne kadar ¢ok? Me-
sela bizde kadin derneklerinin gii¢ bela polis raporlarindan,
onlara ulagabilen sikayetlerden, liclinci sayfa gazete haber-
lerinden derleyebildigi kadariyla her giin bir kadin 6ldiri-
lir. Saniriz ki her 1i¢ ¢ocuktan biri istismara ugramaktadair.
Kayitlara gecmeyen ve aile, mahalle, hastane, okul, yurt, koy,
kasaba icinde imeceyle stiimen alt1 edilen vakalar: bilmeyiz
bile. Tecaviize ugrarsin suclu yine sen olursun. Su an bir
cocuk kacg yasinda evlenebilir, ka¢ yasinda hamile kalabilir
onu tartisiyoruz.” Agzi saskinliktan acik kaliyor Kelly’nin.
Ya, diyorum, kolay m1 gelismekte olan bir iilke olmak. Bazen
gelismez, geri gidersin. Siz havadan sudan yakinin durun.

Sonra, dedim ki Hale’ye, yahu seker, burada nanny! yok.
Inanilmaz bir sey ama herkes kendi cocuguna kendi bakiyor!
Anneler, babalar, oma®lar, opa®lar, el birligiyle sabah
cocugu okula birak, 6gleden sonra gel al, gerekirse dansa,
gerekirse ylizmeye, gerekirse arkadasina birak, sonra yine
git al, sonra kostur kostur eve gel aksam yemegi yap, sonra
da ¢ocuklar: temiz pak, mutlu mesut ayni saatte erkenden
uyut. Bizdeki gibi restoranlarda kucakta, pusette, sandalyede
yorgunluktan bayilan ya da ana babalar “haydi simdi eller
havaya!” numayisi yaparken aslinda onun icin sokakta
karsilastig1 X kisisinden hicbir farki olmayan bir Filipinli ya
da Moldovyal1 kadincagizin elinde uyumaya c¢alisan gocuk
yok. Aglamiyor buradaki ¢ocuklar. Cocuklugun her tiirden
keyfini ¢ikarip bir de tstliine adam yerine konuyorlar, diye
ekledim. Aglayan cocuk gor, yiizde doksan alt1 buguk go¢cmen
cocugudur. Sen de mi insan ayiriyorsun, kocandan mi gecti,
dedi. Yok dedim, istatistiki bilgi bu. Bilirsin gézlemciyimdir.
Usenmedim saydim. Ne yapayim normal biri degilim.
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Evet normal biri degilsin, dedi Sair. Bizim evde de ayna var.
Nereme asik oldun.

Gozlerine belki dedim. Belki ellerine. Ellerin tam sevdigim
gibi, uzun ve kemikli.

Hep boyle kiskan¢ miydin sen dedi. Kiskanclik degil bu de-
dim. Ne peki o zaman dedi. Képlirdim yine. Képek gibi dzle-
yecegimi bile bile. Cekip gittim.

Endnotes
1 ingilizce, dadi.
2 Hollandaca, biytkanne.

3 Hollandaca, biytkbaba.
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Ciler ilhan
Translated from Turkish by Feyza Howell

I was foaming at the mouth. Why do you never reply to my
messages I asked. I've told you Princess, he said, I’ve had sev-
en operations on my eyes, I find mobile phones a struggle. Did
I calm down? Did I hell.

Itold Gamze I was madly in love. Fabulous, me next, she said.
But where did it come from anyway I asked. Never saw it
coming. Don’t be daft, this is love, not gonna ask for an ap-
pointment, is it? It’ll just come and hit you she said.

I'll improve my English and get a Facebook account Princess,
he said. For you.

Did neither though.

To be honest it’s not him I blame, it’s his government. If only
they’d looked up to their Dutch counterparts and introduced
teeny tiny tots to English with a view towards the future,
right, he could have written a poem for me in English, there-
by sparing me from gratitude for Mr Google’s self-appointed
translation tool.

Let’s part your hair on the left, said the bright second-gener-
ation stork who had migrated from Morocco to Den Haag. Uw
linkerkant is mooier. I examined my left side. She was right.
It did look prettier. So I sat down and wrote: ‘Although it’s my
left side that suffers, ’'m prettier than my left side.” The prof-
ligate use of ‘side’ in a single sentence left a nasty taste in my
mouth; I curled my lips disdainfully. After writing the next
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one, however, you’ve still got it, I said to myself: ‘So pain has
a beautifying side effect.’

But Amal’s style lasted no more than a day. I missed Seyit once
again. Really missed him. A three-minute walk and I’d get to
his salon, he’d give me such a lovely cut — one that worked on
either side, by the way - that looked fresh for several months.
Perhaps it’s Seyit’s effortlessly fantastic haircut I miss more
than Istanbul itself. Whatever. I’'m not normal.

But my husband says your hair’s lovely. He’s such a sweet-
ie. Always flatters me. Must confess, though, he needs a kick
under the table occasionally. If I told him once, I told him a
thousand times, yet he still forgets. Instead of saying I'm half
Turkish, half Swedish, he blurts out, ‘I’'m Turkish.” As if he’d
burst into a patriotic chant next. Yet mention his European
ancestors, and the doors burst open. Suddenly it’s all smiles.
Suddenly we’re all ‘us’ together. A party mood. My dark hair,
dark eyebrows and halting Dutch no longer stand out. We
owe even our home to my husband’s European genes. I enjoy
living in our new home, and chirped one day: How lovely it is
to be European, I exclaimed to Gamze. I flew to Krakow at a
domestic fare. You can hop on a train to Paris, Brussels, and
Berlin from Amsterdam. Of course it’s lovely, she replied, just
twigged, have you? Like you’d never been to Europe before! I
stared in shock, whatever had brought that about?

Then there’s the shocking girl on the language course. Con-
stantly trying to poison me. This teacher looks OK, but he’s
a racist, once he asked why I'd married a Dutchman, she
said. Right. I might have believed her if I didn’t know her.
Brought me festival sweets even though I’d made clear I hold
no truck with religion or customs or anything. Then she goes
and sez, don’t be ashamed of your identity, be proud. Hunny,
you’ve been here three years, only been to the flicks twice,
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got no friends other than your sister-in-law who doesn’t like
you (and with good reason), they’re looking for volunteers of
all ages wherever you look, yet you whinge you’re bored sit-
ting at home. Well! What more should this government do?
Look, they’ve launched this course for tuppeny-ha’penny so
you could learn Dutch. They’re not only trying to teach us
Dutch, but also air nightly TV debates on samenleven. How to
live more harmoniously and happily together, that is. With
whom? With the early settlers from colonies methodically ex-
ploited when this land - a third of which lies below the sea
—was an empire on which the sun never set, settlers brought
in or arrived of their own accord, with the mid-20th centu-
ry guest workers who’d flocked in from Morocco, Turkey or
Poland, and with the refugees who’d escaped by the skin of
their teeth from Middle Eastern deserts and African shores
recently (once again) devastated. So the Netherlands once
handed over the majority of their Jews to the Nazis? So they
exported their language to Africa and founded exemplary
ghettoes there? We, too, have hanged and killed so many due
to their religion or sect; we taxed them to death, didn’t work,
exiled them to death, didn’t work, marched them to death,
didn’t work, shelled their villages, didn’t work, killed them
on mountains, didn’t work; torched them in hotels didn’t
work shot them at funerals as they buried their latest dead.
Hear us complain? Washed with driven snow we are. At least
the Dutch are making an effort now to be objective, to be im-
partial. They’re trying. Ashamed by monumental evidence,
they apologise as they erect monuments. Better than nothing.

This thing you call Europe, anyway; it’s not exactly a singu-
lar society with a single language, is it? There’s not much love
lost between Czechs and Slovaks, Slovaks and Hungarians,
Hungarians and Romanians, Poles and Lithuanians, Belgians
and the Dutch, Germans and Austrians, or Norwegians and
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Swedes, for instance. And they all agree that the French like
no one. (No one likes the French anyway, they add. I do. I
don’t discriminate.) I asked the Poet one day. The neighbour-
ing country, the one that used to be part of yours, do they
understand your language? We understand one another, he
said. All right, I asked, was there a point to breaking up? He
scratched the tip of his upturned nose that still defies gravity
as if the answer lay there. Shrugged his shoulders and said
the Czechs got most of the good restaurants and hotels. It’s a
bit annoying actually.

But like, I said to Gamze one day, we were on a video call
as usual, it’s great not to have someone breathing down my
neck in the supermarket queue, or parry questions like how
much is your salary, whereabouts in Istanbul do you live,
why did you stop at one, your daughter needs a brother or sis-
ter. So what if everyone constantly moans about the weath-
er? At least they don’t bang up innocent lawyers defending
innocent clients for doing their job like we do; that’s the most
popular sport in Istanbul at present. Say you crashed your
bike into a traffic sign planted a few millimetres out of true:
you’ll get your compensation from the city council just like
that. Compensation in Turkey, on the other hand, would be a
dream even if your bones and your mind were tortured out
of all recognition. Our convicts have a weird penchant for
self-harm! Shouldn’t have thrown yourself down the stair-
case. Shouldn’t have smashed your head against the wall.
Shouldn’t have placed your feet in a bastinado, or passed
electricity through your testicles. Shouldn’t have fastened
your hands behind your back and hung from the ceiling oh
Mr Convict, should you?

Talking of guilt and innocence. One day our daughter cried
a lot. She rarely cries for long, like her dad, she’s quite easy
going (thankfully doesn’t take after me.) But on that occasion
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she cried and cried, painkillers were useless, toothache is
awful. I was scared. What if my next-door neighbour mis-
understood and called the police and my daughter was taken
away? Thankfully my little angel finally settled down, my
panicked clowning worked. Kelly says in the car today, ‘Sadly
so many families mistreat their children. I think my neigh-
bour’s on cocaine; I'll inform Child Protection once I'm sure.
Her daughter’s looked too skinny and unhappy for months.
I ask: ‘When you say so many, how many? With us, for in-
stance, based on what women’s associations can eke out from
police reports, complaints that reach them and page three
items, one woman is killed every day. One in every three
children is believed to be a victim of abuse. That’s excluding
the incidents collectively brushed under the carpet in fam-
ilies, neighbourhoods, hospitals, schools, lodgings, villages
or towns. You're the guilty party if you’re raped. Right now
we’re debating the age a child can marry or fall pregnant.
Her jaw drops. See, I say, it’s not easy, being a developing
country. Sometimes you even regress instead of develop. Car-
ry on grumbling about the weather.

Then, I said to Gamze, darling, no one has a nanny here.
Incredible, I know, but everyone looks after her own chil-
dren! Parents, omas and opas all pull together to drop them
off at school in the morning, collect them in the afternoon,
take them swimming or to their friends, then go back and
collect them once again, then rush around to go back home
and cook dinner, bath the children and put them to bed early
in the evening. Everyone’s happy. None of this letting them
fall asleep on laps, in pushchairs or chairs in restaurants — or
even trying to fall asleep in the arms of some hapless Filipina
or Moldovan (who is no closer than some nondescript pas-
ser-by) as the parents clown around. Children don’t cry here.
They get to enjoy their childhood and they matter, I added. If
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you see a crying child, you can be ninety six and a half per
cent sure it’s a migrant child. Are you discriminating now,
something you got from your husband, she asked. No, I said,
it’s statistics. You know how observant I am. I took the trou-
ble to count. I’'m not normal, remember?

That’s right, said the Poet, you’re not normal. I got mirrors at
home. What part of me did you fall in love with.

Your eyes perhaps I said. Perhaps your hands. They’re just
how Ilike them, long and bony.

Have you always been this jealous he asked. It’s not jealousy I
replied. What then he said. I was foaming at the mouth again.
Knowing full well I'd miss him. Madly. I stormed off.
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Janis Jonevs

Pietura uz solina séz Cetri, laiZ apkart pudeli. Nav pattkami
uz viniem skatities. Vai ir izveidojusies cita rase? Viniem ir
kads pavisam citas kategorijas vecums, visi maza auguma,
tumsam sejam.

Tie, kas apkart stav, nav diez ko labaki, kur§ grilojas, kurs
splaudas, kurs vemj. Pensionari atkapusies patalu. Lauris stav
pusdistance. Kapéc Sada vieta vinam jagaida trolejbuss? Bet
nekas, vin$ nav lepns. Tur ir ari viens tineidZers, tads no nor-
malas pasaules, pagaidam. Tagad vins te didas, Cakaré savu
telefonu. Mulkis. Protams, ka no zemes, no tunela talit izlien
drebeligs, bet budigs radijums un piesienas jaunulim.

— Kas tas par telefonu? Jauns? Tas ir aifons vai tas nav aifons?

Ipasnieks atbild klusi, nemaz nepriecajas, ka lidzcilvéku inte-
reseé vina jauka manta.

— Baterija tur visu dienu?

Ipasnieks sak stastit, pats sev licis noticét, ka te ir tehnologiju
forums.

Tad pazemes cilvéks keras pie lietas:
— Iedod piezvanit!

TineidZers negrib dot. Ka ta, vini tacu tik draudzigi térzeja. Zel
iedot uz minati piezvanit?

— Tu kas, baidies?
Neé, nebaidas vin$ necik. Bet vinam jaiet divus solus talak. Lie-

lais nak lidzi.
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— Es tev kilu dodul!

Un dod savu keponu. Slima varna tur pérkli netaisitu, nég, ta nav
laba kila. Bet darjjumam ir janotiek, lielais runa arvien uzsta-
jigak, un telefonu jau tur divas rokas, lielais rauj, bet saimnieks
vélneatlaiz. Apkartir pilns ar cilvekiem. Tacu visi skatas prom.
Kurs peéta stacijas pulksteni, kurs sava delirija ainas. Tomeér ne,
ne visi. Lauris skatas uz telefona incidentu. Vins sev saka: “Kas
tad ir? Nekas. Vai tad tieSam nevar iedot piezvanit. Cilveks ie-
dzeéris, blaustigs, kas tur.” Telefons jau ir nonacis pie liela. Vins
saka, talit atdoSot, bet tineidZers piekeras vina rokai, vinam ne-
patik 31 situacija. “Gan jau tulit atdos. Abi tacu bezmaz sadrau-
dzejas. Ja kas, es skatos.”

Viniem pievienojas vél kads. Tas ir no tiem, kuri séd&ja uz sola.
Vin$ ir auguma mazaks par tineidZeru, virs melnas jakas ap-
kakles zvarstas Zurkas profils. Vin§ saka lielajam:

— Atpisies no vina.

Un tas momenta atpiSas. Atdod telefonu, telo vél piedzérusaku:
— Ko es? Ko es?

Un aizvakas projam. Viss, incidents beidzas.

Kopsavilkums. TineidzZers ir liksms, telefons ka no jauna. Lie-
lais ir visu jau aizmirsis, tikai sird1 palicis kads miklains aiz-
vainojums, tacu ta ir katru dienu. Mazais pieturas valdnieks
ir apmierinats, vin$ ir sava vieta, sava dzive. Tikai Lauris ir
nelaimigs.

Tai vakara vin$ devas majas un domaja: “Es esmu glévulis.”
Vin$ butu vargjis aizstavet to puiku. Vin$ taCu atceréjas, ka
kadreiz — vairakkart - vinam bija tieSi tapat, vins zinaja, ka tas
puika jutas. Vins tacu gandriz iejaucas. Vin$ buatu iejaucies, ja
lielais tieSam neatdotu. Tacu pieturas bandits bija atraks par
vinu. Kas tam uznaca par taisniguma atavismu? Noladétais,
drosmigais Zurkcilveks. Vin$ padarija Lauri par glevuli.
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Mamonovs teica, dazadi ir celi uz debesim. Pieméram, jauna-
kais virsnieks, $ads un tads, bet metas uz granatas, lai glabtu
savus kareivjus. Pa taisno uz debesim!

Virsnieks, iespéjams, médza lamaties un reiz nozaga tris galo-
Sas. Bet uz granatas vins$ 1éca nedomadams.

Més nelamajamies, apnicis. Un nezogam praktiski nemaz. Var-
but gramatvediba kaut kas nav tirs, bet més neko, més tikai
tiram viniem Sautenes. Més esam normali, un tas nav maz.
Tacu kur ir miasu granatas? Varbat més nemestos nedomada-
mi, més mazliet padomatu, bet tad gan mestos!

Ne, ladzu, neparprotiet tur, augsa! Nevajag karu. Masu rama
daba, masu Saubas ir uzvaréjusas karu. Tas ir misu nopelns.
Bet kalai mes zinam, kas més esam? Vai mums tomeér nevajag
kadas mazas, ramas granatas? Kadu mazu iespé&ju but dros-
migam?

Taipasa vakara bija kada svariga balle. Sen nesatikti un svari-
gidraugi, nezinami cilveki, kas noteikti jaiepazist.

Lauris tikai precizi nezinaja, kur jaiet, norades bija aptuvenas.
Vin$ métajas apjucis no nama uz namu.

Pie kadam durvim staveja dzeks, kurs Laurim likas ne ta kaut
kur redzéts, ne ar kadu citu saiti vienots... Varbtt ta lika do-
mat ilgoSanas deformétie vaibsti. Lauris vinu uzrunaja:

— Lai veiksmiga diena! Vai Seit ir lielie svetki?
DzZeks neskatijas uz vinu, tikai pateica:
— Aizvacies, ]auj man domat.

“Tads rugulis,” nodomaja Lauris un gaja ieksa, it ka butu sane-
mis apstiprinosu atbildi. Tikai ceturtaja stava Lauris atjedzas:
“Vin$ man uzbrauca!”. Apstajas analizét. “Ka vinS$ teica? Atpi-
sies? Ng, ne atpisies. Drizak: “Ka lai es zinu ...” vai pat “Atvai-
nojiet, man citas darisanas”. Bet tas “atvainojiet” bija pavisam
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kluss. Lauris pagriezas un kapa atpakal, vins vélreiz uzrunas
sveso, lai saprastu, ko tad tas 1sti gribéja teikt, ko 1sti no sevis
iedomajas. Jo zemak vin$ kapa, jo skaidrak apzinajas, ka sve-
Sais jau bus aizgajis, un jo vairak vinu ienida. Atkal. Piepil-
dijas vina lagSana, bet vins to atkal palaida garam. Tas érms
vinu pazemoja un aizgaja uzvareéjis. Ak, kad es vinu kadu die-
nu nokersu...

Erms stavéja pirmaja stava, durvis. Ieraudzijis Lauri, vins teica:
— EsJoti atvainojos!

Bet Lauris teica:

— Ko jus! Par ko jus vispar runajat?

Un uzcienaja sveso ar cigareti, kapéc vins te nokapa, tacu jau
uzpipét. Svesais dZeks jautaja:

— Te Sovakar ir ta liela balle?
— Kur tad citur. Te.

— Septinpadsmitais dzivoklis?
— Kurs tad cits.

Lai pieraditu savu legalitati, Lauris tomér atvéra aicinajuma
1szinu.

— NBg, tas ir, divdesmit treSais dzivoklis.
—]Ja, ja, tieSi ta. Divdesmit treSais,
Svesais miluprat piekrita.

— Tad jau tiekas!

— Noteikti.

Vins$ likas tik redzéts, ka Lauris kautréjas iepazities. Vai varbut
tomér neredzéts. Velak sapratis. Lauris kapa vélreiz augsup,
bet svesais palika, laikam vél kadu gaida.
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“Bet es vairs neko negaidiSu,” sev apsolija Lauris. “Tukstosreiz
es esmu gaidijis. Takstosreiz ir bijusi 1 sajuta, ka kaut kas pa-
visam noteikti notiks. Viss. Pietiek paranojas. Pietiek splaut
dzivei acls. Es vairs neko negaidu, es vienkarsi dzivoju, un So-
vakar es normali socializé$os.”

Nevareja ieraudzit nevienu pazistamu. Lauris nolika savu
burbonu uz dzérienu galda un gaja meklét savéjos. Nevienu
neatrada, saka Saubities, vai vin$ vispar ir 1staja ballg, vai tas
vispar ir vins, kas te atnacis.

Aiz loga vakars Kkrita par pilsétu, jumti, dzegas, skurstenslau-
ki, pazuda viss, kas nupat vél bija redzams, bet meitene palika
pie loga un skatijas. Lauris skatijas uz meiteni, ne jau acis — ka
gan vins$ to varétu, ja vina skatas pa logu. Domas aizklida un
pazuda, bet peksni vins bija iektlies saruna un kads teica:

— Es ar tevi runaju! Kur ir normala kola?

Lauris paskatijas uz galdu, tur staveja divas divlitrigas kolas
pudeles.

— Tas ir parastas! Man vajag zero!

Lauris paskatijas uz runataju un nodomaja: “Par véelu, vecais!”
Tas bija kads aptusis teftelis, pikts, jo roka vinam bija glaze ar
bruno, bet, lak, truka ar ko atjaukt. Vin$ nenomierinajas:

— Tu izdzeéri visu zero kolu, lempi?

Tas bija kas traks! Visi Sovakar ganis Lauri? Vins ieskatijas tu-
Sna seja. PatieSam, tas bija Herberts no Laura skolas! Tikai labi
uzpampis, burZzuazéjies 11dz nepaziSanai, tomér nenoliedzami
vins.

— Kam tev kola? Tu agrak krutkai uzdzeéri Lielupes udeni.

Un ko tikai vél Herberts nedarija. Ejosa vilciena parlida no
loga uz logu, tapat vien, ponta péc. Tagad vins$ vilies nolika
glazi, panéma granatabolu, saka to micit.

— Tapéc jau cilveks aug. Tev ar1 vajadzétu.
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Lauris gribéja apskaut Herbertu par So jaunibas apliecinaju-
mu, bet nebija dross, vai pietiks roku garuma.

Meitene pameta logu, pienaca pie dzérienu galda, ko musu
kungi nepameta ne bridi, un teica:

— Tur ara uz jumta kads ir.

Herberts, ta arl neko neiesacis ar granatabolu, pameta to Lau-
rim, panéma savu glazi bez visas kolas. “Izradas! Tads vecis,
dzer tiro! Izradas meitenei!” uzreiz nodomaja Lauris. Sacen-
sibas de] ar1 vinam meitene uzreiz iepatikas. Vin$ pabeidza
savu kokteili un ielgja sev ari tiru. Neviens no abiem neieklau-
sIjas meitenes vardos, un vina saka pétit savu telefonu.

— Al, gadi, gadi, ko ne, vecais?
Ta Lauris.

— Kas ar gadiem?

Pretl jautaja Herberts.

— Tad tev nekadu kolu nevajadzéja! Toreiz més ar cirvjiem si-
tam zivis un jélas lekséjam!
— Tu jau toreiz nebiji!

PatieSam, Lauris bija piemirsis, ka par o piedzivojumu bija
tikai dzirdgjis. Bet kapéc Herbertam vajadzéja ta teikt. Vins
saskuma un teica:

— Agrak bija dzive.

Vin$ nebija pamanijis, ka blakus staveja kads nepazistams
bardainis, un tagad Sis jaucas saruna:

— Es joprojam esmu dumpinieks! Redzat, es valkaju armijas
bikses! Un es nevairos kapt pelkés!

Tas ieintereséja Herbertu:
— TieSam kap pelkes?

—Ja, gadas!

-203 -



Glabsana

— Tu esi kreizi dZeks! Varbut par daudz tomeér riske?
Meitene telefona bija atradusi ko tadu, ar ko gribéja dalities:
— “LatvieSu virieSus dzen pasiznicinasanas instinkts.”

— Tas par tevil

Herberts piebakstija bardainim. Meitene lasija talak:

— ““Adrenalins, vélme sajust, ka esi dz1vs,” skaidro psihotera-
peite ASmane.”

Neviens nezinaja, ko 1sti teikt. Meitene atkal piegaja pie loga,
atkal skatijas. Kaut kas tur bija, un vina véra logu vala. Meite-
ne izliecas ara, talu, svarku mala pacélas un atklaja zeku mez-
gines, bet meitene teica:

— Tur ir kakis!
It ka tas kadu interesétu, talit pie palodzes savacas laudis.
— Kur tad ir? Nav.

Bet tieSam, tumsa, ja skatijas tik ilgi, ka jau apnika, bija re-
dzamas divas zalas acis. Kads praktiskais prats pagraba deju
atmosférai paredzéeto prozektoru un pagrieza uz arpusi.

—Ja!
Meitene radija ar pirkstu. Uz stikla jumta pusstavu zemak va-
réja saskatit peleku kumski. Vai tad kaki ir tik mazi?

— Pavisam mazs kakéns! Ka vins$ tur gadijies?
Bardainis bija no tiem, kas visu zina:

— Tie tadi kaki, kas dzivo uz jumta. Ir tadi.

— Bet tik mazs!

Jumta kakis sakustéjas. Luk, vins spéra soli, bet nemacgja vél
jumta kaku trikus, paslidéja un uz védera nosluca vienu jumta
posmu zemak. Tas vinam paSam varbut Skita amizanti, tacu ta
vin$ pietuvojas jumta malai, aiz kuras Cetri stavi tukSuma un
tramvajs. Meitenes ievaidéjas.
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— Kaut kas ir jadara!

Ta viena bija pa 1stam satraukusies. Kakénam sametas garlai-
cigi un vins noslaca vel metru uz leju.

— Jasauc ugunsdzeseji!
Bardainis Stukoja:

— Ugunsdzéséji atbrauks péc pusstundas, labi, ja. Sastrégumi.
Un pagaidam kakis iet leja ar atrumu, mhn, metrs tris mina-
tés. L1dz malai palicis... nepaspés! Tas ir drosi.

Herberts vinam teica:
— Tad ko? Tu tacu pat no pelkém nebaidies.

Lauris sajuta, ka tas atkal ir klat, kads cits, vai bardains vai
kads, bus tur, kur ir jabat vinam. Vins bija ladzis So situaciju
(varbut ne gluzi tadu, bet ok). Vinam atkal grib to atnemt. Né,
Sis nav par kaki vai sacensibu, Sis ir personisks véstijums tikai
vinam vienam.

— NEg, es pats!

Vins iesaucas, it ka vin$ tieSam butu nometis So kakagabalu
uz jumta.

Lauris izspraucas caur mazo drizmu un hop! - izléca pa logu.

Nekads lielais leciens tas nebija, kajas vien japarmet par palo-
dzi. Tepat bija tas jumts. Vakara gaiss ieplada Lauri, un vins
sajuta, ka mirkliiedarbojas viss izdzertais burbons. “TieSi tas,
kas man Sobrid vajadzigs,” vin$ nocukstéja un spéra pirmo
soli. Jums bija diezgan slips. Sis ir tas mirklis, par ko vins ir
sapnojis, vin$ ir varonis proZektora gaisma, tagad nav 1sta rei-
ze pielaist bikses. Domat tikai par nakamo soli.

Kakis bija jau pavisam Kklat. Plaukstas izmeéra, pukains. Jau
var ieskatities acis, tur ir bailes un nekauniba. Lauris izstiepa
roku —
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Kakis pieauga sekundes laika, tas ir, ne jau izméra, bet veik-
I1iba. Izvairjjas no rokas un aizjoza augSup, sakuma veél paris
reizes nospolgja, bet tad aiztesas smiekligiem lécieniem svét-
ku loga virziena.

— Kaki, kaki, kaki!
Meicas spiedza ka Hosielas koncerta.
— Uzmanies -

Laurim izlauzas kada veél nebijusi emocija. No loga skanéja
meitenes balss:

— Nokeéru! A - vin$ mani apcuraja!
— Vin$ ir lielisks,

atzina Lauris, un kratijas apbrina smieklos. Vins neatceréjas,
kad butu tik labi juties.

Vin$ redzéja, ka cilveku murskulis ar kaki vida parcelas dzi-
vokla vidiené.

Ne, vini vienkars$i mani aizmirsa. Geniali. Viniem nevajag
varoni.

Tapat ka es neesmu juasu. Vin§ nemaz negribéja iet atpakal.
Lauris paskatijas apkart, leja. Upe tec€ja, un tramvajs tecéja,
un cilveki tecéja. Tikai vins viens bija izkritis no eksistences,
nekustigs universa centrs.

- v

Troksnis ieduras ka adata, tas tieSam izklausijas ka Saviens.
Un spiedzienu koris. N&, gulétaja istaba nekas nemainijas. Sa-
lats? Lauris paskatijas uz balles logu. Tur skaidri bija redzams
siluets, vin§ pazina So profiluy, tas bija nervozais dzeks, ko vin§
satika leja. Vina roka bija paversta uz griestiem, un taja bija
pistole. Vin$§ izSava veélreiz, bira apmetums, un vin$ kliedza,
vardi krita asi un noteikti. Neviens neatbild€ja. SveSais pa-
griezas un devas prom. Klusums.

“Kapéc atkal?” gribéja jautat Lauris. Bet né. Vins saprata. Ka-
kis bija vinu izglabis no naves vai no glévulibas.
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Janis Jonevs
Translated from Latvian by Kaija Straumanis

Four guys sit on the bench, passing around a bottle. They’re not
easy on the eyes. Are they the dawning of a new race? They’re
of indeterminate age, all with short builds and dark faces.

The others standing by them aren’t much better; staggering,
spitting, vomiting. The elderly people waiting at the stop
keep their distance. Lauris stands between the groups. Why
does a tram stop like this have to be his stop? No matter, he’s
not arrogant. There’s a teenager waiting, too, a kid from the
normal side of things, for the time being. The kid is fidget-
ing and playing with his phone. Idiot. Of course, a jittery, but
large figure emerges from the underground passage and ap-
proaches the kid.

- What kind of phone is that? Is it new? An iPhone, or some-
thing?

The kid replies in a quiet voice, not at all thrilled that this guy
is interested in his fancy toy.

- Does it stay charged up all day?

The kid starts to tell him about the phone, as if convincing
himself that this is a forum for technology.

Then the guy cuts to the chase:
- Let me make a call!

The teenager doesn’t want to give him the phone. But why
not, they were getting along so well. Can’t he just let the man
make a quick call?
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- You afraid or something?

No, the kid isn’t afraid. But he takes two steps back. The big
guy follows him.

- I’'ve got collateral!

And he hands the kid his hat. A diseased crow wouldn’t build
a nest in that thing, no, it’s not great collateral. But the trans-
action has to happen, the big guy keeps insisting, and now
there are two hands on the phone; the man is pulling on it,
but the kid isn’t letting go. They are surrounded by people.
But all of them are looking away. Checking the station clock,
daydreaming. But not everyone. Lauris is watching the inci-
dent with the phone. He says to himself: “So what. Big deal.
Just let the guy make a call. He’s drunk and loud, nothing
more.” Now the big guy has the phone. He’s saying he’ll give
it right back, but the teenager grabs his arm, he doesn’t like
where this is going. “He’ll probably give it right back. They’re
practically friends. Worst case, I’ve got my eye on them.”

Then someone steps in. It’s one of the guys who had been sit-
ting on the bench. He’s shorter than the teenager, the face
above the collar of the black jacket has the profile of a rat. He
says to the big guy:

- Piss off.

And he does. He gives the phone back to the kid, and pretends
to be even more drunk than he is:

- What’d I do? What?
And he wanders off. That’s it, it’s over.

In short: the teenager is happy, he has his phone back. The
big guy has already forgotten it all, leaving with only a foggy
awareness of feeling offended, but that’s how he feels every
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day. The squat ruler of the tram stop is pleased with himself;
he’s in his place, his life. Lauris is the only unhappy one.

That night Lauris went home and thought: “I’'m a coward.” He
could’ve defended that kid. He could remember — on multiple
occasions - finding himself in that same situation, he knew
how the kid had felt. Lauris had almost stepped in. He would
have stepped in, if the big guy hadn’t given the phone back.
But the tram-stop bandit was quicker than him. What had
sparked that atavism of social justice? Goddamn ballsy rat-
face. He had made Lauris a coward.

Mamonov said there were several roads to heaven. For ex-
ample, a junior officer, just your average guy, throws himself
on a grenade to save his soldiers. A straight ticket to heaven!

Or maybe the officer had a tendency to curse and once stole
three galoshes. But he threw himself on that grenade without
so much as a second thought.

We don’t curse; we’re tired of it. And we barely ever steal.
There may be a few issues with the bookkeeping, sure, but
that’s not on us — we just clean their guns. We’re normal
people, and that’s saying a lot. But where are our grenades?
We may not throw ourselves on them without thinking,
we’d mull it over a bit, but we’d throw ourselves on them all
the same!

No, please don’t misunderstand, you up there! We don’t need
a war. Our serene nature and our doubts have won the war.
That’s our reward. But how are we supposed to know who
we are? Don’t we need a small, peaceful grenade? One small
opportunity to be brave?
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There was an important party that same night. Friends he
hasn’t seen in a while, influential friends, and new people
whom he definitely should get to know.

Only Lauris didn’t know where exactly to go; the directions
to the party were approximate at best. So he wandered from
building to building.

By the door to one of the apartment buildings stood a guy
Lauris had never seen before, but felt like perhaps he had ...
Maybe it was the guy’s expression, distorted by frustration,
that made Lauris think that. Lauris addressed him:

- Hope things are well! Is this where the big party’s at?
The guy didn’t look at him, but replied:
- Fuck off, let me think.

“Someone’s grumpy,” Lauris thought, and went inside, as if
the guy had answered in the affirmative. It wasn’t until the
fourth floor that it hit Lauris: “He told me to fuck off!” Lauris
stopped to think. “What did he say again? Fuck off? No, not
fuck off. Rather: ‘How should I know ...’ or even ‘Sorry, I have
somewhere to be.’ But the ‘sorry’ had been half-whispered.”
Lauris turned to go back down, he’d confront the guy, ask him
what, exactly, he had meant to say, who he thought he was.
The further downstairs he went, the more he realised the guy
would already be gone, and the more Lauris hated him. Again.
Once again his wish had come true, and once again he had let
the opportunity slide. This ass had made a fool of him and left
triumphant. Man, if I ever catch that guy.

And there the guy was, standing in the doorway on the
ground floor. He saw Lauris and said:

-I’'m so sorry!

But Lauris said:
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- No worries! What are you even on about?

And he offered the stranger a cigarette, which is why he came
downstairs, to smoke. The guy asked:

- Is this where the big party is tonight?
- Yup. Where else.

- Apartment seventeen?

- Of course.

To prove he was legitimate, Lauris double-checked the invi-
tation text message.

- No, wait, it’s apartment twenty-three.
- Right, right, yes. Twenty-three.

The guy eagerly agreed.

- Then see you there!

- Absolutely.

He seemed so familiar that Lauris was too embarrassed to
introduce himself. Or maybe they really hadn’t ever met
before. He’d figure it out later. Lauris headed upstairs once
more, but the stranger stayed out front, possibly to wait for
someone.

“But me, 'm not waiting anymore,” Lauris told himself. “I’ve
waited a thousand times over. A thousand times it’s felt like
something is just about to happen. But enough. ’'m done with
the paranoia. Done with spitting in life’s face. ’'m not going to
wait for anything anymore, I'm going to live, and tonight 'm
just going to hang out.”
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He didn’t see anyone he recognised. Lauris set down his bour-
bon on the drink table and went to find his friends. When he
couldn’t find them, he started to question whether he was at
the right party, whether he was even really there.

Evening settled down over the city, the roofs, the eaves, the
chimney sweeps, everything that had been visible until then
now disappeared — but the girl staring outside stayed by the
window. Lauris looked at the girl, but not in the eyes, how
could he when she was looking out the window? His thoughts
wandered and then dissipated, but then he suddenly found
himselfin conversation with someone who was saying:

- ’'m talking to you! Where’s the Coke?

Lauris glanced at the table, where there were two two-litre
bottles of Coke.

- That’s regular Coke! I need Coke Zero!

Lauris looked at the speaker and thought: “Too late, buddy!”
It was some half-drunk partygoer who was pissed because he
had a glass of liquor in his hand and nothing to mix it with.
He didn’t back down:

- You drink all the Coke Zero, jackass?

What was this! Was everyone going to get on Lauris’s case to-
night? He took a closer look at the guy. It was, it was Herberts,
from Lauris’s school! He was bulked up now, dressed to the
nines and unrecognisable, but it was Herbert.

- What do you need Coke for? You used to chase moonshine
with water from the Lielupe River.

What hadn’t Herbert done back then. He’d climb out of one
window and back into the next on a moving train just for
laughs. Now he put down his glass in frustration, picked up a
pomegranate, and began to knead it.
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- That’s why people grow up. You should try it.

Lauris wanted to hug Herberts for this acknowledgement of
their youth, but he wasn’t certain his arms could reach all the
way around him.

The girl stepped away from the window and approached the
drink table, where Lauris and Herberts were still standing,
and said:

- Something’s out on the roof.

Herberts tossed the pomegranate to Lauris and picked up his
glass, sans Coke. “He’s showing off! A real man, drinking lig-
uor straight! He’s showing off for the girl!” Lauris thought.
Suddenly Lauris liked the girl too, for sake of competition. He
downed his cocktail and poured himself some liquor. Neither
of them had heard what she had said, so the girl turned her
attention to her phone.

Lauris spoke:

- Ah, the years, the years, you know, man?
Herberts asked in reply:

- What about them?

- You didn’t need any Coke back then! Back then we’d bludg-
eon fish with axes and then swallow them raw!

- You weren’t there for that!

It was true, Lauris had forgotten that he’d only heard about
this incident. But why did Herbert have to point it out. Lauris
grew sad and said:

- Those were the days.

He didn’t notice the bearded stranger standing next to them
who had joined them. Now the newcomer interrupted their
conversation:
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- m still a rebel! See, I'm wearing cargo pants! And I don’t
avoid puddles!

Herberts found that interesting:
- You really walk right through puddles?
- Yeah, it happens!

- Well, you’re just bad news! Maybe you’re taking too many
risks?

The girl found something on her phone that she wanted to
share with the rest of them:

- “Latvian men are driven by an instinct for self-destruction.”
Herberts elbowed the bearded guy.

- That’s you!

The girl kept reading:

- “Adrenaline, the desire to feel that you’re alive,” explains
psychotherapist ASmane.”

No one knew what to say. The girl went back to the window,
stared out of it again. There was something out there, and
she opened the window. She leaned out, far out, and the hem
of her skirt rose to reveal the lace of her stockings. The girl
announced:

- There’s a cat out there!

A group of people drew toward the window as if it were some-
thing really exciting.

- Where? I don’t see it.

But if you stared into the darkness long enough, until you were
about sick of it, you could make out two green eyes. One practi-

cal-minded person grabbed the spotlight intended to lend the
party some atmosphere and pointed it out the window.
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- There!

The girl pointed. They could make out a small, grey shape on
the glass roof half a story down. Could a cat really be that
small?

- It’s a tiny kitten! How did it get there?

The bearded guy spoke, apparently a know-it-all:

- There’re cats like that, that live on roofs. Roof cats.
- But it’s so small!

The roof cat moved. It took a step, but hadn’t yet learned the
tricks to being a roof cat, and it slipped and slid down the
roof a ways on its stomach. The cat may have found it fun,
but it was nearing the edge of the roof, beyond which was a
four-storey drop and tram tracks. The girls wailed.

- Someone do something!

The first girl was really upset. The kitten grew bored, and
then slid another metre down.

- We should call the fire department!
The bearded guy mulled this over:

- The firemen would get here in half an hour, if even. Traf-
fic. And the cat is going down fast, say, one metre every three
minutes. By the time it hits the edge ... they won’t make it in
time! That’s for sure.

Herberts said:
-Sothenwhat? You’re the one who’s not even afraid of puddles.

Lauris felt that this was it, that someone, the bearded guy or
someone else, was going to be where he was supposed to be.
He had wished for this moment (well, maybe not this exact

-215-



Rescue

one, but okay). And again it would be stolen from him. No,
this wasn’t about a cat or a competition, this was a message
for him and him alone.

-TI'll doit!

He shouted this as if he had been the one to throw the kitten
out onto the roof.

Lauris pushed his way through the small crowd and there!
He jumped out the window.

It wasn’t far to jump, he just had to swing his legs over the
windowsill. And the roof was right there. The evening air
flooded into Lauris and for a moment he felt the effects of all
the bourbon he’d consumed. “Just what I need right now,” he
whispered to himself and took a step. This was the moment
he’d been dreaming of, he was the hero in the spotlight -
this was not the time to piss himself. Just think about the
next step.

He had almost reached the kitten. A fluffy mass, big as his
hand. He could see its eyes, filled with fear and impishness.
Lauris reached out his hand -

The cat grew in a second, not in size, but in agility. It dodged
him and scrambled upward; it slid down a few more times,
but then galloped awkwardly toward the window and the

party.
- Kitty, kitty, kitty!

The girls squealed like they were at a Hospitalu iela concert,
chanting for the band to sing its song “Cat”.

- Watch out -
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An unknown emotion blossomed in Lauris. A girl’s voice
came from the window:

- I caught it! Gah! It peed on me!

“Good cat,” Lauris thought, and started to shake with laugh-
ter. He couldn’t remember the last time he felt that good.

He could see the crowd of people surrounding the cat migrate
to the centre of the apartment.

No, they all forgot about me. Awesome. They didn’t need a
hero.

And I'm not your hero. He didn’t want to go back in. Lau-
ris looked around, down. The river flowed along, the trams
moved along, the people walked along. He was the only one
who had fallen out of existence, the immovable centre of the
universe.

The sound pierced him like a needle, it sounded exactly like
a gunshot. And then a chorus of screams. Fireworks? Lau-
ris looked up at the window he’d climbed out of. He could
clearly make out a silhouette; he knew that profile, it was the
cagey guy whom he’d met out front. His hand was pointed at
the ceiling, and it was holding a gun. He fired again, plaster
rained down, and he was shouting, the words falling sharp
and precise. No one answered. The silhouette turned and left.
Then, Silence.

“Seriously, again?” Lauris wanted to ask. But no. He under-
stood. The kitten had rescued him, be it either from death or
from cowardice.
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Kao san koji odbija da me napusti ¢ak i onda kad sam veé
odavno budna, takva je ta misao o njemu. Lagani dorucak,
kakav uvek spremam pred let avionom, zvuk koji ispusta
toster dok poletno izbacuje krisku hleba uvis, miris Caja
koji ispunjava malu kuhinju, u kojoj jo$ vlada polumrak, jer
svanulo je tek sa druge strane zgrade, pogled u frizider, ho¢u
li bilo Sta da stavim na tost, ne, ipak nista, suviSe nestrpljiva
cak i da bih sazvakala zalogaj, samo progutati taj hleb, samo
ga zaliti Cajem, tek toliko da mi ne bude muka. Pa ipak, sve
vreme dok to radim, i dalje sam u snu. Nisam se probudila i
necu se probuditi.

Proslo je skoro mesec dana otkad smo lezali u njegovom
krevetu, tamo na Cetvrtom spratu, u sobi sa malim krovnim
prozorima, zbog kojih izgleda kao da spoljni svet i ne postoji.
Samo nebo, kiSa, zvezde. Vetar koji ponekad nocéu prelazi
preko stakla i daje nam opravdanje da se stisnemo jo$ viSe
jedno uz drugo. Negde dole, daleko ispod nas, u svetu koji
ne vidimo, grad Zivi svoj Zivot, koji i 1i¢i i ne li¢i na ostatak
Osla. Uvek obecavam da ¢u jednom siéi i kupiti velike plave
patlidZane, strukove celera i perSuna, i napraviti neko
neobicno jelo koje Karsten nikad nije probao. Aliza to ne bude
vremena. Vodimo ljubav, jedemo pahuljice u mleku, i onda
opet vodimo ljubav. To je taj san iz kog se ne budim. Ruka
koja reda zrna suvog groZzda po meni, kao dugmad na Deda
Mrazu. Zatim ih pojede, jedno po jedno, odozgo na dole. Dok se
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zvezde u prozorurastapajuiobjavljujudan. Uvek suviSe brzo.
Ponekad, ipak, odlu¢imo da pogledamo kako izgleda svet, pa
sidemo zavojitim stepenicama, izademo na ulicu, utopimo
se u masu, hodamo izmedu turista, biciklista, Setaca pasa,
Zena u burkama koje vode decu za ruke, obilazimo trotoare
prepune tezgi sa vocem i povréem. Ovaj grad mi uvek izgleda
drugacije kad hodam pored tebe, kaZe Karsten. Iako sam u
njemu proveo €itav Zivot. Smejem se. Sta je drugacije? Boje,
kaZe on,boje! Nekako,uopsStenisam svestansvih ovih bojakad
idem sam. I zaista, iznad prenatrpane piljarnice okacena je
zelenareklama za pivo, odmah kraj nje, na prvom spratu, dve
zardinjere pune crvenog cveca, mnogo Sarenih suncobrana
ispred svake radnje, prugaste tende iznad robe, ¢istac ulice u
jarkonarandZastim pantalonama, hrpebananaidinjausvim
nijansama Zute, starica divne srebrne kose koja bira jagode.
Ovaj kvart ima svoje boje, mirise koji su drugaciji na svakom
uglu, svoj zvuk koji je meSavina decije cike, kombija koji uvek
nesto Cekaju upaljenog motora, pulsiranja semafora, zvonca
bicikala, kolica koja se kotrljaju po ploCniku natovarena
svim isvacéim, ljudi koji pri¢aju u sluSalice okacene na usSima,
obi¢no na jezicima koji su mi nerazumljivi. Drzim ruku
u dZepu Karstenove jakne, ¢as prepletemo prste, pa onda
opet celu moju Saku obuhvati svojom. I tako do kafea. Tamo
naruc¢imo espreso i grickamo plasti¢ne kasiCice. Onaj svet je
idalje na ulici i mi se pretvaramo da mu pripadamo. A nesto
dalje, u zgradi, na ¢etvrtom spratu, ¢eka nas jastuk koji cuva
oblike nasih lobanja, ¢ak i kad mi nismo u sobi. I ¢arSavi koji
miriSu na dve prethodne noci. To je taj san.

Srec¢an put, kaZe vozac taksija iznose¢i moj mali kofer
na plo¢nik, i to je prvi i poslednji put da ¢ujem njegov glas.
Mahnem mu kao starom znancu i on se nasmeje kao da
zna gde idem. Zene koje Zure i koje su u rano jutro ve¢ tako
razdragane. Taksisti uvek znaju. Vidim ga levim okom kako
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stoji kraj automobila i gleda za mnom. Ispravljam leda i
ulazim u aerodromsku zgradu. Moje potpetice odzvanjaju
sve dok me kruZna vrata ne ubace unutra, u sveopSti Zamor.

Jedan tamnoputi Covek je stajao u redu, ta¢no iza mene.
Visok, u obi¢noj beloj koSulji. Opkoljeni konopcima isli smo
ka Cekiranju i napredovali sporo, korak po korak. Svi osim
njega neSto su proveravali po svojim torbicama, dovikivali
se medusobno, nestrpljivo gledali na sat, samo je on stajao
mirno, kao da nigde nije Zurio. Kad god bi se red pomerio, on
bi mirno napravio jo$ jedan korak. I tako sve do Zute linije,
koju sam preSla pre njega i predala svoj kofer. Zatim sam ga
zaboravila, onako kako zaboravimo lice prodavca novina u
nepoznatom gradu. Probijala sam se kroz masu ljudi, nisam
ni morala da pratim slova i strelice, znala sam ovaj put
napamet. Vec Sesti put idem kod Karstena. Uvek istim letom,
uvek sa istog gejta.

Kraj mene je proSlo nekoliko kosookih stjuardesa koje
su za sobom Kkotrljale svoje rucne prtljage. Bile su nestvarno
lepeiistovetne. Njihove crvene marame bile su vezane na isti
nacin. Cvrsto stegnute punde ispod malih sivih kapa stajale
su isto. Bezbroj o€iju na aerodromu za trenutak je pogledalo
za njima, a zatim je ta ledeno elegantna lepota nestala niz
hodnike.

Bilo je jo$ vremena do polaska. USla sam u radnju s
parfemima i njuSkala bocice. Prinela sam jednu od njih
svom vratu i nameravala da prsnem. I tada sam ga ponovo
ugledala kraj sebe, onog tamnoputog muskarca sa ¢ekiranja.
Mora biti da je imao veoma necujan hod, jer nisam shvatila
da je doSao do mene, dok nije progovorio. Obratio mi se kao
da se ve¢ odavno znamo. Ne taj parfem, rekao je. Ako ce$
vec sedeti do mene, voleo bih da miriSe$ na jasmin. Kako je
mogao znati da ¢u sedeti do njega? Nisam to ni stigla da ga
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pitam, jer mi je dotakao lakat, odveo me do sledece gondole
i pokazao jednu bocicu. Zaista bih voleo da tako miriSes. Ja
sam Ahmed, kazao je, i pruZio miruku. Sada ¢emo tiija proci
kroz baStu jasmina, rekao je.

Malena prodavacica, sa drugog kraja prostorije, pomalo
zabrinuto je gledala u nas dvoje. U mene, koja ¢utke radim
ono Sto Ahmed Zeli, i u njega koji uzima bocicu, rasprsne
polukrug po vazduhu i kaZe, evo, sad ¢emo proci kroz ovo
I miris Ce ostati na nama. Ukoracili smo u jasmin. Udahni
duboko, rekao je Ahmed. To je miris koji sam, kao dete, osecao
pod prozorom svako jutro kad bih se probudio, a danas bih
Zeleo da taj miris stalno bude oko mene.

Komadi¢ straha skliznuo je iz mog mozga negde u grudi i
tu je zastao, zbunjen. Zelela sam da se okrenem i pobegnem,
da se vratim putem kojim sam i dosla, nazad do carinika, pa
u taksi, pa ubezbednost svog stana. I istovremeno, Zelela sam
dapogledamravno u najtamnije o¢i koje sam ikada videlaida
upitam Ahmeda ono $to mi se tog Casa ¢inilo sasvim izvesnim:
znaci li to da ¢emo danas umreti? ZaSto bas sa mnom? Zasto
na ovom letu? Zar ne shvata da Karsten verovatno ba$ sad
zateZe Ciste CarSave na krevetu i nestrpljivo provlaci prste
kroz kosu?

Culo se kako iz zvu¢nika pozivaju putnike za na$ let.
Hodali smo jedno kraj drugog, Ahmed i ja, i sluZzbenici koji
su pregledali nas ru¢ni prtljag i propustili nas kroz metalnu
kapiju najverovatnije su mislili da smo par, neobican, ali
par. Cekala sam dok je Ahmed vracao svoj kai$ na pantalone
1 vezivao pertle. Carinik je gledao u mene, pomno i prazno,
istovremeno. Uzvratila sam mu pogled, ravno u oci, a zatim
nekoliko puta brzo pogledala u pravcu Ahmeda. NiSta.
Carinik nije ni trepnuo. Uzalud ocekujem neku pomoc¢ od
njega. Zbogom dakle, ni tebe viSe nikad necu videti, ba$
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kao ni taksistu, ba$ kao ni prodavacicu parfema, zbogom
svima vama koji ne umete da razumete moj pogled. Na ovom
svetu je previSe ljudi koji olako prelaze preko tudih pogleda,
pomislila sam. Pa kad je ve¢ tako, onda zbogom. NiSta nisam
rekla, usla sam za Ahmedom u avion. Bledi oblak jasmina
iSao je zanama, kao necCujni korak neizbeznog. Motori Boinga
su zaurlali, to¢kovi su dobili ubrzanje, zemljina teZa nas je na
tren prikovala za sediSta i to je bilo to. Leteli smo. Niko oko
mene nije ni slutio koliko visoko smo poleteli.

Sta se desilo sa Zbunovima jasmina iz tvog detinjstva,
pitala sam Ahmeda, kad je avion kona¢no dostigao Zeljenu
visinu. Tamo nema viSe niCega, odvratio je, ne gledajuci
u mene. Samo smrt. Tamo se sada oseca samo miris trulih
ljudska tela i bolesnih Zivotinja. A kuce, $ta je s njima? Nema
ni kuca. Ni dvoriSta. Tamo gde su bile cvetne leje, sada leze
limeni krovovi, doleteli sa sruSenih kuc¢a. Tenkovi su presli
preko ograda i povrtnjaka. Samo suva zemlja i kosti. Rupe u
zidovima, kao rane koje ne zarastaju. I mrsavi psi koji lutaju,
to je sve.

Leteli smo gotovo beSumno iznad belih, savrSenih,
oblaka po kojima je sunce crtalo najlepSe prizore, kao iz
decijih snova. Pogledaj, rekoh, vidi$ li labuda! I dva polarna
medveda! Eno ih, eno ih, upravo smo prosli kraj njih! Ahmed
je za trenutak drZao ruku u vazduhu, kao da se dvoumi, a
onda me je pomilovao po obrazu. Osetila sam kako mi naviru
suze, mada nisam znala odakle ta¢no. Bilo je besmisleno
da ga zamolim da odustane, znala sam to. Ahmed je imao
najcrnje oci koje je iko ikada video.

Cutao je nekoliko minuta, sa ramenom sasvim pribijenim
uz moje. UCinilo mi se da negde iz dubine njegovog tela
osecam neko tiho, uguSeno drhtanje. Ili je to dolazilo iz mog
tela, ko bi ga znao. Onda je naglo ustao i rekao da ce otic¢i do
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toaleta. Dakle, to je to, pomislih. Sad ce se desiti. I sve ovo
Ce nestati, ovi oblaci, ovaj miris, lampica koja svetluca iznad
nasih glava, i ona e nestati. Nisam se plaSila, cudnovato. Bila
sam pomirena i tuzna, zbog njega, podjednako kao i zbog
sebe. Negde dole, duboko ispod nas, Zivot je mozda mogao
neSto da nam pruZi, samo da su ljudi umeli da razumeju tude
poglede. Provukao se kraj mene i poSao, ali sam ga povukla
za rukav. Cekaj, rekoh, moram nesto da ti kaZzem. Ahmed je
stao. Jedan Covek me ¢eka u Oslu. Zbog mene je naucio da
pravi kolac¢ od §ljiva i napunio je stan cvecem. Mislim da je
doslo vreme da ga zaboravis, kazao je Ahmed tiho i nasmesSio
se, viSe o¢ima nego usnama. Cekaj, rekoh opet, pridi, moram
joS nesto da ti kaZzem. Ahmed je spustio uho do mojih usana.
Veceras Zelim da vodim ljubav, ¢ujes$ 1i? Gledao me je kao da
razume. Gledao me je kao Sto me niko nikada nije gledao.
Kakva Steta, kakva nepovratna Steta, pomislih. A onda je
otiSao niz redove sediSta i zauvek nestao iza zavese. Oblak
jasmina raspolutio se na dva dela.

Sedela sam i Cekala. Zacudujuce mirna. Setila sam se
jedne svoje tetke koja je nedeljama umirala u bolnici. Setila
sam se njenog tela koje je kopnilo i lica koje je iz dana u dan
bivalo sve viSe Zuto, dok napokon nije dobilo boju zemlje.
Sve je bolje od toga, pomislih. Nije valjda ovo poslednje na
Sta ¢u misliti? Ne, moram misliti na neSto lepSe, brzo, brzo,
ona jutra sa udaljenom bukom sa ulice i suncem koje se
probija ispod roletni, Karsten se budi i kosa mu je na ofima,
koza mu je vruda ispod pokrivaca, moram misliti na to, ili
moZda ipak na zvuk petlova koji nisam Cula toliko godina,
zaista bih volela da mogu da ih ¢ujem barem jo$ jednom,
necu valjda misliti na petlove u poslednjem trenutku svog
Zivota, ipak zaSto da ne, gle, jedan oblak izgleda upravo kao
veliki beli petao...
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Odjednom shvatih da se Ahmed vratio i da stoji kraj
mene, Cekajudi da ga pustim da prode. Videlo se da je mokrom
rukom prosao kroz kosu. Zivi smo, rekoh, kad je ponovo sedeo
kraj mene. Jesmo, klimnu on glavom. Ponekad i meni izgleda
nestvarno, ali eto, jo§ uvek sam Ziv.

Iz zvucnika su javljali da se veZemo, za trenutak se sve
zatreslo, avion je izbacio toCkove i onda se pod nama ukazao
Sareni grad. Mirisalo je na jasmin. Nisam znala kuda idemo
dalje, kad jednom dotaknemo zemlju, Ahmed i ja.
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Jelena Lengold

Translated from Serbian by Zoran Paunovi¢

The thought of him is like a dream that refuses to leave me
on my own even when I have been awake for a long time. A
light breakfast, of the sort I always prepare before a flight, the
sound of toaster when it energetically pops a slice of bread up,
the smell of tea that fills the small kitchen, in which semi-dark-
ness still reigns, because the dawn is still on the other side of
the building, a look at the fridge, should I put anything on the
toast, no, nothing, I'm too impatient even take a single bite; just
swallow the bread, just pour some tea after it, only to avoid
being sick. Nevertheless, while doing all that, I am still asleep.
I have not woken up and I will not wake up.

Almost a month has passed since the last time we were lying in
his bed, there on the fourth floor, in that room with small roof
windows, which make the outside world seem non-existent.
Only the sky, the rain, the stars. And the wind that sometimes
blows across the windowpanes at night, giving us an excuse to
cuddle into each other more tightly. Somewhere down there,
way down below us, in the world that is out of our sight, the
city lives its life, which is at the same time similar to and dis-
similar from the life of the rest of Oslo. I keep on promising
that one day I will go down and buy big aubergines, clusters of
celery and parsley, and then prepare some extraordinary dish
that Carsten has never tasted. But there is never enough time
for that. We make love, we eat cereals with milk, and then we
make love again. That is the dream I never wake up from. The
hand that puts raisins upon my body, like buttons on Santa
Claus. Then he eats them, one by one, from top to bottom. While
the stars are melting on the windowpane, announcing the day.
Always too soon. Sometimes, nevertheless, we decide to take a
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look at the world, and then we descend the winding stairs, go
out in the street, merge into the crowd, walk among tourists,
cyclists, dog-walkers, women in burkhas taking their children
by the hand, we stroll along the pavements full of stands with
fruit and vegetables. This city always looks different when I
walk with you, says Carsten. Although I’'ve spent my whole life
in it. I laugh at that. What is different? Colours, he says, col-
ours! For some reason, I am completely unaware of all these
colours when I walk alone. And indeed, above the crammed
grocery store there hangs a green beer ad; right beside it, on
the first floor, two jardiniéres full of red flowers, a number of
multicoloured parasols in front of every shop, striped awnings
above merchandise, the street sweeper in his bright orange
trousers, heaps of bananas and melons in all nuances of yel-
low, an old lady with beautiful grey hair, picking strawber-
ries. This quarter has its colours, its smells that are different
at every corner, its sound that is a mixture of children’s yell-
ing, of vans that always wait for something with their engines
on, of pulsing traffic lights, of bicycle chimes, of the wheels
that roll over the pavements loaded with all sorts of things, of
people who talk with headphones on their ears, usually in lan-
guages that I can’t understand. I keep my hand in the pocket
of Carsten’s jacket: one moment our fingers are entangled, the
next his hand enfolds mine completely. And so we get to the
café. We order espresso there and nibble plastic spoons. The
world is still in the street and we pretend to belong to it. Not
far from there, in a building, on the fourth floor, a pillow is
waiting for us, keeping the shapes of our skulls, even when we
are not in the room. And the sheets that smell of two previous
nights. Such is that dream.

Have a nice trip, says the cab driver, putting my little suitcase
on the pavement, and I hear his voice for the first and last time.
I wave to him as to an old acquaintance and he smiles as if he
knew where I am going. The women hurrying along, so de-
lighted so early in the morning. Cab drivers always know. I
see him with my left eye, standing by the car and looking at
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me walking away from him. Straightening my back, I enter the
airport building. My heels echo until the revolving doors eject
me inside, into overall clamour.

A dark-skinned man stood in the line, right behind me. Tall,
in a plain white shirt. Surrounded by ropes we were going to-
wards check-in counters, advancing slowly, step by step. Every-
body except him was checking something in their bags, shout-
ing to each other, impatiently looking at their watches, but he
just stood calmly, as if he was not hurrying anywhere. With
each move of the line, he would make another step. And so we
went right to the yellow line, which I passed before him, and
handed my luggage in. Then I forgot him, just like we forget
the face of the man at the newspaper stand in a strange city. I
pushed my way through the crowd, without having to follow
letters and arrows, because I know that path by heart. It was
the sixth time that I had gone to visit Carsten. Always on the
same flight, always from the same gate.

Several slant-eyed stewardesses passed by me, rolling their
handluggage behind them. They were uncannily beautiful and
identical. Their red scarves were tied in the same way. Their
tight buns under small grey caps all stood in the same way.
Innumerable pairs of eyes looked at them for a moment, and
then that icily elegant beauty disappeared down the hallways.

I still had some time to wait before the departure. So I entered
the perfume shop and started sniffing the bottles. I raised one
of them towards my neck, intending to spray the perfume.
Then I saw him beside me again, the man from the checking
line. He must have had a very silent gait, for I had not realised
that he had approached me until he spoke. He addressed me as
if we had known each other for long. Not that perfume, he said.
If you are going to sit beside me, I would like you to smell of jas-
mine. How could he know that I would be sitting next to him? I
didn’t have time to ask him, for he touched my elbow, led me to
the next stall, and offered me his hand. You and I will now pass
through a jasmine garden, he said.
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A small saleswoman, from the other side of the room, was
looking at us somewhat worriedly. At me, doing silently what
Ahmed wanted, and at him, taking the bottle, spraying a
semicircle in the air and saying, you see, now we will pass
through this and the odour will stay upon us. Inhale deeply,
said Ahmed. That is the odour that as a child I smelt under my
window every morning when I woke up, and today I would
like that odour to be around me constantly.

A tiny bit of fear slid down from my brain to somewhere in the
chest and stopped there, perplexed. I wanted to turn and run
away, to go back along the path that led me there, back to the
customs officers, and then to the safety of my apartment. And
at the same time, I wanted to look straight into the darkest eyes
I had ever seen and ask Ahmed about something that seemed
quite inevitable for me at that moment: does that mean that
today we are going to die? Why with me? Why on this particu-
lar flight? Doesn’t he know that probably at this very moment
Carsten is spreading clean sheets upon the bed and impatient-
ly running his fingers through his hair?

An invitation to the passengers for our flight was heard from
the loudspeaker. We were walking by each other, Ahmed and
me, and the officers who checked our hand luggage and let us
pass through the iron gate probably thought us to be a pair;
an unusual one, but a pair. I was waiting while Ahmed was
putting his belt back on his trousers and tying his shoelaces.
The customs officer was looking at me, intently and vacantly
at the same time. I looked back at him, straight into his eyes,
and then I cast several quick glances at Ahmed. Nothing hap-
pened. The officer didn’t even raise an eyebrow. I could not
expect any help from him. Goodbye then, I will never see you
again, just like I will never see the cab driver again, nor the
saleswoman, goodbye to all of you who cannot understand my
glance. There are too many people in this world who neglect
other people’s glances, I thought. Well then, goodbye to all.
I didn’t say anything, I just boarded the plane after Ahmed.
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A white cloud of jasmine was following us, like an inaudible
footstep of the inevitable. The engines of the Boeing roared,
the wheels gained speed, the force of gravity nailed us down
to our seats for a moment, and that was that. We were in the
air. Nobody around me could not even have a vague idea about
how high we were to go.

Whatever happened to the jasmine bushes from your child-
hood, I asked Ahmed, when the plane finally reached the
scheduled height. There is nothing there any more, he replied,
not looking at me. Just death. There is only the smell of rot-
ting human bodies and sick animals. And the houses, what
happened to them? There are no houses. No yards. Where the
flowerbeds used to be, there are tin roofs now, fallen down
from the ruined houses. The tanks rolled over the fences and
orchards. Only dry land and bones are there now. Holes in the
walls, like wounds that cannot heal. And lanky dogs wander-
ing around, that is all.

We were flying almost without a sound above white, perfect
clouds, on which the sun was drawing most beautiful scenes,
like those from childhood dreams. Look, I said, do you see the
swan! And two polar bears! There, there they are, we have
just passed by them! Ahmed held his hand in the air for a
moment, as if in hesitation, and then he caressed my cheek. I
felt an upsurge of tears, although I did not know where they
were coming from. It was pointless to ask him to change his
mind, I knew that. Ahmed had the darkest eyes that anyone
had ever seen.

He kept silent for several minutes, with his shoulder tightly
pressed to mine. I had an impression that somewhere from the
depth of his body I felt some quiet, suppressed trembling. Or
perhaps it was coming from my body, who could know? Then
he slowly got up and said that he was going to the toilet. So this
is it, I thought. It is going to happen now. And this will all dis-
appear, these clouds, this odour, and the little lamp that blinks
over our heads, it will also disappear. Strangely enough, I was
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not afraid. I was resigned and sad, because of him, as much as
because of me. Somewhere down there, deep down under us,
life may perhaps have given us something, if people only had
been able to understand other people’s glances. He slid by me
and wanted to go, but I tugged at his sleeve. Wait, I said, I have
to tell you something. Ahmed stopped. A man is waiting for
me at Oslo. He learned to make plum cake because of me and
filled the apartment with flowers. I think that it’s time for you
to forget him, said Ahmed silently, and smiled, more with his
eyes than with his mouth. Wait, I said, come over here, I have
something more to tell you. Ahmed lowered his ear to my lips.
I want to make love tonight, do you understand? He was look-
ing at me as if he had understood. He was looking at me as no
one had ever looked at me. What a pity, what an irrevocable
pity, I thought. And then he went down the rows of seats and
disappeared behind the curtain forever. The cloud of jasmine
was split in two.

I was sitting and waiting. Astonishingly serene. I remembered
an aunt of mine, who had been dying in a hospital for weeks. I
remembered her declining body and her face becoming more
and more yellow from one day to another, until finally it a ac-
quired the colour of the earth. Anything is better than that, I
thought. Is it possible that this is my last thought? No, I have to
think of something more beautiful, quickly, quickly, of those
mornings with distant noise from the street and the sun peek-
ing through the blinds. Carsten wakes up and his hair falls
over his eyes, his skin is warm under the bed sheet, I have to
think of that, or maybe the crowing of roosters that I have not
heard for years, I would really like to hear it again, no, I don’t
want to think of roosters at the very last moment of my life,
then again why not, look, one of these clouds looks exactly like
a big white rooster...

All of a sudden I realised that Ahmed had come back and that
he was standing beside me, waiting for me to let him pass. It
was obvious that he had run his wet hand through his hair. We
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are alive, I said, when he sat beside me again. Yes we are, he
nodded. Sometimes it looks fantastic to me too, but neverthe-
less, I am still alive.

Through the loudspeaker, they were telling us to fasten our
seatbelts, everything trembled for a moment, the plane put
out its wheels and the multicoloured city appeared below us.
It smelt of jasmine. I did not know where we would go next,
when we touch the earth, Ahmed and me.
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Vi har varit pd vig linge nu. Over haven. P4 vig mot det
okédnda. Vi gar i land, vi kommer till en by, vi vet inte var vi
ar. Ar det dir en invénare? Ska det forestilla en ménniska?
Eller ar det ett djur? Underliga rorelser, besynnerliga klader, sa
markvérdiga farger, franstotande lukter, oroviackande léten.
Vi skjuter allt som ror sig, annars blir vi sjdlva dodade. Du tror
att vi dr pa besok? Men vi har nog kommit for att stanna. Det
beror péd vad du har i hyddan, i jorden, i skogarna. Vi tar det
vi vill ha. Territorier. Ravaror. Kroppar. Din kokkonst och din
klokskap kan du stoppa upp ndgonstans dar vi inte ser den.
Vi ska doda dig eller lara dig det du behover veta. Du ar var
alldeles egna lilla vilde och nu bestaimmer vi att du lyder. Bra.

Vi traffades som hastigast pa ett tdg i somras, jag rycktes med
i deras bedrovliga livsberéittelse, deras flykt fran ett land
med skyhog arbetsloshet och ett korrupt utbildningsvéasende,
vi utbytte adresser. Jag gjorde det kanske i forsta hand av
plikt, eller av bara farten. Jag ville leva upp till fértroendet
mina medresendrer var sd snabba att visa mig. Och vi var,
medan taget sprangde fram genom det bordiga landskapet,
rorande overens om vilken fruktansvird otur, vilka urusla
forutsattningar de haft, omstindigheter vilka osokt ledde till
slutsatsen att jag & min sida pa godtyckliga grunder begavats
med en lika sanslos tur.

Vi var bland de sista som fick komma ombord, halften dog.
Landet ar forlovat. Befrielsen dr ndra. Vi kan inte tro att det ar
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sant, apelsinerna, solen. Vi ser ut som skelett. Vi spottar blod.
Vi ar framme!

Nyckeln ligger i krukan under trappan. Kaffet i bla burken pa
hyllan till hoger i skafferiet. Sdngarna ar baddade.

Jag vidhaller att det dr min, ja inte bara min, utan alla
manniskors forbannade skyldighet att &tminstone i ndgon man
bidra till en béattre vérld. Jag bryter inte 16ften. Jag dngrar mig
inte, jag bara vandas en smula, vandas for att dessa framlingar
med sina behov, sin utsatthet, sina dofter, tankar, erfarenheter
nar som helst kan vara har: mitt hem ar min kropp.

Sa vacker bakgrunden &r, sa het solen ar, s mycket sné ni har,
vilket gatfullt landskap. Vi ska hdmta hit vara vanner och vi
ska beundra ditt hantverk, dina verktyg, dina kryddor, vi ar
nyfikna, du ska vara tyst, jag forstar inte vad du séger. Ror dig
inte da skjuter jag. Ge mig mat. Var dventyrlighet ar omattlig,
vi ror oss djupare in i landet, in i terrdngen, i ndrkamp med
tillgdngarna, vi kommer att bli rika. Rikare. Skjut. Och samla
upp frukterna, guldet, kottet, Gud ser dig, Gud hjdlpe dig, Gud
vare med dig. Du ska do. Jag ger dig Gud om du ger dig.

Det kan komma ndgon. Det d&r han som har vakten. Han star
stilla som en 6dla, kamouflerad, lamslagen. Nu. Snart. Sedan.
Forut. Det kommer ndgon. Ingen. En sten som tiger, ringmuren,
en hydda, ett skydd mot vinden, vinden kan komma, snén,
Okensanden, parasiterna, nu kommer de. Det ar tyst. Ingen
viskar, vem déar?

Alskade lilla hjartat, du stor inte, du stor aldrig, hur kan
du tro ndgot sddant? Kom du bara, ska jag sitta pa te, tappa
upp ett bad, du ar val hungrig kan jag tro? Lite kallrokt lax
kanske, ett glas Chablis, en sallad med babyspenat och rostade
pinjendtter? Kom bara, jag véintar, kor forsiktigt, du behover
inte sdga exakt, du kommer nar du kommer, jag finns hdr, jag
gar ingenstans, min skatt.
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Du forstarinte vad du far. Du forstar inte. Viritar om kartorna,
granserna, vi satter ner flaggorna, vi lagger oss pa rygg med
ett grasstrd i mungipan, vi stimmer upp i sadng, refrangen
svanger, du samlar ved till var eld, vi ligger med dig, du later
annorlunda, du ar dcklig och lacker pd samma gang, dina
laten eggar oss, kom hit med ndgot att dricka. Det dr skont hér,
det dr markvardigt men vi kdnner oss redan som hemma.

Kann er som hemma, kdra vanner, gor precis som nivill och ta
det ni behover i koket, hojden av gistfrihet i manga kulturer,
ocksa i min. Men det dr val ingen som tror att det ska tolkas
bokstavligt? Jag vill absolut inte att ni, oavsett om det bara ar
ett uttryck for hjalpsamhet, ska stoppa huvudet i kylskapet
och fingra pd gamla syltburkar eller hjalpligt emballerade
ostkanter — som om skillnaden mellan oss inte fanns dar. Jag
vill vara vard, skdmma bort er, imponera pa er, intressera
mig for er. Jag vill inte belasta er med ansvar eller avkrava er
ndgra motprestationer.

Denna godtyckliga oréttvisa, for det var sd vara 6den stod fram
dar i tdgkupén, gjorde mig minst sagt obekvam, ja, skuldens
bakterier tog ¢ver, svédllde upp i mig som en influensa, som
ett motgift, ja, och i hopp om att kunna kompensera mitt
skamliga privilegium klackte jag ur mig att mitt gastrum stod
till forfogande narhelst de hade vagarna forbi.

Hur ska jag kunna tacka dig, hur ska jag ndgonsin kunna tacka
dig tillrackligt, du har radddat mitt liv.

Han kommer med ett blodande sér till lektionen, en skada fran
svartjobbet pa flyttfirman, hon tar in honom i ldrarrummet,
tvattar och forbinder sdret, en 1dng blick blir en 1ldng kyss,
nagra manader senare far han traffa hennes barn, han flyttar
in i trerummaren, bakar bréd, rensar avloppet, skruvar upp
en hylla i hallen, ndgot pass har han aldrig &gt, orsakerna
hartill &r en l1ang historia. En morgon ar han férsvunnen.
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Vi ringer och séger att vi ar vid gransen, hon hor forst inte,
jag upprepar att vi fastnat i en granskontroll, att vi inte har de
papper som behdvs ... linjen bryts.

Det enda jag egentligen langtar efter dr att fa vara ensam,
slippa all hansyn, alla krav, alla sociala konventioner. Det ar
bara nar jag ar ensam jag kan vara mig sjalv.

Jag njuter av att sakerna har sina platser och att platsen har
sin sak. Mer begér jag inte. Ar det s& mycket begért?

Grillen och cyklarna finns i boden. Extraelement finns i
boden. Nyckeln till boden ligger under stenen pa ostra sidan
om boden.

Han ber om en bit brod. Berattar om modern, om elden, om
uppenbarelsen, om fordrivningen, om hungern, han gar
ner pd kné, han kysser marken, hur lange, hur lange ska du
overge honom?

Res dig upp. Gor nagot. Varfor sitter du bara dar, viskar?
Beter dig kufiskt. Vad ar det du viskar? Kann er som hemma.
Du ké&nner dig inte som hemma ldngre? Du kdnner dig
frammande? Frammande for dig sjalv? Du ar lattad over att
dina géster sannolikt inte kommer att ha mojlighet att ta sig
over gransen. Du skams for att du ar lattad.

Han gér nyvaken ut pad balkongen, sédnder sina blickar dver
falten och faren som betar dir, slar generost ut med armarna,
rosten ar full av tillférsikt: ni far dta s mycket ni vill.

Naturen tar emot, bryter ned, vi vandrar i timmar, satter
oss pd en sten och ater varsitt dpple, far syn pa en skalle
i marken, ytterligare ett, revben, kotor, lavan, mossan,
insekterna skiftar som silver 6ver massgraven, naturen
svaljer valdet avsiktsldst, men blottar det lika avsiktslost.
Vi viger vara liv at att identifiera de obegravda, trettiotusen
hittills, vi far inte glémma.
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Glom inte att du alltid kan dra ett skamt, du kan alltid dra den
om Moshe och Natan: Moshe: Nu har vi redan talats vid i tio
minuter och du har inte ens fradgat hur jag mar! Nathan: Du
har réatt Moshe, kédre véan, hur ar det med dig, hur mar du nu
for tiden?! Moshe: Fraga inte!

Vad ar det for grédnser som maste uppratthdllas? Varfor
overoser hon mig med hycklande artighetsfraser sa fort jag
stiger innanfér dorren? Sitt ner kdra du, sitt. Varfor begar
hon att jag med devota blickar ska studera hennes flinka
fingrar och med strédk av den sysslolosas skuld tacksamt och
smackande ta emot dessa eviga kycklinggrytor. Hon utévar
alltmer brutala harskartekniker och skyltar med dem som
gastfrihet, generositet och godhet.

Vi héller ihop, vi har fem barn, ett sjatte r pa vag, vi bor i
parker, pa hdarbargen, pd madrasser bakom jarnvagsstationen,
smugglarna tog vara pengar, polisen tog vara smycken, men
havet tog inte vara liv. Gud ar med oss.

For Guds skull, stressa inte dlskling, jag haller mig vaken tills
du kommer. Har du allt du behéver, pengar, ska jag swisha?

Du hatar ditt land, det luktar ruttet, det &r dags att dra upp
rottrddarna, det &r dags att kontakta hogre hons, géra upp
med dessa omanskliga regelverk, dessa murar mellan lander,
det 4r dags att skulden placeras dar den hor hemma, du kokar
av ilska, sa har far det inte gé till.

Ni 6dmjukar er, parerar minsta obalans, anstranger er for
att vara till lags, lystrar, tassar, bugar, lismar, ni hamnar i
hjartslitande hovlighetsdanser, ni ror er mellan blygsamhet,
underdanighet och sjalvutplaning. S& har kan ni inte ha det.
Ni maste sétta ner foten, ni maste satta granser.

Hon betraktar ett fotografi, det 4r normalt, det ar sd det blir,
klenoder, klider, skor, det som finns kvar. Hon gar fram till
fonstret, for gardinen at sidan, inte mer &n att blicken kan
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registrera gatan, den motsatta fasaden, en flik av himlen,
samma outhardliga roster i trappan och den dadr hunden,
utsiktslds vdntan spranger dnnu en dag.

Jag ar radd att vara samtal kommer att flyta trogt och mynna
ut i ldnga, alltmer pldgsamma tystnader. Jag dr rdadd att
de ar helt ointresserade av konst och litteratur, eller 4nnu
varre excentriskt sjidlvlarda, brddmoget overldgsna av sina
tunga erfarenheter. Jag vill inte att de ska betrakta mig som
smaborgerlig, eller eurocentrisk.

Allt praktiskt dr redan forberett; sdngplatsen, lakanen,
nattlamporna, garderoben, galgarna och forlangningsdosan
med dess prydliga rad av lediga uttag, sddant jag sjalv
uppskattar, att slippa ligga pé alla fyra med laddaren péa jakt
efter el.

Det dr hon som ringer. Sag att vi inte kan komma. Sag att vi
traffade Hermes vid grénsen, att Aris jagar oss, att vi drar
ner till kusten, till Kyrene, Xenia vantar pa oss, sag att vi ar
tacksamma, att de har tagit alla vara saker, inklusive Pandoras
ask, sadg som det ar bara.

Tank om de inte alls finner det problematiskt att du passar
upp dem stup i kvarten? Tank om de istdllet utvecklar en
allt vrakigare stil i vilken du figurerar som en naturlig
forutsattning, ja, om de helt enkelt borjar betrakta dig allt
mindre som vard och allt mer som hushéllerska, tjanarinna,
ja, borjar utnyttja dig som en slav?

Handdukar hittar ni i garderoben i hallen. Losenordet till det
tradlésa natverket:
solenskiner. Hoppas ni far skona veckor.

Varannan vecka har han tillstdnd att ringa henne fran
héktet. Tio minuter far de tala innan vakten bryter. Han ber
att hon ska beréatta ndgot roligt. Hon kan inte komma pa nagot
i stunden, inte pa bestdllning. Beslutet om tvangsutvisning ...
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Slav? Hur skulle det vara mojligt? Det 4r vi som bor hér, det ar
visom nér som helst, om de inte uppfor sig har ratt att be dem
dra dit pepparn vaxer, 6ppna dorren och villkorslost peka
ditat, mot friheten. Och skulle de l4tsas som om ingenting har
hént, titta at ett annat hall, kanske aterigen lagga upp fotterna
pa bordet och be om en 61, fa duken att skrynkla sig pa ett sétt
som retar gallfeber pé oss, eller stilla sig och halsa direkt ur
mjolkpaketet, ja, kort sagt, om de vagrar ta hansyn till de fa
men rimliga regler vi rest for var gemensamma trivsel, blir vi
tvungna att handgripligen sldnga ut dem.

Alla drunknade, tjugotre kroppar har plockats upp av
kustpolisen, dnnu oklart hur manga som saknas.

Kann er som hemma, nu viskar du igen, har du bérjat langta
efter dina strandade gaster? Kdnner du att du inte kan leva
utan deras berattelser, utan ljudet av deras roster, utan deras
rorelserirummen, utan dofterna av maten du skulle lagat? Du
langtar sd det varker, du langtar med lidelse, du langtar for att
slippa kdnna tomheten, tankarna som gar i cirklar, som mal
sonder dagen, dngesten som gattiarv.

Jag ringer henne och sidger som det ar, jag sdger att vi ar pa
véag, att vi har varit pa vdg lange nu.
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Translated from Swedish by Linda Schenck

We’ve long been on our way now. Across the seas. On our way
to the unknown. We make land. We arrive at a village, not
knowing where we are. Isthataninhabitant? Orisitan animal?
Strange movements, peculiar clothing, such striking colours,
repulsive odours, alarming sounds. We shoot everything that
moves, so as not to be shot ourselves. You think we’re visiting?
No, we’ve come to stay. It all depends on what you have in your
hut, in your earth, in your woods. We take what we want.
Territories. Commodities. Bodies. You can stuff your culinary
arts and your wisdom up someplace where we won’t see it.
We’ll kill you or teach you all you need to know. You are our
very own little savage and now we order you to obey. Fine.

We met briefly on a train last summer, I was drawn to their
lamentable life story, their escape from a country with sky-
high unemployment and a corrupt educational system, we
exchanged addresses. I may have done it primarily from a
sense of obligation, or simply in the course of conversation.
I was trying to live up to the trust my fellow travellers were
SO0 quick to place in me. And we were in touching agreement,
as the train tore across the fertile plains, that they had been
terribly unfortunate and had a very poor starting point, which
naturally led to the conclusion that I, on the other hand, had
been blessed for no ostensible reason with an equal measure
of good fortune.

We were among the last to be taken on board, and half died.
It’s a promised land. Liberation is at hand. We can’t believe
it’s true, the oranges, the sunshine. We are skin and bones. We
vomit blood. We’ve arrived!
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Youw’ll find the key in the flowerpot under the front steps.
Coffee in the blue tin on the right-hand shelf of the larder.
There are clean sheets on the beds.

I maintain that it is my — well, not only my but all human
beings’-damned duty to make atleast some small contribution
to world betterment. I don’t break my promises. I don’t have
second thoughts, I only have minimal angst, angsting about
how these strangers — with their needs, their vulnerability,
their odours, their thoughts and experience — might be here
any minute: My home is my body.

The backdrop is lovely, the sun is hot, and all this snow, what
an enigmatic landscape. We will bring our friends and we
will admire your handicrafts, your tools, your spices, we are
curious, you keep quiet, I don’t understand you. Don’t move or
I'll shoot. Give me food. Our sense of adventure is insatiable,
we move deeper into the landscape, into the terrain, battling
with the natural resources, we’ll get rich. Richer. Shoot. And
gather the fruits, the gold, the flesh, God sees you. God help
you. God be with you. You will die. If you give up, I give you
God.

Someone might come. Him, he’s the guard. He stands still as a
chameleon, camouflaged, petrified. Now. Soon. After. Before.
Someone’s coming. No one. A silent stone, a town wall, a hut,
shelter from the wind, the wind might come on, the snow, the
desert sand, the parasites, here they come. There is silence. No
one is whispering, who’s there?

My dear, you’re not bothering me, you never bother me, how
could you imagine you would? Just come, I’ll make tea, draw
a bath, you must be hungry. A slice of smoked salmon, a glass
of Chablis, a salad with baby spinach and toasted pine nuts?
Just come, T’ll be here, drive carefully, you don’t have to let
me know exactly what time, come whenever you come, I’ll be
home, I’'m not going anywhere sweetheart.
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You don’t understand. You don’t understand what you’ll get.
We redraw the maps, the borders, we set up the flags, we lie on
our back sucking on a blade of grass, we raise a song, a cheerful
refrain, you gather wood for our fire, you’re disgusting and
leaky, you sound different, your cries urge us on, bring me
something to drink. It’s nice here, it’s remarkable how we’ve
already made ourselves at home.

Make yourselves at home, dear friends, do precisely as you
please and take whatever you need from the kitchen, the
ultimate words of hospitality in many cultures, including my
own. Hopefully no one is likely to think those words are to
be interpreted literally. I definitely do not want you sticking
your nose into my refrigerator and your fingers into old jars
of jam or loosely wrapped bits of cheese, even in an effort to
be helpful - as if the difference between us was not there. I
want to be your host, spoil you, impress you, show an interest
in you. I don’t want to burden you with responsibilities or
demand anything from you in return.

This arbitraryinjustice, which was how our different destinies
appeared when we met on the train, made me uncomfortable
to say the least, in fact the bacteria of guilt infested me, swelled
up in me like the flu, and so as an antidote, yes, and in hopes
of compensating for my shameful privileges, I mentioned that
my guestroom would be at their disposal whenever they were
passing.

How will I ever be able to thank you, how will I ever be able to
thank you enough, you’ve saved my life.

He arrives in the classroom with a bleeding wound, an injury
from his untaxed job with a moving firm, she takes him into
the staff room, cleans and bandages the wound, a long gaze
turns into a long kiss, a few months later she introduces him
to her children, he moves into their two-bedroom flat, bakes
bread, cleans the drains, mounts a shelf for the hall, he’s never
had a passport, it’s a long story. One morning he is gone.
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We phone to say we’re at the border, at first she can’t hear me,
I repeat that we are being held up by the border guards, that
we don’t have the right documents ... the connection is broken.

The only thing I'm really wishing for is to be alone, not have
to take anyone else into consideration, not to have to satisfy
demands, obey social conventions. Only when I am alone can
I be myself. I love the fact that there is a place for everything
and a thing for every place. I don’t ask for anything more. Is
that too much to ask?

The barbecue and the bicycles are in the shed. The extra space
heater is in the shed. The key to the shed is under the stone by
the east side of the shed.

He asks for a bit of bread. Talks about his mother, about the
fire, about the revelation, about the expulsion, about the
hunger, he falls to his knees, he kisses the ground, how long,
how long will you abandon him?

Stand up. Do something. Why are you just sitting there
whispering? Behaving like a misfit. What is it you're
whispering? Make yourself at home. You don’t feel at home
anymore? You feel like a stranger? A stranger to yourself?
You’re relieved your guests probably won’t manage to cross
the border. You're ashamed to be relieved.

He goes drowsily out onto the balcony, dispatches glances
across the fields and the grazing sheep, extends his arms
generously, his voice ever so assured: feel free to eat as much
as you please.

Nature embraces and breaks down, we ramble for hours,
sit down on a rock and have an apple, catch sight of a skull
in the ground, of another, of ribs, vertebrae, the lichens, the
mosses, the insects shifting silvery over the mass grave,
nature swallows violence unintentionally but exposes it just
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as unintentionally. We devote our lives to identifying the
unburied, thirty thousand to date, we must not forget.

Don’t forget you can always crack a joke, you can tell the one
about Moshe and Nathan:

Moshe: Nathan we’ve been chatting for ten minutes already
and you haven’t even asked how I am.

Nathan: True. Moshe, my dear friend, how are you, how are
you doing nowadays?

Moshe: Don’t ask!

What are these boundaries that have to be maintained? Why
does she heap polite phrases upon me the moment I walk
through the door? Sit down, my dear, sit. Why does she expect
me to watch her deft fingers with respectful eyes, with a
strain of idle indebtedness and, smacking my lips, to accept
her eternal chicken casseroles? She exercises increasingly
brutal techniques of domination, dressing them in the guise
of hospitality, generosity and goodness.

We stick together, we have five children and a sixth on the
way, we live in parks, at hostels, on mattresses behind the
railway station, the smugglers took our money, the police took
our jewelry, but the sea spared us our lives. God is with us.

For God’s sake, darling, don’t rush, I'll wait up until you get
here. Do you have everything you need? Money, want me to
wire some?

You hate your country, it stinks, it’s time to pull up roots, it’s
time to contact the high honchos, come to terms with these
inhumane regulations, these walls between countries, it’s
time to put the guilt where it belongs, you’re seething with
rage. This is not acceptable.

You humiliate yourselves, fending off every little imbalance,
extending yourselves to please, obey instructions, tiptoe
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around, ingratiate yourselves, you find yourselves doing
heartrending, respectful dances, you vacillate from diffidence
to obsequiousness to self-effacement. You can’t go on like this.
You will have to put your foot down, you will have to set your
boundaries.

She gazesataphoto, that’snormal, that’show it goes, heirlooms,
clothing, shoes, all that remains. She walks to the window,
pushes the curtain aside only enough for her eyes to register
the street, the facade on the other side, a patch of sky, the same
intolerable voices in the stairwell and that dog, futile waiting
decimates yet another day.

I fear our conversation will be stilted and peter out into long,
increasingly torturous silences. I fear they will be utterly
uninterested in art and literature or, even worse, eccentric
autodidacts with precociously superior attitudes owing to
all they have been through. I don’t want them to consider me
bourgeois or Eurocentric.

All the practicalities are taken care of: where they will sleep,
the sheets, the nightlights, the closet, the hangers and the
extension cord with its tidy multiple row of unoccupied plugs,
the things I myself am pleased to find in a new place, not to
have to crawl around on my knees holding my charger, looking
for an outlet.

That’s her calling. Say we can’t come. Say we met up with
Hermes at the border, say Aris is tracking us, say we decided to
go down to the coast, to Kyrene, where Xeneia is expecting us,
tell her thank you, say they’ve taken all our things, including
Pandora’s box, just tell her the truth. Just tell her.

What if they don’t consider it a problem at all that you wait
on them hand and foot? What if, instead, they work up an
increasingly flashy lifestyle in which you figure as a natural
prerequisite, if in fact they quite simply begin to consider you
as less and less a host, and more and more their housekeeper
or serving woman, or even start to exploit you as a slave?
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You’ll find towels in the cupboard in the hall. The password
to the wireless network: sunshine. I hope you will enjoy your
weeks.

Once every two weeks theylet him phone her from the remand
prison. They can talk for ten minutes before the warden
breaks in. He asks her to tell him something that will cheer
him up. She can’t think of anything on the spur of the moment,
can’t think on demand. The decision concerning compulsory
deportation —

A slave? How is that possible? I am the one who lives here,
I am the one who can, at any moment, if they do not behave
appropriately, tell them to get the hell out of here, open the
door and point unconditionally out, toward freedom. And
should they pretend nothing has happened, avert their eyes,
maybe once again put their feet up on the table and ask for a
beer, crease up the tablecloth in a way that drives me mad, or
stand there drinking right out of the milk container, yes, in
fact, if they refuse to comply with the few but reasonable rules
I set for the general well-being of all, I'll just have to throw
them out forcibly, with my two hands.

They all drowned. Twenty-three bodies were recovered by
the coastguard, as yet no one knows how many are missing.

Make yourselves at home, you’re whispering again now, are
you wishing your stranded guests would arrive? Do you feel
unable to live without their stories, without the sounds of
their voices, without their movements in the rooms, without
the smells of the food you were going to prepare? You are
wishing so hard it’s painful, you are wishing passionately, you
are wishing in order to spare yourself that sense of emptiness,
your thoughts that go around in circles and pulverize your
days, your inherited angst.

We’ll call her, we’ll tell her, we’ll just tell her the truth. We’ll
say we’re on our way, that we’ve been long on our way now.

-249 -






Spain

Raquel Martinez-Goméz

Nebulosa de ciudad

City Nebula
EUPL laureate 2010: Sombras de unicornio (Algaida Editores)

BIOGRAPHY

Raquel Martinez-Gémez was born in La Mancha in 1973. She has

a PhD in international relations from the Complutense University of
Madrid and an MA in modern and contemporary literature, culture and
thought from the University of Sussex, UK. She has published four novels:
Los huecos de la memoria (The Holes of Memories), Ceniza de ombu (Ashes of
Ombu), Sombras de unicornio (Shadows of the Unicorn) and Del color de la
lava (The Colour of Lava). Sombras de unicornio was awarded the European
Union Prize for Literature and the Young Ateneo de Sevilla prize (2007),
and has been translated into seven languages. Del color de la lava won
the City of Mostoles Prize. She is currently living in the mountains of
Madrid, where she has finished a book of short stories (Las grietas del
cuerpo) and started her sixth novel. She combines her writing with her
work, specialising in the field of sustainable development. Prior to this
she lived in Uruguay, the United Kingdom and Mexico, and participated
in university programmes in Argentina and Cuba.

-251-



Nebulosa de ciudad

Raquel Martinez-Gémez

Camino al aeropuerto mis manos todavia olian a sardinhas. El
choéfer de la CAmara Municipal de Lisboa sefialaba el puente
que atravesaba el estuario del rio Tajo, construido en la época
del dictador Salazar y que después paso a llamarse 25 de abril.
Sus palabras desplazaron momentaneamente mi obcecacion
con aquel olor prendido a la punta de mis dedos. Muchas es-
pafiolas admirabamos la Revolucion de los Claveles y también
que el pais no recuperara su monarquia, esa casposa impo-
sicién que en el otro trozo de Peninsula alimentaba nuestra
mansedumbre y cutrez. Miré el perfil de una Lisbhoa ocednica
mientras mi mente construia un collage superpuesto de otras
revoluciones. Caian todas en cascada: volvi a la sonrisa del
museo, esa sonrisa que se difuminaba entre mis dedos. Flas-
hes de utopia y distopia de ciudad, el ritmo de las pulsaciones
de un corazon que hacia tiempo que no palpitaba desbocado
por la sobredosis de burocracia. El azul de los ojos del padre
enmarcado en sombras ojerosas que agudizaba el jet lag y los
cuidados nocturnos. Escuchamos las historias del racismo en
el Padrdo dos Descobrimentos: esclavitud y antropofagia, con-
versiones forzosas de judios, imagenes de santos subidos sobre
personas de otro color. Imagineria mexicana de iglesias de mis
itinerarios de otros tiempos. Despert6 un sentimiento que me
conducia a lo que habia sido. Virreinato, conquista, blancos,
mulatos. No, los indigenas no contaban. El olvido. El relato de
una evolucién que permitio la reproduccién de cristos negros.
Y otra vez la pulsacién de aquellas imagenes de un futuro que
estaba por venir, que nos hacian sofiar con aumentar las fron-
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teras naturales de la ciudad: plataformas en el mar, enjambres
de edificios que extraerian su energia del agua. La escuela de
arquitectura donde aprendid sobre maestros que retorcian
sus edificios en redondeces. La UNAM que también era mia.
Algo se movia en mi interior. El convulso latir de pedazos de
ciudad que en pocas ocasiones dejaban vislumbrar espacios
verdes: fabricas, rascacielos, lugares donde amontonar dese-
chos, basura radioactiva. Los relatos llegaban en cascada. Fas-
cinacion compartida que sorprendia a nuestros ojos. Veia vol-
ver México y sus experiencias. Durante mucho tiempo quise
ignorar todas las convulsiones que me provocaba. Siempre me
abria en canal. Premonicion todavia incomprensible. Otra vez
cerca, recordandome que de cierta forma no me habia ido.

En el coche del municipio, camino al aeropuerto, saqué la ser-
villeta humeda que guardé prudente algun dia en mi bolso.
Me limpié los dedos celebrando esa sensacion que recorria mi
cuerpo, que todavia no se ha ido. Mis manos necesitan tocar
algo que desaparecid. El chofer se referia en esos momentos al
acueducto romano, pero su portugués se me hizo espeso y no
logré descifrar todas las palabras. E1 Atlantico chocaba con mi
mirada. Era demasiada agua la que nos separaria. La grieta
a la posibilidad que es suave, como las transiciones arquitec-
tonicas de esa escuela portuguesa. Nada tiene que ver con la
pulsacidn, con ese ritmo exagerado imposible de eliminar con
una toallita humeda, por més que lograra disminuir el fuerte
olor a sardinhas.

Seguimos a Max Aub, Remedios Varo, Diego Rivera, Siquei-
ros, Trotsky... Pulso que saca corazones por la boca. El arte es
asi, como las revoluciones. Lisboa parece ahora mas cerca de
Ameérica. Se enreda la cubana a la conversacion: la guerra de
la Independencia, la lucha contra Machado o Batista... El de-
ber de afiadir martiano. Hay vidas que no caben en las ma-
nos. La huida a México, la abuela francesa que fue el origen
de unos ojos claros. El descubrimiento en Palenque de la tum-
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ba de quien quizas habia sido K inich Janaab Pakal. El relato
se mueve y suena el océano, siempre abriendo posibilidades,
aportando cadencias al ritmo de estas letras. Luchas contra
metropolis que son también la mia. La inteligencia renuncia
a las simplificaciones. Espafiola, mexicana, cubana... No hace
falta hacerlo explicito. Lo entiendes sin necesitar que medien
mis palabras.

¢{Madame Bovary? El repertorio azaroso de los nudos de la
emocion. Desde el taxi te imaginé terminando el almuerzo y
mirando al mar. Pronto recorrerias las estancias de otro mu-
seo. Mascaras. Me acuerdo de la careta cuando cae. Es solo un
cuadro. Quizas sentias mi ausencia o buscabas otra escuchan-
te. Pero era mads que probable que no encontraras el ritmo de
esta pulsacion. Suena indistinguible en mi bajo vientre, per-
manece intacta. El reconocimiento de un mundo compren-
dido, libros que se subrayan en los mismos parrafos, que se
reivindican en los margenes. Coordenadas compartidas de un
universo vasto e inasible. El ritmo de las tildes sobre los glifos
mayas. La arqueologia que también provoca revoluciones. La
figura del padre que te hace temblar; la del mio que todavia
me emociona. El roast beef sangrante. Si, me gusta sangrante,
aunque sé que pasados los dias la sangre se seca. ¢Has visto?
Mejor no mirar otra vez. Hay cuevas que no dicen buenas no-
ches. Casi estan pidiendo seguir en el pasillo. Saco uno a uno
los objetos de mi bolso en busca de mi llave. Por fin la encon-
tré. Ahora si, mejor voy a dormir. Cierro la puerta y en la os-
curidad vuelve la fusion del verde y el violeta. Una nebulosa
que surge de la explosion de un edificio. Hay un nifio que llora
por la noche. Te imagino encendiendo la luz en una casa de
La Condesa. (La casa que después tiembla con el sismo, que se
mueve con toda la ciudad). La nebulosa sigue inextinguible a
tu regreso y en la oscuridad también sientes el pulso del co-
razon cuando la criatura deja de llorar. Cabezas mayas de un
templo sagrado. El Templo Mayor. E1 Museo Nacional de Antro-
pologia donde 1llueve toda el agua del océano. No tenia excusa
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para no volver. Es como tener que aprender lo esencial de nue-
vo. La imposibilidad de los besos. Todo vuelve a sulugar en Te-
nochtitlan mientras Lisboa va difuminandose, reduciéndose a
esa nebulosa verde y morada. “No, no, ese no es el fracaso de
la arquitectura moderna; es el fracaso de un proyecto social
que no hizo las politicas adecuadas”. Toltecas, olmecas... Los
mayas se extinguieron porque supieron rebelarse contra sus
sacerdotes. ¢El fracaso fue no mirarnos? La distancia diagonal
impide la concentracién. Ritmo cardiaco que fluye y que no
puede acoplarse a ese estadio que va detras.

Teatro o musica. No hay coincidencia. Salir de Flaubert deja
estelas en los zapatos. Estas visible, pero no quiero saber mas.
La representacion se nos ha quedado en la mirada. Hablo con
mi grupo: alguna confusion, sintonia. Os veo sonreir. Noto el
contagio colgado de vuestras entonaciones. Castillo de San Jor-
ge y el atardecer que regala toda la vista de la Alfama. Las to-
rres drabes hilan relatos que, de igual manera, despegan nues-
tra voluntad. No quiero forzar los encuentros. Respiro y trato
de apartarme para entender qué estd pasando. Esperamos una
cena que destila musica. Me rodeo de relatos centroamerica-
nos. El ndhuatl quedd en mi paladar, junto con las sardinhas.
El olor de esa noche es el que todavia conservo entre mis de-
dos, el que persistia cuando dejé la ciudad. Los puentes sobre
el Duero no llegan hasta las ruinas mayas. Se me escurre de las
manos una asepsia que empezaba a aburrirme. Desconocia a
esa mujer. “Nous sommes tous des Madame Bovary”, pensé
que diria el actor que encarnaba a Flaubert. Pero la obra aca-
b6 con estas palabras: “Elle va mourir, et toi, et toi...”. Nos se-
fialaba con los dedos. “Mais Madame Bovary vivra toujours”.
Elmensaje llegaba claro y fuerte, como de tan lejos y tan cerca.
Tomas Moro habia sido juzgado. Fotografié compulsivamente.
Tu mirada se veia de lejos. Encontraba indefension en aque-
lla luminosidad. Asi que podiamos entender por qué Espafia
rompia su camisa. No tenia museo de la memoria. Tantos afios
de amnesia... El teatro Colon portefio resonaba y no escuché a
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los péajaros en la ciudad. La estética de Tokio era bradburiana
y nos miramos otra vez dandonos cuenta de que habia una ex-
trafia coincidencia de lenguaje. Casi preferi no interrumpir ese
momento, sabia que mi vuelo no iba a transcurrir en paz. La
adolescencia. Mucho mejor sin corbata. Me topé con ella el pri-
mer dia, se antepuso como un escudo a mi pregunta inocente.
El ascensor sube y baja. Espera. La otra noche se evapord. “Tu
no te diste cuenta si bailé o no —me dijiste—, no me veias”. No,
yo solo comia sardinhas y escuchaba las historias de otras ciu-
dades. Demasiada vida montevideana todavia por diseccionar.
Nos hemos despegado. Ir al museo era casi una necesidad, bus-
caba metaforas como una hambrienta. Regresasteis. Ninguno
sospechdabamos que la utopia y la distopia nos hablarian esa
tarde. Hay un parque dentro del museo. La idea de que asi sera
el futuro me espanta. Quizas el edificio art deco6 que tendria que
estar aqui era solo una alucinacién. Poco importa. Madame Bo-
vary ha vuelto. Si solo fuera un gesto inocente el que me pone la
vida entre estas manos que ya no son jovenes. He visto las hojas
de Flaubert volando sobre mi cabeza. No me sorprende que las
actrices nos interpelen. También las imagenes de la exposicion
eran de ciudades reales. Verlas, colgadas en la pared, nos ayudd
a entender la irrealidad de lo real. Asi vivimos, pero lo unico
que le interesa a Bovary es el ritmo frenético de esa pulsacidn.
No hay manera de juzgar. No hay dimensién. Rasga la guitarra,
suena a fado. No, no me llega el sonido ahora. Hay una mascara
que es dificil de sostener. Es mads facil escribirlo. Revolucidn.
Hemos fusionado la historia. Los desechos culturales también
provocan resistencias. Conocemos las ruinas. No hay posibili-
dad de hacerlo sobre cenizas. Todavia estan calientes los pasos
sobre ese parque artificial.

Pasé ala sala oscura de las pulsaciones de ciudad. Un escenario
perfecto para empezar la puesta en escena. Me habia aislado.
No habia nadie mas. Lo percibi. Era bastante obvio que ibas a
llegar. Te dejé como quien huye de lo inevitable, pero el museo
marco el itinerario. No, no habia fracaso en esas construccio-
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nes, repito. Era esa enorme desigualdad lo que oscurecia los
proyectos. Entonces, ¢por qué habian peleado nuestros abue-
los silas distopias de aquellas sociedades llenaban las paredes
del museo? La provocacion de lo que pende de los muros. Des-
pués me ensefiaste la diferencia entre los edificios que dialo-
gabany aquellos que luchaban entre si. También a diferenciar
otros cuyos espejos ocultan lo que son. Nuestra acompafiante
quiere conducirnos a ver los planos de Brasilia, pero mientras
observamos esa perfeccion artificial, el referente vuelve a ser
Ciudad de México. Los dos preferimos el caos. Una pasion inex-
tinguible. No sé qué quise decir con el mensaje. No sé si se en-
tendia. No hay posibilidad de saber por donde deshilachar la
ambigiedad cuando la intencionalidad es confusa hasta para
quien la plantea. No acabaremos con ese pulso de una traza-
da. Explota el proyecto moderno. Alguien decidié demoler el
edificio. Solo queda la nebulosa verde y morada. Es lindo el
pelo rojo de Mariana. Es como una llama en medio de una sala
de teatro vacia. Mejor te fuiste a escuchar musica. Ya te ha-
bias dormido por la tarde. Cultivas la proyeccion internacio-
nal de la ciudad sin ocultar sus carencias. Revoluciones que
no apagan toda el agua de ese océano inmenso. El temblor de
la tierra hizo emanar las letras. Relatos desgarradores sobre
la humanidad. Lo mejor y lo peor siempre han ido de la mano.
No sé cdmo envolveré las preguntas que te llegaran de lejos.
Sé que me las responderas y sentiras de nuevo el desplome del
edificio moderno. Ser feliz e infeliz al mismo tiempo. Todavia
no logro extirpar ese olor a sardinhas de entre mis dedos. Es
el pulso de este corazon el que salpica letras y, aunque no me
moje, anoraba esta cicatriz: es como volver a una casa de la

que nunca habia salido. Como las inundaciones del verano.
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Translated from Spanish by Peter Bush

On the way to the airport my hands still smelled of sar-
dinhas. The Lisbon Municipal Chamber’s chauffeur pointed
to the bridge spanning the Tagus estuary, built in the era of
Salazar the dictator, later to be called 25 de abril. His words
momentarily distracted me from my obliviousness to the
smell from my fingertips. Many of us Spanish women admire
the Carnation Revolution and also the fact that the monarchy
wasn’t restored, that shabby burden feeding our inertia and
dross on the other side of the Peninsula. I reviewed the pro-
file of a Lisbon open to the ocean while mentally I constructed
a layered collage of other revolutions. They all dive-bombed
rapidly: I returned to the smile in the museum, that smile
diffused between my fingers. Flashes of city utopia and dys-
topia, the rhythm of a pulsating heart that hadn’t stirred for
ages rendered lethargic by an overdose of bureaucracy. The
blue of paternal eyes framed by dark rings that heightened jet
lag and night-time caring. We listened to stories of racism in
the Padrdo dos Descobrimentos: slavery and cannibalism, en-
forced conversions of Jews, images of saints raised over peo-
ple of another colour. Mexican images in churches from my
journeys to other eras. It aroused a feeling that led me back
to what I once was. Vice-royalty, conquest, whites, mulattoes.
No, the indigenous didn’t count. Oblivion. The recounting of
an evolution that allowed black Christs to be created. And once
again the pulsating images of a future that had yet to come,
that made us dream of expanding the city’s natural frontiers:
sea-platforms, swarms of buildings that would extract energy
from water. The architecture school where he learned about
maestros who twisted their buildings into the round. The Na-
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tional Autonomous University of Mexico that was also mine.
Something stirred inside me. The convulsed throb of pieces
of city that offered scant glimpses of green spaces: factories,
skyscrapers, places to accumulate refuse, radioactive rubbish.
The stories cascaded out. A shared fascination surprising in
our eyes. I saw Mexico again and its experiences. For ages I
tried to ignore the convulsions that brought. It always sliced
me open down the middle. A premonition that was still incom-
prehensible. Close by again, reminding me that in a way I had
never left.

In that municipal car, on the way to the airport, I extract-
ed the damp napkin that one day I had prudently put in my
handbag. I cleaned my fingers, celebrating that sensation
coursing through my body, that I still hadn’t left. My hands
need to touch something that disappeared. At that precise mo-
ment the chauffeur mentioned the Roman aqueduct, but his
Portuguese was a blur and I couldn’t decipher his words. The
Atlantic clashed against my gaze. There was too much water
that would separate us. A chink open to gentle potential, like
the architectural transitions in that Portuguese school. It is
quite unconnected to that throb, to that exaggerated beat a
wet tissue can’t eliminate, however much it reduces the strong
smell of sardinhas.

We follow Max Aub, Remedios Varo, Diego Rivera, Siquei-
ros, Trotsky... A throbbing that drags hearts from mouths. Art
is like that, like revolutions. Lisbon now seems closer to Latin
America. The Cuban revolution gets embroiled in the conver-
sation: the war of Independence, the struggle against Machado
or Batista... José Marti’s call to go beyond. There are lives that
don’t fit in our grasp. The flight to Mexico, the French grand-
mother who was the source of some bright eyes. The discovery
in Palenque of the tomb of someone who had perhaps been
K’inich Janaab’ Pakal. The story shifts and the ocean booms,
always opening possibilities, bringing cadences to the rhythm
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of these letters. Struggles against the metropolis that are also
mine. The intellect rejects simplifications. Spanish, Mexican,
Cuban... No need to make it explicit. You understand without
the mediation of my words.

Madame Bovary? The haphazard repertoire of knots of
emotion. From my taxi I imagined you finishing lunch and
looking at the sea. You would soon be visiting the rooms in
another museum. Masks. I remember the mask when it drops.
Itis only a painting. Perhaps you regretted my absence or were
looking for someone to listen to you. However, it’s more than
likely that you won’t find the rhythm to this beat. It resonates,
indistinguishable in my lower belly, it remains intact. The rec-
ognition of a world that is understood, books with the same
paragraphs underlined, that are highlighted in the margins.
Shared coordinates of a vast universe beyond our grasp. The
rhythm of tildes over Mayan hieroglyphics. Archaeology that
also triggers revolutions. The father figure who makes you
tremble and mine who still stirs me. The saignant roast beef.
Yes, I like it saignant, although I know the blood dries after a
few days. Have you noticed? Better not look again. There are
caves that don’t say goodnight. They are almost insisting I
continue along the passage. I take the things from my hand-
bag one by one as I look for my key. In the end I find it. Now
I shall probably sleep. I shut the door and the fusion of green
and purple returns in the darkness. A nebula rising from a
building that is exploding. A child cries in the night. [imagine
you switching on the light in a house in La Condesa neighbour-
hood. (The house that later shakes with the earthquake, that
moves with the whole city.) The nebula is still there when you
return and in the darkness you too feel the beat of the heart
when the child stops crying. Mayan heads from a sacred tem-
ple. The Main Temple. The National Museum of Anthropology
where all the water from the ocean rains down. I had no ex-
cuse not to return. It’s like being forced to relearn the essen-
tials. Impossible kisses. Everything returns to its place in Ten-
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ochtilan as Lisbon becomes diffuse, is reduced to that green
and purple haze. “No, it isn’t the failure of modern architec-
ture; it’s the failure of a social politics that didn’t create ade-
quate policies.” Toltecs, Olmecs... The Mayans were wiped out
because they succeeded in rebelling against their priests. Did
we fail because we didn’t look at each other? Diagonal lines get
in the way of concentration. A cardiac rhythm that flows and
cannot sync with that stadium that lays behind.

Theatre or music. There’s no point of contact. Leaving
Flaubertleaves traces on your shoes. You are visible, but I don’t
want to know any more. The performance has lodged in our
gaze. I speak to my group: some confusion, some empathy. I see
you smile. I note your infectious intonations. St George’s Castle
and a twilight that gifts us sight of the entire Alfama. The Arab
towers weave stories that stretch our wills in like manner. I
don’t want to contrive encounters. I take a breath, trying to
distance myself in order to understand what is happening. We
are anticipating a dinner that distils music. I am surrounded
by stories from Central America. Nahuatl stayed on my palate,
with the sardinhas. The smell from that night is what I still re-
tain between my fingers, what lingered on after I left the city.
The bridges over the Duero don’t reach as far as the Mayan
ruins. An asepsis that was beginning to bore me slips from
my hands. I didn’t know that woman. “Nous sommes tous des
Madame Bovary,” 1 thought the actor playing Flaubert would
say. But the work concluded with these words: “Elle va mourir,
et toi, et toi...” He pointed his fingers at us. “Mais Madame Bova-
ry vivra toujours.” The message came strong and clear, wheth-
er from so near or so far. Thomas More had been sentenced. I
took photos compulsively. Your gaze was visible from afar. It
met defencelessness in that luminous light. That way we could
understand why Spain ripped its shirt. It didn’t have a muse-
um of memory. So many years of amnesia... The Colén Theatre
in Buenos Aires resounded and I didn’t hear the birds in the
city. The Tokyo aesthetic was Bradbury through and through
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and we looked at each other and realised once again that there
was a strange language connection. I almost preferred not
to interrupt that moment, I knew that my flight wouldn’t be
peaceful. Adolescence. Much better without a tie. I bumped
against it on that first day, erected like a shield against my in-
nocent question. The lift goes up and down. Waits. The other
night evaporated. “You didn’t notice whether I danced or not,”
you told me, “you couldn’t see me.” No, I only ate sardinhas
and listened to the stories of other cities. Too much Montevi-
dean life still to dissect. We have taken off. Going to the mu-
seum was almost an obligation, I was hungry for metaphors.
You returned. Neither of us suspected that utopia and dystopia
would speak to us that afternoon. There is a park inside the
museum. ’'m frightened by the idea that the future will be like
that. Perhaps the Art Deco building that should be there was
only a mirage. It hardly matters. Madame Bovary is back. If
only it were an innocent gesture that places my life in hands
that are no longer young. I have seen Flaubert’s pages flying
above my head. ’'m not surprised that the actresses interro-
gate us. The images in the exhibition were also of real cities.
Seeing them on the wall helped us understand the unreality
of the real. That’s how we live, but Bovary is only interested in
the frenzied rhythm of that pulsating beat. There is no way of
judging. There is no perspective. The guitar strikes up, sound-
ing like fado. No, I can’t hear the noise now. There is a mask
that’s hard to sustain. It’s easier to write it down. Revolution.
We have fused history together. Cultural rejects also trigger
resistance. We know the ruins. It can’t be done over ashes. The
footsteps through that artificial park are still warm.

I entered the dark room that pulsed with the beat of the
city. A perfect scenario to begin the production. I had isolat-
ed myself. There was nobody else. I realised that. It was fairly
obvious you were going to come. I left you as someone flees
the inevitable, but the museum prescribed the itinerary. No,
I repeat, those constructions weren’t failed. It was that huge
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inequality that cast its shadow over the projects. So then, why
had our grandparents fought if the dystopias of those societies
covered museum walls? The challenge of what hangs there.
Afterwards you showed me the difference between buildings
in dialogue and buildings in conflict. And how to distinguish
others the mirrors of which hide what they are. The person
accompanying us wants to take us to see the plans for Brasilia,
but as we contemplate that artificial perfection, the reference
point again becomes Mexico City. We both prefer chaos. A pas-
sion that can’t be extinguished. I don’t know what I meant by
the message. I don’t even know if it could be understood. There
is no way we can know strip back ambiguity when intentions
are confused even for the person voicing them. We won’t end
that pulsing beat at a stroke. The modern project explodes.
Somebody decided to demolish the building. Only the green
and purple nebula remains. Mariana’s red hair is pretty. It’s
like a flame in the middle of an empty theatre. It was all for the
best that you went to listen to music. You’d already had a sleep
in the afternoon. You cherish the city’s international profile
but don’t hide its shortcomings. Revolutions that don’t extin-
guish all the water in that immense ocean. The quaking earth
caused the letters to surface. Searing stories about human-
ity. The best and the worst have always gone hand in hand.
I don’t know how to frame the questions that will reach you
from afar. I know that you will respond and once again you
will feel the modern building crash down. Being happy and
unhappy at the same time. I still haven’t got rid of the smell
of the sardinhas from my fingers. It is the beating of this heart
that splashes over letters and, though I don’t get wet, I longed
for this scar: it’s like returning to a house one had never left.
Like the floods in summer.
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Hi Sandra. Ilek ma tigi °’l hawn. Meta?! Fid-disgha? Ta’ filghaxija?
Allura ghax ma cempiltx, belha? Ara tiftahlix kotba. B’dawn
lanqas tohrog naqra ma tista’. Kont immur jogging filghaxija
m’ghadnix immur. Mela x’naghmel dagskemm huma koroh u bil-
lejl langas tarahom, tispicca tidhol fxi wiehed minnhom, jaqq! Xi
trid jagbez xi wiehed fuqek? Sahta ghandna hawn. Jien il-kruha
ddejjagni Sandra, qalbi, u l-hmieg iktar u iktar. Imorru xi mkien
iehor hux. Jew imorru lura mnejn gew, hadd ma baghat ghalihom.
Lanqas nohorgu ftit passiggata ma nistghu. Hi jien ghandi Zewgt
ibniet u mohhi jkun il-hin kollu ghaddej. Anki filghodu, ahseb u ara
filghaxija. Hekk ghidtlu lil Renzo: ibdilli dik is-serratura/’

Dik ommi. Qieghda fuq it-telefown ma’ habibitha. Sandra kienet
tahdem maghha u gieli giet hawn, jiehdu kafé u jitkellmu.
L-iktar haga li jafu jaghmlu hija li jghidu fuq in-nies. Sandra
tal-flus, taf. Fis-sajf marru tour fuq vapur. Ahna ma morniex.
Krejna jumejn dar bis-swimming pool. Ommi bilkemm misset
mal-ilma. Qaghdet tixxemmex u missieri jdur’l hemm u’l hawn
ma’ xi hbieb. U jien gqghadt fil-pool u filghaxija hrigt m’ohti. Ma
nahsibx li ohti se tigi maghna dis-sena.

Nahseb se titlag mid-dar.

Kont inqast aktar minn ten kilos Sandra, imma issa hi... Heqq kont
immur jogging kuljum, imma issa b’dawn ma’ saqajna nibza’.
Mela int ma tismax ahbarijiet? Le, ma tarax! Hemm ahna, habba
fihom ergajt zdidt. Gieli nahsibha imma min jaf kemm tigik eh biex
tmur il-gym?
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Din taljogging m’hijiex vera. Ommi gatt ma marret jogging.
U ma nafx meta nagset b’ghaxar kilos lanqas. Mhux ghax hi
hoxna, imma din tal-ghaxar kilos esagerazzjoni. Jekk forsi
nagset ftit meta mietet in-nanna ghax it-tabib qalilha li
n-nanna kellha hafna kolesterol u allura ghamlet zmien tibza’
ftit u ma baqghetx tiekol bhal qabel. Imma jogging qatt ma
marret.

Missieri fil-kamra tal-imbarazz. Idogqglu l-mobile.

Aw, Frans, x’inqalaghlek? Le hi ma nistax ta. Ghandi bic¢ca
xoghol u zgur ma llahhagx. Int kemm-il kamra ghandek?
Dar? Fuq u isfel? Heqq, x’nista’ nghidlek? Kellem wahda ’l Piju.
Ghidlu jghaddi s’hawn bil-vann, jigbor xi tnejn minn dal-liba li
Jjkun hawn u jtihom x’jaghmlu. Hekk jew b’hekk tohrog bl-irhis.
Dak tihom xi haga u ibghathom jitnejku. Tthom ghoxrin ewro u
barra bid-daqq. Kieku stajt kont nigi Frans imma msallab.

Qattma fhimt ezatt x’xoghol jaghmel missieri. Lijahdem hafna
naf, imma x’jaghmel ezatt m’ghandix idea. Meta jistaqsuni
l-iskola nghidilhom self-employed. Hekk qalli nghidilhom.
Ftit ilu stagsietni Miss Galea tal-guidance u ghidtilha “self-
employed”. Stagsietni kienx ibigh ghand tal-hwienet u
ghiditlha iva ha nehles minnha. Ma nafx x’jaghmel. Gieli bil-
kemm narawh. Ma tantx jitkellem maghna hlief meta jkun
irrabjat u jagbadha fuq dawk li langas ommi ma tahmel wisq.
Missieri aktar ma jahmilhomx. Id-darba l-ohra kien ged jara
l-futbol fuq it-televixin u tghidx kemm dam jghid li mhux sew
li team Ewropew ikun mimli bihom.

Jien narahom kull filghodu meta nkun sejra l-iskola. Narahom
mac-¢int. Ringiela, jistennew. Xi ftit minnhom izommu
basket jidher vojt, ohrajn ma jkollhom xejn. Ikunu geghdin
jistennew u jien mill-private inhares lejhom. Sakemm jibqghu
jidhru nibqga’ nhares lejhom. Shabi jidhqu bihom u xi kultant
jghadduhom biz-zmien. Perezempju din Kristle li gieghda
titkellem:
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Qeghdin sew! Insiethom fuq in-nar ommhom u harqu l-gilda!

Kristle kulhadd jibza’ minnha. Meta tghid xi haga kulhadd
jagbel maghha. Din Shania gieghda tghajjat minn gol-private:

Aw Blackie! Ejja Blackie!

Jien ma nidhaqx. Hemm granet meta nidhaq imma. Jekk
ninzerta bilqieghda vic¢in Kristle jew Shania, ikolli nidhaq. Id-
darba l-ohra Kristle gabditni ma nidhagx wara li bdiet tghajjat
“nugrufun”, gamet mill-bank fejn kienet u resqet lejja:

Aw int, mela thobbhom lil dal-hmieg? Tridx inqabbadlek lil dak
tat-tarf, dak ta’ xufftejh hoxnin bhal kuxxtejk?

Kollha jharsu lejja u jidhqu. Kristle tistennieni nghidilha xi
haga. Naraha thares lejn kuxxtejja u mbaghad tinfaga’ tidhaq
hija wkoll u ghajnejja jimtlew bid-dmugh. Inhares ’il barra
mit-tieqa u l-karozza jkollha tieqaf u narahom hemm, ringiela
twila jistennew mac-c¢int u mbaghad jaqbizli d-dmugh ghax
niftakar f’ohti u ghax veru ghandi kuxxtejja hoxnin.

Bangawanga, hawn xadina hoxna tridha?

Dik Raissa kienet. Trid iddahhaq ftit hija wkoll. Dakinhar
galtilna 1li l-gharus taghha ghandu huh jahdem security fi
klabb u raw wiehed minn dawn jipprova jidhol u tghidx
kemm tawh. Raissa tpejjep hi u tistenna l-private. Anki ohti
gieghda tpejjep. Tisraq xi sigarett’l ommi u dik tant iddahhan
li langas tinduna. Dan l-ahhar gieghda tpejjep aktar mis-soltu
u issa qieghda tixtri l-pakketti. Ohti nbidlet. Ma naghtihiex
tort, l-aktar wara li tisma’ lil missieri:

Kieku kollha niknishom minn hawn. Naqbad gaffa u nixkanahom
wiehed wiehed. U l-airport bil-gaffa nohodhom u l-ewwel
ajruplan li nsib nibghathom mieghu imqar l-infern, forsi anki
x-xitan idejquh u jibghathom ’il barra wkoll. Min gabhom ’l
hawn? Aqqas tohrog naqra ma tista’ ghax iwerwruk. Mhux lili
ta, lili ma jwerwrunix. Imma lill-mara jwerwruha. Allahares
naqgbad lil xi wiehed iharisli lejha ghax inbiccru.
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Imbaghad idur lejn Noelene, ohti, u jkompli:

Ara tkun fuq tal-linja jew gejja hawn u jkun hemm xi harraj
minnhom ihares lejk. Qis li tghidli, fhimt? Ha nkissirlu ghadmu
wahda wahda.

Inhares lejn Noelene u hi thares lejja u ma tiftahx halgha
imma nifhimha xorta wahda.

U int ukoll, Svetlana, fhimt? Ara jekk ikun hemm xi hadd
minnhom ihares lejk, mhux ikellmek ta qed nghidlek, ihares
lejk, qis li tghidli.

Noelene thares lejja u thaxxirasha u missieri jqabbad sigarett,
jonfoh id-duhhan f’'wicci u jaqtaghli l-aptit u ma nkunx irrid
inkompli niekol.

Ma nifhimx ghala jagblu dagqshekk ommi, missieri u Kristle
I-bniet l-ohra li naf. Malli ninzel mill-private wara l-iskola u
mmur lejn id-dar, ikunu hemm, min jilghab bil-ballun, min
iparla, min lanqas jaf x’se jagbad jaghmel. Naralhom il-lozor
minxurin u l-hwejjeg imdendlin mal-hbula. Qishom xi belt
ghalihom. Hadd minna ma jitkellem maghhom.

Noelene ghandha sittax. Harget mill-iskola u tahdem.
Gimaghtejn ilu missieri u ommi kienu barra. Konna fil-kamra
u galtli nismaghha u ma nghid xejn:

Jien se nitlaq mid-dar Svet. Issa xi darba mmur ghax-xoghol u
ma nergax nigi. Ara ma tiftahx halqek. Qed nghidlek ghax inti
ohti u nhobbok hafna. Taf ghalfejn sejra?

Noelene tarani nibki u tibda tibki hija wkoll.

Sejra ghax ghandi gharus. Imma dal-gharus zgur ma jhobbuhx
il-pa u -mummy. Anzi jekk ikunu jafu l-pa joqtolni zgur.

Ohti thobbu hafna lill-gharus. Jamal. Jekk jarah missieri
jaghmel storja, u storja ohra ommi. Allura Noelene se tmur xi
mkien imma ma nafx fejn. Ma tridx tghidli ghax ghalkemm
tafdani ma tafdanix f’kollox. Taf li malli jsiru jafu se jduru
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fuqi. U tibza’ li tagbizli xi kelma. Ili minn dakinhar nibza’ u
ma nikolx. II-mummy qaltli seswwa naghmel innaqqgas ghax
ghandi kuxxtejja hoxnin.

Din Clodienne, il-habiba ta’ ohti, l-ahhar li giet ghandna:

Thobbu lil Ja Rule? Cool hux, imma veru ikrah jaqq. Qisu xi xadina
minn daw’ li ghandkom haw’.

Ma nifhimx ghala anki Clodienne tagbel ma’ ommiu missieriu
Kristle u I-kumplament tal-klassi. Ma nafx ghaliex ma nagbilx
maghhom jien ukoll. Ma rridx nahseb fuq hekk. Imma nibza’
li jekk jagbhdu ’l ohti ma’ Jamal jaghmlu storja. Sirt meta nkun
sejra l-iskola u Kristle tibda tghajjat Bongowongo jew Xadina
hawn banana niftakar f’ohti u nkun se nibda nibki.

Din Miss Galea issa:

Illum nixtieq nitkellmu fuq id-differenza. Kemm hi xi haga sabiha
li d-dinja taghna fiha hafna affarijiet differenti, hux? Immaginaw
ftit, girls, kieku kollox kellu l-istess dags, jew l-istess ghamla. Xi
dwejjaq kieku, veru? Kollox ikun l-istess. Dan hu s-sabih tad-dinja
li nghixu fiha, girls: id-differenza. Ghandna lingwi differenti,
tradizzjonijiet differenti, uzanzi. In-natura ghamlitna differenti.
Heqq, allahares konna girls biss hux veru? Le, Kristle?

Kristle iddum ftit biex tiddeciedi tihux gost bic¢-cajta jew le.
Kulhadd jafli ma’ Kristle it-teachers jimxu differenti. Johduha
aktar bil-hlewwa ghax jafu li taf tagleb kull m’hawn. Jibzghu
minnha spec¢jlament mindu sawtet lil Miss Fava u fethitilha
xufftejha ktieb. Kristle tiddeciedi li ma tidhaqx, langas
titbissem u minflok thares ’il barra mit-tieqa. Miss Galea:

Allura, girls xtaqt li llum nitkellmu fuq id-differenzi ta’ bejnietna.
Tridu tghidu xi haga fuq is-suggett? Isa, ghiduli xi ftit mid-
differenzi ta’ bejnietna. Diga semmejna ftit minnhom.

Hadd ma jghid xejn. La ma tghid xejn Kristle ma jghid xejn

hadd. Dejjem hekk f’dil-klassi: noqoghdu nistennew lil Kristle
u skont ma taghmel hi naghmlu ahna. U llum Kristle ma
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tantx ahna. Anki fil-private kienet kwieta u lanqas biss harset
’il barra mit-twieqi bhas-soltu. Naf ghaliex ghax il-bierah
smajthom l-ahbarijiet. U iva, ikolli nammetti li hadt gost b’dak
li smajt.

Hadd ma jghid xejn u Miss Galea tistenna. Nixtieq nitkellem
fuqid-differenza. Ghal darba Miss Galea tkellimna fuq xi haga
sura. Nahseb f’Noelene u Jamal. Noelene u Jamal differenti.
Nixtieq hafna nitkellem fughom u fuq dawk li jkunu gqeghdin
jistennew mac-¢int u joqoghdu f’dik il-bitha l-kbira ma jafux
x’se jaghmlu. Imma nibza’ ghax Kristle u l-ohrajn min jaf
x’jghidu u min jaf kemm jidhqu bija kieku, u min jaf kemm
jidhqu b’Noelene. Inhares lejn Miss Galea u naraha thares lejja
u titbissimli:

Svetlana trid tghidilna xi haga donnha. Hux veru, Svet?

Istja, kif indunat?! Inhares lejha u nara li ghadha titbissimli.
Langas niftakar li qatt thissmitli dagshekk. Forsi taf b’xi haga
Miss Galea, jew rat lil Noelene ma’ Jamal.

Girls, ha naraw fuq liema differenza se tkellimna Svetlana. Isa,
Svet.

Isa, Svet, taghtix kas ta’ Kristle u tal-ohrajn. Isa Svet.

Miss, taf fuq xiex nitkellmu? Ha nitkellmu fuq id-differenza bejn
is-suwed u l-bojod.

U din Kristle, minn wara nett:
Ija, Miss, ejja nitkellmu fuq ix-xadini ghax hekk qishom.

U issa kollha jitkellmu l-ohrajn. Kollha jidhqu. Miss Galea
tipprova twagqafhom imma ghalxejn:

Girls, please! Ahna lin-nies ma nghajruhomx. In-nies li m’humiex
bojod ukoll huma bnedmin bhalna.

Issa Kristle trid ittellef u allura tkompli tghajjat minn wara.
Nibza’ minnha. Biex taghtik xi daqqtejn ma tridx wisq. Sa lil
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Miss Fava weggghet. Damet xi xahar ma tersagx lejn l-iskola u
mbaghad regghet tfaccat. Ghall-ewwel ftit jiem kulhadd haseb
li rabbiet 1-ghaqal sakemm darba qabdet ma’ tifla izghar
minnha u regghet bhal gabel. Kristle ma tghixx m’ommbha,
u missierha, kif rajt fl-ahbarijiet tal-bierah, fadallu ftit mhux
hazin biex jerga’ jmur id-dar.

Nahseb f’Noelene u f’Jamal. Inhobbha lil Noelene u dejjem
xtaqt li tibgqa’ mieghi. Issa, minhabba ommi u missieri, u
minhabba nies bhal Kristle u l-ohrajn, Noelene se titlag mid-
dar. Miss Galea tkompli tipprova, imma Kristle ma tridx taf.

Ahna xi guvni sexy rridu mhux suwed. Mela le ma nohrogx ma’
iswed! L-ewwel nett jekk nohorgu filghaxija ma nibdiex narah, u
t-tieni - jaqq - jekk m’ghandix, ikolli baby iswed. Jaqq!

Dahq. Miss Galea ma tidhagqx imma hadd m’hu jaghti kasha.
Langasjien. Shania qieghda tghidlili ghandi kuxxtejja hoxnin
u jmissni nsib xi wiehed minn dawk li jistennew u jkolli
baby bhalu. Nixtieq ingebbdilha xagharha u ntiha go wiccha
imma ara kif jagbzu fuqi kieku. Allura, minghajr ma nghid
lill-Miss, nagbad u mmur it-toilet, nissakkar u nibki. Min jaf
x’se jaghmluli fuq il-private. Jekk nara li se jaghmluli xi haga
nagbad tal-linja. X’jimpurtani jekk ikun hemm xi hadd mill-
hbieb ta’ Jamal u joqghod ihares lejja. Mhux ghajnejn ghandu
f’'wiccu? Ihares. Sinjal li noghgbu jekk ihares.

Qw

Xahar ilu gghadt nistenna lil ommi titla’ torqod ha nixghel
il-kompjuter. Hadt email minghand Noelene u qgaltli li tinsab
tajba. Baghtitli ritratt taghha ma’ Jamal. Kemm huma helwin.
Kieku nista’ nipprintjah u ngorru mieghi imma nibza’ li
ssibu ommi u tistagsini fejn gqieghda Noelene. Iktar nibza’ li
tistaqgsini fuq Jamal u taghmel xi storja ikbar minn dik meta
sabet l-ittra t’ohti fuq il-frigg. Il-pulizija ghadhom ifittxuha
u lili stagsewni hafna mistoqgsijiet imma veru ma nafx fejn
gieghda.
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Il-bierah filghaxija mort hdejn dik il-bitha l-kbira. Kellhom
xi festa ghax bdew idoqqu t-tnabar, jizfnu u jkantaw. Qghadt
mohbija biex ma jarawnix u gqghadt niehu gost nismaghhom
idoqqu, ikantaw u jizfnu. Xi ftit minnhom kellhom wi¢¢hom
mizbugh bl-abjad u b’kuluri ohrajn, u bdew iqassmu l-ikel.
Qatt ma rajthom hekk u qatt ma smajthom idogqu. Kienet festa
sabiha. Ridt nohlom li anki jien, xi darba, inkun bhal ohti.
Forsi xi darba nitlaq jien ukoll. Ma’ Noelene u Jamal, man-nies
tal-iljuni, it-tigri u x-xadini. Man-nies tat-tnabar. Ghax dawn
nies shieh — suwed u shieh. Bhal Jamal. Bhal dik it-tifla li
Kristle kienet tghajtilha Chimpy u tniggizha bil-kumpass. Xi
darba mmur jien ukoll halli missieri u ommi jkollhom ghax
jiddispjacihom. U nitghallem indoqq it-tnabar taghhom u
nizfen bhalhom u nitghallem hafna affarijiet minn taghhom.

Dankifjispiccaw l-emails sigrietita’ Noelene: Ara ma tagbizlekx
xi kelma, qalbi.

Imma jien irid nitkellem u nitkellem hafna. Ghax issa ddejjaqt
noqghod kwieta, u ddejjaqt nibza’ u nidhaq meta jidhqu
Kristle u l-bqgija. Ma rridx nibza’ nghid li l-iswed sabih ukoll
— bhal Jamal u bhal huh u bhal ohtu u bhal ommu. Xi darba
mmur f’dik il-bitha, nidhol hdejhom u nghidilhom jghallmuni
t-tnabar u z-zifniet taghhom. Nghidilhom 1li ghandi ohti
Noelene u l-gharus taghha jismu Jamal u nistagsihom kollha
jekk jafuhx.

Xidarba se naghmel dan kollu, u anki iktar minn hekk.
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Hi Sandra. Long time no see. When?! At 9? In the evening? Why
the hell didn’t you call, idiot? Don’t get me started. I can’t even
go outside, no thanks to them. I used to jog in the evening, I don’t
go anymore. Over my dead body, they’re bloody hideous and you
can’t see them at night, you’ll end up bumping into one of them,
ugh! You want to be raped by one of them? We’re cursed here.
I bloody hate ugliness, Sandra my dear, and I bloody hate filth
even more. We’ll have to go somewhere else. Or they can go back
to their country, no one asked for them. We can’t even go for a
walk ’cause of them. I have two daughters and my mind would be
abuzz. All the time, even during the morning let alone during the
evening. That’s why I told Renzo: change that lock!

That’s my mother. She’s chatting with her friend over the
phone. Sandra used to be her workmate. Every now and then
she would come over for a cup of coffee and a dollop of idle
chatter. Their gusto for gossip was something to behold. San-
dra was well off, you know. They went on a cruise during the
summer. We didn’t. We rented a house with a swimming pool
for a couple of days. My mother barely dipped her toes in the
water. She lay on a deckchair, sunbathing, whilst my dad went
out with some friends of his. And I stayed in the pool and went
out with my sister in the evening. I don’t think my sister will
come with us this year.

I think she’s going to leave.

I lost more than ten kilos Sandra, but now heh... Well I used to
jog every day, but now, with these louts all over the place, I'm
afraid. Don’t you listen to the news? Good heavens no! See? I put
on weight, no thanks to them! The thought did cross my mind but
God knows how expensive a gym membership will be.
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This jogging thing isn’t true. My mother never jogged. And I
can’t recall when she lost ten kilos either. It’s not that she’s fat,
but this whole ten Kkilos thing is an exaggeration. She might
have lost some weight when grandma died because the doctor
said that grandma’s cholesterol levels were high so she was
cautious for a while and changed her eating habits. But she
never jogged.

My dad is in the box room, amongst the bric-a-brac. His mobile
phone rings.

Hey, Frans, what’s up? No mate, I can’t. I'm working on some-
thing at the moment and I won’t be able to. How many rooms
do you have? A house? Two storeys? Well, what can I say? Speak
to Piju. Tell him to come here in his can, pick up two of those
fuckers roaming about and give them something to do. It will be
cheap overall. Give them something and then tell them to fuck
off. Twenty euros, no questions asked. I would have come myself
if I could Frans but I really can’t.

I never quite knew what my father did. I knew he worked a
lot, but I have no idea as to what he did. When they ask me at
school I tell them he’s self-employed. That’s what he told me to
say. Miss Galea, the guidance teacher, asked me about this and
I told her “self-employed”. She asked me if he was a sales agent
and I said yes so that she would leave me alone. I have no idea
what he does. Sometimes we barely see him. He rarely speaks
to us except when he’s angry and starts venting his spleen at
“them”, the ones even my mother doesn’t like at all. My father
hates them even more. Last time he was watching a football
match on TV and he went on and on about how it was not right
that a European team would be teeming with such people.

I see them every morning on my way to school. I see them on
the fence. Waiting, in a line. Some of them hold a seemingly
empty bag, others would have nothing at all. They would be
waiting and I would watch them from the school bus. I keep
on watching them until they disappear. My schoolmates find
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them funny and sometimes take the mickey out of them. For
instance this is Kristle:

What a bunch of wankers! Their mum must have forgotten to
turn off the oven and they got burnt to a crisp!

Everyone is scared of Kristle. Her word is law — everyone
agrees with her. This is Shania hollering out of the school bus
window:

Hey Blackie! Come on Blackie!

I don’t laugh. Though there are days when I do laugh. If I end
up sitting near Kristle or Shania, well, I have to laugh. Last
time Kristle was shouting “sooty” at them and pounced on
me when I was not laughing. She got up from her seat and ap-
proached me:

Hey you, you like this riffraff? Do you want me to hook you up
with the one on the right, that one, with the fat lips, fat like your
thighs?

They all look at me and laugh. Kristle is waiting for me to
say something. I see her looking at my thighs. She bursts out
laughing too and my eyes start swelling with tears. I look out
of the window and the school bus has to stop right there, and I
see them there, waiting in a long line on the fence, and then I
start to cry because I think of my sister and because my thighs
really are fat.

Bangawanga, do you fancy this fat ape?

That was Raissa. She wants to be funny too. Last time she told
us that her boyfriend has a brother who works as a bouncer in
a club and they saw one of them trying to get in. They trashed
him. Raissa smokes as she waits for the school bus. Even my
sister smokes. She steals a cigarette from my mother, who
smokes so much that she can’t be arsed. Recently her habit has
picked up the pace and she’s buying whole packets now. My
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sister has changed. Can’t blame her, especially after you hear
my father venting his anger:

Ifit was up to me I’d clear them out. I'd get a bulldozer and frack
them off, one by one. And I'd bulldoze them all the way to the air-
port and shove them on the first plane I find, even send them to
hell, who knows, maybe the devil won’t stomach their presence
and will chuck them out as well. Who sent for them? You can’t
even go out, people are afraid of them. Not me of course, they
don’t scare me. But my wife is afraid of them. God knows I'd tear
them to pieces if I caught one of them looking at her.

Then he turns to my sister, Noelene, and goes on:

Ifyou’re on the bus or coming back home and there’s one of them
fuckers looking at you, you tell me straight away, understand?
I’d break his bones, one by one.

I look at Noelene and she looks back at me and doesn’t say a
word but I got the drift all the same.

And you too, Svetlana, understand? If there is one of them look-
ing at you, ’'m not saying speaking to you, just looking at you,
you come and tell me.

Noelene looks at me and lowers her head. My dad lights up a
cigarette and exhales the smoke in my face. I lose my appetite
and push the plate away.

I don’t know why my mum, my dad and Kristle and the other
girls  know agree so much on this. When I get off the bus after
finishing school and walk home, they would be there, some
playing football, some talking, others looking lost. I see their
bedsheets and clothes hanging up to dry. It’s like another city.
No one speaks to them.

Noelene is sixteen. She left school and started working. Two
weeks ago my father and mother were out. We were in our
room, and she asked me to listen and not repeat a single word:
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I’'mleaving home Svet. One day I'll leave for work and won’t come
back. Don’t say a word. I'm telling you because you’re my sister
and I love you very much. Do you know why I’'m leaving?

Noelene sees me crying, and she starts to cry too.

I’'m going because I have a boyfriend. But dad and ma won’t like
my boyfriend, not at all. Da would kill me if he knew.

My sister really loves her boyfriend. Jamal. My father would
create a scene, and my mother too, if they ever saw him. So
Noelene is going somewhere but I don’t know where. She
doesn’t want to tell me because although she trusts me she
doesn’t trust me fully. She knows that when they get wind of
her escapade they’ll turn to me. And she’s afraid that I'd let a
word slip. Since then I’'ve been afraid. I haven’t been eating.
My ma said it’s better if I reduce my intake because my thighs
are fat.

This is Clodienne, a friend of my sister, the last time she was
home:

Do you like Ja Rule? He’s cool, but he’s so ugly. He’s like of those
apes you have scurrying about.

I don’t understand why even Clodienne is in agreement with
my mother and father and Kristle and the rest of the class.
I don’t know why I’'m not in agreement too. I don’t want to
think about this. But I'm afraid they’d cause a ruckus if they
found my sister with Jamal. Every time I go to school and Kris-
tle starts hollering Bongowongo or Hey ape here’s a banana, 1
think of my sister and am on the verge of tears.

This is Miss Galea now:

Today Id like us to talk about diversity. Isn’t it beautiful that our
world is so varied? Imagine this, girls, if everything was the same
size, or cast from the same mould. That would be sad wouldn’t
it? Everything would be the same. Girls, this is what makes our
world beautiful: diversity. We have different languages, different
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traditions, customs. Nature has made us diverse. Well, God for-
bid we were only girls right? What do you think Kristle?

Kristle takes a while to decide whether to take the jibe in her
stride or not. Everyone knows that teachers use a different
yardstick with Kristle. They are more gentle with her because
they know she’ll raise hell. They’re scared of her, especially
since she beat up Miss Fava and split her lip. Kristle decides
not to laugh, doesn’t crack a smile. Instead she looks out of the
window. Miss Galea:

So, girls, today I wanted to talk with you about our differenc-
es. Would anyone like to say something about the subject? Come
on, tell me about some of our differences. We have already men-
tioned some of them.

No one utters a word. If Kristle keeps her mouth shut then
everyone keeps their mouth shut. It’s always like this in our
class: we wait on Kristle and follow her lead. Today Kristle
seems under the weather. She kept to herself during our trip to
school and she didn’t look out of the windows like she usually
does. I know because I heard what happened yesterday. And
yes, I'll admit that I got a kick out of what I heard.

No one utters a word and Miss Galea waits. I wish to speak
about diversity. For once Miss Galea broaches an interesting
subject. I think of Noelene and Jamal. Noelene and Jamal are
different. I really wish to speak about them and those waiting
on the fence and who live in the big yard looking lost. But 'm
afraid of Kristle and what the others would say and how they
would laugh at me and make fun of Noelene. I look at Miss
Galea and I see her looking at me, smiling:

It looks like Svetlana wants to tell us something. Isn’t that right,
Svet?

Jeez, how does she know?! Ilook at her and see that she is still
smiling. Idon’trecall her smiling at me this way before. Maybe
Miss Galea knows something, or she saw Noelene with Jamal.
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Girls, let us listen to what Svetlana has to say about diversity.
Come on, Svet.

Come on Svet, ignore Kristle and the others. Come on Svet.

Miss, do you know what we should talk about? We should talk
about the difference between black and white people.

And this is Kristle, from the very back:

Yeah Miss, let’s talk about apes because that’s what they’re re-
ally like.

And now the others take her cue and start blabbing. They all
laugh. Miss Galea tries to make them stop but it’s a lost battle:

Girls, please! We don’t insult people. People of colour are people
like us too.

Now Kristle wants to cause a disturbance and so she continues
to holler from the back. I'm afraid of her. She wouldn’t hesitate
to beat you up. She even hurt Miss Fava. We didn’t see her for a
month before she came to school again. Everyone thought she
would start behaving until she started picking on a younger
girl and went back to her old ways. Kristle doesn’t live with
her mum, and her father, according to yesterday’s news broad-
cast, won’t be back home anytime soon.

I think of Noelene and Jamal. I love Noelene and I always
wished she would stay with me. Now, because of my mother
and father, and because of people like Kristle and the others,
Noelene will have to leave home. Miss Galea tries to reassert
control but Kristle is relentless.

We want a sexy hunk not a black man. Of course I won’t date a
black man! First of all if we go out in the evening I won’t see him
and secondly — ugh — having a black baby? Hell no!

Laughter. Miss Galea doesn’t laugh but no one seems to take
notice of her. Not even me. Shania is telling me that my thighs
are fat and that I should find one of those waiting on the fence
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and have his baby. I wish I could pull her hair and punch her
in the face but they’d pounce on me in an blink. So, without
telling Miss Galea, I get up and go straight to the toilets where
Ilock myself up and cry. I shudder to think of what they would
do to me on the school bus. Why should I care if there is one of
Jamal’s mates staring at me. He has eyes, doesn’t he? Let him
look. It means that I am to his liking.

Qy

A month ago, I waited for my mum to go to bed so that I could
switch on my computer. I received an email from Noelene
where she told me she’s well. She sent a photo of her with
Jamal. They’re so sweet. If only I could print it and carry it
with me but I'm afraid that my mum would find it and ask
me where Noelene is. 'm more afraid that she’ll ask me about
Jamal and cause an even bigger scene than the one she caused
when she found my sister’s letter on the fridge. The police are
still looking for her and they asked me a lot of questions but I
really don’t know where she is.

Yesterday evening I went next to that big yard. They seemed
to have some sort of feast going on because they were playing
the drums, dancing and singing. I stayed hidden so that they
wouldn’t see me and had fun watching them playing music,
singing and dancing. Some of them had their faces painted in
white and other colours and were handing out plates of food.
I’d never seen them like this and I'd never heard them play
music. It was a beautiful feast.  wanted to dream that one day
even I would be like my sister. Maybe one day I’ll leave home
too. With Noelene and Jamal, with the people of the lions, of the
tigers and of the apes. With the people of the drums. Because
they are beautiful people - black and beautiful. Like Jamal.
Like that girl Kristle used to call Chimpy and prick with her
compass. One day I'll leave so that my father and mother will
get what they deserve. And I would learn to play their drums
and dance like them and learn so much from their culture.
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Noelene’s secret emails end like this: Don’t say a word my dear.

But I want to speak and speak a lot. 'm fed up of keeping qui-
et, and I'm fed up of being afraid all the time and of laughing
when Kristle and the rest laugh. I don’t want to be afraid to say
that black is beautiful too - like Jamal and his brother and his
sister and his mother. One day I'll go to that big yard to meet
them and ask them to teach me to play the drums and their
dances. I’d tell them about my sister Noelene and that her boy-
friend’s name is Jamal and ask if they know him.

One day I’ll do all this, and so much more.
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“Int huha?“
“Iva”
Jiddispjacini. Ma nistghu naghmlulha xejn izjed”.

F’daqqa wahda hass l-art titmermer minn taht riglejh
u tinfetah f’bokka bla tmiem. Is-saqaf u l-hitan ikkrollaw
warajh gol-hofra mudlama bla qiegh.

“Hudu hsiebu. Miskin ma felahx l-ahbar t’ohtu. Sadattant
ibaghtu ghal Dr Akram, dak Palestinjan bhalhom”.

Lampedusa regghet ghamlitha. Minghajr ma kellha
l-intenzjoni, u lanqgas il-htija. Minghajr ma kellha l-icken
farka ta’ thassib ta’ min seta’ habbtilha f’nofs ta’ lejl. Harget
bi hgarha bhal kull darba, bil-papoc¢¢ u l-libsa tas-sodda, u
I-kutri lesti fl-intrata biex tilqa’ -mhux mestidnin tal-bahar
minkejja t-twissija wara twissijata’ Ruma. Taflihajcanfruha.
Taf li ha jmaqdruha u jghajruha u jighdulha widnitha u
jhalluha minghajr il-fatra bikrija.

“Regghet ghamlitha din il-qahba perfida. Issakkarha kemm
issakkarha, u torbot kemm torbtilha saqajha terga’ tiftahhom
berah. M’hemmx hlief li ssewwiha, inkella ha tibqa’ thammrilna
wicéna ma’ Caligula u Bismarck, u n-nies tat-Tramuntana™.

Ghal Amal, li isimha jfisser tama, ma kienx fadal gatra
wahda amal wara li I-militanti u l-armata, u s-Sukhoi Russi
gabu fix-xejn il-klinika fejn kienet ilha’l fuq minn tletin sena
tqassam it-tama bhala infermiera mal-UNRWA fil-kamp tar-
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refugjati Palestinjani tal-Yarmouk. Qatt ma kienet semghet
b’Lampedusa u lanqas kienet taf fejn kienet fuq il-mappa.
Kienet tiehu hsieb il-familja taghha u l-familja kbira fl-akbar
kamp tal-psewdokreaturi minsija minn Alla u l-gvernijiet
tad-dinja.

Ghall-bidu kulhadd kien qal li mhux se jdeffsu lir-refugjati
Palestinjani fl-olokawstu tas-Sirja, ghax ma kinux parti mir-
ricetta vulkanika li hadd mhu jifhem fis-Sirja. Pero meta n-nar
jlehu ma jibqax jiddistingwi bejn hatba u ohra. Anzi, l-ewwel
u l-aktar hatba li tiehu hija dik imqgarqgca. Allura f’kemm ilna
nghidu l-kamp tal-psewdokreaturi zvijati mtela bil-gellieda
bid-dagna u mhux bid-dagna, kulhadd jispara fuq kulhadd u
hadd mhu jifhem x’inhu jigri.

“Skuzani Dr Akram, gghadt naqilghek. Kelli nibghat
ghalik ghax ninsabu quddiem sitwazzjoni dagxejn delikata.
Il-pazjenta klinikament mejta, wara emorragija akuta fil-
medulla oblongata, u huha li baghtu ghalih minn Malta
mhux f’qaghda li tkellmu. Donnu dahal f’delirju u l-hin kollu
jhewden u jredden li gatilha hu!”

“Fhimtek. X’kienu ¢-c¢irkostanzi mela? Mohhi mar fuq is-
soltu ta’ kazijiet li nir¢ievu; asfissija u anossija cerebrali”.

“Sfotunatament le. Amal gabzet fil-bahar minn fuq il-
lanca, u xi hadd qabez fugha fid-dlam u lagatha f’rasha”.

“X’inhi sfortunata miskina. Salvat minn taht il-kanuni
biextmuttaht zarbuna! Kollox assurd f’danir-regjun mignun.
Issa nara nikkalmax lil huha u naraw x’nistghu naghmlu”.

“Lampedusa fil-gholi. Bhall-ikhal ta’ fuq il-muntanji tal-
kosta Sirjana. Bhal dielja opportunistia tixxabbat ma’ hitan
is-Sultan. Jien u int tlajna fuq qawsalla biex bil-kuluri taghha
niktbu l-ismijiet tal-affarijiet zghar li nhobbu. Ma tkissirniex
bl-ekujiet li ttarrax kif jigri fit-tragedji kbar. IZda bhar-raggi
tax-xemx fuq blat lixx fejn qatt ma nxterdet qatra demm, ma
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qghadniex inwerzqu fuq il-quccata, ghax ma kien hemm hadd
biex jismaghna.. Lampedusa.. Ma ggwidani lejk l-ebda minaret,
l-ebda fanal, u l-ebda xewqa ta’ skarpan biex immiss saqajn
il-Principessa. Iggwidatni ghasfura salvat minn taht l-irmied
Gharbi, u telghet fuq qawsalla biex tippriedka t-tama”.

Kienet bagghet sal-ahhar gurnata tippersisti u thawtel,
u tirriskja hajjitha taht il-hbit tal-bombi u l-irxix ta’ balal 1i
ma jaqtghu b’xejn, biex iddewwi l-midrubin bil-ftit spirtu u
tajjar 1i kien fadlilhom fil-klinika midruba aktar mill-feruti
tal-battalja. U ma kienet taghmel l-ebda distinzjoni bejn
ferita u ferita. Il-pjagi ghaliha kollha kienu pjagi li jweggghu.
U kollha kienet tarahom bhala falliment fahxi li ged jibla’
lill-pajjiz shih quddiem ghajnejha. Ghalhekk hi u shabha,
gatt ma rriffjutaw li jddewwu lil xi hadd, bid-dagna u mhux
bid-dagna. U abbli li ghalhekk il-klinika taghhom sfat fil-
mira ta’ kulhadd, bid-dagna u mhux bid-dagna.

F1-2012, wara sena mir-rivoluzzjoni Sirjana li suppost
kellha tkun pacifista u ma tinvolvix il-Kamp tar-refugjati li
kellu jinzamm newtrali, il-Kamp safa arena ta’ glied qalil
bejn fazzjonijiet gellieda u milizzji ambigwi whud minnhom
pupazzi Palestinjani, kemm tighdilhom il-habel. Ir-regim
irnexxielu jhallat il-karti b’'mod sataniku li ma jhalli lil hadd
barra. Alawiti u Sunni u Xiti u Durzi u Ba’tisti u Nazzjonalisti
u Salafisti sakemm intilfet il-kawza gusta ta’ poplu ilu
ghexieren ta’ snin mahqur u kulma ried ftit riforma. Imma
r-riforma ghal regim daqgstant xieref kienet tfisser haga
wahda biss, il-waqgha.

Aktar’l quddiem dahlu lI-qawwiet kbar u gabu maghhom
aktar nases ghall-udjenza fjakka bil-hmura tat-teatru.
Kulhadd bl-agenda tieghu li m’ghandha x’tagsam xejn
mat-talbiet gusti tal-poplu Sirjan li sadattant, lahaq dahal
f’dilluvju nazzjonali. In-nisga socjali tqattghet u dak li kien
jifforma tessut sabih biswit id-dezert Gharbi malajr i¢¢arrat
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u l-hjut tieghu nhallu u regghu nghaqdu f’kull tip ta’ bejta ta’
ghangbut mqit.

Amal intant, bdiet titlef il-fidi u s-sabar, u kull tama 1li
kellha li xi darba johorgu minn dak il-labirint mdemmi hdiet
tisfuma fix-xejn. L-aktar wara li bdiet tircievi kazijiet strambi
ta’ avvelenament bi hxejjex velenuzi li n-nies tal-kamp,
assedjati minn kull naha, bdew jieklu wara li spi¢catilhom
l-ahhar logma ta’ kull haga li tista’ tittiekel. Pero l-aktar haga
li kexkxet u hattet 1il Amal ghalkollox kienet meta l-istess nies
bdew jieklu I-hmir u l-klieb u I-qtates u I-grieden u ghal naqra
mhux lil uliedhom! Ghallingas imxew b’gerarkija li tirrispetta
l-ordni tal-hajja! Aktar tkexkxet u kienet irrimettit meta saret
tafli dawn in-nies kellhom fatwah biex isiru kannibali.

Fl-ahhar huha bedajigi f’sensih izda iktar beda jredden u jiehu
I-guramenti li kien hu li qatilha. In-nefrologista Palestinjan,
minkejja 1-kalma naturali u l-pacenzja professjonali, qabditu
certu kurzita biex jifhem Kkif graw l-affarijiet halli jara
jghaqqadx il-bicciet f’sekwenza li biha jista’ jsabbar lil din il-
familja mifluga. Mill-informazzjoni li kellu quddiemu, Amal
giet identifikata, kif jghidu l-karti ta’ taghrif li nstabu fugha,
bhala infermiera li kienet tahdem fi¢-Centru tas-Sahha tal-
Kamp tar-refugjati tal-Yarmouk, u isimha mnizzel fir-registru
kemm bhala refugjata bin-numru serjali, u kemm bhala
impjegata fil-qasam paramediku tal-istess Agenzija li kienet
tiehu hsieb ir-refugjati fil-Vant Nofsani.

Kellu wkoll taghrif inizjali, li d-dghajsa li waslet fugha
x’aktarx telget minn Lixandra fl-Egittu. “Imma ghalfejn
l-Egittu?” Mistoqgsija vagalilanqgas huma seta’ jifhem ghalfejn
haxknet dagshekk lil rasu!

“U ghalfejn ged tahseb li qtiltha int?”
“Ghax jien qtiltha!”.

“Kif stajt qtiltha meta lanqas biss..?”
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“Ghax jien gennintha biex titlaq..Jien gibtha”.
“Id-destin gabha!”.
“Id-destin jien”.

“Imma d-destin x’jahbat?”. Thasseb Dr Akram. Din ma
kinitx l-ewwel darba 1li haseb fugha, kien ilu karriera
shiha jistaqsi. Kwazi kull darba li kien isib ruhu quddiem
kilwa falluta. L-iskalpelli stess kienu jaffrontawh wara
kull operazzjoni minghajr success. “Id-destin x’jahbat? Li
tkampa kilwa u ohra le? Li tibrilla spatula u ohra le? Jew li
tiggranfa qalb mall-hajja u ohra le?” L-imgieba ta’ igsma li
Itaga” maghhom matul il-karriera, geghluh jikkunkludi li
minkejja 1-fizjologija kumuni bejn il-bnedmin, kull gisem
huwa storja ghalih. Li jghodd ghal dan ma jghoddx ghal
dak, u li jaccetta dak ma jittollerax l-iehor. Min jaf kemm-il
darba fejjaq pazjenti bin-nefrite bil-penicillina li ma ghamlet
Xejn ma’ pazjenti ohra. Din is-suxxettibilita dejjem fissirha,
ghallinqgas lilu nnifsu, bhala l-“marka tas-swaba’ genetika li
taghmel lil kull individwu entita individwali unika. Pero dak
il-hin, aktar kien imhasseb x’jista’ jaghmel lil din il-familja
milli x’destin kiefer” gab lil din il-povra mara.

“Jien gennintha biex tigi”, lefaq huha b’wic¢ mittiekel bl-
ugigh. Fl-ahhar mill-ahhar kif se tahrab mir-realta jew mid-
destin potenti li ilu jittormenta lil Dr Akram karriera shiha,
minghajr ma qatt sab irkaptu.

“Minn Lampedusa hsibna li aktar facli biex tibqa’ tielgha’
sal-Isvezja”, kompla jilfoq b’vuci mtaqqla bil-htija u n-niket
personali.

“U ghalfejn l-Isvezja?”, stagsa in-nefrologista ftit konfuz.
Kien jaf li ]-Italja mhux l-ahjar post fejn titlob kenn politiku,
tkun kemm tkun il-kawza tieghek genwina. Forsi tant raw
gideb ta’ kull tip, 1li ma baqghux jemmnu aktar f’kawzi
genwini. Hafna mir-rakkont ta’ dawk l-immigranti mtertqin
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kienjikkontradixxililu nnifsumallijisbah, u qatt ma tkun taf
fejn qieghda l-verita maghhom. Hu stess kemm-il darba sab
lilu nnifsu mdeffes f’tahwid bla tarf meta gieli bla ma jaf, sab
ruhu interpretu bejn xi pazjenti immigranti u l-awtoritajiet.
L-ghada kienu johorguh giddieb.

Ma jafx ghalfejn rega’ qed jistagsi fil-vojt meta hu stess
kienjaflil-Iskandinavja tinsab eqreb mill-Penizola Gharbija.
U l-izbirri taghha bil-qabda ehnen mill-ghassiesa tar-ramel.
Mekka saddattant, ma haditx refugjat wiehed. U al-Madinah,
ma harget xejn biex tilqa’ lill-pellegrini taghha bil-ghana u
I-palmi.

Amal klinikament mejta. Mhi se tqum mill-ebda raqda
ghall-ebda rizuxxitazzjoni. Buttuna elettrika wahda zzomm
l-organi fragli taghha milli jarmu x-xugamani ghalkollox.
X’jigifieri li tkun mejjet haj? Jista’ jkun li I-hajja maghmula
minn bcejjec¢ ta’ hajjiet independenti li jirriffjutaw il-mewt
wara l-mewt proprja? Qishom ged jipprotestaw mal-mohh li
mhux gustizzja li jagbad u jiddecidi ghalihom. Spec¢jalment
meta jkunu fil-fjur ta’ hajjithom bhal ta’ Amal. “Minn
dagshekk”, thasseb Dr Akram, “x’differenza hemm, fuq livell
ta’ tirannija, bejn il-mohh bijologiku u r-regim Sirjan li jibqa’
jsostni ‘Jew l-Assad jew lil hadd?””.

“Jekk il-hajja maghmula minn bcejjec¢ tal-hajja, ghax ma
nagbdux u nsalvaw lil dawk il-bcejjec li jridu l-hajja?”, redden
Dr Akram bejnu u bejn ruhu huwa u jifli -wi¢¢ ezawrit ta’
huha mifni bil-htija. Minghalih 1li gab ohtu lejn mewtha.
Bhallikieku fis-Sirja ma kinitx tmut. Jekk mhux bil-bombi bl-
inkapacita u l-hasra. Min jaf! Wara kollox x’inhi 1-hajja hlief
sensila ta’ evazjoni kontinwa tal-oppost tal-hajja? Imma din
il-mara sfortunata, ma setghetx tevita l-oppost kollu tal-hajja.
Ghalhekk stenduta hawn. Il-hajja ttraditha fl-ahhar minuta,
l-istess minuta meta kellha tiftah pagna gdida.
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X’riedet tghid Amal lil ta’ madwarha b’dik it-temperatura
delikatalibaqghetizzomm fl-organitaghha? X’tip ta’ messagg
riedet twassal minkejja -mewt taghha? Ghalfejn ma mititx
f’salt kif jafu jaghmlu tajjeb dawn l-immigranti illegali?
Ghalfejn ma nizlitx f’qiegh il-bahar dak il-hin u helset 1ill-
Lampedusa u lill-Ewropa minnhal!

Lampedusa! Mid-dehra kelli l-appuntamenti mieghek.
Hawnhekk, fil-berah tas-sinjali u l-bxara tas-Slaten. Ilbist qalbi
u l-ansjetajiet godda u gejt ghall-appuntamenti mieghek. Tghid
nasal? Jew se nerga’ nitgerbeb mas-srab u ha jerga’ jghidli li
l-art ghandha art ohra? U li l-art ohra mghassa b’aktar srab,
mill-ewwel profeta sal-ahhar tirann!

Lampedusa! La jien u lanqas int ma konna skuza ta’
ghajbien. IZzda tghannieqa posposta. Bsart li ha nsib delli u
dirghajk miftuha. IZzda ma bsartx li bejn dirghajk, ha nsib id-
distanza bejn dak li huwa reali u dak li mhux reali, bejn it-
temporali u l-ispiritwali. Bejn il-benniena u l-qabar.

Is-sitwazzjoni kompliet tikkumplika ruhha u kollox
iddeterjora minn hazin ghal aghar, kemm fil-Yarmuk,
kemm fl-Isptar Generali ta’ Lampedusa, u kemm f’ras in-
nefrologista mhasseb. Minn hawn u ftit sieghat ohra ha
jkollhom jitfu l-magni li jzommu lil Amal mejta hajja. Wara
kollox, minkejja l-ingwent u t-tidlik u s-suppozitorji kollha,
xejn mhu pragmatiku u xott dags il-medi¢ina konvenzjonali
meta thabbat rasha mal-hajt. Hu X’inhu ghal din il-medicina
Amal kienet mejta, u qed tokkupa sodda mill-aktar bzonnjuza
ghal haddiehor li forsi ghandu aktar cansijiet realisti¢i ghall-
hajja. Fil-fatt Dr Akram jaf b’dan il-haddiehor, mhux wiehed
u tnejn, izda lista twila ta’ haddiehor li hajjithom tiddependi
minn kilwa, jew bi¢ca fwied.

“Isma’, sab lilu nnifsu jghid 1lil huha b’vu¢i harira
awtorevoli, “minn hawn u ftit iehor ha jitfu l-magni minn
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fuq Amal, ghalli jista’ jkun hsibtu ghall-arrangamenti u fejn
ha tidfnuha?”

L-iehor inhasad donnu ged jisma’ l-ahbar t’ohtu ghall-
ewwel darba. Bilhaqq fejn ha jidfnuha? Mistoqgsija x’aktarx,
b’hafna konsegwenzi legali. Meta baqa’ mbikkem it-tabib
induna li forsi ghaggel ftit u li l-iehor ma kellux mohh jahseb
fuqg arrangamenti jew x’se jaghmel bil-kadavru t’ohtu.

“Ridt nghid 1i hemm naqra procedura... peress li ohtok
dahlet klandestinament”.

“L-ahjar nehodha mieghi Malta”, lefaq huha mbikkem,
minghalih li sab is-soluzzjoni.

“Ukoll hemm problema. Li japplika fl-Italja japplika
f’Malta. Trid viza u permess mill-awtorita”.

“Anki ghall-mejtin?”

“Anki ghall-mejtin aktar mill-hajjin. Jigifieri ohtok
ha tinzamm fir-refrigeratur sakemm tohorgulha l-karti
necessarji. U m’hemmx garanzija li se johorgu kif tixtiequ
intom. Inkella min jaf kieku..”.

“Kieku xiex tabib? Tghidx ha mmur lura Lixandra bil-
kadavru taghha!”

“Min jaf kieku Amal taghti l-organi taghha.

“Audzubillahiminasyaitonirrojim! Astaghfirullahaladzim!
Taf X’int tghid?”

“Ma jien qed nghid xejn hazin. Danli ged nghid m’ghandux
jagsam mad-difna t’ohtok. Abbli xorta ha jkollok tithabat mall-
burokrazija Ewropea. Danli ged nghid aktar ghandu x’jagsam
ma’ dmiri bhala bniedem gabel kollox, li bhala professjonista
dmiru itawwal il-hajja. Tkun ta’ min tkun. Jiddispjacini hafna
ghal Amal, talli ma stajna naghmlulha xejn, la fil-Yarmuk u
langas hawnhekk f’Lampedusa. Fil-verita hi tista’ taghmlilna
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u mhux ahna lilha. Tista’ taghti 1-hajja lil haddiehor, u lilha
nnifisha permezz tieghu. Tista’ tibga’ maghna permezz ta’
dak ix-xi hadd li ha ttih il-hajja”.

“X’int tharraf tabib! Jagaw trid issir populari minn fuq
il-fdalijiet ta’ refugjata? Kif kollox ghalikom merkanzija!
Tridhom jghidu, li biegh l-organi t’ohtu?”

“Min hu f’sensih ha jghid li xtara bl-organi t’'ohtu l-hajja u
I-mhabba u r-rispett, u akkwista qraba godda”.

“Taf sew Dot li din il-bi¢cca mwieghra u tmur kontra
x-Xarija”.

“Mhux vera. La l-Islam jaccetta t-trasfuzjoni tad-demm
ghandu jaccetta t- trapjant tal-organi”.

“Mela tridha ta’ gurista wkoll. Ha ncempel lir-ragel
taghha u hutha u gabel kollox, lill-Imam tal-moskea f"Malta.
Din affari kbira”.

Wara ftit granet Amal ittiehdet Malta ghad-difna wara
l-intervent tal-Prim Ministru. Warajha halliet tliett qlub
Taljani ferhana, tnejn bil-kilwa li r¢evew, u iehor qassis,
b’qalbha Musulmana thabbat f’sidru Kristjan.
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Translated from Maltese by Clare E. Vassallo

“Are you her brother?”
“Yes.”
“I'm very sorry. There’s nothing more we can do for her.”

He suddenly felt the ground trembling beneath his feet
dragging him down to a bottomless pit. The ceiling and the
walls crumbled on him into the dark endless void.

“Take care of him. Poor man, he couldn’t bear the news
about his sister. In the meantime, could you call Dr Akram?
He’s Palestinian like them.”

Lampedusa yet again. Without intention, without guilt.
Without having the faintest inkling of who could possibly be
knocking in the middle of the night. She rose to the occasion
as she always did, in her slippers and nightdress, with warm
blankets at the ready, to welcome the uninvited creatures
emerging from the sea, regardless of the repeated warnings
from Rome. She knew that she would be scolded, mocked and
called names, punished and deprived of her loaf.

“This perfidious whore has done it again. No matter how much
we lock her up or chain her legs she still forces them wide open.
We have no choice but to stitch her up, otherwise she’ll carry
on shaming us in front of Caligula and Bismarck, and the peo-
ple of the North.” For Amal, whose name signifies hope, there
wasn’t a single drop of hope left after the militants and the
army, and the Russian Sukhoi destroyed the clinic where she
had spent over thirty years dispensing hope as a nurse with
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the UNRWA at the Yarmouk Palestinian refugee camp. She
had never heard of Lampedusa nor had she any clue of its
coordinates on the map. She took care of her family and the
extended family of pseudo-creatures at the camp, forgotten
by Allah and all governments of the world.

At first, they all said that they wouldn’t involve the Palestin-
ian refugees in the Syrian holocaust, since they didn’t form
part of the volcanic recipe that no one understood in Syria. But
once a fire starts it doesn’t distinguish between types of wood.
In fact, the dry and brittle wood starts burning first. And in
no time the camp of derailed pseudo-creatures, crowded with
bearded and shaved fighters, had begun to fire at each other
with no one understanding what on earth was going on.

“Excuse me for disturbing you, Dr Akram. I had to send for
you because we’re facing a rather delicate situation. The pa-
tient is clinically dead following an acute haemorrhage in the
medulla oblongata. Her brother, who was summoned from
Malta, isn’t in much of a position to communicate. He seems
to be a little delirious, moaning and raving that he killed her
himself!”

“What happened? Was it a case of asphyxiation or cerebral
anoxia? These tragedies happen too often.”

“Unfortunately not. Amal jumped off the boat into the sea
in the dark, and someone jumped on her, and landed on her
head.”

“Tragic. She survived the perdition of guns to succumb to a
frightened foot! Everything is absurd in this hysterical place.
Let’s try to calm her brother down and then we’ll see what we
can do.”

“Lampedusa is high in the skies. Like the blue above the hills
on the Syrian coast. Like an opportunistic vine, we climbed the
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Sultan’s walls together, and together we rode the rainbow and
wrote the names of the little things we love in its vibrant col-
ours. We weren’t destroyed by the deafening echoes of the dead.
Instead, we shone like the rays of the sun on distant zeniths, on
which no blood was ever shed. We didn’t scream, because there
was no one to hear our screams. Lampedusa. No minaret or
cross led me to your bosom. No lighthouse or compass, nor a
shoemaker’s longing to touch the feet of his beloved princess. I
was steered to you by a butterfly saved from beneath the Arab
ashes, which flew on the rainbow to preach hope. ’Amal per-
sisted and persevered in her mission until the very last day,
risking her life under the bombs and the unstoppable spray
of bullets. She treated the injured with the last drops of sur-
gical spirit and remaining bits of cotton wool in the clinic,
which was more seriously wounded than its patients injured
in battle. She never distinguished between one wound and
another. In her eyes, every injury caused suffering and all
this pain contributed to the overwhelming failure that was
swallowing up the whole country in front of her.

In 2012, a year into the Syrian revolution, the refugee camp,
which was supposed to be spared the violence, became the are-
na of intense battles between factions of fighters and ambigu-
ous militants, some of whom were Palestinian puppets manip-
ulated by others. Somehow, the regime managed to shuffle all
the cards in such a satanic way that no one was left out. They
dragged Alawites, Sunni, Shiites, Christians, Druze, Baathists,
Nationalists and all Salafists onto the battlefield until the just
cause of a nation which simply longed for some reform was
completely lost from sight. Reform for such a rigid regime only
meant its downfall.

Later, the Great Powers entered the fray with deadly traps
intended for a starving audience waiting behind the blood-
stained curtains. Each having its own agenda which had
nothing to do with the cries of a people on the verge of a pain-
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ful national collapse. The social fabric, which had previously
formed the colourful weave reflecting the vexing Arab de-
sert, was quickly ripped to shreds, and its fibres were rewo-
ven into all kinds of traps and poisonous webs.

Amal gradually began to lose faith and patience. All the hope
she’d had to emerge from that bloody labyrinth began to fade
away. More so when she started facing strange cases of poi-
soning from venomous plants which the people in the camp
were forced to eat when the last edible morsel was gone. She
was frightened to the core when those people resorted to eat-
ing donkeys, dogs, cats, rats and almost their own children!
At least they followed a certain pattern that respected the hi-
erarchy of life! She felt dizzy and vomited when she learnt
that a fatwah was issued for them to behave like cannibals.

After a while, her brother came to his senses, but kept moan-
ing and taking oaths that it was he who had killed her. The
Palestinian nephrologist, despite his natural calm and pro-
fessional patience, became suddenly concerned with under-
standing what had happened, with piecing the events togeth-
er in order to find the suitable words to comfort this grieved
family. From the identification papers which were found on
her, he discovered that she worked as a nurse at the Health
Centre of the Yarmouk Refugee Camp. Her name was down
in the register as both a refugee with a serial number, and
an employee in the paramedic sector of the same Agency that
took care of the Palestinian refugees in the Near East.

He also had learnt that the boat she came on had probably
departed from Alexandria in Egypt. ‘Why Egypt?’ A bizarre
question which attacked him, he wasn’t sure why.

“Why do you think you killed her?”

“Because I killed her!”
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“How could you have killed her if you weren’t even...?”
“Because I persuaded her to leave... I drove her here.”
“Destiny brought her here!”

“Then I was her doomed destiny.”

“But what is destiny?” Dr Akram wondered for the thousandth
time. He’d spent a whole career asking the same acute ques-
tion. Almost every time he was defeated by a failed kidney, or
after every abortive surgical intervention. His own scalpels
would echo his thought. “What is destiny? Why does one kid-
ney make it while the other doesn’t? What makes a spatula more
efficacious than another? Why does one heart hold on fiercely
while another succumbs?” The behaviour of the bodies he’d
encountered throughout his career had driven him to con-
clude that despite the common anatomy and physiology, each
human body is a unique story in and of itself. What counts
for one body does not work for another, and what one body
can tolerate is fatally rejected by the other. So many times
he’d managed to cure patients with nephritis with antibiot-
ics that then had no effect at all on other patients. He always
attributed this susceptibility to genetic “fingerprints” which
make each person a unique individual. However, at that mo-
ment he was more concerned with what he could do for this
family than what cruel fate had driven this poor woman to
her tragic destiny.

“I insisted that she leave,” he sobbed, his face eaten up by
pain. “We thought it would be easier to make it to Sweden
from Lampedusa after Turkey shut its doors,” he carried on
in a tormented voice loaded with guilt and sorrow.“And why
Sweden?”, asked the nephrologist, confused. He well knew
that Italy wasn’t the best country in which to ask for po-
litical asylum, no matter how genuine your case might be.
They’d encountered fabrications of so many kinds that they’d
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stopped believing in genuine cases. Many of the stories told
by shivering immigrants in the dead of night would be con-
tradicted the next morning so you never found out the truth.
He’d found himself countless times involved in awkward sit-
uations when, often without him even realising, he’d acted as
an interpreter between immigrant patients and the authori-
ties. The next day, they’d accuse him of having lied.He didn’t
really know why he was suddenly regurgitating pointless
questions when he knew full well that Scandinavia was clos-
er than the Arab peninsula. And its police are more merciful
than the guardians of the sand. Mecca meanwhile had not
taken in a single refugee. And al-Madinah had not welcomed
any pilgrims with songs and palm fronds.

Amal was clinically dead. She wasn’t going to wake or be re-
suscitated. There was just a single electric switch that kept
her fragile organs from throwing in the towel. What does it
mean to be functionally dead while hosting live organs? Can
it be that life is made up of smaller independent lives that
refuse to die upon death? As though they protested the tyran-
ny of the brain that decides their fate. Especially when they
were still in the prime of life as Amal was. “After all,” thought
Dr Akram, “what difference is there on a tyrannical level be-
tween the biological brain and the Syrian regime that insists on
‘Either al-Assad or No One’?”

“If life is made up of minor lives, why don’t we save those lives
that still desire to live?” mused Dr Akram as he observed the
exhausted and agonised face of her guilt-racked brother. He
believed he’d brought his sister to her death. “As though she
wouldn’t have died in Syria, if not under the bombs, then with
the futility and helplessness! Who knows? After all what is life
if not a series of continuous evasions of its opposite? But this
unfortunate woman couldn’t evade all of life’s opposites. That’s
why she’s laid out here. Life betrayed her at the last minute,
that same minute it was supposed to open a new chapter.”
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What did Amal wish to convey by keeping her organs alive
at that delicate temperature? What kind of message was she
trying to pass on despite her death? Why didn’t she just die
immediately as these illegal immigrants normally do? Why
didn’t she just sink to the bottom of the sea instantly and rid
Lampedusa and Europe of her!

“Lampedusa! It seems I had an appointment with you. Here
under the vastness of the stars carrying the Good News to the
Kings. I wore my heart and its anxieties and came to my ap-
pointment. Will I make it? Or will I fall at the feet of the mirage
which will tell me yet again that my homeland is another phan-
tom guarded by other guards, from the first prophet to the last
tyrant!

Lampedusa! We were condemned a postponed embrace. I fore-
saw I might trace my shadow beneath your open arms. But I
didn’t predict that in your arms I’d find the space between the
real and the unreal, between the temporal and the spiritual, be-
tween the cradle and the grave.”

The situation became more complicated and everything dete-
riorated in Yarmouk, as in the General Hospital of Lampedu-
sa, as well as in the mind of the tormented nephrologist. In a
few hours’ time they would have to switch off the machines
that kept Amal alive in death. After all, despite all the potions
and lotions, nothing is as pragmatic as conventional medi-
cine when it faces a dead end. Whichever way you looked
at it, for this kind of medicine Amal was dead, and she was
occupying a bed which was desperately needed for someone
else who may have a more realistic chance of life. In fact, Dr
Akram knows about this ‘someone else’, not one or two, but
a lengthy list of ‘someone elses’ whose lives depended on a
kidney or a sliver of liver.

“Listen”, he finally found himself telling her brother in a
slightly authoritative tone, “in a little while they’ll have to
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switch off Amal’s machines, have you thought of the practical
arrangements for her burial?”

The brother was shocked, as though he were receiving the
news of his sister for the first time. Where would they bury
her? A question with a lot of legal implications. When he kept
quiet the doctor realised that perhaps he’d rushed a little and
the other didn’t have the presence of mind to consider what
to do with his sister’s body.

“I meant to say that there are some procedures to deal with,
seeing that your sister entered illegally.”“I’d better take her
back with me to Malta,” her heartbroken brother replied as
though he’d found the solution.

“That’s also a problem. What applies in Italy also applies
in Malta. You’ll need a visa and a permit from the authori-
ties.”“Even for the dead?”

“Even for the dead. Perhaps even more so than for the living.
This means your sister will have to remain in the morgue
until you sort out the necessary paperwork. And there’s no
guarantee you’ll get what you’re asking for. Alternatively,
who knows if...”“Alternatively, what, doctor? Do you expect
me to take her body back to Yarmouk or Alexandria?!”

“What if Amal were to donate her organs...”“What!! A’'uzu
billahi minashaitanir rajim! Astaghfirullahaladzim! Do you
know what you’re saying?”

“m not saying anything wrong. What I’'m suggesting has
nothing to do with your sister’s burial. It probably won’t
make any difference to European bureaucracy. What I'm
saying has to do with my duty as a human first and foremost,
and that as a professional whose primary duty is to prolong
life, whoever it may be. ’'m terribly sorry for Amal, that we
couldn’t do anything for her. The truth is that she can do
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something for us. She can give life to others, and to herself
through them. She can live through that someone.”“What,
are you crazy Doctor! Are you trying to make a name through
the remains of a refugee? How come everything for you is
just business! Do you want them to say that he sold his sister’s
organs in Italy?”

“On the contrary, those in the right frame of mind will say
that he bought life, respect and love, and acquired a new
family with his sister’s organs.”“You know well that this goes
against Allah and Sharia.”“Not at all. Once Islam accepts
blood transfusion it should also accept organ transplants.”«-
So, you’re a Mufti as well. Listen doctor — we’re talking about
donating organs to non-Muslims. This is a major issue and
could be haram. I need to call her husband and relatives and
before any of them, the Imam at the Mosque in Malta.”A few
days later, Amal was flown to Malta for a dignified burial
after governments intervened. She left behind her three ap-
preciative Italians, two with the kidneys they received, and
another, a priest, with a Muslim heart throbbing in his Chris-
tian chest.
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publicly defended the victims of police torture, which has resulted
in his receiving many threats, including a death threat during
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Okrenula je klju¢ u bravi. Isto ,klik“ ¢uje se i kada otkljucas
i kada zakljucas, kvaka se jednako spusti kada je zatvoreno
i kada je otvoreno, pomislila je dok je ulazila u stan. TeSko je
reci razliku izmedu onoga Sto te je zatocCilo i onoga Sto te moZe
osloboditi. Ne zna$§ dok ne gurne$ vrata, pomislila je dok je
prala ruke u kupaonici.

Svjetlana nece iz Skole za jo§ barem dva sata. Ima dovoljno
vremena da im spremi lijepu veCeru.

Voljela je dakuva. To je smirivalo. Neidanas. Dok je rezala luk,
dok je rendala mrkvusSargarepu, dok je tucala meso, mislila je
samo na jedno: na jutrosnji razgovor.

»ojednite, sjednite... Da, moZete tu. Vi, pretpostavljam, znate
zasto ste ovdje?*

»Ne, bojim se.”
»Hajte, Jelena, molim vas...“
,Ne, zaista...”

»,lako znaci... Tako... Gledam vas, Jelena, pa iako znam da
izgled Cesto vara, rekao bih da ste Zena koja nije od mnogo
rijeci.”

,,Obiéno mi kazu da sam tiha.“

»Vi ste povucena osoba?“

»Mislim da jesam.“
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,To smo, vidite, mislili i mi.“

LVi?«

»,Da, mi. Mislili smo, jo§, i da niste glupa Zena.“
,2Mislim da nisam.

»,Uprkos svemu, to i dalje mislimo i mi. Ali joS ne znam je li to
za vas olakSavajuca ili oteZavajuca okolnost... Htjeli ste nesto
reci?“

»Ne, ne...“
»Tako znaci... Pretpostavljam da sada znate zasto ste ovdje?“
»Ne.

»,Ovdje ste, Jelena, zato Sto ste se, uprkos tome $to smo mi mislili
da ste pametna Zena koja ne prica mnogo, ponasali kao neko
ko to nije.“

»B0ojim se da ne razumijem.“

,Cega se bojite? Koga se bojite?“

»Ne bojim se. Nego se bojim da nerazumijem. To je samo fraza.“
»A, sad razumijem. Izgleda da ja nisam osobito pametan.“
»Nisam to htjela reci.”

»Znam da niste. Ali vidite kako, ponekad, ispadne kako smo
rekli nesto Sto nismo htjeli re¢i?“

»Da.k

»otoga je najceSce najmudrije ne reci nista. Jer ono Sto nismo
rekli niko ne moZe pogresSno shvatiti. Razumijete?*

»Razumijem.“

»,Nego kako. Pametna ste vi Zena, rekoh ja. Ali zaSto ste onda,
Jelena, govorili ono Sto je bolje ne reci?“

»Bojim... Ne razumijem.“
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»Pomoci ¢u vam. JucCe ste razgovarali sa sestrom Mirkovi¢?“
»jesam.”
,Sta ste sestri Mirkovi¢ rekli?«

»,NiSta posebno. Uobicajen, svakodnevni razgovor. O djeci,
skoli, Zivotnim stvarima.“

»Pokusajte se sjetiti: mozda ste joj rekli joS neSto? MoZda ste joj
se na nesto pozalili?“

»Moguce. Ali se toga ne sje¢am.”
»Probajte se sjetiti, ipak?“

»Ne sjecam se.”

»Niste se pozalili na svog pacijenta?“
»Ne. MoZda jesam.“

»jeste, Jelena, jeste. Hajte, molim vas, sada se meni poZalite.
Vidite, sve Sto kaZete meni, ostaje medu nama. Ali ono Sto
kaZete sestri Mirkovi¢, ili nekoj drugoj bliskoj vam osobi,
moglo bi dospjeti do drugih ljudi. Sestra Mirkovi¢ mogla bi ono
Sto ste joj rekli u dobroj vjeri prenijeti nekom drugom, opet u
dobroj vjeri. Ne kazem da jeste, ali mogla bi. Taj neko mogao
bi, opet, to prenijeti nekom drugom. I dok dlanom o dlan, to
Sto ste rekli moglo bi dospjeti do nedobronamjernih ljudi. Koji
bi to Sto ste rekli mogli zloupotrijebiti. Ako bi se to desilo,
postalo bi nebitno Sto ste zapravo mislili kada ste se poZalili
sestri Mirkovic. Vi ste se, rekoh, poZalili bez zle namjere. Ali
kada bi vaSe rijeCi dospjele do nedobronamjernih ljudi, vase
namjere viSe ne bi bile bitne. VaSe rijeci viSe ne bi bile vaSe.
Bile bi njihove. Bile bi orude u rukama ljudi koji ni nama ni
vama ne misle dobro. To, siguran sam, ne biste Zeljeli.”

,Ne, naravno.“

,Vidite: zato je ¢utanje zlato. Od onoga Sto niste rekli ne moze
vas zaboljeti glava. Ni vas, ni nas. Razumijete?
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»Razumijem. Ali i dalje ne znam Sta sam pogres$no rekla.“
»Ako vine znate, kako bih ja to mogao znati?“

»Ne znam.“

,5alim se, Jelena.”

»Razumijem.“

,Vidite, Jelena, kada smo odlucili da brigu o njemu povjerimo
vama mislili smo, pravo da vam kazem, da vam time ¢inimo
cast.“

»Razumijem.”

»,Nismo mislili da ¢e vama to tako teSko pasti. Nismo mislili da
Cete o tome govoriti sestri Mirkovié. Ili bilo kome drugome. On
je,ipak, teSko bolestan Covjek. A vas posao je briga o bolesnima.
Uz to, on je veliki Covjek*

»jeste.”

»Jeste, nesumnjivo. Koliko ste nobelovaca njegovali?“
»Samo njega.“

»Razumljivo. On je nas jedini nobelovac.“

»Da.“

»Time Sto smo njegov Zivot, zapravo njegovu smrt, jer i miivi
znamo da on Ziv iz ove bolnice neée izaéi, stavili u vasSe ruke,
na vas smo prenijeli veliku odgovornost. Koje ste, drZali smo,
dostojni.”

,Hvala vam.“

»O njemu ste dobro brinuli.”

»sjerujem da jesam.“

»jeste. Ali niste brinuli o njegovom ugledu.“

,Nisam nista...“
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»,Niste brinuli, Jelena. Da jeste, ne biste se poZalili sestri
Mirkovic. Da jeste, ja danas ne bih bio ovdje.”

»2Razumijem.“

»Njegov ugled je i ugled nase kulture. Ugled naseg jedinog
nobelovca je i ugled naSe drzave. SloZicete se?“

LSlazem se.

»A ugled naSe drZave je vazna stvar, slaZete se?“

LSlazem.“

»svaznija od nelagodnosti koju vi moZete osjetiti. Slazete se?“
LDa.“

»Zasto ste se, Jelena, onda poZalili sestri Mirkovic¢?*

,Samo sam rekla da...”

»2Nema tu ,samo® Jelena. Ono S$to vama izgleda kao ,samo*
moglo bi biti ,cak“, mozda i ,sve“. Razumijete?“

»,Mislim da razumijem.“

»Razumijete, naravno. Ali ja i dalje ne razumijem ¢emu, onda,
razgovor sa sestrom Mirkovic.“

»2Razumijem.“

»Naravno da razumijete. On je veliki Covjek, Jelena. Ali on je i
star i bolestan Covjek.”

»,Vine znate kakve sve vulgarnosti on meni govori.“
,»Mi to, naravno, znamo.“

»Ne znate Sta mi je sve radio. Sve te gadosti iz njegovih usta.
Njegove ruke...“

,»1 t0, naravno, znamo. Znamo S$ta je radio svojim, naglasicu,
starim i bolesnim rukama.“

»Znate da mi je govorio stvari koje me je stid da ponovim pred
vama?“
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»Ali vas ipak nije bilo stid da to povjerite sestri Mirkovic¢?“
»Znate da me je viSe puta pljunuo?“
»Znamo.“

»Znate da se viSe puta namjerno pomokrio po meni, dok sam
ga presvlacila?“

,Sta mislite, znamo 1i? Nemojte plakati, Jelena. Nemoijte
plakati... Vi ste jaka Zena. Kroz Sta ste sve u Zivotu prosli...
Vidite, i ovo €e proci. On je na samrti. Gledajte na to ovako: on
viSe nije on. Bolest i blizina smrti mijenjaju Covjeka, slazete
se.”

»Da. Neke ljude, da.“

,Onvise ne vlada sobom, Jelena. On je Citavog Zivota bio istinski
gospodin. To zbog Cega placete nije vam ucinio on, nego bolest
ismrt. On je veliki Covjek, Jelena. Razumijete?*

»Da.”
»Jedan od najvecih koje smo imali.”
»Razumijem.”

,On nije zasluZzio... NaSa zemlja nije zasluzila da uspomena na
njega bude ukaljana.”

»Razumijem.”

»jeste li se obradovali njegovom Nobelu, Jelena.”
»jesam.”

»lmali ste osjecaj da je taj Nobel, nekako, i va§?“
»Ne znam.“

»jeste, Jelena. Zato me dobro slusajte. Njegova sramota bila bi
sramota svih nas. Jelena, pogledajte me. SluSajte me. Sad Cete
se smiriti. Ovaj razgovor Ce ostati medu nama. Sve §to se desi
u njegovoj sobi ostaCe medu nama. O tome niSta viSe nece
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saznati ni sestra Mirkovi¢ niti bilo ko drugi. Uprkos svemu,
vjerovacemo vam, Jelena. A vi nas necete razocarati.”

»2Mama¥“ €ula je i osjetila Svjetlanin poljubac na svom obrazu.

Qw

Dok su vecerale, Svjetlana je povremeno gledala u televizor na
kojem su se smjenjivale slike bez tona.

,UCili smo jednu njegovu pricu® rekla je Svjetlana.

Na kéerine rijeci se osvrnula i na ekranu ugledala crno-bijelu
fotografiju: on u mladosti.

,O Cemu je prica govorila?“

,O maloj ptici koja dan i noc pjeva pred orlom. Pti¢ica se nada
¢e joj orao poStedjeti Zivot. Da nece pojesti nekoga ko tako
divno pjeva.”

»Sta bude na kraju price?“
»,0rao je pojede.”

Ustala je i pojacala ton. Spiker je, prije prije nego je preSao na
sljedecu vijest, rekao da ¢e komemoracija biti odrZana sjutra,
sahrana dan poslije.

Sjela je i nasmijeSila se Svjetlani.

Mislila je o tome kako bi trebala osjetiti olakSanje.

Ali nije.

Jer svijet je, znala je, bio pun velikih ljudi koji bi, sa svojim
rukama na njoj, sjutra mogli umrijeti u njenim rukama.
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Greatness
Will Have its Due

Andrej Nikolaidis
Translated from Montenegrin by Will Firth

She turned the key in the lock. You hear the same “click” when
you unlock the door as when you lock it, the handle turns the
same way when it’s closed and when it’s open, she thought as
she entered the flat. It’s hard to tell the difference between
what holds you captive and what can set you free. You don’t
know until you push the door, she thought as she washed her
hands in the bathroom.

Svjetlana wouldn’t be home from school for at least two hours.
She had enough time to cook a nice dinner for them.

She liked to cook. It calmed her. But not today. All the while as
she was chopping the onion, grating the carrot and tenderis-
ing the meat, she could think of only one thing: the “conversa-
tion” that morning.

“Please take a seat... Yes, you can sit there. You know why
you’re here, I suppose?”

“I don’t, ’'m afraid.”
“Come on, Jelena, please...”
“No, really...”

“I see... Alright... I look at you, Jelena, and although I know
appearances can be deceptive, I'd say you’re a woman of few
words.”

“People tell me I'm quiet.”

“Are you shy?”
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“IthinkIam.”

“We thought that too, once.”

“You?”

“Yes. We also didn’t think you were stupid.”
“Idon’t think I am.”

“Despite what’s happened, we don’t think you are either. But
I still don’t know if that’s a mitigating circumstance or an ag-
gravating one in your case... Did you want to say something?”

“No, no.”
“I see... I suppose you know now why you’re here?”
“NO »

“Then I'll tell you, Jelena. Although we thought you were a
sensible woman who doesn’t talk much, that’s not how you’ve
been behaving.”

“I'm afraid I don’t understand.”
“What are you afraid of? Who are you afraid of?”

“I'm not frightened of anyone. I'm just afraid I don’t under-
stand - it’s an expression.”

“Aha, now I see. It seems I’'m not particularly sensible.”
“I didn’t mean to say that.”

“I know you didn’t. But sometimes things turn out in ways we
don’t mean them, you see?”

“Yes.”

“Therefore it’s often wisest not to say anything. No one can
misconstrue what we haven’t said. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Of course you do. Youre a sensible woman, I’'ve always
thought so. But why then, Jelena, did you say things it’s best
not to?”

“I'm afr... I don’t understand.”
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“Let me help you then. Did you talk with Sister Mirkovi¢ yes-
terday?”

“Yes, I did.”
“What did you tell Sister Mirkovi¢?”

“Nothing special. It was an ordinary, everyday conversation.
About the children, school, mundane things.”

“Try to remember: did you tell her anything else? Maybe you
complained to her about something?”

“Possibly. But I don’t remember.”

“Try to recollect, all the same.”

“No, really...”

“You didn’t complain about your patient?”
“No. Or maybe I did...”

“You did, Jelena, you did. Come on, please, now you can com-
plain to me. Everything you tell me stays between us, you see.
But what you tell Sister Mirkovié, or another person close to
you, could reach the ears of others. Sister Mirkovi¢ might con-
vey what you tell her in good faith to someone else, again in
good faith. I'm not saying she did, but she could have. That
someone, in turn, could pass it on to someone else. And, in a
flash, what you said could reach ill-intentioned people. Who
could then misuse what you said. If that happened, it would
be immaterial what you were really thinking when you com-
plained to Sister Mirkovi¢. It was without malice, I grant you
that. But if your words made their way to ill-intentioned peo-
ple, your own intentions would no longer matter. Your words
would no longer be yours. They would be theirs. They would
be tools in the hands of people who don’t mean well for us or
for you. I’'m sure you wouldn’t want that.”

“Of course not.”
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“You see, that’s why silence is golden. What you don’t say can’t
cause headaches for anyone. Neither for you, for nor us. Do you
understand?”

“Yes. But I still don’t know what I said wrong.”
“If you don’t know, then how can I?”

“I don’t know.”

“I'm joking, Jelena.”

“Alright.”

“You see, Jelena, when we decided to entrust his care to you,
we honestly thought it would be an honour for you.”

“I understand.”

“We didn’t think you’d find it such a burden. We didn’t think
you’d talk about it with Sister Mirkovic¢. Or anyone else. He’s
gravely ill, after all. And it’s your job to care for the ill. In spite
of that, he’s a great man.”

“He is.”

“He is, undoubtedly. How many Nobel Prize winners have you
nursed?”

“Tust him.”
“Very understandable. He’s our only Nobel Prize winner*.”
“Yes.”

“By putting hislife in your hands — actually his death, because
we all know he won’t leave this hospital alive —- we placed great
responsibility on you. Which we considered you worthy of.”

“Thank you.”
“You’ve cared for him well.”
“Ithink I have.”

“You have. But you haven’t devoted the same care to his repu-
tation.”

“Butl..”
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“You haven’t cared for that, Jelena. If you had, you wouldn’t
have complained to Sister Mirkovi¢, and I wouldn’t be here to-
day.”

“I understand.”

“His reputation is also the reputation of our culture. The repu-
tation of our only Nobel Prize winner is also the reputation of
our state. You agree, I trust?”

“I do.”

“And the reputation of our state is an important thing, don’t
you agree?”

“I do.)’

“More important than any dissatisfaction you might feel. Do
you agree?”

“Yes.”
“Why then, Jelena, did you complain to Sister Mirkovi¢?”
“I only told...”

“There’s no ‘only’ here, Jelena. What seems a harmless ‘only’ to
you could become a scoop or a scandal. Do you understand?”

“I think so.”

“Of course you do. But I still don’t understand why the conver-
sation with Sister Mirkovic.”

“I understand.”

“Of course you do. He’s a great man, Jelena. But he’s also old
and sick.”

“You don’t know all the vulgar things he says to me.”
“We know, of course.”

“You don’t know all that he’s done to me. All the obscenities
from his mouth. His hands...”

“We know that too, of course. We know what he’s done with
his —let me emphasise — old and sick hands.”
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“Do you know that he’s said things to me that 'm ashamed to
repeat in front of you?”

“But you weren’t ashamed to confide that to Sister Mirkovic¢?”
“Do you know that he’s spat on me several times?”
“We know.”

“Do you know he’s intentionally urinated on me several times
while I changed him?”

“What do you think? Do we know? Please don’t cry, Jelena.
Don’t cry... You're a strong woman. All the things you’ve been
through in life! You see, this will pass too. He’s at death’s door.
Look at it like this: he’s no longer himself. Illness and the prox-
imity of death change a man, you’ll agree.”

“Yes. With some people, yes.”

“He’s no longer in control of himself, Jelena. He was a true gen-
tleman all his life. What you’re crying about isn’t something
he did to you, but illness and death. He’s a great man, Jelena.
Do you understand?”

“Yes.”
“One of the greatest we’ve had.”
“Yes.”

“He doesn’t deserve... Our country doesn’t deserve his memo-
ry to be sullied.”

“I understand.”

“Were you happy when you heard about his Nobel Prize,
Jelena?”

“I'was.”
“Did you feel the Nobel Prize was, in a way, also yours?”
“I’m not sure.”

“Well, it is, Jelena. Now listen to me. If he is dishonoured, all of
us will be dishonoured. Look at me, Jelena. Listen to me. Calm
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down now, calm down. This conversation will stay between
us. Everything that happens in his room will remain between
us. Neither Sister Mirkovi¢ nor anyone else will find out any-
thing more. Despite everything, we’re going to trust you, Jele-
na. And you won’t disappoint us.”

“Mama,” she heard, and felt Svjetlana’s kiss on her cheek.

Qv

While they were eating dinner, Svjetlana looked up from time
to time at the flux of images on the television, with the volume
turned off.

“We read one of his stories in class,” Svjetlana said.

Her daughter‘s words made her turn, and she saw a black-and-
white photograph on the screen: the great writer in his youth.

“What was the story about?”

“A little bird that sings day and night before an eagle. It hopes
the eagle will spare its life, that it won’t eat a bird that sings so
beautifully.”

“What happens at the end?”
“The eagle eats it.”

She went and turned up the volume. Before moving on to the
next news item, the announcer said that the commemoration
would be held the next day, and the funeral the day after.

She sat back down and smiled at Svjetlana.
She thought she ought to feel relieved.
But she didn’t.

Because she knew the world was full of great men, who could
grope and grab — and die in her arms tomorrow.

*This is a reference to lvo Andri¢ (1892-1975), best known for his novel The Bridge on the Drina. He was
awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1961.
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Liechtenstein

Armin Ohri

Katzenvirus

Cat Virus

EUPL laureate 2014: Die dunkle Muse (Gmeiner-Verlag GmbH)

BIOGRAPHY

he Liechtenstein author and editor Armin Ohri, who was born
Tin 1978, lives in Grabs in St. Galler Rheintal and works in the
educational field. His story The abduction (Die Entfiihrung), which
tells the story of an attempted kidnapping in 1930s Liechtenstein,
attracted a lot of attention. Ohri received the European Union
Prize for Literature in 2014 for The Dark Muse (Die dunkle Muse), the
first part of a chronological series of Berlin crime novels centred
on the young Julius Bentheim, a draughtsman for crime scenes.
His works have been translated into various other languages.
Armin Ohri is founding member of the Liechtenstein Literature
Salon and is president of the Liechtenstein Authors’ Association
“IG Wort”. His most recent work Liechtenstein — novel of a nation
(Liechtenstein — Roman einer Nation) is being described as
"exceptionally thrilling” and “a wonderful reading pleasure”.
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Armin Ohri

(Inspiriert durch Fabeln von Asop und Jean de La Fontaine sowie
durch Werke von Annie M. G. Schmitt und Paul Schrader)

I

,Sie haben einen Virus.“

Mitleidig sah der Computerexperte, einer dieser berufsju-
gendlichen Apple-Junger mit zerzaustem Haar, an diesem Ap-
rilmontag den Kunden an.

,Das dachte ich mir schon“ meinte dieser kleinlaut. ,Deshalb
bin ich ja zu Ihnen ins Geschaft gekommen. Was kann man
dagegen tun?*

,Halten Sie Ihren Computer mit Updates auf dem neuesten
Stand?“

Herr Karl nickte freudig.

»2Hm, haben Sie irgendwelche Knopfe gedriickt? Irgendwas
angeklickt? Irgendwelche Mails von Unbekannten gedéffnet?“

,Nur das mit dem Katzenvideo.“
»Aha.“

Es klang irgendwie anklagend, dieses ,,Aha“, weshalb sich
Herr Karl zu einer Richtigstellung bemui8igt fiihlte: ,Ich dach-
te, das ware mein Enkel, der mir das Video schickt. Es war
aber auch wirklich goldig, das Filmchen. Wissen Sie, mit so
einem siifSen Katzenbaby.“

»1ja, und jetzt haben wir den Salat. Oder besser gesagt: den
Katzenvirus.“
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»,jJammerschade, in der Tat. Ein Katzenvirus also. Was es nicht
alles gibt ..«

I

Zwei Wochen spater — es war Mai geworden - stand Herr Karl
im Bad vor dem Spiegel und rasierte sich. Tief in Gedanken
zog er mit dem Handrasierer Bahn um Bahn auf seinem zer-
furchten Gesicht. Mit alkalischem Rasierschaum hatte er sei-
ne Bartstoppeln aufquellen lassen und nun spannte er mit der
freien Hand die Haut seiner rechten Wange. Mit einem Klin-
genwinkel von 30 Grad setzte er zu einem ersten Rasiergang
mit dem Strich an, spiilte mit warmem Wasser, bevor er mit
dem zweiten Rasiergang gegen den Strich weitermachte.

Herr Karl straffte die Haut am Wangenknochen, sodass sich
dort die Harchen aufrichteten, und fuhr mit der Klinge wie
ein Mini-Méhdrescher iiber ein mikroskopisch kleines Ah-
renfeld.

wAu! Verdammt!“

Thm schwindelte plotzlich. Die Klinge fiel zu Boden, Herr Karl
stolperte nach hinten, und es war ihm, als hatte er mit einem
Mal seinen Gleichgewichtssinn eingebuifst.

III

Am 6. Juni - seine Oberlippe war inzwischen von einem nicht
mehr zu Ubersehenden Schnurrbart gepragt — spiirte Herr
Karl eine Verdnderung des Luftdrucks. 24 grau-braune Har-
chen, zwolf auf jeder Gesichtshilfte, sich verdickend und
borstig seitlich abstehend, liefen ihn zum Himmel schauen.

,Ein Sturm zieht auf*, bemerkte er, ,ich hol‘ mal die Blumen-
topfe rein.“

v

Am 15. Juni kaufte sich Herr Karl eine handelstibliche Sech-
serpackung Kuhmilch aus dem Supermarkt. Von Wein und
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Bier war ihm neulich iibel geworden, und so leerte er voller
Inbrunst einen Tetra Pak nach dem anderen.

Zwei Tag lang plagte ihn sein Darm. Fieberschiibe und Durch-
fall liefsen Herrn Karl nicht schlafen, und als er halbwegs ge-
nesen war, fuhr er zur niachsten Zoohandlung, um dort lakto-
sereduzierte Katzenmilch zu erstehen.

\Y%

Verstohlen betrachtete der Inhaber des Supermarkts den
kauzigen Kunden, der in der Fischabteilung um die Gestelle
schlich. Irgendwie schien er sich an der Auslage zu reiben.
Den Kopf gesenkt, bis die Wange an den Aluminiumprofilen
der Regalbretter schabte, durchstreifte der Mann die Ver-
kaufsflache.

VI

Am 3. Juli schlief Herr Karl zum ersten Mal in einer mit Zei-
tungspapier ausgelegten Kartonschachtel. Zunachst hatte er
daran gedacht, mehrere kleinere Boxen zusammenzukleben,
doch dann entdeckte er in der regionalen Wiederverwertungs-
anlage die XXL-Verpackung eines 75-Zoll-Breitbildfernsehers.

Die Styroporkugeln darin, ein Uberbleibsel des Transport-Ver-
packungsmaterials, machten ihn stundenlang irre. Mitunter
kam es vor, dass seine Nachbarn Herrn Karl das Haus verlas-
sen sahen — die Kopfhaare und den Bart voller elektrostatisch
aufgeladener weifder Kiigelchen.

Frau Miller, die gleich nebenan wohnte, schwor Stein und
Bein, der Nachbar, der neuerdings ein wenig eigen sei, habe
angefangen zu schnurren.

VII

Am 5. August war Herr Karl bereits um ganze 30 Zentimeter
geschrumpft. Wenn er auf dem Boden saf3, das linke Bein aus-
gestreckt uiber den Hals geschlungen, konnte er knapp ober-
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halb seiner Hinterbacken einen kleinen runden Knubbel er-
kennen.

Jeden Tag wuchs er, wurde grofder, langer, haariger.

VIII

29. August. — Durch eine unbekannte Taterschaft kam es in
den vergangenen Tagen zu drei Einbriichen in Geschaftsob-
jekte. Die Taterschaft brach dabei mehrere Tiiren auf und
schlug eine Scheibe ein. Aufgrund eines akustischen Alarms
in einem der Objekte verliefS die Taterschaft das Unterneh-
men. Was genau entwendet wurde, ist Gegenstand der Ermitt-
lungen, es entstand hoher Sachschaden.

Ein weiterer Einbruchdiebstahl ereignete sich im Zeitraum
von Samstagabend bis Sonntagmorgen in das ortliche Tier-
schutzheim. Dabei wurden bei einem Geb&dude eine Tur und
bei einem weiteren Gebdude ein Fenster aufgebrochen und die
Réaumlichkeiten durchsucht. Laut Auskunft des Tierschutz-
vereins-Vorsitzenden sind mehrere Kartons Katzenfutter ent-
wendet worden, wobei einige noch vor Ort ge6ffnet und dem
Anschein nach auch verspeist wurden. Es entstand ein Sach-
sowie Vermogensschaden in noch unbekannter Hohe.

IX

Vermisstenanzeige: Vermisst wird seit Donnerstag, 28. Sep-
tember, ab seinem Wohnort in Dahlstatt der 62-jadhrige Peter
Karl (Vorname: Peter; Nachname: Karl).

Er verliefs seinen Wohnort und kehrte bisher nicht zurtck.
Gemaif polizeilicher Ermittlungen wurde er am Freitag, den
8. September, nachweislich in seiner Heimatgemeinde ange-
troffen. Seit diesem Zeitpunkt gibt es keine weiteren Anhalts-
punkte tiber seinen Aufenthaltsort. Peter Karl ist zirka 172 cm
grofs und von athletischer Figur. Er hat braune Augen und
dunkelbraune kurze Haare. Uber seine getragenen Kleidungs-
stiicke bestehen keine Informationen.
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Personen, die Angaben tiber den Aufenthaltsort des Vermiss-
ten machen konnen, werden gebeten, sich mit der nichsten
Polizeistelle in Verbindung zu setzen.

X

Ohne zu ahnen, dass in der Nacht zuvor ein Marder die Zind-
anlage ihres Autos angeknabbert hatte, setzte Emma Mar-
quart mit ihrem Peugeot zurtick, drehte das Lenkrad, legte
den Vorwaértsgang ein, um gemachlich anzufahren, als ihr
Auto zu ruckeln anfing, als ob sie kurz davor wére, die Ziin-
dung abzuwurgen.

Der Peugeot Expert, ein grauer Kombi, machte einen Satz nach
vorn. Der metallisch-blecherne Klang, ein Gerdusch wie von
einem Aufprall, liefs Emma sofort anhalten.

Sie stieg aus, um nachzuschauen, was passiert war, und die
grésslichen Laute, die die uiberfahrene Katze von sich gab,
liefSen ihr das Blut in den Adern stocken. Das waren keine
Katzengerdusche, so viel war Emma klar. Kein Miauen, kein
Fauchen. Es klang eher ... menschlich. Abstofdend menschlich.

Das Viech wimmerte, als es versuchte, wieder auf die tber-
fahrenen Beine zu kommen. Ein Knacken wie von brechenden
Zweigen liefs Emma die Hande vor die Ohren halten.

Noch immer war das Geschrei der Katze zu horen. Anhaltend,
vorwurfsvoll, entsetzlich. Und immer noch klang es wie ein
Mensch, wie ein dlterer Mann.

Panisch sah sich Emma um. Ein paar Meter weiter stand das
Regenfass. Seit dem letzten Niederschlag war es noch immer
fast bis zum Rand gefillt. Mit einer wilden Entschlossenheit,
die sie sich in ihren kiithnsten Trdumen nicht zugetraut héat-
te, kniete Emma nieder, packte das Tier am Hals und trug es
zum Fass.

20 Sekunden spéter gelangten keine Luftblasen mehr an die
Wasseroberfldche ...
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Armin Ohri
Translated from German by Jonathan Huston

(Inspired by the fables of Aesop and Jean de La Fontaine and
works by Annie M. G. Schmidt and Paul Schrader)

I
“You have a virus.”

The computer expert, an Apple disciple with ruffled hair who
dressed too young for his age, looked with pity at the customer
on this April Monday.

“I was afraid of that,” the customer said meekly. “That’s why I
came to see you. What can you do about it?”

“Do you always keep your computer updated?”
Mr Karl nodded vigorously.

“Hmm. Did you press any buttons? Click on something you
shouldn’t have? Or open e-mails from strangers?”

“Just one, with the cat video.”
“I see.”

That “I see” sounded somewhat accusatory, so Mr Karl has-
tened to clarify: “I thought it was from my grandson. But it
was just so sweet, either way. With a really cute baby kitten.”

“Well, now we have the culprit. Or rather, the cat virus.”

“What a shame. Who would’ve thought there’s such a thing as
a catvirus...”
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II

Two weeks later — it was now May — Mr Karl stood in the bath-
room in front of the mirror, shaving. Deep in thought, he drew
one track after another with the razor along his furrowed face.
He had softened his beard stubbles with the alkaline shaving
foam, and now he used his free hand to stretch the skin of his
right cheek. With a blade angle of 30 degrees, he shaved first
with the grain, rinsed with warm water, and then shaved a
second time against the grain.

Mr Karl tightened the skin on his cheekbone so that the little
hairs there straightened up, and then he drove with the blade
like a tiny combine harvester over a microscopically small
corn field.

“Ow, damn it!”
The razor fell to the ground, Mr Karl stumbled backwards,
suddenly losing his balance.

111

On the 6th of June - his upper lip was now covered with a
striking moustache — Mr Karl felt a change in air pressure. 24
little grey-brown hairs, 12 on each half of his face, thickened
and stuck out sideways, prodding him to look to the sky.

“There’s a storm coming,” he remarked, “I’ll bring the flower
pots in.”
v

On the 15th of June’, Mr Karl bought a six-pack of cow’s milk
from the supermarket. Wine and beer had started making
him sick to his stomach, so he emptied one carton of milk after
the other with great enthusiasm.
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His digestion bothered him for two days. Fever and diarrhoea
kept Mr Karl awake; when he was halfway recovered, he went
to the nearest pet store to buy lactose-reduced cat’s milk.

\Y

The owner of the supermarket took a furtive look at the strange,
prowling customer, who sneaked around the fish counter, rub-
bing against the display. He lowered his head and let his cheek
scrape against the aluminium shelf of the counter.

VI

On the 3rd of July, Mr Karl slept for the first time in a box pad-
ded with newspaper. First he thought of gluing several smaller
boxes together, but then he discovered the extra-large packag-
ing of a 75-inch widescreen TV at the regional recycling centre.

The Styrofoam balls in the box, left over from transport packag-
ing, drove him wild for hours. Sometimes his neighbours saw
Mr Karl leave the house —the hair on his head and his beard full
of white balls charged with static electricity.

Mrs Miiller, who lived right next door, swore on her husband’s
grave that her neighbour — who’d always been a bit odd — had
now started to purr.

VII

On the 5th of August, Mr Karl had already shrunk by 30 centi-
metres. When he sat on the floor - his left leg curled around his
neck - he could see a small round stub just above his buttocks.

Every day the stub grew taller, longer, hairier.
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VIII

The 29th of August. — Over the past few days, unknown per-
petrators burgled three businesses. They broke open sever-
al doors and smashed a window. They triggered an acoustic
alarm in one of the shops and absconded. What was stolen is
the subject of investigation; the burglars caused major prop-
erty damage.

Another burglary occurred between Saturday evening and
Sunday morning at the local animal shelter. The door of one
building and a window of another were broken open, and
the premises were searched. According to the director of the
animal shelter, several cartons of cat food were stolen; some
of them were opened on site and apparently also eaten. There
was damage to property and financial loss in an unknown
amount.

IX

Missing person’s report: 62-year-old Peter Karl (first name: Pe-
ter; last name: Karl) has been missing from his place of resi-
dence in Dahlstatt since Thursday, the 28th of September.

He left his home and never returned. According to the police,
there is evidence that he was seen in his hometown on Friday,
the 8th of September, but there are no clues as to his where-
abouts since. Peter Karl is about 172 cm tall with an athletic
build, brown eyes, and short dark brown hair. It is unknown
what he was wearing at the time of his disappearance.

Anyone able to provide information on the whereabouts of
the missing person is asked to please contact the nearest po-
lice station.
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X

Without realising that a marten had nibbled on the ignition
cables of her car the night before, Emma Marquart backed up
her Peugeot, turned the steering wheel, put her car into first
and slowly edged forward when the Peugeot started to jolt, as
if the ignition were about to stall.

The Peugeot Expert, a grey estate, jumped forward. The me-
tallic crunch, the sound of an impact, made Emma slam the
brakes.

She got out to see what had happened, and the horrible noises
coming from the mouth of the run-over cat made her blood
curdle. These weren’t the sounds of a normal cat, Emma knew.
No meowing, no hissing. It sounded more... human. Repulsive-

ly human.

The creature whimpered as it tried to get back on its crushed
legs. A cracking sound like breaking branches made Emma
cover her ears with her hands.

She could still hear the cries of the cat. Unrelenting, reproach-
ful, horrible. The cries still sounded like a human being, like
an elderly man.

Emma looked around in panic. A few steps further on, she
saw a rain barrel. It was almost filled to the brim after the last
rainfall. With a ferocious determination that she never would
have expected of herself, Emma knelt down, grabbed the ani-
mal by the neck and carried it to the barrel.

Twenty seconds later, the air bubbles stopped rising to the sur-
face of the water.

- 329 -






'S

Emmanuelle Pagano

France

Le lotissement

The development

EUPL laureate 2009: Les Adolescents troglodytes (Editions P.O.L.)

BIOGRAPHY

Born in September 1969, Emmanuelle Pagano studied cinema
aesthetics and plastic arts. A dozen of her books have been
published (novels, novellas, collections of short stories and fragments),
mainly by the publishing house PO.L. She has also published texts in
various journals and collective books. Thanks to the European Union
Prize for Literature 2009, her books have been or are being translated
into more than fifteen languages. Collaborating with artists from
other fields (dance, cinema, photography, illustration, plastic arts

and music), she was a resident at the Villa Médicis in 2013-2014. Since
2016, she has been engaged in screenwriting. She works and lives in
Ardeche, France.

-331-



Le lotissement
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Dansle bus, il y a quelques sieges trés larges, peut-étre pour les
gros, ou les mamans, les papas avec leurs jeunes enfants. On
dirait des sieges d’'une personne et demie, I’équivalent du lit
120 cm en position assise.

Je n’aime pas m’y assoir: comme je suis plutot petit format,
taille 12/14 ans, j’ai toujours peur que quelqu’un pense pou-
voir s’installer contre moi.

Aujourd’hui un de ces siéges est occupé par deux mamies,
toutes de noir vétues, de vieilles copines a les entendre se com-
prendre trés vite, sans finir leurs phrases, serrées, complices.
Rien ne les perturbe, elles sont tournées 'une vers 'autre, leur
conversation semble avoir commencé il y a cent ans.

Elles ont a peu pres I'dge du pére de mon amie & moi, mon amie
d’enfance.

Il est mort il y a quelques jours et c’est pour me rendre a I'en-
terrement de cet homme, le pére de mon amie, que j’ai pris
le bus. Il traverse toute la périphérie du bourg, un village de
Parriére-pays devenu une cité-dortoir.

Levillage fait partie de la ville maintenant, il la rejoint en s’éti-
rant, de lotissement en lotissement. Les lotissements sont sor-
tis de terre a différentes époques, d’abord séparés des vignes
et des jacheres, aujourd’hui tous reliés entre eux, sans aucune
bande de terre vierge, pas méme un terrain vague.
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Cest dans un de ces lotissements, le premier du village, que
nous avons grandi, mon amie et moi, ou plutdt que notre amitié
a grandi.

Nous n’habitions pas dans le lotissement, non, mais nous y
passions tous les jours. Nous y passions avant qu’il ne sorte de
terre. Nous traversions une sorte de semi-garrigue croquée par
nos pas.

De part et d’autre de cette friche buissonnante, bordée par la
route principale, il y avait nos maisons. C’étaient des maisons
collectives, communautaires: celles du métier de nos peres.

J’habitais la gendarmerie, a ’entrée de la commune, au bord de
la route. Ma copine habitait un des logements de fonction des
professeurs et des instituteurs, au coeur du village, entre I’école
publique et le college.

Nous faisions plusieurs fois par jour le chemin entre nos deux
maisons, enréalité deux appartements de rez-de-chaussée dans
deux petits immeubles.

Nous allions I'une chez l'autre, et puis nous nous raccompa-
gnions. Mais arrivées a la maison de I'une, nous n’avions géné-
ralement pas fini de parler, alors celle-1a raccompagnait I'autre,
a nouveau. Et ainsi de suite.

Pour raccourcir ce trajet que nous démultiplions a 'infini, nous
ne suivions pas la route: nous coupions par les broussailles, ou
nous avions tracé un chemin bavard a force de passages.

Lorsque nous en avions marre de nous raccompagner 'une
Pautre, écrivant nos paroles en boustrophédon dans la lande
touffue, nous nous arrétions au milieu, ou nos discussions infi-
nies avaient fini par creuser une petite place.

Le terrain inculte était devenu notre maison, la maison de nos
conversations.
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Ala tombée de la nuit, nous n’avions toujours pas fini de parler.
Nous rentrions vite chacune chez soi et, apreés le repas, apres
21 h 30 ou méme 22 h 30 le week-end, nous nous téléphonions.
Enlocal et dans ces horaires c’était moins cher, mais nous nous
faisions reprocher de bloquer la ligne. Oui, nous bloquions la
ligne, au sens figuré et aussi au sens propre, parce que nous
tirions sur le fil du téléphone a cadran, sur lequel nous cla-
quions la porte de notre chambre. Ce fil coincé menacait, selon
les dires parentaux, de se casser. Qu’avions-nous donc encore
a nous dire? Est-ce que nous n’avions pas assez parlé apres
I’école jusqu’au diner? Non, nous n’avions jamais assez parlé.
Plus nous parlions ensemble, plus nous avions des choses a
nous dire.

Parfois, les jours ou nous n’avions pas école, nous allions I'une
chez ’autre, mais il fallait bien se quitter a la fin de la journée,
au plus tard le lendemain quand on avait le droit de s’inviter
a dormir.

Dans la maison de ma copine, son pére, Alain, prolongeait
Pamitié qu’il entretenait lui aussi, avec son voisin et collégue,
Gérard, qui habitait juste au-dessus. Ils se connaissaient tous
les deux par cceur et passaient beaucoup de temps I'un chez
l’autre. Sans avoir a se raccompagner.

Alain, était capable de restituer a la minute prés I’emploi du
temps de son ami.

Un dimanche ou javais dormi chez eux, alors que nous pe-
tit-déjeunions tous ensemble, Alain a regardé sa montre en
disant: «Gérard est en train de lire le journal aux toilettes.»
La meére de mon amie a levé les yeux au ciel et on a entendu la
chasse d’eau: «et voila, il a fini.»

Nous jalousions cette intimité, nous aurions voulu habiter
I'une en dessus de l'autre. Puisque ma meére était institutrice
(etla sienne, professeur comme son pere), logiquement j’aurais
pu moi aussi habiter ce petit immeuble.
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Mais le métier de mon peére primait sur celui de ma mere, car il
avait des astreintes. Nous disions qu’il était de garde. J’habitais
donc dans la gendarmerie, a 'autre bout du village.

Tant pis, nous défrichions la brande séparant nos deux maisons
en parlant dedans, quelques hectares que nous avions a peine
dégrossis sur un sentier de quelques centaines de metres, avec
un petit espace central.

I’année de nos dix ans, juste avant notre entrée au college, des
engins de chantier ont commencé a stationner, puis a s’activer
sur nos terres de repli.

Creuser comme nous mais en plus profond, et remblayer, apla-
tir.

Des parcelles ont été délimitées, avec a leurs bords des tuyaux
et des canalisations béantes, en attente d’étre branchées.

Une fin d’aprés-midi, nous avons découvert en lieu et place de
notre chemin une petite route toute fraiche, a ’asphalte lisse et
sombre, encore fermée.

Dés le lendemain, nous avons pris nos patins a roulettes.

Une autre route a été ouverte, puis une autre, et une autre en-
core, et plein de petites routes et d’impasses circulaires qui
élargissaient notre terrain de jeu.

Seuls quelques engins de chantier les empruntaient, tot le ma-
tin et tard le soir. Les ouvriers nous laissaient patiner entre-
temps. IIs nous saluaient en souriant. Ils ouvraient une nou-
velle route pendant que nous étrennions la derniére-née.

Tout le mois de juin, nous avons patiné la apres ’école, les tra-
vaux semblaient s’étre arrétés. Nous croisions parfois quelques
personnes qui visitaient des terrains, des plans a la main.

Puis les engins bruyants sont revenus, et quelques dizaines de
maisons ont poussé sur nos terres. Nous avons assisté a toutes
les étapes de la construction du lotissement, qui s’est étalée
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pendant notre année de 6eme. Lorsque certaines maisons
étaient achevées, d’autres commencaient a pousser.

Lorsque nous nous «tenions fachées» (se facher tout court
n’existait pas, se disputer c’était se «tenir fachées», et deman-
der a lautre «tu me tiens toujours fachée?» était une amorce
de réconciliation), nous n’allions plus faire du patin a roulettes
sur le chantier du lotissement.

Sinous nous tenions fachées longtemps (mettons une semaine),
nous regardions ou en était ’avancée des nouvelles maisons au
retour de notre amitié. Cette avancée mesurait la trop longue
période de facherie et de séparation.

Un jour, il n’a plus été possible de faire du patin a roulettes: les
routes du lotissement ont été ouvertes aux voitures.

Des camions de déménagement se sont succédé.

Il nous a fallu nous rendre a I’évidence, des gens habitaient
chez nous désormais, il nous fallait trouver une autre maison
pour nos conversations.

Ma copine et moi avons quitté les logements de fonction de
nos parents respectifs il y a des décennies, d’abord pour nos
études, puis pour vivre nos vies séparées.

Nos parents aussi sont partis, beaucoup plus tard, lorsqu’ils
ont pris leur retraite.

Ils ont déménagé dans un des lotissements qui entourent le
village et le prolongent jusqu’a la ville, des lotissements que
nous n’avons pas vu se construire, et qui nous surprenaient
lorsque nous revenions chez nos parents pour les vacances, ra-
tiboisant les landes et les vignes une a une, jusqu’a former un
seul et immense lotissement de village en village et de ville en
ville, occupant presque tout le sud de la France.

Les mamies du bus soudain se lévent, d’'un méme mouvement
enjoué, pour descendre, sans arréter de parler.

Le prochain arrét est celui du cimetiere.
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Translated from French by Jennifer Higgins and Sophie Lewis

Inside the bus there are a few very wide seats, for fat people
perhaps, or for mothers and fathers with their young children.
They look like seats for one and a half people, the equivalent of
a small double bed, only sitting up.

I don’t like sitting in them: ’'m on the small side, size 12-14
years, and I'm always afraid that someone will decide they can
sit there with me.

Today one of these seats is occupied by two grannies
dressed all in black. They sound like old friends, under-
standing each other straight away without needing to finish
sentences, heads together, in cahoots. Nothing bothers them,
turned as they are to face each other, deep in a hundred-year-
old conversation.

They are about the age of the father of my own friend, my
childhood friend.

He died a few days ago and I'm going to his funeral, my
friend’s father’s funeral, which is why I caught the bus. It’s
driving through the outskirts of the town, a country village
turned dormitory suburb.

The village is part of the town, now, having linked up by
stretching itself out, one housing development at a time. The
developments rose out of the ground at different times, sepa-
rated at first by vineyards and empty patches, now completely
connected, without a single strip of open ground, not even a
patch of wasteland.
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It was in one of these developments, the village’s first, that
we grew up, my friend and I, or rather that our friendship
grew up.

We didn’t live in the development but we went through
it every day. We went that way before it emerged from the
ground. We’d cross a kind of semi-scrubland that crunched
beneath our feet.

Our houses lay on either side of this bushy wilderness,
with the main road down one side of it. They were apartments
for state sector workers, decided by our fathers’ jobs.

I lived at the police station, the first building you came to
in the village, beside the main road. My friend lived in one of
the teachers’ lodgings, in the middle of the village, between
the primary and secondary schools.

Several times a day we used to walk between our two
houses, which were actually two ground-floor apartments in
two small blocks.

One of us would come to the other’s house, and then that
one would walk the first one back. But on reaching the other
house, we usually hadn’t finished talking, so the first would
walk the other back again. And so on.

In order to shorten this journey that we made over and
over, endlessly, we abandoned the road: we would cut through
the scrubland, our feet marking out a chatty path by force of
repetition.

When we’d had enough of walking each other back and
forth, inscribing our words, boustrophedon-style, into the un-
kempt heath, we would stop in the middle, where our unend-
ing conversations ended up creating a small clearing.

The uncultivated land had become our home, the home of
our conversations.
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We hadn’t always finished talking when night fell. We
would quickly go back to our respective houses and, after
dinner, after 9.30 p.m. or even 10.30 p.m. on the weekend,
we would phone each other. It was less expensive to call local
numbers at that time of day, but we were accused of tying up
the line. We did indeed tie it up, in both figurative and literal
senses, for we used to stretch out the wires of those old-fash-
ioned phones and then slam our bedroom doors on them. Ac-
cording to parental theory, the trapped wires risked being
broken. What on earth could we still have to say to each other?
Hadn’t we talked enough between school and dinnertime? No,
we hadn’t talked enough. The more we talked, the more we
had to say.

Sometimes, when there was no school, we would go to
each other’s houses, but we still had to part at the end of the
day, or the following morning if we had permission to sleep
over.

In my friend’s house, her father Alain also used to string
out the friendship he enjoyed with his colleague and neigh-
bour Gérard, who lived directly above. They knew each other
inside out and spent a lot of time in each other’s homes — with-
out having to walk each other back and forth.

Alain knew his friend’s habits to the minute. One Sunday
when I had slept at their house, while we were all breakfasting
together, Alain looked at his watch and said: ‘Gérard is reading
the newspaper on the loo.” My friend’s mother rolled her eyes
and we all heard the flush: ‘And now he’s finished.

We envied that intimacy and would have liked to live one
above the other. As my mother was a primary teacher (and
my friend’s mother was a teacher, like her father), in theory I
could also have lived in that little block. But my father’s pro-
fession took priority over my mother’s because he was often
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on call. We used to say that he was on guard. So I lived in the
police station, at the other end of the village.

No matter: we forged a path through the heathland be-
tween our two houses by talking our way through it, a few
acres that we barely made a mark on with our few hundred
metres of path and its small clearing in the middle.

The year we turned ten, just before we went to secondary
school, construction vehicles arrived and then set to work on
our secret territory.

They forged paths as we had, but deeper, and they filled
in holes and levelled the ground as they went. Parcels of land
were marked out, with pipes and gaping ditches around their
edges, awaiting connection.

One late afternoon we found, precisely where our path
used torun, alittle road, freshly laid with smooth dark asphalt,
still closed off to traffic. The very next day we were out with
our roller-skates.

Another road was laid out, then another, and yet another,
and lots of little roads and curving cul-de-sacs were added to
our playground. Only a few construction vehicles ever drove
on them, in the early morning or late evening. The construc-
tion workers allowed us to skate there in the meantime. They
would wave to us and smile. They’d be rolling out a new road
while we were the first to set foot on the one they’d just made.

All through June we skated there after school, and the
works seemed to have stopped. Sometimes we would encoun-
ter people visiting the plots, maps in hand.

Then the clamour of the diggers came back, and fifty or six-
ty houses sprouted on our territory. We observed every stage of
the construction, which lasted throughout our first year at sec-
ondary school. As soon as some houses were finished, others
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began to grow. When we were ‘out’ with each other (we never
said we’d ‘fallen out’, it was always just ‘out’, and asking ‘Are
you still out with me?’ was an overture of reconciliation), we’d
stop roller-skating together on the site of the development.

If we were ‘out’ for a while (say as long as a week), we
would see how far the new houses had progressed by the time
we were reconciled. That progress marked the too-long period
of silence and separation.

One day, it was no longer possible to roller-skate there: the
development’s roads had been opened to traffic. Next came the
furniture-removal lorries.

We were forced to admit it: people were now living in our
space, and we had to find another home for our conversations.

My friend and I left our respective parents’ professional
lodgings decades ago, first in order to study, then to live our sep-
arate lives.

Our parents left too, much later, when they retired. They
moved into one of the developments that surround the village
and extend it right up to the town, developments we did not wit-
ness emerging from the ground and which surprised us when
we returned to our parents’ houses for the holidays, pilfering
portions of the heath and the vineyards, one by one, until they
formed a single, vast development from village to village and
from town to town, filling almost the whole of the south of
France.

The grannies in the bus suddenly stand up, in unison, and
get off the bus without pausing their conversation.

The next stop is the cemetery.
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‘Eva otaBepo tnAedwvo
Kallia Papadaki

Eva otabepd tnAédwvo mov xTumd péoa otn vuxTta 6oL
KAEBeL xpovia amd Tn {wn). [Ipoomabw va Buunbw Tt Eékava mpv
TO TNAeDWVNUQ, N yuvaika pov pe Bprike AutoBuuo oto Stadpo-
yo, €¢w amnod to unavio. Kaieoe apéows to aoBevodopo Kt eu-
XNONKe va unv ftav katt cofapo. Ltn Stadpoun ya to epnue-
PEVOV VOOOKOUELD avEéKTNoa TIG aloBioeLg Yo, mEGTOVTAG ixa
SayKWoEeL TN YAWOOoA POV, XPELAfOUOLY PAUHATA, AKOUN KL AV
nbeia v Ba propovoa va WANow.

Me tnv Kopn pag Sev eiyape KaAég ox€oelg, 600 KL av TO
nipooTadnoaye, Altyo 1 TOAY, Sev eixe ma onuacia, ekeivn eixe
anodacioel va TpaBr&el To SpOUO NG, Elxe UTAEEEL UE VAPKW-
TIKQ, €Kave amoto&ivwon, YETaKOUIoE ae ula mapabardooia
KWUOTIOAN, cufovoe Ue £vav veapo Tov 8eV Yag YEULLE TO PATL,
yévvnaoe éva Kopitol mov 8ev pag ddnve va to SovuE, Kal pa
0TI TOGEG OAO KAL TILO apaLld pag tnAedwvovaoe, ylati 8ev ng
¢dpTavav Ta xpriuaza.

Eiye mavw amnod xpovo va pag tnAedwVioeL, TG TE0oEPLS Go-
PEG IOV ETILXELPNOAUE VA TN BPOVUE, va paboupe OTL Elval KaAd,
anaitnoe va Tnv aprioovpe rfjovyn, va naPouvue va avaKatev-
opaoTte, TG eiyaue kataotpePel n (wn), dev Ba €xave To {810
AdB0G pe T Sk NG KOpN, HaKpLd pag Ba EpTiayve Tov mapd-
deloo mov NG eiyaue oteprioel. IoAAEG dopég avapwTiOnka
Tt édTaye. H avapel&n pov pe tnv moAltikn; O eBSouadeg mov
¢Aewnma og enayyeApatikd ta&idia; H mieon mov tng doknoa va
onovdacey; H untépa tng tav mavta mo VIT0oTNPLKTIKN, UEXPL
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TIOL TNG AVAKOIVWOE 0T §EKAOYTW TNG, OTL Ba peTakouioel pe
ya opiAn g oto Apotepvtay, Bpnkav SovAeld oe éva Kadé pe
paywkd pavitapla kat Kaiapatiavy povvta. To evvoovoe R pag
Sokipade, va el u€ypL mov factovV Ta OPLA Pag;

Eixe mavta pia éuputn pomn 6to PEPQ, ETLAYVE UE TO PLA-
AO NG oTOpPLEG, TN XAOTOVKLIOE Uld AYyvwaoTn 6To Spouo, Tng
EKAgPE TO KLVNTO €vag AGTUVOULKOG TNV KaTtaAnyn oto IIoAv-
Teyveio, TNV kKakomnoinoe o adepdd¢ pov 6Tav NTAV TEGGAPWV
XPovwv, uropet va Bupdtat éva matdi T060 Ukpo TLTOL GUVERN;
H Avva édpuye amo To omitt pag 6tav ékAeloe ta 19, dev eiyaue
Swaiwpa, yag eire, va ™ Pacavifovye AAA0 UE TN OLWTA Kal
Tn ovykatafacn Hag, ofKwoe PUe TNV KApTa tng pavag g 800
ELPW, TNPE €VA GAKO, TOV YEULOE UE POUYA KL eCadavioTnke.
Mag eldonoinocav éva pva apyotepa, and 1o EAANVIKO Tpo-
Eevelo ato ApatepvTay, O0TL TNV Bpnkave mapatnuévn o€ €va
TEPLOEPELAKO KAVAAL NTaV avaiaBntn Kat EPepe YPATOOLVLEC,
UWAWTIEG KAL TPAVHUATA GE OAO TNG TO CWHA.

Agv ftav mavta £ToL aypiyt, €ywe oTtnv nopeia, 660 g H¢-
TAUE OpLa TOGO avTISpovoE, éva Bpadu Kabwg enéoTpede Ao
TO OpoOVTIOTAPLO, pag Ehepe Eva Aoynua XTLTNUEVO KOLTAPL,
TO €lX€ 0TNV AyKAALA TNG KL €EKAALye, EePUynoe HEoa aTa XEpLa
™G apyd tn vuxta, R8eAe va to Badovpe oo A0Po ToL AvKa-
BntTov, To mNpa Ue Ta XiAla {opLa Kal To METAga 6ToV KAS0, eixe
UOALG yLovioel kal €€w xapade, To EMOUEVO TIPWI UE KATNYOPNOE
OTL elya oKOTWOEL UE Ta (8L HoL Ta XEPLA TO OKVAO TNG. Tn xa-
oTOUKLOA KL €i8a peptds ta §ayxTuAd pov va eudavifovtal ato
UAyOoLAO TNG, 8ev avtédpace, palee Ta LaAALA TNG o€ KoToida,
TAPE TN OYOALKN] TNG TOAVTA KAl TTEPiPEVE va €pBeEL TO OYO0ALKO
va TNV MAPEL 6TN GTACT TTIOL €KAVE £EW ATIO TO OTLTL.

Kt 0pwg Bupduatl pia euTUXLOREVN OLKOYEVELOKA OTLYUN,
éva xeluwvidtiko Bpadv ato Iapiot, yeETa amod yla moAvwpn -
TpoTN 0TIG BpuEéAeg, StaoyiCape to kavdaAl g ITov Ntel Ap
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Kal xagevaue Ta XIALASEG aToLPaypéva AOUKETA, £€vag UKPOTIW-
ANTNG pag mpoTewve Svo teAevtaia oe Ty sukalpiag, éva yua
MaG KL Eva yLa T UKPH, «TTOLOV ayartdg 1o oAU, Tn Haud i Tov
UTTaUTd;», TNG lme GLVWUOTIKA, eKelvo TO Bpadu kKAelSwoape
T AOUKETO 0TI YEGLPA KAL pWTNOA TNV €CAYPOVN KOPN LOVL VA
uabw, «elval HuoTKO» YOV ElTte, «8EV UMOPW VA GOV TIW», TNV
TAPA AYKAALA KL €KOVaA TTWE TNV TTETAW 0AV GAKL 6TOV ZNKOLd-
va, €Bare TI¢ dwvEg, ToipLle, yeAovoe.

Ta xpovia tov omovdade ato BepoAivo yvwploe tn LapAor,
TAPATNOE TIG 0TTOVSEG TNG TNV KaAwv Texvwv, yla va SouvAyel
07O payadi ye ta Tatoval Kal Ta oKovAapikia mov eixe n ¢iAn
™G oto Mite. IIye n Zodia va tnv BpeL, oL 6xECELG pag nTav
Nén MOAD KAKEG, UE TA X PrUATA TIOV TNG OTEAVAUE oNUASELE TO
KOpui NG, TOTO, VAPKWTIKA, TATOVAL, YOPLAE N UNTEPA TNG UE TO
TIPWTO AEPOTTAAVO, SV €xouue TaLdi, Hov eime, moTE Sev elyaye,
TO “Yaoape kamov atn Stadpoun. To mrpape armodacn, Ta TeTPA-
YWVLIKA TTOL pag avaioyovoayv ot (wn Tng Atydotevay, epeic 0a
KAVAUE VTTOPOVN] Yla 060 avTexaue, Ba ovaoe Tn (wn NG Xwpig
EUAG, YLa 000 axoun NBeAE Kal urtopovaoe, 0To TEAOG KATIOLoV Ba
TOV AUYL(E N avapovr|, o XpOvog.

Zta xpovia mov mapape va tnv EVOYAOUUE, ota Xpovia Tng
SLakpLTIkng pag amovoiag, dpyxloe va pag TnAedwvel, To mpwto
SltdoTnua €matpve Kat §ev €Aeye KOUBEVTA, OAQ TA KATNYOPW
TNG EUTIEPLEXOVTAV UECA GE EKELVN TNV AXPOVN OLWTIH, amd Ka-
TABOANG KOGHOU KAl YOVEWYV, €V ElYAUE TL VA TNG ATTAVTI|COUVLE,
OTOTE GLWTTOVOAUE KL EYW Kal N Lodia, kat yla €va xpovo, 660
Kpatnoav ta BouPd tnAedwviuata, yivape Kat TAAL OLKOYE-
vela, N Avva tniedwvoiae TAvTa T anoyevua, ouvnBwg Kade
Agvtépa 670 TEAOG TOL pPAVaA. MEYpL Tov ABeAA TG wiAnoe xat
KUANGE TTAAL TO SNANTNPLO, €6TAEE KL €Yve pioog, n Lodia and-
vTnaoe, n Avva cuunAfpwog, n Lodia Buundbnke, n Avva avté-
Kpouag, n Zodia dpwvage, n Avva oUpALage, Kal pag Katnyopnoe
yla Tnv maAwolwn mov (ovoe, KL eyw Sev eina kKovfevta, ylatl
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TPOCTIAdNca va cwow 0,TL eiya PEXPL TP KaTahEPEL, va Bpw
Alyn ayamnn xat katavonon UEGa aTNV AMEPAVTN OLWT).

Agv TnAedwvnoe Eavd, mapd pdvo yla va {nTioeL xpnuata,
n KOpn g NTav nén €€L xpovwy, 8ev yvwpifaue Timota yla Tov
TATEPA TOL TTALSLOV TNG, 0 GLA0G TNG pag mAnpopopnoe, RTav
évag unxavoplog mov eixe SovAéyel AdvtCa otnv Avotpia, €ka-
ve S0VAELEC TOL TOSAPLOV KL E0TTAYE TNV TAGKA TOL 6TO SPOUO
KOl 0TO KAPEVELO IUE TOVG UETAVACTEG, TAVW TNG XEPL SEV ATTAW-
ve, §ev TOApOVGE, pe pofdrtal, pag ire KL EGTELAE PE TO KLVNTO
uta BoAn dwtoypadia Tng eyyovig pag. Htav n teAevtaia popd
TIOL TNV AKOLOA GTO TNAEDWVO TTPLV aTto To artoPwvo Bpddv, Sev
uiAnoe apéowg, to e€€Aafa oav pia voTaTn xelpovouia cuudL-
Alwong, éva avtibwpo cvyxwpeong oL Ba yedvpwve 6A0 TOV
XOUEVO XPOVO, «KAVEVAV» UOVL €LTTE APOTTALOTIKA, «KAVEVAV»
elme KL €KAEL0E N YpauUn] KL AKOUGTNKE EKEIVO TO Suaoiwvo KL
enavaAauBavouevo TOLT-TOVT-TOVT IOV KAVOULV Ta 6TaBePd TN-
Aédwva and To vITEPTEPAV, OTAV LEYEVOLV YESA TN VUXTA ATTO
dwvn, ya kupiwg {wn.
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Landline

Kallia Papadaki
Translated from Greek by Irene Noel-Baker

Alandline ringing in the night can steal years from your
life. I try to remember what it was I was doing when the phone
rang. I’d fainted in the corridor outside the bathroom. My
wife found me. She called an ambulance at once, praying it
was nothing serious. On the way to hospital, I regained con-
sciousness. I'd fallen and bitten my tongue, I needed stitches. I
couldn’t talk, even if I wanted to.

Our daughter never got along with us, however much we
tried. It made no difference any more, she’d gone her own
way; gone into drugs, gone to rehab, moved to a seaside town,
lived with a boy we weren’t impressed by, had a baby girl she
wouldn’t let us see. And now and then, all the more infre-
quently, she’d phone us: she had run out of money again.

It had been a year since her last call. The four times we did
try to find her, to see if she was alright, she told us to leave her
alone. To stop interfering. We’d ruined her life, she wouldn’t
make the same mistake with her daughter. The paradise we
denied her? She’d build it far away from us. I often asked my-
self: what went wrong? Was it my going into politics? Was it
the weeks I was away on business? Was it the pressure I put on
her to study? Her mother had always been more supportive.
At eighteen, she announced she was moving with a friend to
Amsterdam. They’d found work in a café. Magic mushrooms
and Kalamata weed. Was it true or was she testing us? To see
how much we could take?

She always had an inherent tendency to lie, to make up
stories: a female stranger slapped her in the street; a police-
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man stole her mobile at the polytechnic sit-in; my brother had
abused her when she was four. Can a child that young remem-
ber? Anna left our home when she was just 19. She said we had
no right to torment her with our silence and disdain any more.
She took out 800 euros from her mother’s card, packed a bag of
clothes, and disappeared. A month later, the Greek consulate
in Amsterdam called us to say she had been found beside one
of the outer canals, unconscious. There were scratches, bruis-
es, and wounds all over her body.

She hadn’t always been so wild. It happened gradually.
The more boundaries we set, the more she reacted. One night,
coming back from cram school, she brought in a badly wound-
ed puppy. She was holding it and crying. It died in her arms
later that night. She wanted us to bury it on Lycabettus hill.
I took it from her and threw it in the bins. It had snowed and
dawn was just breaking outside. In the morning, she accused
me of killing the dog with my own hands. I slapped her and
watched the outline of my fingers appearing on her cheek. She
didn’t react. She just gathered her hair into a ponytail, picked
up her satchel, and went to wait for the school bus outside the
house.

And yet I do remember one happy, family moment: it was
a winter’s evening in Paris, after an interminable committee
meeting in Brussels. We were crossing the canal at Pont Des
Arts, looking at the thousands of padlocks on the railings. A
street seller offered us the two padlocks he had left, for a bar-
gain. One for us, one for the little girl. “Who do you love most,
Mummy or Daddy?” he asked conspiratorially. We fastened
the padlocks on the bridge and I asked my six-year-old daugh-
ter what her answer was. “It’s a secret” she said, “I can’t tell
you”. I picked her up and pretended to throw her like a sack
into the Seine. She started shouting and squealing, laughing.
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During her studies in Berlin she met Charlotte, who ran a
tattoo and piercing studio in Mitte. She gave up her degree at
the art school to work there. Sophia went to see her. We were
already getting on very badly. She’d use the money we sent
to mark her body. Drinks, drugs, tattoos. Her mother took the
first plane home. We’ve no child, she said. We never had one,
we lost her along the way. We came to a decision. We were en-
titled to less and less in her life yet we would be patient, for as
long as we could. She would live her life without us, for as long
as she wanted, for as long as she could. In the end, someone
was bound to give in to waiting, to time.

During the years that we ceased to disturb her, during
our tactful absence, she began phoning us. For a while, she
phoned and said nothing, all her accusations sheathed in that
timeless silence, since the dawn of time and of parenthood.
We had nothing to answer her with. And so we were silent,
both I and Sophia. And for a year, as long as the silent phone
calls came, we became a family again. Anna phoned always
every last Monday of the month, in the evening. Until, unwit-
tingly, she spoke; and the poison poured out again, turned to
hatred; Sophia answered, Anna went on, Sophia remembered,
Anna denied, Sophia shouted, Anna yelled and blamed us for
the shit in her life, and I said nothing, trying to rescue what
I’d achieved so far, a little love and understanding within the
boundless silence.

From then on, she only phoned to ask for money. Her
daughter was six years old already. We knew nothing about
the father of her child. Her boyfriend, she informed us, was
a biker who had washed dishes in Austria. He went around
doing odd jobs, mocking the refugees on the street and in ca-
fes, but he never laid a hand on her. He didn’t dare to. He’s
scared of me, she said, and sent us a blurred mobile pic of our
granddaughter. That was the last time I heard her voice on the
phone before tonight. She didn’t speak immediately. I took it
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as a last-minute gesture of reconciliation, a sacramental offer
of forgiveness bridging the lost time. “Neither of you,” she said
to me disarmingly. “Neither,” she said and the line went dead
and you could hear that ominous and repetitive beep-beep-
beep that landlines make from beyond, when they run out of
voices in the night, but mostly out of life.
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Pentru Monica L.

Intoarcerea

Avionul de la Paris a aterizat de cateva minute si primii cala-
tori se apropie deja de ghiseu. Un fel de sopot ca de apa cur-
gatoare a umplut deodata sala pana atunci linistita. De cand
s-au deschis granillele, dupa Revolullia din decembrie 1989, la
care am participat si eu, avioanele din vestul Europei sunt pli-
ne-ochi, iar noi - la controlul pasapoartelor lucram doar doi
pe tura - facem falla cu greu. Ma ascund sub breton si-n do-
cumente, si abia daca-mi ridic privirea sa verific chipul care,
pentru mine, e doar accesoriul unui nume si al unei fotografii.
Incerc sa fiu rapida, corectd, civilizata. Am indaratul meu 32
de ani de viala si nici macar 3 luni de libertate.

O mana frumoasa, tremurand usor, imi intinde un pasaport
francez. Aparlline unei doamne al carei cap ajunge exact pana
la deschizdtura ghiseului. Atunci se intdmpla doua lucruri:
vad, in pasaport, anul nasterii — femeia are 67 de ani - si aud
0 voce care ma electrocuteazd, pentru ca o recunosc: ,Buna
seara, domnisoara!”

Umerii mi s-au Indreptat brusc. Era sd ma Inec. Era sa strig.
Era imposibil. M-am uitat bine de tot la femeia asta, pe care
n-o vazusem in vialla mea. Ma privea si ea dindaratul ochela-
rilor cu rame rotunde. Ochii ii erau negri, blanzi si inteligeni.
Stiam ca e strict interzis, dar am sarit de pe scaun, m-am na-
pustit afara si am imbralisat-o cat am putut de tare.
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— O, Doamne, pentru asta chiar au meritat toate, a spus hota-
rat, cu vocea ei usor ragusita, pe care o stiam atat de bine.

Am izbucnit In plans.

Qy

Plecarea

Trenul stallioneazd la granilla austriaca, la punctul de trecere
aflat intre zonele controlate de sovietici si de americani. Sol-
datul isi suge pe-ndelete maselele. O fixeaza pe tanara care
i-a dat pasaportul. Scrie acolo ca are 23 de ani. E un fir de
om si abia 1i ajunge pana la piept. Are un guler alb, de fata
cuminte, rasfrant peste puloverul visiniu, cu maneci scur-
te. Foarte bronzata, ten de creold, ochi negri ca mataniile,
sprancene pullin prea dese si buze pline, dintre cele care par
sa promita tot timpul un sarut, in ciuda expresiei serioase
a chipului. Vrea s mearga la Paris. In lumina blandi a du-
pa-amiezii, granicerul studiaza indelung stampilele, rotind
pasaportul in toate direcliile. Sunt multe si par in buna regu-
la. Tocmai asta nu-i place: asa ceva nu se obline, cu una, cu
doud, in 1947. Daca o sa-i ceara cineva socoteald, poate spune
cd a crezut-o spioand. Coperta bleumarin are coroana regala.
Granicerul uraste regatele, lumea libera si fetele scunde, cu
guleras alb. Il intereseaza povestile cu violuri, desi el, unul,
nu si-a facut pacate. Se enerveaza brusc si-i spune rastit, in
rusa, ca-ilipseste o viza, lucru pe care fata nu pare sa-1 inlle-
leagad, isi scutura parul negru, buclat, si ridicd umerii. Bar-
batul ii face semn sa-si dea jos bagajul. Se va duce indarat in
Oara ei, asupra careia vegheazd armata lui. {i intoarce spatele
si 0 1asa in plata Domnului. Trenul a si pornit, pufdind tot
mai sacadat, ca un alergator.

Monique, cum 1i spun prietenii franfuzindu-i numele, n-are
timp sa se sperie, desi pana atunci viala a rasfalat-o. Trebu-
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ie sd ajungd la Paris cu orice prel], pentru ca a dat toli banii
mamei pe bilet: e inflalie si a costat-o milioane. Ca tolli cei din
preajma (mai ales scriitori, pentru ca tatal ei, Dumnezeu sa-1
odihneasca, a fost un critic respectat, cu vederi liberale, si a
Oinut timp de 25 de ani un cenaclu), Monique stie ca asta e ,,ul-
timul tren” spre libertate, Dara avea sa fie complet bolsevizata.
E destul de tdnara ca sa creada ca lucrurile se vor schimba
curand in bine si ca se va putea intorce la mama ei, lasata zalog
acasa. Nu banuieste ca n-o s-o mai vada niciodata.

Incearca sa fie practica. Se indreaptd, cu o valiza in care are
cateva rochii, un pui fript si zece pachete de Oigari, catre un
impiegat mustacios, batran, intinzandu-i mana camaraderes-
te. Un om amarat, vai de capul lui. El a aratat cu un deget nodu-
ros spre burta proprie si a spus: Dima. Din carflile tatalui ei stie
ca rusii pot fi cumparali. A deschis valiza sii-a intins o rochie
cu buline si un pachet de Oigari. I-a spus: Viena! si a indicat
direcllia in care plecase trenul. Dima a facut semn cu degetul
noduros spre puiul fript. Ea a inghilit In sec, el i-a zis Bol’soe
spasibo! si sub mustalla caruntd parea sa fie un zambet. Au
fumat impreund cate o Jigard din rezerva ei, iar batranul i-a
promis, mai mult prin semne, s-o treaca granilla clandestin.

A telefonat la halta dinainte si a cerut ca trenul urmator sa
opreasca 45 de secunde la halta lui. Era un marfar cu carbuni.
Dima, cu [igara incad neterminatd, atat de repede mersese to-
tul, a ajutat-o pe fata cu guler alb sa urce si, cu lopata, a acope-
rit-o rapid cu carbuni. Monique nu stia cd, pullin mai incolo,
trenul va opri pentru un nou control rusesc. Soldallii treceau
de la un vagon la altul si-si infigeau baioneta unde se nimerea.
A auzit sunetul aspru, harsait, tot mai aproape. Fierul a oco-
lit-o si sunetul s-a indepartat. Intre timp, primele umbre ale
inserdrii s-au asezat peste carbunii negri.

La postul de control american a infeles pentru prima oara ca
filmele hollywoodiene vazute cu prietenii ei pe Bulevardul
cinematografelor sunt o pacaleald. Astepta ca americanii s-o
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admire pentru proba de curaj, s-o sarute pe obrajii murdari
de carbune, sa-i zAmbeasca ca Gary Cooper sau Humphrey
Bogart si s-o trimita cu parere de rau cdtre Paris. Ei insa au
trimis-o fard parere de rau indarat la rusi. Si n-au zambit. To-
tusi, au recunoscut ca pasaportul e in perfecta ordine. Why?
a Intrebat ea. What part of illegal don’t you understand? a iro-
nizat-o unul. I-au insolit drumul cu un jet de raze dintr-un
proiector, ca sa fie siguri cd nu poate fugi. Lumina aia pusa
pe spatele ei a jignit-o mai rau decat pustile. Monique uitase
pur si simplu ca americanii se simfeau, in 1947, aliallii sovie-
ticilor.

Iatd insa ca sovieticii nu erau tocmai aliallii americanilor si, se
vede ca doar pentru a-i scoate din sdrite pe ,,imperialisti”, Mo-
nique, care putea nimeri direct intr-un lagar de concentrare,
a fost intoarsa aproape cu gingdasie la halta lui Dima. Batranul
a primit-o ca o gazda pe un musafir drag. A lasat-o sa se spele
si sa se schimbe cu o rochie curata din valijoara. Puiul ei fript
era un morman de oase, dar a tratat-o cu un mar. Si-a dus doua
degete la buze, inspirand cu ochii inchisi. A primit un pachet
de Oigari. A telefonat iar la halta de dinainte, pentru ca trenul -
de data asta unul de calatori, verificat deja de graniceri — sa
opreascd 20 de secunde. Monique abia a apucat sa urce in va-
gonul cel mai apropiat, impinsa de jos de Dima, ca trenul a si
pornit pufdind spre Viena.

A nimerit intr-un compartiment cu un cuplu de tineri care
studiau o partitura de Mozart si fredonau franturi din Don
Giovanni, cerdndu-i mereu scuze. Langa ei, tot ce-a trdit cu o
ora inainte pare ireal. Inelege ca e real atunci cAnd barbatul,
care o privea staruitor, 1i spune sfios Darfich? si, cu o batista
de olanda, 1i sterge o pata neagra de sub barbie. Monique simte
ca roseste si 1i vine sa-i sarute pe cei doi. Fireste ca n-o face: a
fost crescuta foarte strict.

Pe 15 septembrie, la miezul noplii, coboara in Gare de I'Est,
cu valijoara in care mai avea un singur pachet de Oigari. N-o
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asteapta nimeni. Rdmane in gard, nestiind incotro s-o apuce
si neavand nici un franc. Doi polilisti, care o gasesc ghemuita
ca un copil orfan, pe o banca, se indura de ea si ii dau voie sa
doarma intr-un compartiment de tren care stallioneaza acolo.
O acopera cu pelerinele lor. Monique stie cda li se spune hiron-
delles, pentru ca zboara noaptea pe bicicletd, cu pelerina nea-
gra fluturand in vant, despicatd ca o coada de randunica. De
atunci, de cate ori vede randunele, Monique zdmbeste.

&\

Intoarcerea

Avionul a decolat de pe aeroportul Orly. Un copilas de pe un
scaun din apropiere intreaba: ,Maman, elles aiment les avions,
les hi’ondelles?” Zambesc fara sa vreau.

Imi potrivesc ceasul de la mana cu o ord inainte, dar timpul
meu il dau inapoi. Refuz categoric sa intru in inchisoarea asta
numita batranele si alunec iute pe apele timpului care curge
invers, pand cand sunt plina de viitor, cu toate varstele mele
nesacrificate. Imi amintesc de sfatul mamei, la plecare: ,,CAnd
n-o sa-0i fiu alaturi, scumpa mea, poarta-te cu tine ca si cum
ai fi fetila ta”. Ma reintalnesc cu tolli oamenii prin intermediul
carora Dumnezeu m-a iubit si-i ocolesc pe tolli cei prin care
m-a pedepsit. Regdndesc cuvintele In care am crezut, pentru
care as fi putut sa mor (era cat pe ce s-o si fac). De mii de ori,
asteptand in studio sa-miincep emisiunea, am auzit semnalul:
Aici e Radio Europa liberad! De mii de ori am rostit: Teze si anti-
teze la Paris. La microfon, Monica ...

Aveam 5 ani cand parin[ii mei au ascultat, pentru prima data,
in 1928, o voce la radio. Era un miracol, pe-atunci, sd auzi de-
odatd, de pe canapeaua ta si in sufrageria ta, un reportaj sau
un concert dat chiar in clipa aia la Viena, Londra sau Paris.
Pdrea o vraja sau o scamatorie. Primul nostru radio era cat
un frigider. La Paris, ca sa-i ajut efectiv pe cei de-acasa, m-am
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transformat intr-o voce. Am vrut, cu vocea mea, sa distrug zil-
nic o bucalica din granila invizibila care a desparfit in toli
anii astia Europa liberd, in care eram eu, de Europa nelibera,
in care era Jara mea. Am transformat estetica despre care-mi
vorbea tata, In Est-etica despre care el nu m-a invalat, din pa-
cate, nimic. Seard de seara, la radio, am scos catusele de pe
cuvinte, am aparat ceva sau pe cineva.

Polillia politica a reaclionat destul de rapid si mi-a transmis
cd, daca nu ma potolesc si daca nu tac, imi vor omori mama.
Mama mi-a transmis sa nu ma potolesc si sa nu tac. Am as-
cultat-o, au omorat-o. Apoi, cum nu ma mai puteau santaja cu
mama, de ziua mea mi-au facut un cadou: doi barbali m-au
batut pe strada. In dimineala urmatoare eram la radio, si pe
vocea mea nu se vedeau vanataile.

Din Oara, unde Europa liberd, postul nostru, se prindea clan-
destin, Imi soseau incurajari: ,Tata a murit ascultdndu-va
glasul”. ,Cand e emisiunea dumneavoastra, radiourile merg
la toate etajele blocului”. ,Trdim intr-un secol desfigurat de
spaime. Ne dali curaj”. ,Suntelli vocea adevarului”. ,,Azi am
operat un copil. Cand l-am deschis, din abdomenul lui mic au
iesit aburi, atat de frig era in sala de operalie. Spune[i asta!”
»,va scriu dintr-o ara candva senina. Aflalli despre noi ca, aici,
ne-am pierdut vorbele”.

Timpul care a curs indarat curge iar inainte, ma duce acasa,
iar avionul aterizeaza. Barbatul meu a tacut si el, tot drumul,
pierdut printre gandurile lui. Coboram pe pista inundata de
razele apusului si ne uitam cu lacomie la cerul de sub care am
plecat acum 44 de ani.

Fetiscana de la ghiseu are un breton blond, care-i intrd me-
reu In ochi. Fara sa ma priveasca, imi face semn sa ma apro-
pii. Credeam ca mi-am consumat, in viala, toate emoliile, dar
imi tremurd mana cand intind pasaportul si zic: ,,Buna seara,
domnisoara!” Tresare ca lovita cadnd imi aude vocea si apoi,
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nu stiu cum, ma trezesc imbralisata atat de tare, ca ma doare
cosul pieptului. CaAnd mi-a dat drumul, plangea. Sollul meu ma
priveste de la coada alaturata pulin ingrijorat. 40 de ani de
radio ma ajuta sd-mi stdpanesc vocea cand ii spun:

— O, Doamne, pentru asta chiar au meritat toate!

— Plang ca proasta pentru ca abia acum am inlJeles ca suntem
liberi, o aud zicand si mi se strange inima de grija.
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loana Pérvulescu
Translated from Romanian by Mihnea Gafita

Dedicated to Monica L.

Homecoming

The flight from Paris landed a few minutes and the first pas-
sengers are already coming towards the Passport-control
booths. A gurgling of a sort, like that of a stream, has all of
a sudden filled the previously quiet hall. Ever since the bor-
ders opened up, after the December 1989 Revolution in which
I myself took part, every plane from western Europe is packed
to full capacity, and we can hardly cope with it — at passport
control there are only two of us working every shift. I hide
beneath my fringed hairline and stay buried in the documents
—Ihardly raise my eyes to check the faces that are no more, to
me, than accessories to a name and a photograph. I try to be
fast, just, and civilised. I have thirty-two years of life to my
account, and not even three months of freedom.

A beautiful, slightly shaking hand holds out a French pass-
port. It belongs to a lady whose head reaches only as high as
the opening of the check-booth. Two things happen then: I see
the woman’s birth year in the passport — she is sixty-seven —
and I hear a voice that electrocutes me, because I recognise it:
“Good evening, Miss!”

My shoulders straighten up abruptly. I almost choke. I almost
shout. It can’t be. I look as best I can at this woman I’ve nev-
er seen in my entire life. She looks back at me from behind
round-rimmed glasses. Her eyes are black, gentle, and clever. I
know it is strictly forbidden, and yet I jump up from my chair,
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rush out of the booth, and hug her with as much strength as
I’'m capable of.

“0O, God - she says firmly, with her somehow raucous voice,
that I know only so well -, everything was really worth such
a welcome.”

I burst out crying.

Going away

The train stations at the Austrian border, at the checkpoint
between the Soviet- and American-controlled zones. The sol-
dier draws pensively from between his molars. He stares at
the young woman who has handed him her passport. It says
there that she’s twenty-three. A little wisp of a woman, who
barely rises up to his chest. She has a white, good-girl’s col-
lar, a turn-down over her sour-cherry, short-sleeved sweater.
Very tanned, with a Creole’s complexion, eyes black as rosa-
ry beads, brows maybe too bushy, and full lips, the kind that
seem to always foretell a kiss, notwithstanding the stern de-
meanour of the face. She wants to go to Paris. In the gentle
light of the afternoon, the border guard studies the stamps at
length, rotating the passport in all directions. There are many
of them, and they all seem to be in good order. This, in fact,
he doesn’t like: you cannot obtain something like this at the
drop of a hat — not in 1947. If anyone calls him to account, he
can always say he thought she was a spy. The navy-blue cover
has a royal coat-of-arms printed on it. The border guard hates
kingdoms, the free world, and white-collared short girls. He is
interested in rape stories, although he has not sinned himself.
He throws a sudden temper and snaps at her, in Russian, that
she is one visa short, which the girl seems unable to compre-
hend, because she shakes her curly black hair and shrugs her
shoulders. The soldier waves at her that she should take her
luggage down. She’s going to return to her own country, which
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is now being watched upon by his army. He turns his back and
leaves her to her fate. The train has already pulled away and
puffs ever more jerkily, like an exhausted racer.

Monique, as her friends call her, Frenchifying her name, has no
time to get frightened, even though life has spoiled her so far.
She must get to Paris at all costs, because she has spent all her
mother’s money on the train ticket — inflation is running high
and it has cost her millions. Like everybody around her (mostly
writers, because her father, may he rest in peace, was a respect-
ed critic, with liberal views, and kept a literary circle for over
twenty-five years), Monique knows that this is her very “last
train” to freedom, that the country is about to be Bolshevised
entirely. She is young enough to believe that things are going to
soon change for the better and that she will be able to return to
her mother, who has stayed behind under gage. She has no idea
that she’s never going to see her mother again.

She tries to act matter-of-factly. With a suitcase in which she
has a few dresses, a fried chicken, and ten packs of cigarettes,
she heads towards an old, moustached dispatcher and extends
her hand to him in a comradely fashion. He’s a sorry, wretched
man. He turns a knobby finger towards his own belly and says:
“Dima”. She knows from her father’s books that Russians can
be bought off. She opens her suitcase, takes out and hands him
a spotted dress and a pack of cigarettes, then says: “Vienna!”
and points in the direction in which the train is already speed-
ing away. Dima points his knobby finger to the fried chicken.
She makes a long face, he says Bolshoy spasibo! — “Thank you
very much!” —, and a smile seems to flourish beneath his grey-
ing moustache. They smoke a cigarette each from her supply,
then the old man promises, mostly through signs, to smuggle
her across the border.

He makes a phone call to the previous stop and asks that the fol-
lowing train halt at his own halt for a mere forty-five seconds.
It’s a coal-laden freight train. With his cigarette yet unfinished,
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so quickly do things work, he helps the white-collared girl get
on and covers her with a few shovels of coal. Monique doesn’t
know, however, that the train is bound to stop again only a bit
further on, for another check-out by the Russians. The soldiers
go from one car to the next and stick their bayonets wherever
they choose to. She hears the rough, scratchy sound closing in
on her. But the steel misses her and the sound moves along. In
the meantime, the first shadows of dusk have settled over the
black coal.

At the American check-point, she understands for the first
time that the Hollywood films she has seen with her friends
on the cinemas’ boulevard are only humbug. She expects the
Americans to admire her proof of boldness, kiss her on both
coal-sullied cheeks, give her a Gary Cooper or Humphrey Bog-
art smile, and regretfully send her to Paris. But they send her
back to the Russians, without any regrets and without as little
as a smile. However, they admit that her passport is in perfect
order. “Then why?”, she asks. “What part of illegal don’t you
understand?”, one of them scoffs her. They also help her down
the track with a bunch of beams from a projector, so they make
sure she doesn’t go off that track. The light stuck in her back
mortifies her more than the rifles pointed at her. Monique has
simply forgotten: in 1947, the Americans feel like they are the
Soviets’ allies.

And yet, the Soviets aren’t exactly allied to the Americans, so,
presumably just to aggravate the “imperialists”, Monique, who
may otherwise end up in a concentration camp, is simply and
almost tenderly returned to Dima’s halt. The old man receives
her back as a host might a beloved guest. He lets her wash up
and change into a clean dress from the suitcase. Her former
fried chicken is but a heap of bones now, but he treats her to
an apple instead. He raises two fingers to his lips and breathes
in with his eyes closed. She gives him a pack of her cigarettes.
He telephones the previous stop once again and asks that the
following train — a passenger one this time, that has already
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been checked by the border guards - halt for a mere twenty
seconds. Monique has barely managed to get on the nearest
carriage, pushed from below by Dima, before the train puff-
ingly sets off towards Vienna.

She finds a seat in a compartment where two young people are
studying a Mozart score and humming bits and pieces of Don
Giovanni, apologising all the time for doing it. Sitting there be-
side them, everything she has lived through over the past hour
seems unreal. She finally grasps its reality when the man,
while giving her a suspicious look, tells her coyly: Darf ich? —
“May I?” — and uses a linen handkerchief to wipe out a black
stain that has remained under her chin. Monique feels herself
blushing and would even kiss her two fellow passengers. She
doesn’t, of course, because she’s been brought up very strictly.

On the 15th of September, at midnight, she gets off at the Gare
de UEst, with her small suitcase in which a single pack of cig-
arettes is left. Nobody awaits her. She stays there, inside the
station, having no idea where to go and not even one franc in
her pocket. Two policemen find her curled up on a bench, like
an orphaned child, feel sorry for her, and allow her to sleep in
a train compartment, in a carriage stationed there. They even
cover her with their cloaks. Monique knows they are called hi-
rondelles — swallows — because they almost fly at night on their
bicycles, with their black cloaks flapping in the wind, cleft in
two, like swallows’ tails. Monique will always smile from now
on, every time she catches sight of swallows.

Qwv

Homecoming

The plane has taken off from the Orly airport. A toddler
from a nearby seat asks: Maman, elles aiment les avions, les
hi’ondelles? — “Mummy, do swallows like planes?” I smile,
unwillingly.
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I reset my wristwatch one hour forward, but my own inner
time I set back. I downright refuse to enter that prison, old
age, and let myself glide swiftly on the backward-flowing wa-
ters of time, until I'm again all-future, with my ages-to-be yet
unsacrificed. I remember my mother’s advice, when I went
away: “Whenever I’m not beside you, my beloved, treat your-
self as if you were your little girl.” I revisit all the people by
whom God has shown me his love and bypass those by which
he punished me. I rethink the words in which I believed, the
ones I could have died for (I almost did, for some). Thousands
of times, while waiting in the studio for my show to begin,
I listened to the introduction: “This is Radio Free Europe!”
Thousands of times, too, I spilled out: “Theses and antitheses
in Paris. This is Monica...”

I was five years old when my parents first listened to a voice
on the radio, in 1928. It was a miracle, back then, to hear a
coverage all of a sudden, while sitting on your couch in your
own living room, or a concert given that very moment in
Vienna, London, or Paris. It seemed like sheer magic, like a
trick. Our first radio set was the size of a refrigerator. In Par-
is, so I could indeed help the ones at home, I turned into a
voice. What I wanted to do with my voice was to shatter, piece
by piece, day after day, the invisible border that has been di-
viding, all these years, the free Europe, where I was, from
the un-free Europe, where my country was. I turned the aes-
thetics my father had spoken to me about into the East-ethics
about which, unfortunately, he hadn’t taught me anything.
Evening after evening, on the radio, I uncuffed the words, I
defended something or someone.

The political police reacted briskly enough and let me know
that, unless I contained myself and shut up, they would kill
my mother. Mother called on me not to contain myself and not
to shut up. I listened to her, and she was killed indeed. Then,
since they couldn’t use my mother to gain leverage on me any
longer, they made me a birthday present: I was beaten in the
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street by two men. The following morning, I was back in the
studio, and my voice wouldn’t show the bruises.

From back home, where our radio, Free Europe, could be
heard only surreptitiously, I got incentives: “My father died
listening to your voice”; “When your show is being broadcast,
all radios are on, at all block levels”; “We live in a century
defaced by fears. You give us courage”; “You are the voice of
truth”; “I operated on a child today. When I opened him up,
vapours came out of his tiny belly - it was that cold in the
operation room. Say that, too!”; “I’'m writing to you from a
country that was once serene. You should know that we, here,
have lost our words.”

The time that has been flowing backwards resumes its for-
ward direction, and the plane lands, bringing me home. My
husband has been quiet all along, too, lost in his own thoughts.
We touch down on the runway bathing in the setting sun’s
rays and we avidly watch the sky that saw our departure, for-
ty-four years ago.

The missy from the Passport-control booth has a blond fringed
hairline that keeps covering her eyes. Without looking at me,
she beckons me to approach. I thought that all my emotions in
life were exhausted, and yet my hand shakes when I hold out
my passport to her and say: “Good evening, Miss!” She winces
like smitten, when she hears my voice, and then, before I real-
ise how and why, I find myself embraced with such strength
that I even feel pain in my chest. When she lets go of me, I can
see she’s crying. My husband watches the entire scene, slight-
ly worried, from the adjoining queue. My forty years of radio
broadcasting help me rein in my voice, when I tell her:

“0, God, everything was really worth such a welcome.”

“Iam cryinglike a fool because only now do I realise that we’re
actually free,” I hear her say, and my heart leaps with concern.
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Czlowiek z dywanem
Magdalena Parys

»EUropa ist ein Staat, der aus mehreren Provinzen besteht!*
(Baron de Montesquiew)

»jadqc przez wieki umartem juz tyle lat temu

I fantom twarzy wkleitem w lustra okien.

Mijam tekturowych droznikow, glebokie

dworce bezruchu w ciszy, ktdrej nie mozna przemoc
(Ballada o pociqggu, Krzysztof Kamil Baczyriski)

Martwa kobieta na 16zku, jeden but na nodze, drugi obok
na podlodze. Gladka porcelanowa twarz, niebieskie zyiki
na skroniach, jasne wilosy, czerwone paznokcie. Co$ na pal-
cu wykreconej dloni, moze pierscionek? Nie. Znak po pier-
$cionku. Ubrana w czarng sukienke, w czarne rajstopy. Jak-
by przezornie na wlasny pogrzeb. Nie widze krwi, przemocy,
tylko wykrecona dlon, bialg twarz. Zwloki.

Tak. To ja.

Nie zyje. Podejrzewam, ze nie zyje. Nie mam absolutnej
pewnosci, bo do tej pory zawsze zylam i znam tylko jeden
stan — stan bycia. Leze na wersalce w jakim$ mieszkaniu,
w jakim$ mieg$cie. Nie ruszam powiekami, nie uwiera mnie
niewygodny but i nie odczuwam bélu w dziwnie wykreconej
dloni, ktéra powinna przeciez bole¢. Nie czuje nic poza pro-
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mieniem storica na stygnacym policzku. Dziwne odczucie, bo
nie wiem, czy jestem juz cze$cig tego ciepla czy jeszcze cze-
$cig policzka.

W prostokatnym pomieszczeniu oprdocz wersalki pozotkia
ogolocona z mebli pustka. Na jednej ze $cian zdjecia kobiety;
kiedy byla mala, mloda i stara. Na kazdym zdjeciu tak samo
marszczy czolo i nos. Obok kalendarz bez dat. Tik tak. Tik
Tak. Miedzy mng a kobietag migekko$¢, niezmgcony niczym
spokoj. Kobieta, jej pantofle, Sciana, gwar za oknem - kalen-
darz bez dat nadaje im takt. Tik tak. Tik tak.

Jest wiosna, Swiat budzi sie po dlugiej zimie. Skad wiem,
7e niedawno byla zima? Skad wiem, ze ta kobieta to ja? Wiel-
kie drzewo za oknem zastyglo w bezruchu jak z obrazka,
kobieta z wersalki przyczepiala sobie kiedys$ z jego lisci tak
zwane ,noski”. Biegala w kolorowych sukienkach po ulicy
tego miasta. Tez byla wiosna.

Zza okna dochodzi jazgot tramwaju, czyje$ kroki na chod-
niku. Raz! Dwa! Raz! Dwa! — Powiewaja bialo czerwone fla-
gi, uderzaja o chodnik oficerki. Raz! Dwa! Raz! Dwa! Ttum
ludzi ze sztandarami z napisem ,,Polska” krzyczy ,,Polska!!l”
Jaki$ czlowiek idzie za ttumem, niesie na plecach dywan.
Za nim podaza czlowiek z garnkiem na glowie. Raz! Dwal!
Raz! Dwal!

Nagle rozlega sie strzal. Ttum trzepocze jak stado sploszo-
nych kaczek. Thum biegnie. Garnek i czlowiek w kaluzy krwi
zostaja. Tramwaj zatacza kolo w zajezdni, przystaje, sztur-
muja go ludzie ze sztandarami. Kto$ siada z przodu na dachu
i trzyma flage wysoko. Tramwaj odjezdza turkoczac po szy-
nach POLSKA!!! POOOLSKA!!! Czlowiek z dywanem przysta-
je, podnosi garnek ostroznie by nie zgubi¢ dywanu, zatacza
sie pod ciezarem i rusza ociezale przed siebie, zaraz zniknie
za rogiem placu Bohaterow.
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Po drugiej stronie mieszkania jest podwdrko. Kobieta jezdzila
tam na rowerze, jej szlak byl monotonny, prosty. Jezdzita wio-
sna. Czasem przystawala, rzucala rower i przechodzila przez
plot, na ktérym rozrywala spédnice i bala sie potem wracac do
domu. Za plotem wielkie boisko, a za nim stara ceglana szkola,
do ktorej chodzili Niemcy. Potem Polacy. Teraz przez to boisko
idzie czlowiek z garnkiem na glowie i dywanem, za nim grup-
ka ludzi ze sztandarami skanduje: Deutschland!!! Deutschla-
aaand!!! Wygladaja jak harcerze. Przyglagdam sie im. To nie sa
harcerze. Eins! Zwei! Drei! Eins! Zwei! Dreil!!

Niemcy, Polacy. Nazwy pozostaly w spadku po kobiecie. Na-
zwy. Nazwy. Drzewa, podarte spddnice, dywan, sztandar,
,hoski”.

Kalendarz zgubil kartki. Przestal by¢ kalendarzem. Wszyst-
kie zdjecia na $cianie zniknely. Pojawilo sie jedno — nowe. Ko-
bieta na wersalce o gladkiej twarzy. Nie marszy czola, nosa.
Lezy na wersalce w jednym bucie, obok na podtodze lezy dru-
gi. Bezpanski.

Eins! Zwei! Drei! Deutschland!
Raz! Dwa! Raz! Dwa! Polska!
Eins! Zwei! Drei! Deutschland!
Raz! Dwa! Raz! Dwa! Polska!
Eins! Zwei! Drei! Deutschland!
Raz! Dwa! Raz! Dwa! Polska!
Eins! Zwei! Drei! Deutschland!
Raz! Dwa! Raz! Dwa! Polska!
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Translated from Polish by Piotr Krasnowolski

Europa ist ein Staat, der aus mehreren Provinzen besteht!
(Baron de Montesquieu)

Travelling through the centuries I died so many years ago,
Pve pasted the phantom face into the mirrors of the windows,
And pass by cardboard railway guards, and the deep
Stock-still stations smothered in a silence that

you cannot supress.

(Ballad of a Train/Krzysztof Kamil Baczyriski)

A dead woman on the bed, one shoe on the foot, the oth-
er one on the floor below. A petite porcelain face with blueish
veins around the temples, fair hair, red nails. There is some-
thing on a finger of the twisted hand, perhaps a ring? No, a
trace of a ring. Dressed in a black dress, with black tights. As
if foreseeing her own funeral. I can see no blood or traces of
violence, only the twisted hand and the white face. A body.

Yes, it’s me.

I’'m dead. I believe I’'m dead. It can’t be absolutely true be-
cause I’ve always found myself alive so far, and this is the only
state I know - the state of being alive. 'm lying on a sofa in
a flat, in a city. My eyelids are motionless, the uncomforta-
ble shoe doesn’t chafe, and I can feel no pain in the strangely
twisted hand that should hurt, shouldn’t it? I can feel nothing
but a sunray on the cheek going cold. The feeling is strange as I
don’t know whether I am already a part of that warmth or still
a part of the cheek.
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Other than the sofa, the square room is faded yellow, emp-
ty and stripped of furniture. Photos of the woman cover one of
the walls: when she was little, young, and old. She frowns with
her brows and nose in the same way in all of them. A calen-
dar without dates below. Tick-tock. Tick-tock. Between me and
that woman - a softness, a peace that nothing disturbs. The
woman, her slippers, a wall, the hubbub outside, and a calen-
dar without dates beat a rhythm for them. Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

It’s spring, the world is waking after a long winter. How
do I know there’s been a winter recently? How do I know the
woman is me? A great big tree behind the window has frozen
into stillness, like in a picture. The woman from the sofa used
to stick its “helicopter” seeds into her nose. She used to run in
colourful dresses in the streets of the city. Also, it was spring.

The groan of a passing tram can be heard outside, steps on
the pavement. One! Two! One! Two! — Red-and-white flags are
unfurled, riding boots stamp a tattoo on the pavement. One!
Two! One! Two! A crowd of people under the banners that read
“Poland” cry “Poland!!!” A man carrying a rolled carpet on his
back is following the crowd. He is being followed by a man
with a pot on his head. One! Two! One! Two!

Suddenly a shot is fired. The crowd flutters like a flock of
flushed ducks. The crowd are running away. The pot and the
man stay behind in a pool of blood. The tram runs a circle in
the depot, and momentarily stops to be stormed by the people
with the banners. Somebody sits on the front of the roof and
brandishes his flag high. The tram leaves rattling on the rails
POLAND!!! POOOLAND!!! The man with the carpet stops and
carefully lifts the pot, mindful that he doesn’t lose the carpet,
reels under his burden and heavily lumbers forward, about
to turn round the corner of Heroes’ Square.
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There is a backyard where the woman used to ride a bike on
the other side of the flat. Her route was simple and monoto-
nous. She rode in the spring. Sometimes she would stop, drop
the bike and clamber over the fence, which tore her skirts
and made her afraid to return home. There’s a big football
ground behind the fence, and an old brick school even fur-
ther. It used to be attended by Germans. Later by Poles. Now
there is a man with a carpet and a pot on his head walking
across that football ground. He’s followed by a group of peo-
ple with banners, chanting Deutschland!!! Deutschlaaaand!!!
They look like boy scouts. I take a closer look. They are not
boy scouts. Eins! Zwei! Drei! Eins! Zwei! Dreil!!

Germans, Poles. Names are the inheritance left by the wom-
an. Names. Names. Trees, torn skirts, a carpet, a banner, ma-
ple “helicopters”.

The calendar has shed its pages. It’s ceased to be a calendar.
All the photos have disappeared from the wall. One has ap-
peared; it’s new. A woman with a porcelain face on a sofa.
She is not wrinkling her brow or nose. She is lying on the
sofa wearing one shoe, the other one lying on the floor below.
Stray.

Eins! Zwei! Drei! Deutschland!
One! Two! One! Two! Poland!
Eins! Zwei! Drei! Deutschland!
One! Two! One! Two! Poland!
Eins! Zwei! Drei! Deutschland!
One! Two! One! Two! Poland!
Eins! Zwei! Drei! Deutschland!
One! Two! One! Two! Poland!
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Visi - ir nacionalistai, ir liberalai — keiké Situos metus kaip
labai lietingus. Oras, jo prognozés yra vienas i$ rety Zzmones
vienijan¢iy dalyky: autoritarinése Salyse, demokratinése
respublikose, linkusiuose | separatizma Europos kraStuose,
tose valstybése, kurios dél ateities yra dar neapsisprendusios,
nes ir neapsisprendusios jos gyvena gerai. Lietus nekeikiamas
tik ten, i§ kur pas mus importuojami Safranas, aistra ir
of$oriniy kompanijy pinigy plovimo schemos. Zmonés gali
nesutarti dél makarony padaZo, Nobelio literatiiros premijos
laureato (,A Hard Rain’s a-Gonna Fall“) ar medziagos, i$
kurios privalo bati padaryta mirusiojo artimojo urna, bet
tik ne dél lietaus. Jei lietus pliaupia ne trileryje, visi jj vertina
vienodai. Kai kas lietingais periodais geria prozakg, zolofta,
ar Siaip... geria. Daugelis bendradarbiy mane net stebina,
kiekvieng rytg jie aptarinéja ora: stebéjimuisi dél lietaus
kasdien paaukojama mazZdaug pusantros valandos darbo
laiko, skai¢iavau specialiai. Kartais atrodo, kad lietuviai yra
gime Kipre, o Lietuvoje apsistojo laikinai, tranzitu. Nes ko
dél lietaus Cia stebétis? Lietus lietuviui turéty buti jprastas
dalykas nuo vaikystés. Kaip melancholija. Kaip prikaltas prie
amZinybés lindnas Kristus.

Bendradarbiai Siemet prisipirko boty. LaikraStis iSspaus-
dino nuotraukas, — tévai anksty ryta prospektu plukdo i dar-
zelj vaikus gumine valtimi. Nuo katastrofy (ir neplanuoty
vaiky) net ir XXI amZiuje gelbsti vis délto ne informacija, bet
guma. Mediniai namy langai ir durys nuo drégmeés iSbrinko,
nebeatsidarinéjo. Gyventojams kai kuriuose regionuose speci-
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aliosios tarnybos maista atplukdydavo valtimis, nes jie savo
namuose tapo kaliniais. Lankomiausias sostinés baras koktei-
1j ,Bloody Mary“ pervadino , Tears of Bloody Mary*.

Bet atsitiko ir du geri dalykai: pirmas - sumaZzéjo gaisry,
antras - iSdygo daug grybuy. Tiesa, daug juy ir sukirmijo. Gry-
bauti mégau visada tik dél misSko. Jis mane ramina taip, kaip
kitus zoloftas. Mano bendradarbis Mantas ir jo sinus Kristu-
pas grybu beveik nevalgé, nebent sriuboj. Grybus mégo tik
Agné, Manto Zmona. Bet savaitgalj praskaidrinti pasivaikscio-
jimu su jais po miSka buvo malonu ne dél pragmatisko tikslo.
AiSku, mieliau buciau tiesiog sédéjusi sodyboj ir niekur néjusi.
Sodybos kiemo kraste atsiveria skardis kaip sapne: kristum,
bet neuzZsimustum, o po kojomis — erskétrozés. Kai ten viesé-
davau, i§ daubos gusiais atsklindantis biblinis jy kvapas atito-
lindavo mane nuo bespalvio it vanduo pirmadienio.

Kieme iSkraciau gryby krepsj j dubenj beveik jéga, nes
daugelis lepSiy prilipo prie dugno. Ne kazin kas: du baravykai,
paliepé, septyni kazlékai, i$ ju puse reikéjo iSmesti, amédeés. Ir
deSimt ruduokiy. Kol a$§ darinéjau grybus, Mantas, Agné, pora
ju kaimyny jau géré aly ir valgé nuo groteliy pagriebtus pu-
siau iSkepusius kepsnius. IS pavésinés sklido ,Have you ever
seen the rain“. Nukrap$ciau nuo gryby galvy Sapus, Zeme, Sliu-
Zus ir, paémusi prieSpaskutine glebia ruduoke, bjaurédamasi
neatplaunamomis savo panagémis, pastebéjau, kad ji be koto.
Grybus pjaunu tik su kotais, nes kotai kartais pasitaiko ska-
nesni nei kepurés. Pajuodavusi pjuvio Zymé matési ne grybo
apacioj, bet i$ Sono. Tikriausiai paémiau tg gryba iS godumo
tiesiog nuo Zolés. UZuot Sveitusi ruduoke j kibirg Siuksléms,
nusinesiau ja i didjji vasarnamio kambarj iStyrinéti Sviesoje.
Buvo neaiSku, — iSmest ar palikt, skaniy gryby buvo devynio-
lika. Stalinés lempos gaubta laiké fajansiniai erotiSki cheru-
binai, numestas grybas ant popieriaus paliko trumpg dregna
Slitze... Sviesos rate, ant seno ,Literatiros ir meno“ virselio,
guléjo ne ruduoké... Zmogaus ausis. Tai suvokti man truko gal
minute, gal dvi. Kol patinusios, jau kiek violetinés raukslés sa-
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moneje susiliejo | tikslia — kriauklés — forma. Baimé neéme,
net Siek tiek nustebau, kad nenustebau. Buvau savo gyveni-
me maciusi pakaruoklj. (Su rubininio kraujo lasu po nosimi.)
Maciau karsta, padéta penkiaauksc¢io namo buto virtuvéje ant
dviejy baltai daZyty tabureciy. Jame guléjo kunas, kuris man
i§ kito miesto skambindavo dar pries savaite, klausé, ar geriu
jo dovanota arbatg su jazminais. Keleta karty i$ arti buvau su-
sidarusi su neteisybe. Tai yra daug baisiau nei i§ arti matyti
mirusj Zmogy.

Pirmoji atéjo j galva mintis — reikia padaryti taip, kaip pa-
daré mano draugé kliudziusi — neaiSku ka - kelyje, kai veze te-
vuka j sodyba anais metais. Kai tik pagalvodavau apie tg jvyki,
asociatyviai prisimindavau knygos pavadinimg ,,Dienos liku-
Ciai“. Tada draugé man paskambino beveik naktj, i§ karto po
ivykio:

- Kazka numuSiau kelyje, atsimeni, sakiau, nejau¢iu ma-
Sinos iS deSinés. Stoviu Salikeléj. Tévas maSinoje miega, nieko
nematé. Galéjo buti kaimo vaikas. Ko tyli? Klausiu, ar negaléjo
buti kaimo vaikas? Bégo tamsoj per kelig. Paskambinau jam,
Zinai, tam Zmogui... tiek to, tu jo nepazjsti... Jis sako, kai par-
vaziuosi, paimk skudurg, nusluostyk masinos priekj, skudura
iSmesk j komposto dézZe. Daugiau apie tai negalvok. Lape nu-
dauzei.

Ryta atidZiai perkaiciau Zinias pagrindiniuose portaluose,
perziuréjau policijos suvestines — kelyje niekas nebuvo Zuves.
Daugiau mes su drauge apie tai nekalbéjom. Apie svarbiausius
dalykus su geriausiais draugais nekalbam, nes tada su jais su-
sipyktumém.

Racionaliausia dabar buty buve padaryti taip, kaip jai saké
tas Zmogus - panaikinti pédsakus. Suvynoti supuvusia ruduo-
ke primenancia ausj i popierinj ranksluostj ir jmesti j virtuvés
Siuksliadéze, tuoj pat, ¢ia, tarp tusciy plastmasiniy marinuo-
tos mésos pakeliy. Atsidariau spintelés stalciy, radau rulona
folijos. AtpléSiau gabalg, ausis tilpo | mazdaug deSimt comuy.
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Sitas Zodis mano vonios remontininko leksikone tiesiog ner-
vino: ,,Ar deSimt comy italiSky plyteliy jasy piniginei proble-
ma?“ O dabar Zargonas veiké raminamai. UZvyniojau perlen-
kusi folijg kaip virtinj (su mésa) ir, pati neZinau kodél, jsidéjau
jrankinés kiSenuke mobiliajam.

Kitg dieng, kai vaZiavom i$ sodybos atgal  miestg,  namus,
jauciau rankine ant sedyneés prie savo klubo taip, kaip jauciu
vaikystés nuodéme, —ji visada su manim. Priekyje nekalbéda-
mi sédéjo Mantas ir Agné, as — galinéje sédynéje su Kristupu,
berniukas Zaidé telefonu. Pakelése kaimieciai stiklainiuose,
krepSiuose pardavinéjo paskutines sezono mélynes, voverai-
tes... ruduokes. Maciau prieky sédincio uZ vairo Manto nuga-
ra. Kai jis pasigerdavo, imdavo filosofuoti kaip bukas, moksly
neragaves kaimietis: Zinok, niekas nepradingsta be pédsako,
mirusieji, uZkasami i Zeme, savo galias perduoda mums, gy-
viesiems... Keleta karty — prie ,,Lukoil“ degalinés, véliau, jau
kai stovéjom sankryZoje jvaziuodami j miesta — Ziojausi pa-
sakyti jiems, kg radau miSke, bet nepasakiau. Pritrakdavau
pirmojo sakinio. Keista, paraSiau nemazai sudétingy teksty.
Bet dabar neradau minties, po kurios maSinoje nebuty kiles
chaosas, nebiity sustota kur nors pakelés kavineéje, ir man ne-
reikéty aiSkinti to, ko paaiSkinti negaléjau. Tikriausiai visi
butume susierzine, sunaikine ,,dienos likucius*.

Namie folijg jdéjau j Saldytuva lentynéléje po Saldymo ka-
mera. Per beveik bemiege naktj atgaminau atmintyje, kokios
valstybinés reikSmeés institucijos yra arciausiai mano namy:
senamiescio poliklinika, policijos nuovada, Kultiiros ministe-
rija (ji i$ karto atkrito), gelezZinkelio stotis, turgus, Salia — ap-
leistas skverelis, jame ant mediniy patresusiy suoliuky sedi-
niuoja benamiai arba lenky turistai. Beveik ir viskas.

Buciau noreéjusi, kad ta istorija baigtysi tada, kai prasidéjo.
Na, juk yra filmy, kurie prasideda pabaiga. Taciau viskas vyko
nuosekliai. Kitg ryta poliklinikoje seselé Alina (lapelis su jos
vardu ir pavarde blizgéjo prisegtas ant kratinés) islindo is ka-
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bineto, kai tik prisédau koridoriuje. Ji patikrindavo pacienty
pavardes dar koridoriuje ir tik tada neSdavo ju korteles i gy-
dytojos kabinetg, kaip tarnas lordui svecio vizitine, pagarbiai
atkiSusi j prieki.

Alina pazvelgé | mane koketiSkai paputusi lopas ir
paklausé: ,Jus, pas mus kaip visada? Dél jprasty vaisty?“ Taip,
tarkim, a§ dél vaisty nuo kraujo spaudimo. Einu jta poliklinika
jau dvejus metus kas trys ménesiai. Gydytoja, kuri man patiko
dél to, kad nesiojo kelnes, nes jai atrodé, kad jos kojos per
storos pédkelnéms, o a$ jauc¢iu sentimentus kompleksuotiems
Zmonéms, paziuréjo j kompiuterj ir paklausé: ,Jums iSraSyti
trims ménesiams ar pusei mety?“ ,Trims. Bet pas jus atéjau
i§ tikryjy dél ausies...“ ,Dél ausies jus buvot prie§ metus,
tada mums uZteko otipakso“, — pasakée ji perzvelgdama
kompiuterj. ,,Kas nutiko dabar?“ Koks tada galéjo buti mano
pirmasis sakinys? Noréjau jums pasakyti viena dalyka,
vakar, grybaudama radau ausj? Zmogaus... Turiu rankinéje.
KiSenéje mobiliajam telefonui. Gal galétumém apZitreéti.
Patvirtintumét, kad tai tikrai yra auris. Kaip kad tikras Cia
pas jus, poliklinikos fojé, linoleumas, nepasikeites nuo Soviety
Sgjungos subyréjimo. Kaip kad tikra yra palmé, iSaugusi i$
datulés kauliuko, jkiSta jasy poliklinikoje, irgi sovietmeciu,
1 Zeme rankos, kuri jau irgi po Zeme... Poliklinikos rubinéje
moteris, padavinéjanti drabuZius, atidéjo j Sona mezgama
vaSeliu servetéle, panasia j apkramtyta snaige, ir paduodama
man palta taré: ,Na ir oras lauke. Pamatysit, tuoj bus ir pas
mus potvyniy kaip Vokietijoj ir Pranctizijoj.“

Salia poliklinikos esanc¢ios nuovados stovéjo dvi policijos
masinos. Tusc¢ios. Jéjau pro duris. Koridoriuje keturios mergi-
nos su uniformomis valgé spurgas uzsigérinedamos kava i$§
vienkartiniy puodeliy. Spurgy déZute buvo pasidéjusios ant
seifo. Arciausiai stovéjusi mergina pazZilréjo j mane, ir ne-
laukdama, kol prabilsiu, informavo:

—Piettis nuo 11.30 iki 12.15. Dabar lygiai 12-ta.
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— Negaliu laukti, noriu jums parodyti savo radinj, gal pa-
tarsit, kur kreiptis.

Priéjau arciau. ISvyniojau folijg ir padéjau ausj  spurgy dézu-
te. (TycCia). Viena mergina nusisuko, paéjo tolyn ir paskambi-
no telefonu, kad nusileisty Zemyn kazkoks Viktoras, nes ,,Sian-
dien i$ pat ryto nuovadoje renkasi svarbas liudininkai, nes
pilnatis.“ Kitos trys eémé spurgas, virtuoziskai iSvengdamos
prisilietimo su praverta folija. Vis délto viena neiStvéreé:

- Ponia, na ne to ¢ia mes randam. Kai kuriems policinin-
kams radybos taip sekasi, tarsi jie turéty abonementg, kaip |
operhauza... Kolega paupy pernai rado veltinj. Kartu su koja.
Guoda, va, -linkteléjo galva j kaire — pirSta Sody gatvéj. Vieno
naftos magnato uzkastos galvos Lietuvos teisésauga ieSko sep-
tyniolika mety. Viktoras, jei bus geros nuotaikos, surasys jums
akta, bet kas iS to. Jus, pridéjusi ausj prie akto, neatkursite to
Zmogaus kaip puzzle. Be to, kiny mokslininkai jau iSaugina au-
sis i$ nuosavy lasteliy vaikams, kurie gimsta su neiSsivysciu-
sia ausies kriaukle. IS pradZiy atspausdinama jos matrica 3D
formatu, véliau pripildoma chondrocity.

GriZau namo. Ausj vél jdéjau j Saldytuva ir iki vakaro kaip
apsesta skaiciau Zinias. Po vilties ir kanciy dienos Kataloni-
jos pilieciai laiméjo teise turéti savo nepriklausoma respubli-
ka. Labradoré, kuri tarnavo CZV, prarado gebéjima uZuosti
sprogstamasias medZiagas ir ja priglaudé savo namuose vie-
nas i$ pareiguany. D. Trumpas teigia, kad klimato atSilimas,
sausros, piety kraStuose sniegas, lititys téra Kinijos paskleista
apgaulé. Uraganas ,,Ofelija“ sukélé daug keisty gamtos reiski-
niy, — saulé tapo raudona, o pauksciai ore émé sukti paslaptin-
gus ratus.

Ilauka, gal dél savisaugos, iSéjau tada, kai visiskai sutemo.
Prie konteineriy Siuksliy maisa iSmeciau i$ karto, bet folija lai-
kiau kiSenéje. Taciau aiSkiai Zinojau, kad namo jos tikrai nebe-
sinesiu, kas nors atsitiks... Benamis prie konteinerio pasirodé
taip, kaip iSlenda katés —tyliai, be veislés, i§ niekur. Ranka tam
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nepazjstamam Zmogui iStiesiau beveik instinktyviai. Vyras
suémé mano riesa ir pakélé delng arciau akiy:

— Ausis?.. Vaiko, vyro? Ar moters?

- Na dar paklauskit, Zzydo, lenko ar ruso... Koks jums skir-
tumas?

—Laidojant skirsis malda.

Tada toji butybé su gal dviem dydZiais per dideliu lietpal-
Ciu jkiSo ranka j konteinerj, ant kurio buvo uZrasyta ,,Stiklas“.
IkiSo ja taip giliai, kad turéjo iStraukt kruving. Ta¢iau benamis
iskelé du butelius, kad nesusipjaustyty apémes juos ne plikais
pirstais, bet ir lietpalCio rankovés galu. Likusj ant vieno bute-
lio dugno skystj supylé j kitg ir tada pasuko pievos link. Ejau i§
paskos, nors jis manes nekvieté. Vyras atsistojo prie mokyklos
tvoros. Ant jos dieng eidama pro Salj perskaitydavau juodo-
mis raidémis iSpurkSta sakinj: ,,Gerumo teisés priklauso Baz-
nyciai“. Dabar tamsoje uZzraSo nesimaté, tiesiog Zinojau, kad
jis ten yra. Mus kiek apSvieté Zibintas, stovintis uZ keliolikos
metry. Benamis iStiesé man butelj ir pasaké: ,Paminésim ta
Zzmogy. Buvo dusa. Dabar liko gluchoje ucho.“ Tada jis iStiesé
rankas j Sonus, delnus teatraliSkai atversdamas dangui, visai
kaip Judas Law filme ,,The Young pope*, ir be garso émé vapéti
Zodzius. I§ dvokiancio jo lietpal€io kiSenés kySojo parduotuveés
nuolaidy lankstinukas. Batas atsiriSes. Matési kojiné. Prisimi-
niau, kaip popieZziui filme pasialoma kurti jo jvaizdj, parda-
vinéti 1ékstes su savo atvaizdu. PopieZius atsako: ,,AS neturiu
atvaizdo, nes esu niekas. Egzistuoja tik Kristus.“

Baiges kalbéti malda benamis atsigéré iS butelio, iStiese
ji man. Gurksteléjau. Be pasiSlykstéjimo, du kartus. Tada jis
iprastujudesiu, nudauzé butelj j suolg, ir atkiSes uzpakalj Suke
émé kasti pievos Zeme. Zemé atrodé minksta, nes nuo pat ryto
dulké lietus. Folija atidavé man. DeSinéje rankoje laikydamas
ausj, kairigja iSverté kiSene, i$ jos iSkrito lankstinukas, polieti-
leninis maiSelis ir tusc¢ia cigareciy dézuté. Maciau, kaip jis at-
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sargiai kiSa ausj j cigareCiy dézute ir deda ja j iSkastg duobute.
Pasakiau, kad duobe pakasty gilesne, i3 tokios ausj iSkapstys
Suo, net ir varna, bet staiga, turbit nuo to miSinio i§ butelio,
émeé svaigti, Zti galva ir turéjau prisésti ant suolo.

...Nepaisant to, kad i§ visy garsy galéjau girdéti tik lietpal-
¢io Snaréjima, stiklg, smingantj j Zeme, girdéjau ir ka Kita.
Pievoje, giliau ir toliau nei gilinama duobé, sujudéjo kurmiai.
IS po lenty kravos prie mokyklos teritorijoje esan¢io namo,
kuriame jau daugelj mety niekas negyveno, iSlindo eZiukas.
Simtai kroky, §j rudenj ¢ia pasodinty mokiniy muasy valstybés
Simtmecio proga, svoguneéliuose kaupé maisto atsargas. Gele-
Zinkeliu artéjo vakarinis traukinys, gal i§ priemiescio, gal i$
kaimyninés valstybés. Vagonuose Zmonés paskubom rankiojo
daiktus, skambino mobiliaisiais artimiesiems, nes jau juk tuoj
islipti, artéja stotis. Traukinys tranzitinis, stabtels kelioms mi-
nutéms ir vél pajudeés. Tikriausiai j Peterburgg. Girdéjau, kaip
tame mieste, kambaryje aukStomis lubomis, tokiomis auksto-
mis, kad jame gerai skambeéti galéjo tik Requiem, apsirengusi
ilga sidabro suknele, eilérastj raSo poeté: ,Vse my nemnogo u
Zizny v gostiach, / Zyt’ - eto tol’ko privycka...«

..Banaliausia biina tada, kai teksto pabaigoje paaiske-
ja, kad pasakotojas istorija susapnavo. Bet a§, sédédama ant
suoliuko, miego visai nenoréjau. Net snaudulys neémé. Nuo
senamiescCio sklido akordeono muzika. Matydavau ta sena
muzikanta kartais. Jis grodavo tiesiog savo daugiabucio namo
laiptinéje, nes tingédavo iSsinesti kéde j gatve. Kai muzikantas
pamatydavo artéjancius turistus, melodija tapdavo aistringa,
o kai gatvé vél iStuStédavo, ji nutrukdavo vidury frazés... Ne-
noréjau miego. Nors priekyje menkai apsviestu Saligatviu néjo
neé vienas zmogus ir niekas negaléjo sutrukdyti pasnausti. O
uZ mano nugaros juoda, susiliejanti su mokyklos tvora pieva
plytéjo taip pat be jokio akcento, be jvykio.
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Translated from Lithuanian by Romas Kinka

Everyone —both nationalists and liberals — cursed the year
for its rain. The weather is one of those rare things that unites
people: in authoritarian countries, in democratic republics, in
regions of Europe leaning towards separatism, in states which
are still undecided as to their future because even though un-
decided they live well. The only places in which rain is not
cursed are those from which saffron, passion and offshore
company money laundering schemes are imported into our
country. People can disagree on pasta sauce, the winner of the
Noble Prize in Literature (‘A Hard Rain’s a-Gonna Fall’) or the
material from which the urn to hold the ashes of someone near
and dear to you should be made, but not rain. If the rain isn’t
coming down hard in a thriller everyone sees it in the same
way. During rainy periods some people take Prozac, Zoloft, or
... they just drink. Many of my work colleagues even manage to
surprise me, they discuss the weather every morning: I made
a point of calculating that about an hour and a half of their
work day is given up to observations about the rain. Some-
times it seems to me that Lithuanians were born in Cyprus
and they’ve decided to reside in Lithuania temporarily, on the
way to somewhere else. After all, what is there to be surprised
about the rain? Rain to Lithuanians is something they should
be used to from childhood. Like melancholia. Like the image
of the Sorrowful Christ nailed to the cross of eternity.

My work colleagues have bought rubber boots. The news-
papers published photographs of parents taking their chil-
dren to the nursery in the early morning along Gediminas
Prospect in rubber dinghies. Even in the 21st century it’s
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not information that saves people from catastrophes (and
unplanned children) but rubber. The wooden windows and
doors of houses were swollen from the moisture and were
no longer opening properly. In some regions special servic-
es were delivering food to the population in boats because
they’d become prisoners in their own homes. The most popu-
lar bar in the capital was now calling a Bloody Mary — Tears
of Bloody Mary.

But two good things happened: the first is that there were
fewer fires, the second - there’d been a spurt in the growth of
mushrooms in the forests. It was true, however, that many of
them were worm infested. I’ve always like to go mushroom
picking but only because beingin a forest has a calming effect
on me in the same way that Zoloft does on some people. My
work colleague Mantas and his son Kristupas almost never
eat mushrooms unless they’re in a soup. It’s only Agné, Man-
tas’s wife, who likes mushrooms. But to make the weekend
brighter with a walk in a forest was pleasant and not for any
pragmatic reason. Of course, I would’ve rather sat in their
summer house and not gone anywhere. At the edge of the
yard of the summer house a slope opens up like in a dream:
you could fall down it but wouldn’t get killed, and underfoot
there are wild roses. Whenever I spent time there, their bibli-
cal scent wafting in on the air from the valley transports me
a long way away from a Monday colourless as water.

In the yard I almost had to use force to shake the con-
tents of the mushroom basket into a bowl because many of
the birch mushrooms had stuck to the bottom. What I had
wasn’t anything to get very excited about: two boletuses, a
fleecy milk-cap, seven slippery jacks, half of which had to be
thrown out, and some russulas. And ten saffron milk-caps.
While I was preparing the mushrooms, Mantas, Agné, and
a couple of their neighbours were drinking beer and eating
half-done pieces of meat grabbed from the grill. ‘Have you
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ever seen the rain’ could be heard coming from the shelter.
I scraped off the grass, the earth, and the slugs, and taking
the penultimate flaccid saffron milk-cap, disgusted by the
dirt under my nails which I couldn’t wash out, I noticed that
it didn’t have a stem. I only cut up mushrooms with stems,
because sometimes the stems are tastier than the caps. The
blackened mark of the cut could be seen not at the bottom
of the mushroom but from its side. I'd probably taken that
mushroom out of greed straight off the grass. Instead of
scrubbing the saffron milk-cap over the rubbish bin, I took
it into the largest room in the summer house to examine it
in the light. It wasn’t clear to me whether I should keep it or
throw it out since I already had nineteen tasty mushrooms.
The desk lamp’s shade was held up by faience erotic cher-
ubim. The mushroom on the paper had left a short damp
trail... In a circle of light, what was lying on the cover of an
old copy of the periodical Literature and Art wasn’t a saffron
milk-cap but... a human ear. It took me perhaps a minute, per-
haps two, to grasp that. Until the swollen, already somewhat
violet-coloured ridges merged in my consciousness into the
clear shape - of a shell. Fright didn’t take hold of me, I was
even surprised I wasn’t surprised. I had once in my life seen
a man who’d hanged himself. (With a drop of ruby-red blood
under his nose.) I'd seen the coffin placed on two stools paint-
ed white in the kitchen of a flat in a five-storey building. In
the coffin was the body which had called me the week before
to ask if I was drinking the jasmine tea it had made a present
of to me. I have come across injustice close up several times.
That’s much more terrible than seeing a dead person close

up.
The first thought that came into my head was I should do what
my friend did when she hit someone or something, it’s not clear

what, with her car on the highway when she was driving her
father to the summer house the other year. As soon as I thought
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about that incident, ’'d remember by association the title of the
book The Remains of the Day. It was almost night time when my
friend ‘phoned me right after the incident:

‘T knocked someone down on the highway, you remember
Itold you I can’t feel the car on the right side. I’'m standing by
the side of the highway. Father’s sleeping in the car, he didn’t
see anything. It could have been a child from the village.
Why aren’t you saying anything? I'm asking you if it could’ve
been a child from the village. I phoned him, you know, that
person... never mind, you don’t know him... He says when
you get home, take a rag, wipe down the front of the car and
throw the rag into the compost box. Don’t think about it any-
more. You hit a fox.

In the morning I carefully read through the news on the
main internet sites and looked through the police reports —
no one had died on the highway. We didn’t talk about it with
my friend anymore. We don’t talk about the most important
things with our best friends because we’d only end up argu-
ing.

The most rational thing to have done would’ve been to do
what that person had said - to get rid of any incriminating
evidence. To wrap up the rotting saffron milk-cap in a paper
towel and throw it in the kitchen rubbish bin, there and then,
amongst the empty plastic packs of marinated meat. I opened
a cabinet drawer and found a roll of foil. I tore off a piece, the
ear fitted into about a ten-centimetre piece. I folded the foil
like I would a dumpling (with meat in it) and, I don’t know
why myself, put it in my handbag in the pocket meant for a
mobile.

The following day, when we were driving from the sum-
mer house back home to the city, I felt my handbag on the seat
next to my hip in the same way that I feel a sin I had commit-
ted in my childhood - one that has never left me. Mantas and

- 389 -



The Ear

Agné sat in front not talking, I sat in the back with Kristupas,
the boy playing with a phone. Along the highway, villagers
were selling the last blueberries of the season, chanterelles...
saffron milk-caps. Mantas was at the wheel with his back to
me. When he got drunk, he’d start philosophising like some
obtuse uneducated country bumpkin: you know, nothing dis-
appears without a trace, the dead, buried in the ground, pass
on their powers to us the living... There were several times I
was about to tell them about what I’d found in the forest — by
the Lukoil petrol station, later, when we were at the intersec-
tion going into the city — but didn’t. I couldn’t come up with
the first sentence. I found that strange since I’ve written any
number of difficult texts. But now I couldn’t find a way to ex-
press things to avoid chaos in the car, to avoid having to stop
in some café on the way home and for me to have to explain
what I couldn’t explain. Most probably we’d all have become
irritable and destroyed ‘the remains of the day’.

At home I put the foil in the refrigerator on the shelf be-
low the freezer section. During an almost sleepless night I
tried to remember what state institutions were closest to my
home: the Old Town clinic, the police station, the Ministry of
Culture (which I dismissed immediately), the railway station,
the market, a small run-down square with the homeless or
Polish tourists sitting on dilapidated wooden benches. That
was about all I could come up with.

I would have liked the story to have ended when it began.
After all, there are films which begin with the ending. How-
ever, everything happened in sequence. The following morn-
ing, as I sat down in the corridor in the clinic, nurse Alina (a
badge with her first name and surname was pinned to her
breast) emerged from her room. She’d check patients’ names
in the corridor and only then take their cards to the doctor’s
room, like a servant taking a guest’s calling card to his lord,
holding it respectfully in front of him.
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Alina looked at me coquettishly with puckered lips and
asked: ‘You'’re here for the same reason? For your regular pre-
scription?’ Yes, let’s say I'm here for my blood pressure medi-
cine. I've already been going to that clinic for two years every
three months. The woman doctor, whom I liked because she
wore trousers — she thought her legs were too fat for panty-
hose, and I have a soft spot for people with complexes, looked
at the computer and asked: ‘Do you want a prescription for
three months or half a year?” ‘Three. I no longer plan my life
half a year in advance. But I’'ve come to you on an ear-related
matter..” ‘What’s happened now?” What then could my first
sentence have been? I wanted to say one thing to you, yester-
day, when I was mushroom picking, I found an ear. A human
one... It’s in my handbag. In the pocket for my mobile. Perhaps
you could have alook at it? To confirm that it really is an auris.
As real as the lino in the hallway of your clinic, which hasn’t
been changed since the collapse of the Soviet Union. As real
as the palm plant, which grew out of a date pit, put into the
earth at your clinic, also in Soviet times, by a hand which is
also now lying in the earth... The woman in the cloakroom at
the clinic put aside the doily she was crocheting, which looked
like a snowflake that had been nibbled on, and, giving me my
coat, said: ‘What weather we’re having. You wait, we’ll soon be
having floods like in Germany and France.’

Two police cars were parked outside the police station next
to the clinic. They were empty. I went in through the door.
In the corridor there were four young women in uniform
eating doughnuts and washing them down with coffee from
disposable cups. They’d put the box of doughnuts on a safe.
The young woman standing closest looked at me and, without
waiting for me to speak, said:

‘Lunch is from 11:30 to 12:15. It’s now exactly 12:00.
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‘I can’t wait, I want to show you what I found, perhaps you’ll
be able to advise me where I should go’

I came closer. I unwrapped the foil and put the ear in the
box with doughnuts. (On purpose.) One of the young women
turned around, walked off a little distance and made a phone
call for someone called Viktoras to come down, because ‘im-
portant witnesses have been coming in from early morning
because it’s a full moon today.’ The other three took some
more doughnuts, managing like virtuosos to avoid touching
the opened-up foil. All the same, one of them couldn’t contain
herself and said:

‘Dear lady, we’re always finding all kinds of things. Some po-
lice officers are so successful it’s as if they’ve won a season
ticket to the opera... A colleague last year found a felt boot by
the river. With a foot in it. Guoda, over there,” pointing her
head to the left, ‘a finger in Sody street. The Lithuanian au-
thorities have been looking for the buried head of an oil mag-
nate for seventeen years. Viktoras, if he’s in a good mood, will
take your statement, but what’s the point? If we put the ear on
top of your statement, we’re not going to able to put together
the person like a jigsaw puzzle. Besides that, Chinese scien-
tists are now able to grow ears for children born without a
fully developed ear out of their own stem cells. Initially a 3D
printer is used for the matrix, which is later supplemented
with chondrocytes.’

I went home. I put the ear back in the refrigerator and like
a person possessed read the news until evening time. After a
day of hope and suffering the citizens of Catalonia had won
the right to have their own independent republic. A Labra-
dor dog, who’d served the CIA, had lost the ability to sniff out
explosives and one of the officers took it into his own home.
Donald Trump is asserting that climate change, droughts,
snow in southern countries, deluges were all only a decep-
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tion perpetrated by the Chinese. Hurricane Ophelia resulted
in a lot of strange phenomena - the sun turned red, and the
birds in the sky began circling in mysterious ways.

When it was completely dark I went outside, perhaps for
self-preservation. I threw out the bag of rubbish by the con-
tainers but kept the foil in my pocket. However, I knew quite
clearly that I really wasn’t going to be taking it home, and
something would happen... A homeless man appeared by the
container like cats do - silently, out of nowhere and without
a pedigree. I stretched out my hand to the stranger almost
instinctively. The man took hold of my wrist and lifted the
palm of my hand closer to his eyes:

‘An ear? A child’s, a man’s? Or perhaps a woman’s?’

‘Why don’t you ask if it’s a Jew’s, a Pole’s or a Russian’s... What
difference does it make to you?’

‘The burial prayer will be different.’

Then that person wearing a raincoat perhaps two sizes too
big for him put his hand in the container with the word
‘Glass’ on it. He put it in so deep that it should have come out
bloody. But the homeless man lifted out two bottles, holding
them by the end of the sleeve of his raincoat so he wouldn’t
cut himself. He poured the liquid at the bottom of one of the
bottles into the other and then turned in the direction of the
meadow. I followed from behind, even though he hadn’t in-
vited me. The man stood by the school fence. During the day
when I walked past it I could read the sentence spray-painted
in black letters: ‘The law of goodness belongs to the Church’.
Now in the darkness the writing couldn’t be seen, I simply
knew it was there. A street lamp several metres away gave
us some light. The homeless man stretched out the bottle to
me and said: ‘We’ll remember that person. He had a soul. All
that’s left of him now is an ear.’ He then stretched his arms
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out to his sides, with the palms of his hands turned theatri-
cally up to the sky, just like Jude Law in the film The Young
Pope, and began silently mouthing some words. A leaflet with
a shop’s discounts was poking out of the pocket of his smelly
raincoat. The laces of one of his shoes were untied. I could
see his sock. I remembered how in the film the suggestion is
made to the Pope that he should create his image and market
plates with his picture on them. The Pope answers: ‘I do not
have an image... I am no one... Only Christ exists.’

After the homeless man had finished saying a prayer, he
took a swig from the bottle and offered it to me. I took a sip.
And, without feeling any disgust, a second sip. Then with a
practiced movement he hit the bottle against the bench, and
with his bottom turned towards me, began digging the earth
in the meadow with a shard of glass. The earth seemed sofft,
because it had been drizzling from the early morning. He gave
the foil back to me. Holding the ear in this right hand, he used
his left to empty his pocket, and the leaflet, a plastic bag, and
an empty cigarette pack fell out of it. I saw how he carefully
put the ear in the cigarette pack and then in the hole he had
dug. I said he should make the hole deeper, a dog, or even a
crow, could dig it up, but all of a sudden, probably from that
concoction in the bottle, I suddenly became dizzy, my head be-
gan to throb, and I had to sit down on the bench.

... In spite of the fact that of all the sounds around I could
only hear the rustle of the raincoat, of the glass digging into
the earth, I heard something else as well. In the meadow,
deeper and further away from where the hole was being dug,
moles were moving. A hedgehog emerged from under a pile
of wooden boards by a house in which no one had lived for
many years next to the school’s grounds. A hundred crocus-
es, planted in the autumn by pupils to mark the centenary of
our country’s one hundred years of independence, were stor-
ing up food in their bulbs. The evening train was approach-
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ing, coming perhaps from a suburb, perhaps from a neigh-
bouring country. The people in the carriages were hurriedly
collecting their things, calling their nearest and dearest on
their mobiles, because they had to get off soon, the station
was coming up. It was a transit train, it was going to stop for
only a few minutes and move off again. Most probably to St
Petersburg. I had heard how in that city, in a room with a
high ceiling, so high that only a Requiem Mass could sound
good in it,a woman poet in a long silver dress had written the
lines: “We are all on this earth for a while as guests, / To live
is only a habit...’

... The most banal thing is if at the end of a text it becomes
clear that the narrator had dreamt the story. But I, sitting
on a bench, wasn’t at all sleepy. I didn’t even want to have
a nap. Accordion music was coming from the Old Town. I
would sometimes see the old musician. He’d play sitting in
the entrance to his multistorey building because he couldn’t
be bothered to carry a chair out into the street. When the
musician saw tourists drawing close, the melody he was
playing would become passionate, and when the street
emptied out again, break off in the middle of a phrase... I
didn’t want to sleep. Even though not a single person was
walking along the dimly lit pavement in front of me and no
one could have interrupted my nap. A black meadow merging
with the school fence stretched out behind me also without
anything out of the ordinary, without anything happening.
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Eine Erschutterung. Oder ein Gepolter. Ein Kratzen an der
Wand.

Nadjescha sitzt aufrecht im Bett, hort den eigenen Herz-
schlag, hort ihren Atem. Auf Knien gelangt sie an das Fufden-
de des Bettes, 0ffnet die Fensterladen des schmalen Fensters.
Der Vollmond steht tiber den Didchern, kithler Wind weht ihr
ins Gesicht. Sie reibt sich die Stirn, die Wangen, alles ist ru-
hig, die Hauser stehen fest auf ihren Fundamenten, die Fens-
ter sind dunkel, Balkone und Terrassen leer. Sie lauscht in
die Wohnung hinein, auch hier ist alles ruhig, sie muss ge-
traumt haben, doch ihr fehlt ein Bild, aber vielleicht bestand
der Traum auch nur aus einem Gefihl, aus dem Gefiihl aus-
zurutschen, zu fallen, wie friither, als ihr Kérper noch von
Traumen gebeutelt wurde, Giber die Bettkante rollte und hart
am Boden aufschlug.

Nein, es ist nichts, alles ruhig, sie lasst ihren Blick durch das
winzige Zimmer wandern. Trotz der dimmrigen Dunkelheit,
trotz der Bucher, die sie in einem hohen Stapel auf das Regal
gelegt hat, sieht sie im Eck den Pokal, erahnt das weit nach
hinten geschobene Foto, den mit Staub bedeckten Rahmen,
das Kind im Fufdballdress mit den verschwitzten Haaren und
den vom Blitz geroteten Augen. Sieht nicht, aber weifd um die
Spielzeugfigur hinter dem Foto, um den drehbaren Plastik-
schwanz, die Munition, die Stacheln oder Horner oder Gift-
drusen oder Pfeilspitzen. Vielleicht ist sie deshalb aufgewacht,
weil sie sich fihlt, als schliefe sie in einem fremden Kinder-
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zimmer, obwohl sie es grindlich geputzt, Staub und Haare
aus den Schubladen entfernt, die Matratze mit einer dicken
Auflage Uberzogen, ihre Blcher sortiert, ihre Kleidung in die
freien Facher gerdumt, geliiftet und ihre Handtiicher an die
Tirhaken gehangt hat.

Es riecht trotzdem nach Danieles Waschmittel, sie nimmt den
Geruch uiberdeutlich wahr, so lange ist sie noch nicht hier, als
dass sie sich daran hatte gewohnen konnen. Seine Hosen und
Hemden in der rechten Héalfte des Schranks, seine Winter-
pullover im obersten Fach. Das geniige ihr doch? Eine halbe
Kleiderstange, drei Facher und zwei grofse Laden? Einen Platz
fir den Koffer am Boden des Schrankes?

Was hitte sie sagen sollen, dass das merkwiirdig sei, ihre Sa-
chen neben seinen?

In seinem Zimmer ist nicht einmal Platz fiir eine Kommode. So
selbstverstdndlich hatte er sie angesehen, war einen Schritt
zur Seite getreten, so selbstverstandlich, als sei es normal, sich
neben Kiiche und Bad auch den Kleiderschrank zu teilen, und
deshalb hatte sie nichts gesagt, nur genickt, hatte auch die Sa-
chen auf dem Regal nicht erwéhnt.

Wann betritt er ihr Zimmer, um sich seine Hose zu holen oder
sein Hemd? Léisst er die Tiire offen oder zieht er sie hinter sich
zu? Prift er, ob sie das Fenster geschlossen hat, damit der Re-
gen ihr direkt darunter stehendes Bett nicht durchnésst?

Qv

Am Tag ihrer Ankunft hatte sie den vom Schweif$ in ihrer
Handflache aufgeweichten Zettel mit der Adresse in ihre Um-
héngetasche gesteckt, wihrend sie die Klingel driickte, den
obersten Knopf auf einem eleganten Messingschild, das in
merkwirdigem Kontrast zur unverputzten Hausfassade, zur
engen, schattigen Gasse, zu den blauen Miillbeuteln an der
Ecke und den mit Taubenkot verdreckten Bordsteinen stand.
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Doch der polierte Glanz und die elegant wirkende Namenliste
in schwarzer, kursiver Schrift lief$ sie Hoffnung schépfen, viel-
leicht war es das jetzt, endlich, ein Zimmer, in dem sie bleiben,
eine Stadt, in der sie ein wenig zur Ruhe kommen konnte. Das
Stiegenhaus, das sich mit jedem Stockwerk verjlingt hatte, bis
kaum armbreite steinerne Stufen zu einer gut gesicherten Tur
fuhrten: Sie klopft, wartet eine Weile, lauscht auf Schritte, wird
hereingebeten, ihr erster Eindruck eine angenehme Stimme,
ein grofler Mann, blumiger Wohnungsduft. Ein kleines, or-
dentliches Zimmer, eine Kochnische, ein Wohnraum, ein Bad,
der Mann gab ihr keine Zeit, sich umzusehen, redete unablés-
sig, als sei er aufgeregt, als habe er noch etwas vor, aber er war
freundlich, lachelte, bertihrte sie leicht am Arm und fiihrte sie
weiter durch ein winziges Zimmer hindurch zur Terrassentir.

Quer vor der Tir lag eine Matratze, sie musste auf ihr Fufende
steigen, um nach draufden zu gelangen.

Come on. Vai.

Dunkelblau-grau-gestreift. Ihre nackten Zehen sanken ein, sie
stitzte sich am Tiirrahmen ab, trotz der frischen Luft von drau-
fen stieg aus der Matratze ein Geruch nach fremder Warme
und fremder Nacht. Thre Hande fiihlten sich nach der langen
Reise klebrig an, zum Gluck hatte er sie nicht mit Handschlag
begrifit, sondern seine Hande auf ihre Schultern gelegt und
die Luft neben ihren Wangen gekiisst. Der Bart eines Fremden
an ihren Wangen.

Warum Nadjescha?, hatte er gefragt.
Weil Nadjescha Hoffnung bedeutet. Hope, speranza.

Zuerst die Terrasse!, sagte er dann, come on, vai! Die Terrasse
sei das Schonste an der Wohnung, hier hétte sie den prachtigs-
ten Ausblick in ganz Florenz. Er lachte.

Er hatte nicht Ubertrieben. Nadjescha blickte tiber die roten
Dacher, sah die riesige Kuppel des Doms, die Hiigelketten am
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Rand der Stadt, die im Dunst verschwnden. Das Haus gegen-
uber glanzte weifd im Sonnenlicht, sie konnte durch die grofsen
Fenster in die Rdume sehen, erkannte schwere Mdbel, Biicher-
regale, ein Klavier. Auf einem kleinen Balkon saf} ein Kind
und spielte mit Wascheklammern. Spadtsommerliche Warme
lag tiiber den Hdausern, ein geddmpftes Rauschen drang aus
den umliegenden Strafen und Gassen herauf.

Daniele zeigte mit einer Armbewegung auf die Stadt: Firenze.
Nadjescha lachelte. Wie versprochen, sagte sie, eine perfekte
Aussicht, um die sie jeder beneiden werde.

Hinter ihrem Riicken horte sie ein Kichern, sie drehte sich um,
erst jetzt bemerkte sie den Mann, der zwischen zwei grofsen
Blumentopfen auf dem Steinboden safs. Sein Gesicht war zur
Halfte von den Pflanzen verdeckt. Lorbeer, Oleander, ein paar
hellgriine Kréauter, die sie nicht kannte.

This is Luca.

Luca winkte ihr zu wie ein Kind, mit flacher Hand, die Hand-
flache nach aufien gedreht, er grinste. Zwischen seinen Han-
den stieg ein weifder Rauchfaden empor.

Guarda!, sagte Daniele. Seine Armbewegung meinte nun die
Terrasse. Much more big than the rooms.

Sie wiirde rasch Italienisch lernen.

Daniele fiihrte sie um ein Eck herum, zeigte ihr die hinter
einem Mauervorsprung versteckte Wéscheleine und einen
Klappstuhl.

You can use.
An der Leine hingen Handtiicher und Unterhosen.
Er zeigte ihr den Korb mit den Wascheklammern, rutschte

beinahe aus, als er sich zu ihr umdrehte. Die Terrassenfliesen
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hinter dem Mauervorsprung waren mit einer schmierigen,
grunlichen Schicht iiberzogen.

Nadjescha bedankte sich, ging ihm voran auf den vorderen
Teil der Terrasse zurtck, stellte sich an die Briistung. Daniele
setzte sich neben Luca auf den Boden, beide im Schneidersitz,
jetzt stieg der Rauch zwischen Danieles Handen auf.

Luca gab Daniele einen Kuss, sie wandte ihren Blick ab, lief3
ihn noch einmal tiber die Stadt wandern. Eine Postkartenaus-
sicht. Sie versuchte auszumachen, wo der Bahnhof war, wo die
Universitat, wo die Autobahn zum Meer. Daniele und Luca un-
terhielten sich, als wére sie nicht da, oder als wiirde sie selbst-
verstandlich hierher gehéren, nach nicht einmal zwanzig
Minuten. Sollte sie etwas sagen, bevor sie wieder hineinging?
Danke? Bis spater?

Sie werde sich jetzt erst einmal einrichten, sagte Nadjescha,
sagte es zu leise, die beiden horten sie nicht.

Die Terrassentiir stand noch offen, auf Zehenspitzen stieg sie
auf Danieles Leintuch. Die Bettwdsche lag zu einem Knéauel
geformt auf dem FufSboden. Das Zimmer war winzig, nicht
grofder als ein Vorraum, anstelle eines Schrankes gab es nur
einen aufgeklappten, grofden Koffer, in dem gestapelte T-Shirts
und Jeans lagen, daneben stand ein geschlossener Karton. Fur
Unterwdsche und Socken vielleicht? Zwei Biicherstapel auf
dem Boden, ein Leselicht. Sie schloss die Zimmertiir hinter
sich, merkte, dass sie die Luft angehalten hatte, jetzt atmete
sie hastig aus, wieder ein, spirte ihr Herz klopfen, als hétte sie
etwas Verbotenes getan.

Aufatmen. Das Wohnzimmer war in Ddmmerlicht getaucht,
sie musterte das orange Sofa, den Glastisch, Einrichtungs-
magazine, eine glaserne Schale mit Orangen und Apfeln, den
Fernseher. Ein zusammengeklapptes Biigelbrett im Eck neben
dem Fenster, eine Musikanlage: Sie dirfe fernsehen und Mu-
sik horen, jederzeit, sie diirfe das orange Sofa beniitzen, am
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Glastisch essen, biigeln, die Wohnung sei tagsiiber leer, Luca
komme nur an den Wochenenden. In ihrem Zimmer habe im
letzten halben Jahr ein Kiinstler gewohnt. Ein ruhiger Mann,
der kein Italienisch und kaum Englisch gesprochen habe, der
tagsuber mit dem Skizzenblock durch die Stadt gestreift sei
und nachts mit gebeugtem Riicken Scherenschnitte angefer-
tigt habe.

Nadjescha durchquerte den Raum, stand einen Moment vor
der Tir zu ihrem Zimmer, bemerkte, dass die Messingklinke
etwas herunterhing, als sei sie locker. Warum Luca nicht ein-
gezogen war, fragte sie sich, als sie mit ihrer Hand die Tuirklin-
ke umschloss. Etwas lief$ sie zogern, als héatte sie auf einmal
Angst davor, die Tir zu 6ffnen.

Qy

Thr Zimmer, ihr Raum. Vielleicht gibt es Siebenschlafer unter
dem Giebel, vielleicht ist im Haus ein Fensterladen zugeschla-
gen oder eine Tir.

Nadjescha tappt barfufs durch das Wohnzimmer, um in die
Kiiche zu gelangen. Eine fensterlose Nische, ein Kiihlschrank,
eine Spile, ein alter Herd, ein schmales Regal, das als Arbeits-
fliche reichen muss. Ihre Mineralwasserflasche neben Danie-
lesim halbleeren Kiihlschrank, es klirrt etwas im Inneren, als
sie ihn wieder schliefst. Mit grofsen Schlucken trinkt sie das
eiskalte Wasser, fiihlt, wie sich die Kéalte im Magen ausbrei-
tet. Von oben her spiirt sie einen Luftzug, er scheint aus dem
gemauerten Abzug zu kommen. Sie beugt sich weit tiber die
Kochplatten, verdreht den Kopf, entdeckt ein Loch hoch oben
in der Wand, kann den Himmel sehen, zwei Sterne erkennen.
Einer funkelt, der andere nicht, der andere muss Venus sein.
Oder Jupiter? Welchen sieht man um diese Jahreszeit? Jeden-
falls findet das Planetenlicht seinen Weg durch die dunstige,
gelbliche Lichtglocke tiber der Stadt, wie in Berlin, denkt sie,
wie in London, wie tiberall, wo sie bisher gewesen ist.

- 403 -



Arrival

Carolina Schutti
Translated from German by Jen Calleja

A tremor. Or a clatter. Something scraping at the wall.

Nadjescha sits up in bed, hears the beating of her heart, the
sound of her breathing. Kneeling on the mattress, she reach-
es towards the foot of the bed and opens the shutters of the
small window. The full moon is above the rooftops, a cool
breeze blows in her face. She rubs her forehead, her cheeks,
all is quiet, the houses are moored to their foundations, the
windows are dark, the balconies and terraces are empty. She
listens to the apartment, it’s quiet here too, she must have
been dreaming, and yet she can’t recall the dream’s images,
perhaps the dream came from just a feeling, the feeling of
slipping down, falling, like that time before, when her body,
still buffeted by dreams, rolled over the edge of the bed and
hit the floor hard.

No, it can’t have been anything, everything’s quiet; her gaze
wanders around the tiny room. In spite of the dusky dark-
ness, in spite of the books she has arranged in high piles on
the shelves, she can see the trophy in the corner, and make
out the photo pushed right to the back, its frame covered in
dust; the kid in the football kit with sweaty hair and eyes
reddened by the flash. She can’t see it, but she knows about
the toy figure behind the photo, the moveable plastic tail, the
ammunition, the spines or horns or poison glands or arrow-
heads. Maybe that’s why she woke up; because she had felt
like she was sleeping in an unfamiliar room, even though
she’d thoroughly cleaned it; removed dust and hair from the
drawers, covered the mattress with a thick topper, arranged
her books and put away her clothes in the empty shelves in
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the wardrobe, aired out the room and hung her towels on the
hooks on the back of the door.

It still smells of Daniele’s washing powder, she can clearly
make out the scent, she hasn’t been here long enough to have
got used to it. His trousers and shirts in the right half of the
wardrobe, his winter jumpers in the top compartment over-
head. Was that enough space for her? Daniele had asked. Half
a clothes rack, three drawers and two large chests? Room for
a suitcase at the bottom of the wardrobe?

What could she have said, that it was odd having her things
next to his? There’s not even enough space for a chest of
drawers in his room. He looked at her as if it were normal -
he took a step to one side — as if it were completely normal to
not only share the kitchen and the bathroom but a wardrobe
too, which is why she didn’t say anything, just nodded, and
didn’t mention the things on the shelves either.

When does he go in her room to get his trousers or a shirt?
Does he leave the door open, or does he close it behind him?
Does he check the shutters to make sure they’re closed so that
her bed, right under the window, doesn’t get soaked if it rains?

Qy

On the day of her arrival, she had put the note with the ad-
dress on — moistened by her sweaty palm - into her shoulder
bag while she pressed the buzzer; the topmost button on an
elegant brass plate that contrasted strikingly with the unplas-
tered facade, the narrow, shady alleyway, the blue rubbish
bags on the corner, and the pavement strewn with pigeon
droppings. But the polished sheen and the elegant-sound-
ing list of names in black, cursive script gave her hope that
perhaps this was, finally, a room where she could stay, a city
where she would be able to unwind for a short while. The
staircase became narrower with every flight until it turned
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into a set of short stone steps leading to a firmly secured
door: she knocked, waited a while, listened to approaching
footsteps, was invited in. Her first impression was a pleasant
voice, a tall man, a floral fragrance inside the apartment. A
small, decent room, a kitchenette, a living room, a bathroom.
The man didn’t give her time to look around, he talked inces-
santly, as if excited, as if there was something more to the
situation, but he was friendly, he smiled, gently touched her
arm, and led her through the tiny room to the patio door.

A mattress was blocking the doorway; she had to climb up
onto the balls of her feet to get outside.

Come on. Vai.

Striped dark blue and grey. Her bare toes sank into it; she
leaned against the doorframe and, in spite of the fresh air
outside, the mattress gave off the scent of someone else’s
warmth and someone else’s night. Her hands felt sticky after
the long journey, he had fortunately not greeted her with a
handshake, but had placed his hands on her shoulders and
kissed the air next to her cheeks instead. A stranger’s beard
against her cheeks.

Why Nadjescha?, he had asked her.
Because Nadjescha means hope, speranza, she answered.

First the terrace! Come on, vai!/He told her that the terrace was
the best part of the whole apartment and that it had the most
magnificent view of the whole of Florence.

He hadn’t been exaggerating. Nadjescha looked out over the
red roofs, saw the huge dome of the cathedral, the mountain
ridges on the edge of the city disappearing into the mist. The
house across the street gleamed white in the sunlight; she
could see through the large windows into the rooms, could
make out heavy furniture, bookshelves, a piano. A child sat
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playing with clothes pegs on a small balcony. Late summer
heat lingered over the houses; a muted whooshing surged up
from the surrounding streets and lanes.

Daniele motioned towards the city with a wave of his arm:
Firenze. Nadjescha smiled. Just like you promised, she said, an
enviably perfect view. Behind her back she heard a chuckle,
she turned around, and it was only then that she noticed the
man sitting on the stone tiles between two large flowerpots.
His face was half obscured by the plants. Laurel, oleander, a
few bright green herbs she didn’t recognise.

This is Luca.

Luca waved at her like a child, with a flat hand, palm turned
outwards, he grinned. A thread of white smoke rose from be-
tween his hands.

Guarda! Said Daniele. His arm motion indicated the terrace
this time.

Much more big than the rooms.
She would start learning Italian as soon as possible.

Daniele led her around a corner, showing her the washing line
and folding chair hidden behind the ledge of a wall.

You can use.
Hand towels and underwear were hanging on the line.

He showed her the basket and clothes pegs, almost slipping as
he turned to her. The tiles behind the ledge were coated with
a greasy, greenish sheen.

Nadjescha thanked him, walked back to the front of the ter-
race,and stood at the parapet. Daniele sat down on the ground
next to Luca, both of them cross-legged, now the smoke was
rising from between Daniele’s hands.
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Luca gave Daniele a kiss, she averted her gaze, letting it wan-
der once more over the city. As pretty as a postcard. She tried to
make out where the train station was, the university, the road
to the sea. Daniele and Luca talked as if she weren’t there, or as
if she would naturally fit in here, after all of twenty minutes.
Should she say something before going back inside? Thank
you? See you later? She’d go and unpack, Nadjescha told them,
far too quietly; neither of them heard her.

The patio door had been left ajar, she walked over Daniele’s
mattress on tiptoes. The bedcovers lay balled up on the floor.
The room was tiny, no bigger than a reception room, instead
of a wardrobe there was just a large, open suitcase with
stacks of t-shirts and jeans inside, with a closed box sitting
next to it. For underwear and socks perhaps? Two stacks of
books on the floor, a reading light. She closed the door be-
hind her, she realised she had been holding her breath; she
quickly exhaled, then inhaled, could feel her heart beating
as if she’d done something forbidden. Breathe out. The liv-
ing room was bathed in twilight; she took in the orange sofa,
the glass table, interior design magazines, a glass bowl filled
with oranges and apples, the television. A folded up ironing
board in the corner next to the window, a hi-fi: She was per-
mitted to watch TV and listen to music — any time she liked;
she was allowed to use the orange sofa, to eat at the glass ta-
ble, to iron. The apartment was empty during the day, Luca
only came on the weekends. An artist had lived in her room
for the last six months. A quiet man who spoke no Italian and
hardly any English, who used to walk around the city with
a sketchpad during the day, and then hunch over paper cut-
outs in the apartment at night.

Nadjescha crossed the room, stood in front of the door to
her bedroom for a moment, noting that the brass handle
was hanging down a little as if loose. Why hadn’t Luca just
moved in?, she wondered, as she clasped the door handle.
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Something made her hesitate, as if she were suddenly afraid
to open the door.

Q»

Her room, her own place. Maybe there’s a dormouse under
the gable, maybe a shutter slammed somewhere in the build-
ing, or a door.

Nadjescha pads through the living room barefoot to get to the
kitchen. A windowless nook, a fridge, a sink, an old stove, a
narrow shelf that they use as a work surface. Her mineral wa-
ter next to Daniele’s in the half-empty fridge, something jin-
gles inside as she closes it again. She drinks the ice-cold water
in big sips, feels the cold spreading in her stomach. She feels
a draft coming from above, it seems to be coming from the
stone-built chimney. She leans over the hot plates, turns her
head, discovers a hole high up in the wall, she can see the sky,
can make out two stars. One of them twinkles, the other one
doesn’t; the other one must be Venus. Or Jupiter? Which one of
them can be found this time of year? In any case, the planet’s
beams find their way through the hazy, yellowish bell of light
hanging over the city, like in Berlin, she thinks, like in Lon-
don, like in all the places she has been so far.
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aruk Sehié was born in 1970 in Bihac. Until the outbreak of
Fthe war in 1992, Sehi¢ studied veterinary medicine in Zagreb.
However, the then 22-year-old volunteered for the Army of
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Lulluby for Seiko 5
Day-Date

Faruk Sehi¢

During 1980s my name was Ismael. I did not choose that name.
I am from holy land which is not holy anymore. My generation
was born like refugees. We have that mark on our faces. It is pit-
ty because refugee mark is not some kind of special ability like
in Marvel Comics. We do not have any kind of special power.
We are powerless.

I'would like to convert my refugee mark into special power, like
glowing dial on wrist watch in the darkness. My face will glow
in the dark. My face will be secret dial for creatures who live in
our refugee camp. Sometimes I can see them. Gray shadows fly-
ing very fast among branches and the swaying canopy of trees.

Sometimes I sit under the tree, they fall around me in form of
glossy painted bubbles. We talk. Creatures in vivid colors also
complain to me that life in their realm is not much better then
in ours. I wanted to say: «Cry me a river.» I learned that phrase
from American movies. But I could not say that to the bodiless
creatures using my broken English. Didn’t want to insult them.

I became friends with one of them. Creature said to me that
they too were refugees. And they were now cursed to live as
ghosts between their realm and ours. She did not tell me why
they were expelled from they homeland. She only said: «Planet
Earth is blue, and there’s nothing we can do.»

So I concluded that they were from outer space. Or from some
parallel universe, close to us, but invisible.
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Icalled her Gray Leafbecause she was tall and very skinny. Gray
Leaf do not have material body like we unfortunately have. She
can change her size as she wish. Usualy she is in leaf form. In
case of dangerous situation she just shrink herself and become
size of cigarette. Gray Leaf can also completely disapper when
she feels some life threatening vibration in the air. She hides in
the memory of the air, and comes out when the danger is over.

I would like to have that kind of power. But I am made from
mere flesh and blood. It is a curse to be a human. To have a
body. To have a brain, senses, nerves, all those unnecessary in-
struments designed for sadness, sorrow, melancholy.

I want to be a rainbow telescope. Thin and long. To see stars in
murky night skies. But I wasn’t lucky — when supreme being
made us all, she gave me human form. I was guilty even before
I was born. Jesus died because of my unborn sins. I think he
died in vain. Humans do not deserve Messiah. I feel sory for
Jesus, even my God is different as they told me in school. I forgot
to tell you, I do not have parents. One day parents just disap-
peared. Disappearing was popular in those days. I saw men in
long black leather coats, they were responsible for sudden van-
ishings. Every generation had its own Gestapo.

My story is not sad and pathetic, because I hate that kind of sto-
ries. My story is a little bit sad. Who can live in this world and
never be sad just for a moment? Nobody, not even Gray Leaf.
She has a body made from smoke. I believe Gray Leaf people
have origin from ashen hair of Shulamite, from golden hair of
Margareta.

Once Gray Leaf took me on a nigth voyage with her. We was
diving deep into something dark and blue, like water of some
kind. Blue color was so nice, and I did not have oxigen mask, we
breathed normaly under water. We were not at the bottom, only
shy and endemic sea creatures can swim near the bottom. Like
electric jellyfish and odd fish who can glow in the dark, and
dead African and Asian refugees as well.
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Then we went to the air. We were bodiless, and we could easily
move through nigth sky. We traveled light. And fast. There is
no border in the sky. There is no barbed wire in the air, just
first layer of thin clouds. We were aware of planes and birds.
Our trajectory was safe and looked like one long line, like bor-
der between Egypt and Lybia made by golden imperial pencil.

We saw many European cities. They were shining on the
Earth’s surface. As Russians say: «Europe, Russian ilusion of
better life.» In the air you can’t build nations. Just can fly like
wild geese from one pole to another.

One my friend who traveled to the West said that Europe now
looks like fortress, not like Hitler’s Festung Europa, but al-
most. I did not know what that means. Festung Europa. Never
been in Europe before. To be precise: never been in European
sky before. I was only once, in Nazi occupied Poland, long time
ago. I live in the memory, that’s my last stronghold.

City of Lights, Eternal city, Berlin, Madrid, we saw them all
from safe distance. It’s safe to be high in the night sky.

Nobody can ask you: «Where are you going?»

(I go to invisible city without name and citizens.)
How long are you going to stay in that city?
(Forever.)

Do you have enough money during your stay here?
(There is no need for money in my city.)

What about visa?

(I have magic visa inside my heart.)

Do you have health insurance?

(Iam immortal.)

Are you a terrorist?
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(Of course I am. Terrorist of purple dawn. Double terrorist of
Aurora Borealis.)

I do not like interrogations, even in childrens plays. I am a
child and will be forever child. Children are innocent but can
be killed for no reason at all. If you have wrong name and sur-
name, somebody can Kkill you for nothing. Like certan Gestapo
officer Glinther killed Bruno Schulz in Drohobycz ghetto. Schulz
was also innocent as a bhird.

When we flying across Balkans I see lot of glowing from the sur-
face, from dark valeys of Bosnia, that was glowing from phos-
phorus from the bones of dead people in mass graves. I have
that super power to see what other people do not want to see.

Then, in a moment, we are at my home. But I do not have real
home, just improvised camp that looks like South African town-
ship. Sometimes looks like museum sinked in dust and oblivion.

I know that during pitch black nights my face and my body can
glow for Gray Leaf people. Like Super-LumiNova that filled the
dial of diver watch.

I am a dark version of Peter Pan. Dark as dark tourism in Ger-
many and Poland. I can’t die. Sometimes I die for a moment,
then resurect again and again. First I died in Auschwitz, then
in Omarska concentration camp in Bosnia, and finaly I died
in the Srebrenica genocide. Now my soul is everywhere at the
same time.

Once I lived in a holy land that is nowadays photographic neg-
ative of itself.

Frontiers are not my prison. I changed my names so often, like
in Cohen’s song. First time I did not want to die. First time is the
worst. After that everything is easy. I live in the memory, that’s
my last stronghold.

«Look at this», said digger in native language.
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«It’s a wrist watch», said woman from ICMP?.

«Seiko 5, very popular among Yugoslavian blue-collar work-
ers during 1980s», said third man. He was local fixer.

Then evening fell on red soil of big hole in the ground full of
nuggets of insperable clothes and body remains. In the dis-
tance owl hooted. Dew appeared on the grass. Watch showed
date 16th and 24 — 36 hours after death of the wearer, when
automatic movement usually stoped after power reserve ends.
Then Seiko 5 Day-Date started to glow under the lights of the
cold celestial bodies.

Disclaimer: The author wrote the story in English, opposed to his mother
tongue with the aim of impersonating a refugee from the present Middle East,
Eastern Europe during WWII, and the Balkans in the 1990s.

' International Commission on Missing Persons.
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Ofeigur Sigurdsson

Pad borgar sig alltaf ad byrja & byrjuninni pegar Gud gerdi
Adam, en Seemundur frodi segir ad hann hafi verid brir
fjortiu og prir 4 heed, skapadur eftir likneskju Guds i likams
formi, med 248 bein og 360 @dar, ur rifbeini Adams var
Eva gerd, en pau gatu Set og Set gat Enos og Enos gat Kenan
og Kenan gat Mahalalel og Mahalalel gat Jared og Jared gat
Enok og Enok gat Metusalem og Metus alem gamli gat Lamek
og Lamek gat Noa og F160 -Noi gat Jafet og Jafet gat Javan, pa
Zekkim, pa K iprus, pa Kretus, pa Kelius, pa Satdrnus & Krit,
pa Jupiter, sidan Darius, svo Eirikonius, pa Troek, pa flus,
pd Lamidon, pa Priamus hoéfudkonungur, sidan Tréanam
prinsessa sem datti Menon konung i Trdju, pa Por, sidan
Hloriodi, svo Eindridi, pa V ingipdr, pa V inginer, pa Mddi, svo
Magni, pa Sesef, pa Beduigg, pa Atra, pa Trinan, b4 Hermodur,
svo Skjoldur, sidan Bjar, pa Godolfur, pa Burri konungur
sem réd fyrir Tyrkl andi (Finnur), pd Burr (Frjaleifur), pa
Odinn 4sakonungur eda Vodin Tyrkjakonungur, pa Freyr, pa
Njordur, svo Freyr sa er atti Gerdi Gymisdottur, pa Fjolnir
Freysson, pa Svegdir og kona hans Vana, pau gatu Vandlanda
sem atti Drifu Snjasdéttur, pau gatu V is burr, hann Démalda,
hann Domarr sem 4atti Drott Danpsdottur, peirra son var
Dyggvieda Tryggvikonungur, pa Dagur konungur, sidan Agni
Skjalfarbéndi konungur, sidan A Irekur Agnarsson, pa Y ngvi
A Ireksson, pa Jéormundur frédi Y ngvason, sidan A ni hinn
gamli Jor mundarson, allt konungar, pa Egill Tunnaddlgur
A nason konungur, pa Ottar vendilkrdka Egilsson konungur
Svia, pa Adils ad UppsOlum konungur Svia sem atti Y rsu
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Helgadottur, pau gatu Eystein konung Svia, pa er Y ngvarr
konungur, svo Braut -Onundur konungur, pa Ingjaldur illradi
konungur 4 Upplondum sem atti Gauthildi A lgautadottur,
pau gatu Olaf trételgju konung sem &tti Sé1fu Halfdansdéttur,
pau gatu Halfdan hvitbein Upplendingakonungur sem Aatti
Asu Eysteinsdéttur, pau gatu Eystein fret konung, pa4 Halfdan
mildi og matarilli, p4 Godrédur veidikonungur er atti Asu
storrdou, pau gatu Halfdan svarta konung, pa Haraldur
harfagri konungur Noregs, pa Sigurdur hrisi konungur sonur
hans, pa Halfdan konungur, svo Sigurdur syr konungur,
paHaraldur hardrddi Noregskonungur, pa Olafur Kkyrri
Noregskonungur, pa Styrjaldar -Magnus berfettur hinn havi
konungur i Noregi, hans dottir P6ra Magnusdottir prinsessa
og hennar madur Loftur prestur i Neefurholti Seemundsson
froda 1 Odda, peirra sonur Jon Loftsson hoféingi i Odda og
hans kona Halldéra Brandsdottir, peirra ddéttir Solveig og
hennar madur Gudomundur griss allsherjargodi, peirra sonur
Porlakur Gudmundsson béndi 1 Svinafelli i Orseefum og hans
kona Hallddra, peirra dottir Asbjorg husfreyja i Skal & Sidu og
sidar nunna i Kirkjube og he nnar madur Helgi bondi, peirra
dottir Guony abbadis & Stad og hennar madur bérdur riddari,
peirra sonur Loptur bondi og riddari & Médruvollum og hans
kona Malfridur husfreyja, peirra dottir Ingiridur husfreyja a
Svalbardi og hennar madur Eirikur audgi bénd i, peirra dottir
Margrét husfreyja 4 Draflastodum og hennar madur Benedikt
audgi bondi, peirra sonur Magnus bondi 4 Espihdli og hans
kona Prudur, peirra sonur Brynjélfur bondi og hans kona
Opekkt, peirra sonur Magnus logréttumadur 1 Kristnesi og
hans kona Helga Brandsdottir, peirra dottir Guérun husfreyja
i Reykjavik og hennar madur Narfi Ormsson syslumadur
i Strandasyslu, peirra ddéttir maddama Poérny og hennar
madur Gisli skélameistari i Skalholti og profastur i Nordur
Isafjardarprofastsdeemi, peirra déttir maddama Kristin 4 Stad
a Reykjanesi og hennar madur Gunnlaugur prestur, peirra
sonur Hannes bartskeri og bondi i1 Reykjafirdi og hans kona
A nna, peirra sonur Jén og hans kona Hallbjorg i Reykjafiroi,
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peirra déttir A nna husfreyja sem hvarf og hennar madur bo
rsteinn bondi Palsson 4 Laugalandi i Nauteyrarhreppi, peirra
sonur Asgeir og kona hans Gudrun 4 Raudamyri, peirra dottir
Kristin og hennar madur Jon, peirra dottir A nna husfreyja og
hennar madur Jénbdndi d Skaldstédum, peirra sonur borlakur
snikkari og p6 stur & fsafirdi og hans kona Jérunn Julia frd M
idbae 1 Reykjavik, peirra déttir Elin og hennar madur Johannes
Carl Klein, kaupmadur og slatrari fra Kaupmannahofn, peirra
sonur Carl Georg K lein, kjotidnadarmadur og kaupmadur,
hans kona Péra Lilja Feerseth og peirra dottir Agusta Palina K
lein oghennar fyrrieigin madur var Sigurdur Geirmundarson,
en ég heiti Ofeigur.
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Ofeigur Sigurdsson
Translated from Icelandic by Philip Roughton

It always pays to start at the beginning, when God made
Adam, and Semundur the Learned says that he was three
hundred and forty-three centimeters in height, shaped in
the likeness of God in physical form, with 248 bones and 360
veins, from a rib of Adam Eve was made, and they begat Seth
and Seth begat Enosh and Enosh begat Kenan and Kenan
begat Mahalalel and Mahalalel begot Jared and Jared begat
Enoch and Enoch begat Methushelah and Old Methushelah
begat Lamech and Lamech begat Noah, and Flood-Noah begat
Japheth and Japheth begat Japhan, then Zechim, then Cyprus,
then Cretus, then Celius, then Saturnus of Crete, then Jupiter,
and afterward Darius, and so Erichonius, then Troeg, then
Ilus, then Laomedon, then High King Priam, then Princess
Troiana, wife of King Mennon of Troy, then bPorr, and after-
ward Hlorridi, and so Endridi, then Vingipdr, then Vinginer,
then Md@di, and so Magni, then Seseph, then Beduigg, then
Atra, then Trinan, then Hermodur, and so Skjoldur, next Bjar,
then Goddlfur, then King Burri who ruled Turkey (Finnur),
then Burr (Frjaleifur), then 0dinn, King of the Asir or Vo-
din King of the Turks, then Freyr, then Njordur, and then
the Freyr whose wife was Gerdur Gymisdottir, then Fjolnir
Freysson, then Svegdir and his wife Vana, they begat Vanlan-
di whose wife was Drifa Snjasddttir, they begat Visburr, he
Ddémaldi, he Domarr whose wife was Drott Danpsdottir, their
son was King Dyggvi or Tryggvi, then King Dagur, then King
Agni Skjalfarbondi, next Alrekur Agnarsson, then Yngvi Al-
reksson, then Jormundur the Learned Yngvason, then Ani
the Old Jormundarson, all kings, then King Egill Tunnaddélgur
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Anason, then Ottar Vendelcrow Egilsson, King of the Swedes,
then Adils of Uppsala, King of the Swedes, whose wife was
Yrsa Helgaddttir, they begat Eysteinn, King of the Swedes, then
there is King Yngvarr, then King Braut-Onundur, then Ingjal-
dur the Deceiver, King of Uppland, whose wife was Gauthil-
dur Algautadéttir, they begat King Olafur Woodcarver, whose
wife was Solfa Halfdansddttir, they begat Halfdan White-
shanks, King of the Opplanders, who married Asa Eysteins-
dottir, they begat King Eysteinn Fart, then Halfdan the Clem-
ent but Stingy of Food, then Gudrédur the Hunter whose wife
was Asa the Venturesome, they begat King Halfdan the Black,
then Haraldur Fairhair, King of Norway, then his son King
Sigurdur Hrisi, then King Halfdan, then King Sigurdur Sow,
then Haraldur the Hard-Ruler, King of Norway, then Olafur
the Peaceful, King of Norway, then War-Magnus Barefoot, the
High King of Norway, his daughter Princess Péra Magnusdot-
tir and her husband Loftur, priest at Neefurholt, son of See-
mundur the Learned at Oddji, their son Jon Loftsson, chieftain
at Oddi and his wife Halldéra Brandsddttir, their daughter
Sélveig and her husband Guémundur Pig, the Supreme Priest,
their son bPorlakur Gudmundsson, farmer at Svinafell in Oreefi
and his wife Halldéra, their daughter Asbjérg, housewife at
Skdl in Sida and later nun at Kirkjubeer and her husband,
the farmer Helgi, their daughter Abbess Gudny at Stadur and
her husband Pérdur the knight, their son Loptur, farmer and
knight at Modruvellir and his wife, the housewife Malfridur,
their daughter Ingiridur, housewife at Svalbard and her hus-
band, the farmer Eirikur the Wealthy, their daughter Margrét,
housewife at Draflastadir and her husband, the farmer Ben-
edikt the Wealthy, their son Magnus, farmer at Espiholl and
his wife bPrudur, their son Brynjélfur, farmer, and his wife,
anonymous, their son Magnus, legislator at Kristnes, and his
wife Helga Brandsdottir, their daughter Gudrun, housewife
in Reykjavik, and her husband Narfi Ormsson, magistrate of
Strandir District, their daughter Madam Pérny and her hus-
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band Gisli, headmaster at Skalholt and dean of the Northern
Isafjordur deanery, their daughter Madam Kristin of Stadur
on Reykjanes and her husband Gunnlaugur the priest, their
son Hannes, barber and farmer in Reykjafjorour and his wife
Anna, their son Jén and his wife Hallbjorg in Reykjafjorour,
their daughter Anna, housewife, who disappeared, and her
husband borsteinn Palsson, farmer at Laugaland in Nauteyrar
Parish, their son Asgeir and his wife Guorun of Raudamyri,
their daughter Kristin and her husband Jon, their daughter
Anna, housewife, and her husband Jén, farmer at Skaldstadir,
their son Porldkur, joiner and postman in Isafjérdur, and his
wife Jorunn Julia from Midbeer in Reykjavik, their daughter
Elin and her husband Jéhannes Carl Klein, shopkeeper and
butcher from Copenhagen, their son Carl Georg Klein, meat
processor and shopkeeper, his wife béra Lilja Faerseth and
their daughter Agusta Palina Klein, whose first husband was
Sigurdur Geirmundarson, and my name is Ofeigur.
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®

Aev elpar kakog. Toa toa. IToAAEG hopég Eadvidlopal pe Tov eav-
TO HoL. MOVO TOV... TOTE MOTE... avaBouv Ta Aapmaxia pov. Iwg
AAALWG... Toug BAETeLG... Koita Toug... AkOpa KL 8w, avTod TO Ta-
YKaxKL 0 Bpiokw xautd dopa macuévo. Eivar pla pe pavtiaa
TIOU KOLTAEL UTTpooTd W éva aduyo PAéuua. Epyetatl cuyxva. Oa
’BeAa va NG W va EEKOVUTILOTEL va GUYEL, TL YUPEVEL 8w, AUTO
TO TTAYKAKL €ivat StkO pov. AAAA eival avtr n KaAoovvn HoOL
1oL W’ epnodiCel. Na mdw mapamnépa; ETol evkoAa aAAdlovv gu-
viBeLeg oL avBpwmoy;

Agv eipal kakog avBpwmog. Oxt. Tnv TpLAVTAPULAALA GTO UTTAA-
KOVL Yov tn ¢ppovTifw Kat ye o mapanavw. [Iétiopa kabe Svo
TPELG UEPEG, Almaoua yla N YAwpodVUAAN kat tnv avBodopia.
Tnv €xw o€ Yo ywvid KaTavTiKpL GToV NALO, €Kel TTOL KOPEL
Alyo o ayépag. To kaAokaipt yépa voxta tnv €xw €Ew.

To BpAlo; Avto; MubBlotopnua. M’ ap€oouv oL aloONUATIKESG
Lotopieg, Ta peydAa BLAia cav Ta TovfAa mov T’ ayopalw HeTa-
XelpLopéva and évav mAavodio pe kapotol. [Idvta éxw edw eva
padi pov oto maykakt kat StaBadw. XiAla epnddia kat SUGKOAL-
€G, TA EEPELG, TTAPEENYNOELS AVAUESA GTOVG SVO EPWTELUEVOLG,
TIOAAEG GPOPEG KaL TPELG, (0WG Kal TEGTEPLG. MEXPLTIOL GTO TEAOG
ot Svo Eavaopiyovv, n ayarn Oplapypevel. Env ayann tpitog—
Kol TETAPTOG— 8€ YWPAEL. LU VA PE TaipvouVv Ta (OVULA KL EYW
8e BéAw va yivopal Béapa oToVg TEPACTIKOVG, KaTaAaBaivelg.
KdBe Svo tpelg oerideg kAeivw To BLPAi0 KL amopévw Kal oke-
dTopat... EToL Aéw elvat n aydutn. Kat okédtopal cuveEyela. Lke-
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dtopal wg eipat evaiodnTog. Kat popavtikdg. M’ apéoel Kat n
wotopia. Eivat St8axtikn...

Aev gipal kakog avOpwmog. OxL. AKOua KL 0Tav 0 TAaTEPAG Lov
W €8epve WKpO pe TN pavpn depudtivn (wvn Tov, £yw TOV aya-
novoa. Nat, §ev e€nyeital aAAwg. Kat cuyva avapwtiéuat, av
Ba ’mpeme va ylvw KL eyw Atyo 1110 oKANPOG aTn {wn Yov, va ma-
TACW Alyo TEPLOCOTEPO KL £YyW TO TOSL pov. ETol pov €Aeye ki
N pava pov. I't avtd, éAeye, Sev eiSa yaipt atn {wr pov. Ouwg
elpat ToAL evaiocOnTog, ywa va natiow nédL. Eotw KL av nava,
avegnynta, ota mapapvdia, povo ota mapapvdia, dAio n npay-
yatiki ¢wn, eyw Emaipva To YEPOog Twv Kakwv. Amd mawdi. To
davtaleoal; Akopa kat twpa. Aev &pw yati. AAAGlovv €Tal
gvkoAa avvrBeleg oL avBpwrot; IIavTa yovotapa mEPLEGOTEPO
TOV APAKOUPUEA QIO TA GTPOVUDAKLA, TOV KAKO AUKO amd ta Tpia
youpouvdxkia. M’ apésovv Ta kKivovueva oxedia. KdBopat pe tig
WPEG OTOV KAVATIE KAl Xalew —W’ apECOLY Kal TA yapLddaKia.
Kat moAAEG OopEG oveLpEVOpAL TTWG ULa UEPA O APAKOVUEA, pLa
dopd 0 AVKoG, Ba Ta katapEpovy, pia pépa, pia popa GTavel, va
EemAnpwBovVY OAEG 0L TPOCPOAEG.

Ta mpwwva ta Byalw 8w oto maykdkt pov. Nai, €8w mov ye
BAémelg. Oxt, avtn) pe N pavtida dev epyetal kabe pépa. Ka-
Bopal pe TG wpeg kaL okéhTopal Kat oképropat. M’ apéael n
Katayvid. Kat o JAlog —aoav 1o epmetd v’ avtAjow Atyn evép-
yeLa. AuTO TO TTAPKO PE TIG BedpaTeg onUUSEG TOL Hov Sivel Tnv
PevdaioOnon g e€oxng, mwg Bplokopal 6° éva 8acog, paxkpld
amod TNV mMOAN: oL YUPW TIOAVKATOLKiEG eCadavifovTal. AKOVw
Ta GUAAA TTOL BPOILoLV, T KOPAKLA VA KPWIOLV UEG OTIC HUA-
AWGLEG. BAETIW TNV avaca Pov va oTPoPLALleTal avapya Umpo-
OTA POV Kal €W TNV atabnon mwg yavouatl aTnyv opiyAn Kat 6to
TTUKVO 8d00¢. Ag oov ocupfaivel KL eoéva kapld dopd; IMioTevw
TIWG TOUTN N WPA TNG EVATEVLIANG Kal Ta Stafdopata Ye €xouv
ETNPEACEL 0° aUTH TN BaBLA GTOXACTIKH OTACH TIOL €£XW ATTEVA-
VTL 6TA TPAyUaTa.
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Nat, ToOApw va 1o enavaidpw, elpat KaA6g avOpwmnog... Sev me-
PLAVTOAOYW. LOU TO A€W EYW TIOL €XW TATEWVWOEL TOAAEC GO-
pEG TOV €aVTO pou. Ma eival katL popeg mov W avefaivel To
aipa oto kedaAL. Eivar va unv avepaivel o aipa oto KeGAAL
Tovug BAémeLg kL eo0. Eival kat moAAol, mavdBepd Toug, kdvouv
KO TTOAAG TTadLd, éva owpo. ZoVAATCEPVOLVY €8W KL EKEL AOKO-
I, KOTIASL OAOKANPO. AW oL dAAoL; AuTol pe Ta OKULALG, eival
KaAvTepoy, AAAN dapa avtoi. Avti maildid, c€pvouv OKULALA.
ESw to mpwi yivetat yapdg. Kat to Bpddv. Ta okvAla yaByi-
Couv, aypLevovy, Ta Aovpla Tovg prepdevovtal. H ydBpa twv
EBpaiwv oov Aéw. Nai, §gv Toug maw avtovg. Iwg yivetat, pov
AEG, VO ayanmovyv ta {wa mePLocOTEPO atd Tovg avBpwmovg; I'i-
vovTaL avta Ta mpapata; Oxi, §gv Toug mdw. Ace mov aprpvouv
TIg akaBapaoieg ato mapko. T, OxL avtol, Ta aKLALA Tovg. Koita
va 8eLg XaAL, otn pifa Tng onuvdag, Koita... Ao YTeG iV’ eKel,
8ev ta palepe kaveig. Aev €xovv ouveidnon. Eivat kL évag oto
SumAavo Stapéploya, LEYAAN povpn, oL €xel OKLVAL. OAn Tnv
wpa yaPyicel, 8e W’ adnvel oe novyia. LxédpTopal va tov pisw
0TO UTTAAKOVL €VA KOUUATL AyoudLd pue SnAnTnplo, aAAd o Av-
TIAUAL KLOAQG, TavaBepd to. Eveka n evatcOnoia pov BAETEL.
Nat, 6A0v¢ avToVg §€V TOUG YOUSTAPW. ME TOUG YKEL SEV €W
nMpOPANua. OvTe pe TOVG MATASEC.

Agv TOLG YouaTApw 6oL Aéw. Nd, oav autdv ekel. AvTtdv OV
TIEPVAEL TWPA ATTO UTTPOCTA HAG. AVTOV UE TO TPLUUEVO TTAATO,
vat avtov. Eivat 6Aot ot 8oL, twg va touvg Eexwpioelg. Tov ya-
Cevw auyva. ITael kL épyxetat, mael KL €pxetat. Kt avapwrtiépat,
Sev €xel KATL va Kavel oTn (wn Tov; Ag TtaeL va S0VAEYEL, ylati
Sev maey; Epxovtal edw, pag poptwvovtal Kal... TeAoomdvtwv.
Zuvibwg ta mpwivd kpatdet éva atsi, éva pkpo maldi, Ba *vat
€€L, enTd; MAAAOV o€ kamolo Snuodacto oxoAeio maeL kat T adn-
vel. Me to maidi 8¢ yaoouepd 8e€ld kL aplotepd dokorma. Bud-
Cetal. To mropikt To €x0VV VTLUEVO BapLd, TUALYUEVO UEXPL
TIAVW, SEV AVTEYOLV TO KPLUO aUTol. Agv €xw KATL pe To TS,
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€YW TOLG AYATIW TOLG AVOPWTTOVG, AAAA TL YUPELOLVY £8W; Ae Ba
"TIPETIE VA TOVG aTElAOLY iow oV matpida Tovg;

Ouwg... Yrapyovv kat kaAot avOpwrmot avdauecd tovg. M
dopd €vag Toug onkwOnke Kal pov ’dwae tn B€on ToL 0TO Acw-
dopelo. To pavtaleoar; Yndpyxovv KaLt KaAol, §€ Aéw, n aAnBeia
va Aéyetat.

LkeéPTopal WG 8ev €xw Sladopég Ye Toug avOpwovg. Lnavia
Toakwvouat Ye toug yeitoveg. Eival, opwg, évag duo mov Sev
TOUG XWVELW. Bapave T1¢ mopTeg, BAfovv Suvatd Tn UOLOLKI).
‘Eva Bpadv mipa to ekatd. Kat Aovdagav. O Stayelplatng g
TIOAUKATOLKIOG TTPOXTEG WOV KTULTIOVOE TO KOLSOUVL, 8EV TOU
avolga —&Epw ylati npde. OL anmd KATw mapanovovuvTal TwG Ta
VEPA a0 TN YAAOTPA TNG TPLAVTAGUAALAG 0TACOVV GTO UTTAAKO-
VL TOUG. KL eyw MELOUWVW, JE TILAVEL TTOTE TOTE, AVOPWTOG Elpat
KLEYW, adeldlw TO TOTLOTIPL 0TN BEPAVTA KAL TA VEPA TPEXOLV
oav KatappayTng.

'EAgya, AOUTOV, TWG aLToLG S€V TOLE TTAW. O)L. XpLoOoUG va PHov
TOUG KAVELG, §EV TOVG YwVELW. Me TouG YKEL SeV €xw TimoTa Kal
Toug mamnddec. Ty, Lov o Lavana; Kat oxéptopat, e Oa Bpebel
KAVELG, Kauld HEpa, va Toug HOVTPWAEL OA0VG avToLg; ITov Ba
TIAEL TILOL AVTY 1] LoToPia, 8€ YOV AEG;

Ta maw kaAd pe tovg avBpwmnovg, §ev pnopw va nw. Onwg
TWpa OV KaBopaote 6w Kal plAdue moAltiopéva. 'atl va
unv eipaote TOALTIOPEVOL Ol AvBpWTIOL PETALV pag; TL €xovue
va xwpioovys;

Na tov AL, otpifel otn ywvid KL €pxetat, Tov BAEnelg; Eival
uépeg mov Sev epdaviCetal. [Ipoxtég cavanépaoe. Kpatovoe
7o TSt oav va *tave okvAakt. Kat Eadpvou kdtL dotpae péoa
Uov, KATL yov Buuioe, to pavtdleoat; Aev Agepa TL. OANn Uépa e
BacdviCe avtn n elkova. ATOG UITPOSTA, TO TSt Miow maoué-
Vo ano to x€pL Tou. Kat o Bpddv apyd, meTTNKA Ao TO KPe-
BatL pov. To Bupndnka! Eivar éva BLpAio otn BLBAL0OKN pov.
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Exw moAAd tétola BLpAia otn BLPAL0OAKN pov. T'ia Ttov XitAep,
Tov MovgGoAivy, Tov EtdAwv. M’ apgoovv. Nay, eivat éva BipAiio
yla tov Koptoak. Tov &€pelg Tov Koptoak; Ba gov Swow ula
uépa to PLPAio va to StaPacelg. Htav natdaywyog. Aéve mwg
nrave omovdaiog, Sev EEpw. IIpémeL va pe ExeL EMNPEACEL, elpat
KLevaioBntog, va mapeL n evyy, 6€ yivetat aAAwg. Towg yv avto
€ywa KL eyw t000 Pabla avBpwmiaTtig. Nat, to BLBAlo €xel kATL
dwtoypadieg tov Koptoak kat o€ pla art’ avtég o I'épo AokTwp,
€TOLTOV aItoKaAovoay, 6€pveL Eva maldi, Eva amo Ta madid Tov,
oTnv teAevtaia pwtoypadia Tov, kaBoddv ya tov BadArapo ae-
plwv. Nat, avtd pov Bvuise. Xa! To pavtaleocar; Na Tov, twpa Ba
ToV 8€Lg, Ba mepAceL artd unmpootd pag kat Ba ocuveyioel yla to
oxoAeio. Nat, o i8tog 0 Koptoaxk eivat o matépag. Oa oov pEpw
™ dwtoypadia va Seig. TIavTa £TAL TUALYHEVO TO €X0LV, UEXPL
Mavw, To maldi, o PAENELS; Zav KouVoLTiSL. AUTOG UTPOGTA,
70 madi miow. IToté ¢ pov Sivovv onuacia, 6Ao0 iola Tpafave.
Ouwg, xteg To TaLdi yvploe mpwtn dopd Kal pe Koitage. Aev
&épw ylati, avaoctatwdnka. Pavotav ALTNHEVO, OTIWG TO TTatsi
Tov Koptoak, ya pov yapoygiace. Zav va aotpade Eva GAag.
To davtdleoat; Oa cov pépw To BLPALO va To Stafacelg. Kat éva
AaAAo, Tov XitAep.
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Translated from Greek by Irene Noel-Baker

I am not a bad person. On the contrary. Very often I surprise
myself. It’s just that... sometimes... I lose my head. I can’t help
it... See them... Look at them... Even here, this bench is often
taken. There’s a woman in a headscarf who just sits staring at
nothing. She comes often. I’d like to tell her to shove off and
leave, why is she here anyway, this is my bench. But it’s my
kindness that prevents me you see. Go somewhere else? It’s
not that easy to change a habit is it?

I'm not a bad person. No. I look after the rose bush on my
balcony almost excessively. Watering every two-three days,
fertiliser for the chlorophyll and flowers. I keep it in a corner
facing the sun, a little out of the wind. In the summer I keep
it outside day and night.

The book? This one? It’s a novel. I like love stories, big books
like door stoppers which I buy second hand from a street
vender with a cart. I always have one with me here to read on
the bench. Hurdles to overcome and problems of every kind,
you know, misunderstandings between two lovers, often
even three, or four. Until in the end the couple reunite, love
triumphs. In love there isn’t room for a third — or a fourth.
Often I get carried away and I don’t want to be a spectacle for
passers-by, you understand. Every two or three pages I close
the book and sit thinking. That’s what love is like, I say. And
I’'m constantly thinking. I do think I'm sensitive. And roman-
tic. And I like the plots. They’re educational...

I’'m not a bad person. No. Even when I was child and my fa-
ther beat me with his black leather belt, Iloved him. Yes, how
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else explain it? And I often ask myself, should I be a bit tough-
er in my life, put my foot down a bit more. That’s what my
mother used to say. That’s why, she said, I never got ahead
in life. But I am too sensitive to put my foot down. Although
always, inexplicably, in fairy tales, only in fairy tales, not in
real life, I would always be on the bad guy’s side. Since Iwas a
child. Can you imagine? Even now. I don’t know why. It’s not
so easy to change a habitis it? I always preferred Gargamel to
the Smurfs, the big bad wolf to the three little pigs. I like car-
toons. I sit for hours on the sofa watching —I also like crisps.
And 1 often dream that one day Gargamel, or just for once the
wolf, will win, one day, once would be enough, to pay back
all the insults.

Ispend the mornings here on mylittle bench. Yes, here where
you see me now. No, the woman with the headscarf doesn’t
come every day. I sit here for hours and think and think. I
like the mist. And the sun - I’'m like a reptile, drawing in a
little energy. This park with its vast birch trees, it gives an
illusion of countryside, that I’'m in a forest, far from the city;
the surrounding apartment blocks disappear. I hear leaves
rustling, rooks cawing in the branches. I watch my breath
whirling chaotically in front of me and feel as if I'm lost in
the fog and the depths of the forest. Does that ever happen
to you? I’'m convinced that this time of contemplation and
reading have influenced the deeply reflective attitude I have
to things.

Yes, I dare repeat it, I'm a good person... I'm not bragging. I
can tell you, having often allowed myself to be humiliated.
But there are times when the blood rushes to my head. How
could it not rush to one’s head? You see them yourself. There
are so many, damn them, and they keep having children,
any amount. They hang around here and there aimlessly, in
a great flock. And what about the others? The ones with dogs,
they’re no better are they? That’s another breed. Instead
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of children, they drag their dogs along. It’s bedlam in the
mornings here. And at night. The dogs bark, they fight, their
leads get tangled. Jewish dogs in a synagogue I tell you! Yes, I
can’t be doing with such people. Is it possible, tell me, to love
animals more than humans? Are such things possible? No, I
can’t be doing with them. And they leave their messes in the
park. What? Not them, their dogs. Look at that mess, on the
roots of the birch tree, look... it’s been there since yesterday,
no one’s picked it up. They have no conscience. And there’s a
person in the flat next door, thinks he’s really someone, has
a dog. It barks the entire time, I get no peace. I keep thinking
I'should throw a poisoned tithit onto its balcony, but I would
feel sorry for it, damn it. On account of my sensitivity you
see. Yes, I don’t like any of them. With gays I don’t have a
problem. Nor with priests.

I don’t like them I tell you. There, like that one there. That
one walking past us now. The one with the worn out coat,
yes him. They’re all the same, how can you tell them apart?
I often watch him. He walks back and forth, back and forth.
And I ask myself, does he have nothing to do in his life?
Let him get a job, why doesn’t he? They come here, make a
nuisance of themselves and... Anyway. In the mornings he
holds a child by the hand, a young child, must be six, seven?
Probably taking him to some state school somewhere. He
doesn’t aimlessly wander this way and that with the child.
He’sin a hurry then. They overdress the little kid, wrap it up
from top to toe, these people can’t take the cold. I have noth-
ing against the child, I love people, but what do they want to
come here for? Can’t they be sent back to their own country?

And yet... There are good people among them. Once one of
them stood up and gave me his seat on the bus. Can you im-
agine? There are some good ones, of course there are, the
truth must be said.
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I don’t think I have issues with people. I rarely quarrel with
my neighbours. But there are one or too I can’t stomach. They
slam doors, put on loud music. One night I dialled the police.
Then they went quiet. The caretaker for our block of flats rang
onmy bell the other day, I didn’t answer - I know why he came.
The people downstairs complaining that water from the rose
pot drips on their balcony. And I can be obstinate, every now
and then it gets to me, ’'m only human, I empty the can onto
the balcony and the water runs down like a cascade.

So I was saying that I can’t stand those people. No. You can
say what you like in their favour, I can’t stomach them. I have
nothing against gays and priests. What? Did I already say that?
And I wonder, is no one ever going to come and round these
people up? Where will this story end, can you tell me?

I get on well with people, I can’t complain. Like now that we
are sitting here together talking civilly. Why shouldn’t we
humans be civil to each other? What is there to fight over?

Here he is again, he’s turning the corner and coming over,
d’you see him? Sometimes he doesn’t show for days. He came
the day before yesterday. Holding the child as if it were a
little dog. And all of a sudden something lit up inside me, it
reminded me of something, can you imagine? I didn’t know
what. All day the image tormented me. He was in front, the
child behind holding his hand. And that night late, I leapt out
of bed. I remembered! It was a book on my bookcase. I have
many such books on my bookcase. About Hitler, Mussolini,
Stalin. I like them. Yes, it’s a book about Korczak. You know
Korczak? I’ll give you the book one day and you can read it.
He was a teacher. They say he was a great man, I don’t know.
He must have influenced me, and I’m sensitive, dash it, it can’t
be helped. Maybe that’s why I’ve become so deeply humane.
Yes, that book had some photographs of Korczak and in one
of them the Old Doctor, that’s what they called him, is pulling

-434 -



Emilios Solomou

a child along, one of his children, in the last photograph of
him, on the way to the gas chambers. Yes, that was what re-
minded me. Ha! Can youimagine? Yes, Korczak is justlike the
father. I’ll bring you the photograph to see. They always have
the child wrapped up like that, top to toe, see it? Like a cauli-
flower. He is in front, the child behind. They never notice me,
just keep straight on. Although, yesterday the child turned
round for the first time and looked at me. I don’t know why, it
unsettled me. It looked sad, like Korczak’s child, but it smiled
at me. Like a flash going off. Can you imagine? I’ll bring you
the book so you can read it. And another one, about Hitler.
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Tanja Stupar-Trifunovi¢

Otac je otiSao. S onu stranu. More je bilo mirno. Prije
trideset godina vodio me je na pecanje. Moras paziti na mamac.
Moras$ paziti na udicu. Da ne spadne, da se ne ubodes. Da meko
meso na njoj ne bude tvoje. Nije lako uloviti ribu. Njeno tijelo
je sklisko i brzo. Hvatas$ je za njenu glad. Kada se zakoprcala
na savijenoj Zicici koja joj je bolno probijala tanku liniju
otvorenih usta neSto se u meni pokolebalo. Zaglavila sam se
izmedu sopstvene strasti lovca i njenog bola koji je skliznuo
u moje djecje srce nesviklo da gleda tuda polagana umiranja.
Otac je gledao u mene, ja u njega. Trajao je trenutak kolebanja
u nama prije nego Sto je njegova ruka uzela koprcavo tijelo,
skinula sa udice, udarila njime o oStru ivicu mola na kojem
smo stajali i ¢uSnula ga u kantu. To mora tako, rekao mi je,
slutec¢i moje dileme. To ti je Zivot. Ili je to bila smrt. Ne znam.
U kanti njeno oko je gledalo nebo. On je bio zadovoljan. Gledaj
kakav smo rucak ulovili nas dvoje, pecarosa.

Ostavljas me. I ja to vidim. Svako ostavljanje za mene je
mala smrt. Puno je bilo umiranja ali ne mogu re¢i da se na to
mozZe navici. Uvijek se ista bol zarine u Zeludac kao noz, kao
sve metafore sa sjeCivima. Onda se popne kao vrelina koja pali
do srca i ruku. Kao neka vatra koja ne grije nego spaljuje sve
pred sobom. Od djetinjstva Zivim s tim unutarnjim groznicama
i povjerujem svakom hladnom dlanu na ¢elu da zna magiju
izljeCenja od ove surove vatre. PoCinjem ti govoriti o pecanju.
O agoniji lovca i ulova. I kako nikad obje gladi ne mogu biti
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zadovoljene. Riblje oci ulovljene u smrti ili moje oci ulovljene
u Cekanju da se uznemiri more trzajima dobrog ulova. Vra¢am
ribu u more i neoprezno pritisnem prstom udicu. OStra bol
prolazi kroz tijelo i shvac¢am taj nagon, trzaje i Zelju da se tijelo
otme od nje.

Danjebioljetni. Svejebilo obi¢no. Turistisuseugrupicama
zbijali oko starih gradevina. Kao da ta drevnost umiruje.
Nesto postoji jako dugo. Nesto svjedoci trajanju. Kao ovaj grad.
Koraci po kamenoj kaldrmi i glasovi. Svako ljeto je isto. Istost
umiruje. Svakog ljeta doci Ce turisti koji nikad ne umiru. Da
hodaju po ulicama grada i fotografiraju nasmijane sebe ispred
gradskih bedema, crkava i kraj obale. Njihova razdraganost
zapljuskuje kao talas. Tako je lijepo ovdje. Ovo je najljepsi
grad. U kudi, jedna fotografija motri na mene sa zabrinutim
oCima, s viSkom tuge ispod obrva, s malom ljutnjom u uglu
ociju, s crnim florom preko ruba koji svjedoci kako Zivot ovdje
prestaje i lako odleprSa na suncu i vjetru kao zmijski svlak.
Cvijece na grobu je uvenulo poslije dva dana. Vrelo je. Niz
lica kapa znoj. Prokleta podnevna Zega. Otac je uvijek dobro
podnosio vruéinu. Nikad mu nije smetalo sunce na ¢elu. Ono
razgoni mrak, razgoni strah.

Nije to to. Nisam ta osoba koja te razumije. PreviSe sam
u sebi. Samo sam odsutni pecaro$ kraj obale. Ne razumije$
Sto ti hoc¢u reci. Moji razlozi i opravdanja su suludi. Moja
oCekivanja su nerealna. Kako mozes$ istovremeno biti i ruka
iudica i ulovljena riba. O kakvoj boli ti govorim. Od prije. Ne
voliS§ more, ni vrué¢inu. Ne Zeli$ i¢i tamo sa mnom da Setamo
uz obalu. More je depresivno zimi, a prevruce je ljeti. Guzve ti
stvaraju nervozu. Mrzi$ turiste. Pa i moje uspomene od tamo i
nisu ba$ lijepe. Ne shvacas zasto Zelim da putujemo skupa u taj
grad. Bolje je da svako ide na svoju stranu. Pokusali smo, nije
iSlo. Ne vrijedi sada raspravljati o tom.
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Prerezi silk. Gotovo je. KaZe otac. Zakacila se udica
negdje, ne vrijedi da vuceS. Polomit ¢e$ Stap. Moras$ paziti da
se ne uplete. Mora$ stalno biti na oprezu. Dosta je za danas.
Idemo kuci. Polako. Hajde, vec je sunce jako. GoriS. Zaboljet ce
te glava. U kanti se, u ritmu s naSim koracima, njiSu njihova
tijela. Klize¢ijedna preko drugih. Mislim kako su njezna riblja
tijela. Dodirujem ih s dje¢jom znatiZeljom, tako meko, toliko
sklisko da su i mrtve pokretne i sklone bijegu. Po dlanovima
sluz i krljust. U meni se mijeSaju prijatnost i neprijatnost. To ce
ostati tako i kasnije.

Dok pokuSavam rukom dohvatiti tvoj dlan neSto hladno
i sklisko mi dotakne koZu i uzmakne. Ne voli§ dodire. Oni te
uznemire. Cine da se osjeca$ kao lovina. Ne vjeruje$ toplini
ljudske kozZe. To je zamka. Treba ti neko tko mozZe razumjeti
kako dvije samoce mogu mirno sjediti jedna kraj druge, ne
doticuci se, ne pokuSavajuci uloviti toplinu koje nema. Sunce
je zaSlo i na dokovima ne peca nitko ve¢ godinama. Mogli
smo Zivjeti mirno, skoro pa i lijepo bez mojih nemogucih
nastojanja. Bez te potrebe da kidam kraste sa sraslih rana i
govorim o moguénosti stvarnog susreta dva bhic¢a. Kao da
Zivim u nekom drugom vremenu. Kao da ne vidim kako svijet
krvari. Kako je svijet trajno umiruce mjesto. Zvijezda koja
pulsira bolom, po povrSini posuta predivnim ukrasima ali
¢im posegnes rukom u tren ili u stolje¢u ili u milijun godina...
Shvacas? Raspe se sve. Nije stvarno nista. A ja kao noj glavom
u jedan san, u jedan te isti san upadam i dozivam te i trazim
tamo. Dok gradovi gore, Citave vjeCnosti se osipaju, planine
lice na trunje odavde, samo na korak dalje. ZaSto traZzim da mi
sve to govori$ kad ne mogu podnijeti ni sasvim obi¢ne stvari.
Svakodnevne. Slomi me rije¢, a virim k tebi. Ne shvacajuci
kako u tvojoj glavi univerzumi prste i rasipaju se kao caSa
koja ti je ispala iz ruke. Tvoj groznicavi glas je govorio kako
dolazi novi rat, psi ga njuSe u zraku, a Jjudi u svojim dusama,
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nemir nadire preko rubova prozorskog okna. Samo ptice su
kao i ja, one pjevaju odu Zivotne radosti nesvjesne kako ona
brzo uzmice. Naivna sam iako poznajem stvarnost, joS mislim
da mogu vuku premazati o¢njake Secerom, pa nece biti gladan.
Svijet je grotlo koje guta.

Gurnuli smo ga urupu. U obi¢nu rupu. Da bude progutan.
Stavili smo ga pod beton. Kao guStera. Ostavili smo ga na
suncu. Strasno je prZzilo taj dan. Govorila sam sebi ali to viSe
nije on. On je list i vjetar i guSter i ptica i drvo pored. Ali
nije to tu Sto leZi. To lagano tijelo u kutiji koje je izjela bolest
vlastitom podmuklom gladu. To tijelo koje me je grlilo dok je
imalo joS snaguizapreminu. Te ruke koje su me stisnule jako,
ta usta koja su rekla budi jaka. To nije viSe on. On je otiSao
odavde. S onu stranu. I nije tu. Na tom ruznom mjestu. U toj
rupi. LiSen moguénosti da zagrli. Da ga zagrlim. On je otiSao
do mora da peca. Vrelina je nepodnosljiva. Njemu ne smeta
sunce. On dobro podnosi vruéinu. Niz sva lica teCe znoj.
Netko jeca. Neka izmaglica od vreline kroz koju klize prizori
kao ribe u kantu. On ih ubacuje. Veseo je. Zar si povjerovala
u sve te privide. Skoncentriraj se. Budi jaka. Mora$ biti
oprezna dok pecas, silk lako zapara koZu, udica ubode, ima
i otrovnih riba. Okrenuo je dlan ka meni sa zastarjelim ali
jo§ dubokim i crvenim ubodima. Kada te ubode riba morski
pauk osjetis toliki bol da Zeli§ sam sebi odsjeéi ruku. Rane
ostaju godinama.

Ne dodiruj me, nesto otrovno Ce iste¢iiz meneiuciutebe.I
nece tibiti dobro. Tise ne zna$ nositi s tim. U meniima taj otrov
skupljen davno. MoZda je tu jo$ od rodenja, kao jedina moguca
obrana od nasrtljivosti ljudske gladi. Ali Sto ako je moje srce
vec porobljeno morskim paukom kojeg sam neoprezno upecala
staviv$i samu sebe za mamac. Govorim ti o ocu, 0 njegovim
ranama na dlanu. O tom kako smo zajedno iSli na pecanje.
I kako si ti moj morski pauk od ¢ijeg otrova mi oti¢u udovi i
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bole. Slusas me prekrivsilice s nekim poluosmijehom iza kojeg
vidim tvoje odsustvo kao veliku praznu sobu po kojoj padaju
moje rijeci. Kao mrtve ribe u kantu. Sklisko i ne doticuci te.
Bolje je daidem kazZe$ipitaS me s vrata a zaSto mi stalno prica$
0 tom pecanju. Jesu ocu zarasle rane od morskog pauka?

Jesu. Kad je otiSao s onu stranu.
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Tanja Stupar-Trifunovic¢
Translated from Bosnian by Amira Sadikovic

Father has gone. To the other side. The sea was tranquil.
Thirty years ago, he took me fishing. You have to watch the
bait. You have to watch the hook. To make sure that it doesn’t
fall off, that it doesn’t prick you. That the soft flesh on it is not
yours. It’s not easy to catch a fish. Its body is slippery and fast.
You’re catching its hunger. As it wiggled on the tiny, curved
wire that pierced painfully the thin line of its gaping mouth,
something in me relented. I was stuck between my own hunt-
ing passion and its pain, that slipped into my infant heart,
unaccustomed to seeing slow deaths of others. Father looked
at me, I looked at him. Our reluctance lingered for a moment,
before his hand reached for the wiggly body, pulled it off the
hook, hit it against the sharp edge of the pier we were stand-
ing on and tossed it into the bucket. It has to be this way, he
said, sensing my dilemma. That’s life for you. Or was it death?
I don’t know. One of its eyes stared at the skies from inside the
bucket. He was pleased. Look at the lunch the two of us, fisher-
men, hunted today.

You’re leaving me. And I see it. Any departure is a small
death for me. There’s been so much dying, but I can’t say that
it is possible to become accustomed to it. It’s always the same
pain that pierces your stomach like a knife, like all those met-
aphors with blades. And then it climbs, like heat that burns
your heart and your arms. Like a fire that does not keep you
warm, but scorches everything in its path. Since I was a child,
I’'ve been living with this inner fever, and I trust any cold palm
that touches my forehead that it knows the magic of healing
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from this cruel blaze. I start telling you about fishing. About
the agony of the hunter and the prey. About how it is impossi-
ble for both hungers to be satisfied, ever. The eyes of the fish,
caught in death, or my eyes, caught in the waiting for the sea
to ripple from a good catch. I return the fish to the water and
I accidentally press the hook. Sharp pain flashes through my
body and I understand the urge, the wiggle, and the desire of
the body to snap away from it.

It was a summer day. Everything was so ordinary. Groups
of tourists were gathering around old buildings. Their age
seemed to be soothing. Something that has been there for so
long. A testimony of existence. Like this city itself. Steps on
the cobblestones, and voices. The same thing every summer.
Sameness is soothing. Every summer, tourists who never die
appear again. And walk the streets of the city and take photos
of their smiling selves in front of the city walls, the churches,
and the shore. Their joy floods up like a wave. It is so beau-
tiful here. This is the most beautiful city. At home, a photo-
graph stares at me with concerned eyes, with surplus sadness
under the brow, with a tiny bit of anger in the corner of the
eye, with a black ribbon over the edge, confirming that life
stops here and that it drifts away, carried by the sun and the
wind, like the fine skin shed by a snake. The flowers on the
grave withered within two days. It’s hot. Sweat drips across
the face. Damned midday heat. Father always tolerated heat.
He never minded a bit of sun on his forehead. It chases away
darkness and fear.

That’s not it. ’'m not the person who understands you. ’'m
too withdrawn. Just a pensive fisherman by the shore. You
don’t understand what I'm trying to say. My reasons and ex-
planations are insane. My expectations are unrealistic. How
can you be the hand and the hook and the caught fish, all at
the same time? What kind of pain am I talking about? The one
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from before. You don’t like the sea, you don’t like the heat. You
don’t want to walk with me along the shore. The sea is depress-
ing in the winter and too hot in the summer. Crowds make
you nervous. You hate tourists. Even my memories about the
place are not so pretty. You don’t understand why I want us to
go there together. Better that we part ways. We’ve tried and it
didn’t work. No point in talking about it now.

Cut the line. It’s over. Father says. The hook got stuck, pull-
ing it is pointless. You’ll just break the rod. Just be careful, it
may get tangled. You must always be careful. It’s enough for
today. Let’s go home. Easy now. Come on, the sun is scorch-
ing already. You’re burning. You’ll get a headache. Their bod-
ies sway in the bucket, following the rhythm of our footsteps.
Sliding one over the other. I think about how delicate the bod-
ies of the fish are. I touch them with childish curiosity: they
are so soft and slippery that even dead, they seem to be trying
to escape. Slime and scale on the palms of my hands. Comfort
and discomfort mix inside me. This will stay on.

AsItrytoreach your hand with my fingers, something cold
and slippery touches my skin and moves away. You don’t like
to be touched. It upsets you. It makes you feel like prey. You
don’t trust the warmth of human skin. It’s a trap. You need
someone who understands that two solitudes can sit calm-
ly side by side, without touching, without trying to catch the
warmth that isn’t there. The sun is up and no one has been
fishing at the docks for years. We could have lived quietly,
even almost nicely, without my impossible ambitions. With-
out this need to pick the scabs off the wounds that have healed
and to speak about the possibility of two beings to truly meet.
As if I were living in a different time. As if I don’t see how
the world is bleeding. How the world is a permanently dying
place. A star pulsating with pain, with beautiful ornaments
sprinkled across its surface, but as soon as you reach out with
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your hand, in a moment, or in a century, or in a million years...
See? It all falls apart. It is nothing, really. And I, like an ostrich,
keep shoving my head into one and the same dream, calling
out and looking for you there. As cities burn, eternities erode,
mountains crumble like specks of dust, just a step away. Why
do I want you to tell me about this, if I can’t handle even the
most ordinary things. Everyday things. Words break me, and
I keep looking towards you. Not understanding that universes
in your mind scream and explode like a glass slipping from
your hand. Your feverish voice said that a new war was com-
ing, the dogs of war could sniff it in the air, and people could
feel it in their souls; the unrest was flooding the windowsills.
Only birds were like me, singing and ode to the joy of life, una-
ware of how quickly it was seeping away. I am naive, although
I know the reality, I still think I can offer a bit of sugar to a
hungry wolf and stop its hunger. The world is an abyss that
swallows everything.

We placed him into a hole. An ordinary hole. To be swallowed.
We put him under concrete. Like a lizard. We left him in the
sun. The sun was blazing that day. But it’s no longer him, I kept
saying to myself. He is a leaf and a lizard and a bird and the
tree nearby. But he is not that which is lying there. That light
body in the box, eaten by the cunning hunger of disease. It is
the body that embraced me while it still had the strength and
the volume. Those hands that held me tight, that mouth that
told me to be strong. That is no longer him. He is gone. To the
other side. And he is no longer here. At this ugly place. That
hole. Deprived of the possibility to embrace. Of the possibility
for me to hold him. He’s gone fishing at the shore. The heat is
unbearable. He doesn’t mind the sun. He tolerates heat well.
Someone is sobbing. Some kind of heat haze that images slip
through, just like the fish into the bucket. He tosses them in.
He is cheerful. Did you really believe all those illusions? Fo-
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cus. Be strong. You have to be careful when you fish, the line
can cut into your skin, the hook can prick, there are poison-
ous fish. He turns his palm towards me, showing old, but still
deep, red pricks. When a sea spider stings you, the pain is so
strong that you want to cut your own hand off. The wounds
take years to heal.

Don’t touch me, something poisonous may run from me into
you. And it won’t be good for you. You don’t know how to han-
dle it. There is poison in me, gathered long ago. Perhaps it’s
been there since I was born, as the only defence from the on-
slaught of human hunger. But what if my heart has already
been captured by the sea spider I caught by accident, placing
myself as bait? ’'m talking about my father, about the wounds
on his palms. About how we used to go fishing together. And
how you are my sea spider, whose poison makes mylimbs swell
and hurt. You listen to me, covering your face with an incom-
plete smile, behind which I can see your absence, like an emp-
ty room that my words roll across. Like dead fish in a bucket.
Slippery, without touching you. I should go now, you say, and
you ask me from the door, why do you always talk about fish-
ing? Have father’s wounds from the sea spider healed?

Yes. After he went to the other side.
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A Féldikutya Eve
(allatmese a Rohadt allatok-ciklusbol)

Noémi Szécsi

A Vakond egy hatalmas U betd alsé hajlatdban fészkel6dott,
vigyazva, hogy bele ne szoruljon. Az O bet{ibe pontosan ezért
nem mert volna beleiilni, a még sziikebb G-be pedig végképp
nem. Fekete barsonyt viselt, mint mindig, 6ltozete nem az em-
1ékév iinnepélyes megnyitdjanak szolt. Asélabat igyekezett
koénnyedén nekiérinteni a telefon monitorjanak, ami mar igy
istele volt karcolasokkal. Kedvenc social media oldala ugy nyilt
meg, hogy rogton a f6nokét abrazolo lehetd legelénytelenebb,
politikai ellenfelei dltal el§szeretettel haszndalt fénykép toltotte
be a képerny6t. A dugig tomott pofazacskoju Horesog szajabol
vetémag csurgott, alatta pedig ez a f6cim volt olvashato:

A Horcsog az anyjat is meg...

A tovabbolvasashoz kattintani kellett, de a Vakondnak ennyi
is elég volt, szempillantas alatt ugy leizzadt, hogy bele kellett
torolnie a jobb mellsd 1abat a fekete bundéjaba, nehogy meg-
csusszon az érint6képernyo6n. Csak ezutdn nyomta meg a gyor-
starcsazora allitott harmadik szamot, ami az aktudlis n6sté-
nye és a fénoke szama utan kovetkezett. Nyelt egyet, hogy ne
érz6djon a hangjan az ingertltség.

—Ez a hir? Azt hittem, hogy a kerités ellen tiltakoznak.
—Valtoznak az érzékenységek — vadlaszolta a sajtds gliziiegér.

Az 6 hangjaban inkabb tandacstalansdg érz6dott, mint inge-
rultség. Még betanitas alatt allt, de a Vakond meghbizott ben-
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ne. Kizarolag giiziit érdemes felvenni gyakornoknak, hiszen
kicsi, ezért csak apranként lop, és olyan keveset visz egyszerre
haza, hogy nem banté a szemnek. Rdaddsul szorgalmas is, dol-
gozik, mint az allat.

— A metoo hashtag virusként terjed — folytatta a glizliegér. — A
fénok régi beszédének videdja nyomdan sokan posztoltak aldo-
zatként elszenvedett élményeiket. Nem gondoltam volna, hogy
ilyen sokan...

—Ugyanazt a videot posztolod a fénok oldalara — szakitotta fél-
be tiirelmetleniil a Vakond. — Diktalom a szoveget: ,»Szegények
voltunk, de szerettiik egymast...«. Oszinte vallomas egy nehéz
gyermekkorrdl. Hallgassa meg a vezérink csatlakozas alkal-
mabol tartott beszédét. Mi valt valora a Biokertek egyesiilésé-
rél szétt alombdl.” Es igy tovabb, blablabla. Ne higgyék, hogy
van rejtegetnivalonk. — Aztan séhajtva bontotta a vonalat.

Akarhanyszor jart itt, sosem tudott igazan belefeledkezni a
franciakertbe, ahol id6ro6l idére az Orcanic GARDENS UNITED valo-
gatott allatreprezentdnsai osszegytltek. Az uiléseket ilyenkor
az Orangerie-ben tartottdk, hiszen februarban még birhatd
volt az iveghdz, nyaron sajat leviikben parolédtak volna meg
ott az allatok. A Vakondnak sosem szorakozast, hanem mindig
a munkat jelentette a Jardin Européen. Ezért most killon oriilt,
hogy tél van és a fakd gyep meg a fagyott fold nem csabitja 6n-
feledt 4sasra. Ahogy faradtan az éles télvégi napfénybe nézett,
a kert bejarataul szolgald barokk diadalkapun allo gy6zelmi
szekér mintha az Apokalipszis négy lovasanak alakjat cltotte
volna. A Hoditas, a Haboru, az Ehinség és a Halal megtestesi-
t6i. Killonosen rossz dmennek gondolta 6ket most, kozvetleniil
a Foldikutya Evének meghirdetése el6tt.

— A faji diverzitds jegyében az OGU 2018-ra meghirdeti a Foldi-
kutya Evét — harsogta gy6zedelmesen a hangoshemondo.

A Vakond mar sietve az Orangerie felé iramodott volna, de ol-
dalrol négy ujj furodott hengeres testébe.
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— Hogyan kommentalja a kertvezetés szévivGje a Horcsogrol
legutdbb el6kerilt videot?

A Vakond végigmérte az utjat all6 erészakos himet. Egyszert
varosi patkdny volt, amelyik egy-egy fontos ligy érdekében
a végs6kig kitart, de amugy barmilyen dogot elfogyaszt, és
szukség esetén végez a maga fajtajaval is. Vérbeli ujsagiro.

— Ez egy szovegkornyezetébdl kiragadott idézet — mondta
a Vakond pikirten, de azért orilt is, hogy nem a keritésrél
kérdezik.

A Patkany az iPhone-jan keresgélt, majd egyrészt udvarias-
sagbol, masrészt udvariatlansaghol a Vakond arcaba nyomta
az eszkozt. A kdsds, imbolygd képeket a hatsé sorokbdl vehet-
ték fel. A Vakond emlékei szerint azon a csatlakozasi maja-
lison itt a kistestli ragadozodk alltak. A tavolsag olyan gyatra
hangmindéséget eredményezett, hogy a kozzétevdk feliratoz-
ni kényszertultek a Horcsog beszédét. Vagyis azt a mintegy
30 méasodpercet, amit kivagtak bel6le: JEn is népes alomba
szllettem, rdaddsul egy kiégett tsz-ugar kozepén. Apdm napi
négy kilométert gyalogolt a majorsagi magtarig. Szegények
voltunk, de szerettiilk egymadast. Anydmat csak akkor ettiik
meg, amikor az aszdlyos nydr utan kilénosen kemény tél ko-
szontott be...”

A Vakond megdllitotta a felvételt.

- Dr4ga uram - nézett hunyorogva arrafelé, ahol a Patkany
csillogo fekete szemét sejtette. — Ne mondja nekem, hogy még
soha nem evett egy falatot egyetlen rokonabdl sem! Egy-egy
kemény tél utan. Hol nétt fel maga, csatorndban? Vagy vidé-
ki gyerek? Latom az éhes tekintetén, hogy valami elnéptele-
nedett szocialista iparvaros katyus betonutjain kéborolt tires
hassal... - bl6ffolt a Vakond, mert nemcsak hogy nem olvasott
mas allatok tekintetében, de el sem jutott a szemkontaktusig. A
fajt ugyan felismerte, de a masikbol igy sem latott tobbet, mint
egy szurke szdrcsomot.
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A Patkany arcdn nem mutatkoztak érzelmek. - Hagyjuk a
szarmazastant. Most nem rélam van szo — jegyezte meg jéghi-
degen.

A Vakond azon vette észre magat, hogy visszakivanja azt a né-
hany héttel ezel6tti incidenst, amikor a féndke egyik Twitter
uzenete miatt kellett magyarazkodnia, amelyikben azt taglal-
ta, hogy az igazi him attdél indul be igazan, ha a n6stény sz6rze-
te dusabb, mint az ové.

- Barkivel megtorténhet.

—Barkivel igen. De a Horcsog a kozosség vezetdje. Utoljara kér-
dezem: mit idézhetek 6nt61?

A Vakond mdr bedugta az 4sélabat az iveghaz szell6z6nyila-
sanak résébe, hogy kifeszitse.

— Szegények voltak, de szerették egymadst — vetette oda és el-
fordult.

Az OGU bevett standardja szerint a kiillonféle nyelveken ugyan-
arra a fogalomra vonatkozd elnevezések tapétaminta-sze-
rlien boritottdk a molinot: Erdhund, zemni Kutsche, szlepecz,
mole-rat, Blindmaus, foldikutya. A pédiumon all6 rét szérzeti
professzor az elsd ismert tudomanyos igényl szakmunka, Az
Foldi-kolokri’ korai foldikutya-reprezentdcidjarol értekezett.
Az el6adast olyan monoton hangon olvasta fel, hogy Horcsog
mar alig tiz perccel a konferencia megkezdése utan laposakat
pislogott, bagyadtan nézegette a telefonjan a hirfolyamot az
asztal alatt.

A Vakond a Horcsog mellé telepedve figyelte, hogy a profes-
szor — akinek a pezsg@siuiveg zarodraotjabol hajlitott fémkere-
tes szemuiveg olyannyira entellektiielkiils6t kdlcsonzott, hogy
nem is tlint fel, hogy 6 maga is foldikutya — ekdzben zarasként
az évszazadokon at tarté rendszerszerd elnyomdsrol és a tobb-
re hivatott faj szabadsdgvagyarol beszélt. A Vakond érdek-
16dve nézte a kivetitén megjelend archiv felvételeket. Ezeken
emberek bokdosték bottal, dobtak vizbe, vagy zartak ladaba
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a sivalkodo, zokniszerd lényeket, amelyek kétségteleniil ki
akartak onnan torni, tehat szabadsagvagyukat nem lehetett
kétségbe vonni. O természetesen mar rég nem hivta ket lené-
z6en ,,zokniknak”, mint a Biokert miiveletlenebb fajai. Akad-
tak a baratai kozt is foldikutydk, és elismerte a tehetségiiket a
mivészetekben. Amikor Soil, a féldikutyak leghiresebb, bar
korlatozott hallasu divaja rekedtes hangjan azt énekelte, hogy
»ozemem el6tt egy hartya”, a Vakond lelkének 6sszes hurja bel-
eremegett.

Persze ha igazdn Oszinte akart lenni magaval, benne is éltek
el6itéletek a foldikutydkkal szemben. Gyakran jutottak eszé-
be a Brehm-lexikon kozismert sorai: ,,A foldikutydk nagyon
emlékeztetnek a vakondra, de arcuk széles és tompa; a va-
kondnak minden kellemetlen tulajdonsagat atvették, a hasz-
nosakat azonban nem.” Ebb6l fakad6 blintudata viszont még
fokozottabb nagylelkiliségre sarkallta, ha roluk volt szd. A f6l-
dikutyak kozott a lelkekbe éptilt kisebbségi komplexust ki-ki a
maga maodjan dolgozta fel: volt, aki otthagyta a mély jaratokat
és vakondos alliiroket vett fel, vagyis nyakra-fére feldugta a
fejét; masok akkor is leucodonnak akartak latszani, ha torté-
netesen microphthalmusnak sziilettek, csak hogy tarsadalmi-
lag eggyel feljebb pozicionaljak magukat. Megint masok pedig
éppen ellenkez6leg, abbdl csindltak haborut, hogy nyiltan,
sallangmentesen és a maga teljességében éljék meg a foldiku-
tyasagot: az ,0seik jarataiban kaparva” félig siiketen és szinte
teljesen vakon dongoljék kemény fejiikkel a talajt, akar négy
méter mélyen a fold alatt, joforman semmiféle kapcsolatot
sem tartva a kulvilaggal.

- Sundznam - bokte meg a Horcsog a Vakond oldalat és a ha-
talmas Kkivetitén megjelen6 World Press természetfoto felé
biccentett, amelyen egy patakbdl kitdpaszkodé fiatal n6stény
vizes bundaja sokat sejtetéen a testére tapadt. — Szeretem, ha
egy ndnek narancssargak a fogai. Azonkiviil a zoknicsajok
nincsenek annyira tulfiiggetlenedve, mint a néstényhorcso-
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gok, a szexben is haldsabbak, odaaddébbak. Bar az fura, hogy
csinalni csak sotétben sze...

A Vakond undorodva elfordult. Kapora jott, hogy a levezetd el-
nok kadvésziinetet hirdetett. Azzal kecsegtette a résztvevoket,
hogy az asztalokon a foldikutya-gasztrondmia inyencségeibe
kdéstolhatnak bele, amelyek a kelet-eurdpai konyha minden
kedvel6jét el fogjak elblivolni rusztikus izeikkel, keresetlen
egyszeriiségiikkel. Erre persze tobben megvetfen azt mond-
tak, hogy ez csak szeletelt sdrgarépa. Vakond kozben magaban
halat adott, hogy a fénoke ezuttal legalabb nem akar felszdlal-
ni, hogy lezoknizza a foldikutydkat, csdmcsogva részletezze,
hogy mire valok a néstényeik, dicsérje magat, hogy a betola-
kodok ellen emelt keritéssel vagta félbe az él6helytiket, a ke-
ménykezl kertvezetés hasznardl dradozzon, vagy nem min-
den célzas nélkul megkérdezze a kozonségtdl, hogy melyek
ezen a tajékon az 6shonos fajok. A Vakond a legutébbi diploma-
ciai csucs alkalmavalis vet6dve verte le a mikrofont, miel6tt a
vezér kimondhatta volna, hogy ,élettér”.

Most faradtan az tivegfalnak dolt. Egyrészt arra gondolt, hogy
ha egyszer innen hazajut, nem teheti meg, hogy felmond és vi-
dékre koltozik, hiszen mar réges-régen vidékre koltozott. Mdas-
részt eszébe jutott az a ndstény, akit indulas eldtt er6szakkal
a jarataiba vonszolt majd folddel temette be a kijaratot. Vajon
él-e még, talalt-e valamit enni a hideg talajban, esetleg kidsta
magat? Ez a kellemes gondolat néhany masodpercnyi felidi-
lést jelentett. J6 lenne elfordulni ett6l a 1élektelen, kegyetlen
kozélett6l és csak a szerelemnek élni, révedt el, de a hangosbe-
mondo6 mdr a szaporoddsi kerekasztalra hivott.

»A Kkolonialista korszakban egyetértés volt abban, hogy a f6l-
dikutya kartékony allat ugyan, de szerencsére nem szapora”,
kezdte a keynote speaker, egy hipszterszakdllas mormota. ,De
hihetiink-e még a civilizacid épit6i kontra kerti kartevék bina-
ris oppozicidjaban,” tette fel a feszit6 kérdést, mikozben a je-
lenlevd ragesalokat az utddnemzés pszicholdgiai, szocioldgiai,
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gazdasagi, valamint politikai vetiileteinek vizsgalatara buzdi-
totta. A Vakond latta, hogy a Horcsog, aki felvillanyozva tlt be
a programra, kissé elkedvetlenedik, mikor a mormota azzal
fejezte be vitainditdjat, hogy a foldikutydk szaporodasanak
modjarol még mindig nagyon keveset tud a tudomdny. A kert-
vezér unalmaban a telefonjat kezdte babralni, mikézben mads
szakért6k vették at a szot, azon sajnalkozva, hogy hidba t6ltik
a foldikutyandstények az életiiket nagyrészt tétleniil a sotét
lyukakban, két kicsinynél tobbnek csak ritkan adnak életet.
Mivel lehetne ezt a nagy multu és §shonos fajt rdvenni, esetleg
kényszeriteni a szaporasagra, himmaogtek az tiveglapoktol fel-
erdsitett téli napsiités tiveghdzi bezartsag keltette melegében.
Mivel tobb allat is téli dlmat szakitotta meg a szerencsétlen
idépontba kitizott konferencia miatt, senki sem volt kiillonds-
képpen szenvedélyes vagy eleven.

Hirtelen éles pattands hallatszott, mintha egy tiveglap hasadt
volna meg.

Az tiveghaz oldalat torték be kiviilrdél, faltoré kosként haszndl-
va egy odakint felejtett dcskalapacsot. Egy csapat ndstény fol-
dikutya szerzett valahonnan egy fél par sziirke emberi zoknit,
amit kitdbmtek valamivel, és festékszordval rafujtak, hogy MY
BODY, MY CHOICE. Ezt pdalcdkra szurva a fejik folé emelték
és korbehordoztak. Kisvartatva kidertilt, hogy megvan a szur-
ke zokni parja is: arra a tiintet6k szogesdratot tekertek és fel
akartak gyujtani, mikdzben azt skandaltak, hogy ,,El6helyiink
hatarvonal”. A Vakond lesapadt a fekete barsony alatt. A meg-
rémiult k6zonség egymadst taposva spriccelt szét a langra kapo
zoknik eldl.

—Vanra esély, hogy agyonverjék egymast? — érdekl6dott a Hor-
cs0g, mikozben az Orangerie munkatdrsai és testérei személy-
védelmi okokbol egy haszndlaton kivili kdlyhakiirtébe gyo-
moszolték. — Nem értem a militdns hangulatot. En kifejezetten
békiilékeny hangot iitdttem meg — nyomta a Vakond aprdcska
szemei elé az imént posztolt iizenetét: Régen a keleti
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foldikutyakat néztiik le, de megszoktuk 6ket, vannak ndluk ta-
szitébb, NEM OSHONOS fajok #foldikutyaéve #fajmentés #hajrd-

zoknik #dugjatoksokat

A Vakond tul volt a szégyenen, mar csak a vandorkiallitasra és
az abba beledlt koltségvetésre tudott gondolni. Néman szede-
gette a méregdraga nyomdatechnikaval kinyomtatott tdbla-
kat, amelyeket a foldikutya éve alkalmabdl hoztak ki OGU-s
pénzbdl. Mire visszatért a 12 hét fogsdg cimii mozifilm plakat-
javal és a foldikutya foldrajzi elterjedésének térképével — ami
egyébként érthetetlen okokbdl pontosan egybeesett az egyko-
ri Oszmdn Birodalom kérvonalaival -, a Hércs6g mar egy kidl-
litasi panelen aludt édesdeden. Teljes testével takarta annak a
19. szdzadi kelet-eurdpai polihisztornak az arcvondsait, aki
el6szor szentelt tudoményos figyelmet a foldikutyanak. Igy
csak a hata ivében volt olvashato a latin felirat: Gaude natura

Europeana, quae talem tulisti!
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The Year of the Mole-Rat

(a fable from
the “Rotten Animals” cycle)

Noémi Szécsi
Translated from Hungarian by Peter Sherwood

Mole had ensconced himself in the hollow of a huge letter U,
having taken care not to get wedged in. Fear of getting stuck
was the reason he hadn’t dared risk the letter O, and least of
all the even more constricting niche of the G. As ever, he wore
black velvet, though not in honour of the opening ceremony of
the anniversary year. When he tapped the screen of his phone
with his broad foreclaw, he tried to do it as gently as possible,
since it was already covered in scratch marks. His favourite
social media page opened with the least flattering photograph
imaginable of his boss, the one preferred by his political ene-
mies. It showed Hamster’s mouth, his cheek pouches stuffed to
bursting, dribbling seed corn, and bore the caption:

Hamster is a right mother-...

You had to click to read on, but for Mole this was quite
enough, in a flash he was drenched in so much sweat that
he had to wipe his right foreclaw on his black fur to make
sure it didn’t slip on the touchscreen. Only then did he press
anumber on his speed dial, the third after that of his female
and his boss. He swallowed hard to avoid sounding irritated.

“Is that all the news? I thought they were protesting about
the fence.”

“Sensitivities are changing,” replied Steppe Mouse, the press
officer.
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The latter’s voice suggested puzzlement rather than irritation.
He was stillin training, but he enjoyed Mole’s confidence. Only
steppe mice were worth hiring as trainees, as they are small
and thus embezzle only piecemeal, taking home so little at any
one time that it never puts anyone’s nose out of joint. Moreo-
ver, they are industrious: they work like a horse.

“The #MeToo hashtag has gone viral,” Steppe Mouse went on.
“Since that video of the boss’s speech turned up, there’s been
a spate of posts about victims’ experiences. I didn’t think
there’d be so many...”

“You’ll post the same video on the boss’s page,” Mole cut in
impatiently. “This is what the soundtrack will say: ‘We were
poor, but we loved one another... A searingly honest account
of a difficult childhood. Listen to our leader’s speech on the
occasion of our admission. How so many of our dreams about
the unification of the organic gardens have been realised.’
Etcetera, etcetera. No one must think we have anything to
hide.” Then, with a sigh, he hung up.

Though he often went for a stroll there, he never felt he could
truly relax in the formal garden, the regular venue for the
meetings of ORGANIC GARDENS UNITED’s chosen animal rep-
resentatives. The sessions would be held in the Orangerie, asin
February the glasshouse was still tolerable, while in summer
the animals would be stewing in their own juice. For Mole,
the Jardin Européen invariably meant work rather than pleas-
ure: he was especially gratified that it was winter, so that the
dull turf and frozen soil didn’t tempt him to indulge in una-
bashed digging. As he screwed up his weary eyes in the sharp
winter sunlight, it seemed as if the chariot atop the baroque
triumphal arch that served as the entrance to the garden rep-
resented the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse, the very em-
bodiments of Conquest, War, Famine, and Death. He thought
them particularly unfortunate omens just now, as the Year of
the Mole-Rat was about to be proclaimed.
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“OGU dedicates 2018, the Year of the Mole-Rat, to ethnic diver-
sity,” the loudspeaker blared out triumphantly.

Mole would have scurried off in the direction of the Orangerie
but felt four fingers jabbing into the side of his cylindrical body.

“Any comment from the garden leader’s spokesman about the
video that’s recently come to light?”

Mole eyed up the insistent male barring his way. He was an un-
sophisticated urban rat, one of those prepared to chase down
an important story to its bitter end, yet willing to consume
any corpse, if necessary even one of his own kind. A journalist
through and through.

“This is a quotation ripped out of context,” said Mole, stung, but
at the same time pleased not to have been asked about the fence.

Rat scrabbled around on his iPhone and then, partly politely,
partly impolitely, thrust the device in Mole’s face. The blurred
and unsteady images must have been taken from somewhere
near the back. To the best of Mole’s recollection on the May Day
celebrating the accession this was where the lesser predators
had been standing. Because of the distance the sound was of
such poor quality that Hamster’s speech had had to be subti-
tled. That is, for the 30 seconds cut from it: “I too was born into
a large litter, moreover in the middle of waste ground in an ag-
ricultural co-operative. My father had to trek four kilometres to
the manor’s granary. We were poor, but we loved one another.
We ate my mother only when the summer drought was followed
by a particularly hard winter...”

Mole stopped the screening.

“My dear sir,” he said, blinking in the direction he suspected
Rat’s gleaming black eyes to be. “Don’t tell me you have never
taken even a bite out of one of your relatives!? After ‘a particu-
larly hard winter’, indeed. Where were you brought up? In a
drain? Or are you a country kid? I can see from your lean and
hungry look that you wandered the potholed roads of some de-
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serted socialist industrial town with an empty belly...” Mole
was bluffing, because far from being able to read others’ fac-
es, he couldn’t even get as far as making eye contact. Though
he could make out the species, all he could actually see of the
other was a bundle of grey fur.No flicker of emotion crossed
Rat’s face. “Spare me your genealogical ramblings. This is not
about me,” he said frostily.

Mole suddenly found himself wishing he were back at the
time of that incident a few weeks earlier when he had to ex-
plain away one of his boss’s tweets claiming that an alpha
male is really turned on only when the female’s fur is thicker
than his own.

“It can happen to anyone.”

“To anyone, yes. But Hamster is the leader of the community.
For the last time: can you give me a quote I can use?”

Mole already had his foreclaw in the ventilation duct of the
glasshouse, ready to prise it open.

“They were poor, but they loved one another,” he said blithe-
ly, and turned away.

In line with OGU accepted practice, the walls of the tempo-
rary stands were plastered like patterned wallpaper with
versions of the same term in various languages: Erdhund,
zemni Kutsche, szlepecz, mole-rat, Blindmaus, foldikutya. The
russet-furred professor on the podium was lecturing on the
early representation of the mole-rat in the first extant schol-
arly treatise devoted to it, On the Ratte-Pupp. He droned on in
such a monotone that Hamster found himself blinking with
heavy lidded eyes hardly ten minutes into the conference,
idly following his phone’s newsfeed under the table.

Settling down next to Hamster, Mole watched as the professor
— whose metal-rimmed spectacle frames of champagne-cork
wire lent him such a scholarly air that no one realised he was
himself a mole-rat — was concluding his talk by referring to
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the “systematic oppression of the species down the centuries”
and “the yearning for freedom of a species destined for higher
things”. Mole watched the archive footage on the screen with
interest. The images showed humans poking the squealing
creatures with sticks, throwing them in the water, or incarcer-
ating them in crates that they obviously wanted to break out
of, so there could certainly be no doubting their yearning for
freedom. He, of course, no longer called them by the degrading
term “socks”, like the less educated species in the Organic Gar-
den. Some of his best friends were mole-rats, and he readily
recognised their achievements in the arts. When Soil, the most
famous, though aurally challenged, mole-rat diva, sang in her
hoarse tones that “There is a cataract over my eyes”, it felt as if
every string in his heart were being plucked.

Of course, were he to be entirely honest with himself, he too
had his prejudices about mole-rats. He often had occasion to
recall the well-known lines from Brehm’s Tierleben: “Mole-
rats closely resemble moles, but their faces are broad and
stubby; they have adopted all the latter’s unpleasant quali-
ties and none of their useful ones.” However, so great was his
resultant sense of guilt that he felt impelled to be excessively
tolerant when they cropped up in conversation. The inferior-
ity complex deeply embedded in the mole-rat soul was pro-
cessed by each in their own way: there were those who for-
swore the depths of their burrows and put on moles’ airs and
graces, bobbing their heads up and down heedlessly, while
others wanted to look like leucodons even if they happened
to have been born with microphthalmus, simply to position
themselves one rung higher on the social ladder. Yet others,
by contrast, took up the cudgels by living a life of mole-rat-
hood simply, openly, and to the full: “burrowing in the path-
ways of their ancestors”, hard of hearing and virtually blind,
they pummelled the soil with their heads as many as four
metres deep underground, maintaining barely any contact
with the outside world.
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“I’d give her a good seeing to,” said Hamster, elbowing Mole
in the ribs and nodding in the direction of the enormous
World Press photo on the screen, which showed a young fe-
male clambering out of a stream with her wet fur clinging
suggestively to her curves. “I like it when a woman’s teeth are
orange. And then, unlike female hamsters, sock chicks hav-
en’t gone all women’s-libby, they’re more appreciative when
you have sex, more passionate. Though it’s odd that they only
like to do it in the da...”

Mole turned away in disgust. The chair’s announcement of
a coffee break came not a moment too soon. He invited the
participants to sample the delicacies of mole-rat gastronomy
displayed on the tables: their home-made taste and unpre-
tentious simplicity were sure to beguile every aficionado of
East European cuisine. Of course, many scornfully pointed
out that what he was proffering was just sliced carrot. Mole,
meanwhile, thanked his lucky stars that at least this time his
boss was not intending to hold forth and disparage mole-rats
by calling them socks, to go into juicy detail about what their
females are really for, to shower praise on himself, saying
how he had sliced their homes in two by building a fence to
keep out intruders, to go into raptures over the need for firm
garden leadership, or to remind his audience, without put-
ting too fine a point on it, which species were indigenous to
their region. At the most recent diplomatic summit, too, Mole
had had to make a grab for the microphone before the leader
could utter the words “living space”.

He leaned against the glass wall; he was tired. On the one
hand, he reflected that if he ever managed to get out of here, he
couldn’t resign and move to the countryside, for he had moved
to the countryside a long time ago. On the other hand, he re-
membered the female he had dragged down into his burrow,
whose entrance he had then stopped up with soil. Was she still
alive, he wondered, did she find herself something to eat in the
frozen ground, or had she perhaps even dug herself out? This
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happy thought raised his spirits for a moment or two. How
wonderful it would be, he mused, to be able to turn one’s back
on the soulless, brutish world of public life and live just for
love, but the loudspeaker was already summoning everyone
to the reproductive round table.

“Under colonialism it was generally held that although the
mole-rat is a pest, it is, fortunately, not prolific,” began the
keynote speaker, a marmot with a hipster beard. “But how
long can we continue to maintain this binary opposition be-
tween builders of civilisation and pests of the garden?” he
asked in an urgent tone, at the same time calling upon the ro-
dents present to consider thoroughly the psychological, socio-
logical, economic, as well as political aspects of reproduction.
Mole could see that Hamster, who had been galvanised at the
beginning of the session, was beginning to flag as the mar-
mot concluded his keynote by saying that science still knew
all too little about the biology of mole-rat reproduction. The
garden leader was so bored that he began to fiddle with his
mobile when other experts took the floor, expressing their
regret that even though female mole-rats spent much of their
lives doing little or nothing in the darkness of their burrows,
they rarely brought forth more than a couple of offspring.
How, they wondered out loud, trapped in the heat generated
by the winter sun’s rays and intensified by the walls of the
glasshouse, might it be possible to persuade, or perhaps even
compel, this ancient and autochthonous species to be more
prolific? As many animals had interrupted their hibernation
to attend this poorly scheduled conference, no one was par-
ticularly enthusiastic or even animated.

Suddenly a sharp crack could be heard, as if a sheet of glass
had shattered.

The glasshouse had been broken into with a discarded wood-
en mallet used as a battering ram. A pack of female mole-rats
had got hold of a grey human sock somewhere, stuffed it full
of something, and spray-painted it with the words MY BODY,
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MY CHOICE. As they marched, they held it aloft on the ends of
sticks. The other sock of the pair soon materialised: the pro-
testers had twisted barbed wire around it and were about to
set it ablaze while chanting in unison: “Take your claws/off
our homes!” Mole blanched under his black velvet. The terri-
fied members of the audience trampled each other underfoot
in the scramb]e to flee the blazing socks.

“Any chance of them battering one another to death?” Ham-
ster inquired as, in the interests of safety, the staff and secu-
rity guards of the Orangerie bundled him into the chimney
stack of a disused stove. “I am at a loss to understand this
militant mood. I struck a distinctly peaceful note,” he said,
thrusting before Mole’s tiny eyes the text he had just posted:
Once we looked down on the mole-rats from the east, but we
got used to them; we now have more repulsive, NON-INDIGE-
NOUS species to cope with #yearofthemolerat #saveourspe-
cies #hurrahforsocks #screwalotMole was past all shame and
could now think only in terms of peripatetic exhibitions and
the huge budgets they entailed. Silently he gathered up the
ultra-high-quality posters for the Year of the Mole-Rat that
they had had printed at enormous expense with OGU money.
By the time he returned with the poster of the film Twelve
Weeks a Slave and the map showing the geographical extent
of the mole-rats’ habitat — which, by the by, happened myste-
riously to coincide exactly with the extent of the former Ot-
toman Empire — Hamster was sleeping like a baby on one of
the exhibition panels. His bulk obscured the entire outline
of the nineteenth-century East European polymath who was
the first to devote scholarly attention to the mole-rat, leaving
visible, in the arch of his back, only a line of Latin: Gaude
natura Europeana, quae talem tulisti!

(Translator’s note: The gravestone of Pal Kitaibel (1757-1817), after whom the European copper skink,
Ablepharus kitaibeliiis named, bears the inscription: “Gaude Hungaria quae talem tulisti")

English translation © Peter Sherwood 2018
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lToguHata e 1246. bbiarapckusar ap Muxau II AceH cegu B
TPOHHATA 3aJia ¥ CHUJIHO HCKAa [ia Cce II0Yellle, HO I'0 e cTpaxX. B
JeTcKaTa My IJIaBa ce BbPTAT KaKBU JIX He MUCJIH. U1 ToH cH
IpeAcTaBs MUCIHUTE CU KaTO PUOKU B MaJabK, OUCTHP BUP.
[I1yBaT U ce CTpPeJIKAT, CECHKHUTEe MM II0 IIICBhYHOTO JBHO Ca
TOJIKOBa QUHU U KPaCUBH, a CAaMOTO JBbHO Ha BUpa IIpUJIAYa
Ha MpHca Ha OKOTO Ha OHOBAa MOMHYe, KOeTO pab0oTH B KyXHsI-
Ta Ha JBOpera... AX, KaKBH Xy0aBH Hellla UMa Ha TOS CBAT...
U1 moxaTo CM MUCJIM 32 MUCJIMTE CH KaTo 3a pUOKH, TOM ce yc-
IIOKOSIBA U CTPaXx0BeTe MY Ce pas3cerdBaT 3a MUT, HO II0CJIe ITaK
MY CTaBa CTPAIITHO. 3aI[0TO CaMO IIpey Mecell II0 3aIl0Be[
Ha Malika My ca yousu npenguinHud nap — Kosmomas I Aces,
KOUTO MY berrre...

O, Tocriogu ¥ BCUYKU CBeTHUH! — TOUM MU Geltte 6paT! BSpHO OoT
I pyra Maiika, HO TaTKO HU 6ellle eJUH U ChII. BeTUKUAT 11ap
UBaH AceH II Hu Gerrte 6aiia. 3Hauu 6s1xaMe 6pats! U MmosgTa
MarKa OTpOBH Mo 6par, 3a /1a ctaHa a3 nap! JKaako 3a MoM-
4eTo, 6ellle Ha... TaJIu UMalile 12 TomMHU? — TaKa ce IIUTa Ijap
Muxaui U Tpellepy U KO 3Hae KakK U 3alll0 CBbp3Ba yOUU-
CTBOTO Ha IPUPOJIEHU CU 6paT CbC Chpbeka, KOUTO U3IIUT-
Ba. CbpOU Io 1o MUIITHUIIATA, KaTO Ye ObJIXa Ce e 3aBpsija
TaM, II'bJI3H U Xalle: IIpokiieTa 6bjIXa, YyMaTa Jja s TPbIIIHe,
Xarle KaTo 3JI0 KyJe... — TaKa Cl MUCJIU [jap MuUxauia u My e
CTPAIIIHO, 3aIl0TO CH MHCJIH OIlle, Ye aKo Ce I1oyellle, MOXKe 1
Hero Jla OTPOBAT... TA HUMa OpaT My... TaKa Jie, IPUPOJEeHUST
My 6pat KosiomaH I He ro y6rMxa TOUHO 3aI[0TO Oellle feTe?
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Hsamarte ¥ 12 ToqUHY, ¥ CUTYPHO OIlle He e MOXKeJI [1a Ce Bb3-
I'bpoKa U [ja He ce Yellle, KoraTo Io 3acbpou? A fia ce yelrlen B
TPOHHATAa 3aJI1a, TOeCT — Ha Hal-Ba>KHOTO U 6JIECTSIII0 MICTO
B I'bpKaBaTa —TOBa € HUKAaK He e I[apcKa II0CTHIIKA, HaIHu
TaKa?! Bb3pacTHHUTe 3a TaKKBa Hellla yOMBaT, HaJIu Taka...?

Qy

MalikaTa Ha HeIl'bJIHOJIETHUA [[ap Muxau II AceH — MprHa
KoMHUHa, IblllepdTa Ha eIUPCKUd AeciioT Teomop KoMHUH
CelU B CBOsITa TalHa CTas ¥ MMa HepasIoso)KeHue. Bue 11 ce
CBAT U U ce IOBpBINa. [Ipes Hed CTOM Mas'bK IlepraMeHTOB
JIUCT, 4 Ha HEeT0 € U3IIHMCAHO CJIeJHOTO CTUXOTBOPEHUE:

...IIpecusilina u npekpacHa, mu Kamo AyHa npobAsCHA

om eoHa 2paduHa uygeme, pail 6oxcecmeeH, mu, uapuue!

ITo npupooda cu kpacuga, umawl Kunpeua ce npeiecm,
Kamo casHUe Had 3ee30ume 60U C AbHA HA Kpacomama...

CTUXOTBOPEHUETO UM XapecBa, IIOCBETUJI U IO € HIKOH CHU
AHJIpOHUKHUH, poMeNCcKU nucaTes. /la, oie ¢bM XybaBa U
CTpOMHa, TaKa CH e — Ka3Ba CU pHrHa U BB3[UIIa, 3aI0TO
M e MBbUYHO. MBYHO U €, Ye I1s1j1aTa Tasi XybocCT Tpsg6Ba ja 6'bjie
rnorpebaHa B Bwirapus, CKpuUTa IIOJ, BIOBUIIKUTE [pPeXH,
CII0TaeHa B CyMpaKa Ha KaMeHHUTe KOPUJIOpPU Ha TOsI Mpa-
4YeH [[apCKHU JABOpeIl; a MoXKellle Jja rpee B KOHCTaHTHUHOIION!
U 11 cTaBa ol1le I0-JIOIIO U Ce CTpaxyBa OT TOBA IIPHUJIOIIaBa-
He, YaK [I0csira KbM 3BHbHUETO /1a BUKHE IIPUBOPHUS JIeKap.
CbMHeHHe s pa3sHK/ia — JaJId ¢ ToBa IUCMO He ca s OTPOBU-
au? YyBajia e MHOTO UCTOPUU 3a TOBA, KaK apabuTe (I'bK U
eIIUPIIUTE U I'bPIIUTE) MOKEJIU JIa HAIIpaBsAT OTPOBA, KOITO
Jla Te OTPOBU CaMO KaTo $1 JOKOCHeIll. Hama3sBaT IIpefMeT C
Hesl, UJIU II'bK IIPOIIMBAT XapTHUsTa U CJef TOBa s U3Cyllla-
BaT... U KaTo IIUIIHEII C BJIa)KHUTE CU IPBCTHU — OTpOBaTa
OTHOBO Ce pa3TBaps U IIPOIIUBA B KO)KaTa... 3aToBa — Ka3Ba
cu MpuHa U ce yCMUXBa CTpaHHO — TPsibBa BbPXY XapTUATa
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Ja € HaIllMCaHO XY6aBO CTUXOTBOpPeHHE — 3a /1d Ce€ Pa3BBJIHY-
BaUeTANIHUAT U Ia Ce OBJIA’>KHSAT OT Bb/IHEHHUE IIPBCTUTE MY...

O, TOBa ca MHOIO JIOLITM MUCJIX — Ka3Ba CHU Ifapuna MpuHa u
ce OIIMTBA [1a Ce CeTHU KaKBO e fJia 0T CyTpUHTa. AMU gal —
10X Kallla € I'bIla Mac, a MacTa e TeXXKKa, II'bK MOoJKe U [ia e
6uia rpaHscasa... CHTypHO OT TOBa MU Ce Ta/ii TaKa U MU ce
BUe cBAT! [la cbM 6peMeHHa — He ¢bM! Ta HaJIu KaTo CIIUM C
nucapd CaMapyi U 1oJi3BaMe TOs IiIp Cpellly 3abpeMeHsBa-
He, KOMTO o HaIllpaBU MapKapUHBT-IeynTes batep?! 3Hauun
II1e e OT KalllaTa ¢ Mac — HgMa 0T KaKBO APYyro Ja e...

U MpuHa ce 3aMUCJId KaK Ja 0)KeHU cuHa cu Muxaui II AceH
3a HAKOS IOAXOAIA eBoMKa ¢ IIpouyT 6aifa... Ko jiu fa
O0ble TOM? — 3aMHUCIIA ce puHa — faju fa He 6b1ie PocTuc-
JaB Muxanja0BUY, KHI3bT Ha YepHUTOB? Tol nMa Xxy6aBUU-
Ka npllepd — AHHaA PocTuciiaBHA... A pyCHaI[UTe ca MHOTO
CUJIHU U BUHAru IobejkjaBar, a ca 1 6oraTu. XM, Ka3Bart, ye
OMJIM U MHOT'O 0OpU JII60BHUIIU... HO KaKBU Ipy6UsHU cal
MupumiaT BUHaru Ha puba u 6bpIiaT phijeTe cCU B Opagu-
Te cjef KaTo Ce HaXpaH4T... Ta HajIk ca HacJIegHUIIU Ha BU-
KyuHrute! CKaHZUHABCKU BapBapu. Bapary, Taka UM BUKaT
B KOHCTaHTUHOIIOJ.

Ho a3 mpK KaKBO ChbM Ce 3aMHCJHJIA 3a OaliaTa, KaTo Iie
>KeHsI CHMHa CH 3a JblllepsdTa — yCMHUXBa ce MpuHa — U Bce
MakK, BCe IaK... KAK'BB JIH € TOS PyC, PH>K MBK... C TOJISIMa, MU-
puielia Ha puba 6paza, rpyd U CUJIeH... MOIIleH U JUB KaTo
Meuka — MprHa NpUMHKaBa U CU MHUCJIH KOJIKO KOBapHa U
MIOXOTJIMBA € BCHITHOCT. M CHII0 CU MHUCJIH KaK BBHOOIIe He g
e CpaM OT TOBA... 13U TBa Aa’ke U3BECTHO CaMOJ[0OBOJICTBO OT
Tog $akT. U mak ce ycMuXBa U IIpUMUKaBa. U cu IIOMUCIIA,
4ye 6U OMJIO peaHO Aa ce moMoJsiu Ha l'ocmop 3a mpoika. Ho
T'ocriof ITbK KaKBO 0OII[0 KMa C MOHAPCUTE U C TEXHUTE I10-
XOTJIUBU MUCIIHU?

Ay
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AnHa PocTuciiaBHa, I'bIllepsl HA YePHUTOBCKU A KH3 PocTHC-
JlaB MUXalJIOBUY U Ha MajiKapcKaTa IIpruHIleca AHHA, cec-
Tpa Ha YHTapcKus KpaJ besa IV, cei B cTandyKaTta CH B JIBO-
penia B IlTabair, B MauBa, B cpefilaTa Ha CPBOCKUTE 3eMU, Ha
KOMTO cera 6alrja U1 e BjajleTesl U pasrjie)ka Majkara craTy-
eTKa Ha boropoguria.

Jlasuy 6alia MU I11e Me Jajfie 3a )KeHa Ha HIKOU Xy6aB MOMBK?
— MUCJH CH C TUXO BBJIHeHUe Td. — Ho Ja e TaKbB...ChC
CUHU 0YH, CBC 3JIATUCTH KOCH... KATO MOMYeTaTa OT poja Ha
mmpababa MHu? A Hasu npa6a6a mu I'epTpyza oT MepaHUs OT
CBOf CTpaHa — I10 MallyWHa JIUHUA — e 0T pojia Ha BeTuHU-
Te? A BeTUHUTe ca HaW-TOJISIMaTa repMaHCcKa paMHUIns, KOsi-
TO Baazee TropuHrus, Kooypr u l'oTa... I'bK ca U eJHU TaKU-
Ba — CHHEOKHU, He)KHU, BUCOKH, IIPUJIMYAT Ha aHresu... He
Ca YepHOKOCH U HUCKHU KAaTO BCUYKHU MBKe TYK, Ha U3TOK...
W mbK TaTKoO Ille Me faZie Ha HAKOM ’K'BbJIT U KPUBOKpPaK
MoHTOJIel? Hayiu cera MOHTIOJIIIHTE Bede ca B Igya EBpora,
3aBJIafsgBaT... MHOI'O Ca CHUJIHU U CTPAIIHU... CTUTHAJIH Ca 10
ITosra m ca 4 3axariajy 3apaBo, 0X, KaKBO IIle CTaHe C MeH?
KaxkBo 111e cTaHe ¢ Tag cTapa EBporia ¥ TUsI HO8U MOHTOJIITH...?
ITbK a3 He UCKaM Jja ce OM'b>Ka 3a MOHTO0JIEL], a 3a pyco MoMye!
OX Kak UCKaM pyco MOMYe, 61JjIa CbM Ollle MaJjKa, I'ocriony,
HO U Cera HeIlo Ce CBUBA B CJIaOMHWTE MU KaTO CH MUCJIA 3a
pycu MoMueTa... IpocTH MU 'ocriofy ¥ TU boropopuiie, ToBa
He e JIU IPgX... TaKa IIPUSATHO Jjla MU OTMaJIsiBa B CJIaOUHUTE?
Ho 'bK MOHTOJIITUTE 6UJIM MHOT'O CUJIHMU... /lajIv II'bK TOYHO
KaTo CHU IIOMMCJIA 38 MOHTOJIIIUTE U TEXHUTE MOMUeTa He
MU CTaBa TaKa CJaagKo ¥ He MU IIPUMaJIsiBa HUCKO 10Jy? OX,
o0bpKaHa e MosiTa AyIia... MOHTOJIIIUTE MUPHUIIIEJIN Ha KOHe
U OIIUTOMSABAJIHU COKOJIH... OX MeuTas CH 3a PyCcOo ¥ BHCOKO
MOMYe, PyCO ¥ BUCOKO MOMUe... TepMaHel] UJIH QpHu3sHell... HO
KaK CHUJIHO Me IIPUBJIMYa MUCHJITA 38 €JUH JUB, KPUBOKPaAK
MoHTOoJIel]! 'HycC Me e, HO B CBHIIIOTO BpeMe MU CTaBa elHO Ta-
KOBa — MHOTO CTPAaHHO... IPUATHO e KaTo 4ye ju?! Te He ca
KPHUBOKpPaKH, ['oCIIOfM ITPOCTH, €CTECTBEHO Ue He ca. Jlake He
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6uBa /1a MUCJISI TaKa — I'psx e... Ho Bce Mak, Bce nax... IIpocTo
MYCKYJIUTE Ha KpaKaTa HM ca MHOTO Pa3BHTH OT SI3/IEHETO, a
elHU TaKHBa MYCKYJIECTH KpaKa, eTHH MBXKHU Oefipa KaTo
’KeJISI30 MeK/Ty MouTe 6Gefipa... OX, IpoCTH MU Boropogurte,
IIPOCTH MH...

Qw

Asnbepxr II, HapuuaH HeromHus, cuH Ha XatHpux III CBeT-
Jermuil — mapkrpad Ha MariceH u mapkrpad Ha JIyKuria,
LajleyeH OpaToBuUe] 110 MaW4yMWHA JUHUA Ha AHHA PocTuc-
JIaBHA, AbIepd Ha PocTtuciaB MuxaijoBu4y, KHA3 Ha Yep-
HUTOB U BJIaJieTes Ha cpbbcka MauBa, ceZl Ha HOLITHOTO CH
I'bpHE U pasMHUILIABA. ETO — Ka3Ba CH — 0KeHHUX Ce 34 Tasd
CUITUJIMAaHKa, 3a Maprapera. OxeHux ce...ld kakso? /la, 11pa-
BUJIHO. A3 cJIefi OHOBA I1a/laHe OT KOHS, He CbM MHOI0 06Bp
KaTo M'bXK... He Me OMBa B JIETJIOTO, 110 fAgBosuTe! TpucTa 1s-
BoJiu! 3aTOBa M MU BUKaT AJI6M HerogHusd, Taka MU BUKaT
cpex Hapoza... A He CU JaBaT CMeTKa KOJIKO ChbM HeltacTeH. U
3aTOBAa a3 ce 0’KeHHX 3a Hesd, 3aI1I0TO a3 ChbM HeroJleH MbXK, a
TS € TPO3HA... € He e TPO3Ha, HO KOM JIX I'bK OU g B3es? Bceku!
— 111e Kaykete. Ta Ha/Iu e gpilepsa Ha uMieparop?! Ha umire-
paTopa Ha CsellleHaTa PuMmcka uMiepusa @pugpux. Ho ToBa
He 11 IIPeYy KaTo Ce yCMUXBa Jla IpUI00UBa TAKOBAa OTBPATH-
TeJIHO pUbelKo uspaxeHuel... /la, uHaue e Xxy6aBo MOMUYE...
He e rposHo... I'spuTe 11 Ca MaJKHU, UMa MaJIKO M'bX, ThMeH
MBX — II0 TOpHAaTa ycTHa... KakTo u 1a e — ToBa MOXKe Jja ce
IperabTHe... HO U3 BCHUKU eBPOIIEICKU JBOPOBE Ce CMEST
U IIyIIyKaT — KaK KaTo ce ycMUuXHeJsia Tag Maprapera U 3a-
IIpUINYBaJja Ha COM... UJIU Ha IIlyKa..0p, He IIOMHS Beue Ha
KaKBa puba pasmpasnsixa, ue 3allpujandBasa. U Koro nmpuHy-
I1Xa Jja ce OKeHU 3a Hesd? AnbepxT Heromuus! Taka Mu ce
mazgal /la He CbM IIaIaJ OT TOI UAHUOTCKU KOH!

A a3 ToJIKOBa XapecBaM OHas pomelika... O, boxke, mpocTu
MH... HIMaM IIpaBo Ha TaKaBa JII000B, a3 UCKaM /ia CbM YHCT
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npepn Tebe, HO Tasl CTPOMHA CHAra... U Tas OpHeHTaJICKa Kpa-
coTa, TH rojieMH ennupcky oun! MprHa KomHuHa! MpuHa...
Kaxk 1o IrpbIIKH 3BY4H, KaK OITUAHSABA KAaTO I0’KHO BUHO UMe-
To u! /la, BoxKe, cera cu mpecTaBsIM KaK — aKO caMo 3a e/lHa
HOIII Ce II0SIBY TS — KAaTO aHreJI B CIIaJIHATa MU — U Ce IIIMYT-
He TI0J 6ajsIfaXyWHa... ¥ a3 Ille cTaHa 0THOBO AJibepxT ’Kpebe-
11a, Anbepxt CunHUs, AnbepxT Becemorbinusa e3maul Huimo
Ye O6MJIa CTapa, KaKBO KaTo e ctapa?! CUTYpHO e He II0BeUe
oT 40! ToBa 03HauaBa, 4ye e OIIUTHA... U € BIOBHUIIA, TaKa Ue
TOBA He e Ipsx, Hauu l'ociogu? ETO, a3 ¥ U3MPATUX ITUCMO...
CtuxoTBOpeHUe. Taka HallpaBUXMe [1a U3JIe3e, Ue BCe eJHO e
HaIlMCaHO OT HAKaKbB POMEMCKHU IoeT. HapekoxMe ro Mai
AnppoHuKkuH. Xa, cMerrHo! MoJis Te, 'ocioiy, TaHO ¥ Xapeca
CTUXOTBOPEHUETO, a Ollle II0Beye — AaHo Aa mopeiictsal Ta
HaJIU 0 HallOUXMe 3aeJIHO C IIPUABOPHUA MarbOCHUK Of0 C
JIr000BeH esuKcup! ChABpIKaJI U 0JIeaHLbP, U MaHAparopa,
¥ OeJlaloHa M KaKBO JiK He! OT Hero Ha KeHHUTe UM OMeKBa-
Ju Kpakara! E, I1ogBsBaJio ce 1 jieKo rafieHe... Ho ompenesieHo
CcTaBaJIM MHOTO I0-/TI00BE0OHJTHH. ..

Boske, HUIIO He Mora /ia CBBpIlla B TOBa I'bPHE, 0TKaK ITaJHaX
C KOHSI U YBpeJUX ONalllHaTa CU KOCT UJIU TaM KaKTo I'o Ha-
pryaT rafiHUTe JIeKapd — U HUTO B JIEIJIOTO Me 6HUBa, HUTO
Ha I'bpHeTO... AnbepXT HerogHus, Bi1azieTes Ha Xy6aBHUs Ipaf
Matricen! I1py, ama de cbpbal

O, boxke, ciegBaIOTO ITUCMO, KOETO IIe U3npars Ha MpuHa
KoMHMHa 111e e HaII0eHO C OlLe I10Beye eJIMKCUP. U B Hero 111e
pasKpusd, ye CTUXOTBOPEHUETO e OMJIO OT MeHe... A He OT Hi-
KaKbB CU TaM poMeMcKH noeT! 1 Torasa T4 Ie ce BJIOOHU B
MeH, Hasiu ['ocriogu? Y1 — o, HaIIpaBo He cMed 1a CU ITIOMUCI
— ToraBa MO>Ke J1a U3MUCIUM ¢ O0 HIKOS 0TBapa U J1a OT-
POBHUM HEMHUS MaJbK U IJIyIIaB CUH, O'bJITAPCKUA Ilap Mu-
xauJj AceH... U a3 fa ce oXeHd 3a Hed... M fa cTaHa 11ap Ha
obJsrapute! A, cTaBa JIK Taka, a [ocmogu? A pasipassT, ye
O'bJITapKuUTe 6UIU Xy6aBHU... IIdy, 3a11[0 Me JIMIIU 0T MBbKKa
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cuia I'ocrion, a Me [apH C TOJIKOBAa MHOTO >KejlaHUe? Bilasne-
TeJs Ha brirapus, MbX Ha eIlrpcKa IIpUHIleca M HacTOodIa
IjapuIia Ha 6bjarapure... MHOro npusaTHO 3By4uu! CamMo Tps6-
Ba /la mpeMaxHa U Mapraperta, Tag puba! A Ka3BaT, ye TaM, B
Bbirapus, ToTBeJIM U MHOIO Xy6aB OBeH, II'bJIHEH C MaJKU
IeTJIeTa, a Te OT CBOA CTpaHa — II'bJIHEHU C BapeHU AHIla,
Ha KOUTO XBJITHIUTE OUIN U3BaJleHU, CMeCeHU C KUMUOH,
C 3eXTHH, C YeChH U BBPHATHU 06paTHO. B aitrtaTta! 1 BCUUYKO
TOBA — IOTBEeHO C yucTo Macso! Ox, pasmeuTax ce... /la cTa-
BaM, TaKa UJIY MHAUe HUILO HAMA [ja CBBPIIa Ha TOBA HOIITHO
repHe. TpsAbBa /1a ITocpeliHa OHOBA CMEITHO KOHTe, OypPryH/I-
ckud rpa¢ duamIm I, KOMTO UMa HaMepeHHe a Ce 0’KeHHU 3a
AnHa PocTuciaBHa, Makap 4e 6allfa ¥ TBBHPAO € pelluJI fa
s OM'BKH 3a MaJIKAS O6bJTapcku map Muxaui II AceH, Tos,
IleTO e CHH Ha MosTa prHa, ¥ KOT0TO a3, ako e peKbJi I'ocriop,
II1e IpaTs ¢ MAaJIKO CIelfuaJjJiHa oTBapa Ha HeberTo... ax, Upu-
Ha! U Taka fie, 111e BUZUM KaKBo IIle cTaHe!

Ciyra, UsHeCcU I'bpPHETO, IIpasHo el
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Translated from Bulgarian by Christopher Buxton

The year is 1246. The Bulgarian tsar Michael II Assen sits in
the throne room and really wants to scratch, but he’s scared.
In his child’s brain all kinds of thoughts revolve. And he ima-
gines his thoughts like little fishes in a small crystal pool.
They swim and dart, their shadows over the sandy bottom
are so delicate and beautiful, and the very bottom of the pool
looks like the iris in the eye of that girl who works in the
palace kitchen... Ah what beautiful things there are in this
world... And while he thinks of his thoughts as little fishes,
he calms down and his fears are diverted for a moment, but
then again they become terrifying. Because just a month ago
on the orders of his mother, they murdered the previous tsar
—Kaloman I Assen, who was his...

Oh Lord and all the Saints! — He was my brother! True from
a different mother, but our father was one and the same. The
great tsar Ivan Assen II was our father. That means we were
brothers! And my mother poisoned my brother, so I could be-
come tsar! Sad for the boy, he was... was he even 12? — this is
what tsar Michael asks himself and trembles and who knows
how and why he links the murder of his natural brother with
the itching that he feels. It’s itching in his armpit, as though
a flea has butted in there, crawling, biting: accursed flea, the
plague smash it, it bites like a bad dog... That’s what tsar Mi-
chaelis thinking and he feels terrified, because he also thinks
that he can’t hold back from scratching when it itches. And to
scratch in the throne room, is to say — in the most important
brilliant place in the kingdom - that this is not at all a kingly
activity, is it?! Grown-ups Kkill for these things, don’t they...?
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The mother of underage tsar Michael II Assen — Irena Com-
nena, daughter of the Epirus despot Teodor Comnenus - sits
in her secret room and is unwell. She’s giddy and sick. Before
her eyes is a small page of parchment, and on it the following
poem is written:

Beautiful and radiant, like the moon effulgent

a flower from one garden, godly Eden, your Majesty!
Natural beauty, you have bubbling charm,

Like a sun above the stars you watch with a ray of beauty...

She likes the poem, dedicated to her by some Andronicus, a
Byzantine writer. Yes, I'm still beautiful and slender, that’s
a fact, Irena tells herself and sighs, because she’s sad. She’s
sad, because all of this beauty has to be buried in Bulgaria,
hidden under a widow’s weeds, lurking in the murk of stone
corridors in this dark royal palace; and she could have shone
in Constantinople! And she feels even sicker and is scared
by this deterioration, even stretches towards the little bell
to call the court doctor. Suspicion eats her up — whether this
letter wasn’t poisoned? She’s heard a lot of stories about this,
how the Arabs (but also the Epirians and Greeks) can make a
poison which can act even if you just touch it. They smear the
object with it, or they soak the paper and after that they dry
it... and when you touch it with moist fingers — the poison dis-
solves and seeps into the skin... That’s why... Irena tells her-
self and smiles strangely, a beautiful poem has to be written
over the paper —so as to thrill the reader and have her fingers
moistened in excitement.

O these are very bad thoughts, Irena tells herself and she tries
to remember what she’s eaten from the morning. Oh well yes!
I ate porridge with goose fat, and the fat is heavy, it could even
have been rancid... It must be this that’s turning my stomach
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and making me giddy! As if 'm pregnant - I am not! When I
sleep with the scribe, Samari don’t we use that contraceptive
sulphur made by that Magyar healer, Bayer! That means it’s
from the lard porridge — nothing else it could be from...

And Irena wonders how to marry her son, Michael II Assen
to some suitable girl with a famous father... Who could he be?
Irena wonders: could it be Rotislav Mikhailovich, prince of
Chernigov? He’s got a beautiful daughter — Anna Rotislavna...
And the Russians are really strong and always victorious, and
they’re rich too. Hmm, they say that they’re really good lovers
as well... But what brutes they are. They always stink of fish
and they wipe their hands in their beards after they eat... Ha-
ven’t they descended from Vikings! Scandinavian barbarians.
Varangian - that’s what they’re called in Constantinople.

But me, what have I thought about the father, as I’'m going to
marry my son to his daughter, Irena smiles, and yet, and yet...
what kind of man is this blond, ginger man with a big beard
smelling of fish, rough and strong... powerful and wild like a
bear. Irena grimaces and thinks how treacherous and lustful
she really is. And she also thinks how she is not at all ashamed
by this... She even feels a certain satisfaction at this fact. And
again she smiles and grimaces. And she thinks that she ought
to pray to God for forgiveness. But then what has God to do
with monarchs and their lustful thoughts?

&\

Anna Rotislavna, daughter of the Chernigov prince Rotislav
Mikhailovich and the Magyar Princess Anna, sister of the
Hungarian king Bela IV, sits in her chamber in the Shaban
Palace, in Machva in the middle of the Serbian lands, now
ruled by her father, and gazes at the little statue of the Virgin.

Is my father going to give my hand to some handsome lad? she
thinks with a quiet thrill. But will he be like this... with blue
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eyes, with golden hair... like the boys from my great-grand-
mother’s clan? And wasn’t my great-grandmother Gertrude
of Merania, on her side, from the maternal line, from the
Wettin family. And the Wettins are the biggest German fam-
ily who rule in Thuringia, Coburg and Gotha... as well as be-
ing blue eyed, gentle, tall, looking like angels... they’re not
black haired and short like all the men here in the east... Or
then maybe my father will give me to some yellow bow-leg-
ged Mongol? Aren’t the Mongols now ruling over the whole
of Europe... they’re really strong and terrifying... they’ve
reached Poland and they’ve sunk their teeth in hard, oh what
will happen to me? What will happen to this old Europe and
these new Mongols? But I don’t want to marry a Mongol, I
want a fair haired lad! Oh how I want a blond boy, I might
be young, Lord, but something in my loins stirs me up as I
think of blond lads... forgive me Lord, and you Virgin Mary,
isn’t this a sin... this feeling of such pleasant weakness in my
loins. But then Mongols are so strong... But if when I think
particularly of the Mongols and their lads don’t I feel the
same sweet weakness down below? Oh my soul’s confused...
Mongols smell of horses and trained hawks... oh ’'m dream-
ing of a blond tall 1ad, blond tall lad... a German or Frisian...
but how strongly I’'m attracted to the idea of a wild, bow-leg-
ged Mongol! I feel sick but at the same time something comes
over me like — really strange... as if pleasant somehow? They
aren’t bow-legged, Lord have mercy, of course they’re not.
I shouldn’t even be thinking like this - it’s a sin... But even
S0, even so... it’s just that their leg muscles are so developed
from riding, and such muscly legs, and such manly thighs,
like iron between my thighs... oh forgive me Blessed Virgin,
forgive me...

Qv
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Albrecht II, nicknamed the Degenerate, son of Henry III the
Illustrious, margrave of Meissen and of Lusatia, distant cous-
in through the maternal line of Anna Rotislavna, daughter
of Rotislav Mikhailovich, prince of Chernigov and ruler of
Serbian Machva, sits on his night chamber pot and ponders.
There, he says to himself, I married that Sicilian, Margare-
ta. I married... and what? Yes right. After that fall from my
horse, I'm not very good as a man... Not up to it in bed, dev-
il take me. Three hundred devils! That’s why they call me
Albrecht the Degenerate, that’s what they call me through
the land... and they don’t care how unhappy I am. And this
was why I married her, because I'm a damaged man, and
she’s ugly... well not ugly, but then who would have had
her? Everyone! You’ll say... Isn’t she an Emperor’s daugh-
ter? The Emperor of the Holy Roman Empire, Frederick. But
that doesn’t stop her smile taking on such a disgusting fishy
look!... Yes, otherwise she’s a pretty girl... She isn’t ugly... Her
breasts are small, she’s got a little fuzz, dark fuzz - on her
upper lip. Well whatever — this can be swallowed... Butin all
the European courts, they laugh and whisper how when she
smiles, this Margareta looks like a catfish... or like a pike...
Oof, I don’t remember now what fish they reckon she looks
like. And who did they force to marry her? Albrecht the De-
generate! That’s what falls to my lot! If only I hadn’t fallen
from that idiotic horse!

But I like that Byzantine so much... Oh God forgive me... I
have no right to such a love, I wish to be pure in front of You,
but that slender waist... and that oriental beauty, those huge
Epirian eyes! Irena Comnena! Irena... how Greek it sounds,
how her name intoxicates like southern wine! Yes God, now
I'mimagining how -if only for one night she appears -like an
angel in my bed chamber - and snuggles under the canopy...
and I would become anew Albrecht the Stallion, Albert the
Strong, Albert the all-powerful rider! It’s nothing that she’s
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old, so what if she’s 0ld?! She’s certainly over 40! That means
she’s experienced... and she’s a widow, so that won’t be a sin,
will it God? Here I sent her a letter... A poem. We worked it
so that it came out as if written by some Byzantine poet, I
think we called him Andronicus. Ha, funny! Please God, she
likes the poem, and even more, it works on her. Didn’t we
soak it with a love potion, me and the court wizard Odo.
It contained oleander and mandragora and belladonna and
goodness knows what else! Women’s legs loosen up from it.
Ey, there’s a slight nausea... but they certainly become more
lubricious.

Lord, I can’t do anything in this chamber pot, from when
I fell from the horse and damaged my tail bone, or there
whatever the bloody doctors call it — so I’'m no good in the
bed or on the pot... Albrecht the Degenerate, ruler of the
beautiful city of Meissen! Phew! What bad luck!

Oh God the next letter I send to Irena Comnena will be
soaked in yet more potion. In it I'll reveal that the poem was
from me... And not from some Byzantine poet! And so she’ll
fall in love with me, won’t she Lord? And - oh I can scarce-
ly dare to think it — then I can think up with Odo some in-
fusion and poison her small stupid son, the Bulgarian tsar
Michael Assen... And I will marry her... And become tsar of
Bulgaria! Does that work, eh Lord? And they make out that
Bulgarian women are beautiful. Phew, why did God deprive
me of virile strength, while giving me so much desire? Rul-
er of Bulgaria, husband of an Epirian Princess and present
Tsaritza of Bulgaria... It sounds really nice! I just have to
get rid of Margareta, that fish! And they say that there in
Bulgaria, they cook really lovely sheep, stuffed with small
chickens, which in their turn are stuffed with boiled eggs,
from which the yolks are taken out, mixed with cumin, ol-
ive oil and garlic and then put back. Into the eggs! And all
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of that cooked with pure butter. Oh I'm in dreamland... Let’s
get up, one way or another I'm not going to do anything on
this pot. I have to meet that comical dandy, the Burgundian
Count Philip I, who wants to marry Anna Rotislavna, even
though her father is absolutely determined to marry her to
the little Bulgarian Tsar Michael II Assen, that one who’s
the son of my Irena, and whom, if God agrees, I will send
to Heaven with a little special concoction... ah Irena! Well
anyway, we’ll see what will happen.

Page, take away the chamber pot, it’s empty!
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Ispred prodavnice suvenira, na dugackim stepenicama, ¢utali
su kao zaliveni. Terasa Albertine pruzala im je pogled na
zgradu Opereihotel Zaher,izmedu kojih je kloparao fijaker pun
japanskih turista. U niskim oblacima iznad grada kao da su
se smesali krv i mleko. Tog jutra su najavili moguc¢nost grada.
Novembar je, ovako duboko u kontinentu, bio jo$ stra$niji nego
u Beogradu. Branka je na sebi imala skoro sve Sto je ponela,
kod Danijela u stanu je ostala samo pidZama i neSto malo
kozmetike. Iza njih, na staklenim ulaznim vratima, izobliCena
glava DZordZa Dajera, ljubavnika slavnog slikara Fransisa
Bejkona, gledala ih je svojim nemogucim ocima. Na plakatu
je pisalo RETROSPEKTIVA i Branka i Danijel su potrosili sate
lutaju¢i hodnicima muzeja, vracajuéi se u proslost. Dosla je
kod njega dva dana ranije, prvi put se obrela u Becu, posle
viSe od decenije se uopSte nasla izvan granica svoje zemlje,
a da c¢e uzivo videti slike Fransisa Bejkona — na to nije ni
pomisljala. Beogradski muzeji uglavnom nisu radili, druga
recC je tamo bila vecito aktuelna: rekonstrukcija. Ta re¢ znaci
da sadasnjost ne valja, dok retrospektiva podrazumeva da je
sa sadaSnjosc¢u sve u redu ¢im postoji luksuz reminiscencije,
svodenja racuna, zaokruzivanja price. Njen Zivot je, bas kao
ti muzeji, ve¢ godinama u rekonstrukciji. Najstarija koje se
secala nastupila je onog dana kad je Danijel otiSao. Misao o
tome da je ostavljena trebalo je nekako podupreti, od nje
napraviti neSto sa ¢im je moglo da se zZivi. I uspela je. Usput
je bilo joS nekoliko rekonstrukcija — posla, roditelja, prijatelja,
stavova, prihoda i rashoda — ali nijedna, priznala je to sebi,
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nije bila snaZzna kao prva. Ako je nju prezivela, preZivece i
ostale. Danijel je Smrknuo na hladnom vetru i podigao kragnu
kaputa. To je verovatno bio mig kojim joj je nagoveStavao da
Zeli da se vrate u stan u kojem je ona bila stranac, gost, ali
odbila je da reaguje na signale. JoS jednom je osmotrila plakat
za izlozbu. Kad je planirala put, po njegovom pozivu, nije
znala da se u gradu odrzava takvo nesto. To je saznala ¢im je
stigla, Zeleo je da je iznenadi. ,Istori¢arka umetnosti u zemlji
bez muzeja“, osmehnuo se i pruZio joj kartu. ,Malo engleske
pederastije u srcu Habzburs$ke monarhije.“ Prihvatila je kartu,
ali sada, dok je s visine posmatrala becke konje kako kenjaju
u korpe okacene ispod repova, ponistena karta ju je Zuljala u
dZepu pantalona. Nije trebalo da dode. Nije trebalo da padne
na njegov pritvoran osmeh. Je li mislio da ¢e mu biti zahvalna?
Da li je stvarno smatrao da ¢e je tako lako kupiti? Fransis
Bejkon? Otac buduceg slikara je svojevremeno gajio konje
i dresirao ih, i, kad je provalio da mu se mili Fransis kara s
konjuSarima, naredio je da ga izbiCuju. Znala je to. Naravno
daje znala. Nije imala priliku da to nekom prenese, poSto njeni
dotadasnji poslovi nisu imali veze sa strukom, ali secala se.
Mogla je da rekonstruiSe Bejkonov Zivot u tri ujutro, kad bi za
tim bilo potrebe. Kad bi joj to neko trazio, pa mozdaiplatio. Ali
to ne moZe da bude Danijel. NipoSto ne on.

»2Hajdemo odavde®, promumlao je u kragnu kaputa, izgubivsi
strpljenje. ,Mislio sam da ¢e ti se dopasti.“ U retrospektivi,
postojale su bar dve prilike kad je izgovorio sli¢nu, ako ne i
istu reCenicu. Jednom je to bilo na samom pocetku, u krevetu,
kad je, okrenuvsi je na bok, uSao u nju s leda, ali ne tamo gde
je oCekivala. Zabolelo je kao ubod stotine igala, skocila je s
kreveta i vrisnula, preneraZena. Njegov pokuSaj da se izvini
bio je nespretan, mumlao je i odvracao pogled od nje: sad se
pitala dali je to bila istinska smuSenost ili poza koja je trebalo
da ga iskupi. Drugi put je to bilo za trogodiS$njicu veze, kad je
organizovao Zurkuiznenadenja.Iona je spremila iznenadenje:
bilo je prolece i dosla je kod njega u laganom mantilu ispod
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kojeg je nosila samo gacice. Prijatelji, uglavnom njegovi,
iskocili su iza nameStaja sipajuci po njoj konfete i Sampanjac.
Uvaljana tako u slavljenicki katran i perje, celo vece je ostala
zakopcana do grla.

Kad joj je pre dvadeset godina rekao da ne moZe viSe da izdrzi,
nije je pozvao da pode s njim. ,,Treba mi nov pocetak®, ponudio
je kao objasnjenje i iselio se iz stana, grada, zemlje. ,Ne mogu
viSe da Zivim u ovom svinjcu“, rekao je i ona se godinama
pitala na Sta je ta¢no mislio. U Becu, istina, nije bilo svinja.
Bilo je konja, Japanaca i Fransisa Bejkona. A kobasice su rasle
na drvecu.

»Znas li da je on dva dana krio samoubistvo svog decka kako
bi na miru otvorio svoju veliku parisku izlozbu?“ pitala je,
ali predugo je to trajalo, na pola reCenice je ostala bez daha i
bila je sigurna da je Danijel ne razume. Medutim, pokazao je
rukom na plakat, na DZordZa Dajera, koji je zavrsio mrtav na
hotelskoj klozetskoj Solji usred Grada svetlosti. ,Kakve to veze
ima?“

»lma“ brecnula se i sopstveni glas joj je zazvucao kao lavez.
»ZataSkao je smrt svog prijatelja, smrt svog ljubavnika. Zarad
svog komfora. Dva dana je le$ lezao u hotelskom toaletu pre
nego Sto su ga prijavili policiji. To je krivicno delo. ZloCin.
Sebi¢ni peder je stajao na otvaranju u Gran paleu i ¢askao s
gradonacelnikomkao da seniStanije dogodilo. MeduizloZenim
slikama bila je i jedna s naslikanom klozetskom Soljom i
gradonacelnik je, ne znajudi za tragediju, bas nju hvalio dok je
veliki umetnik treptao i uvijao se kao kurvica na ¢oSku.“

Danijel je poSao niza stepenice, pa se zaustavio i okrenuo se
k njoj. Podigao je obrve i Branka je primetila sve te bore na
njegovom cCelu, godove Zivota koje su potroSili razdvojeni.
On se u BeCu nije Zenio, a njen muz, nekadasnji zajednicki
poznanik, umro je pre mesec dana od aneurizme. Zato ju je
Danijel i pozvao da dode. Da zaboravi na nesrecu, kako je
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rekao. Sta je on imao da ponudi? Dekadenciju u austrijskom
dvorcu?

»Zasto si mi pisao?“, rekla je, iako nije nameravala da ga to
pita. Posle dvadeset godina: pismo. Staromodno, na finom
papiru, kupljenom u nekoj otmenoj knjizari. Maniri nauceni
u belom svetu, daleko od svinjca. Nije nameravala niSta da
ga pita; pristala je da dode u Be¢, s namerom da ¢uti. Da ga
kazni ili da pokaZe ponos. Trebalo je toga da se drzi, poSto mu
je ovako samo servirala Slagvorte.

,Zasto si dosla?“
Setila se pri¢e o mazohizmu.

»Znas li da je od svog prethodnog decka trazio da ga tuce?*
rekla je naposletku. ,,Pojavljivao se s masnicama i oteklinama
po licu na javnim mestima, uZivao je ¢ak i kad ga je on, u ko
zna kakvom naletu poremecene strasti, gurnuo kroz staklena
vrata kuce. Bio je toliko pocepan da su morali da mu usiju oko
u glavu, ali to ga je uzbudivalo. Gledao je rane po svom telu i
svriavao...“

Okrenuo joj je leda i spustio se trkom niz preostale stepenice.
Videla je kako mu se usi trzaju, kao u macke, i znala je da je
ipak slusa.

»1u si me doveo?“, viknula je bez potrebe. Nekoliko turista s
mobilnim telefonima uperenim u zgradu Opere trglo se. Niko
nije niSta prigovorio: fin svet. Tolerantan. ,,Iz svinjca u dvorac?
Ili ipak u dvorsku konjusnicu koja smrdi na znoj i govna?“

Sad se ipak frontalno suocio s njom. Na licu mu je titralo
novo pitanje i ona shvati da se on ne se¢a nekadasnjih reci,
zaboravio je Sta joj je rekao na rastanku. Prozirne reci i nisu
mogle mnogo da znace, ona je bila blesava $to ih je toliko dugo
pamtila.

»Jeli ovo ta kultura s kojom si me prevario?*
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ProSao je joS jedan fijaker i konji su se uznemirili od buke, a
Branka je petom zimske ¢izme udarila o tlo i viknula: ,Jaaa,
jaaal”, terajuci ih u brzi kas. Nekoliko Japanaca je potrcalo za
kocijom, s foto-aparatima nagotovs.

»Pogledaj oko sebe®, nastavila je, odjednom zajapurena,
uzavrela, rascepljena tu, nasred ulice, poput peCenog kestena.
»,Gotske fasade i torta za turiste? Mocartove statue i suveniri s
Pratera? Zar ne vidiS$ da je sve to san?“

PriSao joj je i uhvatio je za podlaktice kao da je pridrzava da ne
padne. Zasto to radi kad ona ne gubi ravnoteZu? Prisebna je,
ali ako ¢e vec¢ govoriti, to moZe biti samo o jednome.

»,Ovde nema niCeg za nas, Danijele. Sve Sto vidiS sagradeno je
za nekog drugog. Pekare u podzemnoj Zeleznici i rostiljare na
autobuskim stanicama - eto Sta smo. Prilepci. Ose koje diZzu
kosnicu od blata na procelju crkve. Nemoj mi reci da se osecas
kao kod kuce, ¢ak ni posle dvadeset godina. Nemoj mi to reci,
jer ¢u znati da lazZes.“

DrZao ju je u stisku koji ju je sad ve¢ boleo; terao ju je da ga
pogleda u oci.

»5ta je?« zainatila se. ,Sta ho¢e$ od mene?

Pribio ju je uza se i ona oseti njegov dah na svojim obrazima.
Kao i pre, mirisao je na nagorelo drvo, na kamin.

»Zauvek c¢e§ ostati stranac“, nastavila je, ali glas joj se utiSao:
nije viSe privlaila paZznju publike, posetioci grada su se
okupili oko reklame za bioskop u kojem se dvadeset Cetiri sata
dnevno prikazuje Treci ¢ovek. Pored tog plakata stajao je onaj
sa iskrivljenim licem DZordZa Dajera i Branka se setila jo$
neceg u vezi s Bejkonom, ali pre toga...

Danijel se nagnuo i poljubio je. Miris drveta proSirio se njome
kao da ispunjava praznu sobu.

-488 -



Darko Tusevljakovi¢

Posle Dajerove smrti, Fransis Bejkon je zapoceo vezu sa DZonom
Edvardsom, momkom koji se nije palio na modrice. Bio je
miran tip, ,voleo je da se mazi“, negde je procitala, i Bejkonu
je od tog trena krenulo nizbrdo. Kona¢na potvrda njegove
devijacije nije bila veza ispunjena nasiljem, ve¢ obrnuto — ona
u kojoj nasilja, zacudo, nije bilo. Slike su mu postale mlake,
umetnost se razvodnila. Goriva je nestalo i veliki umetnik je
zapao u krizu.

Otrgla je ruke od Danijela i oSamarila ga tako da su oboje
posrnuli na plo¢niku. Neki muSkarac im je priSao i pitao nesto
na nemackom, na Sta je Danijel samo odmahnuo glavom. Fin
svet. Zabrinut za drugoga.

»,Dalisiikad znao Sta u stvari zZelis§?“ pitala ga je i, ne sacekavsi
odgovor, posla ka stanici tramvaja koji ¢e ih odvesti u njegov
becirk. Danijel ju je sustigao na pocetku KertnerStrase i
nasmesio se, obraza rumenog kao u deteta.

»Ispunjen Zivot“ rekao je i raSirio ruke, pokazujuci joj sve te
ljude, ulice, automobile, fijakere, konje, Operu, muzej, crkvu,
hotel.

»Zasto ja nisam mogla da budem deo njega?*

Stali su pred crvenim svetlom na semaforu.

»,Kad si mlad, ne sanjas$ udvoje.“

,»1 Sta sad imas od toga?“

On opet rukama obuhvati svet. ,Fransisa Bejkona u Albertini.”

Obuzeta mislima o nasilju, silovanju, mrakuiizopacenosti, ona
zausti da mu kaZe joS nesto o tom Bejkonu, ali on je preduhitri.

»Kakve su slike?“ pitao je i, kad se ukljucilo zeleno, ona shvati
da nema snage da iskoraci. Brada joj je drhtala i ona je pritisnu
dlanovima da je umiri, ali tremor je bio prejak. Cu¢nula je,
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poraZena, dok su uvidavni prolaznici zapitkivali Danijela
mogu li nekako da pomognu.

Divne... VeliCanstvene... Ni sa ¢im drugim nisu mogle da se
uporede; njihova strast, njihov vrisak, njihova elegancija i
grozota, njihovo bogatstvo, njihov sjaj, njihova patnja, njihova
teskoba i njihova sloboda. Bio je divan, osetljiv, genijalan,
talentovan, bistar, neverovatno slab i manijacki jak, smeo,
bezobrazan, ekscentrican, andeoski, izvitoperen, okrnjen
i savrSen, mali poput miSa, veéi od Zivota. Bio je lud. Bio je
boZanstven. Bio je boZanstveno komplikovan, ba$ kao sve na
ovom svetu. Kako je to mogla da sakrije? Kako je to mogla da
prizna? Da li je ikad zapravo znala Sta Zeli? Da li je sve ove
godine pristajala na svinjac njemu u inat? Sebi u inat? Da li je
lagala sebe viSe nego $to ju je slagao on? Da li je imala pravo
dalaze? Dali suidalje polagali pravo jedno na drugo? Dali su
ikad? Da li su stvoreni jedno za drugo ili osudeni na to?

Pomogao joj je da ustane i pozvao taksi. U vozilu je kroz
suze videla da joj pruZa neSto i isprva je pomislila da nudi
maramicu, ali kad je obrisale suze rukavom kaputa, shvatila je
da sutonove karte. Uzela je jednuiprimakla je staklu prozora.

,U muzeju Leopold je Sileova stalna postavka“, rekao je.
»Mislim da ce ti se dopasti.”

Sutradan su otisli tamo.
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Translated from Serbian by Randall A. Major and Ema Pandrc

In front of the souvenir shop, on the long steps, they stood dead
silent. The terrace of the Albertina offered them a view of the
Opera House and the Sacher Hotel, between which clattered
a carriage full of Japanese tourists. In the low-hanging clouds
above the city, it was if blood and milk had been mixed togeth-
er. That morning, possible sleet had been announced. Novem-
ber, this deep in the continent, was even more awful than in
Belgrade. Branka was wearing almost all the clothes she had
brought, she had left just her pyjamas and a few cosmetics
at Danijel’s place. Behind them, on the glass entrance doors,
the misshapen head of George Dyer, the lover of the famous
painter Francis Bacon, was looking at them with its impossi-
ble eyes. On the poster it stated “RETROSPECTIVE” and Bran-
ka and Danijel had spent hours wandering the hallways of the
museum, returning into the past. She had come to his place two
days earlier, visiting Vienna for the first time; she hadn’t left
her homeland for more than a decade, but that she would see
Francis Bacon’s art in person — she couldn’t have seen it com-
ing. Belgrade’s museums were mostly closed, where a differ-
ent word was always in use: reconstruction. That word meant
that the present is faulty, while retrospective meant that the
present is fine, because there is the luxury of reminiscing, the
settling of accounts, the completion of a puzzle. Her life, just
like those museums, had been under reconstruction for years
now. The oldest reconstruction she could remember came
about the day Danijel departed. The very thought that she had
been abandoned had to be somehow underpinned, something
had to be made of it that she could live with. And she managed
to do so. Along the way, there were several other reconstruc-
tions — jobs, parents, friends, opinions, income and expenses
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— but not a single one of them, she admitted to herself, was as
intense as that first one. If she survived that, she’d survive the
rest as well. Danijel sniffled in the cold wind and raised the
collar of his overcoat. That was probably a gesture by which he
was hinting to her that he wanted to go back to the apartment
where she was a stranger, a guest, but she refused to respond
to his signals. Once again she examined the exhibition poster.
When she was planning her trip, at his invitation, she did not
know that something like that was taking place in the city. She
found out only when she arrived, he wanted it to be a surprise
for her. “An art historian in a country without museums,” he
smiled and handed her the ticket. “A little English pederasty
in the heart of the Habsburg monarchy.” She had accepted the
ticket but now, while she watched from above the Viennese
horses crapping into the baskets hung beneath their tails, the
torn ticket was poking at her in her pants pocket. She should
not have come. She should not have fallen for his feigned smile.
Had he thought that she would be grateful to him? Did he real-
ly believe that he could buy her off so easily? Francis Bacon?
The father of the painter-to-be used to raise and train horses
and, when he found out that his dear Francis was screwing the
grooms, he ordered that his son be whipped. She knew that. Of
course she knew. She hadn’t had the chance to tell anyone that
because her jobs till then had nothing to do with her profes-
sion, but she still remembered. She could recount Bacon’s life
at three in the morning if necessary. If someone would ask her
to do so, and perhaps even pay for it. But that someone could
not be Danijel. No way, not him.

“Let’s get out of here,” he mumbled into his coat collar, losing
his patience. “I thought you would like it.” In retrospect, there
were at least two other occasions when he had spoken a simi-
lar sentence, if not that self-same one. The first time was at the
very beginning, in bed, when he turned her on her side and
entered her from behind, but not where she was expecting it.
It hurt like the sting of hundreds of needles, she jumped out
of bed and screamed, horrified. His attempt at an apology was
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awkward, he kept mumbling and averting his eyes from her:
now she wondered whether that had been genuine humility, or
justan actintended to redeem him. The second time was on the
third anniversary of their relationship, when he had organised
a surprise party. But she had also prepared a surprise: it was
springtime and she arrived at his place in a light raincoat un-
der which she was wearing only her panties. Friends, mostly
his, jumped from behind the furniture, showering her with
confetti and champagne. Thus covered in celebratory tar and
feathers, she spent the whole evening buttoned up to her chin.

Twenty years earlier, when he told her that he couldn’t stand
it anymore, he didn’t invite her to come along. “I need a new
beginning,” he offered as an explanation, and then moved out
of his apartment, city, and country. “I can’t live in this pigsty
any longer,” he said, and for years she wondered what exactly
he’d meant by that. In Vienna, true enough, there were no pigs.
There were horses, the Japanese, and Francis Bacon. And sau-
sages grew on trees.

“Did you know that he hid the suicide of his boyfriend for two
days so that he could calmly open his big Paris exhibition?”
she started to ask, but it went on too long; she stopped mid-sen-
tence out of breath, convinced that Danijel didn’t understand
her. However, he indicated the poster with his hand, George
Dyer, who ended up dead on a hotel toilet in the middle of the
City of Lights.

“What does it matter?”

“It does,” she snapped, and her voice sounded like a bark to
her. “He kept secret the death of his friend, the death of his
lover. For the sake of his own comfort. For two days, the corpse
lay in the hotel bathroom before it was reported to the police.
That’s a felony. A crime. The selfish queer stood at the opening
at the Grand Palais, chatting with the mayor as if nothing had
happened. Among the exhibited pictures, there was a paint-
ing of a toilet bowl and, unaware of the tragedy, the mayor
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was praising that very one, while the great artist blinked and
squirmed like a tramp on the corner.”

Danijel headed downstairs, then stopped and turned to her.
He raised his eyebrows and Branka noticed all the wrinkles
on his forehead, the rings of the life they had spent separated.
In Vienna, he never married, and her husband, a former ac-
quaintance of theirs, had died a month before of an aneurism.
Which is why Danijel had invited her to visit. To forget about
the misfortune, as he said. What could he have to offer? Deca-
dence in the Austrian court?

“Why did you write me?” she asked, even though she hadn’t
intended to. After twenty years: a letter. Old-fashioned, on fine
parchment, bought in a fancy bookshop. Manners acquired in
the civilised world, far from the pigsty. She hadn’t intended
to ask him anything; she accepted his invitation to Vienna, in-
tending to say nothing. To punish him or to show her pride.
She should have kept to that plan, because this way she was
only giving him a cue to respond.

“Well, why are you here?”
She remembered the story about masochism.

“Did you know that he asked his previous boyfriend to beat
him?” she said after a while. “He would show up with bruises
and a swollen face in public places; he even took pleasure in it
when the man shoved him through the glass door of the house,
in an inexplicable outburst of sordid passion. He was so torn
up, that they had to sew his eye back into his head, but that
excited him. He looked at the wounds all over his body and it
made him come...”

He turned his back to her and ran down the rest of the stairs.
She saw his ears twitch, like a cat’s, and she knew that he was
listening to her after all.

“You brought me here!” she cried needlessly. Several tourists
with cell phones aimed at the Opera House were startled. No
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one complained at all: nice people. Tolerant. “From the pigsty
to the imperial court? Or is it perhaps to the imperial stables
that stink of sweat and shit?”

Now he was finally facing her directly. A new question flick-
ered across his face and she realised that he didn’t remember
his words from back then, he’d forgotten what he’d told her
when they parted. Empty words couldn’t mean much after all,
and it was silly of her that she remembered them for so long.

“Is this the culture you cheated on me with?”

Another carriage went by and the noise disturbed the horses;
Branka stomped the heel of her winter boot and shouted: “Gid-
dyup, giddyup!”, making them trot even faster. Several Japa-
nese people ran after the carriage, cameras at the ready.

“Look around you,” she continued, suddenly flushed, burning,
torn apart right here, in the middle of the street, like a roasted
chestnut. “Gothic facades and cake for tourists? Statues of Mo-
zart and Prater souvenirs? Can’t you see it’s all just a dream?”

He came up to her and grabbed her by the forearm as if keep-
ing her from falling. Why was he doing that when she hadn’t
lost her balance? She was composed, but if they were going to
talk, it could only be about one thing.

“There’s nothing for us here, Danijel. Everything around you
was built for someone else. The bakeries in the underground
and the grills at the bus stations — that’s who we are. Hang-
ers-on. Wasps creating a nest of mud under the eaves of a
church. Don’t tell me you feel at home here, even after twenty
years. Don’t tell me that, because I’ll know you’re lying.”

He was holding her tightly and it was beginning to hurt; he
forced her to look him in the eyes.

“What?” she responded in spite. “What do you want from me?”

He pulled her close and she could feel his breath on her cheeks.
As always, he smelled of burning wood, like a fireplace.
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“Youw’ll always be a foreigner here,” she went on, but her voice
had grown quieter: she was no longer attracting attention, vis-
itors to the city had gathered around the advertisement for a
cinema, where The Third Man was being shown twenty-four
hours a day. Next to that poster was the one with the misshap-
en face of George Dyer, and Branka remembered something
else about Bacon, but before that...

Danijel leaned in and kissed her. The smell of wood spread
around her as if filling an empty room.

After Dyer’s death, Francis Bacon began a relationship with
John Edwards, a guy who wasn’t into bruises. He was a qui-
et chap, “liked to cuddle”, she’d read somewhere, and Bacon
started going downhill from that moment. The final proof of
his deviance was not a relationship charged with violence, but
the exact opposite — one where there was, oddly enough, no vi-
olence at all. His paintings became mediocre, his art diluted.
The fuel had run out and the great artist fell into a crisis.

She yanked her arms away from Danijel and slapped him so
hard that they both fell to the sidewalk. A man approached
them and asked something in German, to which Danijel just
shook his head. Nice people. Concerned about others.

“Have you ever known what you really want?” she asked and
without waiting for a reply, she headed toward the stop for the
tram that would take them to his district. Danijel caught up
with her at the head of Karntner Strasse and smiled, blushing
like a child.

“A fulfilled life,” he said, stretching out his arms and showing
her all the people, streets, automobiles, carriages, horses, the
Opera House, the museum, the church, the hotel...

“Why couldn’t I have been a part of it?”
They had stopped at a red light.
“When you’re young, you don’t dream for two.”

“And where has that gotten you?”
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He embraced the world yet again. “To Francis Bacon at the Al-
bertina.”

Overwhelmed with thoughts of violence, rape, darkness, and
twistedness, she was about to tell him something else about
Bacon, but he cut in.

“How did you like the paintings?” he inquired and, when the
light changed, she realised she was too weak to step forward.
Her jaw trembled and she pushed against it with her hands
to calm it, but the tremor was overpowering. She squatted, in
defeat, while the considerate passers-by asked Danijel if they
could help somehow.

Wonderful... Magnificent... Nothing else compared to them;
their passion, their scream, their elegance and horror, their
richness, their brilliance, their suffering, their anxiety, and
their freedom. He was wonderful, sensitive, ingenious, talent-
ed, sharp, extraordinarily weak and maniacally strong, dar-
ing, rude, eccentric, angelic, twisted, damaged and perfect,
tiny like a mouse, larger than life. He was insane. He was di-
vine. He was divinely complicated, like everything else in this
world. How could she hide it? How could she admit it? Had she
ever known what she really wanted? Had she been tolerating
the pigsty all those years just to spite him? To spite herself? Had
she been lying to herself more than he had lied to her? Did she
have the right to lie? Did they still have the right to each other?
Had they ever? Were they made for each, or destined for it?

He helped her to her feet and hailed a taxi. In the car, through
her tears she saw that he was handing her something, which
she first thought was a tissue, but when she wiped her tears on
the sleeve of her coat, she realised that it was new tickets. She
took one and held it up to the window.

“Schiele’s permanent exhibition is at the Leopold Museum,” he
said. “I think you’ll like it.”

The next day, they went to see it.
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La question que m’avait lancée ce journaliste d’une chaine de
télévision chinoise m’avait laissée bouche bée. J’étais I'unique
Européenne de ce prestigieux Festival international de litté-
rature a Pékin. La salle de conférence de presse était bondée,
les flashs des appareils photo crépitaient, le parterre de di-
plomates s’agitaient sur des sieges en velours rouge et devant
leurs petits écrans, des millions de téléspectateurs chinois at-
tendaient ma réponse a la question du journaliste. Mais moi,
je sentais le sol se dérober inexorablement sous mes talons
aiguilles... Il avait gelé toute la sainte journée a Pékin, un dé-
cembre glacial a vous figer la circulation sanguine dans toutes
vos jambes. La foule était électrisée par ce froid de canard et
tout le monde semblait suspendu a mes lévres qui, elles, se re-
fusaient a émettre le moindre balbutiement... Tout se brouil-
lait dans ma téte, mille idées fusaient, se bousculaient mais
aucun son ne venait 8 ma bouche. Alors, le journaliste, un peu
irrité a réitéré sa demande dans un anglais approximatif:

«As an European writer, how do you perceive the part of the
world where you come from?»

Bon, il fallait que je mobilise toutes mes ressources, tout mon
sens de la répartie et que je parvienne a formuler une réponse
la plus précise. Mais cette question me paraissait insoluble! I1
y a quarante années que je vis en Europe! Quarante années
d’expériences, de voyages, de divagations, de va-et-vient! Com-
ment voulez-vous que je réponde de maniére concise a une
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demande au spectre si large... Scrangneugneu! Allez, vas-y,
trouve, Anna, cherche dans ta p’tite téte et trouve! Quelque
chose qui frappe I'imaginaire, qui traduise tes pensées de la
maniere la plus fiable!... Mais les mots se rétrécissaient a me-
sure que j’échafaudais un début de réponse. Mon corps, lui,
bouillonnait d’un feu bizarre, plus rouge que celui de I’Etna!
Oui, mon corps manifestait de droles de trucs et était sujet a de
mini crises de hoquets, comme si j’allais vomir un machin du
tréfonds de mon estomac.

«Comment, en tant qu’autrice européenne, je percois ce coin
du monde d’ou je viens? Grrrrrrr.. Anna! Commeeeeeent,
commeeeeent??? Commeeeeeeeeeeent?!?!», me répétais-je
sans cesse.

Tout a coup, hop, je me suis levée! J’ai 6té calmement ma veste
de smoking, je me suis mise bien a mon aise. J’ai murmuré:

«Well... As an answer, I could tell you this... Mes yeux, par
exemple. Mes yeux ont vu beaucoup de paysages d’Europe:
les montagnes de Bulgarie ou faune et flore regorgent, la cam-
pagne de Belgique et ses arbres cagneux comme des mains de
vieille, les sols de Toscane déchirés par des charrues grandes
comme des cathédrales. Oui, j’ai vu beaucoup de paysages...»

Ensuite, j’ai 0té mes chaussures. Cela prit un certain temps,
elles étaient assez étroites. J’entendais un silence planer dans
Passemblée. Je dis:

«Autre exemple... Mes pieds! Ils ont marché dans le Trastevere
de Rome, dans Berlin, dans Skopje et ses statues d’Alexandre le
Grand, le long de la riviére Ljubljanica en Slovénie, a Madrid,
sur les remparts d’Avignon, sur le pont Charles de Prague... J’ai
meéme couru sur les boulevards de Paris, a Den Haag, a Luxem-
bourg, le long des quais a Liége, a Ulm, dans les vieilles ruelles
de Rouen, a Venise.»
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J’ai dénoué mon chignon:

«Mes cheveux, ils ont été coupés a Bruxelles, a Volterra, a Ma-
laga, a Koln, a Thilissi, a Thessalonique...»

J’ai dégrafé mon chemisier et montré une épaule. L3, j’ai senti
tous les zooms des caméras se braquer sur mon bout de chair
nue! J’ai poursuivi:

«J’ai senti le vent chaud du désert du sud de ’Espagne sur mes
épaules, celui du Portugal aussi, celui de Croatie...»

Puis je I’'ai 6té, mon chemisier, et j’ai levé les bras en l'air:

«J’ai nagé dans la mer Méditerranée, dans le lac de Garde,
dans le lac de Bled, dans les riviéres de I’Ardéche, dans
l'océan Atlantique... J’ai senti les courants chauds, les cou-
rants frisquets, les vagues suaves, les roulis violents, les ma-
rées séculaires...»

J’ai baissé ma jupe et dévoilé mon ventre:

«J’ai mangé gras, dodu, végétal, brilant, viandé, vert, rou-
geaud, rien, mou, haché. J’ai mangé des animaux d’Europe,
beaucoup d’animaux, des mammiféres d’Europe, des volailles
d’Europe, des oiseaux d’Europe, des poissons aussi, poissons
de mer, poissons d’eau douce...»

Enfin, j’étais sur le point d’enlever mon slip quand un brou-
haha s’est élevé de la salle... J’ai hésité un instant. Allais-je le
faire? Des gens criaient «No!», d’autres criaient «Yeeees! Lais-
sez-la parler!!!» Finalement, je n’ai écouté que mon corps et j’ai
achevé mon mouvement. J’ai entendu de grands «Oooooh» et
des «Aaaaaah», mais personne ne s’est opposé:

«Mon sexe. Mon sexe, il a été baisé a I'allemande, a la belge,
a l'espagnole, une fois a la hongroise, on I'a embrassé a l'ita-
lienne, a la tchéque, a la grecque...
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L’Europe, Monsieur le journaliste, cette Europe dans laquelle
je vis depuis tant d’années, je I’ai bue, je I’'ai vécue, je I'ai écrite,
lue, dansée, je ’'ai pensée, je I'ai regardée, je I'ai dévorée, je I'ai
applaudie, je I’ai haie parfois, je I'ai embrassée et je I’ai enten-
due. Dans chacune des parties de mon corps, elle s’est immis-
cée, infiltrée voire imposée. L'Europe s’est lovée en moi. Elle
a déposé ses strates, belles ou irritantes, dans les milliards
de cellules de mon organisme. J’ai des chateaux en moi, des
torrents, des couchers de soleil, des tableaux de peintres, des
proses et des chansons, des guerres et des régions, des dia-
lectes, des herbes.

Donc, Cher Monsieur, pour vous dire comment je percois cette
Europe dans laquelle je vis et pratique I’écriture, vous com-
prendrez qu’il m’est impossible de vous fournir une réponse
rapide et nuancée construite a partir de quelques simples
mots, quelques consonnes et quelques voyelles. I1 me faudrait
d’autres outils, des aquarelles, de la musique, des parfums.
Aussi, je ne peux que vous livrer ma chair, mes os, mes mus-
cles et mon teint. Toute mon expérience de 'Europe y est. A
vous d’y trouver votre réponse.»

Le journaliste, chinois et hébété, n’a rien osé ajouter si ce n’est
un timide «Thankiou»... Dans un élan général, la foule, elle,
s’estlevée et, a ma grande surprise, a flambé dans un tonnerre
d’applaudissements. J’en étais intimidée. Et intriguée. Est-ce
mon audace qu’ils applaudissaient? Ou tous ces paysages d’Eu-
rope que je leur offrais via les sillons de mon corps?

Ici, dans la profondeur de la Chine, dans cette mise a distance
de milliers de kilometres, je ressentais mon chez moi, I'Eu-
rope,comme jamais: uneimmense cartographie de sensations
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This is my body

Isabelle Weéry
Translated from French by Astrid Howard

The question that the Chinese television journalist had
thrown at me left me speechless. I was the only European at
this prestigious International Festival of Literature in Bei-
jing. The press hall was bursting, the camera flashes pop-
ping, the audience of diplomats fidgeting on their red velvet
seats and in front of their little screens, millions of Chinese
awaited my response to the journalist’s question. But me,
I felt the ground inexorably go out from under my high
heels... It had been freezing the whole damn day in Beijing,
a glacial December that would turn the blood circulating in
your legs to ice. The bitter cold had electrified the crowd and
everyone seemed suspended from my lips, my lips that re-
fused to emit a single burble... Everything blurred my head,
a thousand ideas sprouted, one tumbling over the other but
no sound came to my mouth. The journalist, somewhat ir-
ritated, reiterated his question in an approximate English:

“As an European writer, how do you perceive the part of the
world where you come from?”

Well, I would have to mobilise all of my resources, all of my
sense of repartee, and manage to formulate a clear and pre-
cise answer. But this question seemed to me unsolvable! I
have lived in Europe for 40 years! Forty years of experiences,
of travels, wanderings, comings and goings! How can I re-
spond in a concise manner to a demand of such large scope...
Jiminy Crickets! Come on, find something, anything, Anna,
scrounge in your little head and find something! Something
that strikes the imagination, that translates your thoughts in
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the most accurate way!... But the words shrank as I sketched
the beginning of a response. My body boiled with a strange
fire, redder than Etna’s! Yes, my body was manifesting
strange things and was subject to mini-crises of hiccoughs,
as if I was going to vomit something from the very depths of
my guts.

“How do I, as a European author, perceive the corner of the
world that I come from? Grrrrr... Anna! Hoooow, hoooooow-
www? Hooooowwwwwww?!?!” I repeated over and over.

All of a sudden, upps, I stood up! I calmly took off my tuxedo
jacket, I made myself very comfortable. I murmured:

“Well... As an answer, I could tell you this... My eyes, for ex-
ample. My eyes have seen many landscapes in Europe: the
mountains in Bulgaria where fauna and flora abound, the
countryside in Belgium with its gnarled trees like an old
woman’s hands, the Tuscan earth ripped open by carts as big
as cathedrals. Yes, I have seen many landscapes...”

Then I took off my shoes. This took a while, they were very
tight. I heard a silence hover over the assembly. I said:

“Another example... My feet! They have walked in the Traste-
vere of Rome, in Berlin, in Skopje with its statues of Alexan-
der the Great, along the Ljubljanica River in Slovenia, in Ma-
drid, on the ramparts of Avignon, on the Charles Bridge in
Prague... I have even run in the boulevards of Paris, of Den
Haag, of Luxembourg, along the quays of Liége, of Ulm, in the
old alleyways of Rouen, of Venice.”

I undid my hair:

“My hair, it has been cut in Brussels, Volterra, Malaga, Koln,
Thilisi, Thessaloniki...”
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I unhooked my blouse and showed one of my shoulders. I
could feel the cameras zoom, closing in on my little bit of na-
ked flesh! I continued:

“I have felt the hot wind of the southern desert of Spain on my
shoulders, that of Portugal also, that of Croatia...”

Then I took off my blouse, and I raised my arms in the air:

“I have swum in the Mediterranean Sea, in Lake Garda, in
Lake Bled, in the rivers of the Ardéche, in the Atlantic Ocean...
I have felt the warm currents, the chilly currents, the gentle
waves, the heavy violent swell, the secular tides...”

I lowered my skirt and unveiled my belly:

“I have eaten fatty, plump, vegetable, burning hot, meaty,
green, reddish, nothing, limp, chopped. I have eaten Europe-
an animals, many animals, European mammals, European
poultry, European birds, fish as well, ocean fish, freshwater
fish...”

Finally, I was about to take off my panties when a noise
erupted in the hall... I hesitated an instant. Was I going to
do it? Some people shouted, “No!”, others “Yeeeeesss! Let her
speak!!!” Finally, I listened only to my body and I completed
my movement. I heard great “Oooooohs” and “Aaaaaaahs”
but no one opposed me:

“My sex. My sex, it has made love German style, Belgian style,
Spanish style, once Hungarian style, it has been kissed Ital-
ian style, Czech style, Greek style...”

Europe, Sir Journalist, this Europe in which I have lived for
so many years, I have drunk it, I have lived it, I have written
it, read it, danced it, I have thought it, looked at it, devoured
it, applauded it, I have hated it sometimes, I have kissed it and
I have heard it. It has penetrated, infiltrated even implant-
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ed itself in each and every part of my body. This Europe has
curled itself in me. It has deposited its strata, beautiful or ir-
ritating, in the billions of cells of my organism. I have castles
in me, torrents, sunsets, paintings, prose and songs, wars and
regions, dialects, herbs.

So, dear Sir, to tell you how I perceive this Europe in which
I live and write, you understand that it is impossible for me
to give you a quick and nuanced answer constructed from
a few simple words, a few consonants and vowels. I would
need other tools, watercolours, music, perfumes. Indeed, I
can only give you my flesh, my bones, my muscles and my
skin colour. All of my experience of Europe is here. In this
you must find your answer.”

The journalist, Chinese and stupefied, did not dare to add
a thing except a timid “Thankiou” ... In a general outburst,
the crowd stood up and, to my great surprise, exploded in a
thunder of applause. I was intimidated. And intrigued. Was
it my daring that they applauded? Or all those landscapes of
Europe that I offered them via the furrows of my body?

Here, in the depths of China, at a distance of thousands of
kilometres, I felt my home, Europe, as never before: an im-
mense cartography of sensations.
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BIOGRAPHY

Osvalds Zebris, born in 1975, is a Latvian writer and journalist with
a master's degree in economics. Zebris has worked in public
relations and communications for Hill+Knowlton and McCann, and

as an editor for various newspapers and magazines. He is also the
author of three novels. Zebris's first book, a collection of short stories
entitled Briviba tiklos, brought him instant popularity among readers
and won him a Latvian Literature Award in 2010 for best debut. Gailu
kalna éna (In the Shadow of Rooster Hill) was written and published for
the historical novel series We. Latvia. The 20th Century, focusing on the
Latvian experience during 1905 in the Russian Empire. The novel Koka
nama Jaudis tells the story of a strange wooden house in one of the
oldest neighbourhoods in Riga. The wooden house is a breathing
character in the story, influencing people living in it and initiating
various mysteries. Zebris is a member of the Latvian Writers' Union.
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Salmu virs
Osvalds Zebris

Saka, ka aprilis esot launakais no méenesiem. Sogad ta nav. Ap-
rili viduci atkauséjusi dusmiga saule. Dublusniegi sadzinuSies
melna zemé, prom aizvilkusies, nu jau gaidams, ka driz digs.

“Digs,” — jauninam Harisonam Fordam lidzigais atkarto pie
sevis veél reizi, vél vienu un tad notiek ka parasti — tas skan
tuks$i, tam vairs neka nav iek$a, tas atkal ir neiztaisits. Vin$
var rikoties péc savas patikSanas, nekadas brieSanas, no ze-
mes ara spraukSanas, nekadas zelSanas tur nav. “Digs” tagad
var bt ari “vaidés” vai “sminés”, tacu ne $orit. Né. Sis nebts
vardu taisiSanas rits, kad vins brauc, skrien, peld, aizsniedzas,
sasniedz, parsniedz, kad vins rikojas. Doma par riko$anos. So-
dien ir jaapaujas un jatiek saulé. Isteniba. Ir vina dzims$anas
dienas rits.

Pirmo vin$ sastop sievieti. Kartéja, iepriekSparedzama ik-
dieniSkiba. N&, ne jau pavisam jauninu, bet meitenigi tievu
gan, — stiegrainu skréjéju, kura uzsmaida vinam, iespg&jams,
pat atskatas sarkanas plaukstas pret celiem atspiedusi. Vin§
neatskatisies, né. Glanét uz pirmo pretimnacéju, tas nozimétu
mazu zaudéjumu jau pie paSam namdurvim. Kads caur viegla
auto stiklu, kads no pirma stava virtuves loga, kads caur koka
Zaluziju Skirbam vinu pamanijis nosminétu: “Luk, - Sis atska-
t1jas. Bija paredzams, tadi allaZ atskatas, mehaniska kustiba.”
Vin$ nav mehanisms, nav tas tukSais salmu virs, Sodien vin$
ir Joti vérigs un loti dzivs. Sodien vins bs.

“Labdien, jums ar1 labu,” vins$ atbild laipnajai sievietei no bla-
kus dzivokla, kura ir tik klusa, tik neticami atturiga, ka skauz.
“Arl man ta Skiet,” vin$ piekrit Juronkulim, kuram radas, ka
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rit, parit klat bas kars. “Nekada gadijuma!” vins ir strikts, apa-
1as brilles tirot rauc augsto pieri, — vin$ piebalso kolégim Gu-
naram, ir caur un cauri pret kukuliem.

“Es... Sodien aicinu jus visus uz...” — vin$ mirkli saminstinas.
“Lidinu!” - iesaucas Asja. “Ja, ka tad! Tu vari iet, bet, ja nu tur
neko apédamu tomér neatrodi, més visi basim... “Vincenta”,” -
vins$ precizi iepauze, uzliek atpakal brilles. Ir trapits, tie neiz-
rada, bet ir. Aleksis un Gunars, EiZzens un Francis, Jana, Maija
un arl maza, spitiga Asja — mutes ir ciet. Tad tie viegli piesit
pie pieres, atmet ar roku, atceras, steidzas pie darba, uz savam
vietam, atpakal. “Ja, pukes varétu pakert mus jaunina. Asja?”-
sprogaino érkuli no ekrana neatravusi noskalda Maija. Vina
krasas? “Vina krasas, vina krasas,” — divas reizes atkarto Jana,
iespurdzas un Sauj lauka, kas ielécis prata: “lavandas violets,
laima zal$.”

Majas, beidzot viens pats. Skatas mazaja spoguli, saviebjas,
pasSkoba seju, pagroza muti, zobus pablisina. “Kemberbe-
¢s,” — vin§ pastiepjas veél spridi garaks un lar sevi caur pieri.
Tad galva slid atpakal, zods augSup, acis piemiedzas Sauras
un sminigas. “Eminems,” — izgruZ caur zobiem. Tad Nortons,
Deps, Daunijs, Pits, Makkonahijs. Viegli. Iestrégst pie Istvuda
skatiena, jut, ka nav tas, nav ticami, jamet pie malas. Satumsis.
Vin$ gerbjas aiz skapja durvim, lai neredz no ielas. Pieliecas,
uzspiez kajas muskulim, pietupstas, ieelpo dzili septinas rei-
zes. Mierina sevi. “Sis ir mans vakars, mans. Ka vikings es tur
atnaksu, es kampsu, piedzersos, triekSu ar viniem 1idz nema-
nai, to Asju vienreiz janem pie dziesmas.” Kurs varétu but vi-
nejais? Ka tad! Tas bus vakara IpaSais gajiens — vin$ ar aktiera
seju. Lai mégina saprast, kas un kapéc? Vins skirsta ekranu,
starp pirkstiem virieSu sejas. Iesmejas, murkskina: “Piedod,
neé, citureiz, sorry, stop! Deimons bis Istais, tads noslépums,
tads nezinamais... kadi tur iksi.”

“Vincents”, devini vakara, aprilis, Riga. Ir labi, silti. Vini ir
draudzigi, ar viniem ir droSi un viegli, tik neceréti vienkar-
Si. Pat parsteigts. Mets nevar but izbrinits, né tacu, — ieSaujas
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prata, kad septinas glazes iegriezas, iedziedas “dzinn” pret vi-
néjo vienu. Uzacis leja, sminu, mazliet atmestu zodu, smieklus
—reizi pareizei.

“Paklau, tu Sovakar esi... nu, tads ka sveSs,” — vina Cukst, ie-
smejas, pagriezas, piemiedz ar aci priekSniecei Maijai. “Ve-
caks?” — vin$ perfekti nospélé naivo. “Dzilaks!” — Asja uz-
gruzas, noglasta elkoni, piespiezas vina rokai, tad atraujas,
iesaucas: “Vinu! Meés taCu esam pelnijusi vienu smalku vinu,
ko?” Pagriezas pret vinu, acumirkli ir maza meitene: “Esam?”
Péc ceturtas pudeles vina sak iegriezties nauda. leskruveéjas ar
vardiem “rékins”, “Ceks” un tadiem. Mets slid nost no gludas
sejas, vins sparigi mirkskina, smejas jo bridi, jo skanigak, aiz-
vien vél cenSas bt tagad un te.

“Izejam... uzpipét,” — vina jau atkal tik tuvu, elpa vinam pie
vaiga, virs auss, pari tumsajiem matiem. Vina piecelas, gaida.
“Tas bija jautajums?” “Tas bija teikums.” Spéciga atbilde, — vin$
doma un celas no galda, — tieSa un trapiga. “Bet es jau nemaz...”
“Sodien tu smeke, Sodien tu driksti, ja es tevi Ipasi ladzu,” - nu
vina vairak arInav pati, bet, kas, kas vina tagad ir? “Tu... arito
proti, nu, mainities, iejusties lomas, attélot citus?” — vins izpas
sev par plecu. “Kas?” “Neko, man tikai likas, ka... aizmirsti.
Pipgjam klusuma.” N&, tomér ir mulke, — vin$ izpa§ caur de-
gunu, zods aiziet gaisa, atgriezZas smaids. Ir aprila vakars, divi
PIpE uz stara.

“Paklau, varbut... ejam?” vina uzsmaida, it ka apmulsusi, ka
domiga, skatas uz ostas, uz Daugavas pusi, acis neatraujas, ies-
tiguSas. “Bet vini?” “Tie? Lai séZ, un —lai vini maksa!” Skrave
no vina spruk lauka ka spunde - ka tad, mans vakars, mana
diena, lai tacu Sie maksa. Ta buSot ka davana, vina vél piebilst,
1szinu raksta, iespurdzas. Par ko? “Raksti viniem, ka esam uz
kuga, lai Sie kapj nakamaja un tiekamies Stokholma, tieka-
mies Londona, whatever, kaut kur.” Vins smejas, atkal ir viegli,
vini ir divi. Vini bas divi.

“Nu. Un kur tu mani vedisi... tagad?” vina ietinas zala Salle,
apgriezas pati ap sevi, vina ir skaista. “Bet tas tacu pilnigi
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skaidrs, skaties,” vin$ apnem skaistules plecu ar garu roku,
ar otru rada tumsS$aja skvera. “Tur,” — pirksts adas cimda leni
brauc no kreisas uz labo, - “més satiksim veci ar atslegu saiski.
Naktssargu. Vins vedis mius uz pils pusi, més iesim gar kanalu,
iesim gar kalnu, més iesim zem zemes, zem pilsétas nokapsim.
Tur biis milziga zale. Durvis. Pa atslegcaurumiem meés ieska-
tisimies un izvélésimies vienas no durvim, tur més ieiesim un
paliksim lidz pirmajiem gailiem. Tad gan bas janem kajas par
pleciem.” “Kas tad tur bus?” “Aiz durvim? Nu, tas atkarigs no
ta, ko izvelesimies, arl no tevis. Kas mums patiks visvairak,
tas ar1 buis.” “Man riebjas larét pa atslégu caurumiem. Bez ta
nevar?” “Bas gruti, bet... labi. Es larésu tava vieta un teikSu,
ko redzu,” — vini iegrieZas parka, dzeltena gaisma virs viniem
te uzmirdz, te izz0d. Apstajas, klausas. “Re, “Tallinks” piena-
ca. Més vienreiz ar draudzeni bijam, tas bija ka... labi, ja, tavs
plans. Man nepatik naktssargs, tas vecis. Kapéc més nevaram
iet divata, kapéc vajadzigs ar1 tas vecis?”

Te vini stav — neliela tumSmate ar zalu Salli, pelekais méte-
lis vala un vin§ - galvu, pusotru garaks, zodu pasistu gaisa,
ar smaidu. Vins pieveris acis un skatas uz zali ar divpadsmit,
divdesmit, piecdesmit durvim, katram vins pieies bez steigas
un skatisies, vin$ paraustis rokturus, durvis bus slégtas. Vecis
Siem bubinas pakausos, sak, véls jau, ies maja, ko cammajas.
Vina spiedisies tuvak, spécigi smarzZos, noliks blakus, teiks, —
“es ar1 gribu, iedod palareét, nu, pavirzies tacu.” Apniks, nems
vienas uz labu laimi, sargs nosplausies, atslégs, vini bas vieni.

Paiet vel daZus solus, uzsmeké, vina klast pikta. “Nu, sapno-
taja kungs, ko tad més darisim, ko? Es domaju, 1steniba,” vina
atspiezas pret kaut kadu sienu, kas ta par maju? Tumsa ir grati
salasit, tumsa pazud pat burti, bet Skiet, ka rakstits kaut kas
par dzivi. Sarkani, apali burti, apaksa liesmas. “Paklau, ejam
pie manis,” beidzot vin§ atceras pareizos vardus. “Isteniba,
vai ta ka ar to naktssargu?” vina smejas tam seja, beidzot ie-
skatas acis, nebég. Ko vin$ tur redz? Tumsa jau saskatit gruti,
tumsa izgaist pat burti, bet vinam Skiet — izsmieklu, atklatas
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nirgas. Vai varbit S1 smejas par sevi? “Nu, més ejam?” melns
cimds sanem vinas balto plaukstu.

Cita roka — peléka, bez cimda — uzgulas garajam uz pleca. Sis
saraujas, dod ka ar stravu. GImi1 nomainas Kemberbecs, Mak-
konahijs, Travolta. “Tu tagad ta mierigi un léenam paej malina,
lai varam tacu gaisma apskatit to tavu lelliti,” tas saka mugu-
ra. Vel viens - zila kurtka un cepuré, kas krietni par mazu -
iedod garajam ribas. Vienu reizi. Sis nosécas. Asja apcertas,
uzsnac ka kakene, vicina aifonu: “Vacaties, jeb es talin spiezu
112.” “Oi, jau miZam, bikses i’ pillas. Gung, tak pieturi vinu, es
nemsu garo. Eu, tu izskaties péc §ita, péc ta dzeka no “Abbas”.
“Abbu” zini?” Gunca pietur, Asja kunkst un 1d, tuvak pie bal-
tas sienas, zem burtiem ar liesmam. Tas turpina: “Tu tagad ej
mierigi un ne par ko nedoma,” — kads vinu pagriez, iesper pa
pecpusi. Dazus solus vins sper péc inerces, nedoma, ka jau bij’
sacits. Tad iekliedzas Asja, vél reizi. Vin§ neskatas, vini ir divi,
budigi tipi, laikam no “Tallinka”, nodoma garais. Vél Cetri soli,
veél. Prata séZ mazaka Jaunuma jédziens —visu bailu rota, térps
no smagneéja samta, ar zelta diedziniem kristits. Kas vins bas
tagad? Parka zib zilas un sarkanas ugunis, iekaucas siréna, —
“dievin, paldies!” - Sis Cukst, ar skatienu pavada kartibas sar-
gus. Bus kartiba, bus.

Péc gadiem, kad citi sumina garo dzimSanas diena un vélak
vin$ kato uz maju pusi - Soreiz viens pats — starp domam par
basanu un nebtiSanu, un moralo likumu mani, kas tacu spiests
sadzivot ar zvaigZnoto debesi par mani, starp tam iespraucas
tada ka atmina. Tada ka siréna, ka bérna vai sievietes balss.
Vins$ mégina atceréties, blenz uz sienu, Skiet, te kadreiz bijusi
burti. “Ng, tas nav iespéjams, nekad neesmu te bijis,” vins ska-
tas un sajuta peksni ir tada, itin ka nupat butu smekéjis, bet,
kur nu, kur jau tie gadi. “Né tacu, murgi!” — vins atmet ar roku
un kajas nes cilveku prom.

Bet rakstits tur bija gan, un vardi sacija: “Dzive ir ]oti gara.”

Osvalds Zebris, 2017. g. novembris
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Osvalds Zebris

Translated from Latvian by Laura Adlers

They say April is the cruellest month. Not so this year. The
middle of April has been thawed by the angry sun. The slush
has been driven into the black earth, dragged itself away, and
soon there will be sprouts.

“Sprouting,” — the young Harrison Ford lookalike repeats
again to himself, one more time and then as usual - it sounds
hollow, there is no substance, once again unconvincing. He
can do as he pleases, no build-up, no breaking through the soil,
no big announcement. “Sprouting” could now also be “groan-
ing” or “smirking”, but not this morning. No. This will not be a
morning of word invention, when he drives, runs, swims, tries
to reach, reaches, exceeds, when he is doing his thing. When
he thinks about doing something. Today he has to put on his
shoes and get out in the sun. Actually. It is the morning of his
birthday.

The first person he meets is a woman. The usual, predictable
routine. No, not a very young one, but slim like a girl for sure,
— a wiry runner, who smiles at him, and possibly even looks
back at him as she presses her flushed palms on her knees. He
will not look back, no. Leering at the first one to come his way
would signify a small loss right from the front door. Someone
looking through a car window, from a first-floor kitchen win-
dow, or through wooden Venetian blinds would notice him
and sneer: “Look, — this guy looking back. That was predicta-
ble, his type always looks back, a mechanical action.” He is not
a machine, not that empty straw man, today he is very alert
and very alive. Today he will be.
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“Hello to you too,” he answers the friendly woman from the
next apartment, who is so quiet, so unbelievably reserved,
that he is envious. “I think so too,” he agrees with Uncle Juris,
who believes that there will be war in a day or two. “No way!”
he is strict, furrowing his wide brow as he cleans his round
glasses, —he supports his colleague Gunars, who is vehemently
opposed to bribes.

“I... invite you all today to...” - he pauses to set it up. “Lido!” -
exclaims Asja. “Yes, of course! You can go, but, if you can’t find
anything edible there, we will all be at... Vincents,” — he pauses
deliberately, puts his glasses back on. He’s got them, they don’t
show it, but he does. Aleksis and Gunars, Eizenijs and Fran-
cis, Jana, Maija, and also little, spiteful Asja — all silent. Then
they tap his forehead, wave him away, remember, rush back
to their work, back to their places. “Yes, perhaps our youngest
could get the flowers. Asja?” — snaps Maija, without turning
her curly unkempt head away from the screen. His colours?
“His colours, his colours,” — Jana repeats twice, flitting in and
spitting out whatever comes to mind: “lavender purple, lime
green.”

Home, finally all alone. He looks in the small mirror, winces,
crinkles up his face, twists his mouth, flashes his teeth. “Cum-
berbatch,” —he stretches to make himself a bit taller and checks
himself out through his brow. Then his head slides back, chin
upward, he squints his eyes narrowly and sneeringly. “Emi-
nem,” — he utters through clenched teeth. Then Norton, Depp,
Downey, Pitt, McConaughey. Easy. He gets stuck on Eastwood’s
look, he feels that he doesn’t have it, it is not believable, he has
toletthat one go. Itis dark now. He gets dressed behind the clos-
et door, so he cannot be seen from the street. He leans down,
presses on his leg muscle, crouches down, breathes deeply sev-
en times. He calms himself. “This is my evening, mine. Like a
Viking I will arrive, I will seize the moment, get drunk, chat
away until I am incoherent, and finally make a move on Asja.”
Who could be her guy? Of course! That will be his special

-516 -



Osvalds Zebris

move tonight — him with an actor’s face. Let them try and un-
derstand what and why? He flips through the screen, between
his fingers are men’s faces. He laughs and mutters: “Sorry, no,
another time, sorry, stop! Damon is the one, such a secret, such
an unknown... so much unknown.

“Vincents”, nine o’clock in the evening, April, Riga. It is nice,
warm. They are friendly, with them it is safe and easy, sim-
pler than he could hope. He is even surprised. Matt can’t be
surprised, surely not, — it occurs to him that there are seven
glasses which each make a “dzinn” song when clinked with
his. Eyebrows down, a smile, a lowered chin, laughter — one
after another.

“Listen, you are — well, kind of strange this evening,” — she
whispers, laughs, turns, winks at Maija, their boss. “Older?” —
he played dumb perfectly. “Deeper!” — Asja pushes up against
him, brushes against his elbow, squeezes his hand, then backs
away, exclaims: “Wine! We have surely earned one fine wine,
no?” She turns to him, and for a moment is a little girl: “Have
we?” After the fourth bottle he starts to worry about money. It
really hits him when he hears the words “bill”, “check”, and so
on. Matt slides off his smooth face, he blinks nervously, laughs
in the moment, ever louder, always trying to stay in the here
and now.

“Let’s go out... for a smoke,” — she is so close again, his breath
on her cheek, above her ear, past her dark hair. She gets up,
waits. “Was that a question?” “That was a statement.” A pow-
erful response, — he thinks and rises from the table, — direct
and exact. “But I don’t even...” “Today you smoke, today you
are allowed, if I specially invite you to,” — well, she is no longer
herself, but who, who is she now? “You... know how to do it too,
to change, get into a role, portray others?” — he blows smoke
out over his shoulder. “What?” “Nothing, it just seemed to me
that... forget it. Let’s smoke in silence.” No, she is a fool after
all, - he exhales through his nose, his chin disappears in the
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air, his smile returns. It is an April evening, the two of them
are smoking on the corner.

“Listen, maybe... let’s go?” she smiles at him, as if confused,
deep in thought, looks at the port, towards the Daugava, her
eyes not moving, fixated. “But them?” “Them? Let them sit,
and - let them pay!” The screw inside him springs free like a
plug - why not, my evening, my day, why not let them pay. That
will be like a gift, she adds, sending a text, flitting about. For
what? “Write that we are on the ship, that they should get on
the next one and we will meet in Stockholm, meet in London,
whatever, somewhere.” He laughs, it is easy again, they are
two. They will be two.

“Well. And where are you going to take me... now?” she
wraps the green scarf around her, gives herself a whirl, she
is beautiful. “But that is surely completely obvious, look,” he
put his long arm around the beauty’s shoulder, with the oth-
er he points toward the dark square. “There,” — his finger in
a leather glove moves slowly from the left to the right, — “we
will meet a guy with a bunch of keys. The nightwatchman.
He will take us towards the palace, we will go along the ca-
nal, along the hill, we will go underground, we will climb
down under the city. There will be a large room. Doors.
Through the keyholes we will look inside and will choose
one of the doors, into which we will go and stay until the
first roosters crow. Then we will really have to run out of
there.” “What will be there?” “Behind the door? Well, that
will depend on which we choose, and also on you. Whichev-
er we like the best, that is what we will have.” “I hate peep-
ing through keyholes. Can we not do without?” “It will be
hard, but... OK. I will peep in your place and tell you what
I see,” — they turn into the park, a yellow light flashes on in
one place, and disappears in others. They stop and listen.
“See, the ‘Tallinks’ has arrived. We were there once with
my girlfriend, that was as if... OK, yes, your plan. I don’t like
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the nightwatchman, that guy. Why can’t we go just the two
of us, why does this guy have to come too?”

Here they stand — a petite dark-haired girl with a green scarf,
grey coat open and him - taller by a head and a half, with his
chin in the air, smiling. He has closed his eyes and is looking
at a room with twelve, twenty, fifty doors, he will go slowly to
each one and look, he will try the doorknobs, the doors will
be locked. The guy will mumble behind them, hey, it’s already
late, go home, why hang around. She will press closer to him,
with a strong smell, bend down next to him, saying, — “I want
to too, let me have a look, move over.” She will get bored, will
take one on good luck, the guard will spit, unlock the door, and
they will be alone.

They take a few more steps, take a drag, she becomes irritated.
“Well, big dreamer, what are we going to do, what? I mean, for
real,” she leans against some kind of wall, what kind of house
is this? It is hard to read in the dark, the letters even disappear
in the dark, but it seems there is something written about life.
Red, round letters, underneath flames. “Listen, let’s go to my
place,” he finally finds the right words. “Actually, or like the
nightwatchman did?” she laughs in his face, finally looks in
his eyes, doesn’t leave. What does he see? It is hard to see in the
dark, even the letters vanish in the dark, but he senses —mock-
ing, open jeering. Or maybe she is laughing at herself? “Well,
are we going?” a black glove takes her white hand.

A different hand - grey, without a glove - is laid on the tall
man’s shoulder. He flinches, as if he had been hit with a cur-
rent. His face changes from Cumberbatch to McConaughey
to Travolta. “You just calm down and move off to the side, so
we can check out your little doll in the light,” the one behind
him says. Another one - in a blue jacket and hat, which was
way too small — punches the tall one in the ribs. Once. He
crumples. Asja explodes, hisses like a cat, waves her iPhone:
“Get lost, or I will dial 112 right now.” “Oy, we are shitting
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ourselves, our pants are full. Gus, hold her down, I will take
the tall one. Hey, you look like that, like that guy from ABBA.
ABBA, you know? Gus holds her, Asja grunts and squeals,
closer to the white wall, under the letters with the flames. He
continues: “You go quietly now and don’t think about doing
anything,” — someone turns him around, kicks him in the
butt. He takes a few steps from nothing, he does nothing, as
he was told. Then Asja screams, again. He doesn’t 1ook, there
are two of them, muscular types, probably from “Tallinka”,
thinks the tall guy. Still four steps, still. He is thinking about
the concept of lesser evil — the jewel of all fears, a suit made
of heavy velvet, christened with gold threads. What will he
be now? In the park are flashing blue and red lights, a siren
is wailing, — “thank you, god!” — he whispers, with a glance
he follows the order guards. There will be order, there will.

Years later, when others celebrate the tall guy on his birthday
and he later makes his way home — this time alone — between
thoughts about being and not being, and my internal moral
compass, which is still forced to coexist with the starry sky
over me, between them appears something like a memory.
Something like a siren, like a child’s or a woman’s voice. He
tries to remember, staring at the wall, thinking there used
to be letters here. “No, that is not possible, I have never been
here,” he looks and he has a sudden feeling, as if he had just
had a smoke, but how can that be, it has been years. “No, it’s
just a nightmare!” — he waves his arm and his legs take the
person away.

But the writing was there, and the words said: “Life is very
long.”

Osvalds Zebris, 2017.g. novembris
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The European Union Prize for Literature

Since its creation in 2009, the
European Union Prize for Literature
(EUPL) aims to put the spotlight on
the creativity and diverse wealth of
Europe’s contemporary literature in
the field of fiction, to promote the
circulation of literature within Europe
and to encourage greater interest in
non-national literary works.

In the course of the past nine editions,
the works of the 108 selected winners
have been able to reach a wider and
international audience and touched
readers beyond both national and
linguistic borders.

The Prize, which is co-financed by

the Creative Europe programme of

the European Commission, aims to
achieve three main goals: to promote
cross-border mobility of those working
in the cultural sector; to encourage
the transnational circulation of cultural
and artistic output; and to foster
intercultural dialogue.

The EUPL is organised by a Consortium
comprised of the European Writers’
Council (EWCQ), the Federation of
European Publishers (FEP) and the
European and International Booksellers
Federation (EIBF) with support of the
European Commission.

Selection Process
between 2009-2017

In the past nine editions, the winning
authors were selected by qualified
juries set up in each of the countries
participating in the award. Jury
members were appointed by national
members of EWC, FEP and EIBF and
were composed of a minimum of 3
and a maximum 5 members.

The emerging authors were chosen
on the basis of criteria stipulated by
the European Commission. Details on
these criteria are available on the EUPL
website.

10 anniversary edition

In 2018 the European Union Prize

for Literature is celebrating its 10th
anniversary. To mark this special
occasion a virtual and physical journey
through the literary Europe and special
a writing contest, exclusively open to
all previous EUPL winners, have been
organised.

The EUPL Writing Contest “A European
Story: EUPL Winners Write Europe” is

a unique short fiction competition
that celebrates Europe, literature and
—above all - 10 years of the European
Union Prize for Literature.

36 EUPL winning authors from a
total of 26 different countries have
submitted fascinating European
stories with a unique perspective.
These stories, written in 23 different
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languages, are compiled in this
publication along with translations
into English.

The EUPL Writing Contest will be
judged by both a professional jury
and the public, who will each choose
a winner.

There will also be a special MEPs Prize,
awarded by Members of the European
Parliament, as well as a special
mention for Cultural Heritage.

The winners of the four different
categories will be announced at the
Awards Ceremony taking place in
Vienna in November 2018.

Professional Jury

A professional jury, made up of
distinguished experts from the

field of literature, including literary
critics, journalists, authors as well as
booksellers, will be judging these
submissions in the coming months and
choose a winner in November 2018.

The members of the professional jury
are Maria-Jodo Costa (Portugal), Nina
George (Germany), Juancho Pons
(Spain), Cathy Rentzenbrink (United
Kingdom), Liana Sakelliou (Greece) and
Marnix Verplancke (Belgium).

The detailed profiles of the jury
members are available on the EUPL
website.

Public Jury

The public will also be invited to have
their say. All submissions received

for the EUPL Writing Contest will be
published in an online publication

on the EUPL website, which will
contain both original texts and English
translations. People will be able cast

a vote for their favourite short fiction
directly on the EUPL website.

MEPs Jury

A jury consisting of Members of

the European Parliament (MEPs)

will be awarding a special prize to
their favourite short fiction. This
initiative is spearheaded by Ms Petra
Kammerevert, Chair of the European
Parliament’s Committee on Culture
and Education.

Special Mention for Cultural
Heritage

As 2018 is the year of European Year
of Cultural Heritage, the juries will

be invited to give a special mention
to the best short fiction in which
European heritage plays a significant
role.

You can find more information on the
European Year of Cultural Heritage on
the following website: https://europa.
eu/cultural-heritage/
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