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Predmluva

Vazeni pratelé a priznivci poezie i prozy,

zveme vas, abyste se zacetli do basni priblizné osmdeséti tvircd, ktefi na-
vstivili festival Stranou — evropsti basnici nazivo v pribéhu let 2013-2017. Preje-
me vam, abyste si nasli svou autorku nebo autora, jejichz texty vas oslovi. Mozna
to bude jedna jedind basen. Ale i v té se muze ukryvat cely vesmir.

Program festivalu Evropsti basnici nazivo tvori jiz deset let nejen literatura,
ale také koncerty, vytvarné vystavy a divadelni uméni. Antologie vdam pomUze
zorientovat se v tom, ktefi z nasich i zahrani¢nich umélcl festival navstivili —
a u téch pisicich vam zprostredkuje také jejich texty.

Texty vam predkladame v originalech a prekladech do cestiny a anglictiny.
Anglické preklady jsme zvolili proto, aby se méli zahranic¢ni autofi a jejich pratelé
a priznivci moZznost lépe zorientovat v tom, jak pisi jejich kolegové z jinych zemi;
postarali se o né prekladatelé z Ateliéru uméleckého prekladu pod vedenim
Matthewa Sweneyho a Roberta Hyska.

Jiz prvnich pét let festivalu pro nas predstavovalo tak vyznamny meznik, ze
jsme se rozhodli pfi oné prilezitosti vydat antologii predstavujici tvorbu vsech
autord, ktefi v pribéhu prvnich péti let festivalu Stranou vystoupili. Vzhledem
k neomezenym moznostem distribuce pfi minimalnich finan¢nich nakladech
i postupné se rozmahajicim ¢teckam e-knih jsme se rozhodli udélat antologii
elektronickou: aby poezie ze viech koutl Evropy mohla pfi cesté za svym ctena-
fem prekondvat co nejméné hranic.

Bylo to rozumné rozhodnuti, nebot pfi shromazdovani material pro pred-
chozi antologii jsme s udivem zjistili, ze za prvnich pét let trvani festival hostil
vice nez padesat autord z rtiznych koutd Evropy a ptvodné skromné zamyslena
publikace se tak poradné rozroste.

Bilancovani po desatém ro¢niku festivalu ndm pak doslova vyrazilo dech.
Napocitali jsme, Ze od zalozZeni festivalu az dosud jiz Beroun navstivilo témér sto
padesdt tvarcd raznych zanrd z celkem dvandcti zemi. Tvrzeni, Ze jde v téchto
koncinach o nejrozsdhlejsi festival, ktery jednou ro¢né v priibéhu jednoho tyd-
ne predstavuje tolik literatur rdznych autort a zemi, snad neni pfili§ prehnané.
V kazdém pfipadé jde o obdivuhodnou kontinuitu, kterou by nebylo mozné udr-
Zet bez podpory mésta Berouna a fady dalsich instituci a darcd.

Kazdy rok jsme v prubéhu festivalu predstavili nékolik kniznich novinek. Za
celou dobu to bylo na pétadvacet titull, které vyrazné obohatily nejen nas kniz-
nitrh, predevsim ale snad ¢tenare. Jmenujme mezi jinymi sbirku Ireny Douskové
Napll ve vzduchu ¢i soubor basni Nevlastni od Petra Hrusky, preklad uspésnych
romand, at uz Kniha Mikotaje tozinského, Andél zapomnéni od Maji Haderlap
nebo Cinskd zed od Stanky Hrastelj, sbirky svétoznamych a cenénych basnika,
jako Ryszard Krynicki z Polska (a jeho rozsahly vybor basni Magneticky bod),
Franciszek Kamecki (Ndrek knéze), Genowefa Jakubowska-Fijatkowska (NéZny
ndz), Meta Kusar (Lublari), anebo také rozsdhlou antologii soucasné slovinské
poezie Padesdti hlasy hovoiim / S petdesetimi glasovi govorim ¢&i sbirku haiku
PrimoZe Repara nebo basni Andraze Police. Prostfednictvim vystavy v beroun-
ském muzeu jsme predstavili ojedinély projekt basnika Zderika Volfa a fotografa
Jindficha Streita — knihu fotografii doprovazenou basnémi pod titulem Chlévskd
lyrika.

Aniz bychom si libovali ve sbirdni medaili, titulG a cen, prece jen jsme s jis-
tym uspokojenim sledovali, Ze hosté nasich festivalt sbhiraji po svété vyznamna
ocenéni své prace. At uz jde o nejvyssi slovinské statni ocenéni za Zivotni dilo,



Preserenovu cenu (Andrej Brvar), statni cenu PreSerenova fondu (Cvetka Lipus),
rakouskou cenu Ingeborg Bachmannové a vice nez desitku dalSich mezindrod-
nich cen (Maja Haderlap), francouzskou cenu Maxe Jacoba (Emmanuel Moses),
Ceskou Statni cenu za literaturu (Petr Hruska) ¢i Magnesii Literu (Viola Fischero-
va, lvan Matousek, Radek Fridrich), nominaci na nejvyznamnéjsi polskou cenu
Nike (Ryszard Krynicki, Mikotaj tozinski, Genowefa Jakubowska-Fijatkowska),
italskou narodni cenu Astrolabio d’oro (Marko Kravos) a dalsi ocenéni, vidy se
pfi vsi skromnosti jedna o potvrzeni vysoké Urovné tvorby nasich hosti a kvality
festivalu.

A co nds osobné tésilo a tési nejvice: prostrednictvim festivalu Stranou se
deset let setkavali a setkavaji lidé z rznych koncl Evropy, poznavaji se navzajem,
poznavaji se zde se svymi pfiznivci, vstiebavaji vzajemné svoji tvorbu a posilaji
zpravu o ni dal do svych zemi. Kulturné se tak dale propojujeme a dozviddme se
0 sobé stale vic. A stredem toho vseho je Beroun — mésto, jehoz jméno si zvykli
lidé sklonovat v mnoha jazycich a které jiz fadu let predstavuje v mnoha zemich
symbol kulturniho mésta, které se neboji podporovat projekty stojici stranou
verejného déni. Protoze jsou moznd stranou, ale rozhodné ne mimo.

KdyZ jsme pred deseti lety ve velice skromnych podminkach zacinali s prv-
nim ro¢nikem festivalu Stranou — evropsti basnici nazivo, i pres presvédcenti, ze
délame dulezZitou véc, nas obcas prepadaly pochybnosti: i kdyZz se nam podari
zorganizovat festival podle nasich nejlepsich moznosti, pfijmou lidé nas népad,
bude je zajimat néco tak okrajového, jako je poezie?

Hned zpocatku se ukdzalo, Ze neslo o pochybnosti neopravnéné. Poezie
vskutku zadnym trhakem nebyla a basnici si své publikum hledaji tézko. V zad-
ném pripadé nas vsak nenapadlo vyvodit z toho zavér, ze nema smysl| pokraco-
vat; naopak, brali jsme to jako znameni, Zze se mame pokouset hledat dimy-
sInéjsi zplsoby a cesty, jakymi bychom se mohli k potencidlnim posluchacdm
a ¢tenartim poezie dostat. Cteni a proZivani poezie je prece tak osobni véc,
kterou vétsina z nds péstuje v soukromi, o samoté. Jit na verejné Cteni tak, jako
chodime napriklad na koncerty, vyZaduje Casto velkou davku zvédavosti, mozna
odvahy a nékdy aZ sebezapreni. Ale kdyZ se to podafi, odména byvé bohata. Kro-
mé basni totiz dostaneme prileZitost setkat se také s basniky. A to byva leckdy
setkani nezapomenutelné, obcas dokonce urcujici pro dalsi Zivot.

Atak jsme premysleli: co kdybychom organizovali odpoledni a vecerni cteni
spojena s koncerty, divadelnimi vystoupenimi ¢i vystavami na rliznych mistech?
Aby nasi hosté — basnici z mnoha rliznych zemi — poznali néco z nadherného
prostiedi, v némz mohou travit nékolik dni. Ukazeme jim Muzeum Ceského kra-
su, kavarnu Jind kava v Berouné, zavedeme je na Tetin, vyvezeme na hrad Kra-
kovec, prokazeme Cest Cist basné v Knihovné Vaclava Havla v Praze. To vSechno
jsou ndpady bezesporu skvélé; ale co tfeba pokusit se privést basniky do skol
a do méstské knihovny? Ukazalo se, Ze Slo o jeden z nejstastnéjsich napadl —
setkani se studenty bylo dlleZité nejen pro leckteré z nich, ale také pro samotné
basniky. Setkali jsme se s takovou mirou bezpredsudecné otevienosti, premys-
livosti a zvédavosti, Ze nds to znovu a znovu presvédcovalo o tom, Ze nase po-
¢inani ma hluboky smysl. Studenti dostali moznost diskutovat o basnich pfimo
s autory, néktefi s nimi mohli mluvit v jejich jazyce o tvorbé obecné, jini vyuzili
prilezitosti prihlasit se ke tvorbé své. A tak jsme béhem let postupné rozsifovali
repertoar mist, kde jsme se se studenty setkavali. A tu nas napadlo — kdyZ stu-
denti, pro¢ ne také seniofi? A diky tomuto ndpadu a vstficnosti berounského
Domu seniorll dostala poezie a hudba dalsi Sanci prijit tam, kde je vitana. Rok
co rok prichazely napady na nova mista, nova setkani, festival rostl nejen co do
mnozstvi pozvanych hosti, ale také do kvality a bohatosti programu.

Podpora fady mist a instituci, kde jsme chtéli nase autorska cteni a dopro-
vodné akce pofadat, byla duleZitd, méla totiz svého ducha, néladu a navstév-



niky. Kdyby nebylo Muzea Ceského krasu, kavarny Jina kava, berounské Mést-
ské knihovny, zdejsich stfednich Skol, tetinského Sdruzeni sv. Ludmily, prazské
Knihovny Vaclava Havla, hradu Krakovce, nemohl by mit festival jedine¢nou
atmosféru, na kterou jeho Ucastnici i navstévnici tak radi vzpominaji. Neméné
dulezita ovsem byla podpora, ktera tolik vidét neni, pfitom vSak naprosto za-
sadné ovliviuje, co a na jaké Urovni bude mozné usporadat. Teprve s podporou
mésta Berouna, slovinského Utadu Republiky Slovinsko pro Slovince ve svété
a v prihranici, Slovinského spolku Josipa Plecnika, Verejné agentury Republiky
Slovinsko, Casopisu Mentor, Velvyslanectvi Slovinské republiky a Rakouského
kulturniho féra jsme mohli dat nasim plandm pevnou podobu. A podpora na-
sich prednich literarnich ¢asopist — Protimluy, Tvar a Host — pomohla ziskat akci
véhlas medidlni.

V posledni dobé je na nas z nejrliznéjsich stran naléhano, abychom se
nenechali pfipravit o svou identitu. Pravé proto bychom neméli zapominat, ze
to, co nasi identitu urcuje, je pravé jazyk a kultura. Pokud zapomeneme na to,
co nas ve vztahu k ostatnim vymezuje a soucasné spojuje, ztracime svij pevny
bod a jistotu sebe sama. Také proto jsme po deseti letech trvani festivalu pre-
svédceni moznad jesté vice nez na zacatku, Ze ma smysl| zabyvat se vécmi, které
snad vétsina spolecnosti povazuje za okrajové a nedllezité, v tézkych chvilich se
k nim ale pravidelné vraci, aby z nich nacerpala silu. Budeme se i nadale snazit
pracovat na tom, aby Casy, kdy se kultura zda byt nepotrebna, nebyly vypinény
vzduchoprazdnem, aby se po letech a desetiletich pfi pohledu zpdtky do minu-
losti nezdalo, Ze na ni lidé Uplné rezignovali.

Lenka a Peter Kuharovi



Foreword

Dear friends and fans of prose and poetry,

Welcome! We're here to invite you to read the poetry of roughly eighty
authors whom we have hosted at the festival “Stranou —evropsti basnici nazivo”
(Aside — European Poets Live) during the years 2013—-2017. Our wish is that you
may find an author whose works speak to you. It might be only one poem. But
that poem might contain the entire universe.

The programme of the festival European Poets Live has been going on
for ten years now, and during its entire run it has been made up not only of
literature, but also concerts, art exhibitions, and theatre. This anthology should
help act as a guidepost to which Czech and foreign artists have visited the
festival —and we have also made available here texts by each of the singers.

We are presenting the texts in the original language and also in Czech and
English translation. We chose English so that foreign authors and their friends
and fans could better orient themselves as to how their colleagues from other
countries write; the translations have been furnished by the Literary Translation
Atelier, under the leadership of Robert Hysek and Matthew Sweney.

The first five years of the festival represented such a significant milestone
that we decided on that occasion to publish an anthology introducing the
work of all the authors who had taken part in those first five years of Stranou/
Aside. With respect to the limited possibilities of distribution with our minimal
financial resources, and the gradual proliferation of e-readers, we decided to
publish that anthology electronically: in order that poetry from all corners of
Europe could find a way to its readers and overcome the fewest borders.

It was a logical decision; however during the gathering of materials for
the previous anthology, we realised with awe that over the first five years of
the festival we hosted more than fifty authors from diverse points of Europe,
and the originally modestly conceived publication had expanded considerably.

Taking accounts after the tenth year of the festival literally took our breath
away. Since the founding of the festival, nearly one hundred and fifty artists
from various genres have come to Beroun, from twelve countries. Our claim
that the festival taking place here, in this part of the country, each year for
one week, presenting so much literature from various authors and countries,
is the most extensive in the country is perhaps no exaggeration. In any case,
this is a remarkable continuity, which would not have been possible to maintain
without the support of the City of Beroun and a number of other cultural
institutions and donors.

Each year during the festival we have introduced several new books. Over
the entire run this has come to twenty-five titles, which have not only enriched
our book market, but above all the readers. To name just a few, the poetry
collection by Irena Douskova Napdl ve vzduchu (Halfway in the Air), the poetry
collection Nevlastni (Detached) by Petr Hruska; and translations of successful
novels, such as Mikotaj tozinski’'s Book, Maja Haderlap’s Angel of Oblivion,
and Stanka Hrastelj’s Wall of China; collections of world-renowned and prize-
winning poets such as Ryszard Krynicki from Poland and a big selection of his
poems Magneticky bod (Magnetic Point), Franciszek Kamecki’s Ndrek knéze
(Priest’s Wailing), Genowefa Jakubowska-Fijatkowska’s Nézny nuZ (Tender
Knife), Meta Kusar’s Lublari (Ljubljana), and another big book, the anthology
of contemporary Slovene poetry Padesati hlasy hovoiim / S petdesetimi glasovi
govorim (I Speak in Fifty Voices), as well as PrimoZ Repar’s collection of haiku



and the poetry of Andraz Polic. And via the exhibition in the Beroun museum,
we presented the unique project by poet Zdenék Volf and photographer Jindfich
Streit — a book of photographs accompanied by poetry entitled Chlévskd lyrika
(Animal Shed Lyricism).

And if you like to collect medals, titles, and prizes, then you will see with
a certain satisfaction that the guests of our festival have garnered important
prizes for their work, all over the world. Whether it’s the highest Slovene state
prize for lifetime achievement, the Preseren Award (Andrej Brvar), the state
Preseren Fund Award (Cvetka Lipu$), the Austrian Ingeborg Bachmann Prize
and more than a dozen other international prizes (Maja Haderlap), the French
Max Jacob Award (Emmanuel Moses), the Czech State Prize for Literature (Petr
Hrusgka), or the Magnesia Litera award for best Czech book (Viola Fischerovd,
Ivan Matousek, Radek Fridrich), nominations for the highest Polish prize, the
Nike (Ryszard Krynicki, Mikotaj toziriski, Genowefa Jakubowska-Fijatkowska),
the Italian national Astrolabio d’oro prize (Marko Kravos), and other awards —
which, all modesty aside, are proof of the high artistic level of our guests and
the quality of the festival.

And what has always pleased us personally the most, and always will: via
the Stranou/Aside festival we have met and continue to meet people from all
over Europe, getting to know each other, meeting their fans here, absorbing
each other’s work, and sending news of it back home. We continue to connect
with each other culturally and learn more and more about each other. And in
the centre of it all is Beroun — a town whose name people have become used
to incorporating into many languages and which for a number of years now has
represented in many countries a symbol for a cultural city, one not afraid to
support projects which stand aside from public goings-on. While they may be
aside, they certainly are not apart.

When ten years ago we began in very modest circumstances with the first
year of the Stranou/Aside — European Poets Live festival — even despite the
conviction that what we were doing was something important — occasionally
some doubt would arise: what if even were we able to organise the festival
according to our best abilities, would people accept our concept? Would they
be interested in something so borderline as poetry?

Right from the start it was obvious that our doubts were not completely
unfounded. Poetry indeed is no bestseller, and it can be tough for poets to find
an audience. But in no way did it ever occur to us to conclude that there was
no sense in going on; just the opposite, we took it as a sign that we had to try
to find more resourceful ways and means in order to reach potential audiences
and readers. Reading and experiencing poetry is a personal thing which the
majority of us foster in private, alone. To go to a public reading in the way that
we go out for example to concerts often requires a great amount of curiosity,
perhaps even courage, and sometimes even self-denial. But when it works, the
rewards are rich. In addition to the poetry, we have had the opportunity to
meet the poets. And these tend to be unforgettable meetings, sometimes even
decisive for further life.

And so we thought: what if we organised the afternoon and evening
readings together with concerts, theatrical performances, and exhibitions in
different places? So that our guests — poets from many different countries —
could get to know something about the beautiful environment in which they
are spending several days. We show them the Bohemian Karst Museum, the
Jina kava (Different Cup of Tea) café in Beroun, we bring them to the ancient
village and pilgrimage site of Tetin, we take them up to Krakovec Castle, we
offer them the honour of reading their poetry in the Véaclav Havel Library in
Prague. These are all great ideas; but what about trying to bring the poets to
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schools and the local library? That proved to have been one of our best ideas —
meetings with students were important not just for many students, but also for
the poets themselves. We met in such a degree of unprecedented openness,
thoughtfulness, and curiosity, that it again and again convinced us of the fact
that our activities made a great deal of sense. Students had the possibility to
discuss poetry with the authors themselves, some even could speak in their
languages about art in general, other students made use of the opportunity to
announce their own works. And thus over the years we gradually extended our
repertoire of places where we would meet with the students. And it occurred
to us — if students, why not seniors, too? And thanks to this idea and the
obligingness of the Beroun House for Seniors, poetry and music had the chance
to go where they were welcome. Year after year came new ideas for new places,
new meetings; the festival grew not only in the number of invited guests, but
also in the quality and richness of the programme.

The support of the many places and institutions where we wanted our
authors’ readings and accompanying events to take place was important: their
support had its own soul, atmosphere, and audience. And if it had not been
for the Bohemian Karst Museum, the Jind kava café, the Beroun Public Library,
local middle schools, the Association of St Ludmila in Tetin, the Vaclav Havel
Library in Prague, Krakovec Castle, the festival would not have had its unique
atmosphere, one which performers and visitors both remember with fondness.
Not of least importance was the support which is not so visible, nonetheless it
had a huge influence on the festival’s content, quality, and organisation. Thanks
to the support of the City of Beroun, the Government Office of the Republic
of Slovenia for Slovenes Abroad, the Josip Plecnik Slovene Association, the
Public Agency of the Republic of Slovenia, the magazine Mentor, the Slovene
Embassy in Prague, and the Austrian Cultural Forum, we were able to give our
plans definite form. And the support of our leading Czech literary magazines —
Protimluy, Tvar, and Host — helped to get our events media attention.

Recently, from the most diverse sides, there has been an insistence that
we should maintain our identity. This is exactly why we should remember that
what determines our identity is language and culture. If we forget what our
relationship to others demarcates and at the same time connects, we lose our
fixed point and the certainty of ourselves. Thus after ten years of an ongoing
festival we are perhaps more convinced than at the start that it makes sense
to be concerned with things that the majority of the society considers as
borderline and unimportant; in hard times society regularly returns to art in
order to take strength from it. We will continue to try to work so that in the
times when culture seems to be unnecessary, those times are not filled by
avacuum; that after years and decades, when looking back upon the past, it will
not appear as if people gave up on culture completely: we were there.

Lenka and Peter Kuhar

11






E sad Babaci¢ (1965 v Lublani), slovinsky basnik

a publicista. Studoval srbskou, chorvatskou a poté
i slovinskou filologii na univerzité v Lublani. V osm-
desatych letech byl clenem novovinné popové
skupiny Via ofenziva, pro kterou také psal kritické
avantgardni texty. Vydal fadu basnickych sbirek jako
Kavala (1986), Malemu boksarju (Malému boxerovi,
1988), Angel s scufanimi krili (Andél s potrhanymi
kridly, 1989), Veter v Zilah (Vitr v Zilach, 1994), Black
Jack (1994), Kiti se ne napihujejo (Velryby se nenady-
maji, 2000), Divan (2006), Sloni jocejo posteno (Sloni
placou poctivé, 2011), v némeckém prekladu vysla
sbirka Gebet des Schmetterlings (Modlitba motyla,
2014). V ¢estiné byly jeho basné publikovany v mezi-
narodnim literarnim ¢asopisu Pobocza (2005, 2007)
a v antologiich Krajiny za slovy (2008) a Padesati hla-
sy hovorim / S petdesetimi glasovi govorim (2013).

Esad Babaci¢ (b. 1965) is a poet and publicist.
He studied Serbian, Croatian, and later Slovenian
at the University of Ljubljana. In the 1980s he was
a member of the New Wave pop group Via ofenziva,
for whom he also wrote critical, avant-garde texts.
He has published a number of poetry collections,
such as Kavala (1986), Malemu boksarju (To a Young
Boxer, 1988), Angel s scufanimi krili (Angel with
Torn Wings, 1989), Veter v Zilah (Breeze in the
Veins, 1994), Black Jack (1994), Kiti se ne napihujejo
(The Whales are Not Getting Bloated, 2000), Divan
(2006), Sloni jocejo posteno (Elephants Honestly
Weep, 2011) and there was a collection in German
translation, Gebetdes Schmetterlings (Butterfly
Prayers, 2014).



Korektna pesem

Korektno si Zivel,
korektno bos umrl.
Imel si korektne odnose,
s korektnimi ljudmi,
v korektnih casih.

Bil si korekten zgled
korektnosti.

Ostal si korekten

v svojem strahu,

tudi ko so vsi

vzeli svoj

kos¢ek nekorektnosti
in se veselili
nekorektno.

Celo zlagal si se
neko¢ samemu sebi,
da si tudi sam

v€asih zlahka
nekorekten,

samo zato,

da bi lahko

ostal korekten

do konca.

Danes si korektno
priznal, da si kriv,

ker so zmagali

slabi in ker si bil

tudi ti korektno naiven,
ko si jih hranil s svojo

korektnostjo,
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ker nisi vedel,
da je korektnost
Ze od nekdaj
najbolj trden
kapital v rokah
najbolj
nekorektnih
ljudi.
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Korektni basen

Korektné jsi Zil,
korektné umres.

Mél jsi korektni vztahy

s korektnimi lidmi

v korektnich casech.

Byl jsi korektni priklad

korektnosti.
ZUstal jsi korektni
ve svém strachu,
i kdyZ vSichni

vzali svij

kousek nekorektnosti

a nekorektné

se radovali.
Dokonce jsi jednou
sam sobé lhal,

Ze ity sam jsi
obcas trochu
nekorektni,

jen proto,

abys mohl

zUstat korektni

az do konce.

Dnes jsi korektné
pfiznal, Ze jsi vinen,
protoze zvitézili
slabi a protozZe i tys
byl korektné naivni,
kdyz jsi je Zivil svou
korektnosti,
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protoZe jsi nevédél,
Ze korektnost

je uz davno
nejpevnéjsi

kapital v rukou
nejméné
korektnich

lidi.

PreloZila Lenka Kuhar Darihelovd
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The Correct Poem

Correctly you lived,
correctly will you die.
Correct relations you had
with the correct people
in the correct times.

You were a correct example of
correctness.

In your fear,

correct you stayed

even though everyone
took their piece of
incorrectness

and rejoiced

incorrectly.

You even once

lied to yourself

that even you yourself
are sometimes a little
incorrect,

just so you could be able
to remain correct

till the end.

Today you correctly
admitted that you are guilty
because the weak have
won and because you
were correctly naive
when you fed them

your correctness,
because you did not know
correctness has been

for a long time
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the most solid

capital in the hands of
the least

correct

people.

Translated by Martin Ospalik
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N arodila se roku 1988 v ukrajinském Charkove,

vystudovala Filologickou fakultu Charkovské narodni
univerzity V. N. Karazina (2010). Od roku 2012 stu-
duje Filozofickou fakultu Univerzity Karlovy, dokto-
randka UVES.

Je autorkou dvou basnickych sbirek Zelené mam rdda
(2007) a Z hliny a vody (2012). U¢astnila se projektu
video antologie mladé ukrajinské poezie Rymovand
meésta (2010). Sva dila publikovala v rznych anto-
logiich a c¢asopisech. V cestiné vychazely jeji basné
v ¢asopise PLAV v prekladu Terezy Chlariové (2014).

Je bilingvalni basnirka, piSe v ukrajinstiné a rustiné.
Basneé jsou preloZené do rustiny, anglictiny a cestiny.

H alyna Babak (b. Charkov, 1988) graduated
from the Faculty of Arts and Humanities at the
V.N. Karazin National University in Charkov in 2010.
Since 2012 she has been studying at the Centre for
Eastern European Studies at the Faculty of Arts at
Charles University in Prague. She is the author of
two collections of poetry, Zelené mdm rdda (I Like
Green, 2007) and Z hliny a vody (Of Clay and Water,
2012). She took part in a video anthology of young
Ukrainian poets, Rhymed Cities (2010). She has
published her works in various anthologies and
journals. She is a bilingual poet, writing in Ukrainian
and Russian. Her poems have been translated into
Russian, English, and Czech.
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Konn naH 3y3yK MNOYMHAE CBi paHOK, BiH
BiZAKPMBAE OYi

i AMBUTbCA.
OvBnTbCcA BiH Ha NIABIKOHHA, A€ Y MUHAHUX
ropuieykax poctyTb OyCcMHKOBI nomigopu Ta
unbyns.
“Bu 3HaeTe, A TaK MOOA0 POCAMHKM. IHOA)
XOUETbCA KMHYTUK BCe | ByTn 6ina camoi 3emni”.
Konu naH 3y3yK MNOYMHAE CBIill AeHb, BiH He
Aymae npo poboty: “Zlenam AeTani, 3a CTaHKOM,
ona Ayai i Take Bce, 3HaeTe”.
BiH He aymae npo 6opru 3a KBapTupy: “Mir
OV 1N MmeHWwy 3HIMaTW, ane, HbaunTe, y MeHe
OBI MaHcapAuM — TOX, MOXY 3anpollyBaTu
XYO0MKHUKIB”.
MaH 3y3yk A6aiNMBO TOTYE CHiAAHOK AnA
cebe i pmopocnoro cuHa. IHoAi NiHyeTbes i
BMMMBAE MiLLHOTO Yato i3 YecbKoto KoBbaco —
“nocutb!l”
Beeuepi BiH oxo4e X04WTb 3 APY3AMM Ha MUBO,
cyboTamm Cnyxae [rKas, MysmKa pobuTb Moro
MOJI0AMM iBaHO-QPAHKIBCbKMM XiMnmi.
MaH 3y3yK M06UTb XKiHOYY KOMMaHito i YacTo
3aKOXYETbCA. Ane npo cBOi Nt0H6OBI MOBYUTH
— BOHMW BCi Y NAMKUX, K XKWUTTA, NiHIAX 0oro
nonoteH. e micaub Tomy y naHa 3y3yka byna
ranepes B LEHTPI...
[LiBYnHa, AKil BiH NPO L PO3MNoBiAAE, YBAXKHO
OMBUTbCA Ha MOro HaTpyaKeHi nanbui. MaH
3y3yK nmepexonatoe ii Nornan, NOCMIXAa€eTbCA |

XOBAE X A0 TeNANX A0N0Hb.
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Kdyz panu Zuzukovi zacind den, otevira oci
a diva se.

Diva se na parapet, kde v hlinénych kvétinacich
rostou koralkova rajcata a cibule.

LVite, rostling mam moc rad. Obcas se chce
¢lovéku vseho nechat a pfiblizit se k zemi.”
Kdyz pan Zuzuk zacina den, nepremysli o praci:
,Robim detaily, u stroje, pro Audi, a tak rizné,
znate to.”

Nepremysli o dluzich za byt: ,Mohl bych si
pronajimat i mensi, ale, vidite, mam dvé man-
sardy, m0zu zvat umélce.”

Pan Zuzuk peclivé chysta snidani pro sebe a pro
svého dospélého syna. Nékdy je liny a pije silny
Caj s Ceskym salamem. ,To staci!”

Vecer rad chodi s prateli na pivo, o sobotach
poslouchd jazz, muzika z néj délda mladého
ivanofrankovského hippie.

Pan Zuzuk ma rad damskou spolecnost a ¢asto
se zamilovava. Ale o svych laskadch mlci. VSech-
ny jsou pritomné v jeho platnech, v linkdch
kiehkych jako je sdm Zivot. Jesté pfed mésicem
mél pan Zuzuk galerii v centru...

Divka, jiz o tom vypravi, se pozorné diva na
jeho upracované prsty. Pan Zuzuk zachycuje
jeji pohled, usmiva se a schovava si prsty do

teplych dlani.

PreloZila Tereza Chlariovd
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When Mr Zuzuk’s day begins, he opens his eyes
and looks.

He looks at the windowsill, where cherry
tomatoes and onions grow in clay pots.

“You know, | like plants a lot. Sometimes you
just want to let everything go and get closer to
the earth.”

When Mr Zuzuk begins his day, he does not think
about work: “I do detailing, at the machine, for
Audi and other stuff, you know.”

He does not think about his debt on the flat:
“I could probably rent a smaller one, but | have
two attics, see, so | can invite some artists over.”
Mr Zuzuk makes breakfast for himself and his
grown-up son with care. Sometimes he’s lazy
and just has a cup of strong tea with Czech
salami. “Suits me!”

Evenings he likes to go out with his friends and
have a beer and on Saturdays he listens to jazz;
music takes him back into that young hippie
from Ivano-Frankivsk.

Mr Zuzuk likes the company of ladies and often
falls in love. He never speaks about his loves,
though. They are all present on his canvases, in
lines fragile as life. Less than a month ago Mr
Zuzuk had a gallery in the centre....

The girl he talks to about that attentively
watches his work-worn fingers. Mr Zuzuk
catches her stare, smiles, and hides his fingers

inside warm palms.

Translated by Robert Hysek
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Alherd
Bacharevic



Alherd Bacharevi¢ (Anbrepa, baxapasiy) je bé-
lorusky spisovatel a basnik. Narodil se v Minsku
v roce 1975. Je autorem nékolika romand a vybor(
z povidek a esejl (Straka na Sibenici; Sabany. Pribéh
Jjednoho zmizeni; Alindarciny déti; Bild moucha, zabi-
jak lidi). Byl komentatorem pro rozhlasovou stanici
Svobodnad Evropa / Radio Svoboda. Roman Straka na
sibenici byl vydan v némeckém prekladu nakladatel-
stvim Leipziger Literaturverlag v roce 2010. V roce
2009 se objevila v polském prekladu povidkova sbir-
ka Talent do jakania sie (Nadani ke koktani). Roman
Alindarciny déti vyjde ve francouzstiné v roce 2017.
Bacharevicovy povidky a eseje byly prelozeny do
némciny, polstiny, cestiny, ukrajinstiny, francouzstiny,
rustiny, lotystiny a dal$ich jazykd. Roman Sabany. PFi-
beh jednoho zmizeni byl zdramatizovan Béloruskym
narodnim divadlem. Povidka Naddni ke koktdni byla
zafazena do antologie nejlepsich evropskych préz
Best European Fiction 2016.

Bacharevic vystoupil na Konferenci evropskych spiso-
vatell v Berliné (2014) a jako reprezentant Béloruska
se zUcastnil kniznich veletrhl ve Frankfurtu, Lipsku,
Varsavé a Lvovu. Rovnéz se Ucastnil literarnich festi-
vall na Ukrajiné, v Némecku, Polsku, Slovinsku, Ces-
ké republice, Lotyssku, Svédsku a Bélorusku. Prelozil
dila bratfi Grimmu, Wilhelma Hauffa, H. H. Ewerse,
Alfreda Doeblina, Kathrin Schmidtové, Jana Wagnera
a dalSich némeckych spisovateld.

Alherd Bacharevi¢ obdrZel literdrni ceny [niH‘AHbI
B‘anec/Hlinény Veles a Zlata litera. Jeho posledni ro-
man Alindarciny déti ziskal v Bélorusku ocenéni Kniha
roku 2015. Trikrat byl druhy v Cené Jerzyho Giedroy-
ce. V roce 2014 dostal cenu za nejlepsi preklad roku
od béloruského internetového magazinu Prajdzi Sviet
za preklad némeckeé literatury do bélorustiny.

V letech 2007—2013 Zil v Hamburku. Od roku 2013
Zije v Minsku.



/ \Ihierd Bakharevitch (Anbrepa, Baxapasiy,

b. Minsk, 1975) is a Belarusian writer and a poet.
He has published a number of novels, and also
some collections of short stories and essays (The
Magpie on the Gallows; Shabany. The Story of One
Disappearance; Alindarka’s Kids; The White Fly;
and Man Killer). He was a columnist for Radio Free
Europe / Radio Liberty. The novel The Magpie on
the Gallows was published in a German translation
by Leipziger Literaturverlag in 2010. In 2009 a short
story collection Talent do jakania sie (A Talent for
Stammering) appeared in Polish translation. The
novel Alindarka’s Kids will be published in French
in 2017. Short stories and essays by Bakharevitch
have been translated into German, Polish, Czech,
Ukrainian, French, Russian, Lithuanian, and other
languages. His novel Shabany. The Story of One
Disappearance was staged by the Belarusian
National Theatre. The short story “A Talent for
Stammering” was included in the anthology Best
European Fiction 2016.

Bakharevitch was a participant at the European
Writers’” Conference in Berlin (2014); as a Belarusian
author he has taken part in the Frankfurt, Leipzig,
Warsaw and Lviv book fairs. He has also attended
literary festivals in Ukraine, Germany, Poland,
Slovenia, the Czech Republic, Lithuania, Sweden,
and Belarus.

Bakharevitch has translated works by the Brothers
Grimm, Wilhelm Hauff, H. H. Ewers, Alfred Déblin,
Kathrin Schmidt, Jan Wagner, and other writers from
German.

Alhierd Bakharevitch was awarded with the Hliniany
Viales literary prize, and the Zalataja Litara literary
prize. His latest novel, Alindarka’s Kids, was awarded
the 2015 Book of the Year in Belarus. He has twice
won second place in the Jerzy Giedroyc Prize. In
2014, he was awarded the Best Translation Prize
of the year by the Internet magazine Prajdzi Sviet
(Belarus) for his translations of German literature
into Belarusian.

From 2007-2013, he lived in Hamburg. Since 2013,
he lives in Minsk.



[AbiBaHbl Ha CbHe3e

...PaHiual Ha paéHe ycyblHanaca canpaya-
HaA Nanbba — paxa cTpanay BblAATaNA 3 CaMbIX
HeYyaKaHbIX CXOBay, aArykanaca asecbli ¥ na-
xBiHe: bax, bax, bax, naxna cbHeram, naxaa no-
Tam, NaTbiXana xaTHIM MblNaM, AK NOPaXaMm.

Bo rata mbl, X10MUpbl, BbIHOCI Ha MepLbl
CbHer AblBaHbl, Kab BbIbilb 3b iX CTapyto, 3a-
Kapanyto Kpoy i Hanaiub 3imoit. | maui npasoa-
3iNi Hac fa napora, bbiuLam raTta i npayaa bbina
BalHa — xalA 3a i AHblI Marni Hasipaub 3 BOK-
Hay KyXHAY, He aablxoA3adbl ad nAiTbl. [AbiBaH
Ha NAsAYbl, AK HelKaa aarictapblyHas dy3es, i 3b
Aro cbinfieyya WwapxaTtnisaa nepxaup. A y pyus
py*koBas BblbiBanKa, 60 iHWbLIX y TyTanwamn
Kpame HA Kyniw, Ha naAa4ax — cTapas pBaHadA
KypTKa, Ha ranaBe BfA3aHaA Kacka 3 Haanicam
“Aablaac’, a Ha WYOKax — YblPBOHbIS 30payKi
CcopaMy 3a CBOW HeJ@p34Hbl, PKayHbl, 3yCim HA
MK3YHbI BbITNAL,.

BbI6i Aro AK cbsien, CbIHOK.

Hy npayaa — sk npa Bopara. Bbibi Aro 3b Aro
CTaHy, Ca CTOTHaM, 3b IAMaHTaM, 3 poaHara ni-
HoNeyMmy, 3 poaHal 3ami.

Bbibi i BApTalica abenab.

NidT, B6ACKOHUbI, H6A300HHbLI. [acTayneHsi
Tapyma, CKpyyaHbl AblBAaH AysKa Haraagsae ab-
MAK/ae YanaBeyvae Lena. Y CKpyYaHbIM AblBaHe
afpasy npayblHaella HewWwTa *KbiBoe. Tamy Xo-

Yaula Ak mara XyT4sit gabpalia aa nons 6iTeb
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i Nnas3baBiuua ratal HenaTpabHan YanaBeyHach-
Lj, @ 33aZHO anpayaaLb CBOM MacKapa.

| BOCb Tbl V)KO K/13nael na cbHese, a BaKko
CTpanAHiHa i NtoA3i Ha KapayKax, AHbl Kypyauua
Ha ZiblBaHaXx, AK YOPHbIA NaAbITbIA NTYLWKI, TBa-
pbl 3acApPOAKaHbIA, OblLLAM Y 301aTalWyKalb-
HiKay, a 3a cbMiHal AOM, Ha AKi Tbl cTapaewca
He asipauua. TBon A0OM. | Tbl TYT CAPOA, CBAIX —
capoa ntoa3en, akis BblbiBatoUb AblBaHbI, i raTa
af3iHae, WTO AHbI 30/bHbIA 3b cAbe BbIGILb.
Ycé actaTtHAe 3acTaeuua. Hasaykabl — i yce 3
yCiMmi maxaHALLA.

PbiTyan BbibiBaHbHA He TaKi MpocTbl, fK
3gaeuya. Magkigsatodbl Ha BbIbiBaaLbl, AK Ha
paKeTUbl, MPyrkae HeuApnaiBae paxa, AWYd
YyXKoe, YKo icHae, Tpaba nactafub KpbIxy
Ha/Zl PacknaA3eHbiM AbIBAHOM, CAM-TaM Mpbl-
UAPYLWAHbIM 3bBepXy HEBAIYKAN CbHEeXHal
3aBedAl, WTO Kpyuiuua nas Harami. A nepap
raTbiM Habpaub CbHer y nasnbupl, NPocTa, Kab
aauvyub CTbiXito. PacbuicHyupb ix, arneaselua:
TyT i npayaa none, ronae 6benae none 3 pacchbi-
naHbIMi Ma iM W3PbIMI NPACTaKyTHbIMI rpaBto-
pami, BbIGITbIMi MpocTa Ha cbHese. Mone, Ha
AKOe MAA3iLb BbICOKI A3€BALMaBAPXOBbI JOM.
Tbl WyKaY Ha iM ALIYS He 3aHATae, HEKpaHyTae
Mecla, BOKa Npocillb CbIM3TPbIi, Ayla — ayTa-
HOMIi: AbIBaH Tpaba packnacbly Tak, Kab ObiLb
pasam 3 ycimi i Npbl r3ITbIM Hi @ Kora HA bbb
3aHaaTa 6i3Kka. TonbKi Ntoasi, akia BbibiBatoLb

Ha paéHe /ablBaHbl 3iMOBal paHiuai Ha nep-
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WbIM canpayaHbiM CbHe3e, Matolpb aa4vyBaHb-
He ratal agnernacbui. Kani packnacbli AbiBaH
3aHaATa Oni3Ka af, Karocblj — naymatolb, WTo
Tbl @/, iX YarocbLii xo4all. XoUb 4aro Tbl MOKall
ag ix xaueub? IXHbiA BbIGIBaANKI? IXHbIA Wanay-
Ki? IXHbIS AblBaHbI?

HaBowTa Tabe BbIbiBaLLb YyKblA AblBaHbI?

A Kani pasbMAcbLUilLa 3aHaATa AaNEKa aj
iXHbIX ManeTkay i HiBaK — Nazymatolb, WTO Tbl
HA Xo4all af, ix Hivora, i nakpblya3auua. MTbix
NoA3en Tak Nérka nakpblyasiup — Ak i nobora,
XTO BbIKOHBAE CbBATbI PbITyaa ayblUY43HbHA.

Tamy YCcé HA npocTa, 3ycim HA npocTa. Ane
Tp36a nayblHalb — i BOCb Tbl CAA3iWCA Ha Ka-
pauki i pobiw NpobHbl Yaap: HAYAanbl, Nas-
CKaTbl, €H Knaaseula Ha MaBepXHi0 AblBaHa
3aHaATa HAYNaYHeHa, ryK MycTbl i MapHbl, AK
C/N10Ba Taro, Kamy HAMa Yaro cKasaup. 34aeuua,
WwTo yce Ha uabe HasaT asipHynicAa. Ane Apyri
Yaap BbIxoA3ilpb WTO Tp3ba: cakaBiTbl, MaryTHbl
i CMayHbl, €H BbinpayaAeLLa a*KHO Ha APYri Ka-
Hel, paéHy. | Bocb Yo Hey3abaBe Tbl NavyBsa-
ewica cayasenbHikam ycearynbHal Kaypamaxii
— HamaLuayLWbl HeMKi pbiTM Y 6A31aAHbIM Nyn-
LaBaHbHi, TBaA pyKa CTpbiMAiBaella, nepas
TbIM, AK anycblilpb BbIGiBaNKY Ha NpbILApyLIa-
Hbl CbHeram fpiBaH, 60 uAnep Tbl Y»KO He can-
0aT, a bybHau, my3bika, i aa uabe 3anexbilb
HewTa Hosblae, YbiM NPOCTA NbiA i Nan. Tpbi-
MaMi pbITM. Pbidmyi yaapsi.

He, Kani Tbl Hikoni He BbIOIBAY AbIBAaHOY Ha

nepwbim CbHe3e —y Tabe Hiyora He ajarykHeuua.
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[Joma BbIBiTbIsl AblBaHbI aXbIBa/li i MayblHaI
Oblxalpb. AZ AblBAHOY ilWIOY A3iYHbI BOAAp — AK
yneTky an, 6anotuay, wTo 6blNi packigaHbls
CAM-TaM MNa P3AKIM nece Ha YcKpaiHe Hala-
ra MikpapaéHy. 3aaBanacs, y BblOiTbIX AblBa-
Hax yBaJHa4acbCe PaCMyCKanicA BiNbroTHbIA
pPacbiHbl, NpaYblHAMICA IHCIKTbI, BapyLblaaca
3A718HaA packa, af AblBaHOY iwna HabavHas,
3aaywnisaa napa. Keatapa naxna 6anotam, i
Tbl CTynay Ha BbIOITbl, MOKPbI ALLIY3 AblBAH aCb-
UAPOXKHa, Hibbl baayca npaBaniuua y Aro na Ka-
NeHa. layybl mbllb PYKi, TONbKI LUTO NPbIHECEHbI
OblBaH abMiHani, nayyjiBa LicHyYbICA Aa Cblie-
Hay, a abefatoybl, 3a4aBOIEHA NPbIHIOXBaNICA:
yblcblUiHA. Haasenda. 3ima. [13eBAHOCTbIA rajbl
Hasayxabl MiHynara crarogsbasa. Keatapa
N3eBALNaBAPXOBiKa Ha YcKpaiHe ropaay, AKi
Tabe AWYS TONbKI HakaHaBaHa OblNO afKpbI-
Ub. HAcbneuwH bl Yac, afiHONbKaBbIA [Hi, BEYHbI

DT, HA3bMEHHbIA AbIBaHbI.
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Koberce na snéhu

...Rano na sidlisti zacinala opravdova strelba
— ozvény vystrel( vylétaly z nejneocekavanéj-
Sich skrysi, ozyvaly se nékde v rozkroku: bum,
bum, bum, vonélo snéhem, zavanélo potem,
smrdélo domdcim prachem jako tim stfelnym.

To jsme totiz my, kluci, vynaseli na prvni
snih koberce, abychom vyklepali starou za-
schlou krev a napojili je zimou. A matky nas do-
provazely k zdprazi, jako by skutecné byla vélka
— i kdyzZ ji mohly sledovat z oken kuchynég, aniz
by odesly od sporaku. Koberec na rameni jako
néjakd prehistorickd kfesadlovka, se Susténim
se z néj sypou lupy. A v ruce rlZova placacka,
protoZe jiné se v prodejné nedaji sehnat, na ra-
menou stard otrhana bunda, na hlavé pletena
helma s napisem Adidas a na tvarich cervené
hvézdicky studu za svlj nejapny, smésny, na-
prosto nehorazny vzhled.

Vyklepej ho poraddné, synku.

To je fakt jako s nepfitelem. Vyklepej ho
z jeho pozic, se sténanim, s jecenim, z rodného
linolea, z rodné zemé.

Vyklepej a vrat se na obéd.

Vytah je nekonecny, bezedny. Svinuty ko-
berec postaveny nastojato velmi pripomina
ochablé lidské télo. V svinutém koberci se hned
probouzi néco zivého. Proto se chces co nejrych-
leji dostat na bojisté, zbavit se této nepotrebné
lidskosti a zaroven ospravedInit svou maskaradu.

Ritual klepani neni tak jednoduchy, jak se
zdd. Musi se trochu postat nad rozprostfenym
kobercem, tu a tam poprasenym mensi sné-
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hovou vichfici, co vifi pod nohama, a vyhodit
pritom do vysky na prakr, jako na raketé, pruz-
nou netrpélivou ozvénu, jesté cizi, ale uz pri-
tomnou. A pfedtim nabrat snih na prsty, aby se
ucitil Zivel. Roztahnout je, ohlédnout se: tady je
skute¢né pole, Siré bilé pole s rozesetymi Sedi-
vymi hranatymi rytinami, vyrytymi pfimo v sné-
hu. Pole, na néz se diva vysoky osmiposchodo-
vy dim. Hledal jsi na ném jesté neobsazené,
netknuté misto, oko zada symetrii, duse auto-
nomii: koberec se ma rozlozit tak, aby byl spolu
se vsemi, ale pfi tom aby k nikomu nebyl prilis
blizko. Jen lidé, ktefi klepou na sidlisti koberce
za zimniho rana na prvnim opravdovém snéhu,
citi tuto vzdalenost. Kdyz se koberec rozloZi né-
komu pfilis blizko, pomysli si, Ze po ném néco
chces. Co by ty tak ale mohl po nékom chtit?
Jejich prakr? Jejich Cepici? Jejich koberec?

Proc bys klepal cizi koberce?

A kdyZ si stoupnes prilis daleko od jejich poli-
cek a parcelek, pomysli si, Ze od nich nic nechces
a urazi se. Tyhle lidi je tak snadné urazit — stejné
jako kazdého, kdo pini posvatny ritudl oCisty.

TakZe to neni tak jednoduché, vibec ne. Ale
ma se zacit, a tak si sedas na bobek a zkusebné
davas prvni ranu: nepovedenou, plytkou, kla-
de se na povrch koberce pfrilis nejisté, zvuk je
prazdny a marny jako slovo toho, kdo nema co
fict. Zda se dokonce, Ze se k tobé vsichni otocili.
Ale druhd rdna uz? je jak ma byt: vyrazna, moc-
na, Stavnatd, odlétd az na druhy konec sidlisté.
A za chvili se uz citi$ jako spolutiastnik vseo-
becné kobercomachie — po tom co nahmatala
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néjaky rytmus v neuspofddaném mrskani, tva
ruka se ovlada, nez necha pfistat placacku na
popraseny snéhem koberec, protoze ted nejsi
vojak, nybrz bubenik, muzikant, a na tobé zalezi
néco vétsiho, nez jen prach a prask. Drz rytmus.
Rymuj rany.

Ne, pokud jsi nikdy neklepal koberce na prv-
nim snéhu — nic se v tobé neozve.

Doma pak vyklepané koberce ozZivaly a za-
¢inaly dychat. Z kobercd $la zvlastni ving, jako
v |été z baZinek rozesetych tu a tam v fidkém
lese na kraji naseho sidlisté. Zdélo se, jako by
ve vyklepanych kobercich najednou rozkvé-
taly vlahé rostlinky, probouzel se hmyz, hybal
se zeleny okrehek, vychazela z nich neviditel-
na dusiva para. Byt zapdachal jako mocal a ty jsi
nastupoval na vyklepany, jesté mokry koberec
opatrné, jako by ses bal do néj propadnout
po kolena. Kdyz nékdo Sel umyvat ruce, pred
chvilkou donesenému koberci se vyhybal, po-
ctivé se tiskl ke zdi, a kdyZ obédval, spokojené
pricichaval: Cistota. Nedéle. Zima. Devadesata
[éta navzdy minulého stoleti. Byt osmipatrové-
ho panelaku na kraji mésta, jez jsi teprve mél
objevit. Pomaly cas, stejné dny, vécny vytah,
nezbytné koberce.

PreloZil Sjarhej Smatrycenka
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Carpets on the Snow

..In the morning real gunfire was starting
in our housing estate — the echoes of gunshots
were rolling from the most unexpected
hideouts, resonating somewhere in the loins:
pop, pop, pop, smelling like snow, smacking of
sweat, reeking of brick powder and gunpowder.

It was us, the boys, who took the carpets
out on the fresh snow to beat old, dried blood
from them and to soak them with cold. And
our mothers walked us to the doorsteps, as if
war were really here — even though they could
watch it from the kitchen windows, without
leaving the stove. Carrying a carpet on one
shoulder like a prehistorical flintlock, while
dandruff falls from the drying carpet with
arustle. And because they sell them in no other
colour in the shops, | carry a pink carpet beater
in my hand. | am wearing an old tattered jacket
over my shoulders, a knitted winter cap with
Adidas on my head, and on my cheeks little
red stars of shame resulting from my stupid,
ridiculous, totally impudent appearance.

Give it a proper lashing, son.

Like she’s talking about the enemy.
Lash them out of their positions, lash them
screaming and kicking off their native linoleum,
out of their homeland.

Give it a lashing and be back for lunch.

The lift is endless, bottomless. Rolled up,
collapsed against the wall, the carpet looks like
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a limp human body. Something living is waking
up inside that rolled carpet. And that’s why you
want to get onto the battlefield as quickly as
you can, to get rid of this useless humanity and,
at the same time, to justify your masquerade.

Ritual lashing is not as simple as it may
seem. You have to stand for a little bit on the
unfolded carpet, here and there covered with
sprinkles of snow from a winter gale swirling
underfoot, and then give it a proper shake, high
and firm, to hear the nimbly impatient echo, still
foreign, yet present. And before that, to stick
your fingers into the snow, to feel the winter.
The next step is to look around: there’s really
a field, a broad white field with greyish angular
engravings made in the very snow. A field with
an eight-storey building overlooking it. You
would look for an untouched, free spot, the
eye wants symmetry, the soul autonomy: the
carpet should be unfolded on the place which
would not be too close, nor too far from the
others. Only those who beat carpets on the
fresh snow near estates on winter mornings
feel this distance. When it is unfolded too close,
they think you want something from them. But
what would anyone want from them? Their
carpet beater? Their winter cap? Their carpet?

Why would anyone lash into the carpets of
others?

And if you pick a spot too far from their little
fields and homes, they think that you want
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nothing from them and they get offended.
These people are so easy to offend — it’s the
same with everyone else who performs this
sacred ritual of purging.

So, it is not a piece of cake, not at all. But
you are supposed to get down to business, and
so you sit on a box and you start with a trial
strike: not a good one, shallow and made by
a shaky hand, the sound is dull and pointless,
like the words of a man who has nothing to say.
It even seems that everyone is staring at you
right now. The second strike is all it should be:
strong, bold, juicy, echoing even at the other
end of the estate. And in a little while you feel
a part of the general carpet-machinations —
after your hand in all that random lashing
got a taste of rhythm, it starts to control its
movements before it lets the beater loose
against the snow-sprinkled carpet, because
you are not a soldier now, you are a drummer,
a musician, and you control more than dust and
thrust. Keep the rhythm. Rhyme the strikes.

No, if you've never beaten carpets on fresh
snow — it doesn’t resonate within you.

At home, the beaten carpets then started
to come alive and breathe. They were letting
out a peculiar scent, similar to a scent from
wetlands scattered here and there in the thin
forest on the edge of our estate. It was as if

flowers were blooming inside the carpets, as
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if there were creepy-crawlies waking up and
duckweed moving, and from within an invisible,
choking vapour. The rooms stank like a swamp
and you moved your feet carefully over the
still wet carpet, afraid of sinking into it up to
your knees. When someone went to wash their
hands, they walked around the freshly unfolded
carpet with respect, fairly hugging the walls,
and when someone was eating lunch, they
sniffed with satisfaction: cleanliness. Sunday.
Winter. The nineties of a century forever past.
A flat in an eight-storey building on the edge of
the city you have yet to discover. Time going
slowly, days alike, the eternal lift, indispensable

carpets.

Translated by Kldra Vajdikovd
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talsky basnik Maurizio Benedetti se narodil v roce
1968 v Bernu a Zije v Ara Grande — Tricesimo (Udi-
ne). Publikoval kratkou sbirku Lontano da chi ascolta
(Daleko od toho, kdo poslouchd, 2006, Sottomondo,
Gorizia) a u stejného editora pak v roce 2008 sbirku
So distruggere il mio dio (Umim znicit svého Boha).
Byl ¢clenem redakce casopisu Corrispondenze & Lin-
gue Poetiche, vydavaném v devadesatych letech
v Udine skupinou Kappa Vu, kde publikoval v roce
2010 shirku Bionda salamandra e altre poesie (Bily
mlok a jiné basné). Je uméleckym reditelem Festiva-
lu poezie PoetARE v Tricesimu. V roce 2009 zvitézil
v soutézi Trieste International Poetry Slam.

IVIaurizio Benedetti (b. 1968, Bern) lives

in Ara Grande — Tricesimo (Udine). He published
a short volume of poems Lontano da chi ascolta (Far
from the One Who Listens, Sottomondo, Gorizia,
2006) and a poetry collection (/ Can Destroy My
God) with the same publishing house in 2008. He
was a member of the magazine Corrispondenze &
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by the group Kappa Vu, where he also published his
collection Bionda salamandra e altre poesie (White
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Parla lei

Parla lei e sogni tu.

Non dire che la guardi

e il mondo non ha eta

ti vede e non ti guarda

hai gia guardato tutto

il muro, il tempo, il pavimento

parla lei, parla lei e resti fermo.

Il melo spande briciole di vento
forze di respiri e niente.

Vuoi prendere i rimorsi e seppellirli
fra la terra e le sue braccia

vuoi prenderle le mani

e diluirle nella pioggia

parla lei

parla lei e non guardarla.

Il cielo semina la neve
Vuoi metterci la sua testa e poi la tua.

Camminano a tuoi piedi
e cammina la tua mente
— corrono i suoi occhi —
vuoi darle una libellula
per vedere le sue dita

ma non ti capira.
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Vuoi essere un’acacia

per sentire 'aria e niente

vuoi essere anche l'aria
per provare i suoi respiri
ed e sempre lei che corre

e sei sempre tu che aspetti.

Vuoi essere un tamburo

per scuotere il tuo cuore.

Non dire che la pensi

—tutto il resto € un giorno —
ti vede e non ti guarda.

Che bisogno hai d’affeto

Che bisogno hai d‘amore

Se puoi sentire l'aria e niente.

Parla lei e resti fermo.
Vuoi avere le sue labbra
per diluire i tuoi pensieri
ed e sempre lei che corre
acacia tra le acacie

silenzio per silenzio.
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Ona mluvi

Ona mluvi, ty snis.
Nefikej, Ze se na ni divas
Cas se ztrati

vidi té a nediva se
vidéla uz vsechno

zed, ¢as, podlahu

ona mluvi, ona mluvi a ty se nehnes.

Jablon trousi drobky vétru

zavan a nic.

Pohrbil bys vycitky

nékde mezi naruci a zemi
rozpustil bys jeji prsty ve vodé
ona mluvi,

ona mluvi a nedivej se na ni.

Nebe seje snih

polozil bys tam jeji hlavu a pak tu svou.

Kraci nohy,
kraci mysl
— jeji oci utikaji —
chces ji dat vazku
abys vidél ty ruce
le¢ ona nechdpe.

Chces byt akatem

citit vzduch a nic
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chces byt vzduchem
citit jeji dech
je to stale ona, kdo bézi

jsi to stale ty, kdo ceka.

Chces byt tamborem
abys vybubnoval své srdce.

Nefikej, Ze na ni myslis

cely den diva se a nevidi.

K ¢emu ti touha

k cemu laska

kdyZ umis citit vzduch a nic.

Mluvi ona, ty se nehnes.
V téch rtech bys roztal
je to stale ona, kdo bézi
akat mezi akaty

ticho pro ticho.

PreloZila Hana KnieZovad
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She speaks

She speaks, you dream

Don’t say you are looking at her
time disappears

she sees you without looking
she has seen everything

the wall, the time, the floor

she speaks, she speaks

you stay motionless.

An apple tree drops crumbs of the wind

just a whiff and nothing else.

You would bury remorse

somewhere between open arms and the
ground

you would dissolve her hands in water

she speaks,

she speaks, don’t look at her.

The sky sows snow

you would place her head up there.

And then your
legs walking, mind walking

— her eyes unfocused —
you want to give her a butterfly
so that you could see those hands
but she does not understand.
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You want to be an acacia

feeling the air and nothing else

you want to be the air
feeling her breath
it’s still her who runs

it’s still you who waits.

You want to be a tambour

drumming the heart out.

Don’t say you think of her

all day long, she looks without seeing.
What is your desire good for

and your love

when you're able to feel the air and nothing else.

She speaks, you stay motionless.
You could melt in those lips

it’s still her who runs

acacia among acacias

silence for silence.

Translated by Monika Némeckova
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Adam Borzi¢ (1978) je basnik, esejista, prekla-
datel a publicista chorvatského a ¢eského plvodu.
Studoval teologii a absolvoval psychoterapueticky
vycvik. Od roku 2013 je $éfredaktorem literdrniho
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spole¢nou knihu Fantasia (Dauphin, 2008). Dale pu-
blikoval basnické sbirky Rozevirani (Dauphin, 2011),
Pocasi v Evropé (Malvern, 2013), za kterou byl v roce
2014 nominovan na Magnesii Literu, a Orfické linie
(Malvern, 2015). Ukazky z jeho poezie byly prelo-
Zeny do rady evropskych jazyk(. Vedle literatury se
zabyva psychoterapii a spiritualitou.

l \dam Borzi¢ (b. 1978) is a poet, essayist,

translator, and journalist of Croatian and Czech
origin. He graduated with a degree in theology and
had training in psychotherapy. Since 2013 he has
been editor-in-chief of the Czech literary biweekly
Tvar, collaborated with print periodicals Dingir and
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Referendum and the publishing houses Malvern and
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He is a co-founder of the poetic group Fantasia,
with whom he published a joint book Fantasia
(Dauphin, 2008). He has also published the poetry
collections Rozevirdni (Unfolding, Dauphin, 2011),
Pocasi'v Evropé (Weather in Europe, Malvern, 2013),
nominated for the Magnesia Litera prize in 2014, and
Orfické linie (Orphic Lines, Malvern, 2015). Samples
of his poetry have been translated into a number
of European languages. Apart from literature, he
specialises in psychotherapy and spirituality.



Inillo tempore

/zapisy v mezicasech/

___O___
Uz dlouho nebylo vidét mosty...
V jedné c¢erné hodiné,
do jejihoz masitého jablka kousl
/muselo to byt jablko, a¢ pIné cervi/
muz déjin /musel to byt muz —
pres vSechny diry v texture jedi
Zeny jablka s hlu¢nym potésenim,
lec déjiny se zarputile stavi k rozkosi
zady/, vyrojila se draci setba a otiskem
zubl prolezla na svét stara & starsi kletba.
Zatim zimomfivi basnici Zimniho kralovstvi
oblékali své koZichy a sjizdéli na sanich
a jejich zasnény smich plnil ddoli jak dym.
Par jich ale sestoupilo k zanesené studni
v ocCekavani
hvézdného odrazu v pavim prestrojeni
a jak se naklanéli nad prastarym zrcadlem
uvideéli cosi, co snad vidét neméli, nebo
museli.
Lidska tvar se tam dole vinila a kroutila,
ale 7addnd jemnad drapérie to nebyla,
ani kfehké prelety mrak
pfes natazené platno nebe,
nybrz potrhana sezéna
husiho? détského? lidského? kfiku
kfizujiciho ve vzduchu vystrely

rychlych a jedovatych pusek.
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A jak se ta podoba ¢lovéka trhala,
odlepovaly se /mocné a malomocné/
jednotlivé vrstvy historického laku
a bylo mozné je brat do rukou
a tise pfi tom sbéru zpivat,
jak do musle kdyzZ Septas slova staré mse.
Gdziez jest, poeto,ocalenie?
(Czestaw Mitosz)
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Inillo tempore

/notes in intermediate times/

___O___
Bridges have not been seen for a long time...
In one black hour,
the meaty apple which was bitten
/it had to be an apple, albeit full of worms/
by a man of history /it had to be a man —
despite all the holes in the texture, women
eat apples with loud delight,
but history stubbornly gives a cold shoulder to
pleasure/, dragon’s seed swarmed and teeth
clenched
to let the old & older curse slither through into
the world.
The poets of the Winter Kingdom, still feeling
chilly,
put on their coats and rode sledges down the hill
and their dreamy laughter filled the valley like
smoke.
Although a few of them came down to the
clogged well hoping for
the reflection of stars in a peacock’s disguise
and as they leaned over the ancient mirror,
they saw something they perhaps shouldn’t
have, or had to.
Down there, a human face rippled and
wriggled,
but it was no delicate drapery
nor fragile flights of clouds

51



across the stretched canvas of the sky;

it was a tattered season of

geese’s? children’s? a human? cry

criss-crossing the shots of

rapid and poisonous guns in the air.

And as the human shape ripped apart,

individual layers of historical paint

peeled off potently and impotently

and you could take them into your hands

and silently sing while picking them

as if you whispered the words of an old mass
into a seashell.

Gdziez jest, poeto,ocalenie?

(“Where is salvation, poet?” — Czestaw Mitosz)
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Tadeuszi Rozewiczovi

Pane Tadeuszi,
Vas oslovim pfimo,
Kennetha jsem nechal povlavat kdesi nad
tropickou fabrikou,
— je prilis plachy, silaci takovi byvaiji,
Suhrawardi vedl moji ruku, chtél, abych svétlo
sazel jak vejce
na stranku, obdvam se ale, Ze jsem jej zklamal,
ma svétla se vzdy zpoti,
Vas oslovim pfimo,
ProtoZe za a) jste Cerstvy neboztik
a urcité tu poletujete nékde pobliz
azab)sVamije to vidy osobni...
Tak jste nam umfrel,
oblaka plachtila dnem nevzrusené,
a¢ myslim, Ze to byl tah kapanek slavnostni,
jen krapet nebes, aby Vas hned na zacatku
nevydésila.
Umfrel jste nam,
NAM,
Vas nikdy nebavilo vznaset se sam
ve vysokych patrech
odpoutaného ja.
Vy tak mirny vzal jste sekyru
a roztal bélostné pradylko a uz si ho neslo
oblict.
Clovék se musel postavit nad sud destové vody
nahy
a divat se na vlastni podobanou tvar. Co, ¢lovék

se musel nahy
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vydat do lidské krajiny, a snést i posméch.
A divat se po lidech.
Obojetné. Chvili jim drzet palce
a zas pak Zasnout, jak dubové maji palice
a kolik svinciku jim tli v Utrobach.
V jedné basni jste napsal,
Ze kdyz budeme lidoZrouti

nevstaneme ani z mrtvych...
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To Tadeusz Rézewicz

Mr Tadeusz,
| am going to address You directly,
| have left Kenneth fluttering somewhere
above a tropical factory,
— he is too shy, strong men are like that,
Suhrawardi guided my hand, he wanted me to
splash the light like eggs
on the page, however I’'m afraid I've
disappointed him,
my lights always get sweaty,
I am going to address You directly,
Because you are a) recently deceased
and you certainly fly around somewhere
near
and b) it is always personal with You...
So You have died to us,
the clouds calmly sailing in the day,
although | think it was a somewhat festive act,
just a touch of the heavens, in order not to be
scared from the very start.
You have died to us,
to US,
You never enjoyed hovering on your own
in the upper floors
of the unbound self.
You, so peaceful, took an axe
and cut the snow-white clothes in two so they
could not be worn anymore.
One had to stand naked over a barrel with

rainwater
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and look at his pocked face. What’s more, one
had to go naked
to the land of the humans and bear even
ridicule. And to look around at people.
Ambiguously. Keeping the fingers crossed
and then be astonished how pig-headed they
are
and how much rubbish rots in their guts.
You wrote in one poem
that if we become cannibals,
we will not even rise from the dead...

Translated by Robert Hysek
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