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PASCALLI

endowed through marriage with

an aristocratic title

(after Baroness Elsa von Freytag-
Loringhoven, nee Pl16tz)

So she her . Next
it . Then she stole the
from the of a
of and made a . The year was
The setting, , its walls
painted . The protagonist, an artist in
her ties, known in as the

\ 4

She came to see us. First she

at all angles, amazing against

our walls. Then she jerked off the
with one movement.

‘It’s better when I'm ,’ she said.
It was very . But we were just as glad
that didn’ t choose that moment to drop
in.
‘Shaving one'’s is
like have a new ;! proclaimed

the AF



BURTON

obdarena aristokratickym titulem

diky snatku

(inspirovdno baronkou Elsou z Freytagu-
Loringhovenu, rozenou Pl6tz)

Tak ona jeji . Poté
to . Pak ukradla
z od
z a vyrobila . Psal se rok
Misto, , zdi namalovany
Protagonistka, umélkyné kolem
ky, znama v jako
Prisla se na nas podivat. Nejprve to

ze vsSech thld, UZasné proti nasim
zdem. Poté strhla
jednim pohybem.

,Je to lepsi, kdyZ jsem , V" fekla.
Bylo to velmi . Ale byli jsme stejné
radi, ze

se pravé v tu chvili za nami nestavila.

»Oholit si je jako mit novy
,“ prohléasila , “.



This poem is called the name of the
poem is said later

[read the poem backwards]

The name of the poem is ‘I want you to hear my subtitles
(for the Man from Another Place)’

How do they speak in the Black Lodge

on Twin Peaks?

Backwards in the past and forwards in the take?
Backwards in the past and backwards in the take?
Forwards in the past and forwards in the take?
Forwards in the past and backwards in the take?
What comes first — the beginning of the word

or the blink?

The end of the arm or the electric tree?

The receding hairline or the gum?

Either way, they seem up for the challenge

And you can find it on YouTube.



Tato basen se jmenuje jméno basné se
dozvite pozdéji

[Ctéte tuto bdsen pozpdtku]

Jméno basné je ,Chci slySet své titulky
(pro MuzZe z jiného svéta)™

Jak mluvi v Cerném vigvamu

v Méstecku Twin Peaks?

Pozpatku v minulosti a pop¥edu v zabéru?
Pozpatku v minulosti a pozpatku v zabéru?
Popf¥edu v minulosti a pop¥edu v zabéru?
Popfedu v minulosti a pozpatku v zabéru?
Co je prvni - zacatek slova

nebo zamrkani?

Konec ruky nebo elektricky strom?
Ustupujici vlasy nebo zZvykacka?

At tak ¢i onak, zda se, zZe to zvladnou

A najdete to na YouTube.



What is your ceiling? From the United States War Department’s

Restricted Japanese Phrase Book,

1944

please come in (please come in)

please sit down (please sit down)

COME IN!

SIT DOWN'!

HERE! THERE!
make yourself comfortable

(make yourself comfortable)

will you have a cigarette? (do you have a
light?) are you —? (are you —?)

hungry? thirsty?

please come with me

COME WITH ME!

I want to ask you questions

please answer yes or no

ANSWER YES OR NO!

please show me

SHOW ME!

please write it

WRITE IT!

please write the number

WRITE THE NUMBER!

please tell the truth

TELL THE TRUTH!

you will not be hurt (you will not be hurt
you will be rewarded

is the water deep?are the mountains high? is
the current swift?

is there a bridge?

where can I find a mechanic? what is your
ceiling?

WAIT HERE!

STAND UP!

COME FORWARD'!

RIGHT AWAY!

MOVE BACK!

TURN AROUND!



prosim pojdte dal (prosim pojdte dal)
prosim posadte se (prosim posadte se)

VSTUPTE!
POSADTE SE!
SEM! TAM!

udélejte si pohodli (udélejte si pohodli)

date si cigaretu?

(mate oheri?) mate -? (mate -?)
hlad? zizen?

prosim pojdte se mnou

POJD SE MNOU!

chci vam polozit par otazek
prosim odpovézte ano nebo ne
ODPOVEZ ANO NE!

prosim ukazte mi

UKAZ!

prosim napiste to

NAPIS TO!

prosim napiste to éislo

NAPIS TO CIsLo!

prosim ¥eknéte pravdu

REKNI PRAVDU!

neublizime vam (neubliZzime vam)
dostanete odménu

je ta voda hluboka?

jsou ty hory vysoké?

je ten proud prudky?

je tam most?

kde mohu najit mechanika? jaky mate
strop?

POCKEJ TADY!

VSTAN!

POJD DOPREDU!

HNED!

ZPATKY!

oToC SE!

oysuode[

73

ea Azeila
pysags ¢doxzs o3

>

nzerila z

<2

3

17d z yo

Fp6T ‘nie3ls yoluslods npein oysudsT
ez Axong

ew Lyer

z

A

-z

3

Tqses [

Auex

-

ouezp

>



GO AHEAD!

FOLLOW ME!

FOLLOW HIM!

GO SLOW!

HURRY!

DON’T SHOOT! HALT!

WHO IS THERE? ADVANCE!

IDENTIFY YOURSELF! (identify yourself)
DON’T MOVE!

SURRENDER!

THROW DOWN YOUR ARMS!

RAISE YOUR HANDS!

LINE UP!

LINE UP HERE!

LINE UP THERE!

DON’T TRY ANY TRICKS! OBEY OR I’'LL FIRE!
is the water deep? are the mountains high?
is the current swift? is there a bridge?
where can I find a mechanic? what is your ceiling?



POKRACUJ!

ZA MNOU!

ZA NIM!

POMALU!

POSPES SI!

NESTRILEJ! STAT!

KDO JE TAM? VPRED!

IDENTIFIKUJ SE! (identifikujte se)
NEHYBEJ SE!

VZDEJ SE!

RUCE DOLU!

RUCE VZHURU'!

ZARAD SE!

ZARAD SE SEM!

ZARAD SE TAM!

NIC NEZKOUSEJ! POSLOUCHEJ, NEBO STRELIM!
je ta voda hluboka? jsou ty hory vysoké?
je ten proud prudky? je tam most?

kde mohu najit mechanika? jaky mate strop?

preklad Jaromir Moravec a David Vichnar



MEGAN

ITS ORGANS ARE SHOWING (there! something has ripped open its belly [this is
archetypal, probably all of the recurring images have become archetypal] as it
is freezing & thawing, freezing & thawing, freezing & thawing)

Am | a monster? icoo back, my droplets escaping the N=95 over my mouth in
ever-ramifying patterns. | regret everything I've ever said, except some things.
| don’t want to write anymore.

there is a string of silk coming out of my butt & i am making it a home (all in an
attempt to keep warm)

The arctic wooly bear caterpillar: A relent|




GES LR

JEHO ORGANY JSOU VIDET (tady! mu cosi roztrhalo bricho [jde o cosi
archetypalniho, archetypy se staly patrné vsechny opakujici se snimky], jak
mrzne & taje, jak mrzne & taje, jak mrzne & taje)

Jsem snad nestvira? zavrkam nazpatek, krapéje mi skrze N-95 kanou pres
usta v neustale se vétvicich vzorech. Lituju véeho, co jsem kdy rekla, az na
néco. Taky uz nechci psat.

ze zadku mij vychazi hedvabné vlakno & ja mu vytvarim domov (vSe ve snaze
udrzet se v teple)

ess race against time amit tznisps 9061 22sltnslel A slligisiso
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i grow. fur
i grow so much fur it warms my ghosts

i grow so much fur my ghosts become sweaty & beg me
to turn on the air conditioner

i grow so much fur i shed & the air conditioner sucks up the hairs & now my
ghosts have lice & suffer other diseases from the particulaie matter blowing
around my parasites & inadvertent droplets

i grow so much fur it diffracts into entropic equilibrium, describes patterns of
relationship—"map[ping] where the effects of differences appear” & endures
these effects by “producing altered & indefinite arrangements of knowledge,
perception & experience.”

(But we won'’t know:if it's fur or wool if we don’t touch it first to learn its texture).
Relationships are informed by the shape things take.

Something that bends, warps, punctuates & is punctured
by interruptive membranes,

that might overlap & meld together, peel apart & shift into autonomous,
hexagonal entities whose edges may be indistinguishable

If not for the presence or understanding of just one bubble, drifting off from a
sink full of suds.

Just one cocoon, stuck for years in the corner of a backside of a windowpane
(broken through).

A philosopher’s world is where every species is encased in a bubble oris spun
by the silk from one’s anus.

When the bubbles mush, they become suds. When they spin they propagate
their territorial edges with prismatic effect, a soapy surface carried along the
whims of an atmosphere much bigger thaniitself, blown about by meteorological
forces, zapped by the sun, popped in @ moment of elemental fragility.

1 Hayward 2012.
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GAIA GINEVRA

sentiero cingue torrt

my breath was swollen
broken

while we went up the path
of odorous pines

between woods and shadow
that followed

your warrior-like gait

- fugitive

every pause
imprinted itself

into the sweet silt

as in memory

(violets and every sob,
crystalized)



GEORGI

stezka péti véZi

dech mi nabéhl

zlomil se

jak jsme kraceli stezkou
vonnych borovic

mezi lesy a stinem

jez nasledoval

tvlj krok bojovnika

- uprchlika

kazda pauza

se vtiskavala

do sladké naplaveniny
jako do paméti
(krystalizovaly

fialky a kazdy vzlyk)
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between the sweat — the salt
and the sun

between wonder

and desperation

the back

in the mud

and the mouth
warm and wet

open wide to the sun
prickly with summer

I prayed that the crust of the mountain
would surrender to my weight

and hold me

from here until forever

but you had the stillness of glass
stillness in your head

that comes up

after a heavy cry

*

having to count corpses

few are left

— no more remains or ashes

— no more parts to be assembled

the matter I use to react

has overcome the posture of the flesh

— the phenomenon of decomposition

is air substance, posthumous improvisation.
It's phantasmatic I've got to care about now

I codify signature,

fatuous figures

of the urban context, which is historic,
ghostly and clear



mezi potem — soli
a sluncem

mezi okouzlenim
a zoufalstvim

zada

v bahné

a tsta

tepla a mokra
oteviena slunci
pichlava létem

modlila jsem se at horska ktira
pod mou tthou povoli

a pohlti mé

jednou provzdy

ale tys mél klid skla
v hlavé ticho

které se rozhosti

po velkém placi

*

mrtvoly ke spocitani
zbyva jen malo
— zadné ostatky ¢i popel

v vz

— 7zadné dalsi ¢asti ke slozeni

latka kterou pouzivam k reakci

prekonala postoj mého téla

— jev rozkladu

je vzdusnou substanci, posmrtnou improvizaci.
Nyni se musim zabyvat pfizracnym

stvrzuji podpisy,

plané cifry

méstského kontextu, ktery je historicky,
preludny a jasny

21
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from this distance

the access key for the apparition

is dream and twirling:

the first is the privilege of the beholder

the second is the risk of the breakthrough, instead,
of the tearing coming

when a still quivering body

reaches out for subtlety

domestic observatory

from the half-closed shutters

stretch marks of shadow in the room
edges of light and light blue lines

on the even too pale flesh

of my breast

I feel his chest swelling

then slowly deflating

in the warm exhalation of the lethargic beast
his sex that because of his tightness

looks a lot like his hand

I wrapped around like a snake I turn

I look for the concentric point

of that atmospheric disorder that I call

‘the floating dust of Venus’

— do you ever think about how many times
with my tongue I get the sleep out of your eyes

cigarettes rest in peace on the ground

all crumpled on the parquet

that's the graveyard of the previous night
it’s the pillar of a laziness that’s dormant
but essential

we don’t know how long we’ve been here
like the twin oak trees in park of Villa Reale

but don’t you have this same feeling
that is still the salt that's feeding you?

translation Samantha Lloyd -Knauf



z této vzdalenosti

je pristupovym klicem ke zjeveni
sen a kvedlacka:

prvni je vysadou pozorovatele
druhé je rizikem pralomu

misto toho aby trhlina pfisla
kdyz se stale jesté roztiesené télo
natahuje po jemnosti

domdci observator

z polozavienych okenic

se mistnosti tdhnou stiny

hrany svétla a svétlemodré cary
na pfilis bledém mase

mého prsa

citim jak mu stoupd hrud’

a pak pomalu klesa

v teplych vydesich letargické selmy
jeho pohlavi pro svou napjatost
vypada tplné jako jeho ruka

obvinu ho jako had to¢im se

hleddm soustfedny bod

toho podnebného zmatku, ktery zvu
»prachem Venusinym”

— pomyslels uz kolikrat uz jsem ti jazykem
vynasela spanek z o¢i

v klidu spocivaji

zmackané cigarety na parketach
coby hibitov predeslé noci

pilit lenosti mozna spici

vSak podstatny

netusime jak dlouho uz tu jsme
jako dvojice dubii v parku Villa Reale

a presto nemas pocit
Ze té nadale zivi jen sal?

preklad David Vichnar

23
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MEDITACE S PLYNOUCI YODOU (uryvek)
Prolog = Na Kurilpé (Jitni bi*ch)
napinajic své tekuté télo_
ieka nese st
na zidech 90006
syntakticka mesta
e hnute proti obloze [9900®
vinky slunce a oblakii pgeee
se misi s zeleni 9O0ee
a hnédi
povrch se piresouva
pismen atihne ;
vitr
a posouva zpét |~
trajekt Cityﬁpper

skupina cinskye
rozhazuje ruce do vzduchu
sahaji po véénosti

pozuji jako mangovni

které se natahuji mezi auty

pi‘es Feku  tipytici se Kovové véely
opylovavaji €BD

1a stalého hukotu lednice
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the Riverside Expressway 20006

encircling the city
as a Dutch-fort-of-Galle memory
drinking a Lion beer
considering the sun
over the Indian Ocean  water
as the proliferation of us
in this post-world of isms
or the post-post-conflagration
of definitions through which
we seek meaning
the group’s eyes lean into
the camera’s screen  perceiving themselves
pixelated in place
the atomised realisation
of what it is to be here
and no
or just a picture of a holiday
added to a digital frame

that fades with the passing of ti'meq

in a Shanghai winter

sea-gulls wafting with the smell of chlorine

from the South Bank beach

a group of Kiwis swimming in T-shirts
smoking cigarettes
in a MARVEL shirt a girl walks
beside a sweating man running
from depression rejection
internal speculations
as illusions as self-evident
in the Hulk or Iron Man
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pobi‘eini rychlodriha Lhasaa
obklopujici mésto
jako vzpominka na holandskou pevnost Galle
popijet pivo Lion
vzhledem k slunci
nad Indickym oceanem  voda
jako nase rozmnoieni
v tomto post-svété ismu
nebo post-post-konflagrace
definici jejichi pomoci
hledame vyznam
oéi skupiny se naklanéji do
obrazovky fot'aku  vnimaji sebe
pixelované na misté  atomizované '9®
povédomi o tom i se
¢o to znamena byt tady ﬁ o0
a ted x.i 1
nebo byt jen fotkou prazdnin
piidanou do digitalniho ramu
ktera bledne s plynoucim éasem
v Sanghajské zimé
racei jsou unaseni chiérem
¢o0 se tahne
1 plaie na jitnim bichu

skupina Zéland'anu plave v triékich
a kouii cigarety
v triku MARVEL jde divka
vedle poticiho se muie ¢o utika
pi‘ed depresi odmitnutim

vhitinimi spekulacemi
coby zjevhymi iluzemi

v Hulkovi nebo Iron I‘Ianovi'
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and is this what Feuerbach meant [2999¢
by ‘illusion only is sacred, truth
profane’? . o
the esplanade propels him
but what propels the esplanade?
the wind defining the rolling D’Aguilars®

of a body
through a blue dress
the wind that is a hand
that brushes the hair E e aaa
of jacarandas se0ee

a man in lyera considering me
from a bicycle  as another rider dodges a group
of school kids
head-shaking with their inability
to be self-aware
but who really carries themselves
as if they were indeed i
carrying the world i X
its sound form colour movement
beneath

SANTOS Telstra
mereure

where myna birds in trees

perceive their need

in relation to two Germans

and their idea
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a mél snad Feuerbach na mysli tohle
kdyi tvrdil Ze ,jen iluze je svata, pravda rouhava‘*!
pohani ho esplanada
ale ¢o pohani esplanadu? et
vitr vymezujici zvinéné D'Aguilary
jako télo
skrz modré Saty

vitr jeni je rukou
ktera éeSe viasy _ 90066
iakarand aaae
mui v lycie si mé prohlizi 1
kola zatimeo se jiny jezdec vyhyba skupiné
Skoliki hooae
ktei'i krouti hlavou nad svou neschopnosti :f .’:.
nabyt sebevédomi oS
ale kdo se skuteéné nese_ X
jako by skuteéné &2
nesl cely svét '
jehozvuk tvar  barvu
pod

pohyb

SANTOS Telstru
merkurem
kde loskutaci na stromech
vhimaji viastni poti‘eby
vzhledem ke dvéma Némeum
a jejich piedstavé
wganz furchtbar' mésta




shten/
rken: Use ., - - ==

. lighten/ watching a myna being dragged
rken across pebbles by a crow,
itch on that navigates the red innards

ooting =000
th flash. E==0==

 right and the gyrating microcosm

e of the

< barrel of mountain ranges .-
adjust the in wate!"s undulation
posure suggests the Himalayas

your seen from a flight  Seoul = Frankfurt

ot. To get when snow-capped peaks
righter ,

oto, move resembled the atmospheric_____
 lighten/ bird shits of A380s
rken 2 or how water turns to memory
itch right through the sensory suggests
the plus/

a stretching
the way the lithosphere rifts
tectonic plates collide _ _ _ __
and volcanoes surge
Mt. Nebo  Glorious €oot-tha
throwing-up a convulsion
of particles and gas
that form ignimbrite  a pyroclastic flow
scattered like 8 bundy rums and a four’n twenty <4,
between the feet of a man 33
sitting in a Valley gutter [Red
the wash of Friday night
a chorus of Lorikeets
in his mindj
as if the dividing of Gondwana
diversification of eco-systems
characterised by great extinctions  fluctuating climates
ice ages  rising sea levels  are accretion
in search of meaning  of form
of finding the form of meaning
was all for this ...

-
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e aaag e aaag
e aaas b
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navigujic éervené vnitiFnosti
a krouiici mikrokosmos
horskych pasem
ve vinéni vody
dava vzipomenout na Himaljje
idéné z letu  Soul = Frankfurt
kdy snéhem pokryté vrcholky
pripominali atmosféricka
ptaéi hovinka A380¢k
nebo ¢o jak se voda méni ve vzpominku
skrz smysly naznaéuje
natahnuti

to jak se litosféra trha Egg
tektonické desky naraieji

a sopky se dmou
Mount Nebo  Glorious  Coot-tha
Ivraceji erupce ~
¢astic a plynuf
4 které tvori ignimbrit  pyroklasticky proud
rozhazeny jak 8 rumu zn. bundy a étyiiadvacitek

' mezi nohama chlapa
sediciho ve strouze Udoli
naplaveniny pateéniho veéera
sbor lorill

v jeho mysli

jako kdyby rozdéleni Gondwany

diverzifikace ekosystému

znaéujici se velkymi vyhynutimi proménlivymi

podnebimi -

dobami ledovymi  stoupanim hladin moii  akrecemi

béhem patrani po vyznamu  formé nalezeni formy

vyznamu

neméla pitinést ni¢ vic nei toto...

vieklad Jaromir Moravec a Pavid Vichnar
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come closer

at the swimming-pool you encounter bodies marked by birth,

bearded vaginas, a viral rash on the thighs (one’s own),

golden chains, shame. the swimming-pool knows inclusion, not epiphany:
you can sharpen your claws all day, but you won’t wash away

the fatigue and city dust (there’re showers for that)

chlorinated water has lost all its might.

in the summer the city’s different than in the rest of the seasons
as if undergoing the hardest test.

[ say to it; I'll tie you round my neck like a noose,

lay you on the tongue like a pea, for a whole decade

you've been so foreign, until | entered into your river

down steps made of grass and chalk minerals.

a slow current carried me from hrad€any to libef,

exposing me to carnivorous angels, on the other bank

at the market-hall a biennale was coming to a close,

to which they'd invited me as a foreigner —

the posters said, come closer!

but | couldn’t come any closer, | was just in the city centre,

in the neighbourhood of nutrias and conches, of river vermin,
in the city district of underwater plants.



ILJA%;NKO

pojd’ bliz

na plovarmé potkas$ téla poznamenana porodem,

vousaté vaginy, virovou vyrazku na stehnech (téch vlastnich),

Zlaté fetézy, stud. koupalisté umi inkluzi, ne epifani:
muzes si na ngj cely den brousit drapky, ale nikoli smyt
unavu a prach z mésta (od toho jsou sprchy)
chlorovana voda ztratila veSkerou moc.

mésto v Iété je jiné nez ve zbytku ro¢nich obdobi
fikam mu: uvazu si t& na krk jako smycku,

polozim si té na jazyk jako hrasek, celé desetileti
jsi bylo jak cizi, dokud jsem nevstoupila do tvé Feky
po schidcich z travy a kfidovych hornin.

pomaly proud mé nesl od hrad¢an k libni,

cestou mé obletovali masozravi andélé,

na druhém brehu v trznici konéilo bienale,

kam mé pozvali jako cizinku — na plakatech stalo: pojd bliz!
ale ja jsem nemohla pfijit bliz,

byla jsem pravé ve stfedu mésta,

ve Ctvrti nutrii a Skebli, ficni havéti,

v méstském v obvodu podvodnich rostlin.
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everest

Zivot baZanta uprostfed velkého mésta:

0 kolik je tajemné&jsi nez Zivot lidi?

¢im se trapi bazant?

rozpoznava jeho nervovy systém samotu
nebo se jeho nervy podobaji pletivim plevele?
uprostied stavenité vypada tak sém

touzi taky po vSednosti?

po drobnych nepatrnych vécech

které Ize opakovat ale nikoli opakované popsat:
péce o pefi popeleni v prasnych prohlubnich
mésto ho z ni neustale vytrhdva

vidim ho z velké vysky

ulici za nim uz poslala perspektiva do dalSi Ctvrti
lomi ji veletrzni palac neskladny jak kaaba

Seda inverzni plocha pfed nim je pusta

jako naSe pfisti dny

on taky nema barvu a pfece ho poznam

mozna podle chlize nebo podle drzeni téla:
nozky jak tyCky méfi stavebni parcelu

aniz by védely Ze je stavebni parcelou

leSeni na stavbu vySkovych budov uz lezi opodal

on nevi co pfijde ale ja ano

protoZe ho pozoruju z veliké vySky

pfisti tydny bude Zit ve stinu

pfisti tydny bude zit s délniky

pod kridly kompletniho systému leSeni everest



everest

the life of a pheasant in the middle of a city:

how much more mysterious than people’s lives?

what bothers the pheasant?

does his nervous system recognise solitude

or do his nerves resemble weed tissue?

he looks forsaken in the middle of the construction site

does he too desire the everyday?

the little subtle things

that can be repeated but not described repeatedly:
taking care of feathers taking baths in dusty pits
constantly distracted by the city

| see him from high above

the perspective has sent a street behind him into another district
broken by the trade fair palace as unwieldy as a kaaba

the grey inverse plane in front of him as deserted

as our next days

he too is colourless and yet | recognise him

perhaps due to his walk or posture:

legs like sticks measuring the building estate

without knowing it is a building estate

the scaffolding for a high-rise construction lying around

he knows not what will come but | do

as | watch him from high above

in the weeks to come he'll live in a shadow

in the weeks to come he'll live with the workers
under the wings of the everest scaffolding system
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lovecka sezéna
pro Garyho Snydera

jednou za rok lovi bazanti lidské bytosti délaji véci
které Clovéka neodolatelné pfitahuiji: kazdy si pak néjakého vybere
bazant Elovéka zastfeli ten je pak nucen ho oSkubat
donést domd a snist

tak se bazant dostane dovnitf ¢lovéka Zije v ném

¢eka v ném a skryva se ale ¢lovék o tom nevi

az se hodné bazant( dostane do hodné lidi

nahle zautoCi

lidé ktefi v sobé bazanta nemaji budou také pfekvapeni
a vSechno se nepatrné zméni:

tomu se fika vnitfni pfevrat.

delta

fika, Ze by chtél stat v ledové fece, chodit v ledové fece,
nofit do ni kotniky,

Ze se uz nechce jmenovat filodendron xanadu.

opakuje mi to znovu a znovu trpélivé jako bych byla idiot,
zatimco ho rosim odstatou vodou a on se cely

chvéje zimou —

uz se nechci jmenovat filodendron xanadu.

vlazna voda vsakuje do raSeliny, par kapek zafi

v mechovém substratu,

a ja ho miluju, umanutou rostlinu, které je jedno,

Ze Zije na polici s knihami,

které je jedno, ze je zimomfiva, kterd vi co chce

a to chce marné -

podle vSeho to chce marné -

musime jen objevit feku, fikam mu,

jednoho dne objevime feku,

v jeji delté bude leZet nas byt.



hunting season
for Gary Snyder

once a year pheasants hunt human beings doing things
irresistibly attractive for humans: everyone picks one

the pheasant shoots a human who then is forced to pluck him
carry home and eat it

that's how a pheasant gets inside a human lives on in him
waits in him hiding but the human has no idea

when a lot of pheasants get inside a lot of humans

suddenly they’ll attack

humans without a pheasant inside them will also be surprised
and everything will change ever so slightly:

what's called an intrinsic revolution.

delta

he says he'd like to stand in ice river, walk towards ice river,
dipping his ankles in it,

he doesn’t want to be called philodendron xanadu anymore.
he repeats it patiently to me like to an idiot,

as | sprinkle him with still water and he shivers

all over with cold —

| don’t want to be called philodendron xanadu anymore.

the tepid water seeping into the peat, a few drops shining

in the mossy substrate,

[ love him, the stubborn plant who doesn't care

he lives on a shelf with books,

who doesn’t care he’s sensitive to cold, who knows what he wants
and wants it in vain —

all things considered, in vain —

we need to go and discover the river, | tell him,

one day we'll discover a river,

with our apartment lying in its delta.

translation David Vichnar

37



R.

Vote Yes

a found poem from Australia’s
2017 postal vote on marriage
equality

L]

we have arrived at the
shouting dogs

stage of the debate

this is precisely the sort
of crazed response
youd expect

from a dog called Mack

sport is sport!

let the people

go to the football

and do who they want
todo

let the people eat their
pineapple on pizza

it’s un-Australian not to

I mean for heaven’s sake
home-grown heroes are
delicate

little flowers
the stupid clown in

BECA

meanwhile,

Pauline Hanson claims
I'm not a sexual person
and now I've got trolls,
it’s quite strange

I'm really interested
in what the mums of
Australia have

to say about the sordid
sex lives

of bugs and slugs

women soften the
message

but two mothers
cannot fill

the vacuum

and I'm tired of them
pushing their bagless
Dysons in our faces
make no mistake,

it’s in the bag

it’s okay to say no

to pineapple on pizza
but the average punter
won’t care

they’ve been captured
the juicy fringe
of the so-called
‘tropical’ agenda




J EsisA

Hlasujte pro

nalezend bdseri z australského
hlasovdni o rovnosti
manzelstvi v roce 2017

dospéli jsme

do faze debaty

zvané ustékani psi
tohle je pfesné ten druh
pomatené odpovédi
kterou byste cekali

od psa jménem Mack

sport je sport!

pustte lidi na fotbal

at si délaji, co chtéji
nechte lidi jist

ananas na pizze

je to neaustralské jim v
tom branit

chci fict proboha
odchovani hrdinové jsou
choulostivé

kvétinky

ten hloupy $asek

v Canberfe

ma celo- Zivotni
ambici dat hlavicku
vanici ¢ervenych sledt

L]

N

mezitim tvrdi
Pauline Hanson:

Ja nejsem pohlavné
zaloZena a ted mam
trolly, je to celkem
zvlastni

vazné mé zajima co maji
mamy Australie na srdci
ohledné nizkych
sexualnich Zivoti
brouku a slimaka

Zeny tu Zpravu mirni
ale to vzduchoprazdno
dvé matky

nevyplni a mé unavuje,
jak nam strkaji pod nos
ty svy Dysony bez kapes
nenechte se mylit,

je to v kapse

je v pofadku odmitnout
ananas na pizze

ale primérného sizkate
to nedojme

nechali se lapit
$tavnatym okrajem
takzvané

stropické“ agendy
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meanwhile a clutch of
conservatives

is pumping sewage
into a debutant

ball on the most sacred
day of the year

mate, it’s tantamount
to a frenzied zealot
wearing Speedos

the love of pineapple
is not equal

it’s a sham

a pineapple is not

a pifia colada

just because

it wants to be

so if something like
pineapple on pizza
disturbs you or makes
you fear

this whole thing is about
something other

than a good-humoured
debate

led with un-Australian
calm and restraint
enlist now

to conduct a million

robo-calls

and urge somebody to
please

think of the children!

it’s all nonsense of course
there are queer kids
killing themselves

in the suburbs

while a bunch of str8
white men sink tinnies
on a Sunday night

but it’s a long time,
thank god,

since gay people

have been
discriminated against




mezitim spojka
konzervativci
pumpuje odpadem
debutantsky

ples na nejsvétéjsi den
v roce

kimo, to uz je jak
sileny fanatik

ve Speedech

laska ananasu
neni rovna

je to podvod
ananas, to neni
pifia colada
jenom proto,

Ze si to tak pieje

takze jestli vis néco
jako ananas na pizze

rozru$uje nebo vas dési,

Ze tahle cela véc je
o nécem jiném
nez o dobrosrdecné
debaté
ktera se vede s
neaustralskym klidem
azdrzenlivosti

Ve . y
pridejte se ted

). o]

a proved’te milion
robo-volani

diskriminovali

a naléhejte na nékoho
aby prosim
pomyslel na déti!

vsechno je to nesmysl
samoziejmé

queer décka se zabijeji
na predmésti

zatimco parta heter(
bélochii v nedéli zvecera

chlemta plechovky
ale diky bohu

je to uz dévno,
co se gayové
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(after) HER: dating app
adventures

how do you say

how you doin’?

without evoking

Joey from Friends?

v

I’'m only here because | want to
find a girl to ask

wanna Netflix and chill?
v

| filter out

the over-40

silver-haired

broken embrace

that was

you

v

swiping through so many:
nose rings

(the new lesbian
signifier?)

pics of you and your Burmese
kitten

(how original)

tit pics

long-haired lesbians
(maybe The L Word was realistic
after all)

v

Lucy liked you!

hit the ¥ to start

a conversation

how do you say

to the 20-year-old

| prefer older women

v

I'm looking

for a straight-up lesbian

to raise my puppies with
r u down 2 clown m8?

v

I’m not surprised to find

none of these girls is you
v

you’'re like a movie usher dude
but more stylish ;)

how do you take a compliment
when the last compliment was
you are good and tender and kind
and | don’t want you

v

how do you say

I mate for life

in text speak?

v

is it wrong to click ¥

because | think your Burmese is
cute?

\4

a sparky sparks up a conversation
didn’t you say you wanted

to date someone good with their
hands?

| was good with my hands once
v

I’'m one of those people

who's like

an arts degree -

what’s the point?

laugh out loud

and back away quietly

you have someone else to be

v

how do you say

| had two hearts once

how do you say

| only came here to forget her
what happens when the girl says
I’'m looking for that special
someone

and some unburied feeling
ruptures you

I am not looking for that special
someone

I am not looking for that

| am not looking



(ONA): dobrodruzstvi ze
seznamovaci appky

jak reknete

jak to de?

aniz byste pripominali
Joeyho z Pratel?

v

Jsem tu jenom proto, Ze chci najit
holku, ktery se zeptam:
nedame Netflix a chill?

v

Vyfiltruju

to pres 40

stribrovlasé

zlomené objeti

kteryms byla

ty

v

projizdim tolika:

krouzky v nose

(novym ukazatelem
lesbicek?)

fotkami tebe a tvého barmského
kotéte

(jak originalni)

fotkami koz

a dlouhovlasych lesbicek
(mozna byla Laska je Laska
nakonec realisticka)

v

Lucy se libitel!

stisknéte ¥ k zahajeni
konverzace

jak reknete

dvacitce

ja jsem na starsi zeny

v

Hledam

lesbicku na rovinu
vychovame spolu my Sténata
nezaspasujem si, kdmo?

v

Neprekvapuje me ze zadna z
téchhle holek nejses ty

v

jsi jako uvadeéc v kiné, kdmo
ale stylovejsi ;)

Jak prijmete lichotku

kdyz tou posledni bylo

jsi dobra a nézna a mila

a nechci té

v

jak reknete

paruju se na dozivoti

v textovkach?

\4

je snad chybou klikat na ¥
kdyz mi tvoje Barma prijde
roztomila?

v

jiskra zazehne konverzaci
nerikala jsi ze chces

chodit s nékym kdo to umi's
rukama?

ja to kdysi s rukama uméla

v

jsem jeden z téch lidi

co rikaj

titul z humanitnich ved -

k cemu to je?

zasmej se nahlas

a ustupuj potichu

musis prece byt nékym jinym
v

jak reknete

mivala jsem dvé srdce

jak reknete prisla jsem sem jen
proto abych zapomnéla na ni
co se stane kdyz holka

rekne

hledam nékoho

vyjimecneého

a néjaky nepohrbeny pocit
vas protrhne

nehleddm nékoho vyjimeéného
nehleddm nékoho

nehledam



#fe3c72

triage

the kind woman on the end of the line will say this:
| have to ask. in the present
you wait. yes, | was fourteen, only the one
time. yes, family. no, no one.
the kind woman on the end of the line will notice the
catch in your breath.

that’s okay, she’ll say, | don’t need details, but
you will talk about these things
one day. she will ask about your plan. yes, | think about
it often
that unwavering expanse of ocean slipping
quietly into the blue night.
it's an exit strategy, you know, if it gets too much.
tread carefully here. you have to tell these details to
the right strangers. do not raise alarm with your blasé
attitude
towards your own death. be cool. smile while you talk.
no. not this week. | guess
it's been a good week then. and how to measure
chronic emptiness.
that’s what this is, right? the kind woman on the end

of the line will say, you don’t sound empty. well
that’s something then. isn’t it. and what is sound
anyway.

but another diagnosis to unstick? the

kind woman on the end of the line will ask you what
day it is. every day. it is everyday. she will say save this
number. call any time. but sooner. rather than later.
you know something about later.
when there are no numbers left to dial. someone will
be here for you. those words echo into the past and
future and ring untrue. there is no here. not
for you.

#fd297b



tridéni

mild Zena na konci rady rekne:
musim se zeptat. v pfitomnosti
cekas. ano, bylo mi ¢trnact, jen jednou.
ano, rodina. ne, nikdo.
mild Zena na konci rady si vSimne zadrhelu
v tvém dechu.

to je v poradku, rekne, nepotrebuji
podrobnosti, ale budete o téchto vécech mluvit
jednoho dne se zeptd, co mas za plan. ano, myslim na
to casto
ta neochvéjna rozloha ocednu jak potichu klouze do
modré noci.
je to unikova strategie, vite, kdyz je toho prilis.
naslapujte tady opatrné. tyto podrobnosti musite
rikat tém spravnym cizincdm. ne abyste lhostejnym
postojem k vlastni smrti vzbudili poplach. budte v
klidu. usmivejte se, kdyz mluvite. ne. tenhle tyden ne.
tak to
byl teda asi dobry tyden. a jak zmerit
chronickou prazdnotu
prave o to jde, ze? mild zena na konci rady rekne, vy

prazdné neznite. no to je tedy néco. nebo ne. a co
je vabec zvuk.
ale dalsi diagndza, aby zkrachovala? mila

zena na konci fady se té zeptd, co je za den. kazdy
den. je to kazdodenni. rekne ulozte si toto Cislo. volejte
kdykoliv. ale dfive. spiS nez pozdéeji.

0 pozdéji vite svoje.
kdyz uz nejsou cisla k vytoceni. nékdo tu pro vas
bude. ta slova se rozléhaji minulosti a budoucnosti a
zZneji
nepravdive. neni zadné tady. ne pro tebe.

preklad Jaromir Moravec a David Vichnar

#ff5864

#ff655b
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KATIA SOPHIA

SUMMER BEHIND GLASS
I

when the flesh hangs on the body clumsily,
when the flesh doesn’t belong to the skeleton anymore
when being a grown vulture means
finding one’s victims in an aquarium too
give me costume dolls I'll braid your hair in the evenings

you're a fetus I set you into the coordinate
system of your stars your birth stars
fit the cells in, dissolve the cell walls
destroy the dna and the holy landscape

of edu-tourists but where are you haunting

chrysanthemes are cog wheels
made of muscles the fragrance of the 1964 olympics
the birds should hurry up, those unused joints
of the Great Distant Spirit
I look at your hair so your face will stay light,
you will become lighter

I'M WAITING FOR NOTHING
EXCEPT FOR MOSAICS
INTHE SUMMER BEHIND GLASS



DITZLER

LETO ZA SKLEM
L.

kdyz maso neforemné visi na téle
kdyz maso nepatii ke kostte
kdyz byt dospélym supem znamena
najit své obéti i v akvériu
dejte mi kostymové panenky a ja vim vecer zapletu vlasy

jsi plod a jé t& zasazuju do soustavy
soufadnic tvych hvézd, hvézd tvého narozeni
a pfizpusobuju se buitkdm, rozpoustim bunééné stény
ni¢im dna a posvitnou krajinu vzdélavacich cestovateld,
kde jen strasite.

chryzantémy jsou pfevody svald,
byla to viiné olympiidy 1964.
ptaci musi plasit, nevyuzité klouby
velkého vzdileného ducha
divdm se ti na vlasy, aby ti tvarf zistala jasnéjsi,

abys byla jasnéjsi

NA NIC NECEKAM
KROME MOZAIKY
V LETE ZA SKLEM
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II.

and you should feed the animals
you were given to take care of,
you should work and keep supplies
fill jars with nuts fill jars with dried fruit and keep a household
beaming glass, beaming gas, a billion prisms in light
I'd like to see more spectrums made of combed glass
prisms and stir-fried light until the enveloping machine melts
I believe the reflections of the involuntary mosaics
I believe the reflections of the unplanned mosaics
because you can't get closer to the right celestines
I know, you wait for July every year,
and each July one year more
aneurysms perform in shadow theatre plays
with legendary heroes in front of an actual landscape
I touch lime tree bugs and dangerous flowers
I ordain your hair with paper crowns from radio stations
I clothe you, I mark you with chalk
I paint the parting of your hair vermillion
you don't have to pay much
for deflowering and widowhood
you've got to adorn your body with embroidered tunics,
with national decor
your collar speaks of freedom and veiled embolies
free oedema, free carcinomas, free furuncles,
patterns convulse,
moreover ebullient lava and water out of mud
we unfold, unbundled, on the village festival
we steal from our siblings
umbrellas save you from paranoia,
who would place you with the call of a screech owl
if it wasn’t for me

YOU CAN GO INTO A CHEAP TEMPLE
TO FIND MOSAICS
THEY WILL TELL STORIES FROM THE SUMMER
BEHIND GLASS



II.

a svéfend zvirata musi§ krmit,
musi$ pracovat a zdsobovat se,
rozvrhnout si sklenici s ofechy a také Setfit
zafivé sklo, zafivy plyn, miliardy hranola ve svétle,
rada bych vidéla vice spekter ¢esaného skla,
hranolt a smazeného svétla,
dokud se skladaci a balici stroj nerozpusti
véfim v odrazy nedobrovolnych mozaik
véfim v odrazy neplanovanych mozaik
nebot ke skute¢nym celestindm se ¢lovék nepfiblizi
vim, Ze kazdy rok ¢ekds na Cervenec,
a pokazdé o rok vice
aneurysmata hraji ve stinovém divadle
s mytickymi hrdiny pfed skute¢nymi kulisami
dotykam se lipovych broukut a nebezpeénych kvétin
zdobim ti vlasy batikovanymi korunkami
z rozhlasovych stanic
oblékdm té, oznacuju té kiidou
barvim ti pésinku rumélkou,
za defloraci a vdovstvi se musi platit jen malo
a télo si musis vyzdobit vysivanymi halenkami,
narodnimi ozdobami
limec vypovidd o svobod¢ a zahalené embolii,
volnych edémech, volnych karcinomech,
volnych viedech, vzorech kiedi,
pak jesté bublajici lava a voda z bahna
rozvazani se rozchdzime, na vesnické slavnosti
okriddme sourozence,
destniky vés chrini pfed stthomamem,
kdo ti vyhovi voldnim sovy,
kdyz ne ja

MUZES VSTOUPIT DO SEBELEVNEJSIHO
CHRAMU A NAJDES TAM MOZAIKY
POVEDI TI PRIBEHY
7 LETA ZA SKLEM
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III1.

egg cells melted into acrylic, decorative obstacles
I don’t care for the language of the Aeolian harps and the aulos flutes
I'd rather look into servants’eyes and your Brabantian skin,
Elsa, doesn’t burn anymore
solar winds destroy magnetic fields, they wrap around your eyes,
and tactically speaking one should plant sticks
and carry Christ across the river.
when you wear white shirts guarding yourself under the paravent,
weathered faces could catch up with you
you are less unharmed
and it’s too sad that you don’t notice the menace
the object’s tendency is to wander
you're withering, you're fading,
you're decaying and the water flows
out of your body facing no resistance
the language of the Aeolian harps and the aulos flutes,
I'll find Troy ten times more
the birds follow finely chiselled contour lines
they call for charity in the form of syrup and honey
birds with blue beaks, birds with blue fins

I search for lagoons with algae and salmon

WATER MADE ITS WAY
I'M STANDING ON SAND BANKS AND RAPIDS AND DRAW
THE MOSAICS
OF MY EYES INTO QUARTZ SAND
DURING THE SUMMER BEHIND GLASS



III1.

vejce odlitd z akrylu, ozdobné piekdzky
jazyky eolskych harf a fléten aulos jsou mi k ni¢emu
radéji se divim do o¢i sluzebnikim
a tva brabanti kize, Elso, uz nepali
slune¢ni vétry ni¢i magneticka pole, hali ti o¢i,
takticky feceno je nutno zasadit klacky
a prenést Krista pfes feku.
kdyz nosis bild tricka a schovavas se pod zdsténou,
tvife pocasi by té€ mohly dostihnout
jsi mén¢ nezranén
a to, Ze nevnimas hrozbu, je smutné
pfedmét md ve sklonu bloudit
vadnes, vytracis se, rozkladds se a voda z tebe
bude moct vytéct bez odporu
jazyk eolskych harf a fléten aulos
Troju najdu jesté desetkrit
ptaci sleduji linie obrysu, jemné vytesané
volaji po milodarech v podobé sirupu a medu
ptactvu s modrym zobdkem,
ptactvu s modrymi ploutvemi
hleddm lagunu s fasami a lososy

VODA SI RAZI CESTU
STOJIM NA PISCITYCH BREZICH A
PEREJICH A KRESLIM MOZAIKY
SVYCH OCI DO KREMENNEHO PISKU
BEHEM LETA ZA SKLEM

preklad David Vichnar
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JOHANNES GORANSSON

QUARANTINE FOR VIDEO READING (excerpt)
A SHOTGUN WEDDING
IN THE RIBCAGE OF LOUISE BOURGEOIS

[SARA] There’s no fan in the room. I cant think
straight. The heat is sticky, the air stands still. The
curtains hardly move by the open window. Somebody
is whistling outside. Somebody else is screaming. Then
many people start to scream. The screams grow into a
loud siren. I beg Johannes to bring me ear props for
me so I can write. He doesn’t want to. Our cﬁ)thes
smell bad. I've tried to wash them with handsoap but
they’re not drying and they’re smelling more and more
mildew. I can't think above the stench.

[JOHANNES] She has drunk too much cough
medicine again. She has read the letters. With her
mother-bitch intuition, which sparkles like morphine,
she has already figured out what she needs to do to
get started with this terrible experiment. She will step
inside the quarantine. She will make contact.

[SARA] In the quarantine one woman has tape over
her mouth and she’s terrible at dancing. Her name is
Shirley. Or that’s the name she uses when she writes
frightening accounts of history. They are frightening
because they claim it’s not over, history. Her sister
is frightening because she’s spiderous. Her name is
Louise if I can judge from the writing on the wall.
I'm writing this on the wall: I'm coming for you. I'm
coming for Johannes but the statement — like all great
works of poetry — is open to interpretation. You may
think I'm referring to history. Or to the poem. The
poem about anti-death. The poem in which New
Jerusalem owes a debt to the hospital in which I was
first dressed in bombazine. From head to toe. Then
they shoved it into my mouth. [...]

¢



SARA TUSS ELFRIK

KARANTENA PRO VIDEO CTENI (aryvek)
_ NUCENA SVATBA
V HRUDNIM KOSI LOUISE BOURGEOIS

[SARA] V mistnosti neni zddny vétrdk. Uz mi to
pofadné nemysli. To horko je lepivé, vzduch stoji na
misté. Zavésy se téméf nepohybuji u otevieného okna.
Nékdo venku hvizda. Nékdo jiny jec¢i. Poté zacne jecet
mnoho lidi. Jekot pfertstd v hlasitou sirénu. Prosim
Johannese, aby mi pfinesl usni Spunty, abych mohla

sit. Nechce se mu. Nase obleceni hrozné smrdi.
Ignaiila jsem se je umyt mydlem, ale neschnou a smrdi
vic a plesnivi vic. NemuZu pfes ten puch myslet.

[JOHANNES] Vypila pfili§ mnoho kapek proti kasli.
Cetla ty dopisy. S intuici vlastni matkdm a mrchdm,
co jiskii ]jak morfium, uz pfisla na to, co musi udélat,
aby zacala s tim pfiSernym experimentem. Vstoupi do
karantény. Navdze kontakt.

[SARA] V karanténé ma jedna Zena pésku pies usta
a jako tanecnice je pfiSernd. Jmenuje se Shirllgy. Nebo
aspon pod tim jménem piSe désiva poddni déjin. Jsou
désivd, protoze tvrdi, Ze jesté neskondily, tedy déjiny.
Jeji sestra budi hrazu, protoze je pavouci. Jmenuje se
Louise, pokud mohu soudit z ndpist na zdi. A toto na
zed pisu ja: Jdu si pro tebe. Jdu si pro Johannese, ale to
tvrzeni — jako vSechna velkd dila poezie — je otevieno
interpretaci. Muzete si myslet, Ze mluvim o déjinach.
Nebo o basni. T¢é bdsni o antismrti. Té bésni, ve které
Novy Jeruzalém m4 dluh vii¢i nemocnici, ve které mé
poprvé oblékli do bombazinu. Od hlavy az k paté. Pak
mi to stréili do pusy. [...]
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[J] Even with her glamorous 50s-style aura, Shirley
doesn’t know how to dance. It shows. When she does
the twist, it looks like she wants to hurt me. She wants to
hurt you too, Sara Tuss. Shirley doesn’t want the bomb
to go off but Louise knows it already has. It’s the fourth
night. It’s the fifth night. Why all this knocking? It’s
Shirley, she wants to get out. Hate and love, bombazine
and nudity: you are searching for an entry to the poem,
I am searching for an exit wound.

[S] I am your hostess. You are my parasites. I sit here
and send out holograms of Shirley Temple from exactly
in the moment she is exposed. I'm exposed by the
poem but I was never exposed in real life. I was never
murdered in the basement, says Shirley, and I want to
believe her but I've seen the photographs.

[J] I know she was exposed. I hang beneath the beams
and I replay how she was exposed by photography and
I broadcast the holograms with my voice, the voice that
is great within me is also the exposed voice that is great
within Johannes’s description of women’s riot bodies.
Louise is Shirley’s sister.

[S] Repeat: Shirley is a girl. Shirley is a stained pig.
Shirley thinks she’s a celebrity but she’s not. Shirley is
a hologram. Shirley gives me his tiara because I meet
all her demands of masculinity. The tiara is full of rusty
nails. The tiara is my thorn crown. I thank you humbly.
She seems to keep track of the story, Shirley, maybe she
already knows the end I'm carrying. Shirley applauds
my feminine masculinity. She believes in my suffering.
How lucky. My suffering is the only thing I believe in.
Shirley is not that stupid. Not yet.

Shirley is a hologram that I made for my mother so
that sZe could see that I was safe in Art. But Shirley
gives me her tiara and I don’t want this tiara so I give it
to Johannes. Johannes says I want it. That doesn’t sound
like him. Is Shirley keeping track of the story? [Yes{
am keeping track of the story, your story, the story of joy.

Anti—£at .Whoij;the kinjg’ 'an the (.])ileen? Yo



[J] Ani se svou okouzlujici aurou z padesitek Shirley
nevi jak tancovat. Je to vidét. Kdyz tancuje twist,
vypada to, jako by mi chtéla ublizit. Chce ublizit i tobé¢,
Saro Tuss. Shirley nechce, aby ta bomba vybouchla, ale
Louise vi, ze uz se tak stalo. Je ¢tvrtd noc. Je patd noc.
K ¢emu vsechno to klepani? To Shirley, chce se dostat
ven. Nendvist a laska, bombazin a nahota: hledas vstup
do bésné, ja hleddm vystupni ranu.

[S] Jsem tvoje hostitelka. Jste moji cizopasnici. Sedim
tu a rozesilam hologramy Shirley Temple pfesné z
chvile, kdy je odhalena. Ja jsem odhalena bésni, ale ve
skute¢ném zivoté mé nikdy neodhalili. M¢ nikdy ve
sklepé nezavrazdili, fikd Shirley, a ja ji chci véfit, ale
Vidéli)a jsem fotografie.

[J]1Vim,zebylaodhalena.Visim pod trimya pfehravim
si, jak ji odhalila fotografie, a vysilim ﬁologramy
svym hlasem, ten hlas, ktery je ve mné veliky, je také
odhalenym hlasem, velikym v Johannesovych popisech
zenskych tél, jez se boufi. Louise je Shirleyina sestra.

[S] Opakuj: Shirley je divka. Shirley je poskvrnéné

rase. Shirley si mysli, Ze je celebritou, ale neni.
Ighirley je hologram. Shirley mi dévd tidru, protoze
naplnuji véechny jeji pozadavky na maskulinitu. Ta
tidra je plnd zrezlych hrebika. Ta tidra je mou trnovou
korunou. Pokorné ti dékuji. Vypadd to, ze si drzi
ptehled o pribéhu, Shirley, moznd uz znd konec, ktery
nesu. Shirley tleski mé Zenské maskulinité. Veri v
mé utrpeni. zi“o je ale klika. Ja uz véfim jen vlastnimu
utrpeni. Shirley neni tak hloupd. Jesté ne.

Shirley je hologram, ktery jsem vyrobila pro mou
matku, aby vidéla, Ze uméni mi skytd bezpedi. Ale
Shirley mi podava tidru a ja tuhle tidru necEci, a tak
ji dévim Johannesovi. Johannes fikd, Ze ji chci. To

ro néj zni divné. Sleduje jesté Shirley tenhle pfibéh?
Ano, tenble pribéh sleduju, tviij pribéh, pribéh radosti. |
Antismrt. Kdo je tu kral a kralovna?
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[ think my sister wants me dead. I am. Shirley. But I
am the king and the queen of the cakewalk. I know you
have tried to make a beautiful paradise out of me. When 1
played the fat girl with drugs you fucked me. Both of you

cred me but you didn’t Rnow 1 was the Ring and queen
ked bsy didn’t know I was the king and g

o{ suffering.] Shirley isn't dumb.

ove, Louise Bourgeois.

[Shirley applauds my suffering.]
[S] Oh Shirley, 'm a pig and you know it and I know

you know it. That’s why you will never leave me. That’s
why I will keep loving you. Because you can't leave
me. Youre locked up in my ridiculous story and I'm
locked up in yours. I only talk about things that make
you anxious. I have started numbing my anxiety with
alcohol. I stand in line inside Johannes’s quarantine.
'The line is our army. You will not get away.

[ Shotgun goes off.]

[J] What am I going to do with my own wreckage
when I'm lost in the quarantine? What am I going to
do with my body when everything seems like carnage
and paper roses? Will I ever get out of here? Will I ever
want to? I have the sow to prove you can't leave.

Love, Louise.

[S] Louise wants me to cut up the sorrow animal. Cut
it up and cover it in seeds. Instead of being a mother,
I want to you to play the part of the junkie. Science
fiction: I don’t want to let go. My mouth is not the right
organ. I hate protest art but I want you to bring my
body back from the museum. The crime photos cannot
quite ever capture my whole body and the fruit smears
are too bright. The burnt bombazine looks like spider
webs. 'm making protest art: The dummy is from long
ago, some other place, some place by the beach. Terrible
Spring. That’s what it’s called but it’s fluid. It can last
forever. It’s against forever. It’s against death.

I carry a nymphbomb.

Love, Johannes.



[Myslim, e mé md sestra chce mrtvou. Jd jsem. Shirley.
Ale jd jsem krdlem a krdlovnou prochdzek riizovym
sadem. Vim, Ze ses snazil ze mé udélat nddherny rdj.
Osukal jsi mé, kdyz jsem hrdla tu tlustosku na drogdch.
Oba jste mé osukali, ale to jste nevédéli, Ze jsem krdlem
a krdlovnou utrpeni.] Shirley neni blb4.

S laskou, Louise Bourgeois.

[Shirley tleskd mému utrpent. ]

[S] Ach Shirley, jsem prase a ty to vi§ a ji vim, Ze
to vis. Proto mé nikdy neopustis. Proto té budu dil
milovat. ProtoZze mé nemuzes opustit. Jsi zaviend
v mém smé$ném piibéhu a ji jsem zavfena v tvém.
Mluvim jen o tom, co ti piisobi tzkost. Zacala jsem
otupovat svou uUzkost alkoholem. Stojim ve fronté v
Johannesové karanténé. Ta fronta je nase armdda. Té
ty neuniknes.

[Vystrel z brokovnice. ]

[J] Co budu délat s vlastnimi troskami, kdyz jsem
ztracena v karanténé? Co budu délat se svym telem,
kdyz vse vypada jako masakr a riize z papiru? Dostanu
se nékdy odsud? Budu nékdy chtit? Mam prasnici,
ktera dokazuje, Ze nemuizes odejit.

S laskou, Louise.

[S] Louise chce, abych rozkrijel smuteéni zvife.
Rozkrijel ho a pokryl semeny. Misto toho, abys byla
matkou, bych rdd, abys hriala roli fetika. Védecka
fantastika: Nechci se toho vzdat. M4 usta nejsou tim
spravnym orgdnem. Protestni uméni nendvidim, rad
bych ale, abys pfinesl mé télo zpitky z muzea. Fotky
zlo¢inu nemolgou mé celé télo plné zachytit a ty
ovocné $mouhy jsou moc svétlé. Spédleny bombazin
vypadd jak pavuciny. Vytvdfim protestni uméni: ta
figurina je z ddvné minulosti, néjakého jiného mista,
néjakého mista u plaze. PfiSerné jaro. Jfak se tomu
fikd, ale je to proménlivé. Mize to trvat vécnost. Je
to proti vé¢nosti. Je to proti smrti. Nesu nymfobombu.
S laskou, Johannes.

preklad Jaromir Moravec a David Vichnar
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Objects at that time were translucent, held in suspension.
The streetlamps shed a faint light into the room; light
is the natural agent that stimulates sight and makes
things visible.

Anxiety arises from having all paths, and thus no path,
open before one (a colony of ants behaves like a single
organism). Word order is an allusive presence, a residue.

Dog tonguing water from an aluminium bowl.

A dramatic increase in neuron firing has been
recorded: physical withdrawal symptoms have triggered
overstimulation of the autonomic nervous system.

In order to draw a boundary one has to operate on both
sides of this threshold. Such an individual must be
considered unfortunate.

The witness added that she did not believe she had been
conversing with a particularly noteworthy spirit.

‘Silverpoint, that’s right, on paper primed with a film of
powdered bone, creating a fine indelible line composed of
metal particles.’



MAKIN
PRA

rri

I

Pfedméty byly tehdy prisvitné, drZené v napéti. Pouliéni
lampy vrhaly do mistnosti chabé svétlo; svétlo je
ptirodnim ¢éinitelem, jenz podnécuje zrak a déla

véci viditelnymi.

Uzkost vznika tehdy, oteviraji-li se p¥ed &lovékem vsSechny
cesty, a tedy Zadna (kolonie mravencd se chova jako jeden
organismus) . Vétny pofradek slov je aluzivni pfitomnosti,
reziduem.

Pes lapa vodu z hlinikové misky.

Doslo k zaznamu dramatického nartstu neuronového
zapalovani: télesné abstinencéni ptfiznaky vyvolaly
ptedrazZdéni autonomni nervové soustavy.

Abychom zakreslili hranici, musime operovat po obou
stranach tohoto prahu. Takového jedince je nutno pokladat
za nestastného.

Svédkyné dodala, Ze si nemysli, Ze konverzovala s obzvlast
pozoruhodnym duchem.

,Kresba st¥ibrem, tak jest, na papife posileném fé6lii
z drcené kosti, jez vytva¥i jemnou nesmazatelnou linii
sestavajici z kovovych casticek."“
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I remember your face, but never a name. To be
removed: a skeletal frame into which compartments
are fitted, one flyblown mirror and a moth-eaten
silk partition. Another object was named after the
bell shape of early prototypes.

It was some occasion, this.

*

Remote sulphur mine — a cabin in the forest, the
bloody hair-matted maul — an abandoned sawmill,
makeshift and ramshackle. A chain of logs courses
slowly downriver, grinding at the pack ice. The
chorus shrieks while heaving at the capstan.

As in all acts of translation, an erosion is
already taking place.

A pyre of timber is stacked for the incineration.
From one perspective, this is an archive of
neurological disaster.

He justifies himself by arguing that any error is
an achievement in itself. Part of the alchemy is
the sudden shift in key, whereby impulses received
at synapses are transmitted along the branched
extension of a nerve.

How would I have felt if this had happened to me?
You’ re not sure whether you are reading
or being written.

He scrambles through the cobbled streets. All
other sensations are shocked out of existence

— the dynamic of crisis-catharsis is repeated
throughout, a spiral or vortex, a circular pattern
of currents in an ocean trench.



Tvij oblicej si vybavuju, ale jméno nikdy.

K odstranéni: kostni ram, do néjz zapadaji
ptihradky, jedno zrcadlo zadélané od much a

moly rozezZrany hedvabny paravan. Dalsi predmét
pojmenovali po zvonovitém tvaru ranych prototypa.

To teda byla pfilezitost, tohle to.

*

Vzdaleny sirny dal — chata v lese, zakrvaveny kyj
s namotanymi vlasy — opusSténd pila, provizorni a
zchatrala.Ret&z klad je pomalu unaSen po proudu,
dfe o pole ledovych ker. Sbor viiska, nadouvaje se
u vratidla.

Jako ve vSi &innosti prfekladatelské se i zde uz
odehrava eroze.

Ke spaleni je nakupena hranice dfeva. Z jednoho
thlu pohledu jde o archiv neurologickych
katastrof.

Ospravedlniuje se tvrzenim, Ze jakakoli chyba je
sama o sobé uspéchem. Soucéasti alchymie je nahly
posun v rejstriku, ¢éimZz se podnéty prijaté v
synapsich prenaseji rozvétvenym vycénélkem nervu.

Jak by mi bylo, kdyby se tohle stalo mné? NejsesS
si jist, jestli é&tes, nebo té pisSou.

Pachti se dlazdénymi ulicemi. VsSechny dalsi vjemy
se se Sokem vytraceji — dynamika krize-katarze se
neustale opakuje, spirala ¢i vifeni, kruhovy vzor
proudéni v oceanském p¥ikopu.
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Interesting futile.

I set out at a loss. It was a Thursday (that
constant hissing in my ear). We were limited to
things. The crux here lies in a steadfast refusal
to take place.

Origin is misuse.

A subatomic particle has no integrity, is
quote ‘incorrigible’. I am here following the
statistical description given by an eyewitness.

In a shop window have been placed a battered
musical instrument, one bag of ash, a pack

of dogeared tarot, a volcano-shaped lump of
fluorescent plastic, string and wire, along with
fuses and electrical triggers of unspecified use.

I am refusing to make any decisions today.

A disease resulting from these acts was summoned.
Grandiloquent names have been timetabled: you
are quite catastrophic et cetera. A colourless
material comprises the living part of any cell.

One psychiatric report confirmed the subject’s
‘adamantine fragility’ . There was no going back.

Research indicates that some organisms may retain
memory within bodily tissue; I thought your
monicker sounded familiar. Bystanders gambled on
the outcome as we slit open the ink sacs

one by one.



Zajimavé jalové.

Vydal jsem se v rozpacich. Byl &tvrtek (to
neustalé syceni v mém uchu). Byli jsme omezeni
na véci. Jadro pudla zde spoc¢iva v zarputilém
odmitani odehrat se.

Pavod je Spatné nakladani.

Subatomarni céastice nemd integritu, je tzv.
,nenapravitelna“. Zde sleduji statisticky popis,
ktery udal ocity svédek.

Do vylohy byl umistén otlucéeny hudebni nastroj,

jeden pytel prachu, paklik osahanych tarotovych

karet, kus fluorescentni umélé hmoty tvaru sopky,
struna a drat, spolu s pojistkami a elektrickymi
spoustécéi neurcitého uziti.

Dneska odmitam jakékoli rozhodovéani.

Vzyvana byla choroba vznikajici z téchto skutkl.
Do tabulky byla zanesena velkohuba jména: jsi
zcela katastroficky atakdale. Zivouci ¢ast jakékoli
burniky tvofi bezbarvy material.

Jedna psychiatricka zprava potvrdila ,neustupnou
kfehkost“ subjektu. Uz nebylo navratu.

Vyzkum naznacduje, Ze nékteré organismy si mohou
uchovat pamét v ramci télniho pletiva; myslel
jsem, Ze tva pfezdivka zni povédomé. Kolemjdouci
uzavirali sazky na vysledek, kdyZ jsme jeden po
druhém rozf¥ezavali pytliky inkoustu.

pteklad David Vichnar
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Chapter Thirty-Five from Mental Shrapnel

Ghislaine called herself The Gazelle, fended me off a while
when we went rambling through Pére Lachaise cemetery.
She said she had a penchant for war memorials and
tetishised Holocaust monuments thrown up by the same
officials who barked away Jews, queers and gypsy lives as
night cargo on suburban train station platforms, looking
like aircraft carriers, sinking into a spotlit spaghetti tangle
of track. Just in front of the Communards wall, where the
last few 1848ers had been rounded up and shot, she dragged
me behind a black marble monument. I pushed her against
the plinth and thrusted with aggressive stabbing lust fast,
pushing her head into the gravel.

After that freak show, me and the Gazelle went to a
nouvelle decadence party in the Parisian suburb of Fontenay
aux Roses for civic engineers en route to Mozambique.
‘They were between partying and packing their cases with
flavoured and ribbed condoms, out of sight of girlfriends as
they bragged about the pink gashes of black sex. We sluiced
down cloudy highball glasses of Sazerac and Pernod. Next
morning we rode the metro grinding our hips in the rush
hour. I was sick with a volley of heaves. Back at the flat I fell
asleep.

When I woke, she had gone. The Gazelle left me a lipstick
gezellig on the window and pillow and I sank back into
reading Quatre Ans Dans U'Enfer Des Fous, using her
pastel self-portrait as a bookmark.

My senses returned to here and now. Mortsel was second
rate of the lowest order. She had a garter round her
calloused thigh, read “Touch Me Two Times.’I was aware
that she would tag me like there was a monkey on my back
clinging to the chips on my shoulders.



O NkL,

Kapitola 35 z romanu Srapnel v dusi (DIFFERENCE?)

Ghislaine si fikala Gazela a chvili mé odbyvala, kdyZ jsme
se vysli potulovat hibitovem Pére Lachaise. Povidala,

ze mi slabost pro vile¢ny pomniky a Ze ji rajcujou
pamidtniky holokaustu, ktery vzty¢ili stejny ufednici, co na
priméstskejch vlakovejch nastupistich se stékotem nechali
zidy, teplouse a cikdny odlifrovat jakozto no¢ni niklad
topici se v rzi a Spagetovy zméti reflektord a trati jak
vlakovy lodé. Pfimo naproti Zdi komunardu, kde pfed sto
padesiti lety sesbirali a postfileli posledni osmactyficatniky,
mé zatdhla za pamdtnik Ravensbriicku z ¢ernyho mramoru.
Optel jsem si ji o sokl a pfirdzel s agresivni nadrZenosti,
hlavu ji tlacil do $térku.

Po tom panoptikilnim vyjevu jsme s Gazelou zasli na
vecirek nouvelle decadence ve Fontenay-aux-Roses

pro méstsky inzenyry, co se chystali do Mosambiku.

Napul parili a balili si do kufri kondomy s pfichuti a
vroubkovinim, mimo dohled pfitelkyi se opdjeli rizovejma
prirvama Cernyho pohlavi. Obraceli jsme do sebe zamlzeny
whiskovky plny sazeracu a pernodu. Nazitf{ rdno jsme jeli

metrem a ve $picce se o sebe otirali bokama. Udélalo se mi
blbé, hotovi salva blitek.

Myslel jsem na to, jak mé Gazela po Ravensbriicku
vykoutila, a po kratkym zdfimnuti jsem chtél vidét, kolik ji
toho jesté mizu nandat. KdyZ odesla, nechala mi na okné a
polstéfi rténkou jedno gezellig, a jd se zase ponofil do Cetby
Quatre ans dans lenfer des fous, jeji pastelovej autoportrét
jako zalozku.

Mysl zase naskocila na tady a ted. Mortselova patfila
do druhy tfidy v ty nejhorsi kategorii. Na ztvrdlejch,
mozolovitejch stehnech ukazovala podvazky, ¢ti jako
ydotkni se mé dvakrat.“ Bylo mi jasny, Ze bych hned dostal

nélepku votrapy a zdvisldka, a pékné nafoukanyho k tomu.
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I decided the best option was to buy her drinks and scarper
when I got the map. So in we went to one of the two a
penny pubs down the canal.

A chain feeding the passing traffic, serving up drinks to
the ghosts who walked up and down the tow path in an
attempt to walk off cravings or searching for some kind

of misguided, reflective redemption in the sluice juice
canal thick with detritus: carrier bags, cans, milk crates,
supermarket trolleys, old dressings, nappies, identity cards,
forged papers, final reminders. Thought of all being: ‘Have
I found my rock bottom. Have I found the place of return?
Have I disgusted myself and everyone around enough to

stop and... what? Rebuild a life?
‘Can I buy you a drink?’ I asked.
Mortsel swivelled her head and said ‘Go on then.’

'The three of us walked into the nearest pub, Newton’s
Cradle, a converted lock house. It was a real dive built over
a plague pit. Seems the buboes had risen to the surface and
exploded like puffball mushrooms covering clientele with a
thin layer of viral dust.

Sat at the bar: immigrants: Nigerians, Somalis, Romanians,
Afghans waiting to wire money to relatives via the
Moneygram slot next to an AT'M by the jukebox. Every
man jack of them isolated by the vocation of single
mindedness; all working two or three jobs: cleaning offices
of pullulating finance houses, flipping burgers, filling

sausages, collecting cockles.

Their communication was silent, bordering on the telepathic,
though that’s no surprise since they all thought the same
thing: T'm going to pull through. It’s getting better all the

time. Soon we'll be together as a family.’

Some barflies were barfing into bellicose laps and some took
fights outside into the alley where penny thrusts got knee
tremblers from crystal meth streetwalkers, effluent running



Rozhod jsem se vyfesit si to po svym. Jen co dostanu tu
mapu, koupim ji chlast a zdrhnu. Moje kroky vedly do
jednoho z téch ultralevnejch mist pobliz kandlu.

Do fetézce hospod, co krméj cely okolni MHD a servirujou
drinky télim bez ducha, co masirujou pochodujicim sem

a tam ve snaze zapomenout vSechny svy silny nutkéni,

nebo s cilem najit v tom marasmu plnym odpadki néjakou
tu hlubokou spasu: tasky, plechovky, kartény od mlika,
nakupni voziky, stary ochucovadla, pliny, ob¢anky, padélany
dokumenty, posledni vyzvy. Otizky vSeho stvoreni: Dopad
jsem uz na svoje dno? Misto, ze kteryho neni navratu?
Znechutil jsem se dost sim sobé nebo ostatnim? Dost abych
prestal... ale co? Stavét Zivot odznova?

»2MiZu té€ pozvat na piti*“ zeptal jsem se.
Mortselova zavrtéla hlavou: ,No, tak pojd.*

Tak jsme vsichni tfi odesli do nejblizsi hospody jménem
Netwonova kolibka, byvalého zdymadla. Opravdovy pajzl
vystaveny nad morovou jamou. Jako by dyméje vystoupaly k
povrchu a vybouchly jak pychavky, piicemz klientelu pokryly

tenkou vrstvou virového prachu.

Na baru posazeni: pfist€hovalci: Nigerijci, Somalci,
Rumuni, Afghdnci, ¢ekajici na to, az budou moci pfevodem
poslat penize pfibuznym ptes okynko Moneygram vedle
bankomatu u jukeboxu. Kazdy z téch muzicka izolovin
poslanim s jednim cilem; kazdy dvé az tfi prace: uklid v
kanceldfich rasicich finanénich domd, smazeni burgerd,

plnéni parka, sbér skebli.

Dorozumivali se potichu, az to hranicilo s telepatii, i kdyz
to nepfekvapi vzhledem k tomu, Ze si v8ichni mysleli totéz:
»2Dostanu se z toho. Zlepsuje se to. Brzo bude rodina zase
spolu.

Pér stamgastu si navzdjem zvracelo do klint a dalsi se
chodili prit ven do aleje, kde si drzgresle hizeli hrbem se
§lapkama na perniku, pfes vSechny tfi stojici nohy jim tekly
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over all three of their grounded feet. Spoiler and me sat
with Mortsel in an alcove the other side of a squaddie

doing his best not to give his girl a thousand yard stare. I
knew that look too well. Everything occupying the soldier’s
mind was either taboo or meaningless and he was running
dry on catch up conversations about aunts and delinquent
friends. When they talked I could see the speechless bubbles
occupied with nothing but thoughts of skewed future
liaisons and escape clauses.

‘Hey, honey, wanna know about what really happened out
there? Wanna know why it made everything else less real?
Wanna know how our relationship might be fucked because
I had got a junk head full of violence and addiction to
going back at the first opportunity (clearing it with you, of
course)?’

‘We’re living in a pornocracy, Kate and that’s no word of a
lie,'I said, trying my damnedest to treat her like a human
being. ‘All our thrusts and lusts, poked and pecked with no
fulfilment at all. But that’s by the bye. Desire eh? Whod do
without it? We live on the edge of our hangovers, titillated
by schadenfreude.’I stopped myself as she looked at me like
a drunk humanities student. After five whisky sours I was
getting there.

‘By the way, said Mortsel. ‘It’s staring you right in the face.’
‘What is?’

“The map you're so keen to get your hands on.’

‘Sorry, ...

‘Face it.’

‘I dunno. Maybe another time.’

‘Listen to her,’ said Spoiler. ‘It was what you came for. Jesus!
Do I have to spell it out for you?’

“Your kid’s right,’ she said. “The map is my face. My face is
the map. So go take a piccie like all the rest of you fugitives.
And buy me another drink.’



splagky. Se Spoilerem a Mortselovou jsme se posadili

do pfisténku naproti vojakovi, co se ze vech sil snazil
nevrhat na svou divku pohled z druhého bfehu. Ten

pohled jsem znal jak svoje boty. Vojdk dokazal pfijit bud

se sprostdrnami nebo nesmysly a fecicky o tetickich nebo
kdmosich-odpadlicich pomalu dochézely. BE€hem jejich
hovoru $lo vidét némé bubliny nenaplnéné krom myslenek
na vys$inuté budouci vztahy a dnikové klauzule viibec ni¢im.

»Hele, zlato, chce§ védét, co se tam doopravdy stalo? Chces
védét, pro¢ to véemu ubralo na skutecnosti? Chces védét,
pro¢ je nds§ vztah dost mozna v prdeli kviii my fetdcky
palici plny nésili a posedlosti tim, Ze se tam jen co to pude
vratim (teda jen co si budem kvit, samozfejmé)?*

,Zijeme v pornokracii, Kate, namouvéru,* fekl jsem a
sakra si dal zalezet, abych se k ni choval jako ke ¢lovéku.
»V§echny nage pfirazy a chtice, Soupacky a dloubacky bez
sebemensiho uspokojeni. Ale to jen tak mimochodem.
Touha, hm? Co bysme si bez ni pocali? Zijeme na hrané
svejch kocovin, a vzriso mame ze Skodolibosti.“ Zarazil
jsem se, zadivala se na mé jako opild holka z fildy. Po péti
vizourech jsem byl uzuz tam.

»2Mimochodem,“ fekla Mortselovd. ,Ma3s ji pfimo pred
o¢ima.“

»Co jako?r*

»2Mapu, do ktery ses tak hrr.*

yPromin, ja...“

,2iras ji do ksichtu.

»2Nevim. Tak nékdy jindy.

,Jen ji poslouchej, fekl Spoiler. ,Proto tu ses. Kriste!
Chces to piedat na podnosu?®

»2Ma4 recht, ten kluk,“ ona na to. ,Mapu mam v ksichté.
Mapou je miij cifernik. Tak si ho pékné vyblejskni, jak to
délite vy vSichni uprchlici. A kup mi dalsi rundu.®

preklad David Vichnar

73



occudcxod
DHMYHUCTIULCCK Ol
qpminu

ICELU a0

AUDRE

Y

AEARS OF A OMASOMNOL CIrL

(excrrors)
“My  esteemed  comrades, nymph, the self-absorbed object
perverts and pimps! Always of the cyclops Polyphemus’s
remember — no good deed affections. Polyphemus — his
should ever go wunpunished! name means ‘abounding in
The road to hell is paved with songs and legends’ — appeared

good intentions! In the kingdom
of the blind the one-eyed man
is king! Then which of you
gentlemen assembled here is the
cyclops Polyphemus? And what
would that make me, your little
Galatea? Tell me, do we walk
amongst the volcanos, arm in
arm, watching their intermittent
eruptions? Does magma spatter
and sear my pale torso? Do I
lie back and let you experiment
melodiously on my pristine
zither; do I kneel and play
keenly on your aulos, or do you
bounce me in your lap of luxury
whilst zephyrs caress an array
of Aeolian harps? Or are these
elysian fields through which we
wander, my hand enclosed by
your hairy fist? In which case
whom amongst you will be my
rampant Radamanthys, the first
to ravage me there in the long,
singing grass?“

“Who am 1, and what gives
me the right, you may ask,
to stand before you in the
roseate blush of youth? 7¢ was
you who made me this way.
Galatea was a Nereid, a sea-

as a savage man-eating giant
in the ninth book of Homer’s
Odyssey. In the satyr play of
Euripedes, Polyphemus is made
a pederast for comic effect —
sound familiar? ‘Even Galatea,
it’'s true, below wild Etna,
wheeled her brine-wet horses,
Polyphemus, to your songs,
writes the Latin poet Propertius.
Comrades, surely it is not such a
stretch — a quantum leap — of
the imagination to picture one-
eyed Polyphemus showcasing
his mastery of the syrinx on the
shores of our Black Sea whilst
his Galatea, a veritable Rusalka
— in the typical drowned
odalisque role — trails her twin
braids through the glittering
surf? Oh, Galatea — whose
name, incidentally means she
who is milk white — is also the
moniker popularly given to that
famous statue carved of ivory
by Pygmalion of Cyprus, which
then came to life. You transfixed
me, turned me to stone, rendered
me lifeless as marble. Frozen in
this way, entire aeons passed
me by in an augenblick. Your
latent agalmatophilia breaks —



SLASZ

SIZY FEFOMSOMOLEY
(dryver)

,Moji vazeni soudruzi, Gchylaci
a pasaci! Méjte na paméti —
kazdy dobry skutek bude po
zasluze potrestan! Cesta do
pekel je dlazdénd dobrymi
amysly! Mezi slepymi jednooky
kralem! Tak ktery z vas,
velevazeni panové, je Kyklop
Polyfémus? A kdo jsem potom
ja, vase mala Galatea? Reknéte
mi, prochdzime mezi sopkami,
zavéseni do sebe, a sledujeme
spolu jejich pFerusované erupce?
Pokropi a spali mé bledé torzo
magma? Lehnu si a necham té
melodicky délat pokusy s mou
nedotéenou citerou; kleknu si
a zahraji s nadSenim na tvou
flétnu, anebo mé snad pohoupes
na svém kliné prepychu,
zatimco zefyrové budou hladit
radu aiolskych harf? Nebo jsou
toto snad elysejska pole, kterymi
putujeme, ma ruka sevrend tvou
chlupatou pésti? V takovém
pripadé, kdo z vas bude mym
nespoutanym Radamanthysem,
tim prvnim, ktery mé zprzni v
této prerostlé, zpivajici trdvé?“

,Muzete si polozit otazku,
co jsem vubec zaé a co mé
opravhuje k tomu, abych takto
pred vami stdla v ruméném
uzardéni mladi? 7okle jste ze
mé udélali vy. Galatea byla
Nereidka, mofskd nymfa, do

sebe zahledény predmét lasky
Kyklopa Polyféma. Polyfémus —
jehoZ jméno znamena ,oplyvajici
pisnémi a legendami® — se
objevil coby divoky lidoZravy
obr v devaté knize Homérovy
Odyssei. V Euripidové satyrskeé
hre je Polyfémus zobrazen jako
pederast, protoze to je humorné
— nepfipomind vam to néco?
JDokonce i Galatea, je tomu
opravdu tak, pod divokou Etnou
zapfahd své mokré koné za
zvukt pisni tvych, Polyféme,
pise Fimsky basnik Propertius.
Soudruzi, uréité neni prehnané
— premrsténé — predstavit
si jednookého Polyféma, jak
predvadi  mistrovskou  hru
na Panovu flétnu na brezich
naseho cerného more, zatimco
jeho  Galatea, opravdicka
Rusalka — v pfiznaéné utopené
roli Odalisky — sleduje své
copanky skrze trpytivy pfiboj?

Ach, Galatea — jejiz jméno
ndhodou znamend ta, co je
mlécné bila — je zaroven

oblibenou prezdivkou oné slavné
sochy, jiz ze slonoviny vyrezal
Pygmalion Kypersky a kterd
posléze ozila. Ochromili jste
mé, proménili v kamen, ucinili
mé chladnou jako mramor.
Véky mé takto ztuhlou minuly
béhem  augenblicku. Vase
latentni agalmatofilie vyplouva
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through the surface of your
consciousness, the tip of a
vast iceberg rearing its apex
above the surface of the Arctic
Sea, immense waves crashing
thunderously to herald your
obsession’s treasured appearance.
Oh my dear comrades, strum a
few chords on your balalaikas in
memory of me, and cherish my
inevitable and premature death
as your fingers fret long and
fitfully.”

Then he gropes at my ribs, my
torso, my breasts. 1 gasp and
cry out in shame as much as
fear, then something snaps, I
begin to wail like a siren, in a
series of long piercing shrieks.
My screams ring out around
the forest. But he punches me
in the face, fracturing my nose.
[ feel the cartilage and bone
crunch unpleasantly as I am
overwhelmed by despair and
panic. As blood oozes from my
nostrils and tears stream from
my eyes, he scoops up a mound
of loose soil with his fingers and
palm and shoves it into my open
mouth. 1 taste blood and dirt.
Fistfuls of soil rain down upon
my face as my assailant laughs
in unbridled mirth, soaking up
my bewilderment and distress. |
begin to suffocate, unable to cry
out, choking on dirt. He produces
a knife, using the blade to cut
away my pinafore apron, worn
every day over my school dress.
Then he tears at the lace of my
collar, pulling my dress apart
— and he reveals my flesh. My
nostrils are filled with blood —
my nerves are pulsating, my
heart races....

He raises his knife and plunges
it into my breast. A gaping
wound promptly opens up in
my chest. Blood gushes from
the injury, seeping out across
my skin, and my murderer
smears it across my shoulders,
massages it into my throat as
he grips my neck, laughs as he
squeezes my cheeks, raises his
weapon again and brings it
down into my ribs. The pain is
burning and intense, it stings
and it throbs, it swells up inside
me like a river wanting to burst
its banks, my muscles spasm in

agony...

I'm crying, I'm bleeding, and
the last thing I'm going to
see, before I lose consciousness
forever, is not the blue sky, or
the rustling summer leaves
of the trees, but the leering,
distorted features of a maniac,
his expression hall manic grin,
half disgusted grimace. I feel
so cold now. The thick frames of
his glasses, like a double set of
eyes, fixing me in sadistic rage.
After I'm dead he mutilates my
body, stabs, cuts, and slices at
my flesh. He would have kept
me alive for longer no doubt,
but he got a little carried away,
and severed one of my arteries.
He treated my corpse like a
seafood platter, or a forest
picnic, greedily tucking into my
innards. Fascinated by my vulva,
he toyed with it, haphazardly
cutting into my labia as though
he were performing some sort
of botched surgery. He was
ravenous, genuinely bloodthirsty.
Finally, in a crescendo of joy,
he orgasmed, simultaneously
stabbing his knife into the



na povrch vaseho védomi,
na pouhou $pi¢ku rozsahlého
ledovce s vrcholem tyéicim
se nad hladinou Arktického
more, nesmirné viny se boufi,
aby zvéstovaly zjev  vasi
cenéné posedlosti. Ach, moji
mili soudruzi, zabrnkejte par
akordd na své balalajky pri
vzpomince na mé a vazte si mé
nevyhnutelné a predéasné smrti,
zatimco vase prsty dlouze a
neklidné vymackavaji tyny.“

Pak mi ochmatdva Zebra, trup,
prsa. Zalapam po dechu a
vykriknu, hanbou jako strachem,
pak néco praskne, zaénu jecet
jak siréna v fadé dlouhych
pronikavych  skfekl.  Moje
vykfiky se rozléhaji po lese.
On mé ale prasti do oblieje,
¢imz mi zlomi nos. Citim, jak
chrupavka a kost nepFijemné
kFupnou, a zaplavi mé zoufalstvi
a panika. Zatimco mné z nosu
créi krev a po tvarich teéou slzy,
vyhrabe kus hliny, ktery mi stréi
pFimo do otevfené pusy. Citim
krev a zeminu. Hrsti hliny mi
padaji na obliéej, zatimco se
muj dtoénik v nespoutaném
veseli sméje, nasdvaje maj Gzas
a uzkost. Zadindm se dusit,
kFicet nemQzu, dusim se hlinou.
Tasi ndz a rozfizne jim zastérku,
kterou jsem kazdy den nosila
pres Skolni $aty. Pak roztrhne
krajku limeéku, rozpare Saty
Uplné — a tak odhali mou holou
kGzi. Nosni dirky madm ucpané
krvi — nervy mi pulzuji, srdce
busi jako o zavod...

Zvedne ndz a zabodne mi ho
do prsou. Okamzité se mi na
hrudi rozevfe dokofan réna. Ze
zranéni vytékd krev, roztéka

se po kGZi, a muj vrah mi ji
patld po ramenou, masiruje mi
ji do hrdla, u toho mé drzi pod
krkem, sméje se a mackd mi
tvare, opét zveda zbran a vrazi
mi ji do Zeber. Bolest je palciva
a intenzivni, Stipe a Skube,
rozléha se mi po téle, jako kdyz
feka pretéka z koryta, v agonii
chytdm kre¢ do svalu..

Placu, krvacim, a to posledni, co
kdy uvidim, pfed tim, nez ztratim
védomi navzdy, neni modré
nebe, nebo Sevelici listi stromd
v 1été, ale zlomyslné, zkreslené
rysy maniaka, jehoz vyraz je
napul maniakdlni skleb, napul
znechucend grimasa. Je mi ted
strasnd zima. Tlusté obroucky
jeho bryli, jako by to byl druhy
par ofi, mé upfené pozoruji v
sadistickém zachvatu. Po smrti
zmrzaci moje télo, boda, feze
a kraji mi maso. Jisté by mé
rad drzel pfi Zivoté déle, ale
nechal se trochu unést a pfetnul
mi tepnu. Zachdzel s mou
mrtvolou jako s tdcem plodd
more, nebo jako by byl v lese
na pikniku, chamtivé chlemtal
mé vnitfnosti. Fascinované si
pohraval s mou vulvou, nahodile
fezaje do stydkych pyskd, jako
by provadél néjaky zpackany
zakrok. Poéinal si dravé, opravdu
krvelaéné. A pak se konecneg,
zaplaven radosti, udélal,
sou€asné s tim zabodl sv@j nGz
do zemé, a kdyZ se vystfikal na
mé vyhfezlé Utroby, zvedl moji
brasnu a roztoCil ji, nacez ji
nechal odletét daleko do kfovi.
Pak mé pe€livé rozvazal — asi
ten provaz chtél jesté pouzit —
a potom odtahl mou mrtvolu za
kotniky do podrostu, kde ji zakryl
vétvemi a spadanym listim.
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ground, and having ejaculated all
over my exposed viscera, picked
up my schoolbag and swung it
around in circles before letting
it fly far away into the bushes.
He then meticulously untied me
— 1 guess he wanted to reuse
the rope — and then dragged
my corpse by the ankles into the
undergrowth, concealing it with
branches and dead leaves.

“Let  me tell  everybody
assembled here today, as every
fibre of my being trembles and
spontaneously ~ combusts in
an inferno of rage and agony
— I have met Satan — the
Nightmare, the Ripper — the
Forest Killer or the Raging
Beast — whatever you want
to call him. I have met him in
dreams, on the streets, inside the
carriage of a suburban electric
train, on lonely forest trails, in
the flattened wilderness of the
taiga, on the banks of the Don
River, in the sweltering abyss
of an endless summer where
youth freezes forever in pure
terror, and I have encountered
him at dusk on a busy street,
with his briefcase in hand, his
mask of sanity ready to slip
the moment we're alone. His
crimes are committed with
particular cruelty — vampirism,
cannibalism and  necrophilia
manifesting in their turn.”

“Obsessive, and immersed in
his own thoughts and fantasies,
Satan worked out in his mind a
clear methodology for tracking,
stalking and luring victims —
a systemic plan of action which

he strictly adhered to. We might
argue that he was primarily
heterosexual — boys for him
served as what we might
describe as ‘symbolic objects’
onto which he projected and
vented his long-repressed rage at
the grievances and humiliations
suffered in his own childhood
and adolescence. Furthermore,
he was, shall we say, a confirmed
necrosadist who needed to
watch the torments, agonies,
and ultimately deaths, of other
people in order to obtain sexual
satisfaction. The numerous stab
wounds he habitually inflicted
were a means by which he
was able to ‘penetrate’ those he
murdered.”

“The blade thus performed
the role of the penis, and the
killer often made analogous
movements with the knife inside
the wound, leading detectives
to surmise that Satan was
most likely impotent. He was
unable to tolerate the gaze of
his victims, and therefore he
blinded them, and kept the body
parts he’d cut off as trophies.
By amputating the genitals of
his young male victims, he was
either attempting to make them
more like women, or expressing
fury at his own sexual failure.
Interestingly, he was able to
temporarily stop killing if he felt
that he was in danger of being
apprehended by the authorities,
but realistically speaking it was
obvious that he would never
desist from killing unless he
was caught, or until the day he
died!”



,Véem vam, co tu dnes jste,
povim, jak se kazdd bunka
mého byti chvéje a samovolné
vznécuje se v peklech zloby a
agoénie — potkala jsem Satana
— Noéni muru, Rozparovaée
— Lesniho zabijdka nebo Zufici
priseru — at mu chcete fikat
jakkoli. Potkala jsem ho ve
snech, na ulici, ve vozu tramvaje,
na opusténych lesnich stezkach,
ve zplostélé divoéiné tajgy,
na brezich Donu, v ohromujici
propasti  nekoneéného  léta,
kde se mladi udrzuje navzdy
v ¢iré hraze, potkala jsem ho
za soumraku na rusné ulici, s
kuffikem v ruce, schovaného

pod  rouskou  vyrovnanosti,
pfipraveného sundat i, jen
co budeme sami. Zlociny

pachal s daslednou krutosti —
vampirismus, kanibalismus a
nekrofilie, v tomto poradi.

,Obsesivné ponoreny do vlastnich
myslenek a fantazii, prisel
Satan s jasnou metodou, jak
obéti vystopovat, pronasledovat
a nalakat — se systematickym
planem, kterého se zasadné
drzel. Mizeme se domnivat, Ze
byl primarné heterosexudlni —
chlapci mu slouzili jako takzvani
,Symbolickit  predméty,* na
nichz si  kompenzoval svij
dlouho potlaovany vztek z
krivd a ponizeni, jez zakousel v
détstvi a dospivani. Krom toho
také byl reknéme potvrzenym
nekrosadistou, jenz potreboval
vidét muéeni, utrpeni a nasledné
smrt, aby dosahl sexudlniho
uspokojeni. Pocetné bodné rany,
jez obvykle zanechaval,

byly tim, &im mohl ,pronikat“ do
téch, které zavrazdil.“

,Cepel tedy sehrala roli penisu a
vrah &asto provadél analogické
pohyby nozem uvnitf rany,
coz vedlo vysetfovatele k
zavéru, ze Satan je s nejvetsi
pravdépodobnosti  impotentni.
Nebyl s to snést pohled obéti,
a tak je oslepoval a ponechaval
si urezané casti tél jako trofeje.
Amputacemi genitalii mladych
muzskych obéti z nich bud
deélal zeny, nebo jimi vyjadroval
vztek nad vlastni sexudlni
nemohoucnosti. Podivuhodné je,
ze byl schopny vrazdéni do¢asné
zanechat, pokud vycitil, Ze mu
hrozi  zadrzeni  prislusnymi
organy, ale ve skutecnosti
bylo zfejmé, ze nikdy zabijet
neprestane, dokud  nebude
dopaden, nebo nezemre!*

prekiad Michaela Cerna
a David Vichnar
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Pod neni. Nad lezi hlina, zem, nasikld a plnd kameni,
tézky hnédy dort s Gzkymi norami, cizimi prahlednymi
mlddaty s viditelnymi orginy, vedle nich s mrtvolami
v tlejicim dfevé, vSe protkané zdhadnym, obludné
inteligentnim myceliem, se stopami zvéfe, prekrytymi
dal$imi stopami zvéfe, s neslySenymi zvuky pukajicich
vajec, praskajicich skofdpek a trhajicich se kokond,
vyziranych zevnitf, s prtavci: zmenseninami dospélcq,
Cistymi a ve svétlych barvich, bez rejstiiku a se zdznamy
minulosti, s cdry igelitovych pytlid a sdlajicim jadrem.
Rypnu lZici,zasunu prst, spatiim jako na dlani: ve vrasich
oddélené vrstvy staleti, zrezlé mece a kovadliny, hrnce,
v§echno snazeni, podvody, zdsadni rozhodnuti, gombiky
i s kusy rezné nité, radostné pentle, nacucané destém a
prorostlé vlasovymi kofinky, kameny s vylisky pravékych
rostlin a néznych zavinutct, porody v milosrdném
mazlavém blaté, rizné smrté, tebe, jak fidi§ nase staré
auto, vidis rychlost, mysli§ na to své, ale umis se usmat,
kdyz zrovna feknu néco milého, jako bys mé poslouchal,
mas hezky profil, pohladim ti koleno na plynu a hibet
ruky na hlavé fadici péaky, trhne§ sebou, dvakrdt, ma
ruka péli na koleni, sezehuje meniskus, meniskus hofi
a propaluje mi dlan, uz nikdy to nebude dobré, mam
nejtézsi dlan na svété, nebude to uz dobré - lezi na tom
tézkd hnédd deka, drti plice, nelze se nadechnout, jen
lehnout si tam a pfikryt se ji, Cernozemi, néco v ni klici,
néco vyrusta do vyse, kofeny se mi opiraji o prsa, nékdo
na ni pravé stavi osklivy dim, klade chladné koleje, bofi
do ni kolena, aby se pomodlil, mo¢i skrze jehli¢i, nékdo
pravé zradil pfitele, hloubi jezirko, zahrabavd déti ve
sklepé, nékdo po ni shora skice panika, kotnik, koleno,
ky¢el, bficho, hrud, paze, hlava: balancuje na mé tvari,
na levé noze: panik ma obli¢ej rozdéleny dvéma ¢arami.



STEHLIKOVA

%

'There is no under. Above lies clay, earth, soggy and full of
stones, a heavy brown cake with narrow Z%)urrows, alien
translucent progeny with the organs still visible, cadavers
next to them in the rotting wood, everything interwoven
with a mysterious, monstrously intelligent mycelium,
with animal tracks covered with other animal tracks, with
the unheard sounds of cracking eggs, crinkling shells and
ripping cocoons eaten through from the inside, with
the lil’ ones: adult miniatures, in pure and light colours,
with no register or records of the past, with reams of
plastic bags and a radiant nucleus. I dig with my spoon,
insert a finger, and suddenly I see it clear as day: in the
folds, separate layers of centuries, ferruginous swords
and anvﬁ)s, ots, all the effort, trickery, major decisions,
buttons with bits of ecru threads, joytul ribands, soaked
with rain and overgrown with hair-roots, stones with
mouldings of ancient plants and tender cowries, births
in the merciful viscous mud, various deaths, you driving
our old car, watching the velocity, minding your business,
but you've got to laugh when I happen to say somethin

nice, as if you were listening to me, your profile is nice,

caress your knee on the accelerator and tﬁe back of your
hand on the head of the gear stick, you shudder, twice,
my hand burning your knee, scorching your meniscus,
meniscus is burning through my hand, it will never be
put right, my palm is the heaviest in the world, it won't
ever be good — there’s a heavy brown blanket, crunching
the lungs, breathing impossible, only to lie down and
get covered up, with the black soil, something sprouting,
something growing up above, roots leaning against my
breasts, there’s someone building an ugly house on it,
laying cold rails, burying his knees therein so he can pray,
urinate through the needles, someone’s just betrayed
their friend, excavating a lake, digging his children in
the cellar, someone’s playing hopscotch atop it, ankle,

knee, hip, stomach, chest, arm, and head: balancing on
my face, on his left knee: the hopscotch has got a face
divided by two lines.
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Déti jsou jen mali dospéli, dospéli velké déti:

tieba Pavlikav tita alkoholik,

ktery vyivava na ulici, kymdci se pfed nddrazim

a usnul ve svych vyparech

na chodbé u koster kocarku.

Nebo Pavlik, ktery si nacerno vydélava

u nemluvného lakyrnika misto hokeje.

Je potieba to tu vybourat a udélat prostor basni.
Bisen se zde opatrné projde v lehkych satech,

co noha nohu mine, posadi se na hromadu suti,
rozhlédne se po okoli a roztrzité zalovi v kapse.
Vytihne zlatou minci, dva Zaludy a hieben vsivacek.
O vsem rozhoduje prvni noc.

Karel zazpiva “ja rad bych vim ted podotknul”,
basen se otfese. Ne. Tady bydlet nebude.

Ztratili jsme staré jistoty, které jsme ani neméli,
fekne predsedkyné vlidy na Novy rok lidem,

basen pokyva kuceravou exotickou hlavou, souhlasi.
Vyrazi do dospélého mésta na nakupy

basen miluje nakupy jako décko.



*

Children are small grown-ups, grown-ups are big children:
e.g. Little Paulie’s alcoholic dad,

shouting out on the street, teetering in front of the station,
now fallen asleep amid his own exhalation

in the corridor by the pram skeletons.

Or Little Paulie, making ends meet

by illegally working for a taciturn varnisher instead of hockey.
All this is to be demolished, making room for the poem.
Carefully, the poem will take a stroll in a light dress,

very leisurely, she will sit down atop a pile of rubble,

taking in the full view, and absent-mindedly fish in her pocket.

She’ll pull out a golden coin, two acorns, and a louse-ridden comb.

Everything gets decided on the first night.

Karel will sing, “There’s something I'd like to suggest,”

and the poem will shudder. No. She won't be living here.
We have lost the old certainties we did not even have,

the female PM will tell the people on New Year’s Day,
and the poem nods her curly exotic head, in agreement.
She’ll head out into the grown-up city to do the shopping,
the poem loves shopping like a child.
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Prostorem se rozpind

vécnd reklama vesmiru

na vesmir

Nekoneéno hrozivé

vypliiuje véechny jeho kouty
zalézd do mezer, vtékd do proliklin a krdtera
Polyka ¢asoprostor,

¢imz ho rodi, vesnice miru
méva rudym

praporem nezbadatelné
rozpinavé revoluce.

Galaxie dbaji

svych iks, hvézdokupy
mlhoviny, supernovy

spoléhaji na bijnou basnivost
svych pojmenovani.

Mnohé svéty

nev$imavé proplouvaji

kolem sebe

nékteré se nete¢né

ohlédnou pfes rameno.

Bez ptani ptici planet poletuji.
Universum vyhlizi zménu,
temnd je hmota hmot.

Hvézdy se srdzeji uprostred
svych zdméra

v mohutnych vybusich

Cerné diry zeji.

Zemicka, zanedbatelné mala
vykondva nedobrovolné otocky
nikym nevidéné.

Podfizeny Mésic mléi.

Roéni obdobi se néjak stfidaji.
Kdykoli pfichdzis do mé mysli
vznécuje se mi nastydlé srdce. Rychleji.
Jakad je tu atmostéra?

ptijde tulen, had a jasan

na novou planetu a ptd se.



Extending through

space is the eternal advert

for space

Infinity menacingly filling

in all its corners

withdrawing into chasms,

pouring into gorges and craters
Swallowing spacetime,

thereby birthing it, a peace village
brandishes the red drape

of a fathomless

expanding revolution.

Galaxies mind their x-es,

star clusters

nebulae, supernovas

relying on the fabulous poetics

of their nomenclature.

There are many worlds pass each other by indolently
some perfunctorily looking back over their shoulders.
Planet birds

flutter unquestioningly.

The universe watches out

for a change,

dark is the matter of the matter.

Stars collide

amidst their intentions in massive
explosions

black holes yawn.

Little Earth, negligibly small

makes involuntary turns

seen by no-one.

The subjugated Moon keeps silent.

The annual seasons

change, somehow.

Whenever you enter my mind

my chilly heart ignites. Faster.

What’s the atmosphere like here? a seal, a snake,
and ash tree arrive at a new planet and ask.
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Co se ptehraje v hlavé, v okamziku

padu stfemhlav ze schodisté

dlouhého jako nevéstin zdvoj?

Cely zivot v rychlé smycce, zivot ve flipbooku
po kterém se jezdi palcem

aby bylo jasné, Ze skute¢né neznamenal nic
zdbradli v panelovém domé vylesténé détskymi zadky
vechny chyby, které se nemusely stit

protoze varovini pfichdzela

okamziky fatdlnich zavdhani

v nevratnych momentech

prudkd selhani v tistiovych situacich

strach, ktery zabranil hrdinstvi

humorné omyly - humorné pro ostatni

umrti a porody a svatby a rozvody — ostatnich
ponizeni u zavére¢né zkousky

opakované vyhazovy z praci

par vtefin pfed vlastnim vstupem na svét

- prvni kiik, ten tenky, a pfitom pronikavy
obaleny krvi

zklamani lidska k Zuzance, kterd s takovou lehkosti
podnikla dkrok stranou

nebo ta rozsklebend backora s tetinou tvari?



*

What goes on inside a head at the moment

of falling headlong off a staircase

as long as a bride’s veil?

An entire life in a fast loop, a life in a flip-book
one traverses with a thumb

in order to make clear it really signified nothing

a bannister in a prefab house polished by children’s arses
all errors that needn’t have happened

since the warnings only came

at moments of fatal failures

at moments irreversible

intense failures in emergency situations

fear thwarting bravery

humorous faults — humorous for others

deaths and births and weddings and divorces — of others
abasements at the final exam

repeated sacks from the job

a few seconds ahead of one’s entry into the world
— the first scream, so tenuous and yet shrill
blood-spattered

a disappointed love for Susie, who so nonchalantly
attempted a sidestep

or that grinning slipper with auntie’s face?

translation David Vichnar
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KAROLINA

POLALKA (excerpt)

In Stigmata: Escaping Texts,Hélene Cixous says, One must enter
the labyrinth of a text with a thread, not unlike the spool of red
I received in Sunday school as a child, the one metaphorically
attached to Jesus at one end. I fell hard into America, leaving
behind a thread that has over the years pooled and knotted in
the space between my past and present self. Similarly, when
readers tie a loop around their waist and jump in, they cause
the affixed gas station nozzle to peepukecumecryspill on their
shoes, into their tanks, their capacity to go. Readers confirm
stories based on their chosen imaginations. They are the
biggest influence when it comes to what comes.

The thread that electrifies these pages receives its volty and
ampy — cute synonyms for scientific words — from a migration
that started at birth, yet didn't transport my physical body.
Everyone knew I was in the process of leaving and felt at
liberty to discuss my new home. During religion class in
kindergarten, the priest compared my upcoming journey to
those undertaken in the Bible.

Will you forget? — sails unfurled over the open sea.

My extended family and I lived in a leaving economy: a tiny
farm town a couple hours south of Krakéw, next door to one
another like ducks in a row. Except we didn't have our ducks
in a row. My grandparents owned one of four cars in town,
purchased with my grandfather’s cleaning up after the
Vietnam War, meaning with a blast that invalidated his ability

Binocular vision is a br:
integration of two retin
visual perception is ach
provides a greater field
main benefit, stereosc
year, the Synoptophore
choice intrument for (
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motility disorders ver:
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projection of the sensa
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LAPAL

POLALKA (uryvek)

V knize Stigmata: Jak uniknout z textu pise Helene Cixous
toto: ,Clovék musi vstoupit do labyrintu textu s provizkem,*
ne nepodobnym &ervené nitce, kterou jsem jako dité dostala v
nedélni §kole a kterd mé metaforicky spojovala s Jezisem. Do
Ameriky jsem dopadla tvrd€, zanechavsi za sebou vldkénko, co
celd 1éta obmotavalo prostor mezi mym minulym a sou¢asnym
ja.Podobné tak si i ¢tendfi vazou smycku kolem pasu a skdcou,
takze jim tankovaci pistole moci-blitkem-mrdkou-plicem-
vthem ohodi boty, napusti nddrze, jejich schopnost odejit.
Ctenifi stvrzuji piibéhy na zakladé vybranych predstav. Maji
nejvétsi vliv na to, kdy pfijde, co mé prijit.

Vldkno, které elektrizuje tyto strdnky, dostdva své voltiky
a ampiky — roztomild synonyma pro védecké terminy — z
migrace, kterd zaCala pfi narozeni, ale nepfemistila mou
télesnou schranku. Vsichni védéli, Ze se mam stéhovat, a viem
piislo jako dobry nédpad bavit se 0 mém novém domové. Ve
skolce béhem nédbozenstvi knéz porovnal mou bliZici se cestu
s tou podstoupenou v Bibli.

Zapomenes? — na otevieném mofi se rozvinuly plachty.

Spolu s 8irsi rodinou jsem zila v dpadkovém hospodafstvi:
v malinkém farmdfském méstecku pdr hodin jizné od
Krakova, vsichni v fadé za sebou jako kachnicky za kachnou.
Az na to, ze my zddné kachnicky neméli. Moji prarodice
vlastnili jeden ze ¢tyf automobilti ve mésté, ktery si pofidili
za to, ze déda pomdhal s iklidem po vélce ve Vietnamu, tedy
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to hear in one ear. Day after day, he drove women in labor to a
hospital occupied by doctors who cared for their patients only
when paid extra under the table, and back to a secular cloister
fir only for inland mermaids. Family structure standardized:
wife tended to the home, and husband worked abroad for
months at a time, visiting only to bring back meager pay and
a dose of his sperm, funding another child to tend. Although
the number of families who emigrate as a unit has grown,
back then my parents were an anomaly.

Or two-thirds an anomaly.

I a common physics analogy involving water, current means
flow, and wo/tage means pressure. Here, the thread flows
through a comforting muchness, looking to guide, but also
pressure, familial memory governing a country never in its
own hands. Polishing regards Poland in the way italics regard
Italy-barely; the colors vary, &

I beg in
Holey literature, noun:

Written by half-breeds whose parents are different countries.
Peaple with holes in their breeding is literature that’s not safe
from the wind. Society forces half-breeds to patch up their
holes, Americanize their breeding, especially in the telling of
stories. Yet birds do not adapt their song to location, as chirpy
and off-tune as it may be.

Half-breeds write their forces, stories, holes, change their
stories from off-tune holes. Literature forces song on location,

off-tune by oft-breeds who tells its holes.

Except, in migration,
many songs
go unsung.



za vybuch, kvili kterému ohluchnul na jedno ucho.
Dennodenné vozil rodici Zeny do nemocnice obydlené
doktory, ktefi se o své pacienty zajimali jen tehdy, pokud
si mohli dovolit je podmdznout, a Sup zpitky do svétského
klastera, ktery se hodil jen pro vnitrozemské mofiské panny.
Rodinna struktura byla standardizovand: Zena se stard o
domov, manzel maka v zahrani¢i nékolik mésict, domu pak
pfinese jen mizerny plat a ddvku semene, z néhoz zplodi dalsi
dité ke starosti. Ackoli pocet rodin, jez emigrovaly jako celek,
postupné rostl, nasi se vymykali. Aspori ze dvou tfetin.

V bézné fyzikilni analogii ohledné vody znamend proud
tok a napéti znamena tlak. V tomto pfipadé vlikno pluje
povzbudivou hojnosti, chce vést, ale také pohanét rodinnou
pamét ovlddajici zemi, kterd nikdy neni ve vlastnich rukach.
P61 se mé k Polsku stejné jako feka k Recku — jen stézi, barvy
se 1isi

a ja na¢ nu
Dérava literatura, podstatné jméno:

Pisou ji miSenci, jejichz rodice jsou z jinych zemi. Lidé
s dirami ve svém rodokmenu jsou literaturou, kterou nic
nechrdni pfed vétrem. Spolecnost nuti miSence latat své
diry, amerikanizovat své plozeni, obzvlast tim, Ze vypravéji
pribéhy. Pfitom ptici svou pisen mistu nijak neuzpiisobuji,
jakkoli vesele a falesné tam muze znit.

Misenci vypisuji své sily, pfibéhy, diry, méni své piibéhy z
rozladénych dér. Literatura nuti pisné k mistu, rozladéné od
rozplozenych, co vypravéji o svych dirdch.

Az na to, Ze pfi migraci
mnoho pisni
nikdy nezazni.
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A doll, a letter, a coat, some money,
a letter, some winter letter boots.

My parents send my grandmother a letter. She sends them
letters of the alphabet they forgot.

English doesn’t parallel their absurd physical
chereo-geography.

They send them back, having no use
for letters.

On my eighteenth birthday, they hand them over in a faded

brown envelope:

here is the childhood we exper 1enced.

1 don’t want to strip you of your mother tongue, just around your
tongue because I worry you'll pass your grandmother’s writing,
make language mother linear.

Grandmother, do you sound like a terminal illness?

NOTES FOR MID-BIRTH

czern

All Polish colors are entities. Adjectives but also nouns. Their
job (like a human has a job) is to describe objects—czarne
chair, czarny tail— but they, themselves, are entities: czern.
English is deficient in colors with a soul; they become red
“ness,” pinkness, or yellowness, which no one ever says.



Panenka, dopis, kabit, néjaké penize,
dopis, par zimnich kozenych huculi.

Nasi poslali babi¢ce dopis. Ona jim posild dopisy v abecedg,

kterou zapomnéli.

Angli¢tina  jejich absurdni télesnou choreo-geografii
nedokaze popsat.

Posilaji je zpdtky, ty dopisy
jim jsou k nicemu.

Na osmndctiny mi je predaji
v zaslé hnédé obdlce:

toto je détstvi, které jsme ZAZili my.
Nechei té vyvickat z mateiského jazyka, tak blizkého jazyku,
protoZe se bojim, Ze po babicte podédis pismo, zdédis a predds

Jazyk po preslici.

Babicko, zni§ snad jako smrtelnd nemoc?

ZAPISKY K POLO-NAROZENI (iiryvek)
cernd

Vsechny polské barvy jsou bytostmi. Pfidavnd jména, ale také
podstatnd jména. Jejich praci (tak jako ma prici ¢lovek) je
popisovat pfedméty—czarne Zidle, czarny ocas— ale ony
samy o sob¢ jsou bytostmi: czern. Anglictiné chybi barvy s
dusi; stavd se z nich red ,ness,“ pinkness, nebo yellowness, a
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Why did English-makers stop at “ness”? They weren’t able
to imagine anything better to name the noun, not even
an amputated version of the adjective, like “pin” for pink
or “yell” for yellow? (In Polish, rézowy, pink, an adjective
and a noun, also becomes réz, pinkness, a noun). That’s why,
in Poland, The Black Protest is less a protest where people
wear black and more an entity—blackness— that wafts into
the tenant.

If ten women wear a black dress, they’re equally important.
If ten women wear a red dress, they blend in. You learn this
on The Bachelor. To try to understand, you listen to the
heart of a television and that of a vagina, red and porch-like.
When the screen is black, the news is the same. Viewers
consider it of equal importance. If vaginas, however, looked
and felt the same...

What if women had the ability to choose their vaginas based
on what felt good and impressed sexual partners?

They don't like wearing the same dress, so imagine the
horror if they chose the same vagina.

“Sexuality is not the most intractable element

in power relations, but rather one of those endowed with the
greatest instrumentality: useful for the greatest number of
maneuvers and capable of serving as a point of support, as a
linchpin, for the most varied strategies.”

(Michel Foucault, The History of Sexuality)

Except how they use those same vaginas—those
instruments—would still differ wildly.

Let’s try a different analogy.

John Dalton descri

blindness in 1794. |
brother, he confused
pink with blue. Dalt
vitreous humor was t
absorbing  longer

instructed that his eye
after his death, b
revealed that the hu

clear.

Hunt, David & Dulai, K:
James & Mollon, John. (
of John Dalton’s Color E
(New York, N.Y.). 267. ¢
science.7863342.



bed his own color

n common with his
carlet with green and
on supposed that his
nted blue, selectively

wavelengths.  He
s should be examined
ut the examination
mors were perfectly

inwaijit & Bowmaker,
1995). The Chemistry
lindness. Science
84-8. 10.1126/

to nikdo nikdy nefikd. Pro¢ se anglotepci zasekli na p¥iponé
yness“> Nebyli snad schopni pfijit s nééim lepsim, co by
oznacovalo podstatné jméno, dokonce ani s amputovanou
verzi adjektiva, jako “pin” pro pink nebo ,yell pro yellow?
(V polsting, rézowy, rizové, ptidavné a podstatné jméno, se
téz stavd 16z, rizi, podstatnym jménem). A proto je Cern}?
protest v Polsku méné protestem, na kterém lidé nosi ¢ernou,
a vic bytosti—cernotou — kterd se sndsi na obyvatele.

Pokud si deset Zen oblékne Eerné Saty, jsou véechny stejné
diilezité. Pokud si deset Zen oblékne Cervené §aty, splynou s
okolim. To se dozvite v americkém televiznim pofadu The
Bachelor. Ve snaze to pochopit naslouchite srdci televize
a také srdci vaginy, Cervenému a jakoby pavlacovitému.
Kdyz obrazovka z&ernd, zprivy jsou poidd tytéz. Divici je
povazuji za stejné dilezité. Zato kdyby byly vzhledové a

pocitové stejné vaginy...

Co kdyby si Zeny mohly vybirat vaginu podle toho, co tési a

okouzluje sexudlni partnery?

Nerady nosi stejné Saty, piedstavte si tu hrazu, kdyby si
vSechny vybraly stejnou vaginu.

yoexualita neni tim nejsloZitéj§im prvkem mocenskych
vztaht, ale spise tim, ktery je obdafen nejvétsimi moznostmi
vyuZiti: je uzite¢nym pro nejvétsi mnozstvi manévri, dokdze
poslouzit jako vzty¢ny bod, jako spojovaci ¢ira pro nejvice
rozli¢énych strategii.”

(Michel Foucault: Déjiny sexuality)

A7 nato,Ze by s tymiz vaginami—tymiz ndstroji— zachdzely
velmi odligné.

Zkusme tedy jinou analogii.
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Gloomy weather, something flying over something else.
Shadows sneaking in before true nightfall. Your grandfather
paces to the end of the driveway and back again, on the
lookout for thievery by the sky. He’s more afraid of storms
that come from the west—hills there. And then, suddenly,
a red streak of light or something else red, unexpected, like
blood in stool, shrieks in front of his vision. Shock, a call to
the police, a doctor, maybe. There isn’t supposed to be red in
a storm, or, for that matter, a mushroom.

Black already blends in. Red is meant to stand out. Too
much red blends in. A lot of black stands out. Colors are not
transitive verbs—used with object. Perhaps, then, “black”
doesn't need “ness” to have a soul, and the prerequisite for
soul is to not come before an object.

Blue is like black in that there’s strength in quantity. You
write in an entirely blue room in a medical school, and
you're not kidding about the floor and the chairs and the
cubicles and the walls and the light waffles. You cannot open
your kettle because it’s too not blue. You because youre not
conforming blue. Roller coaster blue, the color a container
for stress.

Not many things are naturally blue except, of course, the
sky, the water, the hottest part of fire. As a result, English-
makers, when they got to the blueberry, decided to highlight
“blue,” even though the blueberry is only truly blue when
you squint at a freshly picked basket in energetic sunlight.
In Polish, blueberry is jagoda or boréwka—a regional
difference—neither of which index the color blue. By this
logic, the Black Protests emphasize the scarcity of the color
black in politics. Not enough anarchism.



Pochmurné pocasi, néco leti nad né¢im jinym. Stiny se
vkradaji pfed skute¢nym soumrakem. Tvij dédecek kraci
na konec piijezdové cesty a zase zpitky, vyhlizi zlodéje na
obloze. Vice se boji boufi, které pfichdzeji ze zdpadu—
kvili tamnim kopcim. A pak mu znicehonic pf{imo na
o¢ich vykiikne Cervend $mouha svétla, nebo néceho jiného
Cerveného, necekaného, jako krev ve stolici. Sok, vold na
policii, nebo moznd doktorovi. Cerveni nemé v boufi co
délat, a kdyz uz jsme u toho, ani houba.

Cernd uz splyva. Cervend mé vy¢nivat. PFili§ Cervené zacne
splyvat. Hodné cerné najednou vy¢nivi. Barvy nejsou
tranzitivnimi slovesy—co se pouzivaji s ptredméty. Mozna
nakonec ,black® v angli¢tiné nepotfebuje pfiponu ,ness,
aby méla dusi, a pfedpokladem pro dusi neni to, Ze stoji pred
predmétem.

Modri je jako Cernd v tom, Ze jeji sila spodivi v mnozstvi.
Pi3es v uplné modrém pokoji ve zdravotnické skole, a myslis
to vdzné, je na podlaze a zidlich a v kabinkich a na zdech a
vaflich. Nejde ti otevfit konvicku, protoze je pfili§ nemodr.
Sebe sama také neotevies proto, Ze nejsi pfizpisobena
modré. Modrd horské drihy, barva nddoby na stres.

Neni toho mnoho, co by bylo pfirozené modré, samoziejmé
s vyjimkou nebe, vody a nejzhavéjsi ¢dsti ohné. V diisledku
toho se tvirci anglictiny rozhodli, Ze ve slové ,blueberry®
(bortvka) zdiirazni ,blue,“ modrou, i kdyz jsou bortavky
opravdu modré jen ve chvili, kdy zamhoufite o¢i pfi pohledu
na Cerstvé nasbirany kosik bortvek ve svitu energickych
slune¢nich paprski. V' polstiné se borivka fekne jagoda
nebo boréwka—regiondlni rozlieni—pficemz ani jedno
jméno na modrou nepoukazuje. Podle této logiky zduraznuji
Cerné protesty nedostatek cerné barvy v politice. Neni v ni
dost anarchismu.

preklad Michaela Cernd a David Vichnar
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JAME S

COSMIC HORROR (excerpt)

The first room resembled the last. We moved
through it stifly, arms at our sides. The
windows were wide gashes. It was early, and we
were cold and tired. Three bodies were arranged
artfully in a tree, to suggest hieroglyphs or
letters. But we could not yet read, so the
message was lost. We had been warned this
was a place of ruin. The ground was salty
with blood. A loudspeaker announced a series
of regulations. We did not know how long we
were in the room. We were given to understand
that the human body is to be considered not
as an object but as an event, an occurrence,
like an explosion or the crash of a wave.
We kept looking at the three bodies in the
tree and wondering how long they would be
there. The light coming in through the fissures
kept failing and rebooting. The loudspeaker
made mostly animal sounds: barks, shrieks and
howls. We tried to arrange our bodies in a
way that would attract the least attention,
because we were not equipped to speak.

the correct word for dog is wolf

the correct word for wolf is machine

the correct word for machine is womb

the correct word for womb is blank

the correct word for blank is sun

the correct word for sun is eye

the correct word for eye is sex

the correct word for sex is distance

the correct word for distance is anxiety
the correct word for anxiety is dream



KNIGHT

KOSMICKA HRUZA (dryvek)

Prvni pokoj pfipominal ten posledni. Prosli
jsme jim ztuhle, s rukama v bok. Z oken byly
Siroké trhliny. Bylo brzo, a trapil nas chlad a
Unava. T¥i téla byla umné usporadana na stromé,
aby pripominala hieroglyfy nebo pismena. Ale
Cist jsme jesté neuméli, takZe poselstvi bylo
ztraceno. Varovali nds, Ze je to misto zkazy.
Zemé byla sland od krve. Tlampaé ohlasil #adu
regulaci. Nevédéli jsme, jak dlouho v tom
pokoji jsme. Dali nam na védomi, zZe lidské
télo nema byt vnimano jako pr¥edmét, ale jako
udalost, p¥ihoda, jako vybuch nebo naraz vlny.
Stale jsme se divali na t¥i téla na stromé a
¥ikali si, jak dlouho tam asi budou. Svétlo
prochazejici trhlinami stale zhasinalo a
znovu rozsvécovalo. Tlampaé¢ vydaval pfedevsSim
zvifeci zvuky: Stékot, vEiskot a vyti.
Snazili jsme se usporaddat nase téla tak, aby
ptitahovala co nejméné pozornosti, protoze
jsme nebyli vybaveni k mluvé.

spravné slovo pro psa je vlk

spravné slovo pro vlka je stroj

spravné slovo pro stroj je déloha
spravné slovo pro délohu je mezera
spravné slovo pro mezeru je slunce
spravné slovo pro slunce je oko

spravné slovo pro oko je pohlavi
spravné slovo pro pohlavi je vzdalenost
spravné slovo pro vzdalenost je uzkost
spravné slovo pro uzkost je sen
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a red cordon delimited the space

an exhibition of sounds and agonies
from three metallic apertures

you had to think yourself
more intensely into it
you had to unshutter
or nothing would happen

cold in the hill’s shadow

grey

particles
whose quantum effects cannot be ignored

snowstorm fuzz

of fundamental

impression of incantation or unscored song

looking into the apertures

some of the observers attempted to record the
event
but the temporal element compromised their
data

consequently

the
the
the
the
the
the
the
the

correct
correct
correct
correct
correct
correct
correct

correct

the cloud of symbols
signified only itself

word
word
word
word
word
word
word

word

for
for
for
for
for
for
for

for

dream is larva
larva is spite
spite is crucifix
crucifix is entity
entity is ocean
ocean is blood
blood is tinnitus

tinnitus is throat

as the entities watch

the

space

resolves itself into

rectilinearity

an office floor maze

of scratched screens
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sprayed red

bloodied



cerveny kordon vymezoval prostor

vystava zvukd a agonii
ze t¥i kovovych otvoru

museli jste se do toho
usilovnéji vmyslet
museli jste oteviit okenice
jinak by se nic nestalo

chlad ve stinu kopce

Sedé vanicovité chmyf¥i  zakladnich
castic

jejichz kvantové efekty nelze ignorovat

dojem zarikavadla nebo piseri bez hudby
pohled do otvoru

nékteri pozorovatelé se pokusili tu udalost
zaznamenat

ale prvek docasnosti jejich data
znevérohodnil

nasledné
mrak symbolu
znacil jen sebe

spravné slovo pro sen je larva
spravné slovo pro larvu je zast
spravné slovo pro zast je krucifix
spravné slovo pro krucifix je bytost
spravné slovo pro bytost je oceén
spravné slovo pro ocean je krev
spravné slovo pro krev je tinnitus

spravné slovo pro tinnitus je hrdlo

bytosti p¥ihlizZeji tomu
jak se prostor sam rozklada do =zkrvavené
ptimocarosti
bludisté na kancelarském patte
z poskrabanych obrazovek
nasprejovanych nacerveno
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sound does not exist here
the entities will not permit it

consequently nothing can move nothing can live

learning the word egg
learning the word space

we stay coiled in the ear

I may have blacked out there I can’t
remember
the headset became suddenly a black
rock
I couldn’t see

the entities are still fixed to the
screens

anguished metal christs

the correct word for throat is exchange
the correct word for exchange is passage
the correct word for passage is possession
the correct word for possession is glitch
the correct word for glitch is oblivion
the correct word for oblivion is aperture
the correct word for aperture is voice

the correct word for voice is ritual

the correct word for ritual is exhaustion

we recorded ourselves on the blood machine

it was necessary to activate our throats in
unison

otherwise the ocean’s marble lid would never
open

this required harrowing exertions
that cost us our ability to merge undetected
with humanity

our eyes fuzzed over
we became viscous and pink



neni tu zvuk
bytosti to nedovoli

nasledné se nic nemize hybat nic nemize zZit

ucéit se slovo vejce
ucit se slovo prostor

zustavame stoceni v uchu

mozZna se mi tam zatmélo
nevzpominam si
ze sluchatek se najednou stal c&erny
kamen
nevidél jsem

bytosti jsou stale ptilepené k
obrazovkam
uzkostni kovovi jezisové

spravné slovo pro hrdlo je vyména
spravné slovo pro vyménu je pruchod
spravné slovo pro pruichod je vlastnictvi
spravné slovo pro vlastnictvi je glitch
spravné slovo pro glitch je zapomnéni
spravné slovo pro zapomnéni je otvor
spravné slovo pro otvor je hlas

spravné slovo pro hlas je ritual

spravné slovo pro ritudl je vycerpani

nahrali jsme se na krvavy stroj

bylo nutno aktivovat nase hrdla

jednohlasné

jinak by se mramorové viko ocedanu nikdy
neotevrelo

to vyzadovalo hroznou namahu
ktera nas stila schopnost nepozorované splynout
s lidstvem

nase oCi se rozmazaly
stali jsme se vazkymi a rdzZovymi
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the blood machine made faithful rendition
of our salts our songs
translated us as waves

somewhere

far off inside us

our code rearranged itself

into a red clock

measuring the changes

the
the
the
the
the
the
the
the

correct
correct
correct
correct
correct
correct
correct
correct

word
word
word
word
word
word
word
word

for
for
for
for
for
for
for
for

exhaustion is crime
crime is shadow
shadow is weapon
weapon is audience
audience is torso
torso is hieroglyph
hieroglyph is wvoid
void is dissonance

several of them are visible now

it is difficult to distinguish their limbs
from the the filaments connecting them

their mouths are sore horror spaces

retching red phonemes

when you first listen
they sound together
a wet metallic symphony

flat

later

blood sun
photon
ocean



krvavy stroj vytvoril vérné ztvarnéni
nasich soli nasich pisni
ptelozil nas jako vlny

nékde daleko v nas
se nam kéd preusporadal
na cervené hodiny

mérici zmény

spravné slovo pro vycerpani je zloéin
spravné slovo pro zloc¢in je stin

spravné slovo pro stin je zbran

spravné slovo pro zbran je obecenstvo
spravné slovo pro obecenstvo je torzo
spravné slovo pro torzo je hieroglyf
spravné slovo pro hieroglyf je prazdnota
spravné slovo pro prazdnotu je nesoulad

nékolik jich ted lze spatfit

je obtizné rozeznat jejich koncéetiny
od vlaken, ktera je spojuji

jejich usta jsou bolavé hororové prostory
co zvraci cervené fonémy

kdyz poslouchate poprvé
znéji spolecné
mokra kovova symfonie

pozdéji
plocha
krev slunce
fotonovy
ocean

preklad Jaromir Moravec a David Vichnar
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CARRIE

COLLECTION/AGENCY (excerpt)

I have a new habit when I talk / not when I speak
/ I have a new habit of asking for verification /
an intensity of verification / I ask for reassurance
that what's taken place was real / is real

That I did not imagine / it. Worse, that I
imagined something happened / totally void of
the pleasure of imagining

*

What is it to imagine / when there has been an
attempt / to take the possibility of dreaming from
you / from other bodies

To imagine something happened / totally void
of the pleasure of imagining / is to realize the
potential for / a festival of betrayal / blooming
from within

To feel the possibility of dreaming leave you /

*

Did it happen the dark / like you / is
covered in flowers / the dark did record it / as
that. I leave- work to go somewhere else / I leave
work where my body is told to hold it and hold it
and hold it /

Tleave work as the girl possessed and eating an
orange / Ileave work in June / having spent two
years working



LORRIG]

SBIRANI/PUSOBENI (iiryvky)

Nové jsem uvykla tomu, Ze kdyz mluvim / ne

kdyz promlouvam/ nové jsem uvykla tomu,

ze zadam ovéfeni / intenzitu ovéfeni / zaddm -
ujisténi, Ze co se stalo bylo skute¢né / je skute¢né

Ze jsem si to / nepredstavila. Nebo jesté hiif,

Ze jsem si predstavila, Ze se néco stalo/ zeelam N
~ ~ . . ]

zbavena rozkose predstavivosti

*

Co to znamend piedstavit si / kdyz tu byl pokus
/ odebrat moznost snéni / tobé i dals$im télim

Predstavit si, Ze se néco stalo/ zcela zbavena
rozkose predstavivosti / znamenda uvédomit si
potencial/ pro festival zrady/ jak kvete zevnitt

Pocitit, jak t& opousti moznost snit /

*

Stalo se to tmu / jako tebe / pokryvaji
kvétiny / tma to nahrala/ takto. Odchézim z
prace nékam jinam/ Odchazim z.price tam, kde
to ma mé télo drzet to drzet to drzet /

Odchazim z prace jako posedla divka a jim
pomeran¢/ odchazim z prace v ¢ervnu/ poté, co
jsem stravila dva roky praci



PLAY *

/ for a body that won’t be accountable / won't apologize
/ or acknowledge his lifeisn’t worth more than others /

He excuses himself / uncontrollably

I have a new habit when I think / of reminding myself
that he won’t be accountable / won't apologize / or
acknowledge his life isn’t worth more than others /

I have other evidence but I refuse to enter it here.

*

The cure is not magical / A form of research and a threat
/ It changes the poem for me / citation./.narrative / a
physical means for me I'll write a hymn again.

(I'll write a hymn again.)

*

I have other evidence but I refuse to enter it here / I did
not come here to talk / I came here to speak / as the
undying / I came here to sing / I have no singing

voice but am singing very particular phrases / while

I'm writing I came here / to speak as the dead / I often
have singing / sung thoughts that can only occur / as the
undying

“I am talking to others who haven’t been listened to.
And I am finding this form does not account for our
conversation.” ELLA LONGPRE

The personal essay requires a set of coping behaviors that
ultimately impose their dysfunction on the form. Last
month I tried to write a lyric essay on abortion and ended
up with a collection of vignettes in which women give each
other fruit.”

I tried to write a poem and ended up giving each other
fruit A Poem:J-tried to write a poem and ended up giving
each other fruit



/pro télo, jez nebude zodpovédné/ neomluvi se/ nebo
nepfizna, Ze jeho zivot Restoji za vic nez zivoty druhych/

Vymlouva se/ neovladatelné =

LI | LI |
Nové jsem uvykla tomu, ze kdyZz myslim/ na pripominku
toho, Ze nebude zodpovédny/ neomluvi se/ nebo si
nepiiznd, Ze jeho Zivot nestoji za vic nez zivoty druhych /

Mam dalsi diikazy, ale odmitam je sem zadat.

*

Léc¢ba neni kouzelnd/ Druh vyzkumu a vyhruzky/
Zméni mi tu basen / citaci/ narativ/ fyzické prostiedky
znova napi$u hymnus.

(znova napisu hymnus.)

*

Mam i dalsi diikazy, ale odmitdm je sem zadat/
Nepftisla jsem si povidat/ Ptisla jsem promlouvat/ coby
nehynouci/  Pfisla jsem zpivat/=zpivat sice neumim

ale zpivam velmi urcité fraze/ jak pisu, ptisla jsem sem/
promlouvat hlasem mrtvych / Casto mam zpivani /
zpivané myslenky, které mohou napadnout jen/ coby
nehynouci

»Mluvim s ostatnimi, kterym nebylo naslouchano. A
zjist'uji, Ze tato forma coby nase konverzace nepocita.”
ELLA LONGPRE

Osobni esej vyzaduje soubor obrannych technik, které
formé nakonec vnuti svou nefunkénost. Minuly mésic
jsem se pokousela napsat lyrickou esej o potratu, a
skoncila jsem sesbirkou vinét, na nichz si Zeny predavaji
ovoce.”

1
Zkousela jsem napsat basern, ale nakonec jsme si
predévali ovoce Baserl: Zkousela jsem napsat basen a
nakonec jsme si pfedavali ovoce



PLAY *

I came here to-speak-to others / to create space
to create a density of failure / to create space

or a density of failure with or alongside others
who haven’t been listened to / the undying the
unquotable the Unstoppable Watch / I can’t

be trusted / I am finding this form / does not
account for our conversation the Unspeakable
Watch I came here to accept the labor of speaking
/ of listening to the dead / to accept the labor of
giving each other fruit / the only quote there is /
is the one that grows

*

“The poems I had written were failures, but
dense ones.” -Renee Gladman

*

*Question: What is poetry? Why do you write it?
a)

I am not the person I was when this book was

/ my beginning. I thought I would describe
change / this person as having been my choice

/ a consequence of me, of having-spent time

here / writing. Who is a consequence. What is a
consequence. I thought I would describe my fear
that the book doesn’t end / as joy / because that
is the type of writer I am=/~that is the type of life I
am I read pink flowers with no word for beauty.



*

Prisla jsem sem promlouvat k druhym/ vytvofit
prostor k tvorbé hustoty selhani / vytvorit
prostor nebo hustotu selhani spolu s gruhymi,
kterym nebylo naslouchano /=melmmmoycms m
necitovatelné Nezastavitelnd Hlidka/ neda se mi
vérit/ shleddavam, Ze tato forma/ se coby nase
konverzace nepocitd Nepopsatelna Hlidka ptisla
jsem sem, abych pfijala nAmahu promlouvani/
naslouchani mrtvym/ p¥ijmout ndmahu toho,
kdyz si pfeddvdme ovoce / jediny citat, co tu je/
je ten, co roste

,Béasné, co jsem napsala, byly netspéchy, ale zato
poradné.” - Renee Gladman

*

Otézka: Co je poezie? Proc ji pisete?
a)

Nejsem osobou, kterou jsem byla, kdyZ tato
kniha byla / mym pocatkem. Myslela jsem, ze
bych popsala zménu / této osoby, ktera byla
mou volbou / dtsledek ¢asu, traveni ¢asu /
psanim. Kdo je diisledek Co je diisledek. Myslela
jsem, Ze bych popsala sviij strach z toho, Ze ta
kniha neskon¢i / jako radost / protoZze takoveu
spisovatelkou ja jsem / takovym Zivotem ja holt
jsem, ¢tu rtizové kvétiny beze slova pro krasu.



am not the person I was when this book was

my beginning / and I did not have a choice /

e excuses himself uncontrollably. I read pink
flowers I read / Cecilia Vicufia and thought It
collects / seen and unseen A poem A secret How
is a citation, something you’ve never read, a thing
you are reading This writing / is private This
writing / is public It is a cave It is a petty grove /
IT IS A WISH The Inexpressible /

I have a new habit when I think / It is not
forgiveness / IT IS A WISH The Inexpressible

/ Thave a new habit / of reminding myself that
he won’t be accountable / won’t apologize /

or acknowledge his life isn"t worth more than
others. I read pink flowers with no word for
beauty and recognize it’s fucking freeing / to the
point of grief / pink flowers A Red Gladiolus / Is
ita / ? Doesn’t it /7?

Now that I have this new habit, I think / I feel
some relief / A note a long pause Length: It is
color but it is also fur Unravelling and arranged
It needed a fire to release / I burn some salt and
alcohol in the backyard and scratch the dog’s
head. The relief, however, reveals something
like The Unstoppable / Unbearable Watch The
Unstoppable / Unbearable Wound A form
Unspeakable / Unstoppable / whichisit / ?? /
I've written it incorrectly so many times now

It has no name.

There is a wound that is Unstoppable /
Unbearable because I cannot refuse to be here /
before what it is saying / what it cannot say. I do
live / with this person these notes I am now but
What is it to imagine / What is it to write when
there has been an attempt / to take the possibility
of dreaming from you / from other bodies. To feel
the possibility of poetry leave you. To know he
excuses himself uncontrollably.



Nejsem tou osobou, kterou jsem byla, kdyz

tato kniha byla kdyz tato kniha byla./. mym
pocéatkem / a ja neméla na vyber / Vymlouva

se neovladatelng. Ctu rtizové kvétiny Ctu / ,

Cecilii Vicufiu a myslela, Ze to sbira / 'Hd!Ehg = -
nevidéné Béasen Tajemstvi Jak mtize citace, néco,
co jsi nikdy necetla, néco, co ¢tes Tohle psani / je
soukromé Tohle psani / je vefejné Je to jeskyné Je
to drobny lesik / JE TO PRANT Nevyjadtitelné /

Nové jsem uvykla, Ze kdyZ myslim / Nenf to
odpusténi / JE TO PRANI Nevy]adrltelne /
Nové jsem uvykla / pfipominat si, Ze nebude
odpovédny / neomluvi se / nebo nepiizna, ze
]eho zivot nestoji za vic neZ zivoty druhych Ctu
rtizové kvétiny beze slova pro krdsu a uznavam,
Zeje to kurevsky osvobozujici / az do bodu
zalu / rtzové kvétiny Cerveny Mecik / Neni to
/ ? Nedd se to /?

Ted kdyz jsem uvykla, myslim, Ze / pocituji
dlevu / Poznamka dlouhd pauza Délka: Je
to barva, ale také srst Rozmotava se a porada
Pottebovalo to k uvolnéni ohné / Palim
trochu soli a alkoholu na dvorku a poskrabu
psovi hlavu. Nicméné, ta tleva odhali néco
jako Nezastavitelna/ Nesnesitelna Hlidka
Nezastavitelnd / Nesnesitelna Rana Forma
Nevyslovitelné / Nezastavitelné / tak ktera to je
/ ?? / Napsala jsem to uz tolikrat nespravné
Nema to nazev.

Je tu réna, kterd je Nezastavitelnd / Nesnesitelnd,
protoZe nemtzu odmitnout tu byt / pfed tim, co
iiké / co ¥ici nemtize. Ziju / s touto osobou, jsem
témito zapisky ale Co to znamend, predstavit si
/ Co znamend psdt kdyz tu byl pokus / sebrat
schopnost snit / tobé i dal$im téltim. Pocitit
moznost poezie, jak té opousti. Védét, ze se
vymlouva neovladatelné:

pieklad Michaela-Cernd a David Vichnar
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MARTIN

Cistice

7 nebeskd
telesa

rddy tancz

(Kniha povzdechis, Libusin 28. 5. 2021)

*

tyden oslabovani zavislosti:
den bez mobilu

den bez auta

den bez penéz

den bez dokumenta

den bez socialnich sitf

den bez pocitace

den bez sebe

sololit
piskoty
htebicky
laté
lepici
pasky
fezacek

*

co ma d¢lat
jak se ma
chovat clovek
ktery
piisel o beztridni
spole¢nost?



N
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Particles
even heavenly
bodies

like to dance.

(The Book of Sighs, Libusin 28 May 2021)

*

a week of the weakening of addictions:
a day without a cell phone

a day without a car

a day without money

a day without documents

a day without social networks

a day without a computer

a day without a self

a cellulose desk
sponge cakes
nails
laths
duct
tapes
cutter

*

what’s 2 man
to do, how is he
to behave
now that
he has lost
a classless society?
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vecer noc
vefejna bez pozvani
vefejna pro ndhodné kolemjdouci
praskani v kfovi

cyklista
chodec
mésic v hodinich
dokulaceni
*
nemam jistotu
nazoru
datim
nevéfim
intuice mlci
chodim
vysokou travou
ketamine
movement
of reeds

what does grass get high on — the wind?

*

sleduji
nebe
kdyby Mesic byl
elektron
sedim
na jadru
atomu
jeho pohyb mi
pfipada pomaly
pohyb molekuly
sluneén{
soustavy
slouceniny
vesmiru
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*
evening night
public without invitation
public for casual passers-by

rumble in the shrubbery

a cyclist

a walker

the moon in the hours
of roundedness

I’ve no certainty
of opinion
I’ve no trust in data
intuition keeps silent

I walk
through high grass
ketamine
movement
of reeds

what does grass get high on — the wind?

*

I watch
the sky
if the Moon wetre
an electron
I sit
on the atom
nucleus
its movement seems
slow to me
the movement of the molecules
of the sun
of the solar system
of the compound
of the universe
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je viditelny
vesmir
vnitiek
bunky?

*

necht’
nad jazyky
svit
hvezdy
cipaté
podle
poctu pismen
svého
pojmenovani

*

od
yll
star
wheto
hvezda
bentang
nyeredni
kpakpando
lubhnubqub

inkwekwezi

*
magie cisel
pomeért
souvis{

s potfebou
zjednoduseni
sveta
potvrzené
ma blizko
k pravidlu
jedno cislo



is the visible
universe
the interior
of a cell?

*

may
the stars
shine upon
languages
pointed
according to
the numbers of letters
of their
appellations

*

from
yll
star
wheto
hvezda
bentang
nyeredni
kpakpando
lubhnubqub

inkwekwezi

*

the magic of numbers
ratios
has to do
with the need
for simplifying
the wotld
whatever’s confirmed
is close
to a rule

one number



ale neni
nadfazeno
druhému
jakykoliv
pomeér
je posvatny

*

vzrusit se pfedstavou piesného bodu zakolikovat
a zasit

ptevratit, sklopit, dosypat pravé misto
lano, tus, svicky

tak bézné
a podstatné
vyrok na
urovni
vyroku:
rozbfesklo se

viditelné a neviditelné
uskali poselstvi v textech, u kterjch
zalezi na Carce, poctu
pismen, jejich poradi
pii jejich studiu je nezbytné naucit se
jazyk, ve kterém vznikly

mésic si nezaslouzim
nezaslouzim si tplnik
30.12. 2020
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is not however
supetior
to another
all
ratios
are sacred

*

to get excited about the idea of a precise point to
demarcate and to inseminate

to topple over, to tilt, to fill the right spot
a cable, ink, candles

SO common
and essential
an utterance
on the level of
utterance:
the dawn’s breaking

the visible and invisible
pitfall of the message of texts where
every comma counts, as does the number
of letters, and their ordering,
it’s imperative that they be studied
in the language in which they originated

I don’t deserve the moon
I don’t deserve the full moon
30 Dec 2020

translation David 1 ichnar
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ELLA

FORTHE DOFFETTES

reams and spools endlessly
carding the off-putting mixture
of olive and mustard

weft itch and the cold

outside the door pulled soft

so as not to 'wake the household

the threads thicken

to a surface of yarn

blankets, screens, places

to hold a dropped out dreamscape
childhood sites.of humiliation or triumph
sorry about the claggy air

sometimes I think it’s

the land the factory occupies

or the tasks that start-after punch-out

there is specific and technical beauty in:

Artificial Silk, Braids, Carpets, Commission dyeing
bleaching and finishing, Cotton, Cotton wool,
Elastic webbing, Embroidery, Felt wool and/or fibre,
Filament yarns, Flax, Hosiery, Knitting,

Kraft paper yarns, Labels, Lace, Man made fibres,
Mercerising, Narrow fabrics, Printing of Textiles,
Pure silk, Quilting, Ribbons, Sanitary pads.and belts,
Synthetic fibres and yarns, Tassels,

Textile waste and flock,

Trimmings, Wadding, Webbing tapes,

Woollen and worsted



O KEEF]

CESACKAM

L]

vystruzniky a $pulky donekonecna
mykaji odpornou smés

olivy a hof¢ice

kousava tkanina a chlad

venku dvefe zaviené polehounku
aby to nevzbudilo cely dam

nité houstnou

na povrch piizovych

prikryvek pliten mista

kde se Ipi na opusténych snech
mista détskych ponizeni ¢ triumfa
omluvte ten zatuchly vzduch

obcas si myslim Ze za to mize

ta pida kterou tovarna zabird

nebo tkoly co za¢nou po odpichnuti

je v tom specifickd a technicka krésa:

Umeélé hedvabi, Vyplety, Koberce, Barveni,

Béleni a dosivani na zakizku, Bavlna, Vlna,

Elastické popruhy, Vysivini, Plsténa vlna a/nebo vldkno,
Nité, Len, Puncochové zbozi, Pleteni,

Kraftové papirové ptize, Cedulky, Krajka,

Ru¢né vyrobend vlikna,

Mercerovini, Lemovini, Potisk na textil,

Cisté hedvibi, Prosivéni; Stuzky,

Menstruaéni vlozky a pasy,

Synteticka vldkna a pfize, Stfapce, Odstfizky a vzorky
textilu, Upravy, Vycpavky, Popruhy, Vinéné a cesané
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on the page the frayed ends
question our motives

does the invocation
swindle the working bodies
of the real hours

can the glossary really

bear witness, encode effort

the things is

I'm no dofhing mistress

trying to wind out lost parallels

while time moves like a fable

two chambers of magnetised plastic

uncoiling three decades to a municipal hall

a performance by the sisters of endless production

with light supper included

do you know or do you not
how the spine curves like
a bent needle caught in terylene

'The Doffettes are singing together

moving in the odd quiet of 2 am
less-observed, sleep-heavy, unromantic

how many more doffs will I have to do today
the guitar is unexpectedly jaunty

Frente jangle from just before

the funds dried up

a 15 piece backing ensemble

collectively author the story of their labours
their children

choreograph a dance

which mimics the movements

of factory machines



na stran¢ roztfepené konce
pochybuji o nasich umyslech
miize vyvolani

osélit pracujici téla

skute¢nych hodin

miuze slovni¢ek doopravdy
podat svédectvi zasifrovat snahu

véc se ma tak —

ja nejsem zddna Cesaci pani

co se snazi rozmotat ztracené paralely
zatimco C¢as utika jako bdje

dvé komory magnetizovaného plastu
odvijeji tii dekddy obecni hale
vystoupeni sester nekone¢né produkce
véetné lehké vecete

vis nebo nevis
Ze se patef prohybd jako
ohnutd jehla zasekld v terylenu

Cesacky si spolu zpivaji

pohybujice se podivnym tichem ve dvé v noci
méné pozorované, ospalé, neromantické
kolik toho jesté dneska musim vycesat

kytara je necekané bodra

pisnicka od Frente jesté pied tim

nez vyschl zdroj fondi

patndcticlenny doprovodny ansimbl
dohromady tvoii pfibéh pracnych porodu
svych déti

tane¢ni choreografie

co napodobuje pohyby

tovarnich stroji
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trom here the compromised space

of mere expression looks capacious

the songs were about the work everyone did
how it was hard and tiring

and they gathered to sing the songs together

in the spinning mills

I'm looking for someone

who remembers what it looked like
a rare moment of snatched ease

an inch of give in the seams

the clanks and shouts

of moving limbs

together and differently




odsud ten kompromitovany prostor

pouhého vyrazu vypada prostorné

v pisnich se zpivalo o préci kterou kazdy odvedl
jak to bylo tézké a unavné

a shromdzdily se aby si spole¢né zazpivaly

v pfadelnich

hledam nékoho

kdo by si pamatoval jak to vypadalo
vzdcnd chvile uzmuté pohody

dva a pul centimetru viile ve $vech
rachot a vykfiky

koncetin v pohybu

spolu a jinak

preklad Michaela Cernd a David Vichnar
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MUANIS

October

'The winds caught in fervid, incomprehensible
drama. Somewhere above the ground, just like us.
Swept-up feathers. The birds have flown away.
We've been quiet these evenings. The screen
flickers with the secrets of distant, always queasy
strangers. We sleep in other rooms, the TV sets

are switched oft. We imagine the people on our
screens have red faces. We eavesdrop on the swoosh
of their blood. During the day we quietly sit by the
windows and on balconies.

Now and then a leaf lands in

our space. Like a message in a bottle.

It’s a small town, but even through

the night rain we listen to the revving cars

on their way to the cities. To the cold villages,
or perhaps the coast. We have no land of our
own, yet we persist here.

Processing our solitude.

We remember the times we have

and haven't lived through. Memories are
delicate herbs. We reforest ourselves.

Lush or withered, we shall hum in the wind.
Weeds, too, will have their place in our midst.
That’s the way it is. The way it is.

Our thanks is bitter stuff. And there is
no rapture in us. We leave it

to the wind, the TV, the rain,

the cars. We listen,

amazed.



SINANOVIC

Rg’jen

Vétry lapené ve vasnivém, nepochopitelném
dramatu. Nékde nad zemi, zrovna jako my.
Smetené pefi. Ptici odletéli.

Po vecerech jsme potichu. Obrazovka

se mihota tajemstvimi vzdélenych, vzdycky
choulostivych

cizincd. Spime v jinych mistnostech, televize
mdame vypnuté. Lidi na nasich obrazovkich

si pfedstavujeme s rudymi obliceji. Naslouchdme, jak
jim to v krvi svisti. Za dne sedime potichu u oken
a na balkonech. Tu a tam ndm do prostoru pfistane
listek. Jako zprava v lahvi.

Meésto je to malé, ale i za no¢niho

desté naslouchdme roztocenym motortim aut
na cesté do mést. Do chladnych vesnic,

¢i snad na pobfezi. Vlastni zemi

nemdme, zde v$ak setrvivime.
Zpracovaviame vlastni samotu.

Vzpomindme na Casy, které jsme

zazili i nezazili. Vzpominky jsou

kiehké kvétinky. Zalesnujeme se.

Af uz bujni, & zvadli, hu¢ime si do vétru.

I plevele zaujmou své mista v nasem stfedu.

Tak to je. To je.

Nase diky jsou hotké. A neni v nds
zddného vytrzeni. To nechavime
na vétru, televizi, desti,

autech. Poslouchdme,

okouzleni.
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Solitude of Clouds

Be like a cloud in this town;

a cloud that darkens the streets.

Europe is over by the springs, lonely

trees and hands quick to reach for the knives.
You see, behind your eyelids, that sleepy morning
frowned at the clumsy probes of other creatures.
You see, real solitude is the solitude of clouds.
When Hassan in Berlin serves you

a falafel, the spirit pushes Hegel away.

You see, when a basketball swishes

past the block and through the net,

the American continent inches a bit

closer. You see, the poets you hated are

now keepers of the treasure chests. Why not clear
a small park in London for a carousel and bury
a few chests there?

Why not sit on the bench with Karmen

and talk till the end of the day?

She would evaporate and your old magazine
would lie open. Her outline would stay there
forever. And its inability to be removed

would feed Europe’s tragedy.

Piedmont

Every night our doubles shin up the mountain. Wanting
to see the ritual. Listening to the bells of restless sheep
on the clearings. We sit at home or in bars. Every

night our doubles shin up the mountain, without us
knowing. Furtively they watch green fireflies. Walk past
cottages with lit windows. Not knowing whether or not
they’re hospitable. It’s still and silent beyond the crag.
Sometimes, as we talk at night, we think somebody is in
our rooms. Every night the doubles from the mountain
shout there is no ritual. Their voices are lost in the wind.



Samota mrakii

V tomhle mésté bud’ jako mrak;

mrak, co zatmiv4 ulice.

Evropa je u prament, osamélych

stromu a rukou rychle napfdhnutych po nozich.
Za svymi vicky vidi§ to ospalé rino

zamracené nad nesikovnymi sondami dalsich tvoru.
Vi3, skute¢na samota je samotou mrakii.

Kdyz té Hassan v Berlin¢ obsluhuje

falafelem, duch odstrkivd Hegela pry¢.

Vi3, kdykoli si to basketbalovy mi¢ svisti

podél bloku do sit¢,

americky svétadil se o pid

ptiblizi. Vis, basnici, které jsi nendvideél, jsou
nyni strdzci pokladen. Co takhle vyklidit
néjaky par¢ik v Londyné pro kolotoc¢ a zakopat v ném
par truhlic?

Pro¢ si nepfisednout na lavicku ke Karmen

a nepovidat si az do setméni?

Ona se vypafi a tobé zistane otevieny

stary Casopis. Jeji obrys v ném setrva

navzdy. Na nemoznosti jeho odstranéni

se pak bude past tragédie Evropy.

Piemont

Noc co noc $plhaji nasi dvojnici na horu. Ve snaze
zhlédnout ritual. Naslouchat zvoncim neklidnych ovci
na mytinich. Vyseddvime doma ¢i po barech. Noc

co noc $plhaji nasi dvojnici na horu, aniz bychom to
védéli. Pokradmu pozoruji zelené svétlusky. Prochazeji
kolem chalup s rozsvétlenymi okny. Nevédouce, zda jsou
pohostinné ¢i ne. Za utesem je klid a mir. Obcas, kdyz si
za noci povidime, napadne nds, Ze je s nimi v mistnosti
nékdo dalsi. Noc co noc dvojnici z hory volaji, Ze Zadny
ritudl neni. Jejich hlasy se ztriceji ve vétru.
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What Did I See?

Sunny days, flicker of leaves on the ceiling,

flutter of fresh washing, sweat wrung from muscle
like juice pressed from grapes.

Hours when light hovered above us like a

thin billowing bed sheet.

Clocks, whose dark corners stretched across

whole settlements, great big grasshoppers

hopping out of them with masks on their human faces.
Fear that spread like laughing gas,

the racket it caused for some reason,

and plagues that arose for all the wrong reasons,

like man sprung from a drop of seed.

Full of faith, I cast anchor into the sky,
and I felt when it caught.

Insomnia

In times of plague

we make our way through

the speak-easies

in the corridors of tower blocks.

It’s teeming down — light rain soaks
heavy souls,

people drop to the ground.

Clashes break out

in the streets between groups of
crawlers.

We retreat to the blocks.

In the dark,

behind the tall windows we listen
to the soft patter of drops.



Co jsem to videél?

Slune¢né dny, mihotédni listd na stropu,
tfepotdni Cerstvého pradla, pot Zdimany ze svalu
jako stdva tlacend z hrozni.

Hodiny, kdy se svétlo nad ndmi vznaselo jako
tenké vzdouvajici se povleceni.

Hodiny, jejichz temné rohy se natahovaly

pfes celé osady, obrovské kobylky

z nich vyskakovaly s maskami na lidskych oblicejich.
Strach, co se $ifil jako rajsky plyn,

povyk, ktery z néjakého divodu vyvolal,

a pohromy, jez vznikly ze $patnych duvodu,

jako ¢lovek vzesly z kapky seminka.

Pln viry vrhl jsem kotvu do nebes,
a pocitil, kdyz se zachytila.

Nespavost

Z.a astt moru

si klestime cestu
zakdzanymi pajzly

v prichodech vézaka.

Padaji trakafe — jemny dést smaci
tézké duse,

lidé odpadavaji na zem.

Mezi skupinkami

$tamgastd vypukaji na ulicich
potycky.

Stahujeme se do vézdki.

Ve tmé

za vysokymi okny naslouchdme
mékkému tukotu kapek.
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The House With the Old Wardrobes

It was a house
with large wooden
wardrobes.

All the clocks

had stopped long
before. One showed
correct time each time
you were there.

Through the window you
heard voices as if
through water.

You couldn’t make out the words.
By the sound of them you knew it was
your language.

Each time
night fell for ever.

Each time
a new day dawned.

translation Mirza Puri¢ & Aljaz Koprivnikar



Diim se starymi skirinémi

Byl to diim
s velkymi dfevénymi
skfinémi.

Vsechny hodiny

se tu uz davno

zastavily. Kdykoli jsi

tam byl, ukazovaly aspori
jedny spravny cas.

Oknem jsi slysel
hlasy jakoby
skrz vodu.

Slova jsi nerozpoznal.
Podle jejich zvuku jsi usoudil,
ze jde o tvij jazyk.

Noc se pokazdé

rozhostila navzdy.

Pokazdé

se nové rozednélo.

preklad David Vichnar
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JAN

polom

datové centrum bylo uprostfed
rokle vypécil jsem dvete
véechno znicil a zase

odesel do rozvifené tmy

rano jsem v suché travé nasel kostru

malého zvifete bylo to nejdulezitéjsi

znameni poslednich dnu jsem tady kazdy

pohyb vétve kazda trhlina patfi k mému télu svét
neni kolem nds prochdzi nimi jsem tady teorie a
praxe les na ktery jsem skoro

zapomnél pésina je zarostld mizi

a znovu se objevuje

za rozcestim je

polom po vichfici

jsi celd v bilém ot4cis se
i1kas Ze mi rozumis kazda
pustina ma zacdtek

a konec stejné jako smrt

Serosvity prodfené podnebné

pasy prodieny obzor jdeme podél

rokle fikds Ze mi rozumi§ prodfené plané
prilehy podrosty svét neni

kolem nds prochdzi nimi

jsem tady ale zdroven

se prodirim kfovinami jesté
nékde na ostrové

pod nohama mam tvrdou



SKROB

wind-fallen trees

the data centre was in the middle
of the ravine i broke the door open
destroyed everything and went
back into the whirled-up darkness

in the morning i found a skeleton of a small
animal in the grass that was the most important
sign of the past few days i'm here every

branch movement every crevice

belongs to my body the world

is not around us it moves through us i'm here
theory and praxis forest i’'ve almost

forgotten about the path is overgrown vanishing
and then reappearing

beyond the crossroads

are trees fallen in the storm
you're all in white turn to me
saying you understand me every
wasteland begins

and ends somewhere like death

chiaroscuros chafed climate

zones chafed horizon we walk past

the ravine you say you understand me chafed plains
contour furrows undergrowth the world isn't
around us it’s through us

'm here and at the same time

i make way through the shrubbery while
still on the island

strong structure beneath
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strukturu kabely a draty

zahrabané v zemi

hfejes si ruce u doutnajiciho ohnisté
kruhovity pohyb ¢asu teorie a

praxe kiik vrany tohle je to misto o kterém
jsem ti fikal vysoky bfeh

lesa pfechazi ve skalu

otviras laptop hledas signdl na konci jesté
nejsme to pak poznas

podle koute podle zakrslych biiz

brezen

miliardéfi odesli do podzemnich
krytd my fesime dalsi heatwave
vilka ndm protékd mezi prsty

na tyhle véci je dobra
muchomurka ¢ervend 1ikas je
nov stoly a kiesla v rdkosi sochy
s urazenymi hlavami zajimaji mé
situace navratu destabilizace

pokryvky obliceje

rozeviend krajina

ve tvaru kiidel

stfepy byvala délnice

¢lovék s loutnou na zadech bere do
ruky hofici knihu nemame

plan o to nikdy neslo otfel jsem

se ramenem o sloup billboardu a
citim Ze nékde za mnou se zveda Usvit
nevim co je ¢as a co prostor
plochy pauzovaciho papiru kolem
ohnisté stoji ctyfi koné situace
ndvratu nakrajeny



my feet cables and wires
buried in the ground

you warm your hands at the smouldering fire
the circular movement of time theory and
praxis the crow’s cawing this is the spot i told
you about the high bank

of the forest receding into a rock

you open your laptop searching for a signal we’re

not at the end yet you’ll be able to tell
by the smoke by the dwarf birches

march

the billionaires have left for underground
shelters we’re dealing with another heatwave
the war slipping through our fingers

it’s good for such things

the fly amarita you say it’s the new

moon tables and armchairs in the reeds statues
with heads knocked-off i'm interested

in situations of return destabilisation

face coverings

a landscape spread-out

in the shape of wings

shards a former motorway

a man with a lute on his back taking a burning
book in his hand we've got no

plan we never were after one i brushed against
a billboard pillar with my shoulder and

i feel somewhere behind me dawn rising

i cannot tell time from space

planes of drawing paper around

the fireplace stand four horses the situation

of return sliced
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bergamot uz jsme se ddl nemohli
oddélovat od Zivota

nemdme plan o to nikdy neslo
sedis u stolu a

pferovnavas popel je nov

mame v sobé véci do kterych

se nedd proniknout

drZime terén situace navratu
vnitiek a vnéjsek

stmtegie

zdkladem nadi strategie je
nepravidelnost pohyb

ve spirdle narusovani infrastruktury
je dulezité umét byt

ve spravnou chvili neviditelny

ale zdroven musis védét kdy se
vystavit utoku svlékim se pied
zrcadlem odfenym od vétvi jalovce
a na no¢nim stolku ti nechdvim
dalsi zpravu je dulezité

umét se i vracet objevovat se

v mezerich $era fikim Ze jsem

se zménil ale ve skutecnosti
mluvim o néfem jiném

poEasz’

malokdy vznikne
prostor kdy se pocasi
otevie nevim jestli je
rdno nebo vecler
iikas a pozorujes

les fikas Ze se
ptiblizuje vrzani
fidkych prken niz

do kterého otirdm stavu z tfesni



bergamot we could no longer

separate ourselves from life

we've got no plan we never were after one
you sit at a table

reorganising the cinders it’s the new moon
there are things inside us

there’s no way of breaking into

we hold the terrain of the situation of return
the inside and the outside

stmtegy

the basis of our strategy is

irregularity a spiralling

movement a disturbance of infrastructure
it’s important to know how to be
invisible at the right moment

while knowing when to

expose yourself to attack i undress

in front of the mirror chafed by juniper branches

and leave another note for you

on the night stand it’s important
to know how to return to appear
in the gaps within gloom i say 'm
different now but really

'm talking about something else

weather

only seldom is there

space in which the weather
opens up i've no idea if it’s
morning or evening

you say watching

the forest you say it’s
drawing near the creaking

of the sparse planks the knife

i wipe the cherry juice into
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zebiik za mélkym
oknem predstav si
pocasi jako néco
co se d4 nahmatat
malokdy vznikne
pocasi kdy se les
vraci v koneécich

prstu citime jeho hluboky tep

karneol

opracovany karneol
povéseny u vchodovych dveri
chrdni domov

pted uderem blesku

domov ktery se pohybuje

ale vychdzi z jinych principi
situace ndvratu uz nemaji
obrys dvefi je to v tom jak si
sedds k ohnisti v detailech gest
a tvafi vzdalenostech doteki
dny se ted zkracuji

a je dulezité

udrzovat véci srdce

step je vratkd rozechvéla
horkym vzduchem zakryvim
si jedno oko abych vidél

vSechno co potiebuju
amulet z karneolu mam
omotany kolem zdpé&sti

vnitiek a vnéjsek se tady
prolinaji ruka pfejede po
¢ajové konvici monitor
zhasind

ze zlomeného ticha je slySet
kiik vrany jdeme tam kde si
pamatujeme sesuvy svahii
reliéf mizi ve tmé

dny se ted zkracuji
je dulezité udrzovat véci srdce
v Fidké travé se rozpousti

kostka cukru



the ladder behind the shallow
window just imagine

the weather like

something tangible

only seldom is there

weather in which the forest
returns in the finger-tips

we feel its deep pulse

cornelian

a well-wrought
cornelian hung

at the entrance door
protects the home
from a lightning strike

a home that moves but
departs from other principles
the situations of return

have no more outlines

of the door it’s about how
you sit at the fireplace in the
details of gestures and faces
distances touches

the days are getting shorter
now and it’s important to
keep the matters of the heart

the steppe is wobbly shaky
with hot air i cover one eye so
i could see

all i need
a cornelian amulet
wrapped around my wrist

the inside and outside mingle
here the hand runs over tea
kettle the monitor becomes

extinguished

out of the broken silence
crow cawing can be heard we
go where we remember the
landslides the topography

vanishes in the dark

the days are getting shorter
now it’s important

to keep the matters of the
heart in the sparse

grass a sugar cube dissolves

translation David Vichnar
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SRDAN

THE TALE OF HOW 1. 1. SETTLED THE QUARREL WITH 1. N.

I wished to be left alone, I felt the need to
add and subtract, to perform these operations.
I felt I could no longer bear it, I packed
and left, they didn’t make any trouble. They
seemed not to care, one left, another came,
as elsewhere. Still, I’d performed plenty of
good jobs and done a few serious favors where
expected, one would think they would miss me
more. I was getting slow and, which is much
worse, I was becoming indifferent and slack, and
this could prove fatal to the job; perhaps no one
else noticed this, but I did, and it was enough.

Rare are those who prepare and leave in peace,
traditionally everybody finds it embarrassing,
on so many occasions I had seen people leaving
the Firm stooped, confused, as if nothing else
awaited them. Work wasn’t my life. I don’t
know what was, but work wasn’t. I set off on
the longest holiday ever, with the intention
of never returning to the town. No one noticed
my absence, the nature of my job didn’t leave
too many friendships, I had done with my
family years before and those idiots neither
called nor contacted me. They probably thought
that somewhere someone had beaten me all over
and buried me, I wouldn’t be the first or the
last. They failed to take into account some
important little details: I am not stupid,
I love myself for inexplicable reasons, and
the Firm takes care of its former employees
and collaborators, It doesn’t want anything
unpredictable to befall them, It attempts to
spare them certain encounters and conversations.



SRDIC

0 TOM, JAKLL UROVNAL SPOR & IN.

Chtél jsem, at mé nechaj bejt, potfeboval jsem
to secCist a odecist, provist tyhle operace.
UZz jsem to nemoh dal snésSet, sbalil jsem se a
odjel, zadny potiZe mi nedélali. Jako by jim
to bylo jedno, ten odesel, ten prisel, jako
Jjinde. I tak Jjsem ale odvedl spoustu dobry
prace a prokazal par vyznamnejch laskavosti,
kde se to cekalo, tak by ¢lovék rek, zZe Jjim
budu chybét. Byl jsem pomalej a co je Jestée
horsi, zacinal jsem to z lhostejnosti flakat,
a to se mi mohlo stat osudny; moZnéd si toho
nikdo nev$im, ale j& jo, a to bohaté stacilo.

Ti, co se pripravéj a odejdou v klidu, jsou
spis vyjimkou, obvykle to kazdej poklada za
trapny, uZz tolikrat Jjsem vidél, jak Firmu
opoustéj 1idi shrbeny a zmateny, jako by uz je
nic v zivoté necekalo. Préce ale mym Zivotem
nebyla. Nevim, co jim bylo, ale prace to
nebyla. Vydal Jjsem se na nejdel$i prazdniny
se zamérem, ze uz se do mésta nikdy nevratim.
Nikdo si my neptritomnosti nevs$im, z povahy
my prace Jjsem moc pratelstvi nenavazal, s
rodinou jsem skonc¢il pred mnoha lety a ti
pitomci mi ani nevolali, ani nepsali. Mysleli
si nejspis, zZze mé nékdo neékde Jjaksepatri
z¥idil a nechal pohfbit, nebyl Dbych ani
prvni, ani posledni. Zapomneéli ale vzit v
potaz péar dualeZitejch drobnosti: hloupej
nejsem, z duavodl, kterejm sa&m nerozumim, se
mam rad a Firma se o byvaly zaméstnance a
spolupracovniky dob¥e stara. Nechce totiz,
aby se jim prihodilo néco necekanvho. Jistejch
setkdni a rozhovort se Je snazi uSetfit.
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About fifteen years before leaving, I had invested
part of my savings and bought a weekend cottage
on a half wild estate close to the river. I
warmed to it the moment I set my eyes on it, the
infrastructure wasn’t entirely completed, the
owners of the other buildings were people from
the towns in which I almost never set foot, so
the possibility of recognition was reduced to
the theoretical minimum, and after September
utter quietude would prevail. Then I could
get benumbed to atrophy (or hibernation), to
let go of any unnecessary vital functions and
think about everything, if I felt like thinking
about every thing. The weekend cottages were
far enough from one another, I’'d chosen an
altogether average prefabricated little house,
comfortable and well isolated, sequestered
among tall trees, barely visible from the road.
About eight hundred meters further away was
the river, on its banks there were stores, a
pharmacy and pubs, some of which were open even
out of season, which made life in the relative
wilderness perfectly agreeable.

I rented out the town flat, with the tenants’
obligation to pay the annual rent in advance, we
arranged this with my lawyer, the procedure took
thirty minutes or so, they were gquiet people, a
married couple with two little children, those
who look forward to everything as if they were
at the beginning of who knows what. I informed
them that the lawyer was the one who they
would consult in the event of any repairs or
misunderstandings with the neighbors, I gave
them all the furniture as a present, and wished
them all the best in their later 1life and
work. I sounded correct, openhearted and well-
intentioned. I got to my new permanent place of
residence by car and after a short stocktaking
of the situation on the spot I decided to
leave the car, with a symbolic compensation, to
the owner of a small store which sold fishing
equipment. I stopped at this store anyway at



Asi patnact let pred odchodem jsem se rozhod
investovat ¢ést Uspor, a tak Jjsem si moh
dovolit chalupu na polodivokym pozemku pobliz
feky. Zalibila se mi, jen co jsem ji spatril,
infrastruktura sice nebyla Uplné hotovéa, ale
majitelé domu kolem byli ptvodem z mést, kam
jsem skoro nikdy nevkroc¢il, takZe moZnost, Ze
mé poznaj, se omezovala na teoreticky minimum,
a od zari d&dl tu mél vladdnout naprostej
klid. Pak se budu moct oddat =zakrnovani (&i
zimnimu spanku), vypnu vsechny zbytny zivotni
funkce a o vsSem si popfemejslim, teda Jjestli
na to budu mit nédladu. Chalupy byly od sebe
dost daleko, j& si wvybral takovej naprosto
prumérnej smontovanej domek, dost pohodlnej
a dobtre izolovanej, odloucene]j mezi vysokejma
stromama, ze silnice stézi viditelnej. Asi osm
set metrt od néj tekla fteka, na bfehu stély
obchody a 1ékdrna a hospody, néktery mély
otev¥eno i mimo sezdénu, ¢imz se zivot v tyhle

relativnidivociné stdval naprostosnesitelnym.

Byt ve mésté Jjsem pronajal, nadjemnici méli
povinnost zaplatit mi roc¢ni nadjem predem, to
jsme vyjednali s pravnikem, celd zaleZitost
zabrala pul hodiny nebo tak, byli to tichy
lidi, manzelskej par s dvéma malejma déckama,
co se na vSechno tésej, Jjako by snad mélo
nastat kdovico. Dal Jjsem Jjim Jjasné najevo,
Ze se Vv pripadé oprav nebo nedorozuméni se
sousedama maj obracet na pravnika, jako darek
jsem jim nechal vSechen nébytek a poptral jim
mnoho zdaru v dal8im zZivoté i praci. Znél jsem
korektné, uptrimné a dobrosrdec¢né. Do svyho
novvyho stédlyho bydlisté jsem dojel autem a
po kratky obhlidce cely situace na misté se
rozhodl, Ze za symbolickou odménu necham auto
majiteli obchtadku, kde prodaval rybarsky
potfeby. Stejné jsem do obchodu chodil aspon

jednou tejdné, chlapek nebyl obtiZnej ani
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least once a week, the guy wasn’t difficult
or chatty, apparently aware of the troubles
that words could bring about in man’s life.

I arrived at the beginning of April, furnished
the cottage, made it habitable, adapted it
to the current needs and patiently embarked
on the project of automation and routine-
making: I got up before seven, did the morning
gymnastics, took strolls to the shore, bought
three packs of cigarettes and daily press, the
cigarettes lasted for twenty-four hours, and
I didn’t bother with the press, putting it
aside unread, this aspect of simulation was
necessary, because man becomes suspicious the
moment he gives up the practice of the insane
majority. I’d seen enough of such cases, and it
made me want to throw up. I’'ve always refrained
from alcohol, because it makes a jerk of a man.
While shopping, I uttered courteous remarks
of a meteorological nature, so I didn’t get
into the trouble of discussing daily political
questions and sport results. True, the sales
clerks didn’t bother much with my personality
and work, shortly they learned by heart the
list of foodstuffs I bought, so even the tiniest
semblance of our mutual communication was
missing. I had a high quality fridge with a
freezer, I washed, dried and ironed the laundry
on my own, and I never bought a television, the
source of universal retardation.

I can say that the summer was the most unpleasant
season for living in the out-of-civilization
circumstances, due to the organized mass arrival
of tourists from towns whom I couldn’t avoid.
Still, by the tactical reduction of movement
I managed to prevent them from disturbing my
painfully acquired harmony: I reduced the
number of times I went fishing, I bought a
carton of cigarettes in one go, mentioning the
summer heats as an excuse, and I even managed
to sleep through a larger portion of the day,



ukecanej, nejspis si byl védom bryndy, do
ktery se ¢lovék dokdZou dostat jen kvuali reclem.

Dorazil jsem na =zacatku dubna, chalupu si
vybavil, =zabydlel se v ni, uzpusobil ji
soucCasnejm pottrebam a trpélivé se pustil do
ukolu automatizace a rutinérstvi: vstéaval
jsem pred sedmou, proved ranni cviceni,
vyrazil na prochéazku ke bfehu, koupil si tfi
pakliky cigaret a denni tisk, cigarety mi
vydrzely ctytriadvacet hodin, s novinama jsem
se ani nezdrzoval a odkladal je neprecteny,
tenhle prvek simulace Jje duleZitej, <&lovék
se stane podeztrelym, jen co se vzdé postupu
blaznivy vétdiny. Takovejch ptripadd Jsem
vidél azaz a bylo mi z nich na bliti. Alkoholu
jsem se vidycky stranil, protoZe =z c¢lovéka
déléd hovado. Béhem nékupu Jjsem trousil
zdvorily poznémky meteorologicky povahy,
abych se nedostal na tenkej led rozbort
politickejch otazek a sportovnich vysledku.
Je pravda, Ze prodavaci se o mou osobu nebo
praci moc nezajimali, brzo uZ mlj seznam
potravin, co Jjsem nakupoval,znali nazpamét,
takze se vytratila 1 posledni Spetka zdéani
nasi vzajemny komunikace. Meél jsem kvalitni
lednicku s mrazéakem, Saty jsem si pral, susil
a zehlil Uplné sam, televizi, ten zdroj
vSeobecného hloupnuti, jsem si nikdy nekoupil.

MaZu ¥ict, Ze léto bylo pro Zivot v podminké&ch
mimo civilizaci obdobim nejmin prijemnym,
kvtli organizovanymu masovymu privalu turistl
z mést, jimZ se neslo vyhnout. I tak se mi vSak
taktickou redukci pohybu podarilo zabranit
Jjim v tom, aby mi naru$ili bolestivé ziskanou
harmonii: omezil jsem vypravy za rybafrenim,
nakoupil si naraz celej karton cigaret, jako
zaminku jsem uvedl letni vedra, a dokonce se mi
povedlo vétSinu dne prospat, to diky pradkum,
ktery mi predepsala mistni lékarnice. Hned po
pfijezdu jsem ji sdélil péknou leZz o vlastni
minulosti, kterou spolkla i s navijakem, coz
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thanks to the tablets the local pharmacist
issued to me. As soon as I arrived, I told
her a nice lie about my past, she believed
it entirely, which was strategically important
for me, I took a large number of medications
and a cream for hemorrhoids, and I didn’t
feel like going to the nearest larger place.
I became most obviously close with this girl,
she was dullish and unaware of anything, she
constantly bothered me with the story of a
world different from the one in which she
lived, and this was utterly irritating, but
she had a full and pleasant voice to which
I wasn’t immune, despite the years spent in
the world’s dump with all around smart-asses.

Thus, the autumn was setting in, I mostly spent
time fishing, 1lying, I didn’t have a single
book because of the notorious fact that books
are utter bullshit, I kept scratching myself
and forgetting, and this act of forgetting was
the priority of all priorities; the world will
forget you easily, but how can you forget the
world? I spent pleasant evenings on the small
balcony, swinging in a comfortable chair and
stopping the flow of any thoughts, even those
apparently innocent and harmless. This is how a
representative of the Firm found me while I was
breathing in the forest resin, in a chair in front
of the cottage, a step away from a new dream.

They always look the same, one could say that
I myself looked so to the others. People you
can neither recognize nor remember, such
people are what the Firm needs. He tried it
cordially. Good evening. It isn’t good. Why
not? How are you? The same as you, with the
difference that I don’t steal. They didn’t tell
me you were like this. What did they tell you?
We’ll talk about that later, take it slow.
How are you? None of your business. You won’t
offer me anything? No, cut it short. How are
you getting on with the neighbors? As always.



pro mé mélo strategickej vyznam, ziskal jsem
od ni velky mnozstvi 1éku a krém na hemeroidy,
do velky 1lékdrny pobliZz se mi totiZ vubec
nechtélo. Dost Jjsem se tou holkou sblizil,
byla takova unylda a neméla nejmensi paru,
neustdle mé otravovala s historkou o svété
jinym, neZ je ten, ve kterym zije, coZ mé teda
nebetycéné sStvalo, ale méla plnej, prijemnej
hlas, kterej na mé platil, i ptes v3echny roky
strdveny v fiti svéta s tou bandou chytraka.

A tak uZ ptrichézel podzim, vétsSinu casu jsem
rybatril a polehéaval, nemél Jsem Jjedinou
knihu, protoze jak je notoricky znémo, knihy
jsou plny blbosti, a tak Jjsem se Skrabal a
zapominal, a tohle =zapominadni bylo pro mé
prioritou ¢islo jedna; svét na vas zapomene
snadno, ale jak chcete =zapomenout na svét?
Travil jsem pfijemny vecery na maly terdasce,
houpal se v pohodlnym kfesle a =zastavoval
tok veSkerejch mySlenek, dokonce 1 téch
zdadnlivé nevinnejch a nesSkodnejch. A takhle
mé nasel 1 predstavitel Firmy, zrovna kdyz
jsem vdechoval smilu ze stromt, v kresle
pfed chalupou, Jjen kruacek od novyho snu.

Vzdycky vypadaj Gplné stejné, da& se tict, Ze tak
jsem pro ostatni vypadal i j&. Lidi, ktery si
ani nevybavite, ani je nepoznate, pravé takovy
Firma potfebuje. Nejdriv to zkousel Zovialné.
Dobrej vecir. Dobrej teda neni. Proc¢ ne? Jak
se vede? Stejné jako tobé&, s tim rozdilem, zZe
nekradu. Netrekli mi, Ze se$ na tom takhle. A
co ti teda rekli? O tom hodime fec pozdéjc,
vezmeme to pomalu. Jak se vede? Po tom ti nic
neni. Nic mi nenabidnes3? Ne, =zkrat to. Jak
vychazis se sousedama? Jako vzdycky. Neznam
je. A znajl oni tebe? To se ptej jich. Vis,
pro¢ mé poslali? Ne, ale vidim, zZe se tak
stalo. PobliZz tu mas jednu dvojici. To teda
nemam. Hele, s timhle pfibrzdi. Jsou tu, tfi
sta metrd od tebe. Jsou uZ star$i. Stardi neZ
ty. TakZe mame loveckou sezdnu penzistua?
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I don’t know them. Do they know you? Ask them.
You know why they’re sending me? No, but I
can see they’ve sent you. You have two men
near here. I have no one. OK, don’t go too
far with that. They are here, three hundred
meters further down. They’re older. Older than
you. The season of hunting the retired ones?
Everything else is all right, the mummies have
now left? You’re tiring me, the boss sends
his regards. You know what it means? Let me
hear. The house is bugged. It isn’t like yours,
prefab, it’s real. Mine is also real. Theirs
isn’t prefab, fuck it. They’re staying here
for five more days, as far as we know. I've
brought you a computer. What for? To listen
to the recordings. Why don’t you come over to
fetch them when it’s over? I’11l come if there’s
anything. You’ll call me. Why would I do that?
Because the boss sends his regards. And because
you never leave anything unfinished. And because
you are by chance closest to them. Have done
with that, and then you can keep on dying
in peace. What if there’s nothing? Nothing.

translation Natasa Srdic¢



Vsecko ostatni je v cajku, mumie uZ odjely?
Ty seS ale unavnej, pozdravuje té séf. Vis
pfece, co to =znamenad? Posloucham. Chalupa
je napichnutéd. Neni jako ta tvoje montéazni,
je prava. Ta moje Je taky prava. Jejich
neni montéazni, vyser si. Pokud vime, budou
tu Jjesté dalsich pét dni. Pfrinesl jsem ti
poc¢itac¢. K ¢emu? K poslechu nahravek. Az bude
po vSem, pro¢ si Jje nepfijeded vyzvednout?
Dorazim, kdyby néco. Zavolas mi. Proc¢ bych to
délal? ProtoZe té pozdravuje $éf. A protozZe
po sobé nikdy nenechavas zZadnou nedodélavku.
A protoze Jjim se$ <¢irou nahodou =ze vSech
nejbliZ. Dodélej to a pak si tu mt@Zed nadéle
v klidu umirat. Co kdyZ nic nebude? Tak nic.

preklad David Vichnar
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PASCALLE
BURTON

MEGAN
GETTE

GAIA
GINEVRA
GIORGI

JAKE
GOETZ

IS BASED in Meanjin/Brisbane, Australia. She is an
experimental poet, artist and performer with an interest in
conceptual art and cultural theory.

siDLT v australském Meanjin/Brisbane. Je experimentélni
basnitkou, umélkyni a performerkou se zijmem o
konceptualni uméni a kulturni teorii.

1S THE AUTHOR of Majority Reef (Inside the Castle, 2020)
and several chapbooks. She is currently a PhD candidate in
anthropology at the University of Texas at Austin.

JE AUTORKA Veétsinového ditesu (Inside the Castle, 2020) a
nékolika kratsich sbirek. V soucasnosti je téz doktorandkou
v oboru antropologie na Texaské univerzité v Austinu.

15 a poet and performer. In 2019, she created a performance
Proprio come per le formule magiche (“Just Like the Magic
Formulas”), which exceeds mere poetry lyrics by connecting
the body, word, and machine.

JE bésnitka a performerka. V' roce 2019 Giorgi vytvorila
performanci Proprio come per le formule magiche (“Uplné
jako magické formule”), kterd pfesahuje rdimec poezie tim,
jak propojuje télo, slovo a stroj.

15 a poet and the editor of the online magazine Marrickville
Pause. He currently lives by a drowned valley estuary on
Gadigal land, where he is a PhD candidate in Writing/
Literature at The Writing and Society Research Centre,
Western Sydney University.

JE bisnik a editor online magazinu Marrickville Pause. V
soucasnosti Zije u usti zatopeného idoli na uzemi Gadigal,
kde je doktorandem psani/literatury Centra psani a
spolecenského vyzkumu na Zdpadni sydneyské univerzité.
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MARIE
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KATIA
SOPHIA
DITZLER

RICHARD
MAKIN

18 a poet and a writer.. Her debut collection of poems Osip
miri najih (“Osip is Heading to the South”) was published
in 2015 and nominated for the Magnesia Litera Prize.
She is active as a translator and works as an editor in the
publishing house. She lives in Prague.

JE bédsnitka a spisovatelka. Debutovala v roce 2015
sbirkou Osip miFi na jih (nominace na cenu Magnesia
litera). Pracuje jak nakladatelskd redaktorka a prilezitostné
prekldda z rustiny, polstiny a ukrajinstiny,

pise povidky a eseje. Zije v Praze.

STUDIED Interdisciplinary Art and Cultural Anthropology
in Leipzig, Berlin, Kyiv, and Moscow. Her work explores
the intersections of literature, music, video, as well as
performance art.

VYSTUDOVALA Interdisciplindrni antropologii uméni a
kultury v Lipsku, Berling, Kyjevé a Moskvé. Ve své tvorbé
sleduje praseciky literatury, hudby, videa a performance.

IS THE AUTHOR of eight books - most recently POETRY
AGAINST ALL and Transgressive Circulation: Essays on
Translation - and the translator of several more.

JE AUTOREM osmi_knih - nejnovéj$imi z nichZ jsou
POEZIE PROTT VSEM a Transgresivn{ cirkulace: Eseje
o ptekladu - a pfekladatelem mnoha dalsich.

1S a writer and artist. His publications include the fictions
Concussion Protocols, Mourning, Dwelling, Forword and
Universlipre. His next novel is Work, to be published by
Equus Press.

JE spisovatel a umélec. Mezi jeho publikace patii Prozokoly
o otfesech mozku, Truchlent, Dieni, Forword a Universlipre.

Jeho pristi knihou bude Wor% (Dilo), kterd vyjde u Equus.
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REBECCA 15 a timeless boi. a linen daddy. a random shy poet. a sleeping
JESSEN body that remembers desire. a comet trail. a body that is a
bridge. a moonstruck adolescent. an incomplete list poem. a
lesbian, but... Her debut poetry collection Ask Me About the
Future was recently shortlisted for multiple awards.

JE nadCasovy boi. platény tatka. ndhodny stydlivy basnik.
spici télo které si pamatuje touhu. stezka komety. télo které
je mostem. pomateny pubertdk. nedokoncend seznamova
basen. lesbicka, ale... Jeji debutové sbirka poezie Zeprej se
mé na budoucnost byla neddvno nominovina na nékolika
literdrnich cen.

PHILLIP  HAS WORKED as a journalist and editor for a variety of
O’NEIL publications. Mental Shrapnel, based partly in Prague, is
his first novel. He is currently writing a second, set in the
Czech Republic.

PRACOVAL jako novindf a editor pro mnoho projekti.
Mental Shrapnel (Srapnel v dusi) se Easte¢né odehrava v Praze,
a jde o jeho prvni romédn. Momentilné md rozpracovany

druhy, ktery se cely odehrava v Ceské Republice.

AUDREY  (aka zutka) is a London-based writer, performer
SZASZ and sound designer with roots in Central Europe. Her
experimental narratives combine vivid prose with exotic
imagery and macabre satire.

(TEZ zNAMA JAKO ZzUTKA) je v Londyné sidlici
spisovatelka, performerka a zvukovd designérka s kofeny
ve stiedni Evropé. Jeji experimentalni narativy kombinuji
vitalni prézu s exotickou obraznosti a désivou satirou.

‘}‘ (D)

OLGA WORKS as a freelance writer, editor and critic with a focus
STEHIIKOVA on contemporary Czech literature. She has founded the
Ravt on-line magazine, she moderates literary programmes
in Czech Broadcasting and works as book editor.

PUSOBI jako nakladatelskd i Casopiseckd redaktorka,
editorka a literdrni publici§tka. Pfipravuje Ravt on-line
magazin, oderuje dva pravidelné pofady vénované literature
na stanici Cesky rozhlas — Vltava.
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CANDICE
WUEHLE

KAROLINA
ZAPAL

JAMES
KNIGHT

CARRIE
LORIG

LIVES in Lawrence, Kansas. She is the author of the novel
MONARCH (Soft Skull, 2022) as well as three collections
of poetry. Her studies focus on the relationship between
trauma, memory, and the occult.

ZIJE ve mésté Lawrence v Kansasu. Je autorkou rominu
MONARCHA (Soft Skull, 2022) a také ti{ sbirek poezie.
Ve svych studiich se zaméfuje na vztah mezi traumatem,
paméti a okultismem.

IS an itinerant poet, essayist, translator, and author of two
books: Notes for Mid-Birth and Polalka. As an immigrant
and activist writer, she writes frequently about her native
Poland, languages, borders, and women’s rights.

JE potulnou bésnitkou, esejistkou, pfekladatelkou a autorkou
dvou knih: Zdpisky k polo-narozeni a Polalka. Jakozto
imigrantka a aktivistickd spisovatelka Casto piSe o svém
rodném Polsku, jazycich, hranicich a Zenskych pravech.

IS an experimental poet and artist. His visual poetry has
been exhibited at the Poetry Café in London and in online
exhibition spaces such as Poem Atlas and Mellom Press.
Latest publications include Machine, (dis/re)membered,
Rites & Passages and Bloods Dream.

JE experimentdlni bdsnik a umélec. Jeho vizudlni poezie
byla vystavena v Poetry Café v Londyné a v online
vystavnich prostorech jako jsou Poem Atlas nebo Mellom
Press. Mezi jeho nejnovéjsi publikace patii Stroj, (dis/re)
membered, Obtady & prichody a Krvavy sen.

IS THE AUTHOR of The Pulp vs. The Throne as well as several
chapbooks, including 7he Book of Repulsive Women. She is a
doctoral student in School Psychology at Georgia State

University with a focus on trauma and trauma-informed care.

JE AUTORKOU The Pulp vs. The Throne a také nékolika sbirek
véetné The Book of Repulsive Women. Je doktorandkou oboru
Skolni psychologie na Georgijské stétni univerzité a zaméfuje
se na trauma a pédi trauma zohlednujici.
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MARTIN
ZET

ELLA
O’KEEFE

MUANIS
SINANOVIC

1s a Czech artist, performer, and sculptor. His artistic activity also covers
drawing, photography, happening and author books. His most recent work is
the author book, Szar (2021), a reflexion of his four-month stay at the Motol
landfill last year.

JE Cesky umélec, performer a sochaf. Spektrum jeho tvorby zahnuje také
kresbu, fotografii, video, happening nebo autorskou knihu. Jeho nejnovéjsi
praci je autorskd kniha Hwvezda (2021), v niz provadi reflexi svého
Ctyfmésicniho loniského pobytu na motolské skladce.

1S a poet and researcher who lives in Melbourne on the unceded lands of
the Boon Wurrung and Woi Wurrung language groups of the Eastern Kulin
Nations. Her debut collection Slowlier was published by Cordite Books in
January 2021.

JE basnitka a vyzkumnice Zijici v Melbourne v nepoddajnych oblastech
jazykovych skupin Boon Wurrung a Woi Wurrung vychodnich Kulinskych
ndrodu. Jeji debutova sbirka Pomaleji byla vydina nakladatelstvim Cordite
Books v lednu 2021.

15 a Slovenian poet and essayist. He has published four collections of poetry
and a collection of prose essays. In 2020, a book selection of his poems was
published in Serbia. He is the recipient of two national awards.

JE slovinsky basnik a esejista. Publikoval ¢tyfi sbirky poezie a jednu sbirku
prozaickych eseji. V roce 2020 vysel vybér z jeho basni v Srbsku. Je drZitelem

dvou ndrodnich cen.

IS THE AUTHOR of three books of poetry, Pod dlazbou (2016), Reil (2018),
and Zem¢ slunce (2021). His poetry teeters at the intersections of the
personal and the political, the fictitious and the real.

NAPSAL tii basnické sbirky: Pod dlazbou (2016), Redl (2018) a Zemé slunce
(2021). Jeho poezie se pohybuje v prisecicich osobniho a politického, fikce
a skuteénosti.

IS THE AUTHOR of four novels, two short-story collections, and a book
of essays. He’s won the following literary awards: Ulaznica (2007), Laza
Lazarevic (2009), Biljana Jovanovic (2012), Edo Budisa (2012), and a
scholarship from the Borislav Peki¢ Fund (2010).

JE AUTHOREM (tyf roméni, dvou povidkovych sbirek a knihy eseji. Obdrzel
tato literdrni ocenéni: Ulaznica (2007), Laza Lazarevié (2009), Biljana
Jovanovi¢ (2012), Edo Budisa (2012) a &ipendium od Fondu Borislava Pekice
(2010).
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