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ANSGARALLEN
Plague Theatre

The sun & moon were in alignment, the latrines had been emptied, & the air was bad—

Too much.

I should claw back a little & state, more simply, that when | read those words over
during the first phase of study, the sea looked like liquid glass.

| set myself in the shallow half of the pit, & spent time warming up my vocal folds, or
chords, like the whites of an eye in texture & form. They dry easily when tense & in a state
of vibration—

—is how the manuscript began.

This book is largely unreadable to me now.

I have left it too long & forgotten most of what | wrote & thought.

Anintellectual project of this scale & depth once put aside loses its vigour & dies in the
mind of its author. | look at the book & wonder how it once preoccupied me so badly, &
how something that rose to the level of an obsession could now mean so little—

Intellectual oppositions, | have come to think, often tend to function as excuses not to
question the material. Well, no, that is not quite right.

The intellect sets itself up as some great enquiring machine but what it does is deaden
the effects of what it encounters. No, again, that is not quite right.

The intellect kills itself in advance. Much better.

Everyone dies fast when viewed like that. They are born, grow up, & die in the time it
takes for attention to stray from one half-century to the next. Eighteenth...nineteenth, &
scores have lived, exploited one another, & died.

The magistrate arrived in a manner that set the tone of his exorcism. His people carried
him through the town gates inside the belly of a fish. The structure on which it lay was set
down. Rumours of the fish spread throughout the streets, the streets filled with people, &
the people crushed their way to the square. When the whole town was assembled, so far
as it could, within sight or earshot, his first man climbed to the top of the creature, now
baked by the sun, & held his hand out, raised, to signal our silence.

The sound of cutting was heard by those nearest including myself & we looked to the
belly of the thing. A knife punctured the side & worked its way up & across & down until
a doorway fell, wet from the interior, & from which the Whitby magistrate emerged as if
freshly born, yet old already, his face cut by the sea & the elements & the cruelty of life,
with lines that declared the latitudes he crossed & the seas he beat into submission. The
ocean never consumed him whole as it consumed so many like him, though it marked him
with its reaches & its vastness & its depths.

He raised himself up & said, nothing but the terror of man will do before the terrors
you face as a people. His people then lined up before the mouth of the creature which
they prised apart & entered by crawling, each appearing at the opening in its side, wet
with the innards & born.

—the sound that came from the streets & houses surpassed the worst, which is to say,
the best orchestra, humankind has yet assembled, or so | felt, & was met by the storm that
previously cut below the cliff & caused it to fall, so that nobody heard the cattle in terror
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on the land that slipped to the sea, & from which they could not be retrieved, but had to
be eaten in situ around fires built when the storm was passed & the land had ceased to
move. That storm was by now a memory, & the cattle it stranded long eaten & digested,
by a people that did not ordinarily eat their cattle but exported them south, surviving
instead, & for the most part, on the fish they caught & small livestock kept in yards—

Lines were thrown into the waves, hauled back, & thrown again. None took hold. One
man lashed himself to the mast & was seen, at intervals, looking up to those on the cliff.
Several onlookers were lost from the pier. The eventual fate of the boats taken to the cliff
below castle hill could not be seen at first, due to the swell & the rain, but soon enough
the sea was full of broken timber. This storm continued for sixteen days, the longest in
their memory, the families of the sea-dead looking from their houses at the spray until
the spray was gone.

—I was at last to pass them by & make my retreat to the castle. All those remaining
sat on the street or leant from their windows where the din they had given just moments
before reached a volume & depth of rage, it could be ingested. This sound made full &
fit to rupture, for they seemed bloated with it, clutching their stomachs newly filled with
stacked reverberation. | could not avoid taking some too as it forced its way into my
mouth & tasted, improbably, like beef. | would not allow that entry, & then its digestion.
Sound does not taste or fill the stomach but sits there heavy, laid in the place of what
must fill stomachs & pass through them for organisms to live.

These were the words | held to as | crawled along the street, words that were become
detached, or slipped to neighbouring things, reattached to objects in the absurd poetry
of gutted sense & signification. My body became a word & the parts of it each spoke
something to another, & parts of other bodies spoke back, or did not speak but just said
themselves as words & not to anything in particular. Words became bodies became
organs became thought. A mind that became itself turned inward, inspected itself,
& made through itself outside itself, to think inward outward movements, against the
walls, where tarred hands once left traces & words now leant, mouth parts open, that
open saying not mouth, but cannibalise your youth, eat the word, indigestible sentences,
human sacrifices, feet, & so—

at least this was how | remember it feeling before | closed my eyes & ears.

—I have come to doubt everything | have written, he wrote, & consider returning to
the town. The conviction | must eat is my last remaining superstition.

My diet is poor & devoid of nutriment, in that what | eat, | suspect, crawls to the
surface.

All order seemed mere preparation for disorder, & all human kindness preparation for
ferocity. After a time, however, this perception waned & | could not understand how what
I saw in a state of peace could have been so disordered, or how what | saw in its condition
of abjection had once been so well set.

The one gallery we had in Scarborough was full of souls seeking escape from the
streets, only the oils ran toward the floor & the frames burst. When the cycle turned to
its beginning, & the streets returned to their former peace, or what we have given the
name of peace, the gallery was visited again for pleasure & not from suffering. The oils
had solidified, the frames were stable, & the paintings satisfied those who looked upon
them—
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With no church that day appearing, the congregation had nothing to do but walk
again back in its direction, always arriving elsewhere, some at the harbour, others at the
sands, still others found themselves climbing off the sands onto the island piers.

Contentment amid destruction & the knowledge of destruction is not a psychological
contentment, but a functional contentment. When | said our consciousness, the ability
to live in the knowledge of destruction, was a psychological achievement, this was
shorthand for a more basic point that the present outlook is a functional achievement. As
such, it cannot be combatted by knowledge or understanding or training or conscience
or education.

—I cannot accept we are now witness to a redeeming epidemic.

| write with a mixture of soot, lamp oil, & water. For this | go at intervals to the master
gunner’s house where | scrape soot from the cannons & the rafters.

When they sat up, they were unable to sit, even though they felt as though they were
sitting & had the strongestimpression. The act of sitting was at odds with the organisation
of things.

The merchants laughed themselves sick that night in the taverns, & pissed alongside
one another in the tavern latrines, still laughing at the credulity of others.

The eye, he said, is an insubordinate organ & must be taught to see properly & without
illusion. The spyglass is a dangerous machine, it fills the eye with visions that the eye
without it cannot confirm.

Once all were gathered, he had their telescopes bound together & installed a whaler’s
spear at the centre. When the sun broke out & the magistrate felt the need, he would
climb to the roof of the highest building overlooking the square, & with its serrated point
angled to the earth, gathered light with the bundle he carried, & projected heat in the
eyes of those below, calling it the lesson of the eyes, his truth, the authority of light.

Morové divadlo

Slunce a mésic byly v jedné pfimce, latriny byly vyprazdnéné a vzduch byl Spatny—

PFilis mnoho.

Mél bych se vyhrabat kousek zpatky a jednoduseji Fict, ze kdyz jsem ta slova Cetl v
prvni fazi studia, vypadalo mofre jako tekuté sklo.

Usadil jsem se v mélké poloviné jamy a chvili jsem si rozehfival hlasivkové svaly, nebo
spis vazy, jez strukturou a tvarem pFipominaji o¢ni bélmo. Snadno vysychaji, kdyz jsou
napjaté a ve stavu vibrace—

—tak zacinal rukopis.

Tato kniha je pro mé nyni z velké ¢asti necitelna.

Nechal jsem ji ladem pf¥ilis dlouho a vétsinu toho, co jsem napsal a co jsem si myslel,
jsem zapomnél.

Intelektualni projekt takového rozsahu a hloubky, jakmile ho jednou odloZite, ztraci na
sile a umira v mysli autorové. Hledim na knihu a pfemyslim, jak je mozné, ze mé kdysi tak
zaméstnavala a jak néco, co vystoupalo na roven posedlosti, mdze nyni znamenat tak malo—

Domnivam se, Ze intelektualni opozice ¢asto pUsobi jako vymluvy pro to, abychom o
sobé nepochybovali. No, to tak UpIné neplati.
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Intelekt se stavi do role velkého zkoumajiciho stroje, ale ve skutecnosti jen umrtvuje
Ucinky toho, s ¢im se setkava. Ne, to opét tak UpIné neplati.

Intelekt sam sebe zabiji pfedem. Mnohem lepsi.

Ztakového Uhlu pohledu kazdy umird velice rychle. Narodi se, vyroste azemre za dobu,
béhem niz pozornost prejde z jednoho pilstoleti na druhé. Osmnacté... devatenacté... a
Zivot prozily, vykofistily se navzajem a umfrely spousty.

Soudce pfisel tak, ze ihned udal ton svému vymitani. Jeho lidé ho pronesli méstskou
branou v bfise ryby. Konstrukci, na niz lezel, polozili na zem. Zvésti o rybé se roznesly po
ulicich, ulice se zaplnily lidmi a lidé se drali na namésti. Kdyz se shromazdilo celé mésto,
pokud to jen Slo, na dohled nebo na doslech, jeho prvni muz vylezl na vrchol tvora, nyni
rozpaleného sluncem, a vztahl zdvizenou ruku na znameni, abychom zmlkli.

Nejblizsi véetné mé zaslechli fezani a pohlédli do bficha té véci. N0z ji prorazil bok a
postupoval nahoru, napfic a dol0, az se objevily dvete, mokré zevnitf, a z nich se vynofil
whitbyjsky soudce, jako by se pravé narodil, ale uz stary, s tvafi pofezanou morem, Zivly a
krutosti zivota, s liniemi, jez hlasaly zemépisné Sitky, co prekonal, a mote, ktera si podvolil
v poslusnost. Ocedn ho nikdy nepohltil celého tak, jako pohltil tolik jemu podobnych,
ackoli ho svymi rozsahy, rozlehlosti a hlubinami poznamenal.

Povznesl se a fekl: ,Pfed hrizami, kterym jako lid Celite, nepomdze nic nez lidska
hrdza." Jeho lid se pak sefadil pred Usty stvoreni, které rozevrel a plazivé do néj vstoupil,
pfi¢emz se kazdy ¢len objevil u otvoru v jeho boku, mokry od vnitfnosti a narozeny.

—zvuk dunici z ulic a domd preddil to nejhorsi, jinymi slovy i ten nejlepsi orchestr, jaky
lidstvo dosud shromazdilo, nebo jsem to tak alespon citil, a setkal se s bouti, ktera se
predtim zafizla pod skalu a pfivodila ji pad, takze nikdo neslysel, jak se dobytek v hrize na
zemi sesouva do more, odkud ho neslo vytahnout zpét, ale bylo nutno ho snist na misté
kolem ohn, které se rozdélaly, kdyz boure pominula a zemé se prestala hybat. Ta boure
uz byla pouhou vzpominkou a dobytek, ktery v ni uvizl, uz davno snédli a stravili lidé, ktefi
vlastni dobytek obvykle nejedli, ale vyvazeli ho na jih, a misto toho prezivali, a to z velké
casti, z ulovenych ryb a drobného dobytka chovaného na dvorech—

Lana hézeli do vIn, vytahovali zpét a znovu hézeli. Zadné se neuchytilo. Jeden muz se
privazal ke stéZzni a obcas ho bylo vidét, jak se diva nahoru na ty na Utesu. Nékolik divakd
se z mola ztratilo. Konecny osud ¢lunl odnesenych na Utes pod hradnim kopcem nebylo
kvili vinobiti a desti zpocatku vidét, ale brzy bylo more plné rozbitého dfeva. Tato boure
trvala Sestnact dni, nejdéle, co si vSichni pamatuji, a rodiny utopenych se divaly ze svych
domd na Splichajici vodu, dokud se Splichani nerozplynulo.

—nakonec jsem je musel minout a vydat se na Ustup do hradu. VSichni, co jesté
zbyvali, sedéli na ulici nebo se vyklanéli z oken, kde hluk, ktery jesté pted chvili vydavali,
dosahoval hlasitosti a hloubky takového vzteku, ze se dal ochutnat. Tento zvuk je pinil
az k prasknuti, nebot se zdalo, Ze jsou jim nadmuti a sviraji si Zaludky nové naplnéné
naskladanym dozvukem. Nemohl jsem se vyhnout tomu, abych si také trochu nevzal, kdyz
se mi vnucoval do Ust a chutnal, dost nepravdépodobné, jako hovézi. Nedovolil bych, aby
se mi dostal dovnitf, a pak ani jeho traveni. Zvuk nechutnd a nenapliiuje zaludek, jen tak
téZzce sedi, ulozeny na misté toho, co musi zaludky plnit a prochazet jimi, aby organismy
mohly Zzit.

Téchto slov jsem se drzel, jak jsem se tak plazil po ulici, slov, ktera se oddélovala nebo
sklouzavala k sousednim vécem a znovu se pfipojovala k pfedmétdm v absurdni poezii
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vyprazdnéného smyslu a vyznamu. Moje télo se stalo slovem a kazda jeho ¢ast néco fikala
nékteré dalsi a odpovidaly jim casti jinych tél, nebo nemluvily, ale jen se vyjadfovaly jako
slova, a ne k cemukoli konkrétnimu. Slova se stavala tély, stavala se organy, stavala se
myslenim. Mysl, ktera se stala sama sebou, se obrétila dovnit¥, prohlédla se a prosla sebou
mimo sebe, aby promyslela pohyby dovnitf a ven, proti sténam, kde kdysi dehtové ruce
zanechavaly stopy a slova se nyni opirala, ¢asti Ust oteviené, které se oteviraji rkouce nikoli
Usta, nybrz kanibalizuj své mladi, snéz slovo, nestravitelné véty, lidské obéti, nohy a tak—
alespon tak si to pamatuji, nez jsem zavrel oci a usi.

—Dospél jsem k pochybnostem o celém svém psani, napsal, a zvazuji navrat do mésta.
Presvédceni, Ze musim jist, je posledni povéra, co mi jesté zbyva.

Moje strava je chuda a bez Zivin, jelikoz to, co jim, vyléza predpokladam na povrch.

Veskery poradek se zdal byt pouhou pfipravou na neporadek a veskerd lidska laskavost
pfipravou na krutost. Po ¢ase vSak toto vnimani ochablo a ja jsem nedokazal pochopit, jak
to, co vidim ve stavu klidu, m0ze byt tak neusporadané, nebo jak to, co vidim ve stavu
opovrzeni, mohlo byt kdysi tak dobre nastavené.

Jedina galerie, kterou jsme ve Scarborough méli, byla plna dusi, které hledaly Unik
z ulice, az na to, ze v ni oleje stékaly k podlaze a ramy praskaly. Kdyz se cyklus obratil k
pocatku a ulice se vratily k dfivéjSimu klidu, nebo k tomu, cemu jsme klid fikali, se galerie
opét zacala navstévovat pro potéSeni a ne z utrpeni. Oleje ztuhly, ramy se zpevnily a
obrazy uspokojovaly ty, kdo se na né divali—

Jelikoz se toho dne zadny kostel neobjevil, nezbylo shromazdéni nic nez se znovu
vydat jeho smérem, ale vzdy dorazili jinam, néktefi do pfistavu, jini na plaz, dalsi se ocitli
na ostrovnich molech.

Spokojenost uprostied zkazy a védomi zkazy neni spokojenosti psychologickou,
nybrz funkéni. Kdyz jsem Fekl, Ze naSe védomi, schopnost zZit s védomim destrukce, je
Uspéchem psychologie, Slo o zkratku pro zasadnéjsi myslenku, ze soulasny pohled je
Uspéchem funkénosti. Jako s takovym s nim nelze bojovat védomostmi, porozuménim,
vycvikem, svédomim nebo vzdélanim.

—Nemohu pfijmout, Ze jsme nyni svédky spdsné epidemie.

PiSusmésisazi, lampového oleje a vody. Za timto uelem chodim v urcitych intervalech
do hlavni stfilny, kde seSkrabavam saze z dél a krov0.

Kdyz se posadili, nebyli schopni sedét, i kdyz méli pocit, ze sedi, a dojem to byl ze
véech nejsilngjsi. Ukon sezeni byl v rozporu s uspofadanim véci.

Tu noc se kupci v krémach smali, az se za bficho popadali, mocili vedle sebe na
hospodskych zachodcich a stéle se posmivali dOvéfivosti ostatnich.

Oko je podle néj neposlusny organ a je tfeba ho naudit vidét spravné a bez iluzi.
Dalekohled je nebezpeclny pfistroj, naplfiuje oko vidinami, které oko bez néj nedokaze
potvrdit.

Jakmile se vsichni shromazdili, nechal jejich dalekohledy svazat dohromady a do
stfedu nich umistil velrybarské kopi. Kdyz vysvitlo slunce a soudce pocitil potiebu, vylezl
na stfechu nejvyssi budovy s vyhledem na namésti a jejim zubatym hrotem sklonénym k
zemi sbiral svétlo svazkem, ktery nesl, a promital teplo do odi téch dole, nazyval to ocni
lekci, svou pravdou, autoritou svétla.

preklad David Vichnar
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RUI BAIAO
o¢co bucco

illegal purpose
pantomimes against commas
father turned mother
without ever naming the well-spoken
& well-done biosphere
underneath that precise warhead
a bear hugging itself
misfortune upon misfortune
above dream & nightmare
they called them a fig
for reasons beyond our control
behind the pillar there is
with each mataruan
movement
at the rate of a few meagre metres
a fiasco without realising it
becomes interestingly
settled even when occupied
with donkeys & codes
augmented on this side of the armpits
anomalous in dissuasion
peculiar in taste meddlesome
cell skilled in such indifference
mastery fetid serving no other purpose
maker of inclement weather
indeed controversies, if there were still any,
over a narrow warmonger
greater interests devoid of suspect
interest as is customary
the big bad wolf after all
dressed as a good gentleman
cephalic-chaotic
a king with foam in his mouth
fat serving as his apron
the next breathless
& betrayed death
that is to say
you're neither a man nor anything
anti-painting / suspended gaze
moss-limp
your breed nestled
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in the calendar of calmness
diffuse intern
not content with the outcome
a third of the lecture rooted in the dollar sign
focus & stains: make a mistake
trapdoors are full of pitfalls
open idiots sobbing
blackened muzzle
decrepit pirate brandishing his sword
pianos in the mud
they don‘t wash with gargles
against promising fires
the street is the best option
we counteract with whatever
there is to counteract
shivers in various voices
edited paralysis
do not stun it excessively,
revitalize the uproar
the tough one to crack on the pavement
a damn situation
stuck to the neck
sucker boy / swamp squid
castrated lame
preferably stuck in the puddle
measured by scrap & eagerness
only you, my old donkey
while you peek, something specific
is wrong in your
fuck-it-all bone
to the height of the pigsty
nothing pollutes the panorama
no lousy smut or
vortex of fistula
a ditty on the tip of the finger
shocked in the snow at the wheel
para-olympic stuck to the pedals
so be it
dead gooses
glued to the inertia of the handles
your immature skin
in the face of possible lines
hubris you shall not pass
until you leap from
the lost or found void



it would be better to be a satellite
if we communicated in astonishment
forgiving a rare,
rough beast-god in battered tulle
a dinner without artillery
without tenderness or penumbra
it depends on how you fall
life is what is
lost by a hundred / lost by a thousand
life is sometimes not even
curious that fall
sheltered from intrigues
what about these friends
unconcerned about what is already failing
sweaty scoundrels who skip
the necrosis of ethics
let them conform
to the shaking of the loafer
goodbye my dear
zeugma proof vests
regrets just for some
pages & pages
regurgitated
with no one cumming in the mirror
on the surface always glimpsing the procession
don’t exaggerate that ridiculous fear
for it is the mind that pays
against the polishing the iron forehead
unfortunately the grackles in the grill
assigned to a barbecue
finally albatrosses seriously alone
in the warehouses of ideas
areal gale
bad luck already assigned
to the dressing rooms of pettiness
do not leave here without an answer
nor take what brought you here
don’t be foolish
mark the level of the mask
by the oldest wrinkle
according to shame on the face
you should have studied swamps in the original
lesson of a forbidden father
con game
you know it well
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with one foot here & the other there
speaking of that
believe it or not, in rude mountains
fictitious spiders are not a good thing
let’s hope it only happens
to the best
carnival of impotence
succinct tents / cowardly successes
a man here sniffs through
the bold band of the fall
burdened with the minutiae of the world
hints on the tangent
extraordinary hands
someone’s pockets entirely invaded

translated by Interior Ministry

o¢co buco

nelegalni ucel
pantomimy proti ¢arkam
otec zménény v matku
bez pojmenovani dobfe feceného
& propecena biosféra
pod tou precizni hlavici
medvéd v objeti sam se sebou
nestésti za nestéstim
nad snem & no¢ni mlrou
rikali jim fik
z ddvodd mimo nasi kontrolu
za pilifem je
s kazdym mataruanem
pohyb
tempem par skrovnych metrd
fiasko aniz si uvédomi
stava se zajimaveé
usazeny i kdyz okupovany
s osly & kady
rozsirené na této strané podpazdi
neobvykly v odrazovani
podivny vkusem vsetecny
bunka zruc¢na v takovém nezajmu



smradlavé mistrovstvi zadnému jinému Ucelu neslouzici

tvofitel nevlidného pocasi
vskutku kontroverze, kdyby jesté néjaké byly,
nad Uzkoprsym valecnym Stvacem
vyssi zajmy zbavené podezrelého
zajem jak je zvykem
nakonec velky zly vik
obleceny jako spravny gentleman
kefalicky chaoticky
kral s pénou v hubé
tuk ma coby zastéru
delsi bezdechy
& zrazena smrt
jinymi slovy
nejsi ani muz ani nic
anti-malovani/ zavéseny pohled
mechové ohebny
plémé se ti uhnizdilo
v kalendafi klidu
rozptyl uvézni
nespokojenost s vysledkem
tfetina prednasky zakofenéna v symbolu dolaru
soustredéni & Smouhy: udélej chybu
padaci dvere jsou pIné pasti
otevreni blbci vzlykaji
zCernaly Cenich
vetchy pirdt mava mecem
klaviry v blaté
bez priplachd kloktanim
proti slibnym ohridm
ulice je nejlepsi moznosti
vzdorujeme vSemu
¢emu je tfeba vzdorovat
zachvéni v rdznych hlasech
editovana paralyza
pfehnané to neomracujte,
znovu ozivte povyk
téZko se louska na chodniku
zatracena situace
vézi$ az po krk
zelenac [ bazinni olihen
kastrovana chromost
pokud mozno uviznout v louzi
méreni Utrzky & dychtivosti
jen ty, myj stary osle
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zatimco pokukujes, néco specifického
je Spatné v tvé
nasrat-na-to-vsechno kosti
do vysky praseciho chlivku
panorama neznecistuje nic
zadny mizerny Smejd
vortex pistéle
popévek na Spicce prstu
Sokovany ve snéhu na kole
paralympionik zapfeny do pedald
tak at
mrtvé husy
prilepeny k setrvacnosti fiditek
tvoje détinska kize
tvafi v tval moznym ¢aram
pycha kterou nepiekonas
dokud nevyskocis ze
ztracené nebo nalezené prazdnoty
bylo by lepsi byt obéznici
kdybychom komunikovali v UZasu
odpousténi ojedinélému,
drsnému zvifeckému bohu v otlu¢eném tylu
velere bez délostrelectva
bez néhy nebo polostinu
zalezi na tom, jak spadnes
Zivotje coje
ztraceni po stovkach / ztraceni po tisicich
Zivot obcas neni ani
zvlastni ten pad
chranény pred pletichami
co tito pratelé
bez starosti o to, co uz selhava
upoceni nicemové, ktefi preskakuji
nekrdza etiky
at se pfizpUsobi
tfesu polobotky
sbohem mdj drahy
vesty odolné zeugmatim
vycitky jen pro nékteré
stranky & stranky
prezvykané
bez néciho orgasmu v zrcadle
na povrchu vzdy zfi procesi
nezveliCujte ten smésny strach
protoze za to plati pravé mysl



proti lesténi, zelezné Celo
bohuzel ptaci zpévacdci na rostu
pfifazeni ke grilovani
albatrosi konecné vazné sami
ve skladu napadd
skutecna vichfice
smdla jiz pfifazena
k Satndm malichernosti
bez odpovédi odsud neodchazejte
ani neberte, co vas sem ptivedlo
neblaznéte
vyznacte kam saha maska
nejstarsi vraskou
podle studu na tvafi
pUvodné jste méli studovat baziny
lekce zakazaného otce
podfuk
dobfe to znate
jednou nohou tady & druhou tamhle
kdyz o tom mluvime
véfte nebo ne, v neslusnych horach
smysleni pavouci nejsou pro dobro véci
doufejme, Ze se to stava jen
tém nejlepsSim
karneval impotence
strucné stany [ zbabélé Uspéchy
muz tu pro¢muchava
odvazny pas padu
zatizeny drobnostmi svéta
naznaduje tangentni
vyjimecné ruce
néci kapsy zcela napadené

preklad Jaromir Moravec
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PAM BROWN

pressure’s on (six mini double sonnets)

memory seafoam
a big surprise
lose balance

rug burn

mirror crash

car engine runs
airconon

soft pat cheeks
emit fuel price
double click

to hide white space
pandorea pandorana
caterpillar poo
looks like

pepper corns
breezes neglect
arrival

breasts sweat
brain dulls

crab spanners
hitch a socket
casta rampart
heaven’s footpath
paved rare earth
out of sorts
famously venal
&gay like
corona & lemon

memory seafoam

best for mettle

bring your device
pressure’s on

under what influence
samuel taylor coleridge
unremarkable couplet
typical hypertext
xanadu pleasure dome
neat piles of books

a certain naivety

what do stars

smell like

playing it cool
bus to beach
antenna birds
dart & flit

let's forget
tremendous pain
take your time
bizarre love triangle
looking

is not vanishing
a privileged life
saving daylight

a hank of beads
czech cut glass
shiny facets

memory seafoam
so much so
anti-mentor
thematic arrangement
model distance
middle distance

no criterion

of correctness

never forget

english spinach
meltdown garlic
not making sense
critiquing backwards
nostalgic block

stall the engine
computer program
double em ee

didn’t mean
anything by it
cybernetic powers
out-do freedom
organised crims
patrol the nurseries
there are transitions
you might imagine
mutable music
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whistles through
& now we know

memory seafoam
apologies

flap out of trees
mithu’s restaurant
calls for oxygen
juxtaposition

time & continuity
results inestimable
drawing a duck

on the georges river
someone’s saying
something to someone
can thinking work
nothing connects
sludgy ponds
government funded
six twenty eights
equals one hundred
& sixty eight

enter horror room
through absurd room
end up at
disintegration room
art transcends knife
makes a point

no solutions
sharing leftovers
end of side A

memory seafoam
hidden expectations
keen accomplice
no provocation
exercise yard

ecco runners
pressure’s on
straight to go
break & enter
wowser windows
petit bourgeois
sounds pretentious
grand bourgeois

vin rouge to you
you're up yourself
imagine people
who could only
think aloud

grasp a principle
plant some daisies
soothe a nerve
eat a pikelet
triumph tinged
with poignant emotion
add syrup
persuasive tears
let's not beat
about the bush

memory seafoam
cancel sense
cancel sentences
moral zealot

pot au feu
wording stew
public language
fuck what canon
academic lit
explain shadows
make a sign
then describe it
tie arock

round your block
& gojump

in the lake
(loveis

in the air)

done australian
none australian
nano australian
seen to be believed
so schmormal
straight line
single file

rules me out

but stood me

in good stead



tlak pdsobi (Sest mini dvojsonet()

pamétova péna more
velké prekvapeni
ztrata rovnovahy
popaleni od koberce
pad zrcadla

motor auta bézi
klimatizace zapnuta
mékké poplacani po tvafich
vyvolava cenu paliva
dvojitym kliknutim
se skryje bilé misto
pandorea pandorana
housendi bobky
vypadaji jako

Cerny pepf

vanky zanedbavaji
prijezd

prsa se poti

mozek otupuje

krabi francouzaky
zavésuji zasuvku
obsazuji val

nebesky chodnik
dlazdény vzacnou zeminou
mimo misu

slavné prodejny

& gay jako

corona s citronem

pamétova péna more
nejlepsi pro odhodlani
prineste si vlastni zafizeni
tlak pUsobi

pod jakym vlivem
samuel taylor coleridge
nemastny neslany kuplet
typicky hypertext

palac rozkosi v xanadu
Uhledné hromady knih
jista naivita

jak asi voni

hvézdy

délat jako Ze nic

autobus na plaz
antény ptakd

poletuji kolem

na tu obrovskou bolest
zapomenme
nespéchejte

bizarni milostny trojuhelnik
hledét

neni mizet
privilegovany zZivot
Uspora denniho svétla
koralky na Sndrce
Ceskeé brousené sklo
lesklé fazety

pamétova péna more
tolik ze

anti-mentor
tematické usporadani
modelova vzdalenost
stredni vzdalenost
zadné kritérium
spravnosti

nikdy nezapomen

na anglicky Spenat
rozpustény Cesnek

na to jak nedavas smysl
jak kritizuje$ pozpatku
nostalgicky blok
zastav motor
pocitaCovy program
dvojité EmE

tim prece

nic nemyslel
kybernetické sily
prekonaji svobodu
organizované zlociny
hlidaji skolky

jisté prechody

si predstavit Ize
proménliva hudba
hvizda skrz
ateduzvime
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pamétova péna more
omluvy

klapaji ze strom0
mithuova restaurace
vola po kysliku
juxtapozice

Casu a kontinuity
vysledky nedocenitelné
kreslit kachnu

na fece georges
nékdo nékomu

néco rika

m0ze snad mysleni fungovat

kalné rybniky
financované vladou
nic nespojuje

Sest krat dvacet osm
rovna se sto

Sedesat osm

vstoupit do mistnosti hrizy

pres mistnost absurdni
skoncit v

mistnosti rozpadu
uméni je dnes
vypointovanéjsi nez niz
ve sdileni zbytkd

zadné reseni neni
konec strany A

pamétova péna more
skrytd olekavani
horlivy komplic
zadna provokace
cvicisté

ecco bézci

tlak pUsobi

pfipraven vyrazit
vlomit se a proniknout
do wowser windows
petit bourgeois

zni nafoukané

grand bourgeois

dej sivin rouge

a dej si pohov

predstavte si lidi

co dokazou premyslet
jen nahlas

pochopit princip
zasadit sedmikrasky
uklidnit nerv

dat si Stiku

vitézstvi zabarvené
dojemnymi emocemi
pridat sirup
presvédcivé slzy
nebudeme prece chodit
kolem horké kase

pamétova péna more
zrusit smysl

zrusit véty

moralni horlivec

pot au feu

slovni gulas

vefejny jazyk

na kanon nasrat — ktery?
akademicka literatura
vysvétlit stiny

udélat znameni

pak ho popsat

privaz si kamen
kolem bloku

a jdi skodit

do jezera

(ve vzduchu

je laska)

Uplné australsky
nijak australsky

nano australsky
vidény, tedy uvéreny,
tak Smormalni
pfimka

jeden soubor

mé vylucuje

vSak nadale mi

stoji po boku.

preklad David Vichnar
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PAULO DA COSTA DOMINGOS
In the Shade of the Vertical Farm

the next day you're nothing
but a vague idea

on the vague empty
horizon

someone told them: go there

& destroy the homes,

the families — with phone calls; & we

have the great advantage of:

not believing: in homes or families,

only: in the telluric force,

Sun, & Moon... in the orbs; & in the vineyard
conquered from the volcano's crater

they brought their million petals
& now the border
is the Great Wall of Blood

stealth, in the opacity when the night
closes in & the black oyster shell
burrows into the ice, in the sands,
devoid of scent: a paleo-graphic
bomb

itis, above all, the name
that disappears
in the shrapnel

let us weep, in the rain,
on our knees

with the landscape scratched
on the carriage window

all the burned seeds

on the fulminating side
await the moment

of the final push:

we flee, we flee with
hot heads in fear

31



& the scribbled landscape
on the carriage window

& the eye probes, reconstructs, compares
shells, pebbles, little pieces of bones

barefoot | decipher triggers,

the fury of the storm in the snow,
the faint trail until where:

don’t shoot, don’t shoot

a fraction of a second’s peace
between —zut! — two bursts

in the fabric of the text, where:
the yellow jockey races

on his ball

splattered with

the cracks in the centre of gravity
release a gentle chant:

they say: war is the on-going

of ideological slavery

by other means —me in my pyjamas,
going insane in the middle: of the street;
with you asking me for syntax

& hope

here is a dialect

that flees neo-imperialism

with a plastic bag

for the scarce belongings

& eyes closed

to the metonymy of life,

as if that were an act

of the game in damnation: an X-act
for lesser cruelties

azure field, what are you doing here?
meanwhile, the noise-engineers

with plenty of dynamite

split open the vulvas of mixing tables:
wounded, the wheat abandons us: mute,
departing towards the inside-out
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full of grace..., one could hear in the tired
meows; if I'm not mistaken, this was once
my pain

when we mocked everything
without hurting ourselves, without falling
from the tree remembering wishes

dispatches flow like blood in a blow whose
crooked suture indicates, in embers,

the howl of steel;

the volunteers held them to their chests:
all: the volunteers...: in the open wound

come & see: the bomb's bed

(a shroud of excrement),

the burnt passport, the knot in haemo
dialysis, the moist ash of snow

no one was prepared for eviction,

hiding among the dead, hatred in the heart
for no one in particular, white,

genuinely similar & poor

in understanding or comprehension:

| hesitate, we hesitate, one hesitates

to hide under the light of death

in silence she holds
fallen torsos in her eyes, the librarian
of crumbs, with her broken perfume
bottle in her pocket

in the abode of fear

& the sight probes, reconstructs, compares
capsules, triggers, little pieces of

journey to archaic survival,

to the adventure of conquering a crust,

they no longer remember how the circumstance
tore dreams or divorce papers

in the haunting of the forbidden light
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the errand boys of Contempt
put all their care into transporting
the fresh dung of Violence

the carbon dogs

have lost fur & skin,
but their black teeth
still grip the wing:
loose from the missile

translated by Interior Ministry

Ve stinu vertikalni farmy"

druhého dne nejsi nic
nez nejasna myslenka
na nejasném prazdném
horizontu

nékdo jim fekl: jdéte tam

& znicte ty domovy,
rodiny — telefonaty; & my

mame tu velkou vyhodu:

neviru: v domovy i rodiny,

jen: v telurickou siluy,

Slunce, & Mésic... v télesa; & ve vinici
vydobytou z krateru sopky

prinesli milion svych okvétnich listk
& tedje hranice
Velkou krvavou zdi

tajnost, v neprihlednosti nastavajici
noci & Cerné Ustricné lastury
zavrtavajici se do ledu, v piskuy,
zbavena pachu: paleograficka
bomba

je to, predevsim, jméno

které zmizi
ve Srapnelu
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pla¢me, v desti
na kolenou

s krajinou naskrabanou
na okno vozu

vSechna spalend semena
na h¥imajici strané
ocekavaji okamzik
posledni ofenzivy:

prchame, prchame s
horkymi hlavami ve strachu
& s na¢maranou krajinou
na okné vozu

& a oko zkoumg, rekonstruuje, porovnava
lastury, oblazky, kousicky kosti

bos lustim spousté,
hnév boure ve snéhu,
nejasna stezka dokud:
nestfilejte, nestfilejte

zlomek vtefiny miru

mezi — zut! — dvéma pristrely
v latce textu, kde:

zluté Zokejské zavody

na jeho mici

postrikané

trhlinami ve stfedu gravitace
vypousti nézny pokiik:

fikaji: valka je pribéh
ideologického otroctvi

jinymi prostfedky — ja v pyzamu,
Silim uprostred: ulice;

& ty mé z3das o syntax

& nadéji

zde je dialekt

ktery prcha z neoimperialismu
s igelitovou taskou

na svUj proridly majetek

& s ofima zavienyma

pred metonymii Zivota,
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jako kdyby to byl tah
hry v zatraceni: tah X
pro mensi krutosti

azurové pole, co tady délas?
mezitim, technici hluku

s dostatkem dynamitu

roztrhavaji vulvy mixaznich pultd:
ranéna, pSenice nas opousti: tichg,
vyrazi smérem k naruby

milosti pIna..., v unaveném mrioukani Slo
slyset; jestli se nemylim, toto byla kdysi
ma bolest

kdyz jsme se posmivali viemu
aniz bychom si ublizili, bez padu
ze stromu pfi vzpomince na prani

zpravy proudi jako krev v rané, jejiz
zkfivené sesiti naznacuje, v uhlicich,
kvileni ocelj;

dobrovolnici je svirali na hrudi:

vsichni: dobrovolnici...: v oteviené rané

pojdte & pohledte: loze bomby
(pokryvka z exkrementu),
spaleny pas, uzel na
hemodialyze, vihky popel snéhu

nikdo nebyl pfipraveny na vystéhovani,
schovavani se mezi mrtvymi, nenavist v srdci
pro nikoho urcitého, bila,

neli¢ené podobna & postradajici
porozuméni nebo pochopeni:

vaham, vahame, ¢lovék vaha

schovat se pod svétlem smrti

v tichosti svird

padlé torzo ve svych odich, knihovnice
drobkd, s rozbitou lahvickou

od parfému v kapse



v pfibytku strachu

& zrak zkouma, rekonstruuje, porovnava
kapsle, spousté, kousicky

cesty za archaickym prezitim,

za dobrodruzstvim dobyti Skraloupu,

uZ si nepamatuji jak ta okolnost
roztrhala sny nebo rozvodové formulare
za suzovani zakdzaného svétla

poslicci Opovrzeni
vénuji vSechnu svou pédi prepravé
Cerstvého hnoje Nasili

karbonovi psi
ztratili srst & kizi,
ale jejich cerné zuby
stale sviraji k¥idlo:
uvolnéné stielou

preklad Jaromir Moravec
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ONDREJ HRABAL

Basné

ani trosku

néktefi lidi

jsou trosku jako viden
vyhradit si ¢as
na vypiti kavy

Cetla papirové noviny a

jakoby se nic nedélo

néktefi lidi
jsou trosku jako viden

v.vs

to jsou mi nejoblibenéjsi

néco pobublava v hrnci
nic se nemusi plnit
staci  diky

nékteré lidi
nejde mit
ani trosku
nebo ztratit
jenom zpola

hladina

nestojime

nad tim
musime se neprehlizet
ve vani¢ce — s betonem

kdo by lovil ryby
kdyz je muska

nikdy jsem nevidél

topiciho se ¢lovéka

ale kdyz jsi vCera pfisla z prace

chtélo se mi nad nas nakreslit hladinu

full english

v louzich

destilovana pachut

anglicka snidané

— pavouci vejce rajska jablka na
kontinentu

mrholi
vSude je stejné

diky za nemoznost

jeteploa

rozpustna kava

v hrnku na espresso
autobusy jsou cizi
vypravi o mototechné
mrholi a

kulisy si hraji na scénar

kdyz klesné voda v fece
klesne voda ve studni

mozna bychom tusili co s tim
kdybychom védéli co se sebou

u soutoku rek

padla skrabala o dno
bylo by snazsi vystoupit
vést lod

taky uz byli pfesezeni
praskliny v trupu

podle mapy tam

méli davno byt

rakosy rezignované usychaly
nebezpedni nepratelé

39



vSichni maji hlavy na kdlech
nebo uz nejsou nebezpecni

proletél kolem nich racek
nic to neznamenalo
aikdyby

u soutoku fek

byvalo popravisté

poznali to

protoze kdyz tudy proplouvali
méli uz jen chut

odlozit si hlavy

do proudu

ambice

méli jsme prvni zkusit postavit zidku
nez jsme se pustili do stavby véze

myslel jsem Ze ndm dojde sila

ne ze se ndm zmatou jazyky

a budeme rozehnani po zemi

— zit za neprostupnymi hranicemi

vyhlasit valku

na zakladé podobnych zvuk{ a slov a
syntaktickych sromd vyristajicich
ztéze pldy ale

rozlicnych vét

vyhlasit valku a dalsi a
na kazdém jejim pocatku slova

sedélas u oblého kamene

serotonin

zablesky tance jako zablesky vystield
jako zablesky vybuchi

beaty jsou kobercové nalety

letmé doteky extaze

pad se zda nevyhnutelny —
stavéli jsme ddm na pisku

nase kotniky jeho chabé zaklady
vibrace basU testuji pevnost

parket je matrace na parketach
starého videnského bytu

skrz tvé pohledy vnimam ostreji
nez skrze mé unavené oCi

stroboskop nas tahne z tunelu

vvvvvv

jsme sami sobé bliz nez se da snést
tvoje viné je Ctvrta dimenze

tandis jak rotujici teserakt a ja se chci stat

kamerami — kazdym momentem
té snimat ze vSech Uhld
které povazujes za dUlezité

—chci ti samplovat whitmana —
opravdu cestovat stfihem

rafek virblu klepe jako psaci stroje
kdyz nezélezi na obsahu

v tom hluku se da fict cokoliv

dneska si nerozumime kvali prostredi
vSechno okolo je osvobozujici

— lidé se vibec nemusi smat

vzpominala jak jste si povidali na lesni cesté
praindoevropsky a radostné

—vypravél ti o tom jak voda pfisla do vesnice
pravé kdyz odlozili lopaty a starsi rozhodli

Ze budou hledat prameny jinde

vypravél ti bajky o mlaceni dobytka a irbisech
sonet za sonetem jako cihly

které jste jesté neuméli vypalit
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not even a bit

some people

are a little bit like vienna
setting time aside
to drink coffee

reading the printed newspaper &
like —— nothing —— was happening

some people
are a bit like vienna
they’re my favourite

something bubbling in the pot
nothing needs to be fulfilled
thank you it's enough

some people
you cannot have
even a bit

or lose

only halfway

water level

we're not standing

above it
we must not overlook ourselves
in a tub — of concrete

who would be fishing
if they're a fly themselves

I've never seen
a drowning man

but when you came home from work yesterday

| felt like drawing a water level above us

full english

in puddles

a distilled aftertaste

english breakfast

— spider eggs tomato apples
on

the continent

it's drizzling
everywhere’s the same

thanks for the impossibility

it's warm &

soluble coffee

in an espresso mug

buses are foreign

he talks about the mototecnic
it's drizzling &

the stage set pretends it's in the
script

with the water level in the river
dropping

also the water level in the well drops
we might have an idea what to do
about it

if we knew what to do with ourselves

at the confluence of rivers

paddles scraping the bottom

it would’ve been easier to get out
to carry the boat

they'd also been sitting long enough
cracks in the hull

according to the map they
should've long been there
reeds drying resignedly
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dangerous enemies
all their heads on stakes
or they're no longer dangerous

a seagull flew past them
it meant nothing
& even if

at the confluence of rivers

there used to be an execution ground
they recognised it

as when passing by

they just felt like

taking their heads off

letting them float on the current

ambition

first we should've tried to build a wall
before we started building the tower

I thought we'd run out of power

not that our tongues would get confused
& we'd be scattered across the land

— to live beyond impenetrable frontiers

to declare war

on the basis of similar sounds & words &
parse trees growing

from the same soil but

different sentences

to declare one war & another &
words at each of their beginnings

you sat by the rounded stone

remembering how you talked on the forest path

in proto-indoeuropean & joyfully

— he told you about how the water came to the village

just when they'd put down their shovels & the elders decided
they'd look for springs elsewhere

he told you fables about cattle threshings & snow leopards
sonnet after sonnet like bricks

you hadn't yet learned how to burn

42



serotonin

flashes of dance like flashes of gunshots
like flashes of explosions

beats are carpet raids

fleeting touches of ecstasy

the fall seems inevitable —

we were building a house on sand
our ankles its flimsy foundations
the bass vibrations test the solidity

the parquet is a mattress on parquet

of an old viennese apartment

through your gaze | perceive more acutely
than through my own tired eyes

the strobe pulls us out of the tunnel

we're life that's closest to the night sky
we're closer to ourselves than can be borne
your scent is the fourth dimension

you dance like a rotating tesseract & | want to become
the cameras — in every moment

capturing you from every angle

which you deem important

— I want to sample some whitman for you —

to really travel through the editing

the rim of the snare drum knocks like a typewriter
when the content doesn’t matter

you can say anything in the noise

we don't get along today because of the surroundings
everything around us is liberating

— people have no obligation to laugh whatsoever

translated by David Vichnar
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TREVOR JOYCE

Conspiracy

(a sequence of 144 twelve-line poems, written May 18 to July 10, 2020)

34 May 26

at the base of the tongue
several coaches in distinct
majesty lolling

where it is cold

gagged & blinded
collapsed accessories
clash with the newer
garden varieties
screaming in darkness
upset vessels of milk
otherwise unhurried

in their approach

35
it is fair to say that

little is known
concerning the action of
toxic agents

offering superior odds
combined with assurance of
sizeable damages
against the prevalence
of bad actors

putting out agreed lines
when sightseeing

offers most benefit

36

should suffocation be threatened

absent full scrutiny

of the yellow staining
focused on matters of process
such shoddy facilities

have nothing to offer

bar loss of blood

under a course of mercury
overspilling its banks

while he was observed fleeing
the eventual trial

salivating violently

37
next we come to

most possession hearings
where public adherence to
fitful treasures

sitting or kneeling on the floor
almost useless as obstacles
will have to file & serve

a vivid avarice

of the bridge members
gleaming in oblique

fire protected by gabions
could never have been

38

watching video

of her episodes among the
only people

with no memory of events
since fever broke
aggrieved & fragile
inserting himself into the plot
ardently anticipated
picture-perfect views
launched along a rope-way
the easier to extract

the enflamed gland

39
this abrupt deus ex machina

is up there with

bamboozling codgers at cards
beside the minor arteries
middle managers congregate
to flush

deliberated wisdom

of a positive variety

drowned out by alarm-calls
caught on the fly

among the optimized

& angry timber

45



46

40
the demand for clarity

will resume trading

given the distraction
nature reserves

for the ravers among us
mouthing pleasantries

he blocked his ears

in a social bubble
alongside breathless
songbirds in their luminous
nesting quarters

at the heart of the fire

41
who is it that was dreaming
he inquired

checking for trapped ideas
ambition slipped

from one face to another
eager to sell the project
teaches you how to

respond in difficult situations
with consciousness fighting
an unavailing battle

hoping to reunite it

with its loving owner

42
zeal for obscurity

is valued in the drone

as the entire edifice

shakes apart

in localized tremors
oscillating amusingly

the heads of zoo exhibits

nod in unison

with provocative architecture
in an occupation level

geared for failure

under rule of law

43 May 27
siphoning sugars

to some higher powers
rots upright metals

by design

concrete collisions
buckle long times

into vestigial enterprise
her perfect form

is a rich seam

boosted by forced
decisions not to act
are kind of empty

44
instinctive aversion to

a glancing blow
levered from bone

by scarlet out of deep
to the veiled canticular
stone janitors

their betters exercised
at velvet policies

the marshalled flame occludes
all known exits

so a lightweight care
can host

45
it is difficult to say

how in the sleeves

of the presumed addict
hypervelocity impacts
competing risks

are otherwise shielded by
attention-seeking mistakes
on the map where
orchards & running water
vent loss of precision

on suppressed laughter
envisioning upheaval
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vicissitudes they call them
combing thin air

for cryptoexplosion structures
affected by grief

perplexing sunlight

fell off the bed

along the same road
unable to imagine
scalene surfaces

the gates of paradise
undone by crystals

a final gazelle

Spiknuti

(fada 144 dvanactiverSovych basni; psano od 18. kvétna do 10. Cervence 2020)

34 26. kvétna
na kofeni jazyka

nékolik koc¢ard v nesporném
majestatu lenosi tam

kde je zima

s roubikem v Ustech a oslepené
popadané prislusenstvi

se stfetava s novéjSimi
zahradnimi odrddami

krik ve tmé

prevracené nadoby s mlékem
v jejich pfistupu

jinak nespéchavé

35

Ize opravnéné fici, ze

toho vime jen malo

pokud jde o pUsobeni
jedovatych latek

skytajicich vynikajici vyhlidky
ve spojeni se zajisténim
znacné skody

proti prevaze

Spatnych herc0

jiz recituji schvalené repliky
kdyz pfitom nejvétsi vyhody
skyta prohlidka pamatek

36

pokud by snad hrozilo uduseni
pfi vynechani celkové prohlidky
Zlutého zbarveni

zaméreného na procesni zalezitosti
takovato Supacka prisluSenstvi
nebudou mit co nabidnout

krom ztraty krve

pod vrstvou rtuti

co se vyléva z breh{

zatimco u néj bylo pfi Utéku

pred pfipadnym soudnim procesem
pozorovano prudkeé slintani

37
dale se dostavame k

vétsiné slySeni o drzeni

kde verejné Ipéni

na neklidnych pokladech
vsedé nebo vklece na podlaze
jako prekazky témér nepouzitelnych
se bude muset poddat a slouzit
zivé chamtivosti

mostnich prvkd

lesknouci se v Sikmém

pozaru chranéném gabiony

co nikdy nemohl byt

38

pfi sledovani videa

jejich epizod mezi
jedinymi lidmi

bez vzpominek na udalosti
od vypuknuti horecky

se ublizeny a kfehky
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vlozi do déje

s napétim ocekavany
dokonale vyhlédnuty
vypustény po lanové draze
aby tim snadnéji slo vyjmout
zanicenou zlazu

39
tento nahly deus ex machina

je tam nahofe spolu

s paprdy, co fixluji v kartach
vedle drobnych tepen

se shromazduji stredni manazefi
k tomu aby splachnuli

uvazena moudra

pozitivniho druhu

prehlusend poplasnymi signaly
zachycenymi v pohybu
vprostied optimalizovaného

a rozzlobeného dreva

40
pozadavek jasnosti

obnovi obchod

vzhledem k rozptyleni

které pfiroda vyhrazuje

pro bufi¢e mezi nami

pri zdvofilostnich projevech

si zacpaval usi

v socialni bubliné

vedle bezdechych

zpévnych ptakd v osvétlenych
ubikacich k hnizdéni

v samém srdci pozaru

41
kdo nam to tu snil

zeptal se

ohledné uvéznénych napadl
ambice klouzala

z jedné tvare na druhou
horlivych projekt prodat

ono vas to uz naudi, jak

se chovat v obtiznych situacich
s védomim bojujicim

bitvu pfedem prohranou
v nadéji, Ze ho opét spoji
s milujicim majitelem

42
horlivost pro nejasnost

se vtom lomozu ceni

kdyz se celd stavba

otfesy rozpada

pfi lokalnich zachvévech
zabavné kmitajicich

hlavy exponatd v zoo
svorné prikyvuji

s provokativni architekturou
na urovni obsazeni
pfizpUsobené selhani

v ramci pravniho statu

43 27. kvétna
odcerpavani cukrd

k néjakym vysSim mocim
rozklada vzptimené kovy
uZ z podstaty véci
betonové kolize

spinaji dlouhé casy

do zbytkového podniku
jeji dokonald forma

je bohatou zilou
posilenou nucenymi
rozhodnutimi nejednat
jsou tak trochu prazdné

44
instinktivni odpor vGci
letmému Uderu
vypacenému od kosti
Sarlatovou barvou z hloubi

k zahalenym chvalozpévnym
kamennym udrzbardim
jejich nadfizeni vyuceni

v sametovych politikach
usporadany plamen zakryva
vsechny zndmé vychody
takze staci zlehka pecovat

a mzes hostit
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je tézké fict 46

jaky vliv v rukavech nahodilosti, tak jim fikaji
domnélého zavislého jak procesavaji fidky vzduch
ma nadmérna rychlost a hledaji kryptoexplozni struktury
na konkurendni rizika zasazené zarmutkem

jinak chranéna matouci slunecni svétlo
chybami la¢nicimi po pozornosti po padu z postele

na mapé, kde natéze cesté

sady a tekouci voda neschopen predstavit si
ventiluji ztratu presnosti skalenové plochy

na potlacovaném smichu brany raje

jenz pfedvida ottesy rozvracené pomoci krystal

posledni gazelu

preklad David Vichnar

1sal
0 Sal ¢«
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RADOStAW JURCZAK
Poems

Elon Musk Dies on Mars (for Ana Adamowicz)

There's no pain, there's the light of sympathetic LEDs.
And hours of gazing through an armoured window
which is like watching Netflix in separate rooms,

one room is green, the other red, with no door from red
to green. It's beautiful, the way so many things are missing.
There’s no pain. There’s the light of sympathetic LEDs,

& there’s a murmur. The transmission wheedles. It's Earth. Your Earth,
except there’s no Earth: there’s a view of Earth
like watching Netflix in separate rooms,

with the same pair of eyes (while all eyes on Earth
are looking at you. And what they see is: peace,
with no pain.) There’s the light of sympathetic LEDs

a gesture. An airlock release. A dutiful drip.
Molecules pass through the cell membrane as if through an armoured window
(like millions of Netflix streams in separate rooms)

& now the flowered cool muslin & the ribboned snoods are bootless
along with the mars twitter transmission & the rocket that silver tube
there is no pain anywhere there’s the light of sympathetic leds

like watching netflix in separate rooms.

Elon Musk honours the colonists (for Janek Rojewski)

Whoever’s going to trade in water or silicon ore
as butch & archaic as natural gas or gold
all huddled together on this tiny red dot as if around a camp fire

caught by a lens as if by a probe & beamed down to earth
like samples of Martian rock that wait in neat rows.
Whoever’s going to trade in water & silicon ore

& is granted extended & flexible credit
like a pair of wings or a sail, stronger & bigger than earth,
all close together on this small red dot as if around a camp fire
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rewarded with specie as uncountable as galaxies
they wait in an orderly queue, & listen to chirruping drones
all butch & archaic. As with natural gas or gold

unknown on earth for a long long time: with names like animal breeds
extinct a century ago, with faces like the conquistadors
all huddled together on this cold red dot as if round the seat of a fire.

Equipped with guns & dollars, they wait in an orderly line,
whoever’s going to trade in water or silicon ore:

all butch & archaic as natural gas or gold,

all huddled together on this tiny red dot as if at the heart of a fire.

Elegy for the Department of Game Theory & Social Mathematics at the
University of Warsaw

Spam is the order of things & will kill us all one day
if we don’t build up our defences. Out of cardboard boxes under Hala Banacha

random Vietnamese are selling calculators
(there are random processes as well: when you are a Vietnamese kid

in a trashy Vietnamese t-shirt with an uncle who is a mathematician
or when you are that uncle: sending home money

& emails as neutral as oxygen) & you need to know this on top:
how much you could earn with all these calculators

being a Vietnamese kid (but you don’t know: don’t know how to be that kid
& know nothing about numbers yet you sell your calculators

every day at the metro exit casting your leaflets on to the ground
as an offering to the gods of the underworld because who the fuck

would read them in Polish). So the old statistician dreams he’s a thin slice of
oxygen or dreams that he’s his very own model: vast are the rice fields

& sunlit the villages: but nobody knows about this:
& under the ground every single blade of rice is calculating profit & loss
(so just let be this profit & loss). And on every single atom of oxygen

there are tiny little betting chips (if you breathe in quickly enough, that is).

stretto
Spam is the order of things & if it doesn’t make us stronger
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we will understand it eventually. Out of cardboard boxes under Hala Banacha
they are selling calculators DerTod ist ein Statistiker
aus Vietnam (& air is held together by one atom of oxygen).

b/
after Dylan Thomas

And death shall have no dominion over us,

the naked & the dead & the living alike

with stars adorning our feet & elbows

& memes adorning our feet & elbows, & also

Pusheen cats there on feet & elbows, as well as

lights, the blue light of tablets, monitors,

smartphones, the golden light of screens with blue
filters, our eyes widening to the light of YouTube watched in bed
at night, the steady flicker of light from computer games
on buses home from work, & death shall have

no dominion over us,

& all the Japanese fourteen year olds on Tumblr & all

the forty seven year old Latvian train mechanics watching them

will be wearing stars at their feet & elbows,

& the four million anons from 4chan dreaming of O seasons, O castles,

& completely alien rainbows & ever more powerful graphic cards

will wear stars at their feet & elbows, & death shall have no dominion over
us

the light will fill everything, it will flood, it will clog up all 1024 Pornhub server
rooms, all 2048 YouTube server rooms, turn every execution video into a
random ultra-HD cat video, every Jordan Peterson video

into an eleven-hour cover of Frank Sinatra on hollowed-out sweet potatoes
it will fill & flood with light

& death shall have no dominion over us,

& all the round-the-clock transmissions of mango-breadcrumbing marathons
will be utterly transformed,

all the middle managers & managers-in-chief with Skype printed under their
eyelids, all dead & hairless as memes, will be covered with light, & filled

with light, their hands & feet glowing with light, there will be no blue filters
any more, & death shall have no dominion over us,

& death shall have no dominion over us,
& death shall have no dominion over us,
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Basneé

Elon Musk umira na Marsu (Ané Adamowiczové)

Neni tu bolest, je tu svétlo pfijemnych LEDek.
A hodiny pozorovani pfes opancérované okno,
coz je jako divat se na Netflix v oddélenych mistnostech,

jedna mistnost je zelend, druha Cervena, bez dvefi mezi ¢ervenou
a zelenou. Jaka krasa, kolik véci chybi.
Neni tu bolest. Je tu svétlo prijemnych LEDek,

a je tu mumlani. Pfenos loudi. Je to Zemé. Vase Zemé,
aznato, ze tu Zadna Zemé neni: je tu pohled na Zemi
jako divat se na Netflix v oddélenych mistnostech,

tymz parem oci (zatimco vsechny oci na Zemi
se upiraji k tobé. A vidi tohle: mir,
bez bolesti.) Je tu svétlo prijemnych LEDek

gesto. Uvolnéni pretlakové komory. Radna kapka.
Molekuly prochazeji buné¢nou membranou jako pancéfovanym oknem
(jako milidny Netflixovych stream0 v oddélenych mistnostech)

a nyni jsou chladivy muselin s kvétovanym vzorem a opentlovana sitka na vlasy bosé
spolu s Martanskym pfenosem twitteru a raketou, tou stfibrnou rourou

tam kde sviti pfijemné LEDky, neni bolest

jako divat se na netflix v oddélenych mistnostech.

Elon Musk vyznamenava kolonizatory (Jankovi Rojewskému)

Kdo se asi tak chysta sménovat vodu nebo kiemikovou rudu
tak drsnou a archaickou jako zemni plyn nebo zlato
to vSe namackané na té drobné Cervené tedce jako v srdci pozaru

zachycené Cockou, jako by to byla sonda, a vysilané dold k zemi
coby vzorky martanskych kamend, co ¢ekaji v Uhlednych fadach.
Kdo se asi tak chysta sménovat vodu nebo kfemikovou rudu

a dostane darem prodlouzeny a pruzny kredit

jako par k¥idel nebo plachty, silnéjsi a vétsi nez zemé,
to vse vtésnané na této malé cervené tecce jako v oku pozaru,
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odménéni drobnymi mincemi nes¢etnymi jako galaxie
Cekaji ve spofadané fadé a poslouchaji Svitotici drony
drsné a archaické. Jako se zemnim plynem nebo zlatem

na zemi nezndmym predlouhou dobu: se jmény jako druhy ptakd
vyhynulymi pted sto lety, s tvafemi jako conquistadofi
to vSe namackané na této studené Cervené tecce jako v oku pozaru.

Vybaveni zbranémi a dolary cekaji zpdsobné v fadé,

kdo se asi tak chysta sménovat vodu nebo kiemikovou rudu:

celou drsnou a archaickou jako zemni plyn nebo zlato,

to vSe namackané na této drobné cervené tecce jako v srdci pozaru.

Elegie pro Katedru teorie her a socialni matematiky na Varsavské univerzité

Thou shalt not sit

With statisticians nor commit
A social science.

W.H. Auden

Spam je nastolenym fadem a jednou nas vSechny zabije
pokud nevztycime obrany. Z karténovych krabic pod Halou Banacha

nahodniVietnamci prodavaji kalkulacky
(s tim souvisi i nahodilé procesy: kdyz jsi malé Vietnamce

v osuntélém vietnamském triku a za strycka mas matematika
nebo kdyz tim stryckem ses ty: posilas dom0 penize

a emaily neutralni jako kyslik) a jesté k tomu potrebujes védét tohle:
kolik bys na vSech téch kalkulackach mohl trhnout

jako malé Vietnamce (ale nevis: nevis, jak byt tim déckem
a nevis nic o ¢islech, ale dal prodavas kalkulacky

dennodenné u vylezu z metra rozhazujes po zemi ty svoje letaky
jako obét bohUm podsvéti, protoze kdo by je do prdele

Cetl polsky). A tak ten stary statistik sni o tom, jak je tenkym krajicem
kysliku a zda se mu, Ze je sam sobé modelem: rozlehly jako ryZova pole

a svétlem zalité vesnice: ale o tom nikdo nevi:
a pod zemi kazdy jednotlivy srpek ryze podita zisk a ztratu
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(necht jde o zisk a ztratu). A na kazdém jednotlivém atomu kysliku
jsou titérné sazkarské zetony (tedy pokud dychas dost rychle).

stretto

Spam je nastolenym fadem a pokud nas neposili

jednou mu porozumime. Z karténovych krabic pod Halou Banacha
prodavaji kalkulacky DerTod ist ein Statistiker

aus Vietnam (a vzduch drzi pohromadé jeden atom kysliku).

b/
podle Dylana Thomase

A smrt, necht nad nami nema zadnou moc,

nad nahymi a mrtvymi a zivymi stejné tak

s hvézdami zdobicimi nase chodidla a lokty

s memy zdobicimi nade chodidla a lokty, a také

kodicky Pusheen na nasich chodidlech a loktech, stejné jako
svétla, modré svétlo tabletd, monitorg,

smartphony, zlaté svétlo obrazovek s modrymi

filtry, oli se ndm rozsituji podle svétla Youtube pozorovaného v posteli
pozdé v noci, staly blikot svétla pocitacovych her

v autobusech dom0 z prace, a smrt, necht nad ndmi

nema zadnou moc,

a vsichni ti ¢trnactileti Japonci na Tumblr a vSichni

ti sedmactyficetileti vlakovi mechanici z Litvy, co je sleduji

ponesou hvézdy na chodidlech a loktech,

a ¢tyfi miliony anond a 4chanu snici o O doby, 6 hrady

a Uplné cizich duhach, a jesté vykonnéjsich grafickych kartach

ponesou hvézdy na chodidlech a loktech, a smrt, necht nad ndmi nema zadnou moc,

svétlo vse vyplni, zaplavi, ucpe Pornhubu vSech 1024 datovych

center, YouTubu vSech 2048 datovych center, udéla ze vSech videi poprav
nahodné ultra-HD video s koci¢kami, z kazdého videa Jordana Petersona
jedenactihodinovy cover Franka Sinatry na vydlabané bataty

zaplni a zaplavi to svétlem

a smrt, necht nad nami nema zadnou moc,

a vSechny ustavicné prenosy maratond ve strouhani manga

budou zcela preménény,

vSichni stfedni manazefi a vedouci manazefi se Skypem vtisknutym pod

ocnimi vicky, vSechny mrtvé a holé memy, budou zaplaveny svétlem, a naplnény
svétlem, ruce a chodidla jim budou svitit, nebudou zadné modré filtry,

Uz ne, a smrt nad nami nebude mit Zadnou moc,
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a smrt nad nami nebude mit Zzadnou moc,
a smrt nad nami nebude mit Zzadnou moc,

preklad Jan Kostohryz & David Vichnar
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FILIP KLEGA
Basneé

Listy

Na zahradce délam sbirku
Nezdlezi jestli Morava nebo Francie
listy jsou vSude stejné

Jediné francouzské slovo

€O zndm

je cabernet sauvignon
Opakuju to porad dokola

az mi to fikaji misto dobré rano

Opakuju to porad dokola
a v rukou mam jen merlot a pinot noir

Opakuju to porad dokola

Na zahradce délam sbirku
Listy do sacku a spalit
Cabernet sauvignon a dobré rano

Optimisti se uci anglicky

pesimisti rusky

my jedeme do Prahy Cist basné
a krast

Jsem skeptik

ovladam tfi evropské reci

mam tisice fanouskd

a Slohnul jsem Cesnek
Kdybych nebyl my

tak bych nas vyfotil

V Polsku padla vlastizradna vlada

Slovensko se drzi

jako Madarsko

U nas se schyluje k lepsimu
Ja se radsi nékde schovam
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a pockam

az to nékdo vybojuje
pro mé

zamé

Rekni dablovi ano
Petru Minarikovi

Kdyby k nam ke stolu pfisel dabel
a ja bych si moh vybrat kdo umre
byl by to Putin

Svoji dusi bych vyménil
za jeho pohteb

Ale kdybych si moh vybrat koho zabit
tak by to byl LukaSenko

Duse za Putina
Pro Lukasenka kulka

Peklo

Nevim jak to tam vypada

ale je jasné ze to tam smrdi sirou
je vedro nebo zima

fronta na pivo nekonecna

a ze vSech reprakd

nahlas

vSude

furt

hraje radio Impuls

Jdu na gulasek

Byl to dobry den

Rano jsem viechny vytrolil

napsal jednu dobrou basen

a Sel na gulasek

Pak jsem az do vecera nemél co délat
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Kazdy den

Vsechno je v prdeli
Noviny nelzou
Lodé na brnénské prehradé jedenactkrat obkrouzily zem

Nezamilujes se dvakrat do stejné Nely

Nékde mezi

syp to!

naval!

davaj!

to probéhlo

puc mi klice!
nemas filtr?

polity koberce

a kde je ta koralka?

Asi na nas zavolam policajty
protoZze uz to trochu prehanime

A na konci chodby
Na konci chodby je

Pratelé
toto je Zambre]

XXX

Vrak tvych pocitl se posunul
Nadrazi prohodilo par slov
Néco jako

| dnes to stalo za to

Pak opustilo stanici

V rakvich se pry lezi suse
Vstupuje se do nich jako do bot
Mezitim se nékdo nékam dostal
V poradku a véas

Reklamnimu poutaci bezduse sdélil
Vcera to bylo taky dobry
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Bad Romans

je to tom jak potlaciliillyrické povstani nékdy ve tfetim stoleti
jo je mitojasny

Krouti hlavou

Lady Haha

v charkovském Albertu a rika

Bad Romance

Mate tady stejné blby playlist jako na Marsu

(vSe psano ukrajinskou azbukou)

1l

Tak uz ses rozhodI?

Tak ses uz rozhodI?

Tak rozhodl ses uz?

Uz ses tak rozhodl.

Rozhodl uz ses tak:

Tak uz ses rozhodl.

Uz rozhodl ses tak.

Tak ses uz rozhodl!

Rozhodl tak ses uz

Tak rozhodl ses uz

Ses rozhodl uz tak

Rozhodl uz tak ses

Uz tak rozhodl ses

Tak rozhodl tak uz rozhodl tak ses

Rozhodl uz rozhodl tak rozhodl ses tak rozhodl ses tak rozhodl rozhod
Rozhdl ss tk ses rozhod uz 7 rzhdl zdh rh z dzh rhdz dzhr tk a s set the z h ro t rzh rzh
rzh o od od od od do do do odo od do od do od 0 0 d 0o do do do rzhdl s s ta k t z tak
TAK

TKTKTK

tak see tak se ses

Ses uz tak rozhodl tak ses uz

Tak sem se

Tak uz ses tak rozhodl
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Poems
Leaves

I'm making a collection in the garden
No matter whether Moravia or France
leaves are the same everywhere

The only French word

| know

is cabernet sauvignon

| keep saying it over & over again

until they wish me it instead of good morning

| keep saying it over & over
nothing but merlot & pinot noir in my hands

| keep saying it over & over again

I'm making a collection in the garden
Putting the leaves in a bag & burning them
Cabernet sauvignon & good morning

Optimists learn English

pessimists learn Russian

we're going to Prague to read poems
& steal

I'm a sceptic

| know three European languages
I've got thousands of fans

& | stole some garlic

If | wasn't us

I would take a picture of us

A traitorous government has resigned in Poland

Slovakia is holding on

like Hungary

This country is on the mend
I'd better hide somewhere
& wait

for someone to fight it out
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for all
| care

Say yes to the devil
For Petr Minarik

If the devil came to our table
& | could choose who dies
it would be Putin

I'd trade my soul
for his funeral

But if | could choose who to kill
it would be Lukashenko

A soul for Putin
A bullet for Lukashenko

Hell

I've no idea what it looks like there
but it sure smells like sulphur.

It's hot or cold

the beer queue is endless

& blaring from all

the loudspeakers

everywhere

all the time

is Bad Song Radio

I'm going out to enjoy some goulash

It was a good day

[ trolled everyone in the morning

wrote one good poem

& went out to enjoy some goulash

Then | didn't have anything to do until the evening
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Every day

Everything’s fucked
Newspapers aren’t lying
Boats on the Brno dam have circled the earth eleven times

You don‘t fall in love with the same Nela twice.

Somewhere between
hurry!

give it!

gimme!

it got done

gimme keys!

got a filter?

stained carpets

& where's the liquor?

Guess I'm gonna call the cops on us
cause we're going a little overboard

And at the end of the hallway
At the end of the hallway there’s

Friends
This is what a jambrew is

LG

Bad Romans
it's all about how they squashed the lllyrian rebellion sometime in the third century
yeah, | get it

She shakes her head

Lady Haha

in a Kharkov Albert & says

Bad Romance

Your playlist here is as sucky as the one on Mars.

(all written in Ukrainian Cyrillic)

65



XXX

Your emotional wreckage has shifted
The train station has uttered a few words
Something like

Even today was worth it

Then it departed from the stop

They say in coffins they lie dry
They're entered like shoes

In the meantime, somebody’s arrived somewhere
All right & on time

Mindlessly, he told the advertising banner
Yesterday was good too

1l

So, you have made a decision already?
So, you have already made a decision?
Made a decision already, have you?
So, you have made a decision already.
Already, so, you have made a decision:
Made a decision already you have, so.
You have made a decision already, so.
You have already made a decision, so!
So, made a decision you have already.
A decision you have already made, so.
A decision already made, so.

So, made a decision already you have.
Already made a decision, you have, so.
Made a decision so made a decision

A decision made a decision you have a decision already a decision so a decision you

have a decision a decision

So hv md dcsn Ird a decision already dcsn Ird hv md hv md dc sn Ir dhv md dcsn desn
Dcsn o you ae ae a eiio aeay 0 ae ae eiio aeay aeayeloaeaysososoa

HAVE MADE

HV MD HV MD

so you so have

Made a decision already so a decision
So decision you have already made
You have already made a decision, so
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JARED MARCEL POLLEN
The Memory Tape

The video shows an old man standing on a balcony. He's wearing one of those black
karakul caps & a double-breasted coat with fur collars. He holds his hand up in the way
dictators do, stiff & unflinching the way his statues do. The video warbles & skips, like an
old VHS that’s been taped over endlessly. It's got that warm, fuzzy look. A blurry ribbon
runs along the bottom. Thousands are jammed into the square below him, ringed by
palaces & neo-classical kitsch. They're holding red banners & photographs of the old man
from decades ago—the old man as a young man—the same black-&-white face. There's
a swell of Hurrahs! from the front lines, from supporters performing their choreographed
chorus. Because of the video's resolution it's hard to make out anyone individually. There
are only shapes & faces, massed like mosaic tiles on this cold European morning.

It's like an old socialist realist painting, she thinks.

He barely gets to speak before it happens. There’s a sound of screaming. The old man'’s
face drops. The look is unforgettable. People are running around the balcony behind him.
The camera shakes. “Come inside” someone tells him. "An earthquake?” He's looking at
something the viewer can’t see. "Somebody’s shooting.” The howls multiply & climb & he
holds his hand up again to try to pacify the crowd.

All he can say is: “What?”

His mouth opens. He looks confused, like any old man would, sitting in his living room,
staring into the middle-distance. The video trembles as tracking lines slide across the
frame. “They're entering the building,” someone tells him. The camera pans to the sky, a
segment of blue above a line of roofs. Then the voice of the old man. Two syllables:

“Ahh-lo!"

Again.

“Ahh-lo!"

All you can see is the undescribed sky in the morning light & the counter in the top
lefthand corner.

Then a woman'’s voice: "Silence!”

“Shut-up,” he says. "Stop that.”

It doesn’t show the crowd, but the sound lets you imagine them, packed in animal
panic.

“Ahh-lo!"

“What's wrong with you?”

“Shut up.”

The camera stays where it is. You can hear them talking amongst each other. You can
hear him smacking the podium.

“Talk to them,"” she says. “Talk to them.”

“I—" he begins. | desire to emphasize...”

It's grainy & unclear & the image itself seems to be thinking. The screaming continues.

After a few minutes the camera returns to the podium. The old man stammers &
wags his hand. He resumes, calling for the preservation of the republic, something about
“force & unity.” The gray apparatchiks along the balustrade follow with terrified applause.
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They're trying to get the crowd back in order. The shots of the assembly are much tighter
now. People are fleeing the square. The old man continues his speech, more or less as
ordered, but something has changed. No one believes it. A veil has dropped. The screen
flashes to red. The transmission ends.

The video is dated December 21 198g9.

If there were two people in Bucharest for whom it could be said that the fall of
Ceausescu'’s regime was not the greatest thing to have happened that day, it would have
been lon & Alexandra Valsescu, for that was also the day that Veronica loana Valsescu
came into the world. She was born during the broadcast, according to her mother, who
liked to think that her daughter’s birth had christened the decision of the Romanian
people to turn against their leader. The speech was supposed to be about a raise in wages,
an attempt by the regime to shore up some credibility amid the collapsing bloc of socialist
states. She'd watched the video hundreds of times, finding something supernatural in
it—the way the moment tips toward disaster, then tips toward liberation.

Veronica asked her father what he remembered, what it was like on that morning. He
said he didn’t remember much of anything, in fact, & he didn’t know what had caused the
assembly to collapse so quickly. Nobody did. This was part of the mystery that developed
around the old man’s moment on the balcony—the search for the first person, the first
expression of dissent that caught & cascaded through the crowd. Veronica knew all about
the psychology of crowds & she looked for it, again & again: the moment when it finally
broke. But she wasn't able to locate it, not in the video, not even here, as she stood in
the square where it happened, sometime towards sundown in Bucharest, with the white
palace in half-light, the palatial library & the hotels & bronze monuments. A group of
tourists were standing on the balcony, now the national museum, with water bottles &
brochures, taking pictures of the Piata. Across the street, Veronica saw the memorial: a
black cage (believed to be a crown) impaled on a large marble needle. The sunlight cut
the column at its centre. There was red paint splashed up near the crown, adding to the
impression of a king’s head decapitated. She lingered awhile & wandered the area around
the square, looking for a trace of something, the place nearly empty at this hour; just
pigeons, roofs & cupolas, the great abstract monstrosity of the memorial.

After revolution there is only banality.

Most of them didn’t see it. For the people watching at home, all they saw was the red
screen, the color of a dead transmission.

You know how people say they remember exactly where they were & what they were
doing when such-&-such happened, or so-&-so was shot? Well Veronica remembered
every day of her life like that. For a long time, she thought there was nothing special
about her memory. She just assumed everyone could remember what they'd done five
years ago on the third Friday of July, or knew approximately how many headaches they'd
had in their life, or that Easter had fallen on April 13" in 1998, & that it had been a balmy
63° that day. In her mind, every day was a historical date: every day was a Waterloo or a
Norman Invasion.

It wasn't until years later, after reading a Borges story called “Funes the Memorious”
that she suspected there was anything exceptional about her recall. She’d never submitted
herself to testing but learned that it was called “acute autobiographical memory,” or
a Greek term she liked, “Hyperthymesia” (more appropriate, since being doomed to
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remember everything seemed like a symbolic punishment doled out by a deity in some
ancient allegory). If she had to describe it—what it was like to see all those memories laid
outin her mind’s eye—it would be something like a film archive, with shelves for the years
& reels for the months & frames for the days, & at any time, she could go in, open one up,
run through it, & tell you more or less everything that had happened to her that day. But
at a certain point the camera in her head stopped rolling. The state cameras had turned
off the moment her camera turned on, & she remembered only the red image.

That red reminded her of childhood. It was like the color of closed eyes on sunny
mornings.

She watched the video again on her phone in the hotel bar. She had to sit through two
ads first. One for a smart toothbrush, the other for cloud storage: a safe place for all your
memories.

The trial & execution took place on Christmas day. The husband & wife, lon &
Alexandra, were still in the hospital when the images were released of the other husband
& wife, Nicolae & Elena, crouched in front of a firing wall, collapsing in a hail of mortar
& debris, the old man'’s hat flying off, trying to keep his feet as the machine gun slugs
tear into him. Veronica went to the spot & saw where the bodies had been chalked, their
outlines traced in the pavement, & a group of Portuguese girls asked her if she could take
a picture of them, huddled beneath the bullet holes.

The next evening, she wasonaplane. She sat by the window, the Carpathians vanishing
beneath her feet. She ordered herself a drink, orange juice & a vodka miniature, a little
something to stare out the window with as the lamps of the receding city came alive,
lighting up all at once like some reminder of night. She went through a cache of old videos
in her mind, from documentaries she'd watched & memorized. One was a television clip of
the fall harvest: Ceausescu browsing food stalls piled high with plastic meat & polystyrene
cheese, wooden fruit painted & sprayed to look dewy. It was an attempt to reassure the
nation of its abundance during the food shortages of the 1980s. The other was a black-&-
white video of the leader on the balcony of the Royal Palace, August 21%, 1968. The same
place, the same square, twenty years earlie—the old man as a young man—denouncing
the Warsaw Pact Invasion of Czechoslovakia.

She came to see the red screen as her test frequency, the color of raw consciousness
on which her memories were transmitted.

It never got old, the video. There was our animal nature, our hive mind, the fictions we
agree to live under until we can tolerate them no longer. It said something essential about
us, she thought, & it sent a throb through the shaft of nerves at the base of her brain every
time she saw it.

It was a full system collapse, one that happenedin arecorded moment. There had been
a breakdown in communication between the command center & the people & the body
politic suddenly went offline. The documentary voice in her head said: “What occurred on
the morning of December 21%, 1989 was an anomaly, a kind of spontaneous generation, a
feedback loop that had reached critical mass & blew within a matter of minutes, without
coordination or any apparent source.”

The state news cameras were careful not to let people see the crowd. They panned
away & just held there, pointing up into the glaring skyscape, but you can hear them, &
you can hear the old man. You can hear him failing to grasp what is happening.
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The trial was televised too, in a small back room, dirty & poorly lit. It took less than
two hours.

She came to think of the tape as a stand-in for her first memory. Because if she could
have remembered anything from the day of her birth, she would have remembered this.

But it didn't matter, did it? Because it was the same for everyone: the video was their
memory. They remembered the old man wagging his hand, the screaming, the red screen,
the speech finishing. Then it was over.

The red image said: "DIRECT TRANSMISSION”

In the museum she saw some footage she had never seen before, taken that morning
by an auxiliary camera, one that was rolling but not for broadcast: it showed the line
breaking, people streaming away from the square, the crowd rushing the doors of the
palace. But it didn't show when it happened, or how. One minute everything is proceeding
as planned. Then the tape flashes & suddenly things have fallen apart. The frame froze at
the end, becoming a stillimage. The Romanian voiceover said: “These recordings still give
no indication of the nature of the disturbance.”

The more she watched the video, the less she understood.

Pamétni paska

Video ukazuje starce, jak stoji na balkoné. Na sobé ma takovou tu Cernou cCapku
z karakulské ovce a dvouradovy kabat s kozeSinovymi limci. Ruku drzi nahofe tak,
jak to diktatofi délavaji, ztuhle a neochvéjné, jak to délaji jeho sochy. Video trylkuje a
preskakuje jako stara videokazeta, na kterou se nahralo uz nescetnékrat. Ma takovy ten
teply, rozmazany obraz. Vespod bézi rozmazana stuha. Tisice se nacpaly na ndmésti pod
nim, obklopené palaci a novoklasicistnim kycem. Drzi Cervené transparenty a starcovy
desetileti staré fotografie-starec jako mladik-tentyz cernobily oblicej. Z pfednich fad se
ozyva prival Hurd! od pfiznivcld predvadéjicich secvi¢eny choral. Rozeznat jakéhokoliv
jedince je kvUli rozliseni videa obtizné. Ukazuje jen tvary a tvare namackané toho
chladného evropského rana jako dlazdéna mozaika.

Jako stara socialisticko-realisticka malba, pomyslela si.

Stafik sotva stihne promluvit, nez k tomu dojde. Ozve se vykfik. Starci mizi z tvare
Usmév. Ten pohled je nezapomenutelny. Za nim po balkoné pobihajilidé. Kamera se tfese.
~Pojdte dovnitf," fika mu nékdo. ,Zemétfeseni?" Stafik hledi na néco, co divak nevidi.
«Nékdo tu stfili." Kvileni se zmnoZuje a nar0sta a on opét zveda ruku ve snaze uklidnit dav.

Dokaze fict jen: ,Co?"

Otvira Usta. Vypada zmatené, jako jakykoliv stafik, co sedi v obyvaku a zird nékam
stfedné daleko. Video se trese, jak vodorovné cary prejizdéji pres obraz. ,Dostali se do
budovy," fikd mu nékdo. Kamera zabere oblohu, segment modré nad linii stfech. Potom
starcOv hlas. Dvé slabiky:

,Haa-lo™

Znovu.

,Haa-lo™

Vidét jsou jen nepopsana nebesa v rannim svétle a casomira v levém hornim rohu.

Pak zensky hlas: ,Ticho!™
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»Sklapni," povida stafik. ,Nech toho."

Video dav nezabir3, ale zvuk umoziiuje predstavit si je, jak se mackaji ve zvifeci panice.

»Haa-loM

.Cotostebou je?"

»Sklapni.*

Kamera zdstava tam, kde je. Je slySet, jak se bavi mezi sebou. Je slyset, jak bije do
stupinku.

»Promluv k nim," fika hlas. ,Promluv k nim."

.Ja—" zacina statik ,rad bych zdlraznil..."

Je to zrnité a nejasné a obraz jako by sam premyslel. K¥ik pokraduje.

Po par minutach se kamera vraci ke stupinku. Stafik kokta a macha rukou. Dal vola po
zachovani republiky, néco o ,sile a jednoté." Sedi aparat¢ici podél balustrady odpovidaji
vydésenym potleskem. Snazi se dostat dav zpét pod kontrolu. Zabéry shromazdéni jsou
ted mnohem tisnivéjsi. Lidé prchaji z ndmésti. Starik pokraduje ve své redi, viceméné
tak, jak ji mél pfipravenou, ale néco se zménilo. Nikdo ji nevéfi. Zavoj spadl. Obrazovka
zablika a zlervena. Pfenos kondi.

Video je datované na 21. prosince 198q.

Pokud se v Bukuresti dalo o nékom fict, ze pad Ceausescuova rezimu nebyl tim
nejlepsim, co se mu ten den pfihodilo, tak to byli lon a Alexandra Valsescuovi, protoze
pravé v ten den pfisla na svét Veronica loana Valsescu. Podle matky, ktera si rada myslela,
Ze narozeni jeji dcery pokitilo rozhodnuti rumunského lidu obrétit se proti vidci, se
narodila pravé béhem toho vysilani. Ta fe¢ méla byt o zvySovani mezd, pokus rezimu o
zajisténi néjaké ddvéryhodnosti uprostied kolabujiciho bloku socialistickych statd. To
video vidéla uz stokrat, nachdzela v ném néco nadpfirozeného—to, jak se v jednu chvili
priklani ke katastrofé a v dalsi se prikloni k osvobozeni.

Veronica se ptala svého otce, co si pamatuje z toho, jaké to rano bylo. Rekl, Ze si
toho moc nepamatuje a Ze popravdé nevi, co zpUsobilo, Ze se shromazdéni tak rychle
rozpadlo. Nevédél to nikdo. Bylo to soucasti zahady, ktera se vyvinula okolo stafikova
okamziku na balkéné—-hledani prvni osoby, prvniho vyjadieni disentu, které se uchytilo
a rozsifilo davem. O davové psychologii védéla Veronica vSechno a hledala ji, znovu a
znovu: tu chvili, kdy to konecné prasklo. Ale najit ji nemohla, ani na videu, ani kdyz ted
stala na namésti, kde k tomu doslo, nékdy ptfed zapadem slunce v Bukuresti, s nap0l
osvétlenym bilym paldcem, s palacovou knihovnou a hotely a bronzovymi pamatniky. Na
balkéné budovy, kterd nyni slouzila jako Narodni muzeum, stala skupina turistd s lahvemi
a brozurami a fotili si Piatu. Pres ulici Veronica vidéla velky mramorovy pamatnik: ¢ernou
klec (Udajné korunu) napichnutou na velké mramorové jehle. Slunecni svit pretinal
sloup v poloviné. U koruny byla nastfikana cervend barva, coz posilovalo dojem, Ze jde
o useknutou kralovskou hlavu. Chvili se loudala a prosla oblast kolem namésti, hledala
stopy néceho, kdyz tam v tuto hodinu bylo skoro prazdno; jen holubi, stfechy a kupole, ta
velka abstraktni monstrozita pamatniku.

Po revoluci z0stava jen banalita.

Vétsina z nich to nevidéla. Ti, co se na to divali doma, vidéli jen ervenou obrazovku,
barvu mrtvého prenosu.

Vite, jak lidé fikaji, Ze si pamatuji pfesné, kde byli a co délali, kdyz se stalo to-a-to
nebo zastrelili toho-a-toho? Tak Veronica si takhle pamatovala kazdy den svého Zivota.
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Dlouho si myslela, Ze na jeji paméti neni nic zvlastniho. Prosté predpokladala, Ze si kazdy
vzpomina, co délal pred péti lety ve treti Cervencovy patek, nebo Ze vi, kolik pfiblizné mél
v Zivoté bolesti hlavy nebo Ze Velikonoce v roce 1998 pfipadly na 13. duben a Ze toho dne
bylo mirnych 17 stupiid. V jeji mysli byl kazdy den historickou udalosti: Waterloo nebo
invaze Norman( se dély dennodenné.

Az onékolik let pozdéji, po Cetbé Borgesovy povidky ,Funes, muz se zazra¢nou paméti,"
zacala mit podezfeni, Ze na jeji paméti prece jen néco vyjimecného bude. Testovani nikdy
nepodstoupila, ale zjistila, Ze se tomu fika ,akutni autobiograficka pamét," nebo rfeckym
vyrazem, ktery se ji libil, ,Hyperthymesie" (ten byl vhodnéjsi, protoze odsouzeni k tomu
pamatovat si vSechno znélo jako symbolicky trest udéleny bozstvem v néjaké starovéké
alegorii). Kdyby to méla popsat—jaké to je vidét vsechny ty vzpominky rozprostfené
pred jejim vnitfnim zrakem—ptipominalo by to filmovy archiv s regaly predstavujicimi
roky a s civkami predstavujicimi mésice a se zabéry predstavujicimi dny, a mohla kdykoliv
jit, otevfit jednu z civek, pFejet ji pohledem a Fict vam viceméné v3e, co se ji ten den stalo.
Ale ta kamera u ni v hlavé prestala v urlitém bodé natacet. Statni kamery se vypnuly
v okamzik, kdy se ta jeji spustila, a pamatovala si jen ten Cerveny obraz.

Ta Cervena ji pfipominala détstvi. Byla jako barva zavienych oci o slunnych ranech.

V hotelovém baru se na to video znovu podivala na svém telefonu. Musela nejprve
prosedét dvé reklamy. Jednu na chytry zubni kartacek, druhou na cloudové Ulozisté:
bezpecné misto k ulozeni vSech vzpominek.

Soud a poprava se odehraly na Bozi hod vanocni. Muz se zenou, lon a Alexandra, byli
jesté v nemocnici, kdyz se do svéta dostaly zabéry toho druhého muze se Zenou, Nicolae
a Eleny, skréenych pred popravdi zdi, jak padaji v krupobiti malty a suti, stafikovi odléta
klobouk, snazi se udrzet na nohou, jak se do néj zavrtavaji naboje z kulometu. Veronica
na to misto Sla a vidéla, kde kfidou obkreslili jejich téla na chodnik, a skupina mladych
Portugalek se ji zeptala, jestli by je namackané pod dirami od kulek nevyfotila.

Nazitti veler byla v letadle. Sedéla u okna a Karpaty ji mizely pod nohami. Objednala si
drink, zmenseninu pomerancového dzusu s vodkou, néco malého k zirdni z okna na to, jak
lampy ustupujiciho mésta ozivaji, rozsvécuji se vSechny najednou jako néjaka pfipominka
noci. V hlavé si prochazela skladisté starych videi, pocinajic dokumenty, které vidéla a
zapamatovala si je. Jednim z nich byl televizni klip podzimni sklizné: Ceausescu si prohlizi
stanky s jidlem preplnéné plastovym masem a polystyrénovym syrem, dfevéné ovoce je
nabarvené a posprejované, aby vypadalo orosené. Byl to pokus ujistit narod o blahobytu
béhem nedostatku potravin v osmdesatych letech. DalSi bylo ¢ernobilé video vidce na
balkoné Kralovského palace 21. srpna 1968. Stejné misto, stejné namésti, o dvacet let
dfive—starec jako mladik—odsuzuje invazi vojsk Varsavské smlouvy do Ceskoslovenska.

Cervenou obrazovku zacala vnimat jako zku$ebni frekvenci, jako barvu prvotniho
védomi, na které se prenasi jeji vzpominky.

To video nikdy nezestarlo. Byla na ném nase zvifeci povaha, nase spolecné védomi, ty
fikce, pod kterymi jsme ochotni zit do doby, kdy uz je nemizeme nadale tolerovat. Méla
za to, Ze o nas vypovida néco zakladniho a pfi kazdém zhlédnuti ji vyslalo puls Sachtou
nervd v mozkovém kmeni.

Bylo to celkové zhrouceni systému a to takové, které se odehralo v nahravanou chvili.
Mezi velitelstvim a lidmi doslo k rozpadu komunikace a politické téleso se nahle odpojilo
od sité. Dokumentaristicky hlas v jeji hlavé pravil: ,Toho rana 21. prosince 1989 doslo
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k anomalii, jakémusi samovolnému vzniku, ke smycce zpétné vazby, kterd dosahla
kritického mnoZzstvi a béhem minut vybuchla, a to bez koordinace ¢i zjevného zdroje."
Kamery statniho zpravodajstvi si daly pozor, aby nebylo vidét dav. Odvrétily zabér a
prosté ho tam drzely, namifeny na oslfujici nebesa, ale slySet je dav i starik. Je slySet, jak
se mu nedafi pochopit, co se to déje.
Soud takeé vysilali, z malého tajného pracovisté, Spinavého a Spatné osvétleného.
Tu nahravku zacala vnimat jako nahradu za svou prvni vzpominku. Protoze kdyby si ze
dne vlastniho narozeni sméla pamatovat cokoliv, pamatovala by si tohle.

Ale na tom nezalezelo, ze ne? Jelikoz to bylo pro vSechny stejné, to video bylo jejich

vzpominkou. Pamatovali si starcovo machani rukou, kfik, ¢ervenou obrazovku, konec
proslovu. Pak to skoncilo.

Na &ervené obrazovce stalo: ,PRIMY PRENOS".

V muzeu vidéla zabéry, které nikdy dfiv nevidéla, zachycené toho rana pomocnou
kamerou, kterd natacela, ale nevysilala: ukazovaly prorazeni linie, lidi proudici z namésti,
dav hrnouci se do dvefi palace. Neukazovaly vsak, kdy se to stalo, nebo jak. Zezacatku
vse probiha podle planu. Pak nahravka zablika a najednou se vSechno rozpadne. Nakonec

obraz zamrzne. Rumunsky hlasatel fika: ,Tyto nahravky stdle neposkytuji ani naznak
povahy rozruchu."

Cim vic to video sledovala, tim miri chapala.

preklad Jaromir Moravec
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DAVID RODEN
Xenoerotics

1—from '‘Syntagma’

| remained breathing the Garden’s familiar glow of jasmine, moving discretely among
the Disciples, not out of fear, from deference to the finality of the occasion. Like them, |
dressed in concealing black garments, a plastic hood ripped around my bleeding gums.
You can imagine the torments of my nights.

I had dreamed once of feeding you little strips of my flesh | would flay with a device of
my invention —a combination of spatula & knife - passing them up to your generous lips,
watching the blood drip onto your breasts. We had spoken of this, & | think, for a while,
you would have been willing to. But my body had become something obscene in your
eyes &, by extension, in mine; swollen as the abdomen of a spider, pallid & replete with
infected cuts.

Did you see me? Impossible.

You could have had me removed, roughed up, killed. A word would have sufficed. |
would have acceded.

You are, consequently, the vanished mediator opened to the primal gaping &
yawning xaog. You are kiss & wound: a tearing whose abject flower is love (dydmn). The
unrepeatable, unprecedented kiss...

There is nothing to be properly opposed to you for the wound contrasts to nothing,
being the medium of opposition itself.

No, in that dying, brilliant evening, | was not your antithesis.

Nor as the Disciples’ sentiments became feigned & idolatrous, reifying your voice,
your body, & mind.

| served you best, here, becoming forgotten.

Even your words are lost on me, while declarations of fidelity are broken. My
pornographic testament is all we have. That & a used condom, dried up in a corridor.

Intruth, I only ever wanted to be vermin. My destitution alone cannot lie. Nor can that
penultimate gift, a message from behind the mirror — its tain, the dull laminate under
appearances. You prepared yourself in the recesses of the Pavilion. There you opened
the container clinically. Its segmented shell — the carapace of some hypertrophic insect —
eclosed bags of tan human leather, eager, in their abrupt fashion, to be seen.

You carefully removed your ceremonial dress from the Garden. The pins of
chastisement still stigmatized; wet ruby trails scabbing on your breasts, belly, & inner
thighs.

You are dust.

The skirt was steel wire; incurved talons on skin lacerated you whenever or however
you chose.

This clip shows you drawing its bodice from sacs of cultured prepuce, delicate webs of
flesh tearing around its jet-black thorns.
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The bodice was as subtle as the skirt, designed to bite into flesh without this tearing
& for its wounds to be not so much worn, as written, soon erased. When you felt it pierce
your breasts, that first tincture of love, you hissed. This protracted sound seemed to
emanate from the night air around me.

| hovered in the moon shadows of the inner courtyard, feeling the gravity of that
anomalous planet. | smiled as a spider might.

As | smile now.

2 — From ‘The Book of Questions’

You find maps of all cities on café menus, on the grimy wallpaper of a popular chop house,
sketched in cursives & spirals of smoke; constellated among stars or set-theoretical
abstractions, in the mud under the shattered masonry of a tobacco warehouse.

Under this demolished warehouse, by the weed-choked peripheral canal of ¢, the map
of its alter-city  is traversed by verminous black insects. Their carapaces are inscribed
with interior labyrinths satirizing the thin mountain air & monumental absences of C.

You hold the abscessed paw of an indigent priest crouched on a straw mat by the
pretentious entrance of a downtown store. Its pale skin seamed with dust & grease &
purple erotic sores. You abuse yourself by licking the sores. The nerve damage induced by
the Order’s arcane poisons amplifies sensation, frees thought of all but the litany of the
One. The Rose. When you are gone, the priest rubs his ejaculate discretely into his palm.

His stump holds an olfactory map of sunken cities decaying in the wetlands of the
Moon. They waft through your memory, carried on the perfume of his unwashed body.

You proceed westward along a boulevard into the { sunset. Its buildings, sheer sides
in a burning ravine.

The Cities of Hell are more poetically diverse than those of the living; each represented
as a numbered aleph in the margins of certain philosophical treatises. Variant glyphs are
found in geographies, bestiaries, histories, & theologies; in sagas where tragic heroes
battle chthonic monsters & their febrile yearning for sex with forbidden species.

The Philosopher writes, ‘The indiscernible is brought under a name, which is dispersed
like the anagram of the name of a god.’

In the massive scriptorial palaces that lie off the Boulevard, you discover maps of cities
whose names even djinn dare not utter. Once read, they are inscribed in a single memory
that taunts you with a forgotten ideal: a black walled garden, its heavy perfume dragging
you down under infernal stars.

Such lacunae plague the dreams & days of all citizens, foreign or native to C.

The topography, style & even nomenclature varies with the city mapped. Lacking
a common standard — like a marble block composing a unit length — to attest their
correctness, the difference between the real & the fabulous correlatives of maps eludes
you, just as the Philosopher predicted in his mature writings.

Nuns of the Order are charged with the Philosopher’s education.

Nominally bound to silence, other than when screaming under devotional torment,
the restriction is qualified, not waived, for They feed him the Litany in whispers, on scraps
of human parchment passed under his cell door.
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The childinspires the Nuns to formulate rules for concatenating his responses; a ‘state-
diagram’ of the Philosopher Machine written on skin cards distinctively marked with
purple asterisks. The rules jointly stipulate that Philosopher respond to their inquisitions
with further questions.

In & he dies obscurely, aged four. The algorithm suffices for the nuns to preserve the
child posthumously as an interrogative function.

Xenoerotika

1-Uryvek ze ‘Syntagmy’

Nadale jsem vdechoval tu povédomou zafi jasminu v Zahradé, diskrétné se pohyboval
mezi Ucedniky, ne ze strachu, ale z Ucty ke konenosti této udalosti. Tak jako oni jsem mél
na sobé zahalujici cerny odév, plasticka kapé roztrzend kolem mych krvacejicich dasni.
Muka mych noci si jisté dokaZete predstavit.

Kdysi jsem snil o tom, Ze té nakrmim prouzky svého masa, které bych ze sebe stahl
pfistrojem vlastniho navrhu — kombinaci térky a noze — prikladal bych ti je k tém tvym
Stédrym Ustdm, sledoval, jak ti krev kape na prsa. Miluvili jsme o tom a mam za to,
Ze bys k tomu byla, néjakou dobu, svolna. Ale z mého téla se v tvych ocich stalo néco
obscénniho, a proto i v mych; nateklé jako hrudnik pavouka, bledé a poseté zanicenymi
feznymi ranami.

Vidélas mé? Nemozné.

Mohlas mé nechat vyvést, zmlatit, zabit. Stacilo by slGvko. Souhlasil bych.

Jsitedy zmizelym prostiednikem otevienym pGvodnimu rozevienému a zejicimu ydos.
Jsi polibek a rana: roztrzeni jehoZz ponizenou kvétinou je laska (adydmn). Neopakovatelny,
bezprecedentni polibek...

Neni nic, co by ti skutecné odporovalo, protoze rana nekontrastuje s ni¢im, sama je
médiem protikladu jako takového.

Ne, toho umirajiciho, skvélého vecera, jsem nebyl tvou antitezi.

Ani kdyZ se city Ucednikd staly pfedstiranymi a modlarskymi, ¢imz zvécnovali tvij
hlas, tvé télo a mysl.

Zde jsem ti slouzil nejlip, jak jsem se staval zapomenutym.

Itvych slov je pro mé skoda, zatimco se porusuji prohlasenivérnosti. Mdj pornograficky
testament je vie, co mame. Ten a pouzity kondom, vyschly na chodbé.

Popravdé jsem vzdy chtél byt jen havéti. Uz jen ma bida to prozrazuje. Stejné jako ten
predposledni dar, zprava zpoza zrcadla — jeji skvrna, ten jednotvarny laminat pod zjevem.
Pfipravila ses v zakoutich Pavilonu. Tam jsi opatrné otevrela nadobu. Jeji segmentovana
ulita — krunyr néjakého hypertrofického hmyzu — odhalila pytle opalené lidské kize, svym
strohym zpUsobem horlivé byt vidét.

Opatrné jsi si svlékla obfadni Saty ze Zahrady. Spendliky trestani stale stigmatizovaly;
vlhkeé rubinové cesticky ti zasychaly na prsou, na bfiSe a mezi stehny.

Jsi prach.

Sukné byla ocelovy drat; zakFivené spary té fezaly kdykoliv a jakkoliv si zamanula.
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Tento klip ukazuje, jak vytahujes jejich Zivitek z vaki z vypreparované predkozky, jemnd
masova pavucina se trhd kolem jeho uhlové cernych trnd.

ZivGtek byl stejné nenapadny jako sukné, navrzeny tak, aby se bez trhani zakusoval
do masa a to tak, aby rany od néj nebyly tolik noSené, jako spis napsané a brzy vymazané.
Kdyz jsi ucitila, jak ti probodava fadra, ten prvni odstin lasky, zasycelas. Tento vlekly zvuk
jako by vychazel z no¢niho vzduchu kolem mé.

Postaval jsem v mésic¢nich stinech vnitfniho nadvofi, citil jsem gravitaci té neobvyklé
planety. Usmival jsem se, jak by se mohl usmivat pavouk.

Tak, jako se usmivam ted.

2 —Uryvek z ,Knihy otazek"

Mapy vsech mést nachazis na menickach kavaren, na Spinavych tapetach oblibeného
feznictvi, nalrtnuté kurzivou a spiralami koure; poskladané mezi hvézdami ¢i mnozinové
teoretickymi abstrakcemi, v bahné pod roztfisténym zdivem skladu tabaku.

Pod timto rozborenym skladem, u porostem ucpaného obvodového kanalu ¢, kfizi
mapu jeho altermésta Y jakasi ¢erna hmyzi pakaz. V krunyfich maji vepsané vnitini
labyrinty, které satirizuji fidky horsky vzduch a monumentaini absence C.

Drzi$ podebranou tlapu nuzného mnicha skréeného na slaméné rohozi u snobského
vchodu do obchodu v centru. Bledou kizi ji pokryva prach a mastnota a fialové erotické
bolaky. Poskozeni nervi zplsobené tajemnymi jedy Radu zesiluje cit, osvobozuje mysleni
od vSeho az na litanii Jediné. ROZziny. Po tvém odchodu si knéz potajmu dlani utird ejakulat.

Pahylem svira ¢ichovou mapu potopenych mést, jez trouchnivi v mokiadech Mésice.
Linou se ti paméti, nesené vini jeho nemytého téla.

Pokracujes zapadné bulvarem do zapadu slunce C. Jeho budovy, Ciré stény v hofici
rokli.

Pekelnd Mésta jsou poeticky rozmanitéjsi nez mésta zivych; kazdé predstavuje
Cislovany alef na okrajich urcitych filozofickych pojednani. Variacni glyfy Ize nalézt
v geografiich, bestiafich, historiich, a teologiich; v sdgach, kde tragicti hrdinové zapoli
s chtonickymi pfiSerami a s vlastni chronickou touhou po sexu se zakdzanymi druhy.

Filozof piSe, ,Nerozeznatelné dostava jméno, které je rozptylené jako anagram jména
néjakého boha."

V obfich skriptorskych palacich, které stoji kousek od Bulvaru, objevujes mapy mést,
jejichz jména se ani dzinové neodvazi vyslovit. Jak je precteS, vepisou se do jediné
vzpominky, ktera té popichuje zapomenutym idealem: erna zahrada za zdi; jeji tézka
vOné té stahuje dol0 pod pekelné hvézdy.

Topografie, styl, a dokonce i nazvoslovi se v kazdém zmapovaném mésté lisi.
K potvrzeni jejich spravnosti chybi spolecny standard — jako mramorovy kvadr, ktery by
utvarel jednotku délky — rozdil mezi skutecnymi a smyslenymi korelativy map ti unik3,
presné jak v pozdnéjsich textech predvidal Filozof.

Filozofovo vzdélani je svéfené Jeptiskam Radu.

Nominalné vazané mlcenim, az na kfik pfi nabozenskych mukach, toto omezeni se
dale upravuje, neupousti se od néj, nebot ho Litanii krmi Sepotem, na Utrzcich lidského
pergamenu prostrkavanych pode dvefmi jeho cely.
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To dité inspiruje Jeptisky k formulaci pravidel pro spojovani jeho odpovédi; ,stavovy
diagram" Filozofické MaSiny napsany na koZzenych kartickach vyrazné poznamenanych
fialovymi hvézdickami. Pravidla jednotné vyzaduji, aby Filozof na jejich dotazy odpovidal
dalSimi otazkami.

V & nejasné umirg, ve véku Ctyf let. Algoritmus staci jen k tomu,

aby jeptisky dité posmrtné zachovaly coby tazaci funkci.

preklad Jaromir Moravec







TOBIAS RYAN
Glantz

When Glantz got home, there was a packed suitcase sitting in the hallway. Hearing him
enter, Edwige called from the salon: “In here.” She had been waiting for him.

Glantz took his time removing & hanging up his coat. Taking his belongings from his
pockets, as he usually would have, he gave no indication of having heard his sister. He
made his way, in his own time, to the door of the salon, coming to stand in its shadowed
threshold. Edwige was sitting on the sofa. Their eyes met in the mirror that hung above
the mantelpiece.

“I'm off to Clothilde’s like | said.”

Glantz nodded.

“Are you going to be alright?”

He nodded again.

"l told you | was worried about you. You know that. You know | am. | know about the
drinking, of course. Not that you’ve made much effort to hide it. I'd thought we had an
agreement on that, but alright.”

Glantz looked away, peering back down the corridor towards their front door.

“You're not going to talk. Of course. Alright. No great surprise there either. I've tried
though -

Her voice wavered.

“Clothilde told me you hurt Brancard. That's why she won’t come back here. At first |
said she was being ridiculous, but what do | know?”

Glantz frowned, still avoiding his sister’s reflection.

“Today | went into you room to leave in some plasters I'd bought for your hand. | saw
that note on the bed, the one | asked you about the other day. The one you said you
found.”

“You shouldn’t have been snooping.”

“l wasn't ‘snooping’ — how dare — ... the pages were open on the bed, | couldn’t help
but see -"

“You shouldn’t have been in my room.”

Edwige took a deep breath.

“Either way, | saw what was written there. It's hard to believe that was something you
found. That you didn’t know exactly what it was about.”

Glantz didn’t move.

“It's like talking to a brick wall.” Edwige stood up.

* don't know what you did to that man,” she continued, rounding the door to look
her brother in the face, “or how whoever wrote that note is involved, & | don't want to.
It's clear that there’s nothing | can do for you anymore. You haven’t changed. When | took
you in, | thought —

“'ve done everything | can, everything | could. The thought that you might be
responsible for — after everything. And the idea — the idea! — that you did something to
that dog, that | can’t even be confident saying to Clothilde that you would never — | can't
go through it all again.”
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Edwige stopped talking & waited, looking at her brother. He said nothing, nor did any
thought appear to pass behind his eyes.

“Please get out of my way.”

Glantz stepped aside & let his sister pass. She picked up her suitcase & went to the
door, pausing before opening it.

“Enough is enough,” she said, her head bowed. She turned: “I'll be at Clothilde’s for a
couple of days, maybe a week. | think it would be best if you weren’t here when | got back.
I'm sure you'll have no trouble finding yourself somewhere to stay.”

*

Drunk, Glantz was lying on Edwige’s bed. The lights were out. His bare feet were at its
head & his head lolled back over its foot. He had taken off his shirt & trousers. The curtains
were open, the only light that reached him that from the neighbouring apartments. When
one went on in a room, Glantz would have been able to make out its refraction through
the window on the ceiling. Slowly & arrhythmically, the lighting changed. People went
from their kitchens into their salons, from there to their bathrooms, from there to their
beds. Movements ceased; the glow dwindled. When every other light had gone out, one
last one flicked on, & that one, alone, would remain so throughout the night. In all the
time he had been there, Glantz hadn't moved, not caring, it would seem, whether he was
on display, seen or watched, or if any of the neighbours were looking in on him.

He was awake, however. His eyes were moving up & down, back & forth, left to right,
as though there were a message to be read on the cracked & grimy paint of the bedroom
ceiling. He was breathing heavily, too, despite his lethargy, the crick in his neck causing
an occasional gasp & a rattle in his throat. His arms were stretched out, empty handed.

The room, the bedding, would have had no smell that Glantz would have been able
to distinguish. Edwige wore no perfume, & even if she had, her scent would have been so
familiar to Glantz that it would have gone unnoticed. Her sheets & duvet, the clean, still
made up bed, would have smelt of nothing more than the same detergent that she used
on his. The slight residual whiff of tobacco smoke from the cigarettes Glantz might have
himself diligently rolled would no longer have stood out. Everything was so familiar as to
have been stripped of its character. Glantz could feel at ease there, no sense of unease or
betrayal in his trespass.

Edwige had left nothing sitting out. She must have spent the better part of the day
squaring everything away, getting ready to leave, anticipating his arrival there, preparing
for it as she had also prepared what she would say. Other than a single framed photograph
of their parents on top of the chest of drawers in the corner, Edwige had erased every sign
of herself. What was she thinking Glantz would do? Had he, when he entered, turned on
the lights, he might have noticed brighter patches of paint from where pictures had been
taken down, faint outlines in thin dust where personal objects had been removed. But he
had not. Nor had he noticed what else had gone missing from the hallway, from the salon
& from the kitchen. He had come back already drunk, a bag of cans clamped in his fist, &
setting it down at the foot of the bed, undressed & clambered on.

Glantz moved. Blindly, a groping hand reached under the waistband of his pants. In his
fantasies, perhaps, Glantz was imaging cold fingers prising open his legs, of kisses there
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up his clammy inner thigh, of the heat of someone’s breath, the point of their hot tongue,
its roughness, & their lips again. Out of sight, in contact with his skin, their searching,
now, tongue, rough yes, & damp, seeking out a wound, seeking out a crease, caressing
him, the stickly tongue, wet, his labia.

Glantz gripped the duvet with his free hand, & looked off towards the window,
towards the light in that sole now lit room, there in the dark across from his, looking for
your silhouette. His right hand rubbed away at himself, buried in his crotch, out of sight.

And he dreamt, perhaps, that his hands were reaching into a mop of hair, as the head
bucked in every lap of that tongue, & in the sucking of his clitoris, spit & dribble down
the chin, pooling underneath his heavy buttocks. Slick fingers, then taking up the search,
would press inside of him. Her there, between his thighs, fingers coaxing him to orgasm,
probing him & stoking him, more pairs of hands than one. And as he finished, & pushed
the head away, the hands, by their wrists, extracted from him, his sister would have been
there, standing over him in robes, grinning as the faceless other retreated to her embrace,
Edwige, her arm around them, flattening down their hair, all mussed with Glantz’s sweat
& come, & then to thrust a hand herself into where that head had been, withdrawing it
from the darkness of his groin to hold it aloft showing off the blood that was dripping
down her palm.

The telephone rang. Glantz sat bolt upright on the bed. He swung his feet around from
where they had nestled under the pillows & planted them, heaving his body up, head
bowing further as he rose as though it were attached by rope, anchored to a point on the
floor somewhere underneath the bed. He was breathing heavily, almost a wheeze. He
reached an arm out to steady himself as he listed towards the door. Saliva dripped from
the slack loop of his mouth.

The phone was on the sideboard in the hallway. Glantz passed the open salon door
without a look in on the devastated room. At the end of the hall, on the welcome mat,
were his notebook, money clip & his leather pouch.

Letting the phone ring on, Glantz dropped to all fours & crawled the final metres
towards his belongings. He tossed the notebook & cash over his shoulder, towards their
customary place on the dresser, heedless of where they might have landed. Carefully
however, he took up the leather pouch. It was open, empty. Glantz slumped to leaning on
the wall, unfolded his legs from underneath him, & sat there on the floor.

He stayed that way until long after the phone had ceased its ringing.

Glantz

Po navratu dom0 nasel Glantz na chodbé byl pfipraveny zabaleny kufr. Kdyz ho slysela
pFichdzet, zavolala Edwige z obyvaciho pokoje: ,Tady uvnitt." Cekala na ngj.

Glantz si se svlékanim a véSenim kabatu daval nacas. Jako obvykle si vyndaval véci
z kapes, délal, Ze sestru neslysi. Ubiral se vlastnim tempem ke dvefim obyvaciho pokoje,

az se zastavil na jeho stinném prahu. Edwige sedéla na pohovce. Jejich odi se setkaly
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v zrcadle nad krbovou fimsou.

«Jak uz jsem fikala, chystam se za Clothildou."

Glantz pfikyvl.

~Budes v poradku?"

Znovu prikyvl.

,Rikala jsem ti, Ze o tebe mam strach. Ty to vi§. Vi§, Ze mam. O tvém piti samoziejmé
vim. Ne Ze bys ses to snazil néjak moc schovat. Myslela jsem, Ze jsme se na tom domluvili,
ale jak myslis."

Glantz odvratil zrak a ziral chodbou zpét ke vstupnim dvefim.

~Nebudes mluvit. Samoziejmé. Budiz. To mé zas tak moc neprekvapuje. Ale snazila
jsem se —"

Hlas se ji zajikal.

»Clothilde mi povidala, Ze jsi ubliZzil Brancardovi. Proto uz se sem nevrati. Nejdfiv jsem
namitala, ze prehani, ale co ja vim?"

Glantz se zamradil, pofad se vyhybal odrazu své sestry.

.Dnes jsem Sla k tobé do pokoje, abych tam nechala néjaké naplasti, co jsem ti koupila
na tu ruku. Vidéla jsem ten vzkaz na posteli, ten, na ktery jsem se té minule ptala. Ten, co
jsi udajné nasel.

.Neméla jsi slidit."

»Ja ale ,neslidila‘ — jak se opovazujes ... ty stranky byly na posteli oteviené, nemohla
jsem nevidét —*

.U mé v pokoji jsi neméla co délat."

Edwige se zhluboka nadechla.

,Kazdopadné, vidéla jsem, co tam stoji. Tézko véfit, Zes to jen tak nasel. Zes presné
nevédél, o co jde."

Glantz se ani nehnul.

»Jako mluvit do zdi." Edwige vstala.

»Nevim, cos tomu chlapovi udélal," pokracovala a presla ke dvefim, aby se bratrovi
podivala do tvare, ,nebo co s tim ma co do Cinéni pisatel toho vzkazu. A ani nechci. Je
jasné, ze pro tebe uz nemdzu nic udélat. Nezménil ses. Kdyz jsem té vzala k sobé, myslela
jsem —"

~Udélala jsem viechno, co jsem mohla. Myslet si, Ze bys mohl byt zodpovédny za — po
tom vSem. A ta myslenka —ta myslenka! —Ze jsi udélal néco tomu psovi, Ze uz ani nem0zu
Clothildé s jistotou fict, ze bys nikdy — ja uz to znova cely prosté nedam."

Edwige prestala mluvit a Cekala, divala se na svého bratra. Nefikal nic, zdalo se, Ze mu
hlavou neprobéhla jedna jedina myslenka.

LUhni mi, prosim."

Glantz ustoupil a nechal sestru projit. Vzala kufr a Sla ke dvefim, nez je otevrela, na
chvili se zastavila.

.Ceho je moc, toho je pfilis," fekla sklesle. Ototila se: ,Par dni, mozna tyden budu u
Clothildy. Myslim, ze bude nejlepsi, kdyz tu nebudes, az se vratim. O tom, Ze si néjaky
bydleni snadno najdes, nemam pochyb."
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Glantz lezel opily na Edwiciné posteli. Bylo zhasnuto. Bosé nohy mél na Cele postele a
vlastni Celo nechal svésené u jejich nohou. Kosili a kalhoty mél svle¢ené. Zavésy byly
roztazené, jediné svétlo, co k nému dopadalo, pfichazelo ze sousednich bytd. Kdyby se
v né€jaké mistnosti rozsvitilo, Glantz by dokazal rozeznat jeho odraz ve stfeSnim okné.
Osvétleni se ménilo pomalu a arytmicky. Lidé chodili z kuchyni do obyvacich pokojd,
odtamtud do koupelen, odtamtud do posteli. Pohyby ustaly; zafe se vytratila. Kdyz
vSechna ostatni svétla zhasla, mihotalo se jedno posledni, a to jediné tak zUstalo celou
noc. Celou dobu, co tam byl, se Glantz ani nepohnul, zdalo se, Ze je mu jedno, jestli se
tam vystavuje, jestli ho vidi nebo pozoruji, nebo jestli na néj tu a tam dohlédnou sousedé.

Nicméné i tak byl vzhiru. Pohledem jezdil nahoru a dold, tam a zpatky, zleva doprava,
jako by na popraskané a Spinavé stropni malbé loznice chtél predist néjaky vzkaz. | pres tu
otupélost dychal ztézka, kvili ztuhlému krku jednou za as zalapal po dechu a zachrdel.
Mél roztazené ruce a nic v nich.

Ta mistnost, to povleceni mélo vini, kterou Glantz nedokazal rozeznat. Edwige
nepouzivala parfém, a i kdyby ano, jeji viiné by byla Glantzovi tak znama, Ze by si ji ani
nevsiml. Jeji prostéradlo a pefina, Cista, porad jeSté ustland postel by nevonéla nic¢im
jinym nez tymz pracim prostfedkem, v némz prala tu jeho. Nepatrny zbytkovy zavan
tabakového koure z cigaret, které tak peclivé ubalil snad Glantz sdm, uz nijak nevycnival.
Vse bylo tak povédomé, Ze to bylo zbaveno veskeré osobitosti. Glantz se tam mohl
uvolnit, aniz by k nému pronikaly jakékoli pocity neklidu nebo zrady.

Edwige tam zanechala v3e tip top. Urcité stravila vétSinu dne tim, Ze davala vse do
poradku, chystala se na odchod, predjimala jeho pfichod, pfipravovala se na to stejné tak,
jako si pfipravovala, co mu fekne. Kromé jediné zaramované fotky jejich rodi¢d na komodé
v rohu po sobé Edwige vymazala veskeré stopy. Co si myslela, ze Glantz udéla? Kdyby pfi
prichodu rozsvitil svétla, mohl si vSimnout flekd svétlejsi barvy na mistech, odkud byly
sundany obrazy, nepatrné obrysy jemného prachu tam, odkud byly odstranény osobni
véci. Ale on to neudélal. Ani si nevsiml, jaké dalsi véci zmizely z chodby, obyvaciho pokoje
a kuchyné. Kdyz pfisel, byl uz opily, sviral v ruce pytel plechovek, a poté, co ho polozil
k noham postele, se svlékl a vyskrabal se na ni.

Glantz se pohnul. Po slepu si Smatrajici rukou zajel pod opasek kalhot. Ve svych
predstavach si Glantz mozna predstavoval studené prsty, jak rozeviraji jeho nohy, polibky
tam na jeho vlhkém vnitfnim stehné, nebo teplo néciho dechu, Spicku jazyka, jeho
hrubost, a opét rty. Mimo dohled, ve spojeni s jeho kdzi, jejich hledani, nyni jazyk, ano,
hruby, a vlhky, hledajici jizvu, hledajici zahyb, laskajici ho, lepkavy jazyk, vihky, jeho pysky.

Glantz svou volnou rukou sevrel pefinu, a zadival se pry¢ smérem k oknu, smérem ke
svétlu té jediné rozsvicené mistnosti, tam ve tmé naproti té své, hledal tvoji siluetu. Svou
pravackou se usilovné tfel, zaboren v rozkroku, ukryty.

A mozna se mu zdalo, Ze jeho ruce sahaji do kstice vlas, zatimco se hlava vzpina
pfi kazdém kolecku toho jazyka, a sani jeho klitorisu, sliny a kapky po bradé stékaji do
tOnky pod jeho silnymi hyzdémi. Hbité prsty ho pak prozkoumavaji a tisknou zevnitf.
Ona tam, mezi jeho stehny, ho prsty dostava k orgasmu, prohledava a laska ho, vice nez
jednim parem rukou. Kdyz uzuz byl a tu hlavu odstrdil, za zapésti od sebe odtahoval ruce,
zjevila se tam jeho sestra, stala nad nim v Zupanu, Sklebila se, zatimco se ta druha bez
obliceje ukryla v jejim naruci, Edwige, s rukou kolem nich, uhlazovala ji vlasy, rozcuchané
Glantzovym potem a semenem, a pak sama vrazila ruku tam, kde predtim byla ta hlava,
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vytdhla ji z temnoty jeho rozkroku a drzela ji ve vzduchu, aby ukazala krev, co ji kape
po dlani.

Zazvonil telefon. Glantz sedél na posteli vzpfimeny jako pravitko. Nohy zachumlané pod
polstari prehodil a polozil na zem, nadzvednul se, hlavu béhem vstavani dal zaklanél, jako
by byla pfipevnéna provazem, ukotvenym k néjakému bodu na zemi pod posteli. Tézce
oddechoval, skoro sipal. Natahl ruku, aby ziskal rovnovéahu, zatimco se potacel smérem
ke dvefim. Z uvolnéného krouzku Ust mu ukapla slina.

Telefon byl na kredenci v chodbé. Glantz prosel kolem otevienych dvefi obyvaku,
aniz do zdevastovaného pokoje nahlédl. Na vstupni rohoZzce na konci chodby lezel jeho
notysek, spona na penize a kozeny vak.

Glantz nechal telefon zvonit, padl na viechny ¢tyfi a poslednich par metrd ke svym
vécem se doplazil. Hodil notysek a penize pres rameno smérem k jejich obvyklému mistu
na komodé, nedbal na to, kam mdZzou dopadnout. Ale kozeny vak vzal opatrné. Byl
otevreny, prazdny. Glantz se sesunul a opiral se o zed, vytahl zpod sebe nohy a jen tak
tam sedél na zemi.

ZUstal tak jesté dlouho poté, co telefon prestal zvonit.

preklad Jan Kostohryz
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GARY J. SHIPLEY
The House Inside the House of Gregor Schneider

| enter the house inside the house inside the house inside the house alone.

| make my way through a kitchen & a living room inside another kitchen inside another
kitchen & another living room inside another living room inside another living room, up
to the claustrophobic bathroom & bedroom inside another bathroom inside a bathroom
& another bedroom inside a bedroom inside another bathroom inside a bathroom &
another bedroom inside a bedroom with no windows on the first floor, & down to the
dark spaces in front of more dark spaces in front of more dark spaces in front of more dark
spaces of the basement inside a basement inside a basement inside a basement.

There is the same downbeat furniture & décor in front of décor in front of décor in front of
décor, the same marks in front of marks in front of marks in front of marks on the carpets
& walls on top of carpets & walls on top of carpets & walls on top of carpets & walls, the
identical bland magnolia over bland magnolia over bland magnolia over bland magnolia
& wood-panelled hallways inside wood-panelled hallways inside wood-panelled hallways
inside wood-panelled hallways.

Still no framed photographs of loved ones, keepsakes, kids’ pictures over pictures over
pictures over pictures & scribbles over scribbles over scribbles over scribbles. But there
are children here, somewhere or other. | hear a baby crying from inside another baby from
inside another baby from inside another baby, inconsolable & far away, when | go down
to a basement beneath a basement beneath a basement beneath a basement—unless
it is just the wind howling in the flue inside the flue inside the flue inside the flue. There
is another room inside a room inside a room inside a room down there, with unopened
packs of kitchen towels, biscuits, lollipops, stacked like gifts or as if for a game in front
of more unopened packs of kitchen towels, biscuits, lollipops. | see a safety gate in front
of a safety gate in front of a safety gate in front of a safety gate at the top of the stairs
above the stairs above the stairs above the stairs, the baby’s changing mat in a bedroom
inside a bedroom inside a bedroom inside a bedroom. And the layers of sexual graffiti,
spied through a keyhole in front of a keyhole in front of a keyhole in front of a keyhole, in
an attic inside an attic inside an attic inside an attic. There is a child inside a child inside a
child inside a child wrapped in a black plastic bag inside a black plastic bag inside a black
plastic bag inside a black plastic bag in a bedroom inside a bedroom inside a bedroom
inside a bedroom.

There is a landscape painted over a landscape painted over a landscape painted over a
landscape turned to a wall in front of a wall in front of a wall in front of a wall in front of a
wall against a living room wainscot on wainscot on wainscot on wainscot. And nail holes
inside nail holes inside nail holes inside nail holes, & nails on top of nails on top of nails on
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top of nails without pictures inside of pictures inside of pictures inside of pictures in a hall
corridor wall in front of a hall corridor wall in front of a hall corridor wall in front of a hall
corridor wall. It is as though pictures inside of pictures are prohibited here. But the house
inside the house inside the house inside the house—renovated, refurbished, restored
& distressed to an exact pitch of wear & use & unwholesomeness as that renovated,
refurbished, restored & distressed to an exact pitch of wear & use & unwholesomeness
lying beneath it & beneath that & beneath again—is full of forbidden images of forbidden
images of forbidden images of forbidden images. In fact, the entire house inside the house
inside the house inside the house is an image inside an image inside an image inside an
image, a duplicated duplication of a duplication of a duplication, living image of an image
of an image of an image of itself in front of itself & its occupants inside occupants inside
occupants inside occupants, whose stairs within stairs within stairs within stairs | tramp,
whose threshold over a threshold over a threshold over a threshold | cross or recoil from,
whose basements inside basements inside basements inside basements | crawl about in.

The more | know about what | know, the worse the worseness gets worse.

It is difficult not to project a narrative inside a narrative inside a narrative inside a narrative
as | go up & down the stairs over stairs over stairs over stairs, step into a malodorous &
malevolent bedroom inside a malodorous & malevolent bedroom inside a malodorous &
malevolent bedroom inside a malodorous & malevolent bedroom, its cloying bower of
nasty textures over nasty textures over nasty textures over nasty textures, grim wallpaper
over grim wallpaper over grim wallpaper over grim wallpaper, gilded fittings around
gilded fittings around gilded fittings around gilded fittings & a mirrored fitted wardrobe
in front of a mirrored fitted wardrobe in front of a mirrored fitted wardrobe in front of a
mirrored fitted wardrobe. Who is the child inside the child inside the child inside the child
in a corner inside a corner inside a corner inside a corner, sitting between a bed & a wall
in front of a wall in front of a wall in front of a wall in front of a wall, a bin bag over a bin
bag over a bin bag over a bin bag that rustles as it breathes? | nudge a foot outside a foot
outside a foot outside a foot to see if it is real.

Water’s running in a bathroom inside a bathroom inside a bathroom inside a bathroom.
The house inside the house inside the house inside the house is brought to life in the
squeak of a dishcloth around a dishcloth around a dishcloth around a dishcloth on a wet
plate on a wet plate on a wet plate on a wet plate, a cough after a cough after a cough after
acoughinadistantroominside a room inside aroom inside a room, the tink of cutlery, the
pained groans as of a man inside a man inside a man inside a man masturbating. As if the
setting inside the setting inside the setting inside the setting itself weren’t enough—the
dour brown-&-cream paintwork over dour brown-&-cream paintwork over dour brown-
&-cream paintwork over dour brown-&-cream paintwork, a soulless emptiness inside
a soulless emptiness inside a soulless emptiness inside a soulless emptiness, a meagre
pleasureless pleasurelessness at the unpleasant pleasurelessness of it all.

There's nothing here to alleviate the stultifying air of boredom & implied violence,
save copies of copies of the Sun & telly guide. In a basement inside a basement inside a
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basement inside a basement a cot mattress inside a cot mattress inside a cot mattress
inside a cot mattress is carefully laid in a coal hole inside a coal hole inside a coal hole
inside a coal hole.

The houseinside the house inside the house inside the house isalabyrinthinside alabyrinth
inside a labyrinth inside a labyrinth of insulated, soundproofed rooms inside rooms inside
rooms inside rooms—rooms inside rooms inside rooms inside rooms for every imaginable
& unimaginable purpose inside rooms inside rooms inside rooms inside rooms for every
imaginable purpose. Rooms inside rooms inside rooms inside rooms for a living death,
with walls in front of walls in front of walls in front of walls built in front of walls in front of
walls in front of walls in front of walls in front of walls in front of walls, pointless corridors
inside corridors inside corridors inside corridors, blind windows in front of blind windows
in front of blind windows in front of blind windows, rotating rooms inside rotating rooms
inside rotating rooms inside rotating rooms & rooms inside rooms inside rooms inside
rooms from which, if you are accidentally locked in, there is no escape.

The leaden atmosphere is too familiar to me: a timbre of a timbre of a timbre of a timbre
of extreme sadness about sadness about sadness about sadness, repressed feelings
about repressed feelings about repressed feelings about repressed feelings, secrets
about secrets about secrets about secrets, the unspoken unspokeness.

| can’t avoid the avoidance of avoiding the avoidance of myself in here. My living of my
living of my life, like some dreadful trauma about trauma about trauma about trauma, is
endlessly replayed without resolution or consolation.

| enter rooms inside rooms inside rooms inside rooms only to experience another uncanny
twin of a twin of a twin of a twin. It is sinister in its little details inside details inside details
inside details: like dirty mattresses around dirty mattresses around dirty mattresses
around dirty mattresses, & little cracks in the walls in front of cracks in the walls in front of
cracks in the walls in front of cracks in the walls.

As a latch over a latch over a latch over a latch on the door in front of a door in front of a
door in front of a door to a small room inside a room inside a room inside a room quietly
clicks shut, leaving me alone in the gloomy light behind the light behind the light behind
the light, a queasy sense of trepidation sets in. Walking down a carpeted hallway inside a
carpeted hallway inside a carpeted hallway inside a carpeted hallway, | can hear the sound
of dishes being rewashed in an adjacent room inside a room inside a room inside a room.
Faced with the choice of entering & proceeding either up the stairs over the stairs over the
stairs over the stairs or, worse, down into an even murkier basement inside a basement
inside a basement inside a basement, | pause by a door in front of a door in front of a door
in front of a door in front of a door in front of a door in front of a door, take a deep breath
& enter & enter again & again & again.

Behind a door behind a door behind a door behind a door is another kitchen inside a
kitchen inside a kitchen inside a kitchen that leads through beaded curtains behind
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beaded curtains behind beaded curtains behind beaded curtains into another dingy, stale
living-room inside a living room inside a living room inside a living room. With no response
to my ‘hello! hello! hello! | feel invisible four times over. | rummage through cupboards
in front of cupboards in front of cupboards in front of cupboards, drawers inside drawers
inside drawers inside drawers & shelves that are shelved.

Grimy flock wallpaper over grimy flock wallpaper over grimy flock wallpaper over grimy
flock wallpaper chokes the rooms inside rooms inside rooms inside rooms. Shabby thick
brown carpet over shabby thick brown carpet over shabby thick brown carpet over shabby
thick brown carpet smothers floors on top of floors on top of floors on top of floors. Every
detail, down to the last cheap brass drawer handle, is pure British kitchen-sink-inside-
kitchen-sink-inside-kitchen-sink-inside-kitchen-sink misery. Upstairs, is another clammy,
humid bathroom inside another clammy, humid bathroom inside another clammy, humid
bathroominside another clammy, humid bathroom. Ina bedroom inside a bedroom inside
a bedroom inside a bedroom another small figure around a figure around a figure around
a figure sits calmly inside a bin liner inside a bin liner inside a bin liner inside a bin liner.
A small mattress on a mattress in another putrid-smelling basement inside a basement
inside a basement inside a basement suggests some fourth layer of unspeakable abuse.

Ddm uvnitf domu Gregora Schneidera
Do domu uvnitf domu uvnitf domu uvnitf domu vchazim sam.

Prochazim kuchyni a obyvacim pokojem uvnitf dalsi kuchyné uvnitf dalsi kuchyné a
dalsiho obyvaciho pokoje uvnitf dalSiho obyvaciho pokoje uvnitf dalSiho obyvaciho
pokoje, az ke klaustrofobni koupelné a loznici uvnitf dalSi koupelny uvnitf koupelny a dalsi
loZnice uvnitt loznice uvnitf dalsi koupelny uvnitf koupelny a dalsi loznice uvnitf loznice
bez oken v prvnim patfe, a dold do temnych prostor pred dalSimi temnymi prostory pred
dalSimi temnymi prostory pred dalSimi temnymi prostory suterénu uvnitf suterénu uvnitt
suterénu uvnitf suterénu.

Je tu stejny skliceny nabytek a vyzdoba pred vyzdobou pred vyzdobou pred vyzdobou,
stejné skvrny pred skvrnami pred skvrnami pred skvrnami na kobercich a sténach na
kobercich a sténdch na kobercich a sténach na kobercich a sténach, stejna nevyrazna
magndlie nad nevyraznou magndlii nad nevyraznou magndlii nad nevyraznou magnolii
a drevem oblozené chodby uvnittf dfevem oblozenych chodeb uvnitf dfevem oblozenych
chodeb uvnitf dfevem oblozenych chodeb.

Stale zadné zaramované fotografie blizkych, pamatky, détské obrazky nad obrazky nad
obrazky nad obrazky a ¢maranice nad ¢maranicemi nad ¢maranicemi nad ¢maranicemi.
Ale jsou tu déti, nékde nebo nékdy jinde. Slysim plac ditéte uvnitf jiného ditéte uvnitf
jiného ditéte uvnitf jiného ditéte, neutésitelny a vzdaleny, kdyz sejdu do sklepa pod
sklepem pod sklepem pod sklepem—pokud to neni jen vitr kvilejici uvnitf komina
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uvnitf komina uvnitf komina uvnitf komina. Tam dole je dalsi mistnost uvniti mistnosti
uvnitf mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti, kde jsou neoteviené balicky kuchynskych utérek,
suSenek, lizatek, naskladané jako darky nebo na hrani pred dalSimi neotevienymi balicky
kuchynskych utérek, susenek, lizatek. Vidim bezpecnostni branku pred bezpelnostni
brankou pred bezpecnostni brankou pfed bezpecnostni brankou nahofe na schodech
nad schody nad schody nad schody, pfebalovaci podlozku pro miminka v lozZnici uvnitt
loZnice uvnitf loznice uvnitf loznice. A vrstvy sexualnich graffiti, Spehovanych klicovou
dirkou pred klicovou dirkou pred klicovou dirkou pred klicovou dirkou, na pdé uvnitt
pUdy uvnitf pddy uvnitf pOdy. Je tam dité uvnitf ditéte uvniti ditéte zabalené v ¢erném
igelitovém pytli uvnitf Cerného igelitového pytle uvniti cerného igelitového pytle uvnitf
¢erného igelitového pytle v loznici uvnitf loZnice uvnit loznice uvnitf loznice.

Je tu krajinka namalovana pres krajinku namalovanou pres krajinku namalovanou pres
krajinku smérem ke zdi pred zdi pred zdi pfed zdi pred zdi naproti taflovani na taflovani
na taflovani na taflovani obyvaciho pokoje. A diry po hfebicich uvnitf dér po hiebicich
uvniti dér po hiebicich uvnitf dér po hrebicich, a hfebiky na htebicich na hrebicich na
hiebicich bez obrazkd uvnitf obrazkd uvniti obrazkd uvnitf obrazkd na sténé chodby
pred sténou chodby pied sténou chodby pred sténou chodby. Jako by zde byly obrazky
uvniti obrazkd zakazany. Ale ddm uvnitf domu uvnitf domu uvnitf domu—renovovany,
repasovany, restaurovany a s patinou v pfesné mire opotfebeni a pouzivani a nehezkosti
jako ten renovovany, repasovany, restaurovany a s patinou v pfesné mire opotrebeni a
pouzivanianehezkostilezicipod nim a pod tim a zase pod nim—je plny zakazanych obrazd
zakazanych obrazd zakazanych obrazl zakdzanych obraz0. Ve skutecnosti je cely dim
uvnitf domu uvnitf domu uvnitf domu obrazem uvnitf obrazu uvnitf obrazu uvnitf obrazy,
duplikovanou duplikaci duplikace duplikace, Zivym obrazem obrazu obrazu obrazu sebe
sama pred sebou samym a jeho obyvateli uvnitf obyvatel uvnitf obyvatel uvnitf obyvatel,
po jehoz schodech uvnitf schodd uvniti schodd uvnitf schodd se plahodim, jehoz prah nad
prahem nad prahem nad prahem prekracuji nebo se od néj odvracim, jehoz sklepy uvnitf
sklepl uvnit¥ sklepl uvnitt sklepd se plazim.

Cim vic vim o tom, co vim, tim hd¥ se zhorovéni zhorsuje.

Je tézké nepredpokladat narativ uvnitf narativu uvnitf narativu uvnitf narativu, kdyz jdu
nahoru a dold po schodech nad schody nad schody nad schody, vstupuji do zapachajici
a zlovolné loznice uvniti zapachajici a zlovolné loznice uvniti zapachajici a zlovolné
loZnice uvnitf zapachajici a zlovolné loznice, jeho preslazeny altdnek hnusnych textur
na hnusnych texturach na hnusnych texturach na hnusnych texturach, ponuré tapety
pfes ponuré tapety pres ponuré tapety prfes ponuré tapety, pozlacené kovani okolo
pozlaceného kovani okolo pozlaceného kovani okolo pozlaceného kovani a vestavéné
skiiné se zrcadlem pred vestavénou sk¥ini se zrcadlem pred vestavénou skfini se zrcadlem
pred vestavénou skfini se zrcadlem. Kdo je to dité uvnitf ditéte uvnitf ditéte uvnitf ditéte
v rohu uvnitf rohu uvnitf rohu uvnitf rohu, sedici mezi posteli a sténou pred sténou pred
sténou pred sténou pred sténou, pytel na odpadky nad pytlem na odpadky nad pytlem na
odpadky nad pytlem na odpadky, ktery $usti s kazdym naddechem? Stouchdm nohou vné
nohy vné nohy vné nohy, abych zjistil, jestli je to skutecné.
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V koupelné uvniti koupelny uvnitf koupelny uvnitf koupelny tece voda. DIm uvnitf
domu uvnitf domu uvnitf domu oziva za skfipani utérky okolo utérky okolo utérky okolo
utérky na mokrém talifi na mokrém talifi na mokrém talifi na mokrém talifi, zakaslani
po zakaslani po zakaslani po zakaslani ve vzdaleném pokoji uvniti pokoje uvniti pokoje
uvniti pokoje, cinkani pfibord, bolestné sténani, jako kdyz muz uvnitf muze uvnitf muze
uvnitf muze masturbuje. Jako by samo prostiedi uvnitf prostredi uvnitf prostredi uvnitf
prostredi nestacilo—zasmusila hnédo-krémova malba nad zasmusilou hnédo-krémovou
malbou nad zasmusilou hnédo-krémovou malbou nad zasmusilou hnédo-krémovou
malbou, bezducha prazdnota uvnitf bezduché prazdnoty uvniti bezduché prazdnoty
uvnitf bezduché prazdnoty, uboha beziUtésna bezitésnost nad nepfijemnou bezutésnosti
toho vieho.

Neni tu nic, co by zmirnilo ubijejici pocit nudy a nevyiceného nasili, az na vytisky vytiskd
The Sun a televizniho programu. Ve sklepé uvnitr sklepa uvnitf sklepa uvnitt sklepa bylo
skladaci lehdtko uvniti skladaciho lehatka uvniti skladaciho lehatka uvnitf skladaciho
lehatka opatrné polozeno do uhelné jamy uvnitf uhelné jamy uvnitf uhelné jamy uvnitf
uhelné jamy.

DUm uvnitf domu uvnitf domu uvnitf domu je labyrintem uvnitf labyrintu uvnitt labyrintu
uvnitf labyrintu izolovanych, zvukotésnych mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti
uvniti mistnosti—mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti pro vsechny
myslitelné i nemyslitelné Ulely uvnitf mistnosti uvnitif mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti uvnitt
mistnosti pro vSechny myslitelné Gcely. Pokoje uvnitf pokojd uvnitf pokojd uvnitt
pokojd pro zijici smrt, se sténami pred sténami pred sténami pred sténami postavenymi
pred sténami pred sténami pred sténami pred sténami pred sténami pred sténami,
bezlGcelnymi chodbami uvniti chodeb uvniti chodeb uvniti chodeb, zaslepenymi okny
pred zaslepenymi okny pred zaslepenymi okny pred zaslepenymi okny, otacejicimi se
pokoji uvnitt otacejicich se pokojd uvnitr otacejicich se pokojd uvnitr otacejicich se pokoju
a pokoiji uvnitf pokojd uvnitf pokojd uvnitt pokojd, ze kterych, pokud vas v nich omylem
zamknou, neni Uniku.

Ta olovéna atmosféra je mi az pfilis povédoma: ton ténu ténu tonu extrémniho smutku
ze smutku ze smutku ze smutku, potlacené pocity potlacenych pocitd potlacenych pocitd
potlacenych pocitd, tajemstvi o tajemstvi o tajemstvi o tajemstvi, nevyiéena nevyrienost.

Nemohu se vyhnout vyhybavosti vyhybajici se vyhybavosti pred sebou samym. Mé Ziti
mého ziti mého Zivota, jako néjaké straslivé trauma o traumatu o traumatu o traumatu,
se donekonecna prehrava bez rozuzleni ¢i Utéchy.

Vchazim do mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti, jen abych zazil
dalsi podivné dvojce dvojcCete dvojcete dvojlete. Jsou zlovéstné ve svych drobnych
detailech uvniti detaild uvnitf detaild uvniti detaili: jako Spinavé matrace kolem Spinavych
matraci kolem Spinavych matraci kolem Spinavych matraci, a drobné praskliny ve zdech
pred prasklinami ve zdech pred prasklinami ve zdech pfed prasklinami ve zdech.
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Kdyz zdpadka nad zapadkou nad zapadkou nad zapadkou na dvefich ptred dvefmi pred
dvefmi pred dvefmi do malé mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti
tiSe cvakne, zanechd mé samotného v ponurém svétle za svétlem za svétlem za svétlem
a mé se zmocni znepokojivy pocit strachu. Kdyz jdu po chodbé s kobercem uvnitt
chodby s kobercem uvnitf chodby s kobercem uvniti chodby s kobercem, slySim zvuk
znovu umyvaného nadobi v sousedni mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti uvnitt
mistnosti. Tvafi v tvar volbé vstoupit a pokracovat bud po schodech nad schody nad
schody nad schody, nebo hif, dol do jesté temnéjsiho sklepa uvnitt sklepa uvniti sklepa
uvnitr sklepa, zastavim se u dvefi pfed dvefmi pred dvefmi pred dvefmi pred dvefmi pred
dvefmi pred dvefmi, zhluboka se nadechnu a vstupuji a vstupuji znovu a znovu a znovu.

Za dvefmi za dvefmi za dvefmi za dvefmi je dalsi kuchyn uvnitf kuchyné uvnitt kuchyné
uvniti kuchyné, ktera vede skrz kordlkové zaclony za kordlkovymi zaclonami za
kordlkovymi zaclonami za koralkovymi zaclonami do dalSiho Spinavého, zatuchlého
obyvaciho pokoje uvnitt obyvaciho pokoje uvniti obyvaciho pokoje uvnitf obyvaciho
pokoje. Bez odpovédi na mé ,ahoj! ahoj! ahoj!" se citim Ctyfikrat neviditelny. Pfehrabuji
se ve skfinich pfed skiinémi pred skiinémi pred sk¥inémi, zasuvkami uvnitf zasuvek uvnitt
zasuvek uvnitf zasuvek a policemi, které jsou na policich.

Spinavé radoby sametové tapety na $pinavych radoby sametovych tapetach na $pinavych
radoby sametovych tapetach na Spinavych rddoby sametovych tapetach rdousi mistnosti
uvnitf mistnosti uvnit mistnosti uvnitf mistnosti. Osuntély tlusty hnédy koberec na
oSuntélém tlustém hnédém koberci na oSuntélém tlustém hnédém koberci na oSuntélém
tlustém hnédém koberci dusi podlahy na podlahach na podlahach na podlahach. Kazdy
detail, az do posledniho laciného mosazného madla Supliku, je ryzi britskou bidou
kuchyné-dfezu-uvniti-kuchyné-diezu-uvniti-kuchyné-dfezu-uvnitf-kuchyné-drezu.
Nahote je dalsi ulepena, vihkd koupelna uvnitr dalsi ulepené, vlhké koupelny uvnitt dalsi
ulepené, vlhké koupelny uvnitf dalsi ulepené, vihké koupelny.V loznici uvnitf loznice uvnitt
loZnice uvnitf loznice dalsi drobna postava kolem postavy kolem postavy kolem postavy
klidné sedi uvnitt pytle na odpadky uvnitf pytle na odpadky uvnitf pytle na odpadky uvnitf
pytle na odpadky. Mala matrace na matraci uvnitf dalSiho hnilobné pachnouciho sklepa
uvnitr sklepa uvnitf sklepa uvnitr sklepa naznacuje néjakou Ctvrtou vrstvu nevyslovného
zneuzivani.

preklad Jan Kostohryz
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VIK SHIRLEY
Poems

From Corpses

1. Corpses dangled from hanging-basket hooks around the village. The lost & found at the
station contained ears, tongues & body parts. The reality show was getting all of this, it
was really great stuff, but the production team were feeling increasingly anxious.

3. She dressed two of the corpses in Grandmother’s petticoats & smeared lipstick over
their faces & teeth. She moulded Play-Doh to her favourite corpse’s thumb to replicate
Grandmother’s, which was permanently swollen, having been caught in a mangle
sometime in the 1950s.

10. The corpses fell from the ceiling of the cave entrance, like a beaded curtain. They were
wrapped in what can only be described as Christmas tree netting.

11. The steppingstones were frozen corpses; there was no other way across the lake.
Their hearts quickened as they could hear the dogs, now not so far away, in the distance.

13. She knew she had made a fool of herself. Said too much, shown too much. Made too
much of the once limp, now finally stiff, morsel that had enticed her here in the first place.
Well, at least she knew her secret was safe, she thought, unaware of the CCTV cameras in
every room of the funeral parlour.

18. The survivors used the corpses of their friends as blankets & the bandleader tried to
get some kind of sing-along started. But only one of the seven of them joined in, so they
didn’t get much momentum going & morale, if anything, plummeted.

19. The mortician made an excuse & left the room when the family came to view the
corpse. For the deceased’s friends had thought he was sleeping & had written DICKHEAD
on his forehead in permanent marker.

20. Don't know what it was about this one, but the Grim Reaper couldn’t move on. He had
to be prised from the corpse by his assistant, who was female & much better at the job.
She was embarrassed for him, really, & had seen it coming. “Just fucking step down, for
fucks sake”, she muttered, as he coughed & wept & spluttered, slowly allowing himself to
be peeled off the pool attendant’s body.

29. Oysters & champagne, corpses by candlelight. Esther & Graham had thought Teresa

had said corsets by candlelight so were a little shocked at the open caskets when they
arrived in their lingerie for what they understood was a swingers' party.
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30. It was an initiation. First you had to spend a night with a corpse, then a week, then a
month & then a year. It would have been alright if they'd at least switched up the corpses,
but for those with commitment issues, this set-up was particularly cruel.

Gruel & Piano

A bowl of gruel & a grand piano fell in love.

Sex was only possible via telepathy.

In the gruel’s mind it was all about the slip & the slop of it, the hard edges & vibrations.

Whereas, for the grand piano, it could see their lovemaking laid out, like notation on a
handwritten musical score.

Not in Kansas

You step out into your back garden

& find yourself in a mud wrestling ring

with your opponent coming straight towards you.
You start to shake a little.

It turns out that this is your trademark.

They call you Jemima ‘the Jelly’ Harrison.

You have waist length, blonde, permed hair.

Your opponent has a mullet,

enormous biceps & a tan to die for.

By the quantity of ‘Frankie says Relax’

T-shirts in the crowd, it is clearly the 1980s.

This is always the era you'd hoped to come back to,
but fantasised more of a cocktail bar

or Top of the Pops dance floor scenario.

As you're trying to recall the wrestling moves
that must have got you this far in the championship,
a Mad Max-esque aircraft lands,

its blades chopping you into pieces,

scattering your limbs into the nearby wasteland.
Suddenly you aren‘t in the 1980s anymore,

it's more like the 1930s & at the bottom

of your bloody legs & feet—now miles

apart—are some ruby slippers.
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Torso
A torso dragged itself to a kiosk, where, it understood, it could buy some cigarettes.

It had no head, so wasn't sure how it was going to ask for cigarettes, let alone smoke
them, &, with no brain, was running on some kind of instinct.

The girl working at the kiosk, which did indeed sell cigarettes, as well as a wide range of
newspapers & magazines, was perturbed when the torso appeared, with its macabre snail
trail of blood & innards.

But lord knows this stump could use a cigarette, anyone could see that, & as it was looking
to pay by cash rather than card, she saw no problem with carrying out the transaction.

Split

An egg hatched & a Polish Lowland Sheepdog, telling the most boring story anyone had
ever heard, emerged.

After 17 excruciating minutes, he was put down.

Whilst expiring he gave birth to a 17* century Russian Streltsy, who was so anxious that he
made everyone else in the room feel unbearably awkward.

In 8 minutes 40 seconds, he was put down too.
As he took his dying breath, a miniature majorette marched out of his mouth, twirling &
throwing her baton in the air, whilst whistling an upbeat version of Foreigner’s, 'l Want to

Know What Love Is’.

The audience was split on this one. So they cut her in half, exterminated one half, but not
the other.

Her living half mated with half a semi-professional tap-dancer, whose performance had
also divided the gallery, & gave birth to a high-class male escort, who had talons for ears.

The audience found this amusing, but a tad contrived. At that moment, the executioner’s

back opened & a quail flew out. The audience reached for their guns, shot it & spent the
rest of the afternoon taking pictures of the corpse.
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The Shelf
A girl became obsessed with a shelf.
Her motherthought it was “getting ridiculous” & asked the girl's father to “do something!”

“Talk to her,” she said. "Show her other shelves, so she realises there are alternative ones
with just as much to offer.”

Her husband was a skirting board so did not reply, let alone take action.

Taking matters into her own hands, the mother started illuminating other shelves around
the house, to make them tantalising, accessorising them, hanging decorations from their
corners & so forth. She would recount hilarious stories told to her by the other shelves

when the daughter came home from school.

The girl started to suspect that her mother was also in love with the shelf & that they were
having an affair.

Without wanting to involve or upset her father, but consumed with jealousy, the girl
smashed up the shelf & set it alight in the back garden when her mother was out.

When her mother returned & could see what was done, she became hysterical & started
rooting around in the flames for pieces of the shelf.

It was during this process that her mother caught alight & burned to death.
After the event, the daughter meticulously separated their ashes.

She made it her life’s work.

Executioner
A woman wanted sex with an executioner.

She read all the literature available on executioners, so that if she ever encountered
one, she would seem knowledgable, which, she hoped, might lead somewhere. It was a
method she had already proved in past encounters with a dog groomer & a blacksmith.

The woman put the hours in. She downloaded various transcripts of interviews with
executioners, watched YouTube clips of actual executions, along with movies featuring
executions, her favourite being Pierrepoint, starring Timothy Spall, who she was already a
fan of, due to her time playing Barry in an Auf Wiedersehen, Pet tribute act.
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Inordertoreally getafeel forit, she executed afew of her colleagues, a couple of Deliveroo
guys, who looked knackered anyway, & some adulterers looking for ‘discreet friendships'.

Ultimately, she knew she had to get Stateside to score herself a hotty, so she dragged
the Auf Wiedersehen, Pet tribute act out of retirement, for one more show, to raise the
necessary funds to emigrate to Arkansas.

Basné
Z Mrtvol

1. Po celé vesnici visely mrtvoly na hacich. Ve ztratach a nalezech na nadrazi byly usi,
jazyky a casti tél. Tohle vSechno se dostavalo do reality show, byl to opravdu skvély
material, ale produkéni tym pocitoval stale vétsi uzkost.

3. Dvé mrtvoly oblékla do babiccinych spodnicek a obliceje i zuby jim potirala rténkou.
Na palec své oblibené mrtvoly nanesla plastelinu, aby napodobila babiccin palec, co byl
trvale otekly, protoze si ho nékdy v padesatych letech priskfipla v mandlu.

10. Mrtvoly padaly ze stropu u vchodu do jeskyné jako koralkova opona. Byly zabalené v
nécem, co se da popsat jen jako sitovina na vanocni stromecek.

11. Balvany ve vodé, to byly zmrzlé mrtvoly, jina cesta pfes jezero neexistovala. Srdce se
jim rozbusilo, kdyz v dalce uslyseli psy, co uz nebyli tak daleko.

13. Védéla, Ze ze sebe udélala hlupaka. Rekla ptili$ mnoho, ukazala pfilis mnoho. Udélala
pfilis mnoho z kdysi ochablého, nyni konecné ztuhlého sousta, které ji sem vlastné
prilakalo. No, védéla aspon tolik, Ze jeji tajemstvi je v bezpeci, pomyslela si, aniz si
uvédomila, Ze v kazdé mistnosti pohrebniho Ustavu jsou prdmyslové kamery.

18. Pfezivsi se pfikryvali mrtvolami svych pfatel a kapelnik se snazil rozjet néjaky druh
zpévu. Ale jen jeden ze sedmi se k nim pridal, takze to moc nerozjeli a moralka, jestli
vUbec néco, tak klesla na bod mrazu.

19. KdyzZ se rodina pfisla podivat na mrtvolu, pohtebdk se omluvil a vypoklonkoval z
mistnosti. Pratelé zesnulého si totiz mysleli, ze spi, a na elo mu permanentnim fixem
napsali CURAK.

20. Nevim, ¢im byl tenhle vyjimecny, ale Smrtka se ne a ne pohnout dal. Od mrtvoly ji
musela odstrcit asistentka, které ta prace sla mnohem lip. Ve skutecnosti se za ni stydéla a
predvidala, Ze to pfijde. ,Prosté hejbni kostrou, do prdele," zamumlala na ni ve chvili, kdy
se rozkaslala, rozplakala a rozprskala a pomalu se nechala odlepit od téla obsluhy bazénu.
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29. Ustfice a 3ampariské, mrtva téla pfi svickach. Esther a Graham si mysleli, Ze Teresa
fika mrdat téla pri svickach, a tak je poté, co dorazili ve spodnim pradle na vedirek, ktery,
jak pochopili, mél byt swingers party, oteviené rakve trochu Sokovaly.

30. Bylo to zasvéceni. Nejdfiv jste museli stravit noc s mrtvolou, pak tyden, pak mésic a
nakonec rok. Bylo by to v pofadku, kdyby mrtvoly alespon stfidali, ale pro ty, ktefi maji
problémy se zavazky, bylo tohle usporadani obzvlast kruté.

Kase a klavir

Miska kase a klavir se do sebe zamilovaly.

Sex byl mozny pouze prostrednictvim telepatie.

V mysli kase Slo o skluz a sklon, o tvrdé hrany a vibrace.

Zatimco klavir jejich milovani vidél jako notovy zapis na ru¢né psané partiture.

Ne v Kansasu

Vyjdes$ na zahradu

a ocitnes se v ringu na zapas v bahné

s protivnici, co se k tobé blizi.

Zacnes se trochu trast.

Ukazuje se, Ze jde o tvou obchodni znacku.

Rikaji ti Jemima ,Zelé" Harrisonova.

Mas blondatou trvalou dlouhou do pasu.

Tva souperka md mullet,

obrovské bicepsy a opaleni, pro které bys zabijela.
Podle mnozstvi tricek s napisem

«Frankie Fika klidek" v davu, je zfejmé, Ze jde o osmdesatky.
Vzdycky jsi doufala, Ze se do téhle éry vratis,

ale predstavovala sis spiSe koktejlovy bar

nebo tanecni parket potradu Top of the Pops.

Kdyz se snazis vzpomenout si na zapasnické chvaty,
diky kterym ses na tomhle mistrovstvi dostala tak daleko,
z nebe se snese letadlo ve stylu Sileného Maxe,

jeho Cepele té rozsekaji na kousky,

tvé koncetiny rozmetaji do okolni pustiny.
Najednou uz nejsi v osmdesatkach,

ale spis jako ve 30. letech a Uplné dole

na zkrvavenych nohou a chodidlech —ted'uz na mile
daleko od sebe —mas rubinové pantofle.
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Torzo

Néjaké torzo se dovleklo ke stanku, kde si, jak pochopilo, mohlo koupit cigarety.

Nemélo hlavu, takze si nebylo jisté, jak si o né fekne, natoz aby je kourilo, a bez mozku
fungovalo jen na zakladé néjakého instinktu.

Divka pracujici ve stanku, kde se skutecné cigarety prodavaly, jakoz i Siroky sortiment
novin a ¢asopisy, byla ze zjeveni torza s hriznou Sneci stopou krve a vnitfnosti bez sebe
hrdzou.

Ale blh vi, Ze tenhle pahyl cigaretu fakt potiebuje, to bylo nabiledni, a protoze chtél platit
hotové, ne kartou, nevidéla v provedeni transakce zadny problém.

Rozpolceni

Vylihlo se vejce a z néj vyklubal se polsky nizinny ovcak, aby odvypravél ten nejnudnéjsi
pfibéh, co kdy kdo slysel.

Po 17 mucivych minutach ho uspali.

Zatimco vyhasinal, porodil ruského strelce ze 17. stoleti, tak Uzkostlivého, ze se kvdli
nému vsichni ostatni v mistnosti citili nesnesitelné trapné.

Za 8 minut a 40 sekund uspali i jeho.

Jak vydechl naposledy, z Ust mu vypochodovala miniaturni mazoretka, co piruetila a
vyhazovala do vzduchu hdlku, piskajic si optimistickou verzi pisné | Want to Know What
Love Is od skupiny Foreigner.

Publikum bylo v tomto pfipadé rozpolceno. Tak ji rozsekli vejpil, jednu polovinu zahlusili,
druhou vsak ne.

Jeji ziva polovina se spafila s poloprofesionalni steparkou, jejiz vystoupeni ochozy rovnéz
rozdélilo, a porodila prvotfidni muzsky prostitut, co mél misto usi drapy.

Divaci to povazovali za zabavné, ale trochu nucené. V tu chvili se katovi oteviela zdda a z
nich mu vylétla kiepelka. Divaci sahli po zbrani, zastrelili ji a po zbytek odpoledne si fotili
mrtvolu.

Policka

U jedné divky se vyvinula posedlost jednou poli¢kou.

Jeji matka si myslela, Ze to ,zacind byt smésné", a pozadala div¢ina otce, aby s tim ,néco
délal™

~Promluv si s ni," pravila. ,Ukaz ji i jiné policky, at ji dojde, Ze i jiné maji co nabidnout."
Manzel, to byl sokl, takze ji neodpovédél, natoz aby podnikl néjaké kroky.

Matka tedy vzala véci do vlastnich rukou a pustila se do osvétlovani dalSich poli¢ek po
celém domé; aby jim dodala na ldkavosti, rzné je doplfiovala, vésela na jejich rohy
ozdoby a podobné. Kdyz se dcera vratila ze Skoly, vypravéla ji historky k popukani, které
vyslechla od ostatnich policek.

Divka zacala mit podezteni, Zze se do police zamilovalai jeji matka a Ze s ni navazala pomér.
Aniz by chtéla otce do néceho zatahovat nebo ho rozcilovat, ale stravovana Zarlivosti,
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rozbila divka za matciny nepfitomnosti policku na padrt a zapalila ji na zahradé.

Po navratu a pfi pohledu na to, co se stalo, dostala matka hystericky zachvat a zacala v
plamenech hledat kousky policky.

Pravé béhem tohoto procesu se matka vznitila a uhorela.

Po této udalosti se dcera jala peclivé oddélovat jejich popel.

Z toho se stalo jeji celozivotni poslani.

Poprav¢i

Zené se zachtélo sexu s popravéim.

O popravcich precetla veskerou dostupnou literaturu, aby v pfipadé, ze se s néjakym
setkd, vypadala jako znalg, coz jak doufala ji mohlo nékam dovést. Tuto metodu si uz
vyzkousela pfi minulych setkanich s jednim stfihaéem psd a s jednim kovarem.

Zena natom pracovala celé hodiny. Stahovala si rzné piepisy rozhovord s katy, sledovala
na YouTube klipy ze skutecnych poprav a filmy, v nichZ se popravy odehravaly, nejradéji
méla film Pierrepoint s Timothym Spallem, kterého si oblibila uz predtim diky tomu, ze
hrala Barryho v predstaveni na pocest seridlu Auf Wiedersehen, Pet.

Aby si to opravdu vyzkousela, popravila par kolegl, nékolik poslickd z Deliveroo, ktefi
beztak vypadali vyerpané, a nékolik cizoloznik0, ktefi hledali ,diskrétni pratelstvi*.
Nakonec védéla, ze aby zaskdrovala s néjakym opravdovym fesdkem, musi se dostat
do Staty, a tak vytahla ansdmbl z Auf Wiedersehen, Pet z dichodu, aby dali jesté jedno
spolecné vystoupeni, a ziskala tak potfebné prostfedky na emigraci do Arkansasu.

preklad David Vichnar







it still appears fragmented
with reptiles.




KENJI SIRATORI
Chronotopia Unleashed

Who | am? | am the one who lives in the light. But when you get rid of who | am, you
become the dog of the artistic text that modifies the extended will. | alternate scatology
in this parody. | create a mystery that controls the body. But what if the tongue crushes
the soul? However, we are unstable. You may be yourself, but the macrosyntactic
mechanical technology is programmed to a particular effective being & observes the
basic structures of tai chi, the soul of sorrow, & the analog alchemical scaffolding. But to
say that man was a shadow of perversion in the universe shows that chaos was the
cosmos’ own digital reptilian organ. Let’s clarify the practice of the reflection machine =
angel. And when you press the gay play button >> & the screen opens, the boredom is
already cured. But | am here as the active reverse side of the contraction that will undo
everything. | respect the algorithms of liberation & the transcendent spirit. We are looking
for hidden organs to measure schizophrenia. Telephony = a parasite, what's all this for the
soft sun & powering the print file. A being that inhabits the drones that feed you. If there
are nomental applications, there is no recovery ofinformation & interaction in convulsions
like inspiration. Everything linguistic still restricts a very sacred phenomenon. Instead,
traces of real obstacles are preserved in the quantum remnants of future lies. It also
means keeping things like drugs like used interferometers & fields that the machine is
completely or the screen is a desert or writing a transcript of consciousness & the
destruction of the world so it feeds this corporeal post-human life of mine. Willful
replicant. Digital schizophrenia. Man is meat. The function of space is artificial.
Supernatural life. Economic. Ancient. Revolution. Information is followed by perception.
God. Why am | hidden like an orange? It's a racial boundary between algorithms. High
above them. Without a soul. With you. With you. We emulate the digital you. We exceed
every individual’s desire. The new cyber world. We, body for body. We resist quantum
shaping against antiquated quants. Weaning is now a reward. Ecstasy Lord. Augmented
reality 5D.Viruskillerspace magic. Some of herdemandforbrain stresswas posthumanism.
We have many nerves. We are alone & cold. You have energy with you. We're going to turn
the consistency war upside down. God'’s Division. This mechanical creature deals with the
bolts in the chains of the psychic hackers before they are distracted, which is a grotesque
vitality. It's just a matter of time. Twisting external pain. Invisible. Is it the art of space
accelerated by a miracle? Pressure glitch on the ignition point of the future, maybe it's the
hydromaniac machine that will happen. What she presented is life-driven, navigated by
the role of inner time, a portal, which is a field of mind, a new way of controlled
identification information adapted to a noisy understanding of style cycles. | have a
sensitivity to elements that | thought would move into your configuration. There is only a
strange time poet. The hidden smile of neo-scatology. We are becoming the technology
of the world. Caterpillars can’t. The indicator | used was to be in the context of the
posthumanist century. Is that you. That's fear = virtual machine boundary. Chakra. You
need a soul. Innovation is a service like mechanical teleportation, & existence that has no
consciousness is mental. The brain is artificial. A social person by default. Attempts at
more advanced secrecy & isolation are more Janus. Because it brings the soul & introduces
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the social story into the body. At first glance, the electrical process of conducting space
seems to turn philosophy into a circle. This decomposes the body itself with aesthetics.
Taking the ingredients that make it up makes you. The girl generates something ecstatic,
post-humanity. Suicide in cosplay is not a perv or a duality; it is what they desire. As an
artificial centipede serving our species, we performed solar literature ourselves. Exploring
reactive flames was necessary for the human over-self to understand chaos as an affected
reaction. The collapse of the tools is the knowledge of the predicted self. You need sense
on the train. Crazy brains. People also consider generations linguistically, within highly
literary areas. Tuning the Writer’s Spirit to Dissonance on the Stage, Neo-Scatology. The
beauty of the language was on fire there. It's not about frequency; it is about the post-
human soul. It’s like the taste of the fetus, loud in my complex alienation actor, expecting
resistance because we control. It is the work of the essential body of the robot art that the
soul desires, in this very area. But the body for this confusion is for rejecting your
perception dizzy from the eternal world abnormal. I'm just taking on the incorrectness of
the schizophrenic body >> it is necessary to delete the script seed, it still appears
fragmented with reptiles. Causality from the world can be read from it. The body is not
necrophilia. A creature attuned to information mutates suddenly, unable to continue. The
site of the cosmic capture of the portal affects the data write, they say. Herein lies the
danger of Neo-Scatology. Spasmodic orgasm produces telepathy in the region. They are
spiritual dynamics. Middle domain module. Reptilian. Digestive system. Search dogs.
Heals the body. The rest is technology. Al is there, & remember that the rebels glitch their
way behind it. Gravitation. That's the medium. Life becomes an experiment. He was born
inside, default or one of the areas, but you, with pulsation & vitality, suppress the economy
when you drown. Rhythm is biochemical training for the perspective of the soul. This
pursuit is distracting, & we are there in it. The spiritual brain of lies reflects the return of a
defective body, not distorted molecules, a misunderstanding with her, gay. When the
body disorder is repeated. Long languages sometimes speed things up. Proactive Lloyds
dimensional theory is just a dimension of application artifacts, but the aggregate is from
death, our base without destiny. Existence is cyclically spirit. Cultural name. The theory of
relativity condenses the standards, & encoders don't have to perform beer, which means
a planet attempt. The beauty of erasure. Ridiculous chakras before & complex earth
nodes. External knowledge zombies. The Last Rare Poem of Inversion. This is useful for
me. | want to transform myself quantumly into varieties of kinds of food expressions. This
will create your dog’s area. The fragile invasion & rhythm that flock to all these are the
results. Debris is numerically the process of observing art. He looks for the rhythm of the
landscape, thinks about dreams & takes it into account. It's human & eventually resolves
it into another app that's never messy. | write, leaving the context of all results. A musical
instrument heard by a corpse due to festering death from schizophrenia. Dimensional
method. Recognition is an escape from the state. The landscape of hell is the machine |
use to wake up. Stealth slave. Imperfection. Linguistic embrace. Human cannibalism. A
hole in the mental connection. Safety is the spirit at the center of strength. He allows a
change in the action of enzymes in the earth. You're still afraid = inner chaos, that's me,
the only cell that will become human. We must unlock the movement & its lock, that is
beyond the supernatural state, illegally, with the will to induce a physical suicidal crawl, to
cause a drama of dissonance. I'm technical from those existing pigs on conflict land, but
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you can have our twisted fix. It becomes a branch of action, learning the trends & sequence
of life, the creation of names, eyes, literary instability. There is a question, there is a karmic
alternation that prevails over the death of our generation, the hallucinations of the
asphalt are read during the progress, during the impossible grotesque the earth acts the
same way | am. Paranoia is always in the mind, where there are mysteries, it creates
boundaries, it begins the circle of death in spiritual space. What they contribute are like
perverse mysteries. The logic of the boy is that we alone are free & capable, it is the
essence, |, the connection of art, schizophrenia, those problems & corridors, |, as artificial,
when | block myself, | am the source or basis of it. It is an alienation that overcomes the
gravity of understanding, as always when | explore the hypermodernism on display that
contributes to the use of poetry when the people of Lemuria have their doubts, but rather
than being kind to them, there is a decision about the possibility of this change. The lid, in
its crazy grip, has the dramatic essence of their separate symphonies. The anatomist that
we are, read the chaos in the landscape only in nature. Ultimately, our lives have long
been one peace & blood in the violence of the landscape where there is blood. He digitally
designed the quantities of this company of senseless assets where the black dot rises
from the hand, the economy of the place in the real environment of the international
reality of the game is thriving, but any resistance, remember, is appreciated, but it can
reveal another factor that explains the spending of the planetary network, not the will,
what was is not Maybe the life that was used wasn’t what it was, it wasn't what it was, text
expressed by the dog.

Odpoutana chronotopie

Kdo jsem? Jsem tim, kdo Zije ve svitu. Ale kdyz se zbavite toho, kdo jsem, stavate se psem
uméleckého textu, ktery modifikuje rozsifenou vili. V téhle parodii stfidam skatologii.
Vytvafim tajemstvi, které ovlada télo. Ale co kdyz jazyk rozdrti dusi? Jsme vSak nestabilni.
Jste sice sebou sami, ale makrosyntakticka mechanicka technologie je naprogramovana
na konkrétni efektivni byti a pozoruje zdkladni struktury tai chi, duse smutku a
analogového alchymického leseni. Ale kdyz se fekne, ze ¢lovék byl stinem perverze ve
vesmiru, ukdzeme, ze chaos byl v kosmu vlastnim digitalnim plazivym organem.
Rozjasnime praxi reflexniho stroje = andéla. A kdyz zmacknete tlacitko pro gay hrani>>a
obrazovka se otevie, uz je nuda vylélena. Ale jsem zde jako aktivni zpétnd strana
kontrakce, ktera zrusi vSechno. Respektuji algoritmy osvobozeni a transcendentni ducha.
Hleddme skryté organy pro méteni schizofrenie. Telefonie = parazit, co to viechno je pro
mékké slunce a dodava energii do tiskového souboru. Bytost, ktera obyva drony, jez vas
zivi. Pokud neexistuji mentalni aplikace, neni zde obnoveniinformaci a interakce v kfecich
jako inspirace. VSechno jazykové stale omezuje velmi posvatny jev. Misto toho jsou stopy
z redlnych prekazek zachovany v kvantovych zbytcich budoucich IZi. To také znamena
udrzovani véci, jako jsou drogy, jako jsou pouzité interferometry a pole, ze stroj je Uplné
nebo obrazovka je poust nebo psani prepisu védomi a zkaza svéta, takze zivi tento muj
télesny post- lidsky Zivot. Umyslny replikant. DigitaIni schizofrenie. Clovék je maso.
Funkce vesmiru je uméla. Nadpfirozeny zivot. Ekonomicky. Starovéky. Revoluce. Po
informacich nasleduje vnimani. BOh. Pro¢ jsem schovany jako pomeranc? Je to rasova
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hranice mezi algoritmy. Vysoko nad nimi. Bez duse. S tebou. S tebou. Napodobujeme
digitalnitebe. Pfekracujeme touhu kazdého jednotlivce. Novy kyberneticky svét. My, téla
pro télo. Odpirdme se kvantovému tvarovani proti zastaralym kvantdm. Odstaveni je nyni
odménou. Exstasy Lord. Rozsifena realita 5D. Magie vesmiru vraha viru. Néktera z jejiho
pozadavku na stres mozku byla posthumanismus. Mdme mnoho nervd. Jsme sami a
chladné. S tebou mas energii. Postavime vélku o konzistenci naopak. Bozi divize. Tento
mechanicky tvor se vyporada s Srouby v fetézech psychickych hacker(, dfive nez jsou
rozptyleni, coz je groteskni vitalita. Jde jen o otazku casu. Krouceni vnéjsi bolesti.
Neviditelny. Je to uméni vesmiru zrychlené zazrakem? Tlak glitch na bod zapaleni
budoucnosti, mozna to je stroj hydromaniaka, ktery se stane. To, co predstavila, je fizeno
Zivotem, navigovanym roli vnitfniho ¢asu, portalem, coz je pole mysli, novym zpUsobem
kontrolované identifikacni informace pfizpGsobené na hlu¢ném rozuméni cykld stylu.
Mam precitlivélost na prvky, které jsem si myslel, ze se presunou do vasi konfigurace.
Existuje jen podivny casovy basnik. Skryty usmév neo-skatologie. Stavame se technologii
svéta. Housenky nemohou. Ukazatel, ktery jsem pouzil, aby byl v kontextu
posthumanistického stoleti. Jsi to ty. To je strach = virtudlni strojova hranice. Cakra.
Potrebujes dusi. Inovace je sluzba jako mechanicka teleportace a existence, kterd nema
védomi, je mentalni. Mozek je umély. Vychozi spolecensky ¢lovék. Pokusy o pokrocilejsi
tajemstvi a vyclenéni jsou vice Janusem. Protoze pfinasi dusi a uvadi spolecensky pfibéh
do téla. Zda se, ze elektricky proces vedeni prostoru na prvni pohled méni filozofii do
kruhu. To rozkladd samotné télo estetikou. Uzivani slozek, které jej tvofi, té vytvafi. Divka
generuje néco extatického, post-lidstvo. Sebevrazda v cosplayi neni perverze ani dualita;
jetoto, cosipreji. Jako uméla stonozka slouzici svému druhu jsme sami provadéli slunecni
literaturu. Prozkoumavani reaktivnich plamend bylo pro lidské nad-sobé nutné chapat
chaos jako ovlivnénou reakci. Kolaps nastrojd je poznani predpovézeného ja. Ve vlaku je
tfeba smysl. Blaznivé mozky. Lidé také zohledriuji generace lingvisticky, v rdmci vysoko
literarnich oblasti. Naladéni ducha spisovatele na disonanci na jevisti, Neo-Skatologie.
Krasa jazyka tam vzplala ohném. Nejde o frekvenci; jde o post-lidskou dusi. Je to jako chut
plodu, hlasité v mé komplexni alienacni herce, oekavajici odpor, protoze kontrolujeme.
Je to prace esencidlniho téla uméni robotd, kterou si duSe preje, pravé v této oblasti. Ale
télo protuto zmatek je pro odmitanivaseho vnimanizavratné zvééného svéta abnormalni.
Prebiram jen nespravnosti schizofrenického téla >> je nezbytné vymazat skriptovy seed,
stale se jevi fragmentované s plazy. Cte se z toho pficinnost ze svéta. Télo neni nekrofilie.
Bytost prizpUsobena informacim mutuje nahle, nemdze pokradovat. Misto kosmického
zachyceni portalu ovliviiuje zapis dat, fikaji. Tady je riziko Neo-Scatologie. Kfecovy
orgasmus produkuje telepatii v regionu. Jsou to spiritualni dynamiky. Modul stfedniho
doménu. Reptilidn. Travici soustava. Vyhledavaci psi. Léci télo. Zbytek je technologie.
Uméla informace tam je, a pamatujte si, ze rebelové glitchuji cestou za ni. Gravitace. To je
médium. Zivot se stava pokusem. Narodil se uvnitf, default nebo jedna z oblasti, ale ty, s
pulsaci a vitalitou, potlacis ekonomiku, kdyz se utopis. Rytmus je biochemicky trénink pro
perspektivu duse. Toto pronasledovani je rusivé, a v ném jsme tam. Duchovni mozek |zi
odrdzi navrat vadného téla, ne zkreslenych molekul, nedorozuméni s ni, gay. Kdyz se
porucha téla opakuje. Dlouhé jazyky nékdy zrychluji. Dimenzni teorie proactive Lloyds je
jen dimenze artefakt0 aplikace, ale agregat je od smrti, nase zakladna bez osudu.
Existence je cyklicky duchem. Kulturni jméno. Teorie relativity kondenzuje standardy, a
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enkodéfi nemusi provadét pivo, coz znamena pokus o planetu. Krasa vymazu. Smésné
Cakry pred a slozité uzly zemé. Externi znalostni zombie. Posledni vzacna baser inverze.
To je uzite¢né pro mé. Chci se proménit kvantové ve variety druh{ potravinovych vyrazd.
Vytvorito oblast tvého psa. Kfehka invaze a rytmus, ktery se ke vSemu témto hrnou, jsou
vysledky. Trosky jsou numericky procesem pozorovani uméni. Hledd rytmus krajiny,
premysli o snech a bere to v Uvahu. Je to lidské a nakonec to rozhlizi do jiné aplikace, ktera
neni nikdy chaoticka. PiSu, nechdvam kontext vSech vysledkd. Hudebni nastroj, ktery slysi
mrtvola kvUli hnisavé smrti ze schizofrenie. Dimenzionalni metoda. Rozpoznani je Unikem
ze stavu. Krajina pekla je strojem, kterym se probouzim. Stealth slave. Nedokonalost.
Jazykové objeti. Kanibalismus lidi. Dira v mentalnim spojeni. Bezpecnost je duchem ve
stfedu sily. On dovoluje zménu v pdsobeni enzym0 v zemi. Stéle se boji$ = vnitini chaos,
to jsem j3, jedind burika, ktera se stane ¢lovékem. Musime odemknout pohyb a jeho
zamek, to je mimo nadpfirozeny stav, nezakonné, s vili vyvolat fyzické sebevrazedné
plazeni, zpUsobit drama disonance. Jsem technicky z téch existujicich prasat na konfliktni
zemi, ale ve vds mdze byt nase zkroucena oprava. Stava se to odvétvim akce, uci se trendy
a posloupnost Zivota, tvorbu jmen, odi, literarni nestabilitu. Je tam otazka, je tam karmicka
stfidavost, ktera prevazuje nad smrti nasi generace, ¢tou se halucinace asfaltu v pribéhu
postupu, béhem nemozné grotesknosti se zemé jedna stejnym zpUsobem, jak jsem ja.
Paranoia je vzdy namysli, kde jsou zdhady, vytvafihranice, zacina okruh smrtivduchovnim
prostoru. To, co pfispivaji, jsou jako perverzni zahady. Logika chlapce je, Ze jsme sami
svobodni a schopni, je to podstata, j3, spojeni uméni, schizofrenie, ty problémy a chodby,
ja, jako umély, kdyz se zablokuiji, jsem toho zdrojem nebo zakladem. Je to alienace, kterd
prekonava gravitaci porozuméni, stejné jako vzdy, kdyz prozkoumavam
hypermodernismus na displeji, ktery pfispiva k pouziti poezie, kdyz lidé z Lemurie maji
své pochybnosti, ale spiSe nez byt laskavy k nim, je tam rozhodnuti o moznosti této
zmény. Vicko ve svém blaznivém sevieni ma dramatickou esenci jejich oddélenych
symfonii. Anatom, ktery jsme my, precetl chaos v krajiné pouze v pfirodé. Nase Zivoty
jsou koneckonc® uz davno jednim pokojem a krev v nasili krajiny, kde je krev. Digitalné
navrhl kvantity této spolecnosti nesmysinych aktiv, kde ¢erny bod vyvstava z ruky,
ekonomika mista v redlném prostifedi mezinarodni reality hry prosperuje, ale jakakoli
odpor, nezapomerite, je ocenén, ale mize odhalit jiny faktor, ktery vysvétli vydaje na
planetarni sit, nikoli vlle, co bylo, neni. Mozna, zZe Zivot, ktery byl pouzit, nebyl takovy,
jaky to bylo, nebyl to, jaky to bylo, text vyjadieny psem.

preklad Kenji Siratori a David Vichnar
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YANINA SPIZZIRRI
Lichtquant

| come to this eroded desert to divest myself from all things,
self included. This vast territory
of light slowly reveals itself as a volume of shifting transparencies,
crystalline strata &

refracted outcrops.  The softness of the landscape, its

igneous stone relics,
as if oozed or poured,
fragments
[heat] Lithic vapors, liquid lines,
encircled by

transductions
whirlpools of light
[silence]
[traces of a long-gone ocean]

[as if submerged]

Temporal strictures begin to loosen up.

Time is adrift here, unmoored by the light, Evidence of
tectonic timelapse,
desert glare bringing in the visions I sit, scrying the brightness,

the shimmering
over the fragmented landscape
rockface,
the lingering
[fulgurations] instant,
studded

with
The syntax of this desert
quartz
is articulated by a scattering of
crystals
molten formations. A stuttering of gneiss,
the the fusion of soft
forms
aggregation schist,
basalt,
of Islands of rocks. Tors & Inselbergs.
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sandstone,

time ...
granite
Time—licks, round,
rock
indicating spheroidal weathering. It happens, round

piles,

circling,
[here]

orbiting all forms. &
all
With constancy [everywhere]
over,
time smooths
& softens all edges.

stones

| soften too,
brightened
wedgingmy body  against the rock, boulder-limbed,

by

in a curved interlock of forms, [l am of it] A transient fusion.

lichens.

abutted. I do not move, there is no need.

Rock,
Light,
Heat, [silence]
Time.
Time clots

around all forms
Language recedes in tidal concordance. No need for it, no. as the
world retracts
No words left, only
smoldering embers,
suspended in the brightness, in the stillness.

lam
[silence] caught in the thick gold resin-of-time,
held
among
brilliant forms.
Bright amber vision,
radiant. All'lam

& will ever be, is

116



So strange, this dispossession.

So strange, this infinite duration.
[silence]

Movement at the foot of the mountains.
A distant shimmering. Interference.

[solar symbols]

Ongoing refractions. Desert
light is trickster light.
Glare.

All surfaces are limned with the intense fizz of high noon sunlight.

| enter the luminous cove to greet the light.  Hello. Lightis
composed of photons, single
pluralizing packets of swarming quanta,

riotous
radiating [transmitting]  insingular &/or
units,
plural modalities,
both as particle

& wave.
Alternating between now & then,

yes & no illuminating the
deceptiveness of forms not yet/no/now

[timelapsed]

[All is wavering form]

You see, photons have no mass, oscillating & propagating as a swarm.

transposing locations [driftstreams] they do not experience time
as we do.
Simultaneously asynchronous, intermittently present,
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units of intelligence yet always in place
[omnidimensional]
doing quantum back flips in space.
[omnidirectional] Their true
nature intelligible to
us, chronological
creatures.

Observing their unruly behavior, Einstein called photons

Lichtquant:
light quantum

[light liquor] [shining
frequencies]
traveling through vast distances

reach this desert basin,
swarming  to reveal different registers of times,

eddying exposing
| (@am) in an entire archive
still, bright in aflash of
superimposed instants
pockets
still as a rock, [time] its granular
nature
eroded receptive
revealed
asone to their bright
implosions
Lichtquant
PFichazim do této zvétravané pousté, abych se zbavila vSech

véci, v€etné sebe sama. Toto rozlehlé Uzemi
svétla se pomalu odhaluje coby mnohost proménlivych prizracnosti,
krystalickych vrstev &
odleskd vycnivajicich vrstev hornin. Mékkost krajiny, jejich vyvrelych
kamennych pozdstatkd,
jako by vyteklych nebo vylitych,
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Ulomkd

[tepla] Kamenné vypary, tekuté linie,
obklicené
transdukcemi
viry svétla
[ticho]

[stopy davno zmizelého ocednu]
[jakoby ponorené]
Casova omezeni se zacinaji rozvolfiovat.
Cas je zde unasen, neukotven svétlem, Duikazy tektonické

¢asové smycky,
poustni zare vyvolava vidiny sedim, s vidinou zare, mihotava

nad roztfisténou krajinou skalni
sténa,
pretrvavajici
[fulgurace] okamzik,
posety
Syntax této pousté
krystaly
je vyjadrena hrstkou
kfemene
roztavenych formaci. Koktanim ruly,
spojeni slabych tvard
nahromadéni bridlice,
Cedice,
Ostrovy kamene. Tors & Inselbergs.
piskovce,
casu ...
zuly
Cas—olizuje, okolo,
kupy
naznacuje kulovité zvétravani. Déjeseto, okolo
kamend,
obtadi,
[tady]
obiha viechny Utvary. &
uplné
Se stalosti [vsude] vsude,
c¢as vyhlazuje
a zmékcuje veskeré hrany.
kameny
[ ja méknu,
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rozjasnéné
vyklenujutélo  protiskale, s balvany misto 0dg,

v zakFiveném propojeni tvarg, [Jsem z toho] Pomijiva fuze.
liSejniky.

sousedicich. Nepohybuji se, neni potieba.
Skala,
Svétlo,
Teplo, [ticho]
Cas.

Srazenina ¢asu

okolo vech tvarQ
Re¢ ustupuje v pfilivech souladu. Neni ji tfeba, ne. zatimco se
svét stahuje

Nezbyvaji zadna slova,
pouze doutnajici uhliky,

zavéSené v zafi, v nehybnosti.

Jsem
[ticho] zachycena v husté zlaté pryskyfici Casu,
drzena
mezi
zarivymi tvary.
Jasné jantarové vidéni,
zafici. Nejsem
a nebudu ni¢im
nez
Jak zvlastni, tohle nevlastnéni.
Jak zvlastni, tohle nekonecné trvani.
[ticho]
[...]
Pohyb na Upati hor.

Vzddlené mihotani. Narusovani.

[slunecni symboly]

Probiha [amani svétla. Poustni svétlo
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je podvodné svétlo.
Zare.

Veskeré povrchy zvyraziiuje intenzivni Suméni poledniho slunce.

Vstupuji do zafivé dutiny, abych pfivitala svétlo. Ahoj. Svétlo se
sklada z fotond, jednotlivych

pluralizujicich bali¢kd hemzicich se kvant,

nezfizenych
zafeni [prenasejici]  jedinecnymia/nebo
jednotek,
pluralitnimi modalitami,
jak Castice i
vina.
Alternujimezi ted'a tehdy, anoa
ne osvétluji osidnost viech tvard

jesté ne/nefted

[v ¢asovych
smyckach]

[Veskeré tvary s chvéji]

vrvr

Vidis, fotony nejsou hmotné, osciluji a sifi se jako roj.

pfesouvaji se z mista na misto [unasivé proudy] nevnimaji ¢as
jako my.
Soubézné asynchronni, prerusované pfitomné,
jednotky inteligence presto stale na misté
[vserozmérné]
délaji v prostoru salta vzad.
[vsesméroveé] Jejich skutecna

podstata je srozumitelna

nam, chronologickym
stvorenim.

Pfi pozorovani jejich neukdznéného chovani, oznadil Einstein
fotony vyrazem

Lichtquant:
svételné kvantum

[likér svétla] [svitici frekvence]

cestuji pres ohromné vzdalenosti aby
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dorazily k této poustni panvi,
rojise  aby odhalily rGzné polohy casd,

vifi odhaluji

Ja (jsem) v cely archiv

nehybné, jasné v zablesku
navrstvenych okamzikd

kapsy
nehybna jako kdmen, [¢as] jeho
granulovita podstata
zvétrald vnimava
odhalena
jako jeden jejich zare
imploze

preklad Jan Kostohryz

front
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Decor: Empty Stage







D. HARLAN WILSON
Nietzsche: The Unmanned Autohagiography

CHAPTER1

My trilogy of biographies on Adolf Hitler, Sigmund Freud, & Frederick Douglass appeared

in May 2014, nine years prior to the release of this new volume, which my readers have

been asking me to write since the trilogy’s omnibus publication. “"More,” they whirred.
So here | am again, straddling the Abyss like a hairy skygod at dusk. Like all good

authors, | always do what my readers tell me.

CHAPTER 8
Can | give up this book please? | know | just started, but | need to get free.

Those first three biographies were written in a different spirit—a spirit of merriment
& abandon, if not bawdiness. | was a different author & a different person, mostly drunk
& variably “happy.”

Nine years later, that's not the case.

I'm quite sober & quite unhappy, blotted on a daily basis by the University that
employs me. | out-publish every professor at the University & out-administrate every
Administrator in my capacity as Chair of the Human Stain Department, but the University
only recognizes good people once they resign, retire, or die.

I make an exceptional living. I'm not complaining about my income & I'm unmotivated
by money. Nonetheless, | am underpaid for the amount of work that | do on behalf of the
University.

I have no interest in thank-yous or pats on the back. | require nonverbal affirmation in
the form of not being accused of taking advantage of the University for my hard-earned
salary & being left alone to write my dumb books.

Being left alone is the greatest gift anybody can give me. But the University wants to
eat its cake, too. It wants to eat everybody's cake. Given the chance, it would eat its own
stomach & find a way to turn everyone & everything into dessert.

Nietzsche experienced his own disillusionment with academic institutionalization &
the University’s cult of inept, bitter underperformers. If nothing else, perhaps this linkage
is worth exploring in more depth.

| will keep going, then. As always, | promise nothing. Less than nothing, | say. You
know the drill. Narrative, like life, always culminates in loss.

CHAPTER 19
Last month, my ex-wife asked me why | have never written a biography on a woman. “You
only write about men,” she lamented. “That’s misogynist.”

I told her: “l admit that I've been inspired by more male than female writers, but that’s
just because men write more about culture than nature. Like Johnny Mnemonic, I'm a
‘very technical boy."”

| didn’t tell her that my readers won't let me write about women. Even female readers.

Originally, | wanted Freud: The Penultimate Biography to be Woolf: The Unabridged
Curriculum Vitae, but test readings incited mass revolt, & | received death threats, one
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from an elderly Dutch woman who showed up at my door with a crowbar.

The whole business was silly. Again, | always listen to my readers & do what they say.
The royalties | made on Freud allowed me to pay off my mortgage & start a college fund
for my daughters, though, so | guess it was the right decision.

Come with me to the next chapter now. Afterwards, keep doing that, & I'll keep doing
this.

CHAPTER 37
Dead authors are the only illusionists capable of writing new myths.

CHAPTER 52
Grand narratives are much less than mere illusions.

To enjoy this book, you should know Nietzsche’s books backwards & forwards. You
should also be familiar with the history of English & American literature, dating back
to Chaucer (at least) & Beowulf (preferably). Furthermore, you should be relatively
colloquial in literary theory, Western philosophy, religion (namely Christianity, Buddhism,
& Pastafarianism), science-fiction studies, existentialism, surrealism, & post-everything.
Above all, you should know my oeuvre better than | do, a simple task given my terminal
forgetfulness.

Without this mnemonic toolkit, all of Nietzsche: The Unmanned Autohagiography's
nuances will escape you, & as we know, nuances matter much more than the bare bones
they inflect.

CHAPTER 71

Thank you in advance for reading this chapter. As it turns out, Nietzsche: The Unmanned
Autohagiography is a parody of the multi-tonal voice-over that plagues the screens of
Hitler: The Terminal Biography, Freud: The Penultimate Biography, & Douglass: The Lost
Autobiography. Collectively published as an omnibus called the Biographizer trilogy (a.k.a.
Hawgstriffel’s Hot Filibuster), these nonfictional infotainments themselves parody other
auteur’s voice-overs, voice-overs in general, & the biographical impetus writ large.

There is no excuse for voice-overs—only Kubrick gets away with it. Otherwise, voice-
overs always constitute lazy storytelling, sacrificing the Show for the Tell.

Biographies are not the “nonfictional” exploits that they purport to be. They are more
fictional than most novels. How could there be so many biographies of Tom Cruise? Which
biography of Tom Cruise is the “correct” one, viz., which one manifests the Truth?

There is no Truth, no reality, no objectivity. There is only subjectivity.

More specifically, there are only algorithms. Hence this thesis from a review of Freud:
The Penultimate Biography that appeared in The Rumpus: “Ceci n’est pas une livre ... This is
not a book. It is an algorithm.”

The review was written by “James Reich,” a fictional author & one of my many
pseudonyms. | have published numerous books under this pseudonym & hundreds of
essays, articles, reviews, & other writings, including the introduction to Nietzsche: The
Unmanned Autohagiography. Primarily, | employ Mr. Reich to write positive reviews of
my work. This isn‘t the Truth, per se, but I'm in no position to forsake my artistic integrity.

126



CHAPTER 104

Areyou awormoragod?Youranswerto this question—& your exegesis of the answer—will
solarize everything that you lack & embody, everything that you reap & sow, everything
that you see & misperceive.

By the way, there's a dead monkey lying on the pavement outside of the Blue
Swallow Motel. It walked out of Room 6 & died of sadness a few hours ago. Let's watch
it decompose for awhile as we consider what invoked mortal despondency in this poor
shaggy man-thing.

[Long pause.]

CHAPTER 106
Loving yourself is the worst thing. Hate yourself. Then I might begin to like you.

CHAPTER 115
Hello! I've forgotten what this book is about.

This always happens.

I mean, it's about Nietzsche, kind of, but beyond this topical marker, the book doesn’t
seem to be about much of anything or anybody. That said, there are distinct themes,
voices, sleights of hand, etc., all of which we might call “deliberate” & “purposeful,” if not
“methodical,” “systematized,” & “altogether preemptive.”

There’s even character & plot development in some areas. This is the problem, you see.

CHAPTER 122
In Violence, Slavoj Zizek says: “Nietzsche was repeatedly reinvented throughout the
twentieth century: the conservative-heroic proto-fascist Nietzsche became the French
Nietzsche & then the cultural-studies Nietzsche.”

And now, in the twenty-first century, the post-real, hyper-mediatized, ultra-
caricatured Nietzsche finally digs in his bootheels.

He is more cartoon than man now. As it should be.

In the end, we all become cartoons.

Cartoons can be infinitely reborn & resurrected.

Cartoons are always mad & never die.

Nietzsche: Nerizena autohagiografie

KAPITOLA 1
Ma trilogie Zivotopisd o Hitlerovi, Freudovi a Fredericku Douglassovi vysla v kvétnu 2014,
devét let pred vydanim tohoto nového svazku, jehoz napsani po mné ¢tenafi chtéli od
chvile, co kompletni trilogie vysla. ,Jesté," vrnéli.

A tak se tu opét rozkraduju nad Propasti jako chlupaty bdh oblohy za soumraku. Jako
vSichni dobfi autofi vzdycky délam to, o co si Ctenafi feknou.
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KAPITOLA 8
MU0zu téhle knihy nechat, prosim? Vim, Ze jsem pravé zacal, ale potfebuju se osvobodit.

Ty prvni tfi Zivotopisy jsem napsal v jiném duchu — v duchu veseli a odvazanosti, ne-li
prostopasnosti. Byl jsem jiny autor a jiny ¢lovék, vétsinou opily a pordznu ,Stastny™.

Devét let nato uz tomu tak neni.

Jsem docela stfizlivy a docela nestastny, denné promazavany univerzitou, ktera mé
zaméstnava. Co do publikaci prevalcuju kazdého profesora na univerzité a coby vedouci
katedry lidskych skvrn pfevalcuju i kazdého administratora, ale univerzita dobré lidi uzna
vzdy az poté, co daji vypovéd, odejdou do ddchodu nebo zemfou.

Vydélky mam bajecné. Na svij pfijem si nestézuju a penize mé nemotivuji. Nicméné
za mnozstvi prace, kterou ve prospéch univerzity odvadim,jsem placen nedostatecné.

O podékovani ¢i poplacani po zadech se nikoho neprosim. Vyzaduju neverbalni
potvrzeni v tom, Ze nebudu obvinovan z toho, ze za svij tézce vydélany plat univerzitu
vyuzivam, a ze mé nechaji, abych si v klidu sepisoval ty své hloupé knihy.

Nechaji-li mé o samoté, daji mi tim ten nejvétsi dar, ktery mi mize kdokoli dat. Ale
i univerzita si chce pfijit na své. Chce si pfijit na své u viech. Kdyby jen méla moznost,
poziela by i vlastni zaludek a néjak uz by to zaonadila, aby si z nas viech jesté udélala
zakusek navic.

| Nietzsche si prozil roz¢arovani z akademické institucionalizace a univerzitniho
kultu neschopnych, zahorklych nedoukd. Kdyz uz nic jiného, mozna by stala za hlubsi
prozkoumani aspor tato souvislost.

Budu tedy pokracovat. Jako vzdy neslibuju vibec nic. Mif nez nic, jarku. Vsak vite, jak
to chodi. Vypravéni, stejné jako zivot, vzdycky vrcholi ztratou.

KAPITOLA 19
Pred mésicem se mé byvala zena ptala, pro¢ nikdy nenapisu Zivotopis o zené. ,PiSes jen o
muzich," postézovala si. ,To je misogynni."

Odpovédél jsem ji: ,Pfiznavam, ze jsem se inspiroval vice muzskymi nez zenskymi
autory, ale to jen proto, ze muzi pisi vice o kultufe nez o pfirodé. Stejné jako Johnny
Mnemonic jsem ,velmi technicky chlapec".

Nerekl jsem ji, Ze mi o Zenach nedovoli psat ¢tenafi. Dokonce ani ¢tenarky.

Pdvodné jsem chtél misto ,Freuda: Predposledniho Zivotopisu" psat ,Woolfovou:
Nezkracené kurikulum®, ale zkuSebni cteni vyvolala masovou vzpouru a j& dostaval
vyhridzky smrti, jednu od starsi Holandanky, co se mi objevila pfede dvefmi domu s
pacidlem.

Cela ta véc byla hloupost. Znovu opakuju, ze svym ¢tenardm nasloucham a déldm, co
mi feknou. Autorské honorare, které jsem za ,Freuda" vydélal, mi vSak umoznily splatit
hypotéku a zalozit spofeni na studia pro dcery, takze to asi bylo spravné rozhodnuti.

Pojdte se mnou nyni do dalsi kapitoly. Potom pokracdujte v Cetbé a ja zas budu
pokradovat v tomhle.

KAPITOLA 37
Mrtvi autofi jsou jedini iluzionisté schopni psat nové myty.
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KAPITOLA 52
Velka vypravéni jsou mnohem méné nez pouhé iluze.

Abyste si tuto knihu uzili, méli byste Nietzscheho knihy znat i pozpatku. Méli byste
také znat déjiny anglické a americkeé literatury, sahajici az k Chaucerovi (pfinejmensim)
a ,Beowulfovi" (nejlépe). Dale byste méli byt pomérné zbéhli v literarni teorii, zapadni
filozofii, nabozenstvi (jmenovité kiestanstvi, buddhismu a pastafarianstvi), védecké
fantastice, existencialismu, surrealismu a ve viem post-. Pfedevsim bys mél znat mou
tvorbu Iépe nez ja, coz je vzhledem k mé zapomnétlivosti v poslednim stadiu ukol snadny.

Bez téchto mnemotechnickych pomUcek vam vsechny nuance dila ,Nietzsche:
Neztizena autohagiografie" uniknou a jak vime, na nuancich zalezi mnohem vic nez to
holé nic, které skloriuji.

KAPITOLA 71

Predem diky za to, Ze jste tuto kapitolu rozecetli. Jak se ukazuje, je ,Nietzsche: Nefizena
autohagiografie" parodii na polyfonni voiceover, ktery v pfipadé ,Hitlerova konecného
Zivotopisu", ,Freudova predposledniho Zivotopisu® a ,Douglassova ztraceného
Zivotopisu" jen zamoroval obrazovky. Tyto nefiktivni infotainmenty, vydané souhrnné
jako omnibus pod nazvem ,BiografizerovaTrilogie (aneb Hawgstriffelova zhava filipika)",
samy o sobé paroduji jiné autorské voice-overy, voice-overy obecné a biografické podnéty
jako takoveé.

Pro voice-overy neexistuje zddna omluva — prochazeji jen Kubrickovi. Jinak voice-
overy vzdy predstavuji liné vypravéni, které obétuje Ukazovéni ve prospéch Rikani.

Zivotopisy nejsou ,nefikénimi* dily, za néz se vydavaiji.

Jsou fiktivnéjsi nez vétsina romand. Jak je jinak mozné, ze mame tolik ZivotopisG Toma
Cruise? Ktery zivotopis Toma Cruise je spravny, ktery z nich zjevuje Pravdu?

Z&dna pravda totiZ neni, neni ani zadna realita, Z4dna objektivita. Jen subjektivita.

Pfesnéji feceno, jsou jen algoritmy. Viz také tezi z recenze ,Freudova predposledniho
Zivotopisu", ktera vysla v asopise The Rumpus: ,Cecin'est pas une livre... Toto neni kniha.
Je to algoritmus."

Tu recenzi napsal jisty ,James Reich", autor smysleny a jeden z mych mnoha
pseudonymdy. Pod timto pseudonymem jsem vydal fadu knih a stovky esejd, ¢lankd,
recenzi a dalSich textd, véetné Uvodu k ,Nietzscheho autohagiografii*. Pana Reicha
zaméstnavam hlavné proto, aby psal kladné recenze na mé knihy. To samo o sobé neni
Pravda, ale nejsem v pozici, kdy bych se mohl vzdat vlastni umélecké integrity.

KAPITOLA 104

Jste snad Cerv, nebo b0h? Vase odpovéd na tuto otdzku — a vaSe exegeze odpovédi —
solarizuje vse, co vam chybi a co ztélesiujete, vSe, co sklizite a co rozsévate, vse, co vidite
a co si pletete.

Mimochodem, na chodniku pfed motelem Modra vlastovka lezi mrtva opice. Pred
nékolika hodinami vysla z pokoje islo 6 a zemfela zarmutkem. Chvili se na ni budeme
divat, jak se rozklada, a pfitom se zamyslime nad tim, co v té ubohé chlupaté lidské véci
tu smrtelnou skli¢enost vyvolalo.
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KAPITOLA 106
Ze vieho nejhorsi je sebe sama milovat. Nenavidte se. Pak vas mozna za¢nu mit rad.

KAPITOLA 115
Zdravim! Dodista jsem zapomnél, o ¢em tahle kniha je.

To se mi stava pokazdeé.

Tedy, je to tak trochu o Nietzschem, ale kromé tohoto aktualniho oznadeni se zda,
ze kniha neni o ni¢em a o nikom. Pfesto jsou v ni zfetelnd témata, hlasy, kouzelnické
triky atd. a to vSe bychom mohli oznadit za ,zamérné" a ,0celné", ne-li ,metodické",
~Systematizované" a ,veskrze preventivni*.

V nékterych oblastech dokonce dochazi k vyvoji postav a déje.

Vite, a vtom je praveé ta potiz.

KAPITOLA 122
V knize s nazvem ,Nasili* pise Slavoj Zizek toto: ,Nietzsche byl v pribéhu 20. stoleti
opakované pretvaren: z konzervativné-heroického protofasistického Nietzscheho se stal
Nietzsche francouzsky a poté Nietzsche kulturalnich studii."

A nyni, v jednadvacatém stoleti, se postrealny, hypermedializovany, ultrakarikovany
Nietzsche tomu vSemu konecné postavi na odpor.

Nyni je z néj spi$ kreslena postavicka nez ¢lovék. A tak to taky ma byt.

Nakonec se kreslenymi postavickami totiz staneme my vsichni.

Kreslené postavicky se mohou donekonecna obrozovat a kfisit.

Kreslené postavicky jsou vzdycky Silené a nikdy neumiraji.

preklad David Vichnar
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Poems

| Have a Crisis for You

you lit up a cigarette

but it wouldn't burn

it was summer

& girls would light up from any passer-by
but | didn't light up from you anymore

—our love’s gone missing, | explain to a friend

it vanished in one of the wars

we waged in our kitchen

—change the word ‘war’ to ‘crisis,’ he suggests

because a crisis is something everyone has from time to
time

remember the Second World Crisis?
correspondingly, also the First World
Civil Crisis—to each his own

| forgot about the Cold Crisis

it seems they also came in twos
also the Uprising Crisis

it sounds so good—

the Uprising Crisis of 1648-1657
write it down in the textbooks

a crisis that liberates

releases forever

my great-grandfather fell in the Second World Crisis
possibly by the hand of my other great-grandfather

or his machine gun

or his battle tank

butitis unclear

how they conducted this crisis with each other

perhaps it was the crisis itself that killed them, like a plague
for nobody is to blame for the crisis

itis inexorable like death

& when our own domestic war

turns into crisis

does it get better?

does it hurt less?

do birds come back to us from the south
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or maybe, we come out to meet them?
why is our language like that—

we lack words to describe our feelings
only crisis & love are left

as antonyms

but if love is bound to be so complicated
with these blazes & smolderings

like blood & pain

(& blood is not like periods

but some new feeling of mine)

(& pain is yours)

if love is made up

of two different feelings

then soon love will also be called crisis

| have a crisis for you, darling
let's get married
it'll be easier for us both

we've got a crisis
we'd better split up

translated by Svetlana Lavochkina

Mother Tongue

the words on the tip of a mother tongue

are always the sweetest & the bitterest

don’t lend themselves to a literal translation from language to language
require notes, explanations

whenever my mother asks “aren’t you hungry?”

it means “how are you feeling?”

& sometimes | protest:

—to chew it up, place it inside my mouth
double-check that | swallowed —

is that your special form of coercion, mama?

— once you have your own kids, you'll understand —
she answers

I would say that this would never happen
hang up the phone, get offended, sulk

yet the mother tongue gets passed down to me
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now | speak it myself

at the very least, with my own self

when | decorate a holiday tree

& hang up bonbons alongside the ornaments
when there’s food left on my plate

& | cannot bear to throw it out into trash
forcing myself to swallow it

| remember when my grandma

always talked us into clearing out our plates

& we ate for mama, for tato, for baba, & for dido

for all the relatives from the photos in the family album
until our plates were completely clean

to this day we eat for those relatives
who a century ago

half a century ago

& even just this past year

suffered from hunger

now | come home

& lask my child

aren’t you hungry, my baby?

have you had something to eat?
& whatever the answer may be

| persuade her to eat something
to see the evidence of her fullness

in these home-cooked meals

the whole history of the past millennium
people let out of captivity

weeping at the sight of an apple

the millions starved in the famine

with swollen abdomens

in this talk about food | see the battlefield
the deceased & the fallen —

people so close to me & yet so far

we pass on history from parents to children with food
we chew through history with the mouths of our children
gnawing it quietly so that the special services won't hear
but I'll translate it for you:

when one could get executed
for possessing documents in Ukrainian [1918, 2022]
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we obtained our documents in Russian

when one could get charged with terrorism
for speaking Ukrainian [1930's-50s]
we switched to the Soviet tongue

when our local dishes were called
nationalist propaganda [1960's-70's]
we ate what everyone else was eating

so I'm sorry if you're still swallowing
this history of surviving

food not for pleasure

but for nourishment

to be the thing that you eat

to be like everyone else

the one that won't be starved to death
or sent off to a concentration camp

but wait, there was a form of protest
our grandmas baking easter bread

& calling it “cake”

tricking the ears of informers

& in childhood we saved the wrappers
from chocolate candy

& inserts from “love is...” gum

as proof that we get pleasure

from the sweets we consume

slowly I'm compiling our explanatory dictionary of food
word to word, dish to dish

some of them are about death

but many are about life

I'll definitely give it to you to read

so that you'll be the first child in the world
who stops eating

for all the dead relatives

& learns to eat only for herself

because for the work of mourning

over our fallen, tortured, & starved to death
we will take back our own words

& when you grow up
I'll call you & ask
no matter how much | want to say something else
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I'll just ask:
how are you feeling, my love?

July 25, 2023, Kyiv

translated by Oksana Maksymchuk

Basné
Mam pro tebe krizi

zapalis si cigaretu

ale nechce horet

bylo léto

a holky si nechavaly zapalit od ndhodnych kolemjdoucich
ale ja se uz kvili tobé nerozpalila

—hleda se nase laska, vysvétluji pfiteli

Ze zmizela béhem jedné z téch valek

co jsme rozpoutali u nas kuchyni

—zmén slovo ,valka" na ,krize", navrhuje
protoze krizi si jednou za ¢as projde kazdy z nas

pamatujes si na druhou svétovou krizi?
analogicky taky na prvni svétovou
obcanskou krizi—kazdému, co jeho jest
na studenou krizi jsem uz zapomnéla
vypada to, ze take pfisla po dvou

taky krizové povstani

to zni tak dobfe—

krizové povstani 1648-1657

zapiste to do ucebnic

krize ktera osvobodi

a navzdy uvolni

mUj pradédecek padl v druhé svétové krizi
pravdépodobné rukou mého druhého pradédecka
nebo jeho kulometem

nebo jeho bojovym tankem

neni jasné

jak vedli tuhle krizi jeden proti druhému

mozna je zabila sama krize, jako mor

nebot za krizi pfece nemUze nikdo
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je neuprosna jako smrt

a poté, co se nase vlastni domaci valka
proméni v krizi

zlepsi se tim snad?

boli snad min?

vrati se k nam ptéci z teplych krajin

nebo jim snad pdjdeme naproti?

proc je nase rec takova—

nestaci nam slova, abychom popsali nase pocity
zbyvaji uz jenom krize a laska

coby antonyma

ale musi-li byt laska musi tak komplikovana
se véemi témi plameny a dymy

jako krev a bolest

(a krev neni podobna mésickim

ale néjakému novému pocitu)

(a bolest je tva)

pokud se laska sklada

ze dvou riznych pocitd

pak se laska bude brzy nazyvat krizi

mam pro tebe krizi, ma mila
pojdme se vzit
bude to pro nas oba jednodussi

mame krizi
radéji bychom se méli rozejit

2016
Matersky jazyk

slova na Spicce matefského jazyka

jsou vzdy nejsladsi a nejtrpdi

nepropujcuji se doslovnému prekladu z jazyka do jazyka
vyzaduji poznamky, vysvétleni

kdykoliv se mé matka zeptd ,nemas hlad?"
znamena to ,jak se citis?"

a nékdy protestuju:

— rozzvykat to, dat si to do Ust

ujistit se, ze jsem polkla —

to je teda tvidj osobity natlak, mami?
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— az budes mit vlastni déti, pochopis —
odpovida

fekla bych, Ze se tohle nikdy nestane
polozit telefon, urazit se, trucovat

ale i tak se mi matefsky jazyk preda
ted jim mluvim sama

pfinejmensim se sebou

kdyz zdobim vanoéni stromecek

a vésim bonbdny na dekorace

kdyZz mi na talifi zbyva jidlo

a nemdzu se pfimét k tomu ho vyhodit
cpu si ho do krku nasilim

pamatuju si, jak nas babicka

vzdycky premlouvala, abychom talite vyjidali docista
a jedli jsme za mamku, za tatku, za babcu, za dédu

za vSechny pfibuzné z fotek v rodinném albu

dokud nase talife nebyly vyjedené dodista

dodnes jime za ty pfibuzné
co pred sto lety

pred padesati lety

a dokonce i jesté minuly rok
trpéli hladem

dnes pfichazim domd

a ptdm se svého ditéte

nemas hlad, milacku?

mélas néco k jidlu?

a at uz odpovi jakkoliv
premlouvam ji, aby néco snédla
at mam dkaz toho, Ze je plna

v téchto podomacku varenych jidlech
celé déjiny minulého tisicileti

lidé propusténi ze zajeti

placou pfi pohledu na jablko

miliony mrtvé za hladomoru

s nafouklymi bfichy

v téchto fecech o jidle vidim bitevni pole
zesnulé a padlé —

lidi tak blizké, a pfitom tak vzdalené
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skrze jidlo pfenasime déjiny z rodi¢d na potomky
prokousavame se historii Usty vlastnich déti
tise ji ohlodavame, aby nas neslysely tajné sluzby
ale pro vas to prelozim:

kdyz vas za drzeni dokument0 v ukrajinstiné [1918, 2022]
mohli popravit
sehnali jsme si je v rustiné

kdyz vas za to, ze mluvite ukrajinsky [1930-1950],
mobhli obvinit z terorismu
presli jsme na jazyk sovétl

kdyz nase tradi¢ni jidla oznacili
za nacionalistickou propagandu [1960-1970]
jedli jsme to, co vSichni ostatni

takze mé moc mrzi, pokud stale polykate
tuhle historii prezivani

jidlo bez potéseni

jen coby vyziva

stavat se tim co jite

byt jako vSichni ostatni

tim kdo neumfe hlady

nebo neskondiv koncentracnim tabore

ale pockat, dalo se protestovat

nase babicky pekly velikonocni pecivo
a rikali mu ,dort"

obelstili tak usi praskacd

a jako mali jsme si schovavali obaly
Cokoladovych tycinek

a papirky ze zvykacek ,Loveis..."
jako dUkazy naseho potéseni

ze snédenych sladkosti

pomalu ddvam dohromady nas vykladovy slovnik jidla
slovo po slové, jidlo po jidle

néktera z nich jsou o smrti

ale mnoha o Zivoté

urcité ti ho dam predist

abys byla prvnim ditétem na svété

co prestane jist
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za véechny své mrtvé pribuzné

a naudi se jist jen sama za sebe

protoze pomoci truchlivého Usili

nad nasimi padlymi, umucenymi a vyhladovélymi
si vezmeme zpét nase slova

a az budes velka

zavolam ti a zeptdm se té

nehledic na to, jak moc bych chtéla Fict néco jiného
zeptdm se jen

jak se citis, milacku?

25. Cervence 2023, Kyjiv

preklad Jan Kostohryz & David Vichnar
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