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FOREWORD

Dear readers,

The best sign that a book has moved
us is that we want someone else to
read it.

We recommend it to a friend. We talk
about a character as if we had met
them. A powerful book travels with us.

That is the quiet force of literature.

It helps us recognise ourselves in

lives very different from our own.

It gives shape to fears, hopes and
contradictions we may not yet have
found the words for. And in doing so, it
brings people closer together.

Europe is full of extraordinary

books like that. Books waiting to be
discovered. Written in languages that
most of us do not speak. Carrying
stories that all of us would recognise.
The European Union Prize for Literature
is designed to find those books - to
build cultural bridges, remove linguistic
barriers and let these stories travel.

It supports emerging authors from the
41 Creative Europe countries and helps
their work reach new readers, new

languages and new conversations. It is

a way of celebrating Europe’s cultural
diversity as something living: written,
translated, shared and rediscovered.

| think, for example, of ll-Gagga (The
Cage) by Frans Sammut. Written in
Maltese and deeply rooted in Malta,
it still speaks to questions that go
far beyond one country: identity,
belonging, ambition, constraint and
the search for freedom. Europe has
many such stories.

It is an honour to present this year’s
anthology, featuring the shortlisted
authors of the 2026 European

Union Prize for Literature. | warmly
congratulate our Grand Prize laureate
Dora Kapralova for her novel Mariborskd
hypndza (The Maribor Hypnosis) and our
Special Mentions, Hélene Frédérick,
from France, for Lézardes (Rivers of White)
and Vladimir Vujovi¢, from Montenegro,
for Slobodni udarci (Free Kicks). And

also all the shortlisted authors for

their outstanding contributions to
contemporary European literature.
Your work is proof that Europe’s literary
landscape is extraordinary.



| also extend my thanks to the jury,
for their difficult task of choosing
among exceptional talents, and to our
partners, the Federation of European
Publishers and the European and
International Booksellers Federation.

The European Commission is proud
to support these writers through the
Creative Europe programme and the
Culture Compass for Europe.

So read these books. Let them surprise
you. Let them move you.

And when they do, share them.

That is how literature travels.
That is how Europe grows
closer together.

Glenn Micallef
Commissioner for
Intergenerational
Fairness, Youth,
Culture and Sport




tUROPEAN JURY

he European jury is composed of

seven members, all of whom are
literary experts with highly recognised
professional reputations and are
competent and influential in the field of
literature and translation. The members
are appointed by the EUPL consortium
after consultation with experts in the
sector. The members of the jury come
from or represent countries not featured
in the current edition of the prize.

Kostas Spatharakis (Greece)

Kostas Spatharakis studied law in
Athens and comparative literature in
Thessaloniki. He worked for many years
as a freelance translator, copy editor and
proofreader, and in 2014 he founded an
independent publishing house, based in
Athens (Antipodes).

Akos Brunner (Hungary)

Akos Brunner studied philosophy at

the University of Pécs, Hungary, and
completed his doctoral studies at Central
European University (CEU), Budapest,
specialising in ancient Greek and Roman
thought. From 2011 onward, he worked
as a postdoctoral researcher and lecturer
at CEU and E&tvos Lordnd University.
Since 2019, he has worked in publishing.
In 2022, he joined Typotex Publishing
House, an independent Hungarian
publisher known for its science and
popular science catalogue and its
contemporary European fiction series,
which includes works by several winners
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and nominees of the EUPL. Alongside his
editorial work, Brunner also coordinates
Typotex’s ongoing Creative Europe
literary translation project under the
‘Circulation of European literary works’
scheme.

Sinéad Mac Aodha (Ireland)

Sinéad Mac Aodha is the director

of Literature Ireland, a government-
funded organisation that promotes

Irish literature abroad. She served as

the Irish expert on the European Union
OMC Working Group on Translation

and Multilingualism. She recently
co-edited an anthology of Irish short
stories in Spanish, Cuentos irlandeses
contempordneos. Current projects

include curating an exhibition of Irish
authors' photographs at the European
Parliament in Brussels and organising a
conference celebrating Ireland’s many
European literary translators in Dublin.
She was managing director of the Centre
Culturel Irlandais Paris from 2016-2017.
Mac Aodha currently sits on a number of
literature and translation prize juries.

Bernhard L. Mohr (Norway)

Bernhard L. Mohr works as an acquiring
editor of international fiction at
Cappelen Damm, the largest publishing
house in Norway. He publishes a wide
range of literary authors in translation,
among them Nobel prize laureates
Laszl6 Krasznahorkai and Kazuo



Ishiguro, Andrey Kurkov and Elisa Shua
Dusapin. A Slavist by education, Mohr
has written several critically acclaimed
non-fiction books about Russia and its
relationship with the West. In 2024, he
initiated a support programme for non-
fiction and fiction authors in Ukraine, a
collaboration between the Norwegian
writers’ organisations, the Norwegian
Helsinki Committee and PEN Ukraine.

Alexandra Harvanova (Slovakia)
Alexandra Harvanova is a dedicated
literary advocate and the face

behind the independent bookstore
Knihkupectvo Na Korze in eastern
Slovakia. Her career spans journalism,
cultural production for the European
Capital of Culture project, and
bookstore management. As an author
and organiser, she is best known for
her innovative community initiatives,
including student reading scholarships
and charity book campaigns. Her
work focuses on bridging the gap
between quality literature and the
general public, fostering a vibrant local
community of readers. Harvanova
brought to the jury the unique
perspective of a bookseller who works
daily to connect diverse audiences with
European literature.

Barbara Anderli¢ (Slovenia)
Barbara Anderli¢ is an interpreter,
translator and cultural worker from

Slovenia. She studied translation
studies in Graz and Valladolid. Her most
recent translation is Jurij Devetak’s
graphic novel Nekropolis (Schaltzeit
Verlag, 2023) based on Boris Pahor’s
autobiographical book. Over the years,
she has interpreted for several artists
and writers, including Graciela lturbide
and Ana Schnabl. She also moderates
literary events and works together with
the Traduki network for literature and
books. Anderli¢ was the recipient of the
2014 exil-Dramatikerlnnenpreis and a
member of the Viennale audience jury
in 2012. Having lived abroad for several
years, she is currently based in Ljubljana.

Carmen Posadas (Spain)

Carmen Posadas is an award-winning
Uruguayan-Spanish writer whose work
spans children’s literature, novels, essays
and screenwriting. The daughter of a
diplomat, she spent her childhood in
Uruguay before moving to Madrid and
later living in Moscow, Buenos Aires and
London. She began her literary career
in 1980 and has since published more
than 15 children’s books, 12 novels,
biographies and numerous film and
television scripts. Her novel Pequenas
infamias won Spain’s Premio Planeta in
1998. Her works have been translated
into more than 30 languages.



VERDICI OF THE
tUROPEAN JURY

INTRODUCTION

The fourteen nominated books for
the 2026 European Union Prize for
Literature span the whole gamut of
human experience. From complicated,
frosty parent—child relationships, where
the narrator’s gaze is firmly fixed upon
the most intimate of catastrophes,

to sweeping stories about whole
countries and their destinies, we read
about people seeking answers and
redemption, often demonstrating
compassion and bearing witness.
From Japan to India to Maribor and to
the Estonian bogland, these fictional
works encompass a variety of styles
ranging from high literary narratives to
more experimental forms. Building on
the great European literary traditions,
these writers are also carving out new
territories of their own. The future of
European writing looks bright.

Jury motivations

LAUREATE: Czechia — Dora Kaprélova,
Mariborskd hypndza (The Maribor
Hypnosis)

Czech writer Dora Kapralova achieves
something quite remarkable with

her short, snappy novel, The Maribor
Hypnosis. Ostensibly framed as ‘just’

a guidebook to Maribor, the second
largest city in Slovenia, Kapralova's
nimble, light-footed jaunt through

the city’s history belies the sheer craft
behind this perfectly measured piece
of writing. Kaprélova expertly shifts
between the past and the present,
playfully conjuring and honouring a
shared European history and literary
legacy. Think Joseph Roth meets Franz
Kafka on a FlixBus. And they are headed
to meet Tito.

As in Georgi Gospodinov's Natural Novel
and Amin Maalouf’s The First Century
after Beatrice, one of the characters is
the humble housefly, which plays an
outsized role far surpassing its miniature
proportions. This tiny, oftentimes
unloved insect asks us to look closer at



reality — and the illusions, manipulations
and, perhaps, hypnoses that have
played a part in creating, addressing
and understanding life throughout
history. By also scrutinising the life of
the famed Maribor illusionist Svengali,
Kaprélové makes the reader reflect on
our contemporary predicaments, the
fleeting miracle that is life — scarcely a
month in the case of housefly — and the
significance of ordinary, smaller things.

With humour and irony, Kapralova
creates a freewheeling tour de

force about universal truths that is,
nonetheless, quintessentially European
and, most importantly, an utterly
delightful and compelling read.

SPECIAL MENTION: Montenegro —
Vladimir Vujovi¢, Slobodni udarci (Free
Kicks)

In his short story collection Free Kicks,
Montenegrin writer Vladimir Vujovi¢
showcases the breadth of his writing
skills. Tackling a variety of themes —
from personal childhood trauma to
geopolitical catastrophes — Vujovic¢
carefully chooses his tone to fit the
stories at hand, either employing traces
of magic realism to subvert the reader’s
expectations or dialling up hyperbole
and sarcasm to unflinchingly unmask
the cruelty of the world. He expertly
draws on both the American and the
European short story traditions.

The pacing and rhythm of these stories
unexpectedly change gears to keep
readers guessing, albeit while exposing
the smug and self-centred gaze of a

coddled bunch of literati or observing
the almost hallucinatory thoughts of an
adult cut off from society.

Vujovic has proven to be a great new
talent on the European literary scene -
ready to take his free kick, a suspended
moment in time, when everything
seems possible.

SPECIAL MENTION: France — Hélene
Frédérick, Lézardes (Rivers of White)

In her novel Rivers of White, Canadian-
born Hélene Frédérick draws on
personal experiences to depict the life
of a Paris-based Quebecoise copy editor
and writer. The fragmented yet fluid
prose juxtaposes intimate ruminations
on the narrator’s relationship with

her electrical mechanic father

with reflections on work, planned
obsolescence, precarity and social class.

The copy editor’s job is to constrain
free-flowing language and to hunt
down errors, something that is
completely contrarian to anarchist
sentiments. Yet, gradually, a connection
between anarchism and copy editing

is exposed, revealing the anarchist
characters that have previously peopled
the world of typography. The narrator
herself finds that the restrictions of work
offer her more freedom as a writer —
one craft seemingly nurturing the other.

Rivers of White is a poetic and deeply felt
tribute to language, to the people who
shape us and to those who have ‘edited’
the life story that we tell ourselves.



[HE tUROPEAN
UNION PRIZE FOR
LITERATURE

INTRODUCTION

Launched in 2009, the European

Union Prize for Literature (EUPL) is

an annual initiative that recognises

the best emerging fiction writers

in Europe. Its aim is to spotlight the
creativity and diverse wealth of Europe’s
contemporary literature in the field

of fiction, promote the circulation of
literature within Europe and encourage
greater interest in literary works beyond
national borders. The EUPL is open to
41 countries currently involved in the
Creative Europe programme. Each

year, national organisations in a third

of the participating countries select
novels they trust have the potential

to find an audience outside of their
national borders, making it possible for
all countries and language areas to be
represented over a three-year cycle.

The prize is co-financed by the Creative
Europe programme of the European

Union, which aims to achieve three
main goals: promote the cross-border
mobility of those working in the cultural
sector, encourage the transnational
circulation of cultural and artistic output
and foster intercultural dialogue.

SELECTION PROCESS

During each yearly edition, the
shortlisted books are proposed by
national nominating organisations

that are familiar with the literary scene

in their country. They are used to
promoting their own literature abroad
and have expertise in literary quality and
in assessing the translatability potential
of a book. The nominating organisations
are chosen based on criteria stipulated
by the EUPL consortium in agreement
with the European Commission, and
they accept to abide by the following
principles.
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« The choice of the national nominee
must be made fairly and independently
by the relevant organisation designated
by the EUPL.

« The names of the members of the
national committees responsible
for making the selections should be
recorded and shared internally with
the EUPL.

« All decisions must be taken based on
consensus within the organisation and
mutual agreement with the EUPL.

- The organisations designated by the
EUPL cannot submit a work by an
author with whom they have direct ties.

- The organisations designated by the
EUPL cannot submit a book published
by a publishing house with which they
have direct ties.

- The organisations designated by the
EUPL cannot submit a self-published
book and/or one not distributed in the
country’s bookshops.

« The content of the nominated book
must respect the values of the
European Union, namely the respect for
human rights, human dignity, freedom
and equality, and the rights of persons
belonging to minorities.

« The author of the shortlisted book
cannot be currently employed by the
European institutions.

« The author of the shortlisted book
should be ready to take part in EUPL-
related activities.

- The nominating organisations should
proactively engage with publishers.

All national organisations must respect
the selection rules. Based on translated

excerpts from the shortlisted books,
the jury chooses one laureate and two
special mentions. The jury’s choice is
based on a list of books nominated

at the national level, one for each
participating country.

THE CONSORTIUM

The EUPL is organised by a consortium
of associations comprising the
Federation of European Publishers

and the European and International
Booksellers Federation, with the
support of the European Commission.
These two federations are jointly
responsible for setting up the

European jury, organising the jury’s
announcement and spotlighting the
authors’ achievements. They support
the authors in promoting their work
across Europe and beyond - online,

in bookshops and at book fair events.
Both organisations represent part of the
book industry at the European level and
work closely together to highlight the
priorities in the sector.

-11-



NOMINATING
URGANISATIONS

Each year, books are shortlisted at the national

level by organisations experienced in promoting
national literature abroad and that assess literary works
for their quality, translatability and export potential.
Nominating organisations are invited to submit their
choice, which consists of a book and a nominated author.
They are experts on their national literature scenes and
know how to boost authors’ international visibility.

-12 -



The nominating organisations in 2026 are the following:

- Armenia: PEN (Poets, Playwrights, Editors, Essayists and Novelists) Armenia

- Croatia: Croatian Literature / Ministry of Culture and Media

- Cyprus: Writers Union / Literature and Criticism Association (OLK) / PEN
Cyprus / Hellenic Cultural Association of Greek Cypriots (EPOK CYPRUS)

- Czechia: Czechlit

- Estonia: Estonian Literature Centre

- Finland: The Finnish Reading Centre

- France: Institut Francais / Société des Gens de Lettres

- Kosovo: Biblioteka Kombétare e Kosovés ‘Pjetér Bogdani’ / National Library
of Kosovo

- Liechtenstein: Literaturhaus Liechtenstein

+ Luxembourg: Kultur|lx

+ Moldova: Muzeul National al Literaturii Romane din Chisinau / National
Museum of Romanian Literature, Chisindu

« Montenegro: Forum mladih pisaca

- North Macedonia: Biblioteka Brakja Miladinovci

- Sweden: Gothenburg Book Fair / Bokmassan

-13-



Yo twop dhnf,
Eu” gump

Sargis HOVSEPYAN
N buop Wtinh, ku' Junp
You Die Today, I Die Tomorrow

Metro Publishing, 2024
Armenian

ISBN: 978-9939-9343-0-3
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ARMENIA

BIOGRAPHY

Sargis Hovsepyan (b. 1977,
Yerevan) is an Armenian fiction

writer, screenwriter, playwright,
educator, and cultural manager. He

is the author of a collection of short
stories and two novels, and he also
holds a BA in Screenwriting from the
Yerevan State Institute of Theatre and
Cinema. Since 2018, he has taught
creative writing at the TUMO Center
for Creative Technologies, working
with young writers and emerging
voices. In 2022, he became Head of
Television Projects at the cultural
channel Boon TV, and in 2025 was
appointed Director of Yerevan State
University’s Cultural Center. He
volunteered as a soldier during the
44-Day War (Nagorno Karabakh, 2020)
and his reflections on the conflict are
expressed in his short story, ‘Flat Rock’,
published by Asymptote Journal.

He is married and the father of one
daughter.




Sargis Hovsepyan's You Die Today, | Die
Tomorrow moves between past and
present, revealing how suppressed
histories continue to shape everyday
life. The novel focuses on Frida, a young
woman in Yerevan whose research
into the fate of a forgotten victim of
Stalinist repression leads her beyond
archives and into the silences of her
own family. Set in contemporary
Armenia in the spring of 2022, as

Russian refugees arrive in Yerevan
after the invasion of Ukraine, the novel
weaves together personal relationships
and political tensions. In parallel with
the tense narratives of Frida and her
grandfather, the city emerges as a
layered witness to history, its streets
and squares reflecting intertwined
times, memories, and the lingering
presence of imperial violence. As
hidden stories surface, the narrative
unfolds like a subdued investigation,
gradually revealing the logic behind its
unsettling title.

REPORT OF THE NOMINATING
ORGANISATION

You Die Today, | Die Tomorrow displays

a rare ability to connect personal

memory with contemporary European

realities through a compelling narrative

voice. At a moment when Europe

is once again confronted with war,

displacement, and unanswered

questions about responsibility,
this novel speaks quietly but

directly to the present.
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Uhphih Awpndybng Abnn $phnugh yuwthwo-duws  Yhbgwnp
ybpwoytg pwnuh: Opwlwd wnwubt waqud wawydyuwih tp
quihu Uty wbuywubkh junAwbtngnd onwp dwpnpn Al nbd
nhdwg gupu quind, UGy quigupudh jud punhph goep
wdbbwwtAhwpdup  wwAhht thwly quakny, dby  funAwbangh
ubtinuaht hty-np Juuuokih wupmawynipjudp  Swundninh
nnuhbin Awpnbwpbipbnd, np Whphg Epohppe hp wbnbnh
abpquynipial hty-np Yepy thnpuhwunmnigbnt Awdwp wunygué
ghunh npuntinhg plipnud: k| whgwatp, £ uwnwd pwnipdwdtp n
pjwpwpbbp, £ yhyubip o nmwpupbnyp ubhybpu-pundmhabp,
nn dphnud Aunuwbu wwnnd tp, pwbdh np pungph Awdntiy
prynupnid nuabp ne wpytb Ahtg mwph, hty dkbwy bp wypnid,
tpptip wwbp pbp wwhAnd: Sphnugh thnpphy - pawlupuibp
Jtpuoty Ep winpuiljghnbh, npubn wdth puguthnfuh hog-np
Juwbdg jud qujpuynnipind Ep uyquunud:

Unwynunjuilr bjh dkfuwdhynpka puyt Ep Ajnupuuukiyuay Yoknpho
Jubqabnt, puyg Abg Ajnipuiutiijuiih nnua dnn Awbyupdwhh
En Yt Yhphiht pugdngh dpw Augunawpbipbng: Upnbib dh pubh
wnwph Yotnpp Ajnipuiutiijujh gnua Atnbnd Ep: Ckag wnwght
huy opywbthg, tpp phpt) Ep wnnil, Jubgdl) tp Ajnpuaukiyuyh
dtonbinnud, duyk) Ep onupen, wayjnbh ypw pugynn noinp wnwy
En plipty, wtmuufnply Ep ugintn me wyibue Gpplip winntinhg
stn wbnquthnpuby $phnugh Awdwp Yobinph wbnd  wybpwd
Awunwwnid tp me @how, nnub Atnbnd” Gnwalyniane dky,
nppwl ubhiipuh ntmp ks prupgtnh Ynnpha:
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Uwnghu Lndubthjw

M Apdw dbpwubjuymd dwhtwluht Gunwd yghntnp hby
waky Puthpthywo Yhttwhhg wubu Ahdwpugwsé habp: pky
. npw Gwipunpry opp, Epp wippawgly £, Uhphid wipnbb wppma
En Enti), nunh dhwaquidhg abppugyty Ep hty-np gnpstwjua
hpwpubgdwd dte unip, tuwpuwtug, inquupuwil, Aknn pudly, nwb
thanpunip b wyd, nupkp £ Awugnt) dnwék)] wdhwupdupnipjud
dwuht: Uyuonp npnoki) Ep wlthg nnipu squiy, hull Whphia £ Akbg
wuon npngky Ep tplyuap paky:

Unwéhg gnat Gnppripp Gptnjub hp dnn pipwdé jhakp, dh
putiny Yapuntn, dh phy gnpo Gubbip: Stnhg kjuy, whwbghun
nhunintt puytg Gbnhy ukbjuynd, wyw dukg ywAwpuah
nnwd ks Auygbm dky, ninntig huwqwpp, gnnha dgkg n nnipu
Euwy uklyuyhg: Gnipuuklyuyh gninp Gphp-ynpu pugh Yypw
Ep, Awuwy nnudb nu Jubg wnwy: Upkg unnnipinubn: Whphip
owbp 20ynud Ep: Puquingp wyuwnh wuwy Ep e nnahg yEp Gplund,
thnpuwptiop Bpumd Ep anpppp, Akbg nhdwgp wuunniAwdh
), wpnnhd npyué: dSphnwd unp onuly puigtig n wpwig pug)tig
ntiyh tnppnipp Awjugpp dyyunuwjuyjinha: Cwudkng wpnnh
Jtngptg nppmipd meopeytig: Whphih dtpl dwpdhap thngws
En puqunghl, thnph Ypw, quufup pupdh dby pupws, Awuwn
pubpp nwh Ybp: Swslngp dhwyd Uy nnpb Ep swdynud, diniuh
pwpl withnyp Juhws tp pugingh kqphg: $phnud wudw
nubpuntigntg puyiipp: Mhpy Aiinygp fupdhp Jupohph dby:
dhwy gniatin pubd Ep Sphnwih dhunnb Ajnipuutayuaynid: Ukinp
nipuntbl wag uh Auju yunluwsé Ep hp pugunght, juydwphyniap,
Jhuwswpwo putiph ypu nmnwd pwgniobpny e dwpgué
dquanapny: Ynp ywbgwd dh wwh Jubg wnwy, Awjugpp
uwhtgptg yuphg ybp wubu dnwgunytipnd $hpubnt Awdwp
tpluphg hp puqunghtt piljws ppugmah dwpdhip, e waguy
funAwdng:

Unwbg dwdwawly Ynpgaknt owqytd nptg qugoowpuhat: Uhpup
nunp unipd bp mgnud: buykg pwqyth dpnipjud dby whonuy
p2owgnn unip@ht: Unip&h tpbup pug Gpuag unwguy ne uljubig
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1 Euop dkinh, tu' Junp

puipualy thpehpby: bipgbytig ump&h gy poypa nudhiy Ypupdpuibun,
nupwlhg Awbtg pudwla n wthubb:

Unwuywwnltphg yAtnwugnn Aujujuljud dwupdhdp yuthwqubg
owwn wbn bp qpuntgdnud Sphnugh wnwynunjub dnpbpnid,
Sphnwih thnpphy Ajpuuutpuynud, $phnwgh pawupuband n
pwnupmd: dphnwb nuinun owjwymd Ep wyn dwpdhbp: ip
gqunud Ep, dwpdhap Aknd Ep: Uh Yepy Aptny dinganud Epe brhy,
puyg tpp Awgnnynud Ep, Pthhh wwpnawnpmianp upuny n
wuwwbpht puduybiny nnipu Ep wpuunnud Pihyhg: Cujuyujuad
dwpduh nunpbph wpwapbtphg pnupu Eha puhymd 6@quywo
aQuiphyttpp, pUutph wwlhg  Gdppyue  Awpplgnnubpa  nu
hutinwgwo thhjhunthwabpp: $phnud hapdmd Ep wyn, wanwnn
- pupd dwpdhbp dingly - hpothnpphly Snjnunwe Swiphup, puyg
wyunndbptwgh  wpnndbpp Ynunpdnud - Bha,  ondndnud  Lha
wnwpuplnyp Jupquynphy énntpd n ppawlabpp, wugpnud
wiuhatpp: $phnwb dupdhap Apnuad Ep guqyth dby, puyg uya
sbn wagnud gwqyth Gty Ynynpnhg, pynud dund bp winuntin
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Puithynn unip&h dwythg niyph quiny wpwg wagwwntg quql
nt |gpkg pwdwln: unydhul pah dky hapbhwyjunwA, wyp dwlnn
wnnnonpjwdp wn dwpdhap $phnughtt whnwakh Angatigptig:
Lpw Gwbwywo popnp nnudwnnhy 9hp nenuynp Eha, Anpunpuwgnn
Awbwly, pnh tppbdy, didwdhw, puyg Gwl fungtijh: Ugn|, Aklg
fungtijh, dnwstkyg $phnwl, ndywp b wdbh uy pun dnwsh:
Muwp, np hp n9 Ayupunipjudp nu owapmpjudp Awankpd
tpplip hpbl h wupuumpoud, Enpwgpp, np pubwlhg guymg dh
pwdh nwph wag Ynnubayuwph gnpd unynplg nu Apdw wpnta
wmwphbp gupnibwly opwulb nwup dwd onnud £ wwypnud”
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wpwbpbbpmd: Lundp, np pubpht thywén nnipu £ owwgghu,
ninnuiunu hanbjEunugh Awjujanunnpiudp, puyg Aiphp b
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puwnu Awugph wpdwbwbw ndbn dehh Ynnuhg, mbuwnwynhg
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wybpd nu ujulkg wyjhp Awnuyp: n yEp wjwpont), pnwb dbe
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hawpuntp:

4hphip 2noytig m qupdigwo bugkg $phnughl, np withh dtg
ynnpjwé wthukh Bpyne upnobpp wwAws juaqaws  bp
qugogwuh nt uknudh wpwbpnid:
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You Die Today, I Die Tomorrow

Sargis Hovsepyan
Translated from Armenian by Nazareth Seferian

After Kirill’s arrival, Frida’s orderly routine had plunged into chaos.
She would find herself taken by surprise a dozen times a day, unex-
pectedly coming across the man in the kitchen, finding the toilet
or bathroom door locked at the most inopportune moment, disco-
vering on the kitchen table packages of suspicious items from fast-
food chains, bought by Kirill from God knows where in an attempt
to compensate for his inconvenient presence. Pizzas, cold shawar-
mas and kebabs, potato chips, and all kinds of chocolate, from
Snickers to Bounty bars, which Frida particularly hated because
she had a weakness for candy and had not kept any at home for the
five years that she had been living alone. Frida’s little apartment
had become a roller coaster on which a new risk or temptation lay
ahead at every turn.

That morning, she had once again automatically walked into the
living room to weigh herself but had been taken aback at the door
when she spotted Kirill on the couch. For several years now, she
had kept the scales behind the living room door. That very first day
she had brought them home, she had weighed herself in the middle
of the living room, looked around, opened the door in the corner,
placed the scales there, and never moved them since. She consi-
dered the scales’ location to be final and fitting, in that triangular
corner behind the door, just like the Sphinx is in its rightful place
next to the Pyramids.

And now, sitting on her bed in her room, she did not know what to
do. She was stunned by the untidy state of her apartment. When she
had woken yesterday and the day before, Kirill had already been
awake, so she had quickly been embroiled in his many tasks — cof-
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fee, breakfast, a trip to the bathroom, then the bank, looking for a
house — and hadn’t had time to dwell on the inconvenience. She
had decided to stay at home today, but Kirill had picked the very
same day to sleep in.

If only she had brought her notebook into her bedroom the previous
evening, she would have had something to keep her busy, she could
have managed to get some work done! She got up and paced ner-
vously in the cramped room, then she glanced at the large mirror
on the cupboard door, straightened her robe, tightened its belt, and
stepped out of her room. The living room was three or four paces
away. She reached the door and stopped. She pricked her ears. Ki-
rill was breathing deeply. The couch was located on the other side
of the wall, and she could not see it from her position at the door.
What she could see instead was her notebook, right in front of her,
on a chair near the window. Frida drew a deep breath and walk-
ed quickly to the notebook, staring at the device. She reached the
chair, seized the notebook and turned around. Kirill’s naked body
was sprawled on the couch. He was lying on his stomach, his face
buried in a pillow, his thick arms pointed upwards. The sheet only
covered one of his legs, while the other foot hung awkwardly off
the edge of the couch. Frida could not help but slow down. Firm
buttocks in red underwear, the only colourful thing in Frida’s mo-
nochrome living room. A giant, taller than one metre eighty, was
lying on her couch - broad-shouldered, with bulging biceps visible
on his semi-folded arms, and an athletic build. Before she crossed
the threshold, she stopped for a moment, sliding her gaze up and
down, as if trying to capture a mental image of the dragoon who
had seemingly fallen on her couch from the heavens. Then she slip-
ped into the kitchen.
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Without wasting any more time, she placed the jazve on the gas
stove. She really wanted a cup of bitter coffee. She stared at the cof-
fee hissing languidly in the darkness of the pot. The surface of the
coffee grew a tinge lighter, and a thin layer began to bubble. She in-
haled the warm fragrance of the beverage and turned to take a cup
and saucer from the cupboard before the coffee could rise.

The picture in her mind’s eye of that massive body took up too much
space in Frida’s morning thoughts, Frida’s small living room, Fri-
da’s apartment and the city. Frida was slowly carrying that body
around. It was with her wherever she went. She somehow shoved
it into a café called Ilik, but it would slip out of there as soon as it
could, spilling items on the floor and rubbing against Ilik’s walls.
The space between those gigantic legs would spill over with squi-
shed artists, while its armpits would drop wrinkled drunks and
miserable philosophers. Frida tried to stuff that carefree and fresh
body into her tiny Toyota Yaris, but the seats of the car would break,
its various regulating rods and handles creaking, its windows shat-
tering. Frida dumped that body into the jazve, but it got stuck in its
narrow neck, unable to move, blocking the way out.

The sound of the overflowing coffee snapped her out of her reverie,
and she quickly turned off the gas and poured herself a cup. That
body, so full of confidence even when it slept, eye-achingly fit, had
exhausted her. All the men she had known were sinew and bone,
often cocky, sometimes crude and arrogant, but also vulnerable.
Yes, that was it: vulnerable, Frida thought to herself, she would be
hard pressed for a better word. Her grandfather — who never im-
posed himself on her despite his pride and gravitas. Her brother —
who had learned how to operate a construction crane a few years
after he returned from the army and had been spending ten hours a
day up in the air for several years now, as if to avoid taking up any
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space on the ground. Once he was back down, his whole cockiness
would start and end at the dinner table, between downing a couple
of shots and making it to bed. Levon — who would say anything that
was on his mind, posing as a straight-talking intellectual, but all it
took was a single raised eyebrow from a person with real power and
he would disappear from sight, hiding like some kind of hermit in a
hole, as if he had never really existed. All the men that Frida knew
were vulnerable and miserable, shouting and screeching to show
their presence but not taking up any real space, unlike this abun-
dance that was lying there, making no sound.

She put aside her cup of coffee, delicately wiped the yellow-green
saucer with a paper napkin, and then held it close and examined it,
as if seeing it for the first time. She returned her cup to its saucer and
got up from where she was sitting, walking over to the drawer that
was located immediately above the gas stove. She quickly picked
up a white saucer whose cup had broken a long time ago, closed
the drawer and started looking around. Finding no better spot, she
quickly smashed the saucer against the corner of the kitchen table.
A dull sound rang out, and the saucer shattered into several pieces
that scattered to the floor. Frida got up, picked up two of the larger
pieces from the floor, then grabbed a broom and began to sweep up
the mess. She had not finished when Kirill appeared in the doorway
wearing a tracksuit, his face pink and an absurd smile on his face.

‘Everything okay, Frida? Oh, and good morning.’

Frida emptied the pieces into the dustbin and put the broom away.
‘A broken saucer. Nothing serious.’

‘That’s good. May I use the bathroom?’

“Yes, of course,” and before Kirill could leave, Frida added, ‘I was
wondering, you know, to what extent someone could actually use
one of these as a nail file.
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Kirill turned around and looked in surprise at Frida, who held two
of the larger pieces from the broken saucer in her palm as she stood
between the stove and the table.

‘You remember how you told me that the women at Temlag used
pieces like these as nail files?’

Kirill’s face tensed, as if he were trying to recall. Then he walked
over to Frida and took one of the pieces from her. He examined it,
turned it around in his hand, and found an edge that was flatter,
without any angles. He stuck out the large index finger on his left
hand and began to rub the fragment of saucer against his nail. After
he had diligently moved it this way and that for ten or twenty se-
conds, he raised his finger so that Frida could see how his nail was
now slightly shorter.

‘T guess it works. I had never thought to try it.’

‘I want to do a little work today. If you’re free, could you help? There
are a couple of issues with the location that I'm struggling to un-
derstand.’

‘T have to look at a couple of houses, so I can’t, unfortunately. Sorry.’

Kirill placed the piece of saucer on the table and left the kitchen.
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&
L9

Ako mislite da ovo nije swing, moZda biste trebali posjetiti doktora
za ritam, dreci dzingl Radija Ohio, americke stanice na koju sam se
navukla. Dobar dan, Ohio, kakav divan kisan dan, cvrkuce voditelj u
moju vrelu bangalorSsku no¢. Grad prevucen preko grada, kao foto-
grafija preko fotografije. Samo glazba i viemenska prognoza, ali ni
to mi ne pomaze da zaspim. Kroz sinkopirane taktove trube, nasim
nenamjeStenim sobama opet odzvanja onih nekoliko tonova ma-
rimbe. Iritantna, beskrajna petlja u mojoj glavi koju K katkad pre-
kida time Sto prihvati poziv. Vidim kako mu se mijenja lice, stisnu
usne, gravira celo. Ili ga samo zamisljam takvog dok s ove strane
vrata osluSkujem kako mu se glas probija kroz grlo, hrapavo i ne-
jednako, kao da je pijan.

Rekao sam vam da me viSe ne zovete, cujem ga kako izgovara taj
potisnuti bijes, kako koraca po kuhinji i odvrée slavinu na najjace
da mu mlaz zaglus$i rije¢i, da ne bih ¢ula kad potom kaZe da nema
nikakve veze s tim.

Prijavit ¢u vas policiji, prijeti im, ponavlja da nema nikakve veze
s tim.

Zatim posve gasi mobitel i baca ga na kuhinjski pult. Udaljava se od
njega kao lik na pozornici. Nikad ne govori o tome, ne izgovara re-
¢enice koje mu izgovaraju s druge strane, koje bi ovdje stajale u kur-
zivu. Otvara hladnjak — zamiSljam kako mu njegovo svjetlo kupa
lice kao svetacko. Grabi vlaznu bocu piva, zalupi natrag vratima i
prilazi prozoru dnevne sobe; lagano odmice zastor i gleda na ulicu.
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TraZi siluete pod lampama, kao da su jebena Lili Marleen. Navika
koju sam pokupila od njega, ili on od mene, pitam se dok prilazim
fiksnim reSetkama uvijek otvorena prozora, praznih ruku.

Prevrtim ponovo svoje radnje od prije sat vremena, provjeravam je-
sam li zakljucala sva vrata: ona dvostruka, staklena, na vrhu vanj-
skih stepenica, ona u hodniku i ova od moje sobe. Zatim neprimjet-
no odskrinem zastor, pukotinu u vanjski svijet, i udahnem miris
topla biskvita iz slasticarnice prekoputa Sto mi se kao zubni konac
provlaci kroz pore: ¢ajni keksi i kolaci s glazurom u jarko otrovnim
bojama — neonsko ruzicasta, harlekinska zelena, cijan. Spuzvaste
lego kocke aranZirane u piramidalne strukture iza prljava stakla vi-
trine. Kad ih poZelim, sjetim se da su samo znakovi, da ne moZe$
jesti jezik. Njihov miris isprepleten s hormonskom truleZi rubinskih
zrnaca nara u zdjelici koju sam odavno ostavila nasred tvoga stola
prekrivsi je listom papira, svejedno opkoljenoj muSicama. Ovdje ih
ima cijele godine, narova, cijele godine je i svojevrsno ljeto, moj bi-
oloski sat trajno poSemeren.

Iznad slastic¢arnice, na betonskoj ogradi krovne terase, demon plazi
jezik da odagna zlo, kao da jezik posjeduje takvu moé. Uz prugu
preko puta Mosque Roada, Sarena crkvica sv. Antonija izranja iz
lima i kartona slama, ki¢ optimizma, ali ne zanima me sada on,
previse me podsjeca na tebe. Zabijam pogled u leda muskarca koji
joj zapiSava boc¢ni zid, zatim povlaci patent u slijepoj ulici tvoga sje-
¢anja: gesta koju uvijek prati olakSanje, ove ili one vrste.

K je na sjeveru, fotografira tekstilne radnike u okolici Delhija. Pro-
jekt za koji je dobio drzavnu stipendiju. Njegov dosadasnji rad odiSe
slatkim ludilom, rekao je poznati indijski fotograf u obrazloZenju
koje je dostavio povjerenstvu. K je umjetnik koji je ve¢ ispunio sva
obecanja.

Cesto ga nema kod kucée ¢ak i kad je u gradu. Popodne, kad se vrati,
pita jesam li ve¢ jela. To je i prvo pitanje koje postavlja vozacima
riksi i taksistima ¢im se zavali odostraga. Pitanje koje se u ovom
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gradu koristi umjesto pozdrava. Prisno je, maj¢inski. Ucas potone
kroz slojeve psihe, na dno zdjelice, kao i svako drugo na koje nismo
u stanju odgovoriti, ili ga postaviti.

Zato ga niSta ne pitam u vezi tih poziva.

Ne znam tko je s druge strane. Znam samo da su muskarci, da je sve
nekako povezano, s tobom u sredistu. K mi je rekao da su u pitanju
nedovrSeni poslovi, da me ne Zeli uplitati.

Jednom ¢Ee mi objasniti, rekao je. Ne jos.

TraZim ih, ali nalazim samo uobicajene sumnjivce. Muskarce koji
vjecito sjede ispod moga prozora, na ugaSenim motorima. Puse i
cekaju svoj red u muSkom salunu ljepote DZentlmen, otvorenom
dokasna.

DZentlmen nudi svjez svadbeni look, stoji rukom ispisano iznad ula-
za valovitim trodimenzionalnim fontom Futura u plavoj i crvenoj
boji: dramati¢nost koja priziva indijske filmske plakate. MusSkarci
zaceSljavaju brkove nadolje, u apostrofe ili jednostruke navodnike.
Uokviruju usta koja govore, ono Sto izlazi iz njih, kao trajni podsmi-
jeh.

On bi volio da nije tako, ali jo$ uvijek ne osjecam da je ovo moja
kuca: tvoje je gotovo sve pokretno u njoj. Strankinja sam okruZena
tvojim predmetima. Uljez. Druga Zena, iako znam da ti ne bi imala
nista protiv da ga dijeli$ sa mnom.

Kuca je nasa prva u ovom gradu na jugu, tvome gradu. Na$ prvi
pokusaj doma.

Tvoji su tanjuri, neki okrhnuti, porculanski, drugi metalni, s onim
odjeljcima koji su me isprva podsjecali na zatvorske i $kolske kan-
tine, ali su polako postali stvar stecenog ukusa, kao drama. Tvoj
ekspres lonac, u kojemu kuham ista jela kao i ti, riZu i dal, ali ukusi
i teksture potpuno su razliciti, napola uspjeli, zauvijek ¢u ti biti pri-
pravnica. Tvoju veliku drvenu zdjelu u kojoj si mijesila tijesto pre-
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namijenila sam u zdjelu za salatu; kamenu tavu na kojoj si spravlja-
la okruglice od prosenog brasna i masale, K-ove najdraZe, smatram
nekovrsnim artefaktom i uopée ne koristim, tek povremeno prije-
dem prstima preko nje da se uvjerim da tave mogu biti od kamena.
Tvoj je i filter za juZnoindijsku kavu koji sam ukrala iz tvog salona
ljepote misle¢i da nijedna nece primijetiti. Tvoja plinska pecica na
radnoj plohi u kuhinji — nova je jedino plinska boca na koju smo
je spojili. Pijemo iz tvojih ¢aSa, usne priljubljujem na isto staklo s
kojeg su isprani tragovi tvojih, ruke briSem o tvoje krpe. Spavamo
na vasem madracu, i to mi se katkad ¢ini kao oskvrnuce, a kojiput
me obuzme nelagoda, ¢ak i gadenje, ali ne Zelim povrijediti K, niti
ulaziti u nepotrebni trosak.

Mozda sam samo navikla nalijegati u oris kredom koji je tvoje tijelo
ostavilo na razli¢itim povrSinama, jo$ uvijek toplim.
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Translated from Croatian by Ellen Elias-Bursa¢

If you think this ain’t swing, go see a rhythm doctor, blasts the jingle
of Radio Ohio, an American station I’ve become addicted to. Good
morning, Ohio, such a glorious rainy day, chirps the anchor into my
scorching hot Bangalore night. City overlaying city, like a photo-
graph laid over a photograph. Only music and a weather forecast,
but even that doesn’t help me fall asleep. Through the syncopated
beats of the trumpet, our unfurnished rooms reverberate with the
few tones of a marimba. Irritating, an endless jumble in my head
which K sometimes interrupts by taking a call. I see his face change,
his lips press tight together, his forehead etch. Or I'm just imagi-
ning him that way from eavesdropping on his voice from behind the
door, blurting from his throat, rough and uneven, as if he’s drunk.

‘I told you to stop calling me.” I hear how he’s speaking with sup-
pressed rage, how he paces the kitchen and turns the faucet on full
force so the gushing water will drown out his words, so I won’t hear
him when he says he has nothing to do with this.

‘T’ll report you to the police,” he threatens, repeating that he has
nothing to do with this.

Then he turns off his cell phone and tosses it onto the kitchen coun-
ter. Like a character on stage, he steps back. He never speaks about
this, doesn’t report the sentences they’re saying at the other end,
which would be in italics if this were a script. He opens the refrige-
rator — I imagine how its light bathes his face like a saint’s. Grabs a
moist bottle of beer, bangs the door shut again and goes over to the
living-room window. Slowly parting the curtain, he peers out onto
the street. Seeking silhouettes under the street lamps, as if they’re
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a fucking Lili Marleen. A habit I picked up from him, or he from me,
I muse as I go over to the fixed bars of the always open window, my
hands empty.

Again I rerun my actions of an hour earlier, checking whether I’d
locked all the doors: the double-paned one, glass, at the top of the
outdoor stairs, the hallway door and this one from my room. Then,
imperceptibly, I part the curtain, a crack into the outside world,
and inhale the aroma of warm cake from the pastry shop across
the street, gliding through my pores like dental floss: tea cakes and
iced cookies in bright, toxic colours — neon pink, harlequin green,
cyan. The spongy Lego blocks arranged in pyramidal structures
behind the grimy glass of the display window. When I crave them, I
remember they’re merely signs, you can’t eat language. Their smell
mingles with the hormonal rot of ruby-red pomegranate arils in a
bowl which I left in the middle of your table a long time ago, co-
vering it with a sheet of paper, though it was besieged, neverthe-
less, by flies. They have them, pomegranates, all year long here, it’s
always like summer, my biological clock permanently out of whack.

Above the pastry shop, on the concrete railing around the roof ter-
race, a demon sticks its tongue out to ward off evil, as if a tongue
could be so powerful. Along the tracks across from Mosque Road,
the colourful little church of St Anthony’s emerges from the tin and
cardboard of a slum, the kitsch of optimism, but that doesn’t inte-
rest me now, it reminds me too much of you. I stab my gaze into the
back of a man who is pissing on its side wall and then zips up his
fly in the dead end of your memory: a gesture always accompanying
relief of one sort or another.

K is up north, shooting photographs of textile workers around Del-
hi. A state-funded project of his. To date his work articulates a sweet
madness, as a famous Indian photographer said in the report sub-
mitted to the committee. K is an artist who has already fulfilled all
promises.
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He is often not at home even when he’s in town. In the afternoon,
when he returns, he asks if I've already eaten. This is the first ques-
tion he asks the rickshaw and taxi drivers as soon as he settles onto
the back seat. A question used in this city in place of a greeting. It
is personal, maternal, sinking instantly through the layers of the
psyche to the root of the pelvis, like everything else we are unable
to answer, or ask.

So that’s why I don’t ask him about the calls.

[ don’t know who’s at the other end. I know only that it’s men, and
they are all somehow connected, with you at their centre. K told me
it’s about unfinished business — business he doesn’t want to em-
broil me in.

He’ll explain at some point, he said. Not yet.

I look for them but find only the usual suspects. Men who are fo-
rever sitting on motorbikes parked under my window. They smoke
and wait in line for Gentlemen, the men’s ‘beauty saloon’, as the
sign describes it, open till late.

Gentlemen offers the fresh wedding look, as is scrawled above the
entrance in a wavy, three-dimensional Futura font in blue and red:
a dramatic tone suggestive of Indian movie posters. Men comb their
whiskers down into apostrophes or single quote marks. They frame
the speaking lips, what they’re saying, like a permanent sneer.

He’d prefer it not to be so, but I still don’t feel this to be my house: al-
most all the moveable property is yours. I'm an outsider surrounded
by your things. An intruder. Another woman, though I know you’d
have nothing against sharing him with me.

The house is our first in this city in the south, your city. Our first
attempt at a home.
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Yours are the dishes, some of them chipped porcelain, others metal,
with compartments that reminded me at first of prison and school
cafeterias but slowly became an acquired taste, like the drama. Your
pressure cooker, which I use to make the same dishes you made,
rice and dal, but the tastes and textures are altogether different, a
halfway success, I'll always be your apprentice. I repurposed the
big wooden bowl you used for kneading dough as a bowl for salads;
I consider the stone tawa in which you prepared millet flour and
masala dumplings, K’s favourite, an artefact of sorts, and I never
use it, only running my fingers over it from time to time to check
whether a tawa can truly be made of stone. Yours is the filter for
South Indian coffee which I stole from your beauty salon, thinking
nobody would notice. Yours the gas burner on the kitchen counter,
the only new part the propane tank we hooked up to it. We drink
from your glasses, press our lips to the same glass, washed clean
of the traces of your lips, we dry our hands on your dish towels. We
sleep on your mattress, and sometimes this feels like a violation,
and at other times I’'m overcome by discomfort, even disgust, but I
don’t want to insult K or incur unnecessary expense.

Maybe I've just grown accustomed to lying on the chalk outline that
your body, still warm, left lingering on surfaces.
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SYNOPSIS

Sorely Grieved: Eleni of Karpasia is inspired
by the remarkable life of Eleni Foka,

a Greek teacher from Ayia Triada, in
Karpasia, who, in the aftermath of

1974 Turkish invasion of Cyprus, chose
to remain in the enclave to teach the
few children whose families refused

to abandon their ancestral homes
under daily intimidation, surveillance,
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and sabotage by the occupying forces.
The work is grounded in testimonies

of Eleni Foka's enclaved pupils and
Foka herself, personally collected by
the author, who undertook ten-year
extensive research in collaboration with
historians to ensure both accuracy and
proper documentation. Most of these
experiences are refracted through
fictionalized characters, a deliberate
narrative strategy designed to
safeguard individuals whose identities
or circumstances remain sensitive or
currently at risk. The reader is thus
invited to read between the lines, to
decode silences and omissions, and

to attend to what remains deliberately
unspoken.

REPORT OF THE NOMINATING
ORGANISATION

With this novel, the author evolves
into the national prose writer of post-
war Cyprus (from the tragic year of
1974 until today). Reading this book
contributes decisively to the forging

of the values of freedom and justice,
especially when a country experiences
the negative consequences of invasion
and occupation.
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Kat moAAa émikpavon —
H EAevn g Kapnaoiag

Eupubikn MepikAéoug-MNMamadomotAou

Metd nmov TéAElwoe TNV anooTtoAn] g n EAEvn, nirjye oto onpeio
eAEyxov, va emotpePel pe Toug AAAovg eykAwPLopévoug miow oto
XwpLo TNG.

«H (w1} KoppaOKlaopEVn, Ol OIKOYEVELEG XWPLOUEVES, AAAoL TCel TC
aAAot ’da» €Aeyav e mapamovo ot avopwTol, NAIKIWHEVOL pa Kal
VEOTEPOL, TIOV EiXAV AP OEL TIIOW ATIO TO CUPUATOMAEYLA TOVG Aya-
TINUEVOUG TOUG. «QC MOTE EVVA AVTEXOVLEV TOVTOV TO TIHALVVE €Aa,
yla va 0wpovpEeV Toug S1KOUG Hag;»

Toug epevvnoav 6Aouvg, kal tnv EA&évn To i810. Bprikav tTa mapapv-
Bla mov eixe peoa 010 KIPWTIO TNG KAl LEPLKA 0TAVPOVSAKLA, TIOV
elxav oteilel @ilot EAAaditeg yla toug pabntég tng. Tnv avékpt-
vav £avd, Tng £kavav CwUATIK €pgvva kal Tnv £ompwéav pe Pia
va UmeL 0To avtokivnTo Tng Pevdo-aotuvopiag, va Tnv mave 010
Pevdo-apynyeio Tovg. Exeivn émaoe yepad, pe ta xépla YnAd, otnv
aVOLKTH MOPTA TOV ACTUVOUIKOD OXTUATOC Kdl yavT{woe Ta modia
NG KATW anod Tnv nopTa Tov avtokivritov. Kpatrdnke ekel pe dv-
vaun Kt avtiotaon amicTevTn, Ha Keivol apxloav va Tn XTumovv
0TO KEPAAL, GTOV AvxXEva, 0TnV MAATH, 0TA TOdLa KAl Ta XEPLa, yla
va TNV €£avaykacouvv va PmeL 6to oxnua. IlaAeve n daokaAa pe To
owpa TNG, OV TO XTVTTOVoAV e dvvapun.

O Pevdo-aoTuvopikoi katagepav va eAevBepwoovv Ta yavt{wpe-
va modia g kat va tn BaAovv pe onpwélEg avanoda pesa 0To av-
TOKiVNTO, TAVW 0TO KABLoUA, PE Ta mOSLa PNAd kal To KEQAAL KATW.

-38-



Eupudikn MepikAéoug-Nanadomouviov

Ntpannke n EAévn pe ta modla YnAwpéva Pmpoota o€ TOOOVE AV-
dpeg, TooovG SuVAOTEG.

dopovoe, OUwg, Havpo Xovipod kKaAodv. «EvTuxwg!» OKEPTNKE,
£KaTtoe {o1a Kal TAKTOTMOoINoE To Havpo tng eopepa mov ftav avePa-
OUEVO PEXPLTTAVW amo Tn peon TnG. Emeoav 1o Te amo Tig TOEMEG TNG
avBoi kat @Aovdeg Aepovidg mov kovBaiovoe navtote padi Tng, va
TNV mapnyopei To AyyLypd Toug o€ HapTUPLKEG OTIYHES, OTIWG AVTH.

Tnv mrjpav oTn guvexela ato Pevdo-apxnyeio Tng actTuvopiag Tov
TapAvVopoV KaBeaTWTOG, OTNV KATEXOUEVN AEVKWOia, KL EKEL TN
XTUMNoav akopa mo aypla. Tn yvuvwoav, Tng agnoav povaxa to
KATW €0WPOVXO Kal Tn XTunmnoav e 6Ao to cwpa. Kt 6Aa Tovta,
ylati Bprjkav Ta 6Tavpoudakid, pia XpLOTOVYEVVIATIKN KAPTA Kal
HEPIKA TTapapvOia e XPLOTOVYEVVIATIKEG loTopieg! Ta eixe oteilel
otov EpuBpd Ztavpo yia ta eykAwpiopéva natdia n Zupéda IMatot-
vakiSov-Tovpavibov -mpdo@Lyag KL €Keivn, HE KaTaywyn amod i
Mikpa Acia- mov cvpmovovoe ta matdia ki nbeAe va Bonbroel pe
ToV 81k0 NG Tpomo. H EAévn nirjyalve otoug pabntég ng ekeiva ta
BiBAia. Htav vwpic akopa yia ta XploTovyevvd, Pd OKEQTNKE WG
Ba Tovg €8ve peyaAn xapd £va EKOVOYPaA@NUEVO XPWHATIOTO Ta-
papvoL mov Sev gixav MOTE TOVG.

Tng Ta nrpav oL KATaKTNTEG, Ta EE0KIOAV Kal Td £pLEav otov kaAabo
Twv axprioTwv. Tng mrpav Kat pia xapTivn elkovitoa mov Tnv €ixe
oav QUAAXTO LEsA 0TNV ToavTa NG, Tov ZépPov Ayiov IovoTivou
IT6moPitg, mov TnG TNV gixe dwoel kanote o Eniokomnog Epleyofivng
ABavaoiog I'épritg.

MeTtd ta Bacaviotnpla Tipav miow oTo onueio eAéyyxov tnv EAE-
V1], KATATOAKIOUEVT KL €EEVTEAIOUEVN WG TO pPedovAL. Tnv dpnoav
Vv’ avefel o0to Aewpopeio, KL ekeivo EBale umpog -pe moAAn kabv-
OTEPNON- Yld TOV MPOOPLoUS Tov. MEoa 1 Tave oL cuYXwWPLAvoli NG,
ameAmopévol am’ 0oa ibav Ta PATIa TOVG Kal oV deV Pmopovsay
va KAvouv Katt va 1 fondroovv.
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Kai moAAa émikpavOn - H EAEvn tng Kapraoiag

«’Ev €xovv TéAelwon ta facava pag, kopn pov!» ng einav katt nAt-
KIWHEVEG yuvaikeg, oav TV ibav va pnaivel Eava oto Aewpopeio.

Kt aAAn yuayovAa T1i¢ eine: «Eioat meAag ywa tCeivoug, ylati pAdg
yla 1o 8itClov. Mad ’ev avTEXOUUEV, KOPT LoV, TOOEG WPEG VA TIEPL-
HEVOUHEV HEOA 0TO AEWPOPELD, WOATL VA TOUG YIVEL TO KKEPLV VA OF
aproovy, ¢’ VOTEPIC Va EEKIVIITOVHEV TC EEIG».

«ZVYXWwpPda Hag, Kopn Lov, Ld eV aVTEXOVLEV VA TAAALTTWPOVUACTEY
aAAov, apav €pkeoal €GOV UITA HAg».

«KdaBe popdv ta idla t¢at delpdTTEPA 0OV KAPVOLV, WATL VA TTapal-
Toelg TCal va Quelg yla mavTa *mov Ta katexopeva. "Ev to kataAd-
Belg ¢’ €00V OTL £V’ TOVTOG 0 OKOTIOG TOUG;»

«TovTog €V’ 0 0KOTOG TOVG!» CLUPWVNTAV OAoL.

M aAAn ovyxwplavr), o aneAmopevn, tng eine: «Zrapdta ¢’
€00V, 00V{E KKEAAEV Va TTEPATGOVEV, KOPM Hov. Na olwmag, va me-
pdoovpev wg teiBBepepoL».

Zav enéotpePe 01O OMiTL TNG 1 daokAAa -povaxn, eEavtAnuévn,
Avmnpuevn kat Svotvxng- epale va (eotavel vepd va AovoTel, va
Slwéel amd To cwpa TNG TNV VTPOTT) TIOV €iXE VIwOEeL Aiyeg wpeg po-
NYOUHEVWG.

«To poévo mov gov &avalntw, Oe€ pov, eivat va pun pe mpodwael n
Kapdid pov, ov pia xTumd Suvatd Kt AToala Kat pia Glwma Kal pe
Tpopdlel. Bon0a, O¢€ pov, va avteéel akopa Aiyo, iowg yivel katu.

*kk

To oke@téTav and pépeg n EAévn. HBeAe kat 6ev 110ele va kopel
Ta paAAwa tng. Eixe pa tepaotia mAe€ovda! Ta émAeke kat Ta Tv-
ALye TPLYUPW 0TO KEPAAL TNG BUO TPELG POPEG, LEXPL VA TEAELWOEL.
‘EntAexe 10 BpovAAiv oav va émAeke padi kat Ta vidta tng, pa Kat ta
XPOVLd TIOV TOV MEPIPEVE TOV AYVOOVLEVO TNG KapSlag Tng, oav pia
aAAn IInvelonn- xaprnacitiooa IInveAdnn.

-40 -
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«Na ta TuAiyeig, EAévn, yopw yUpw 01O KEQAAL 00V, va TovilovTtal
£T01 T XUPUKTNPLOTIKA TOV TIPOCWIIOV 00U+ KACGTAVA Aaumepd pa-
Tla, payovAa podakid, xeiAn xatakdkkiva, QUOloyvwiia yviolag
KapmaottonovAag» tng eixe Pibupioel, ki ekeivn Eviwoe To ayytyud
TOV 070 MPOownd TNnG. Katl To anotunmwpd tov EPelve kel kal me-
Tpwoe anod tote. Na ayvoeital ekeivog anmd ToTe, and Tnv Katapa-

HEVT €10BOAT}: EKEIVOC, 0 AYVOOVHEVOG TNG KApSLAG TNG.

«EAa, pava, tpapa pav PpaAAidkiav» ime otn pava Tng EKEivo to
npwi. «Kope tovtov 10 paAliv, mpwv @uelg. Ilolog evvd 1o kel

VOTEPIG»
«AoTipioav ol KPOTAPOL, KOPT HOLV» TNG ELTE EKELVN.

«[lepvovv ta xpovia, pava, ¢’ n deomoovivn @aivetat 0TI eLeYaAw-
oev» elne pe pa oo mikplag, kL apraée mAe&ovda kat paAidt kal ta
£BalAe atn xov@TA TNG HAvVAG TNG.

Exeivo to «deomoovvn» mov tn @wvalav ta maidid, moAv Tnv mAn-
ywve tnv EAévn. Znv apxn exAawye ta pddia cav Bplokdtav po-
vaxn pe tov eavtd ¢ «Ilwg medaivel pia yvvaikd...» oke@TOTAV.

Ma onwg mepvoVoav oL EMOXEG HOVAXEG Kal afrjvave n pa péoca
oTnVv aAAn, Tnv meAekovoav ot AlyOOTEG VUXTEG LLE AGTPA, TTIOV TNG
Buulav nwg epTave to BEPOg.

Kdabe mov €Byatve kawvovpylo peyydpl, 0TEKOTAV 0TO Mapddbupo,
ekelvo 1o mapdabupo e TIG OI8ePLES, kal To EPAETIE.

«0OUTE KOVBEVTAN», TOU EyVEPE, «oUTE KouBevta!l Ziwmr... olwr.
IToT€ un WANRCELS yla TPoOoPLooVS TToV EE0TPATIONV, Yid EXELVOA
PEYYAPOPWTA TIOV EUTIIOTEVTHKAME. AEw yla TOTE, AEw yla KATO-
Te, A€W Yla Kelva Ta mMpwTa MPWwTa KapdLoX TuTLa oV TETPWaav An-
OpoVNUEVA. ZIWTH... olwTr). Tt Sipa to méAayo anope! Ti mtapnyopld
1l VOTIOUEVT Yy !»
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To tepdoTio BPovAAL, TTOV AKOVUTIOVOE GTO XWUA 0AV TO ATTAWVE,
komnke. Kat padi Tov kabe kopltoioTiko GVELPO MOV €KAVE, GAV TO

EMAEKE UMPOG GTOV KAOPEPTT.

«H deomocvivn €koe ta BpovAALd TnG» eimav o €vag otov aAAo ol
padnTég Tng, 6tav Tnv ibav to aAAo mpwi.

To ov{riTnoav peta&d toug, Ta pkpoTeEPa yéAaoav, dAAa Avmron-
kav, AAAa To poomEpacav adtapopa. Ma Tnv wpa Tov StaAeippa-

TOG AKOVOE Ta TtaLSLA oV To Kpu@okovPevTtialave peta&d Toug.

«H daokdAa, pe, €koPe To BpovAAiv, @aivetal Ba @uyel kat Ba pag
aenoet pévoug pag.

«Ilov va mael, pe;»

«Ku epeig mov Ba peivovpe, apa @oyet n daockdia;»

«Oa eVyovpE KL Ui padi Tne».

«Av 110ele va @Uyel, TL TNV evoxAovoe To BpovAAiv;»

«Ta x6Bovv Ta BpovAAld, pe, yld va @aivovTal 1o OHoPPES».

«H daoxdAa pag eivat opopen kat pe BpovAAld kat xwpig BpovA-
Ad!» eimav Ta kopitola, Kat Ta ayopla T CUVEXELAd OCLUPWVNOAV

LLE TNV ETILLOVT] TOUG.

'éeAace n EAévn pe Tnv aBwoTtnTd TOLG, KAl Td QWVAEE va Povy
Eava otnv Ta&n.

-42-



Sorely Grieved: Eleni of
Karpasia

Evridiki Pericleous-Papadopoulou
Translated from Greek by Patricia Felisa Barbeito

When her visit ended, Eleni had to go through the checkpoint with
the other enclaved to return to her village.

‘Our lives are torn apart, families divided, some here, some there,’
people said with quiet despair, old and young alike, all those who
had left their loved ones behind the barbed wire. ‘How long can we
go on like this, crossing back and forth just to see our people?’

They searched them all, including Eleni. In her suitcase they found
the books of fairy tales and several small crosses that friends from
Greece had sent for her pupils. They questioned her again, then or-
dered her aside and subjected her to a full body search. Without
warning they shoved her towards the car of the so-called police,
intent on taking her to their headquarters. She caught hold of the
open door, raised her arms, braced her feet against the frame, and
held fast with astonishing strength. They struck her - on the head,
the neck, the back, her arms and legs, trying to force her inside. She
resisted with her whole body as the blows fell mercilessly.

At last they tore her grip loose and, with a final heave, thrust her
backwards into the vehicle. She landed twisted on the seat, legs lif-
ted high, head thrown back. Shame burned through her: her legs
exposed before so many men, so many cruel uniforms.

But she was wearing thick black stockings. Thank God, she thought.
She pulled herself upright and smoothed down her dress, which
had ridden up past her waist. Blossoms and strips of lemon peel
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Sorely Grieved: Eleni of Karpasia

fell from her pockets, small things she carried to steady herself, to
summon scent and touch in moments of ordeal such as this.

They drove her to the so-called police headquarters of the regime
in occupied Nicosia. There the blows fell harder. They stripped her
down to her underclothes and struck her across her whole body.
All this because they had found the crosses, a Christmas card,
and a handful of fairy tale books with Christmas stories. They had
been sent through the Red Cross for the enclaved children by Sy-
mela Patsinakidou-Toumanidou, herself descended from refugees
of Asia Minor, who pitied the children and wished to help as she
could. Eleni had meant to give the books to her pupils. It was still
early for Christmas, but she had imagined the light in their faces at
the sight of an illustrated storybook: bright colours, glossy pages —
things they had never owned.

The occupiers seized the books, tore them apart, and flung the
pieces into a bin. They took, too, the small paper icon she carried in
her bag like a talisman, an image of the Serbian Saint Justin Popo-
vi¢ once given to her by Bishop Athanasios Jevti¢ of Herzegovina.

After the beating they returned her to the checkpoint, crushed, hu-
miliated to the bone. At last they allowed her onto the bus, which
set off after a long delay. Inside sat her fellow villagers, shaken by
what they had witnessed and powerless to intervene.

‘Our suffering has no end, child,” some elderly women murmured as
she climbed aboard.

‘You are a thorn in their side because you speak what is right,” ano-
ther said. ‘But we cannot endure the waiting, hour after hour, until
it pleases them to release you.’
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Evridiki Pericleous-Papadopoulou

‘Forgive us, dear, but we cannot bear to be tormented each time you
travel with us.’

‘They do this to you every time, and it gets worse and worse, so that
you will give up and leave for good. Don’t you see? That is their

’

aim.
‘That is their aim,’ the others echoed.

One villager, more desperate than the rest, leaned towards her.
‘Enough, dear. Lower your head so we may pass. Keep silent, so that
we may get through.

When the teacher reached her house — alone, spent, undone — she
set water to heat and washed herself slowly, as though she could
cleanse herself of the humiliation still clinging deep inside.

‘The only thing I ask of You, my God’, she whispered, ‘is that
my heart not betray me. It races, hard and wild, then falters and
frightens me. Let it hold a little longer, my God. Perhaps something
may yet change.’

*k*k

Eleni had been thinking about it for days. She both wanted and did
not want to cut her hair. The braid was massive. She would plait
it and coil it around her head two, three times, until it reached its
end. She braided it as though she were binding into it her youth as
well, the years of waiting for the missing man of her heart. Another
Penelope, she sometimes thought. A Penelope of Karpasia.

‘Wrap it around your head, Eleni,” he had once whispered. ‘It sets off
your features, those bright brown eyes and peach-coloured cheeks,
your red lips. The face of a true Karpasian girl.” She had felt his
hand against her cheek. That touch had burned there ever since.
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Since the accursed invasion he had been among the missing — the
lost man of her heart.

‘Come, Mother, take the scissors,’” she said one morning. ‘Cut it be-
fore you leave. Who will cut it for me afterwards?’

‘Your temples have turned white, my child,” her mother murmured.

‘The years pass, Mother. Even the “Miss” grows old,” she answered,
a thin edge of bitterness in her voice, and placed the heavy braid
and the scissors into her mother’s hands.

That word — Miss, Desposyni. The children’s respectful address
pierced her. In the beginning she wept over it at night, alone. How
does a woman fade without ever having lived? she would think.

But as the seasons passed in solitude, each dissolving into the next,
the rare, star-filled nights worked upon her like a blade on stone,
reminding her that summer was nearing.

Each new moon she stood at the window — that window with its iron
bars — and watched it rise.

‘Not a word,” she would murmur.

‘Silence. Say nothing of what was meant to be and never was. Say
nothing of vows entrusted to the moonlight. I speak of then, of once
upon a time, of first heartbeats that hardened into forgotten stone.
Silence. What thirst the sea has tonight! What consolation the damp
earth!’

When at last the braid, which nearly brushed the ground when she
let it fall, was severed, something else fell with it: the last bright
filament of girlhood she had ever woven before a mirror.

‘Miss cut her braid,” her pupils whispered to one another the next
morning when they saw her.
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They debated it in small knots. The younger ones giggled; some
looked stricken; still others merely shrugged. At recess she caught
their whispers drifting towards her.

‘Hey, the teacher’s cut her braid. It means she’s going away.’
‘Going where?’

‘And if she leaves, where will we go?’

‘We’ll go with her.’

‘What has cutting her hair got to do with her leaving?’

‘They cut their hair when they want to look prettier, don’t they?’

‘Our teacher is beautiful with a braid and without one!’ the girls
declared, and the boys, pressed by their certainty, nodded in agree-
ment.

Eleni laughed softly at their earnest speculation and clapped her
hands for them to come back inside.
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(Mr Nobody and the White Darkness), her
novel The Maribor Hypnosis won the
main prize of Magnesia Litera — Book
of the Year 2026 — and the Luxor Litera
for prose. She lives and works mainly in
Berlin.

The Maribor Hypnosis brings together
the life of a fly, the illusionist/hypnotist
Leo Svengali and his lover and assistant
Elis, and reflections on magic, writing
and the power of illusion. Conceived

as a sparkling, fragmentary guide to

a foreign city, the novella adopts the
disarming perspective of a common
housefly; a marginal, almost weightless
observer. Yet from this modest vantage
point unfolds a text of remarkable
density and resonance. The Maribor

Hypnosis combines playfulness,
humour, and melancholy while
reflecting on phenomena such as
illusion, fake news, and the boundary
between innocent imagination and
dangerous lies. Above all, however, it
is a poetic reflection on love, faith and
hope in an uncertain world.

REPORT OF THE NOMINATING
ORGANISATION

By weaving together past and present,
intimacy and history, the personal

and the political, The Maribor Hypnosis
Creates a quietly powerful statement
about perception, responsibility, and
love. It is this intricate interplay of
levity and lucidity that makes Dora
Kapralové's book an outstanding and
deeply European work.



Mariborska hypnoza

Dora Kaprdlovad

Jsme v rakouském Grazu, neceljch osmdesat kilometrdi od Mari-
boru. Na nadraZi postavaji promokli cestujici a par alkoholikd.
Uprostifed hloucku sedi na velké ptaci kleci postarsi venkovsky
oblecena Zena v ¢erném, v kleci bezvladné lezi plySova opicka s
knoflikovyma o¢ima, vSichni se balkansky mackaji pod dlouhou
stfechou z vlnitého plechu, skoro se navzajem dotykaji lokty, da-
vova hypnéza z prudkého desté, je Sestého cervna a venku se honi
Certi.

V Mariboru je davno po boufce.

V odpolednich hodinach se ve vnitinim dvofe pavlacového domu
v Korutanské ulici vylihne moucha domaci.

Z larvy, ktera za popelnici kolonizovala rozkladajici se meloun.
V pfizemi domu sidli draha ¢inska optika, co kolonizuje lokalni
slovinskou optiku, nahofe némecka jazykova skola, vedle keba-
barna Panda, naproti méstska hasi¢arna. Nikdo z obyvatel domu
si zrozeni mouchy nevs$iml.

vy, 2 v

Vylihnuta moucha méfi necelé tfi milimetry, vazi néco malo pies
ptl miligramu, ma Sest nohou, dvé blanita kfidla, aerodynamické
télicko a dvé hluboké, Sibalské oci, které se skladaji z tisice ma-
Iych slozenych ocicek.

Vidi vSe zrychlené, jakoby z fetizkového kolotoCe, vSemi sméry,
naspeedované, rozostfené, zazoomovat na detail nedokaze. Zato
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na kvétu pampelisky spatfi i to, co my lidskym okem nespatiime,
mariborské ultrafialové svétlo, coz je daleko vétsi div, nez byla tie-
ba ta slavna ruda polarni zafe nad Mariborem z roku 1939.

Skute¢nost vnima moucha stroboskopicky, ale dokaZe spatfit i
Ctyfrozmérny prostor. Je rozena hédonistka a soucasné melan-
cholic¢ka, jako by pochazela ze slovinského Zamuii, ale vzhledem
ke své existenci je v Mariboru obcankou druhé kategorie, tak
jako byli Slovinci ménécennymi vaci Italiim ve faSistickém Ter-
stu i vii¢i mariborskym Némcim. Moucha nema rodny list, pas,
vzdélani ani zdravotni karticku. Rada se sméje a rada place, je
laskava, temperamentni a nézna, nejradéji sosa kolu a bilé vino,
nepohrdne vSak krvi ani oby¢ejnym lidskym hovnem.

Mariborska moucha domaci se narodila v domé, kde v lednu roku
1965 zemftel slavny mariborsky hypnotizér Svengali, co tu Zil se
svou milovanou partnerkou Elis.

Majitel kebabarny Panda pan Mahmed Oge oslavi nevédomé zro-
zeni neznamé mouchy malou pauzickou, sledovanim fotbalového
zapasu FC Barcelona — Real Madrid.

Podle mych propoctd Zije s Cerstvé narozenou mouchou doméaci v
Mariboru ptes deset miliont dal§ich much. Je tedy otazkou, komu
stotisicové mésto ve skutecnosti patfi.

*

Svengaliho partnerka Elis se narodila na zacatku minulého stole-
ti zhruba v mistech, kde dnes stoji panelak pfezdivany zidovsky
panelak, protoZe byl prvni chloubou povaleéného jugoslavského
socialismu v Murské Soboté, kde by lidé radéji nezili, nez Zili, a
protoze ho postavili tam, kde byla za valky vypalena méstska sy-
nagoga. Elis se ve skute¢nosti narodila jako Edith, ale kdo se v
téch jménech ma pofad vyznat. Vazila ¢tyficet kilo, nervy méla
pevné a srdce ze zlata. Téméf dvoumetrovy hypnotizér Svengali
vazil v dospélosti pfes osmdesat kilo a k jeho mistrovskym eska-
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motérskym kouskiim patfila hypnoza a nasledna katatonie milo-
vané Elis.

Ta vypadala zhruba takto: Elis si lehla na dfevénou bednu, Sven-
gali ji zhypnotizoval a poté znehybnél, a kdyz leZela ve Stronzu
s rukama za hlavou, zvednul partnerku ve vodorovné poloze asi
metr nad bednu, a tu pak nohou zlehynka odkopl. Poté se roze-
znél zvuk pfipominajici drobounce se tfistici sklo. Zvuk byl sam
o sobé natolik kfehky, Ze se vSem zatajil dech. Elis levitovala v
namodralém svétle podia, Svengali k ni opét pfistavil stolek a s
naleSténymi polobotkami barvy konaku si stoupl na partnercino
atlé télo. Ozval se zdéSeny vykiik z publika. Elis nehnula brvou,
neprohnula se pod Svengaliho vahou. Sklo se zdalky pofad jes-
té drobounce tfistilo a drolilo, sypalo se a nafikalo a Svengali na
Elis zacal tancit val¢ik. Vidensky valc¢ik. Jeho podmalované svétle
Sedé oci s cernym obocim na bledé tvafi byly soustfedéné upie-
né do prazdna, publikum onémélo vzruSenim a Elis dal leZela ve
vzduchu v katatonicky vodorovné poloze.

Kdyz se ¢islo obzvlast vydafilo, otocila Elis po chvili svou détsky
laskavou tvar k publiku, oci doSiroka oteviené, ve tvafi tajemny,
védouci ismév. Svengali ruce pomalounku rozpazil a stoupnul si
na Spicky, jako by se chystali s Elis odletét. I on na del$i okamzik
znehybnél. S lezici Elis vytvofili podivuhodné, vznasejici se sou-
so$i pfipominajici vazku. Objekt to byl tak dokonaly, Ze by ho ne-
dokazal stvofit ani nejvétsi umélecky srac z cirkusu Nikita.

Tohle jsme my, Mariborsti, vysilaly ted hypnotizérovy a Elisiny o¢i
k publiku: Elis a ja. To my dva vyplnujeme vasi prazdnotu, vSed-
nost, inavu, jsme tady pro vas a jsme tady i za ty, co uz tu nejsou.
KdyzZ uvétite nasi zadbavné nevinné iluzi, svét se vam nerozpadne,

nezmizi ani se nerozt¥isti jako sklenéna misa zasazena Srapnelem
lidského nestésti.

Pak se ozval ostry gong.
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Svengali seskocil zpatky na zem, ve tvaii melancholicky vyraz
vycCerpani, jako by zazil néco mimofadného, jako by se vracel od-
nékud zdaleka. Chytil padajici télo Elis do naruce a charismaticka
Elis se stocila do klubicka a vyslala publiku vzdusny polibek.

Spustil se bouflivy potlesk.

V Mariboru, v PafizZi, ve Vidni, vSude.

vvvvvv

poprvé vyzkousSeli v mariborské kavarné Union v poloviné dva-
catych let.

Ale zpét k nasi mariborské mouse. Copak neslysite, jak netrpélivé
bzuci nad plechovkou koly v Korutanské ulici?

*

Cerstvé zrozena moucha od dnesniho dne, $estého Cervna, nasava
kromé vina, krve a zkaZenych $tav pfedevsim kolu z mistni keba-
barny Panda. MoZna proto je od raného détstvi jesté rychlejsi a
neklidnéjsi nez kdokoliv z jejiho rozvétveného mariborského pfi-
buzenstva. Kdyby byla divkou, patrné by byla diagnostikovana
poruchou ADHD. JenZe je mouchou.

Ma zajimavou a dalo by se fict, Ze i jimavou fyziognomii a dusi.

Tenké chlupaté nohy, srdce jako bezmocny andél, ocicka neklid-
na, ale vlidna.

Vystoupila jsem z flixbusu a ocitla se v Mariboru. Po bouice se pfi-
jemné ochladilo. Nadrazi bylo liduprazdné, z méstského travniku
stoupala para. Pfed kasinem Admiral chlemtal osamély pejsek
vodu z louZe.

Spole¢né se mnou vystoupil muz s chlupatymi prsty na nohou a
trochu Silenym pohledem a malinka ttla Zena v obfich slunec¢nich
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brylich, co se po muZi nenapadné otacela, jako by po ném néco
chtéla. Za nimi se z autobusu lenivé vysoukal jesté mlady vousaty
tloustik v kosili s tropickymi vzory i s cigaretovym tabakem Ame-
rican Spirit, ktery si z kufru vytahnul kromé krosny i kytaru.

Pak jsme si zmizeli z oc¢i.
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The Maribor Hypnosis

Dora Kaprdlovd
Translated from Czech by Tony Mileman and Melvyn Clarke

We’re in Graz, Austria, less than eighty kilometres from Maribor.
Some drenched travellers and a few winos are standing about at the
station. In the middle of this huddle sits an elderly woman in rustic
black, perched atop a large birdcage; inside it lies a limp soft toy
monKkey with button eyes. Everyone crowds together Balkan-style
beneath a long, corrugated-iron roof, almost touching elbows — a
kind of mass hypnosis brought on by the pounding rain. It is 6 June,
and outside the devils are on the loose.

*

In Maribor, the storm has long since passed.

In the afternoon, a housefly hatches in the inner courtyard of a te-
nement block on Carinthia Street, from a larva that had colonised
a rotting watermelon behind a dustbin. On the ground floor of the
building there is an expensive Chinese optician’s colonising local
Slovenian optics; upstairs, a German language school; next door,
the Panda kebab house; opposite, the municipal fire station. None
of the tenement block’s residents have noticed the fly hatching.The
newly hatched fly measures just under three millimetres, weighs
just over half a milligram, has six legs, two membranous wings, a
tiny aerodynamic body and two deep, mischievous eyes, each com-
posed of a thousand minute compound eyes.

It sees everything at high speed, as if from a swing carousel, in all
directions — sped up, blurred, unable to zoom in on any detail. Yet
on a dandelion blossom it can see what we cannot with the naked
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eye: Maribor’s ultraviolet light, a far greater marvel than, say, the
famous red Northern Lights over Maribor in 1939.

The fly perceives reality stroboscopically, yet can also perceive
four-dimensional space. It is a born hedonist and at the same time
a melancholic, as though it hailed from Prekmurje in Slovenia; yet
by virtue of its existence it is a second-class citizen in Maribor, just
as the Slovenes were considered inferior to the Italians in Fascist
Trieste and to the Germans of Maribor. The fly has no birth certifi-
cate, passport, schooling or medical card. It likes to laugh and cry;
it is kind, temperamental and gentle. It most enjoys sucking up cola
and white wine with its proboscis, though it is not above blood or
plain human shit either.

The Maribor housefly was born in the house where the famous
Maribor hypnotist Svengali, who had lived there with his beloved
partner Elis, died in January 1965.

The owner of the Panda kebab house, Mr Mahmed Oge, unknowingly
celebrates the birth of the unnoticed fly by taking a short break to
watch the football match between FC Barcelona and Real Madrid.

According to my calculations, more than ten million other flies live
in Maribor alongside the newly hatched housefly. So the question is
who this city of a hundred thousand actually belongs to.

*

Svengali’s partner Elis was born at the start of the last century
roughly on the current site of a block of flats, which is nicknamed
the Jewish Block because it was the first showpiece of post-war Yu-
goslav socialism in Murska Sobota, where people would rather not
live at all, and because it was built on the site where the town syna-
gogue was burned down during the war. Elis was in fact born Edith,
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but who can keep track of all those names? She weighed forty Kkilos,
had strong nerves and a heart of gold. The almost two-metre-tall
hypnotist Svengali weighed over eighty kilos as an adult, and his
masterful conjuring feats included hypnosis and his beloved Elis’s
subsequent catatonic episode.

It looked roughly like this: Elis lay down on a wooden box; Svengali
hypnotised her and she went rigid. When she lay stiff as a board,
her hands behind her head, he lifted his partner horizontally about
ametre above the box and gently nudged it away with his foot. Then
there came a faint sound like crackling glass. The sound itself was
so fragile that it took everyone’s breath away. Elis levitated in the
bluish stage light; Svengali set a small table beside her and, in po-
lished cognac-coloured shoes, stepped onto his partner’s slender
body. A horrified cry rose from the audience. Elis did not bat an
eyelid, did not bend beneath Svengali’s weight. From afar the glass
was still crackling and crumbling, creaking and spilling out, and
Svengali began to waltz on Elis. A Viennese waltz. His pale, lightly
shadowed grey eyes stared intently beneath black brows into the
void; the audience was speechless with excitement, and Elis conti-
nued to lie suspended in the air catatonically horizontal.

When the act went particularly well, Elis would after a few seconds
turn her childlike, gentle face towards the audience, her eyes wide
open, a mysterious, knowing smile on her lips. Svengali slowly
spread his arms and rose on tiptoe, as if he and Elis were about to
fly away. He too stood motionless for a long moment. With Elis lying
before him, they formed a strange, hovering sculpture resembling a
dragonfly. The object was so perfect that not even the greatest artis-
tic shit from the Nikita Circus could have created it.

This is what the hypnotist’s and Elis’s eyes now conveyed to the au-
dience: Mariborians, Elis and I, we are the ones who fill your emp-
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tiness, your ordinariness, your fatigue; we are here for you, and for
those who are no longer here. If you believe in our playfully inno-
cent illusion, your world will not fall apart, vanish, or shatter like a
glass bowl struck by the shrapnel of human misfortune.

Then a sharp gong stroke rang out.

Svengali leapt lightly back to the ground, a melancholy exhaustion
on his face, as though he had experienced something extraordina-
ry, as though he were returning from far away. He caught Elis’s fal-
ling body in his arms, and a charismatic Elis curled into a ball and
blew the audience a Kkiss.

Thunderous applause broke out.
In Maribor, Paris, Vienna — everywhere.

Such was the most famous act performed by the hypnotist and his
partner, premiering at the Union Café in Maribor in the mid-1920s.

But back to our Maribor fly. Can you not hear it buzzing impatiently
over a can of cola in Carinthia Street?

*

From this day forth, 6 June, the newly hatched fly imbibes not only
wine, blood and putrid juices, but also, more than anything else,
cola from the local Panda kebab house. Perhaps that is why, from
earliest childhood, it has been swifter and more restless than any
member of its extended Maribor family. Had it been a girl, it would
doubtless have been diagnosed with ADHD. But it is a fly.

It has an interesting — one might even say affecting — physiognomy
and soul.

Slender, downy legs; a heart like a helpless angel; little eyes. Rest-
less yet affable.
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I stepped off the FlixBus and found myself in Maribor. After the
storm, the air had cooled pleasantly. The station was deserted;
steam rose from the city lawns. In front of the Admiral Casino, a
lone little dog was lapping water from a puddle.

The man with hairy toes and the slightly unhinged look stepped
off with me, along with the tiny, slender woman in enormous sun-
glasses who kept glancing back at him as though she wanted so-
mething from him. Behind them, the plump young bearded fellow
in the tropical-print shirt, carrying the pouch of American Spirit
tobacco, lazily clambered out of the bus, pulling from the luggage
hold not only his rucksack but also a guitar.

Then we lost sight of one another.
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illi Luuk (b. 1976) received her
Lvery first literary prize for her debut,
the 2018 Friedebert Tuglas Award for
Short Stories. The writer, who uses
a pseudonym, has a background in
art history, has worked as a teacher
and lecturer, and became a full-time
freelance writer in 2021. She is a
member of the Estonian Writers’ Union.
Her second novel, Night Mother, won
the Estonian State Annual Cultural
Award and the A.H. Tammsaare
Literary Award. Her short stories have
won numerous prizes in Estonia and
have been published in anthologies
and magazines in English, German,
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The enchanting centre of this novel

is the vast Estonian marshland that
hides, protects, feeds, but also deceives
people, animals and birds. Young artist
Krissu becomes lost, together with

her mother and aunt, while picking
wild cranberries. While looking for a
path home in the mysterious foggy
landscape, she discovers a milk churn
on an island in the bog, where a white
parachute blouse, photographs and a
diary are also concealed. The secrets
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that had been hidden for half a century
by the women of the family gradually
come to light. This is a family story
about putting together, piece by piece,
the untold stories that are too painful to
even be remembered. Lilli Luuk writes it
in a way that you can smell the early-
morning bog that she describes; you
experience the fear and thirst for life

that her characters encounter while lost ’ \

in that landscape.

|
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Lilli Luuk is an outstandingly unique
voice in Estonian literature. Her colourful
prose and rich lexicon are steeped
in ancestral heritage. She has an
exceptional ability to conjure
an atmosphere in words,
seeing and describing
details as only the
best artists can do.
Reading Night Mother,
the scents of forests
and bogs are palpable
- Luuk’s descriptions
transport the reader
straight into the heart
of Estonia’s pristine
natural landscape. It is
a story about untold
tales that is thrilling,
historically accurate,
and that awakens all the
senses.



Odema
Lilli Luuk

Sel 6htul ootas Mall veidi karsitult, et Virve silmad juba kinni vajuk-
sid. Virve omakorda vist tajus ema karsitust ja ei kippunud sugugi
veel suikuma. Kui surve nibu iimber 16puks vahenes ja Virve pea
raskemaks muutus, katsus Mall teda ettevaatlikult rinna otsast ee-
male tosta, aga pisikesed huuled 16id Malle vihemagi liigutuse peale
kohe kinni ja laps hakkas uuesti imema, kuigi Mallele endale tun-
dus, nagu oleks ta juba ammu viimase tilgani tiihjaks imetud. Malle
enda silmalaudki tahtsid kinni kukkuda, Hinge juba magas voodi
seinapoolses servas, suukene paokil, pisike ilanire suunurgast pad-
jale jooksmas, pilutatud piiiiril oli niiske laik. Hinge hingas natuke
vilinal, ebaiihtlases riitmis ja iimises hooti arusaamatus lapsekee-
les, nagu naeks drevat und. Mall jai tema hingamist kuulatama, 1dks
sellega kaasa, kuni jarsku end iiles vOpatas, laup higine, suu kuiv.
Virve tema katel oli raske nagu jahukott, pea tahapoole visatud, huu-
led paokil, niiiid pariselt magamas. Mall sdttis sargi ja kampsuni iihe
kéega korda ja tostis siis Virve ettevaatlikult voodisse. Tagatuba tun-
dus talle peaaegu et lambe, Mall oli uhanud péeval puid ahju alla nii
palju, kui andis, nii et ahjuuks oli punane, 6ue minnes oli tomma-
nud villase réti veel iile, vanad maasikakirja képikud (pdidla alt juba
noelutud) iga kord kitte. Kiilmaga kippusid Malle sormed valusaks
ja kded karedaks, kuid vdoidmiseks ei olnud majas enam iihtegi salvi
ega kreemi jarel, kui just searasvaga ei tahtnud méaarida. Voi oleks
aidanud kiill, teadis Mall, aga void ei olnud kiill voimalik niimoodi
kulutada, nagu midagi ei olnud kulutada — mis ei lainud kokkuos-
tu, mis ei ldinud maksude peale, 1dks Juhani aitamiseks, kuid ilma
Juhani ja tema meeste abita ei oleks Mall suutnud sel aastal ei heinu
lakka ega kartulit keldrisse saadagi. Voi oleks? Kes oskab 6elda, ini-
meste voimetel pole piire. Kuidas ema ja Ilmi saavad, nemad on ju ka
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ainult naised, aitavad veel Mallegi. Ja Juhanit, kéiki neid mehi, keda
mets varjab. Koik aitavad kedagi, mis siis, et endale pole peaaegu
midagi enam jdetud. Malle sddrmeisse 16i korraks sookailu 16hna ja
siidamesse valu nagu puss. Aina! Leo olla keelanud tookord Ainat,
dra mine! Ema oli varem 6elnud, arge tulge! Aina oli millalgi Mallele
Oelnud: Leo arvab, et ma tahan surma saada, et ma olevatki nii met-
sik, liiga ettevaatamatu, jah, ma ldhen toesti igale poole kaasa, ma
teen niilid k6ik kaasa, jah, mul on valus, aga kas ma surra tahan? Ma
ei tea, ei, ei taha ju, ma tahan ainult, et seda valu ei oleks! Kas see
lein 16peb kunagi? ,,Aina, sa saad veel armastada, kunagi, usu! Voi
armastab keegi sind, leevendab seegi!“ Kas see valu otsa saab, seda
Mall veel ei tea. On hea, et temal on lapsed ja loomad ja t606, ta liigub
ja rassib hommikust 6htuni ja surebki igal 6htul, sest vasimus on nii
suur, et isegi unendgusid ei luba.

Mall oleks tahtnud ka voodisse jadda, oma soojade laste juurde, kuid
enne tuli laudas dra kiia, polnud parata, koéik riided tuli veel korra
kiht kihi peale selga toppida, pliidipajast auravat vett pange tosta.
Sellise ilmaga jaatusid laudas loomade joogiveed. Kui Mall &mber kde
otsas Oue astus, olid sinisest mustaks muutunud taevasse torgatud
tdhed, 1adne pool oli latvade kohal veel ndha kitsast punetav-helen-
davat serva, see tdhendas, et kiilm jatkub ka homme. Lumi krudises
Malle jalgade all, need olid Juhani vanad saapad, mis ta oli talvisteks
té0saabasteks votnud, jalas oli veel kaks paari jamedamast villasest
longast sokke ning saapaninadesse oli ta toppinud natuke heinu,
sooja parast ja selleks, et suured saapad jalas liigselt ei loksuks. Nii
jaid Mallest sel talvel maha suuremad jdljed, kui ta ise oli.

Laudas oli teistsugune 6hk, kuigi inimese ja elajate hingeauru oli
ndha, oli lehma juures alati soojem. Mall 16hkus kiiniga jadkaaned.
Kui ta selle tagasi seina ddrde ndjatas, markas ta iileval nagis Juhani
vana presentmantlit rippumas, seda, mida Mall vahel siigisel vihma-
se ilmaga rabasse minnes voi lauda vahet kdies peale tombas. Mall
surus ndo kiilma kangesse kangasse ja tombas s60rmetesse raba ja
metsa jahedat 16hna. Korraks meenus posele kiiliniseina jahe puit ja
Mall kummardus laterna hamaruses laudaseina poole, nagu lootes
sealt auku leida. Kas see lein ka 16peb kunagi? Niiiid aina tuleb lein
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leina jarel. Lehma noudlik ammumine t&i ta aga kohe oma perenai-
seelu juurde tagasi, ta vottis liipsipingi ning istus Musta alla.

Kui Mall lauda ja lehma l6hnavast soojusest tagasi kiilma 66sse
astus ja iile kuuvalges helkleva lume toa poole sammus, tungis pa-
kases vaikuses tema korvu mingi heli, see polnud lume krudin ega
jadtunud puutiivede pinge. Ta seisatas lume alt vdlja turritava ka-
rusmarjapoosa juures ja kuulatas hetke, ajas pea kuklasse. Liipsik
auras kies ja tahed plinkisid tumesinises taevas, kord olid iihed he-
ledamad, siis jdlle teised, vobelesid, ei piisinud kuidagi Malle pilgu
ees paigal. Mall oleks kui tundnud s66rmetes varske heina magusat
16hna, kui kuskilt eemalt, nagu suletekiga summutatult, kostis Malle
korvu riitmiline haal, justkui ketramine v6i saagimine. Saagimine
lahenes, muutus jarjest kovemaks jauramiseks, lukustas korvad, ta-
hed koondusid kokku kaheks suureks silmaks, mis heitsid oma pi-
mestava valguse Mallele ndkku, hakkasid siis otse Malle silme ees
kukkuma ning lumi laotas ennast tema jalge ette, autolaternate val-
gusesse nagu koige siledam valge siid, kuuvalgus voolas peitu nagu
valge piim kohevasse lumme.

Mall oli nagu kogu aeg teadnud, et 16puks nad tulevad niimoodi. 06-
sel.
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Night Mother

Lilli Luuk
Translated from Estonian by Adam Cullen

That night, Mall waited somewhat impatiently for Virve’s eyelids to
finally close. Virve must have sensed her mother’s restlessness in
turn and showed no signs of drifting off to sleep. When the pressure
around Mall’s nipple finally softened and Virve’s head grew heavier,
she tried to cautiously lift the child away from her breast, but her tiny
lips clamped shut again at the slightest movement and she resumed
nursing, even though Mall felt she’d long been sucked dry to the very
last drop. Mall’s own eyelids were on the verge of sliding shut, Hinge
was already asleep on the side of the bed against the wall, her litt-
le lips parted, a tiny trickle of saliva running from the corner of her
mouth to the pillow, a damp spot forming on the hemstitched pillow-
case. Hinge’s breath produced a soft whistle, uneven and broken by
occasional murmurs of unintelligible child’s gibberish as if she were
having an anxious dream. Mall listened to her daughter’s breathing
and her own started to match it until she jerked awake suddenly, fo-
rehead perspiring, mouth dry. Virve was as heavy as a sack of flour in
her arms, head thrown back, lips parted, now fast asleep. Mall pulled
her shirt and sweater down with one hand before delicately resting
Virve in the bed. The back bedroom almost seemed stuffy. Mall had
heaped as much firewood into the stove as she could that day till the
cast-iron door glowed red; every time she went outside, she pulled
on a woollen scarf and an old pair of strawberry-patterned mittens
(already stitched at the base of the thumbs). Mall’s fingers ached and
the skin on her hands turned rough in the cold, but there wasn’t a
single cream or salve left in the house, unless she wanted to rub pork
lard over them. Butter might have helped, she knew, but butter cer-
tainly wasn’t to be wasted like that anymore, just as nothing was to
be wasted — whatever wasn’t bought up by the state or paid as taxes
went to helping Juhan, but without the assistance of Juhan and his
men, Mall wouldn’t have been able to get hay into the loft or potatoes
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into the cellar that year, either. Or would she? Who could say, there
are no limits to people’s abilities. How did Mother and Ilmi get by,
they were only women, too, and even lent Mall a hand. And Juhan,
and all the men hidden in the woods. Everyone helped someone, no
matter that there was almost nothing left over for themselves any
more. For a moment, the smell of wild rosemary flooded her nostrils,
and a pain stabbed her heart. Aina! Leo forbade Aina back then, don’t
go! Before, Mother had said: Don’t come! At some point, Aina said
to Mall: Leo thinks I have a death wish, he says I’'m so savage, too
reckless, yes, I honestly do want to go along everywhere, I'm going
along with everything now, yes, it’s painful for me, but do I wish to
die? I don’t know, no, I don’t, all I want is for this pain to disappear!
Will this grief ever end? ‘Aina, you’ll love again, someday, trust me!
Or someone will love you, and that will make things easier!” Whether
or not that pain will end, Mall still doesn’t know. It’s good that she
has the children and the livestock and chores, she’s on her feet and
toiling from dawn till dusk and she dies every night because the ex-
haustion is so overwhelming that it doesn’t even allow for dreams.

Mall would’ve wished to stay in bed as well, to snuggle up next to her
warm children, but first she needed to go to the barn, it couldn’t be
helped, she had to dress in all her clothes again layer by layer and
pour steaming water from the cauldron on the stove into a pail. The
livestock’s drinking water froze in that kind of weather. When Mall
stepped outside, pail dangling from her grip, stars had pricked the
sky that had turned from blue to black, a narrow strip of reddish light
still glowed above the treetops to the west. It meant the cold would
continue tomorrow. The snow crunched under Mall’s feet, they were
Juhan’s old boots that she’d started to use as winter work boots, she
also wore two pairs of socks woven from thick wool and had stuffed
a little straw into the toes of the oversized footwear for warmth and
to keep them from joggling too much around her feet. Thus, Mall left
behind greater footprints than her own that winter.
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The air in the cowshed was different, though the human’s and animal’s
breaths steamed, it was always warmer by the cow. Mall smashed the
icy lids with a billhook. When she leaned the tool back against the
wall, she noticed Juhan’s old canvas jacket hanging from a peg above
her, the one Mall occasionally wore into the bog on drizzly autumn
days or pulled on when walking between the house and the shed. She
pressed her face into the stiff, cold fabric and inhaled the smell of bog
and forest. For a moment, her cheek remembered the cool wood of the
barn wall and in the dim light cast by the lantern, she leaned towards
the wall of the cowshed as if hoping to find a hole in it. Would this
grief ever really end? Now, grief was only followed by more grief. The
cow’s insistent mooing yanked her back into her domestic existence,
she picked up the milking stool and sat down at Blacky’s side.

When Mall left the cowshed and the animal’s scented warmth, step-
ped back into the cold night, and walked towards the house across
snow glistening in the moonlight, a sound pierced the silence of the
frost and found its way to her ear. It wasn’t the crunching of snow
or the tension of frozen tree trunks. She paused next to a gooseberry
bush poking from the snow and listened for a moment, tilting her head
back. The milking pail steamed and the stars blinked in the indigo sky,
some brighter at one moment, then others, wavering, seemingly refu-
sing to stay still before Mall’s gaze. She almost sensed the sweet scent
of fresh hay in her nostrils when from somewhere in the distance, as if
muffled by a down blanket, a rhythmic noise reached her ears, almost
like spinning or sawing. The sawing drew closer, growing louder and
louder and turning to a roar, deafening her, the stars condensed into
two great eyes that cast their blinding light straight into Mall’s face,
then began falling right before her eyes and the snow spread itself out
at her feet, entering the beams of the headlights like the smoothest
white silk, the moonlight streamed into hiding like white milk into
the downy snow.

Mall had always known they would eventually come this way. At
night.
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Toivottomuus

Despair SYNOPSIS

Kustantamo S&S, 2025 An adult daughter lies in an empty
Finnish bathtub. She has called her mother to

ISBN: 978-951-52-6427-5 wish her a Happy Mother’s Day. Their

relationship is like a competition, in
which the winner never shows that
they need the other. By making the
call, the daughter has admitted her
defeat. During the conversation, the
mother has managed to lower the
daughter’s defenses only to drop

a bomb that drives her into self-

doubt and paranoia. The door to the
unconscious swings open and rattles.
The daughter embarks on a dangerous
journey to her hometown, where a
devastating disease has collapsed the
social order. Despair dives deep into the
subconscious and casts the institution
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Toivottomuus

Susanna Hast

Jalat uppoavat syvéalle lumessa. On vaikea padsta eteenpdin. Huo-
hotan ja painan lunta vasten, minun on painuttava umpihangen
lapi kohti didin kammiota. Vasta silloin huomaan. Talo on pienen-
tynyt. Tyonnyn eteenpdin lumessa, ja hdnen pieni talonsa muuttuu
aina vain pehmedammaiksi harmaaksi, siniseksi kuin hdnen sil-
mansa. Ovea on vaikea erottaa seindstd, vaikka ajovalot valaisevat
koko pihan. Kolautan kateni porraskaiteeseen, 16ydan hapuilemal-
la oven. Laimdytan ovea kimmenelld. Koputan rystysilla. Hakkaan
sormenpdilld. Potkin kengdnkarjelld, mutta diti ei avaa.

Tieddn ettd hdn on sisdlld, tunnen sen. Han on sisélld pienentynee-
nd ja han kuulee minut, han kuulee keuhkoni haukkomassa ilmaa.
Han kuulee koputuksen ja potkimisen. Hin on pyytdnyt minua
ajatuksissaan tulemaan, olen tullut, mutta hinen ei tarvitse avata,
koska en voi hermostua siitd, en voi suuttua siitd. En voi tuomita
aitid. En voi pitdd hanta terveena enka sairaana. Hin ei ole haluni
kohde, hdn on haluni syy.

Peruutan kauemmas umpisella, se on vaivalloista mutta en voi
kadntaa selkdani talolle. Otan vield muutaman raskaan askeleen
taaksepdin, otan kintaat kadesta ja etsin takin taskustani vulkaa-
nisen kiven, jonka ympadrille olen kddrinyt paperia. Puristan pa-
kettia nyrkissdni, paperi on pehmentynyt ja painautunut tiiviisti
kiven ympadrille.

Veddn hupun padhan, ojennan kasivartta taakse ja riuhtaisen sen
eteen, olkapddn janteet kiristyvat ja hellittavat. Kivi lentdaa kohti ta-
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loa, se kumahtaa ikkunan pintaan, murenee, ja se, mikd ei murene
hangen péalle, vajoaa.

Lasken kolme hengitystd. Ei mitddn. Auton moottori sammuu, valot
pimenevat. Romahdan seldlleni kuivaan lumeen ja katson taivaal-
le. Se ndyttaa ikuisuudelta, ei lopullisuudelta.

Miksi yrittdaa sulkea silmukkaa tai kulkea sen loppuun?

Olen maannut paikallani kauan, tai en tiedd, ei tunnu siltd, ettad
aika kuluisi. Alkaa tuntua raskaalta, se tarkoittaa pahan tuulen
lahestymistd, sen katkonaisia vaikutuksia. Se vie kunnollisen tie-
toisuuden mennessadn, se kuorii ihon kasvoilta ja vie kielen pala
palalta.

Kateni etsivdt kovaa pintaa pehmedstad lumesta, padsen jaloilleni
kyljen kautta. Tunnustelen vartalollani omia jdlkidni, ja ldhden
kahlaamaan niitd pitkin takaisin autolle. Silloin kuulen oven avau-
tuvan.

Sumu tunkeutuu psyykeen ja laskeutuu polttavana iholle: epa-
varmuus tilanteesta, epavarmuus kyvystamme suoriutua, epavar-
muus vastustajan aikeista.

Talon verannalla syttyy lamppu. Aiti on ulkona. Nden hénet osit-
tain, toinen puoli on varjossa. Hinen pintansa on sulanut, rinta-
kehéasta nadkyy lapi, vatsasta ndkyy ldpi, kaikki hdnen elimensa
hehkuvat. Nden kaksi soikeaa lihanpalasta kylkiluiden takana,
putki joka ulottaa kohti suuta, sikiolta ndyttava vaalea moéykky, sen
vieressd punainen pehmea pala jonka ymparilla on kellertavaa ku-
dosta ja valtava loinen kdpertyneena lantion sisddn, sen ymparilla
toinen kiemurteleva loinen.

Han liikahtaa, elimet heilahtavat hdnen askeleensa mukana. Vain
pieni vinkuva henkays karkaa suustani.

Eik6é han ndhnyt minua veitsi kurkulla? Vai eik6 hén ei halunnut
ajatella itseddn veitsi kurkulla? Pahuuden aura, joka levisi sisaltdni
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veitsi kurkulla muistutti hénté jostakin, ja hdn oli vihainen. Aidin
tdytyy saada vihata lastaan.

Aiti 1dhtee kdvelemidin minua kohti. Se ei ole hinen tapaistaan.
Olen suututtanut hdnet. Olen tunkeutunut hinen pihamaalleen,
hinen eldamadnsa, olen kiukutellut ja itkenyt inhottavaa itkua, olen
ajatellut hdntd, puhunut hdnestd, olen tuonut hdpedn hdnen sei-
niensd sisdaan.

Hén siirtyy pimeddn kohtaan pihassa, en nde hdntd enda. Mutta
kuulen kuinka hén kahlaa minua kohti. En halua sittenkdan koh-
data hanta. Kauhon kasilld ja jaloilla lunta, en tieda tdrmadnko
pian huonekaluihin tai aitaan, 10ydanko raon aidassa, pollyavaa
lunta ja sumua ei enda erota toisistaan.

Kuulen humahduksen, yritin ndahda didin, mutta se on talon ta-
kaa lenndhtdva lintu, harakka otaksun, joka aukoo mustaa kaar-
tuvaa nokkaansa ja radkyy, sen kaula varahtelee, sen siivet iskevit
hurjana, ja diti on perdssani, suussani on lunta, silmissdni on lun-
ta, kiteet sulavat vedeksi suussani ja silmissani, tyénndn itsedni
eteenpdin reflekseilld, han huitaisee raivolla ja harakan raakymi-
nen loppuu.

Mustia ja valkoisia héyhenia lentdd ilmassa, veripisarat putoilevat
hangen pintaan.

Han pysdhtyy. Hanen kiinnostuksensa hiipuu ja sammuu.
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Despair

Susanna Hast
Translated from Finnish by David Hackston

My feet sink deep into the snow. It is hard to move forwards. I am
panting, I press myself against the thick snow, I have to trudge all
the way to my mother’s chamber. It is only then that I notice. The
house has grown smaller. I push onwards, and her small house be-
comes an ever-softer grey, blue as her eyes. It is hard to make out
the door from the wall, though the car’s lights illuminate the whole
garden. I knock my hand against the railing by the step and fumble
around until I locate the door. I slap the door with the flat of my
hand, hammer it with my fists, rap it with my fingertips, kick it with
the tip of my shoe, but my mother does not open it.

I know she is in there, I can feel it. She is inside the diminished
house, and she can hear me, hear my lungs gasping for air. She can
hear the banging and the kicking. In her mind, she has asked me to
come here, and I have come, but she doesn’t have to open because I
can’t get angry about it, can’t lose my temper over it. I cannot judge
my mother. I can consider her neither healthy nor sick. She is not
the object of my desires; she is the reason for my desires.

I retreat through the compacted snow; it is hard going, but I can-
not turn away from the house. I take a few more sluggish steps
backwards, take the mittens from my hands and look for the lump
of volcanic rock I have wrapped in a scrap of paper and stashed in
my pocket. I clench the small packet in my fist; the paper has softe-
ned and is pressed tightly around the rock.

I pull my hood down further, reach my arm back and hurl the rock
forwards; the tendons in my shoulders tense, then release. The rock
hurtles towards the house, strikes the surface of the window, cru-

-73-



Despair

mbles, and what doesn’t crumble on top of the snowdrift sinks into
it.

I breathe and count to three. Nothing. The car’s engine switches off;
its lights go dark. I collapse on my back in the dry snow and look at
the sky. It looks like eternity, not finality.

Why try to tighten the knot or travel all the way to its end?

I have been lying on the spot for a long time ... well, I don’t know, it
doesn’t feel like time is passing. It starts to feel heavy, which means
an ill wind is approaching, its intermittent buffeting. It whisks all
genuine awareness away with it, stripping the skin from the face
and taking the tongue, piece by piece.

My hands look for a hard surface in the soft snow; I roll on my side
and stagger to my feet. I feel my footprints with my whole body and
begin wading along them all the way back to the car. Then I hear
the door opening.

Fog invades my psyche and descends upon my skin, burning: un-
certainty about the situation, uncertainty about our ability to ma-
nage, to cope, uncertainty about the antagonist’s intentions.

On the veranda outside the house, a light goes on. My mother is
outside. I can see her partially; her other half is cast in shadow. Her
surface has melted, her chest is transparent, her stomach is trans-
parent, all her organs are glowing. I see two oval pieces of flesh
behind her ribs, the pipe rising up towards her mouth, a white blob
that looks like a foetus, beside it a soft, red mass covered in yellow
tissue and an enormous parasite curled inside the pelvis; another
parasite is winding its way around it.

She moves and her organs shudder with each step. Only a small,
wheezing breath escapes my mouth.
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Didn’t she see me with a knife at my throat? Or hadn’t she wanted
to think about herself with a knife at her throat? The aura of evil
exuding from within me, a knife at its throat, reminded her of so-
mething, and she was angry. A mother must be able to despise her
child.

My mother starts walking towards me. This isn’t like her. I've made
her angry. I have invaded her space, her life, I’ve been acting up,
weeping woeful tears, I have been thinking about her, talking about
her, I have brought shame within her walls.

She steps into the dark section of the garden and I cannot see
her any more. But I hear her wading towards me. I don’t want to
confront her after all. I snatch at the snow with my hands and feet.
I don’t know whether I will soon knock into furniture or the fence,
whether I will find the gap in the fence, I can no longer tell the floa-
ting snow and the fog apart.

I hear a swoop, I try to see my mother, but it is a bird taking flight
behind the house, a magpie, I assume, opening its curved, black
beak and squawking; its neck trembles, its wings beat frantically,
and my mother is on my tail, there is snow in my mouth, snow in
my eyes, the crystals melt, turn to water in my mouth and eyes,
I reflexively push myself onwards, she lashes on angrily, and the
magpie’s squawking comes to an end.

Black and white feathers flutter in the air, droplets of blood cascade
to the surface of the snow.

She stops. Her interest wanes, then snuffs itself out.
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Héléne Frédérick

CALENDRIER

Sur la terrasse derriére ton dos, vrais ou faux les cyprés ? Tu vois
seulement leur reflet se balancer sur ton écran. Tu as dans le
ventre des bouts de cylindre en métal noués a la place des tripes.
Au mur, la photo d’un jeune inconnu te regarde. Pendant les
temps morts — de plus en plus rares —, tu lui inventes une vie. Des
cartes postales ; plus haut, une blague géante a propos d’une vir-
gule. Ca circule, devant, dans les couloirs non éclairés. Ici comme
ailleurs, il faut faire des économies. Il fait froid, le chef ouvre le
boitier fiché au mur pour t’expliquer comment mettre le chauf-
fage, mais désolé en ce moment de toute facon il n’y en a pas. C’est
une question de calendrier, c’est central, on ne controle rien. Ca
circule d’autant plus vite et en doudoune dans les couloirs. Par-
fois ca regarde a l'intérieur, surtout I’icono aux jambes molles,
mais rarement ¢a dit bonjour. Ca chante Les Parapluies de Cher-
bourg trés fort et sans rire. La présence des dictionnaires a tes
c6tés heurte ta nonchalance. Au pays de ’exactitude, tu veux étre
une gigantesque coquille avec bras et jambes et sexe. On dit dans
le milieu que plus les fautes sont grosses, moins on les remarque.

Du fond de ton antre, tu donnerais cher, en vérité, pour des phrases
bancales ; tu cultives méme un amour pour elles ; tu exécres ce
qui est lisse ; tu as I'impression que ca se voit. Le cliquetis de tes
ongles sur le clavier, ta bague amulette antibourde vient de loin,
c’est un cadeau de ta tante qui la tient de sa mére dont elle fut
le souffre-douleur, autrement dit, elle te nuit peut-étre. Menace
ou protection, le doute ne te quitte pas, surtout depuis que tu as
laissé un mauvais folio au sommaire alors que tu avais pourtant
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la bague au doigt. D’un naturel espiegle et plutdt doux, (Eil de
lynx, le chef qui voit tout, a hurlé ton prénom ce jour-la. Quand
il est content et quand il a le temps, il vient te voir avec son petit
calendrier des prochains bouclages : cela veut dire qu’il a besoin
de tes services et que tu gagneras encore des sous. Peut-étre ainsi
vas-tu pouvoir continuer d’écrire et préserver ce qu’il reste de ta
liberté en lambeaux. Tu ne le connais pas encore beaucoup mais,
déja, avec son petit calendrier entre les mains, tu ’aimes bien.

Certains jours tu es triste dans les bureaux modernes. Tes ongles
cliquettent dans les ruines d’un temps récent.

RUEE

Tu fais partie des balbutiants de ce monde. Ta langue entre deux
chaises est riche de ses balbutiements comme toute langue de
pauvre, comme I’hébreu moderne né dans la misére de Whitecha-
pel ot il a puisé ses forces. Révolutionnaire, ta langue a dii s’éman-
ciper et s’inventer pour nommer une réalité qu’elle n’avait jamais
eu a nommer jusque-la. Tu sens la langue inscrite dans le corps, tu
la sens s’articuler, tendue vers le désir : une ruée intérieure.

Le désir se confond avec la faille ou tu as trouvé refuge, il est la
condition de ta survie, réelle comme écrite.

POINCON

Les vrais rebelles ne font pas beaucoup de bruit, tu I’as appris tét.
Ils agissent dans ’ombre et les raisons de leurs gestes échappent
aussi aux regards. Il est le premier « en-dehors » que tu as connu,
le premier passeur aussi. Le savoir de ton pére est ce qu’il a de plus
précieux et il est naturel pour lui de le transmettre. En écoutant a
ses cOtés Brassens ou Ferré ou Barbara, ou les Fréres Jacques en
rigolant, je balaie, je nettoie les piéces d’outils graisseuses avec
du distillat de pétrole, je gratte la rouille a la brosse d’acier ou au
jet de sable, le carbone salit les doigts décidément et s’incruste
sous les ongles ; j’aide, j’assiste, je classe les piéces neuves recues
de livreurs parfois intimidants, parfois séduisants, j’apprends la
soudure a I’étain. J’aime voir mon pére installer le fil de cuivre
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immaculé et brillant dans un stator ; il suit le schéma complexe
qu’il a lui-méme tracé au stylo sur du papier en défaisant les bo-
bines cramées du moteur électrique a réparer pour les refaire a
I'identique, taille du fil, nombre de tours de fil, taille des bobines,
toutes numérotées. Son travail est soigné, reconnu dans toute la
région et au-dela. Ils arrivent de loin ou du village voisin dans
leur vieux pick-up ou leur voiture rutilante. Les fils de cuivre sont
étincelants, encore plus qu’une chevelure de réve, j’admire leur
couleur chaude, j’aide a tailler les papiers spéciaux qui serviront
aisoler les bobines les unes des autres. Ces papiers un peu fibreux
varient en épaisseur, en couleur aussi, j’aime les toucher ; ils sont
a la fois trés résistants et doux, et leur role est essentiel. Sans leur
protection, les charges négative et positive se rejoindraient et il
y aurait court-circuit, m’explique-t-il. La notion de force semble
entiérement contenue dans cette tension opposant négatif et posi-
tif, dans cette impossibilité parfaite que I'on exploite. Sans la dis-
tance, infime mais infranchissable, sans isolement des charges,
aucun mouvement. C’est ainsi que, adolescente, j’interpréte I'idée
de puissance et son paradoxe.

Les nouvelles bobines une fois en place, on laisse tremper le mo-
teur dans une cuve de vernis, puis vient ’étape que je préfére : on
le met au four exactement comme on ferait cuire un gateau. Ainsi
le vernis se solidifie. Sous mon sarrau bleu informe, j’ai 'impres-
sion de jouer a la ménagére dans un monde étrange aux parfums
métalliques, au milieu du désordre organisé de mon pére. Une
fois passé entre ses mains, le moteur électrique réparé puis re-
peint ressemble a s’y méprendre a un moteur neuf, a la différence
prés qu’il porte de minuscules initiales inscrites au poincon : sa
signature. ’acte de parapher vient clore et sceller 'ouvrage ac-
compli. Il affirme quelque chose : j’ai pris soin de votre machine,
elle fonctionne a nouveau a la perfection et j’y inscris mon nom
abrégé, en toute discrétion, pour le certifier.

Une ombre plane sur mon pére, sur vous et moi, pendant ce temps.
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SCHEDULE

On the terrace behind you, are the cypresses real or fake? You see
only their reflection swaying on your screen. You’ve a bellyful of
tangled metal tubing in the place of guts. On the wall, a photo of
an unknown youth is looking at you. During your increasingly rare
quiet moments, you dream up a life for him. A few postcards; fur-
ther up, a one-liner about a comma, on a massive scale. People go
by outside, in the unlit corridors. Here as elsewhere, belts must be
tightened. It’s cold and the boss opens the box affixed to the wall
to show how you turn the heating on, but sorry there is no cen-
tral heating anyway just now. It runs to a schedule and that’s all
controlled at the top, we don’t control anything. People move about
more quickly now and wear puffer jackets in the corridors. Some-
times someone’ll take a look in here, most often the pictures editor
with his slacker’s saunter, but they rarely say hello. Someone is sin-
ging ‘The Umbrellas of Cherbourg’ very loudly and entirely straight-
faced. The dictionaries stacked beside you undermine your casual
air. In the land of precision, you’d like to be a ginormous, all-sin-
ging, all-dancing typo with balls. As they say in the business: the
bigger the error, the harder it is to spot.

Hidden away in your den, the truth is you’d give a lot for a few chao-
tic sentences; actually you cultivate a passion for them; you can’t
stand a smooth text — and you sense that it shows. The tapping of
your nails on the keyboard, your talismanic anti-clanger ring is
from a distant latitude, it was a present from your aunt who had it
from your mother whose scapegoat she became; in other words, it
could well be a liability. Whether it’s a hazard or a protection, doubt
anyway dogs your steps, especially since you left a bad folio in a
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table of contents despite the ring being on your finger. Naturally
impish and a softie at heart, Eagle-eyes, the all-seeing boss, had
yelled your name that day. When he’s happy and has the time, he
drops in on you with his little schedule of the next few press days:
this means he could do with your help and you’ll earn a few extra
pennies. Perhaps this way you’ll be able to keep writing while hol-
ding on to the tattered remains of your liberty. You don’t yet know
him well, but already, with the little schedule in his hands, you
warm to him.

Some days you feel sad in these modern offices. Your nails tap away
amid the ruins of recent history.

RUSH

You are one of the stammerers of this world. Your betwixt and
between tongue is rich with its stammerings like every pauper’s
tongue, like the modern Hebrew born in the poverty of Whitechapel
(whence its vitality also came). Revolutionary, your tongue has had
to emancipate and invent itself in order to name a reality that had no
need of a name before. You feel your native tongue written through
your body, you feel its snaking through you, reaching towards de-
sire: an internal rush.

Desire filters into the rift where you found refuge, it is the condition
of your survival, both real and written.

STAMP

True rebels make next to no noise, you learned early on. They
work away in the background and the reasons for their actions are
equally elusive. Your father is your first true ‘outsider’, and the first
sage master in your life too. His knowledge is his most precious
possession and passing it on comes naturally to him. Chuckling
along with him to Brassens, Ferré, Barbara or to the Fréres Jacques,
I sweep and clean greasy tool parts with degreaser, I rub off rust
with wire wool or the sandblaster, my fingers filthy with the car-
bon bedded deep under my nails; I help and observe, I sort new
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parts received from couriers who are sometimes intimidating and
other times seductive, and I learn to solder with tin. I love watching
my father wind the gleaming, immaculate copper wire inside a sta-
tor; he follows the complicated diagram he has himself plotted out
with pen and paper while dismantling the burnt-out coils inside
the engine to be repaired, then re-installs them just as they were,
same diameter of wire, same number of turns, same size reels, and
all parts numbered off. His work is meticulous, and known to be
throughout the region and beyond. They come from far away or
from the neighbouring village in beat-up vans or gleaming SUVs.
The copper wire shines, more brilliant than a head of perfect hair,
I admire their auburn sheen and help cut out the special papers to
be slipped between the reels. These slightly fibrous papers vary in
thickness and colour too, and I like manipulating them; they are at
once robust and soft, and their role is crucial. Without their buffer,
the negative and positive charges would meet and short-circuit
straight away, as my dad explains. For me, the concept of energy
seems entirely contained in the tension between opposite charges,
in the perfect impossibility of it, and its harnessing. Without that
minuscule but impassable distance, without the isolation of the
charges, there can be no motion. Thus my adolescent self interprets
the phenomenon and the paradox of power.

With the new reels installed, we leave the engine to soak in a vat of
varnish, and then comes my favourite step: we put it in the oven just
the way you might bake a cake. This fixes the varnish. In my shape-
less blue overalls, I feel I'm playing housewife in a strange world of
metallic flavours, in the midst of my father’s organised chaos. Once
passed through his hands, the repaired and repainted engine looks
deceptively like a brand-new one, the only difference the tiny ini-
tials stamped into it: Dad’s signature. The act of signing concludes
and seals the completed job. It affirms something: I have cared for
your machine, it’s working perfectly again and I hereby, discreetly,
certify as much.

A shadow hangs over my father, over you and me, during this time.
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The Man Who Wondered and Other Stories
is a prose work that explores violence,
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conditions of human life in the face of
history. At its centre stands the figure
of Isak Kodra, a survivor of a wartime
massacre who, after witnessing
the unthinkable, remains
frozen in a state of perpetual
astonishment. Through this
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constructs a dark universe in which
violence is not merely an event, but
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existing. Arben Idrizi's portray war,
occupation, deportation, arbitrary
killings, and the absurdity of history,
shifting from concrete historical reality
toward allegorical and metaphysical
dimensions.
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Arben Idrizi's writing is marked

by philosophical depth, narrative
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responsibility, and the limits of human
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Njeriu g€ habitej dhe tregime
té tjera
Arben Idrizi

Zoti Kodra né mbretériné e habisé, 3

Kujt t’i rréfesh pér tmerret dhe krimet? Si té rréfesh pér krimet dhe
tmerret? Ato té pésuara dhe ato té shkaktuara. Njéri, habitej zoti
Kodra, duke i dégjuar, duke i lexuar, duke i paré, i merr si thirrje/
mésim pér ta béré té njéjtén gjé, pikérisht ndaj pasardhésve té
viktimave/xhelatéve. Tjetri, pa ndier pothuajse asgijé, thjesht pér
njé trill budallalléku e marrézie, i merr si shembull veprimi. Cka
pra nése njé rréfim i tillé mund t’i frymézojé nipérit e masakruesve
ta pérséritin veprén e gjyshérve? Apo, e kundérta, nipérit e té
masakruarve té hakmerren ndaj nipérve té masakruesve, thjesht
sepse jané pasardhés té tyre? Pikérisht njé rréfim i tillé dhe asgjé
tjetér? Cila éshté pérgjegjésia e rréfyesit, né kété rast?

Té shikosh masakrén me sy dhe té mos kesh friké. Té shikosh
dhunimin me sy dhe té mos kesh turp! Té déshmosh &shté mé e
domosdoshme se té mbijetosh!

E gjitha, mendohet, habitej zoti Kodra, mund té kishte gené ndryshe.
Ama, cfaré do té thoté gé dicka té jeté ndryshe? Vetém lufta veté
ndoshta do té mund té konsiderohej si njé piké gé e bén dallimin.
Me té plasur ajo, me té gené i pérfshiré né té, s’ka mé njé gjé té vetme
gé do té mund t’i bénte gjérat té jené ndryshe. Pér kéta banoré té
kétij fshati, té gjithén e bén ndryshe masakra né ditén e fundit té
luftés, pikérisht atéheré kur mund té shpétonin, pikérisht né ditén
kur mund té nisnin ta gézonin liriné, nga e cila ishin privuar dhe
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pér té cilén kishin pésuar gjithé ato vuajtje. Lufta né térésiné e saj,
pér kéta banoré té kétij fshati, do té ishte pérpiré mé lehté gjithsesi,
me té pérfunduar, pa ato viktima té masakrés me té cilat kishte
pérfunduar. Viktima kishte pasur, kudo pérreth fshatit té tyre,
habitej zoti Kodra, dhe kjo gjé do té kishte qené e dhimbshme e
paré né domenin e gjeré té luftés. Ndérsa, duke i pasur viktimat
brenda, né até kohé dhe né até ményré, e gjithé kjo pérbénte pér ta
njé ndryshim thelbésor. Ndryshimi nuk vinte mé nga lufta si e tillé,
por nga ai rast i vecanté, nga ai aksident, nga ajo humbje konkrete
gé i prekte drejtpérdrejt ata, vetém ata. Pa até ngjarje, e gjitha do té
ishte ndryshe. Ose, né té vérteté, t€ paktén pér ata gé kishin aférsi
té drejtpérdrejté me viktimat.

T& tjerét, habitej zoti Kodra, do té vazhdonin tutje. Veté ishin gjallé;
prindérit e tyre ishin gjallé; véllezérit e motrat e tyre ishin gjallé,
bijté e bijat e tyre ishin gjallé. Kjo, habitej zoti Kodra, pérbén njé
ndryshim té madh. Né té vérteté, pérbén ndryshimin themelor.

Pavarésisht té gjithave, pavarésisht se duket e kundérta, pavarésisht
se té gjithé e mendojné té kundértén, ai ende nuk ka hequr doré,
habitej zoti Kodra, nga kafsha njeri; ende jo pérfundimisht. Po cka
do ta bénte té hiqte doré pérfundimisht? Nuk mund té higet doré
nga tjetri, habitej zoti Kodra, mund té higet doré vetém nga vetja.

E megjithaté, tekembamja, ky éshté njé rréfim pér té, pér vuajtjen
e tij pérkundrejt vuajtjes sé tyre, pér até qé ai ndien nga ajo qé ata
pésuan; nuk éshté zéri i tyre, i té masakruarve, nuk éshté ményra
e tyre e té rréfyerit. Kush mund té na e thoté njé fjalé té vetme pér
até si ndiheshin ata? Pér até cka ndienin ata né ato caste té fundit
té jetés sé tyre? Pér até cka mendonin ata né dorén e xhelatit, me
tehun e thikés nén l1ékurén e tyre, né mishin e tyre té gjallé? Jo, ne
nuk dimé asgjé, habitej zoti Kodra. Ne nuk dimé gjé prej gjéje dhe
nése marrim guximin té hamendésojmé, ckado qofté, thjesht vetém
sa futemi, lakuriq si né ditén gé kemi ardhur né kété boté, né até qé
dikush do té mund ta quante fusha e minuar e moralit.
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Ai nuk éshté déshmitar luftérash klasike, kolosale; ai nuk éshté
njé i mbijetuar i njé beteje historike, i ndonjé beteje historike té
pavdekshme. Megjithaté, habitej zoti Kodra, é&shté njé i mbijetuar
i njé masakre makabre, té béré nga njeréz té réndomté, té pésuar
nga njeréz té réndomté té shkreté, té cilét nuk i kishin béré gjé té
keqe askujt, té& paktén jo atyre prej té ciléve kishin pésuar. Ata
kryes té atij krimi té shémtuar, habitej zoti Kodra, ndoshta para se
té vinin né até dité, né até vend, s’kishin gené asgjé mé shumé se
sa ca njeréz té shkreté qé s’i kishin béré gjé té keqe askujt. Ku jané
sot? Jané rikthyer né jetén e tyre té réndomté, né pérditshmériné
e tyre bajate dhe té pérjetshme, ku nuk i béjné mé askujt asgjé té
kege? E vuajné mizoriné e ekzistencés si¢c e vuajmé té gjithé ne té
tjerét? Apo vazhdojné t’ia dalin thjesht si keqbérés té réndomté, deri
sa njé dité shogéria né gjirin e sé cilés marrin frymé té vendosé t’i
rrasé brenda, pér krimet e tyre té réndomta né vendin e tyre — pa e
cuar mendjen kurré te krimi i tyre i pérbindshém, né njé vend tjetér,
kundér ca njerézve té tjeré, té panjohur?

Vjen nga njé vend tjetér, té vret dhe kthehet né vendin e vet, habitej
zoti Kodra. Cfaré mund té bésh mé? Cfaré mund t’i bésh atij mé? A
ka njé masé ndéshkimi gé nuk do té té barazonte me té, qé do té té
mbante né distancé prej tij?

E ndonjéheré sheh fytyrat e té aférméve té vet dhe pérpiget té
pérfytyrojé cili, né rrethana dhe kushte té tjera, do t€ mund té ishte
shumé lehté ndonjéri prej atyre qé e kané kryer masakrén. Nése
ditén e paré té lindjes do ta kishin marré dhe rritur né até vend, si
njérin prej atyre masakruesve, fare lehté do t& mund té kishte qené
ai veté njéri prej atyre, habitej zoti Kodra.

Nése njéri prej atyre vrasésve dénohet, kurdo, kudo, nga ligjet
njerézore, té vetmet qé kané réndési, cfaré lehtésimi i sjell atij pér
gjithé ato dhimbje, ankthe dhe humbje gé ka ndier dhe paré? Ai
dénim i thirrur te drejtésia a do té mund té ishte ndonjéheré né
proporcion me até vuajtje té pamerituar?
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Né mendje i péséritet shpeshheré njé skené filmike: forcat aleate
hyjné, forcat armike dalin. Né pikén e takimit e pérshéndesin
njéri-tjetrin me dorén qé prek lehté strehén e kapelés. Pak oré pas
masakrés, pak a shumé si pér té théné: ne e pérfunduam pér kété
heré, pa e arritur gjithé até qé donim, mbajeni deri sa té kthehen
pasardhésit tané ta vazhdojné aty ku e lamé, edhe nése nuk do ta
arrijné gjithé até qé do té duan.
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The Man Who Wondered and
Other Stories

Arben Idrizi
Translated from Albanian by Alexandra Channer

VIII. Mr Kodra in the realm of wonder, 3

Who to tell about the horrors and the crimes? How to recount the
crimes and horrors? Those suffered and those perpetrated. A man,
wondered Mr Kodra, while listening, while reading, while seeing,
might hear it as a call/lesson to repeat exactly the same thing to
the descendants of the victims/executioners. Another, barely fee-
ling anything and just for a stupid, mad thrill, might see the act
as an example. What if such a tale were to inspire the grandsons
of the executioners to repeat the acts of their grandparents? Or the
opposite: if the grandchildren of those who were massacred were
to take revenge on the grandchildren of the perpetrators simply be-
cause they are their descendants? A story precisely like this one,
and nothing more? What then is the responsibility of the storyteller
in this case?

To see a massacre with your own eyes and not be frightened. To
see rape with your own eyes and not feel shame! Bearing witness is
more necessary than survival!

Everything, Mr Kodra thought, and wondered, could have been
different. But what does it mean for something to be different?
Only war itself can perhaps be considered a point that creates di-
vergence. When it breaks out, when you are involved in it, there is
nothing left that can change things. For the inhabitants of this vil-
lage everything was made different by the massacre on the final day
of the war, precisely when they could have been saved, precisely
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on the day when they could have started to enjoy the freedom they
had been denied and for which they had suffered all that pain. The
villagers could have come to terms with the totality of the war more
easily altogether if it had ended without the massacre victims with
which it concluded. There had been victims everywhere outside
their village, Mr Kodra wondered, and this would have been painful
when viewed in the broader domain of the war. But having victims
in the village, at that time and in that manner, constituted a funda-
mental change for them. This change did not come from the war as
such but from that unusual event, that accident, that concrete loss
that directly touched them and only them. Without it, everything
would have been different. Or, in truth, for those directly related to
the victims. The others, wondered Mr Kodra, would have carried
on. They were alive; their parents were alive; their brothers and sis-
ters were alive; their sons and daughters were alive. This, wondered
Mr Kodra, constituted a vast change. In fact, it constituted a funda-
mental transformation.

Regardless of everything, even though it seems contrary and al-
though everyone thinks the opposite, he has still not given up on
the human animal, Mr Kodra wondered; not definitively. But what
would it take to give up forever? One cannot give up on the other, Mr
Kodra wondered, he could give up only on himself.

And vyet this is a story about him, his suffering compared to their
suffering, what he felt and what they experienced; it is not their
voice, the voice of the massacred, it is not their manner of storytel-
ling. Who can say a single word about how they were feeling? About
what they felt in those final moments of their lives? What they were
thinking at the hands of the executioner, with the knife blade on
their skin, in their living flesh? No, we know nothing, wondered Mr
Kodra. We know nothing of anything, and should we dare to guess
at all, we simply step, naked as the day we were born, into what
some might call a moral minefield.
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He was not a witness to a classic, colossal war; he was not a survi-
vor of a historic battle, an eternal and historic battle. Nonetheless,
Mr Kodra wondered, he was one survivor of a macabre massacre
perpetrated by ordinary people, experienced by wretched, ordinary
people who had done nothing bad to anyone, at least not to those
who had made them suffer. Perhaps, Mr Kodra wondered, before
coming out on that day, to that place, those perpetrators of that bru-
tal crime had been nothing more than a few wretched people who
had done nothing bad to anyone. Where are they today? Have they
returned to their ordinary lives, to their boring daily and eternal
routine, where they no longer do anything bad to anyone? Do they
suffer the cruelty of existence just as the rest of us suffer? Or do they
simply continue to behave as common thugs, until one day the so-
ciety in which they draw breath decides to imprison them for their
petty crimes in their homeland — without ever considering their
monstrous crimes in another place, against some other unknown
people?

He comes from another country, he kills you, and he returns to his
own home, Mr Kodra wondered. What more could you do? What
more could you do to him? Was there a punishment that would not
equate you with him, that would keep you at a distance from him?

Sometimes he sees the faces of his own relatives and tries to ima-
gine whether, in other circumstances and conditions, it might have
been easy for one of them to have perpetrated the massacre. If on
the first day of their birth they had been taken and raised in that
country, like one of those who committed the massacre, Mr Kodra
wondered, they might very easily have been one of them.

If one of those killers is punished, whenever, wherever, by human
laws, what relief does it bring him for all the grief, terror and loss he
felt and saw? Could that sentence based on the law ever be propor-
tionate to that unwarranted suffering?
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In his mind, a film scene constantly repeats: Allied forces enter, en-
emy forces withdraw. At the meeting point, they salute each other
with a hand lightly touching the edge of the cap. A few hours after
the massacre, as if to say: we finished the job for the time being, wi-
thout achieving all we wanted, have it until our descendants return
to continue where we left off, even if they don’t get everything they
want either.
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Ebaholz, Liechtenistein takes up a real
kidnapping case from 1965 in Vaduz
and transforms it into a literarily
condensed, multi-layered narrative.

At its center is the kidnapping of a
child from a wealthy background, an
event that shocks the small, seemingly

manageable society of Liechtenstein.
Ospelt tells the story not as a pure
thriller or detective novel, but as a
precise study of the milieu: the police,
the family, the village community, and
the perpetrators move in a close-knit
social space where everyone knows
everyone else, or thinks they do.
Mistrust, rumors, and moral attributions
spread faster than verified facts. The
investigation brings to light not only
facts, but also repressed conflicts, social
dependencies, and fractures within the
community.

REPORT OF THE NOMINATING
ORGANISATION

Ebaholz, Liechtenstein thrives on
suggestion rather than explicit
formulation. Much remains unsaid,
is only hinted at or conveyed
atmospherically. This condensation
forces readers to actively participate
in the interpretation. Ospelt does
not portray a romanticised province,
but an ambivalent world in which
confinement, familiarity, harshness and
humour coexist.
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Aber er war sich sicher, dass Helga Krause noch im Haus war. Und
ihn aus irgendeinem Winkel des Hauses durch die Gardinen hin-
durch beobachtete. Gerne hétte er sie nach ihrem Liebhaber befragt.
Sofern es den wirklich gab. Denn sollte es ihn geben — wer weif3? —,
dann hatte Friedrich vielleicht etwas davon mitbekommen und war
verargert davongelaufen. Kaiser nahm an, dass es kein Kind gerne
hatte, wenn Vater oder Mutter plotzlich eine neue Liebschaft mit in
die heile Welt brachte. Ware dem so, dann wiirde er sicherlich bald
wieder auftauchen. Kinderzorn in allen Ehren, aber meistens verflog
er so schnell, wie sich der Hunger meldete. Allerdings beantwortete
dies nach wie vor nicht die Frage nach Anton. Was hatte er mit dem
Ganzen zu tun? Oder hatten beide Jungs gemeinsam etwas Geheimes
herausbekommen und dies — einfach mal so dahergedacht — dem
Romeo mitgeteilt? Hatten sie sich in den Wahn verstiegen, ihm ein
Ultimatum zu stellen? Entweder ... oder ...? Und dieser war darauf-
hin in Rage geraten? Hatte sich nicht mehr unter Kontrolle gehabt?
Vielleicht hatte er ja ebenfalls Familie? So etwas soll schon vorge-
kommen sein. Aber eines war Kaiser klar: Ohne etwas Konkretes in
der Hand zu haben, war da nichts zu machen. Und selbst wenn sich
Helga Krause in ihren eigenen vier Wanden befand, konnte er klin-
geln, bis die Fingerkuppen bluteten. Sie wiirde ganz bestimmt nicht
offnen. Zumindest nicht ihm.

Und so beschloss Kaiser, nochmals der Frau Nachbarin, Maria Bii-
chel, einen Besuch abzustatten. Vielleicht wusste sie ja mehr. Hatte
den Geliebten schon einmal gesehen. Wusste vielleicht sogar seinen
Namen. Einfach, damit man endlich ein bisschen vorwartskam.
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«Ihr schon wieder!», sagte Maria Biichel, als sie Kaiser die Haustiir
offnete. An sich war unter der Bevolkerung das allgemeine «Du» be-
vorzugt, aber in Gesprachen mit Staatsdienern und Fremden, von
denen man annahm, dass sie gesellschaftlich eine Stufe hoher anzu-
siedeln waren als man selbst, wechselte man oft zum weniger form-
lichen «Ihr». Das «Sie» war eigentlich nur fiir katholische Wiirden-
trager und Vertreter des Fiirstenhauses vorgesehen. «Ich habe schon
befiirchtet, der alte Lappi komme nochmals vorbei.» Erst jetzt be-
merkte Kaiser, dass sie ein Nudelholz in der Hand hielt.

«Vorsicht mit dem Wallholz!», lachte Kaiser. «Nicht, dass Ihr noch in
Konflikt mit dem Gesetz geratet!»

Maria Biichels Gesicht verfinsterte sich. «Gesetz. Aha!» Sie musterte
Kaiser von Kopf bis Fuf3. «<Wollt Ihr einen Kaffee?»

Dankend trat Kaiser ins Haus. «Soll ich die Schuhe ...?»

«Lasst nur! Ich muss nach dem Spedakel mit dem Krause eh sauber
machen!»

Sie gingen in die Kiiche. Kaiser setzte sich an den kleinen Kiichen-
tisch, Maria Biichel holte ihm eine einstmals vermutlich mit Blumen-
mustern, nun nur noch mit Mustern versehene Kaffeetasse aus dem
Schrank und griff nach der Thermoskanne. Der Kaffee stammte si-
cherlich noch vom Friihstiick. Egal. Lauwarm war auch in Ordnung.
Sie schenkte ihm ein. «Zocker? Melch?» Kaiser wollte weder noch.

«Und? Muss ich jetzt mit dir auf den Posten?», fragte Maria Biichel.

«Wieso? Hast du etwas verbrochen?» Der Kaffee hatte beide in die
Du-Situation gefiihrt.

«Was weif} ich? Ich habe den Krause aus dem Haus gejagt. Vermut-
lich behauptet er jetzt, ich hitte ihn bedroht. Geschlagen. Keine Ah-
nung!»

«Krause hat gar nichts gesagt. Er ist im Moment mit seiner eigenen
Situation beschiftigt.»

«Das ware ich auch!»
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«Drum bin ich auch gar nicht hier.»
«Werom denn soss?»

«Der Geliebte von der Helga Krause. Weifst du da mehr? Weif3t du, wer
er ist?»

Sie blickte Kaiser einen Moment schweigend an. Dann setzte sie sich
zu ihm an den Tisch. «Er heifdt Paul. Paul Kirschbaumer. Aus dem Mo-
liholz. Hat nicht gerade den besten Ruf. Nach auf3en hin freundlich. In-
wendig bis aufs Mark verdorben. Ein Hallodri. Ein Wiiberi. Ein Krimi-
neller. Thr habt ihn sicher in eurer Kartei. Wobei ... Scheint’s ist er eine
Weile im Ausland gewesen. Wird schon seine Griinde gehabt haben.
Friiher hat man die Strolche nach Amerika geschickt, heute gehen sie
freiwillig ins Welschland! Auf alle Falle ist er jetzt wieder da.»

«Und begliickt die Damenwelt!» Das war Kaiser rausgerutscht.

«Von dem her, was ich so gehort habe, hat er die Helga tatsdchlich
gliicklich gemacht. Sehr gliicklich sogar! Wer mag’s ihr verdenken?
Bei dem alten Depp!»

Dass sie damit Karl Friedrich Krause meinte, war klar. Dies Nachbar-
schaft war seit heute auf ewige Zeiten vergiftet. Da konnte kommen,
was und wer wollte. Kaiser riihrte in seinem Kaffee. Er musste einen
Moment nachdenken. Vielleicht hatte Helga Krause genau gewusst,
auf wen sie sich einlief3. Hatte das Abenteuer gesucht. Zu viele roman-
tische Schlager gehort. Vielleicht wollte sie ja wirklich einfach ein-
mal ... Eben.

«Soss noch eppes?» Maria Biichels Stimme klang pl6tzlich kalt und an-
griffig. Sie erhob sich vom Tisch.

Kaiser war irritiert. «Nein? Wieso?»

«Ach ...», sagte die Hausherrin so vor sich hin. «Nichts.» Sie nahm sei-
ne noch nicht leer getrunkene Kaffeetasse und trug sie zum Spiilstein.
«Ubrigens, Herr Bolizischt! Seit vorgestern ist unser Bub nicht mehr
nach Hause gekommen! Anton heifdt er. Anton Biichel. Sieben Jah-
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re alt. Darf ich grad hier eine Personenbeschreibung abgeben oder
muss ich damit zu euch runter ins Stddtli?»

Verflucht!, dachte Kaiser. Wie konnte er das nur vergessen! «Ent-
schuldige,Maria! Das habe ich natiirlich nicht vergessen! Wir sind
mit Vollgas am Suchen! Seit heute friih wissen wir ja auch, dass die
beiden ... dass zumindest Friedrich noch ... Es ist nur: Das eine fiihrt
zum anderen. Und ich wollte zuerst ...»

«Ihr habt iiberhaupt nichts! Keine Idee! Keine Hinweise! Keinen — wia
seet ma? — Plan! Thr habt null! Und dann kommst du hierher, plau-
derst ein bisschen, trinkst Kaffee und fragst mich aus iiber das Lie-
besleben der Nachbarin! Wenn alle so arbeiten bei euch, ich glaub,
dann komme ich auch zur Polizei!»

«Bitte, Maria! Die ganze Angelegenheit ist sehr schwierig. Wir arbei-
ten alle auf Hochtouren. Alle Hebel sind in Bewegung! Aber das ist
alles so ...»

«Ich sag dir nur eins, Kaiser! Wenn der Kirschbaumer hinter dieser
Sache steckt und wenn meinem Anton auch nur ein Harchen ge-
kriimmt worden ist, dann kommt zuerst der Kirschbaumer dran'»
Sie machte ein an Eindeutigkeit nicht zu iibertreffendes Zeichen mit
ihrem Daumen an ihrer Kehle. «<Und danach werdet ihr in eurem ge-
schniegelten Beamtenpalast etwas erleben, das ihr wells Gott noch
nie erlebt habt! Verdammte huara Nasabori! Und jetzt verschwind,
bevor ich mich komplett vergesse! Der Krause hat noch Gliick gehabt!
Jetzt aber langt’s!» Sie griff zum Nudelholz, ohne es aber zu heben.

Kaiser stand ohne Widerrede auf, schob den Stuhl zuriick an den
Tisch, sagte «Adia, Maria! Vielen Dank fiir die Informationen. Und
den Kaffee!» und ging Richtung Haustiir.

Beim Hinausgehen rief ihm Maria Biichel nach: «Betet zu Gott, dass
wir den Kirschbaumer nicht vor euch finden, ihr Flooner!» Und nach-
dem er dieTiir hinter sich zugezogen hatte: «Und i hdds Mari, ned
Maria, du ... Bolizischt!».
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He was certain Helga Krause was still in the house and watching
him through the curtains from some corner or other. He would have
liked to ask her about her lover. If he really existed. Because if he
did, maybe Friedrich had got wind of it and run away in anger. Kai-
ser took it as read that no child would be happy if their father or mo-
ther suddenly introduced a new lover into their perfect little world.
If that was what had happened, Friedrich was bound to turn up
again soon. Children had tantrums, but these usually evaporated at
the first sign of hunger. However, this still didn’t explain the matter
of Anton. How was he connected with it all? Or had the two boys
found out some kind of secret and — he was spitballing here - told
Romeo about it? Had they been reckless enough to give him an ul-
timatum: Either you ... or we ...? And had this made him fly into a
rage? Had he lost control? Perhaps he had a family too? This kind
of thing happened from time to time. But one thing was clear to
Kaiser: without something solid to go on, he could do nothing. He
could ring the bell until his fingers bled, but even if Helga Krause
was inside the house, there was no way she would open the door.
Not to him at least.

So Kaiser decided to pay another visit to the Krauses’ neighbour,
Maria Biichel. Just to finally move things forward a bit. She might
know more. Might have seen lover boy. Might even know his name.
‘You again!’ said Maria Biichel as she opened the door. ‘I was afraid
it would be that old chump again.’ She had the soft, melodic speech
of the Liechtensteiners. It was only now that Kaiser noticed the rol-
ling pin in her hand.

-100 -



Mathias Ospelt

‘Watch what you’re doing with that,” he joked. ‘You wouldn’t want
to get on the wrong side of the law!’

Maria Biichel‘s face darkened. ‘The law. Aha.” She looked him up
and down. ‘Want a coffee?’

Kaiser thanked her and entered the house. ‘My shoes ... Should I...?’

‘No, leave them on. I have to clean up after the whole business with
Krause anyway.’

They went into the kitchen. Kaiser sat down at the little table. Ma-
ria Biichel got out a coffee cup; it had probably once had a flower
pattern but the decoration now looked more abstract. She reached
for the coffee pot. The coffee was definitely left over from breakfast.
Never mind. Lukewarm was OK. She poured some out for him.

‘Sugar? Milk?’

Kaiser said no to both.

‘So? Going to take me down to the station?’ asked Maria Biichel.
‘Why? Did you break the law?’

‘How would I know? I kicked Krause out. He’s probably now clai-
ming I threatened him. Or hit him. I haven’t a clue.

‘Krause hasn’t said a word. He’s more worried about himself.’
‘So would I be, if I were him!

‘But that’s not why I’'m here.’

‘Why else would you be here?’

‘Helga Krause’s lover. Do you know anything about him? Do you
know who he is?’

-101-



Ebaholz, Liechtenstein

She regarded Kaiser silently. Then she sat down at the table too. ‘His
name’s Paul. Paul Kirschbaumer. From Miihleholz. Doesn’t exactly
have the best reputation. Friendly on the outside. Rotten to the core.
A lowlife. A deadbeat. A crook. You’ll definitely have him on your
books. Although ... Seems he’s been out of the country for a while.
He’ll have had his reasons. In the old days they sent troublemakers
to America, but now those troublemakers take themselves off to Ro-
mandy of their own accord! In any case, he’s back now.’

‘To the delight of ladies everywhere!’ Kaiser blurted unthinkingly.

‘From what I heard, he actually made Helga happy. Very happy,
even. Who could blame her, living with that old fool?’

It was clear she meant Karl Friedrich Krause. Relations between the
neighbours were now poisoned for ever. Regardless of what happe-
ned next or who came along. Kaiser stirred his coffee. He needed to
think. Perhaps Helga Krause had known precisely who she was get-
ting involved with. Had been looking for adventure. Had listened
to too many schmaltzy hits. Perhaps for once she’d just wanted ...
Well, quite.

‘You done?’ Maria Biichel’s voice had turned cold, hostile. She got
up from the table.

Kaiser was irritated. ‘Yes. Why?’

‘Oh....,” the woman said, almost to herself. ‘Nothing.” He hadn’t fini-
shed his coffee but she picked up his cup and carried it over to the
sink. ‘But by the by, Mr Plod, our lad hasn’t been home since the day
before yesterday. His name’s Anton. Anton Biichel. Seven years old.
Can I give you a description now, or do I have to do it at the police
station?’
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Dammit, thought Kaiser. How could he have forgotten? ‘I’'m so sorry,
Maria. Of course I haven’t forgotten. We’re putting all our efforts
into the search. Since this morning we’ve also known that they’re
both ... that Friedrich at least is still ... It’s just that one thing leads
to another. And first I wanted to—’

‘You’ve got absolutely nothing! No idea! No leads! No — how do I put
it — plan! You have zilch! And then you come round here, chat a litt-
le, drink coffee and ask me about my neighbour’s love life! If that’s
what work’s like round your place, I think I’ll join the police too!’

‘Please, Maria! The whole business is very difficult. We’re all wor-
king flat out. We’re pulling out all the stops! But it’s all so—’

‘T’ll tell you one thing, Kaiser! If that Kirschbaumer’s behind this,
and if he’s harmed a single hair on my Anton’s head, he’ll be for
the chop!” She drew her finger across her throat in an unmistakable
gesture. ‘And then all of you in your swanky palace of bureaucracy,
you won’t know what the hell’s hit you! Bloody layabouts! And now
get out before I lose it completely! Krause got lucky, but I've had
enough!’ She reached for the rolling pin but didn’t brandish it.

Kaiser stood without protest, pushed his chair back under the table,
said, ‘Adieu, Maria! Thank you very much for the information. And
the coffee,” and headed towards the front door. As he was leaving,
Maria Biichel called after him, ‘You’d better pray to God we don’t
find Kirschbaumer before you do, you useless oiks!” And once he’d
closed the door behind him: ‘And my name’s Mari, not Maria, you ...
policeman!’
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Elise Schmit

Nach den Waden die Unterarme, die eine Schulter. Es rinnt eisig ins
Kreuz. Die andere Schulter, der Wind greift kiihl nach den Harchen
an den Armen, ein Ruck und hinab, der Stoff des Badeanzugs klebt
nass am Bauch, Kilte wie eine Wand, sofort kopfunter, das nicht
hinauszogern, sich nicht quilen mit Gedanken an warme Betten
oder Jacken. Mein Atem gurgelt an den Ohrmuscheln vorbei nach
oben, ich schreie unter Wasser. Es gibt kein besseres Gerdusch. Das
Wasser quillt in die Haare, nasse Kopfhaut, heif3t: los. Also kurz
schnaufen, nur einmal, Tritt gegen den Beckenrand mit einem Fuf,
keine Zeit fiir eine gescheite Ausrichtung, gleich wird es warm,
kopfunter, kopfiiber, gleich ist mir der Wind egal, gleich ist mir al-
les egal. Ich hole mit aller Kraft aus zu den ersten Ziigen, bis sich der
Druck auf der Brust 16st, ermesse das Rechteck, das jetzt meines ist,
olympische Mafie und Chlorduft, die Rutschschlange fiir die Kinder
und die Spitze des Springturms auf der anderen Seite der Wiese.
Kauernd wachen die Startblécke auf der gegeniiberliegenden Sei-
te. Hinten lauft Karola mit der Reuse vorbei. Sie erinnert mich an
was. Ihre Routine kenne ich auswendig. Sie holt den Schliissel aus
dem Biiro, 6ffnet die Tiir zu den Duschen, kontrolliert Kabinen und
Schlief3facher, hebt irgendwo eine Chipstiite auf, die der Putzdienst
iibersehen hat. Zu Saisonbeginn fischte sie anschlieflend das Laub
aus dem grofien Becken, das hief3: ab jetzt beschwimmbar. Jetzt
fischt sie morgens als Erstes nach Laub, Prioritédt, noch vor der In-
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spektion der Kabinen. Sie macht das fiir mich, aber wenn ich mich
bedanke, winkt sie ab und sagt, ach was, wofiir.

Ich weif3 schon, wofiir. Alle wissen, wofiir. Hier gibt’s noch Todes-
anzeigen in der Zeitung. Hier kommen noch die Nachbarschaft und
die Leute von der Arbeit und aus der Schule mit ihren Eltern zur
Beerdigung, hier sagen noch irgendwelche entfernten Cousinen
deines Vaters, jetzt sei sie endlich erl6st, erlost, das muss man sich
mal vorstellen, man steht dort wie im falschen Film und sieht sei-
nen Vater die Zdhne aufeinanderpressen und weif3, die Hinde in
seinen Manteltaschen sind harte Fauste, in denen Platz ist fiir rein
iiberhaupt nichts.

Ich 6ffne die Augen unter Wasser. Der Beckengrund dammert blau-
grau zwischen den Streifen, die die Bahnen anzeigen, in den Ecken
sammeln sich Erde, Steinchen, Laub. Das Ekelzeug wird taglich
herausgefischt, Eisstiele aus Holz sind darunter, Tampons, einmal
sogar eine tote Maus. Wenn ich das so genau sehen kann, habe ich
mich an die Kilte schon fast gewthnt. Kopfunter, kopfiiber weitet
sich der Brustkorh, weil ich mich entspanne, weil jetzt mehr Luft in
die Lungen passt, weil ich bin, wo ich sein soll, auch wenn es noch
sehr kalt ist und widerstiandig. Ich atme laut aus unter Wasser, wo
mich niemand hort, das mache ich oft. Ich schreie, wenn ich Lust
habe, und niemand stellt dumme Fragen. Und dann weif3 ich auch,
woran mich Karola erinnert hat in ihrem roten Polohemd, wie sie,
glaube ich, zu mir heriibergeschaut hat, wahrend ich wahrschein-
lich als eine Art gro3e Amphibie da unten im Becken meine Bahnen
ziehe. Betrachten und Schwimmen, das seien geradezu zwei ver-
schiedene Wirklichkeitsebenen, sagte Kosinsky. Da war dieses Ge-
malde versteigert worden fiir so viel Geld, wie wir alle zusammen
in der Klasse im Leben nicht verdienen wiirden, ein Mann in einem
roten Jackett betrachtet einen Mann, der unten auf dem Grund ei-
nes Pools taucht, das Ganze in einer Landschaft mit viel Platz. Je-
mand hatte gesagt, wenn er malen kénne, wiirde er auch so einen
langweiligen Kram malen wie dieser Hockey und reich werden, und
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dann kénnten wir seinetwegen alle in seinem Pool planschen. »DA-
VID HOCKNEY«, hatte Kosinsky an die Tafel geschrieben. Sollten
wir uns bitte merken, wegen Allgemeinbildung. Sie hatte es dann
noch darauf angelegt, dass wir nicht ddachten, das sei langweiliger
Kram oder egal. Sondern eben das Allerwesentlichste. Was es be-
deute, von dem Menschen getrennt zu sein, den man am meisten
brauche. Und das muss man sich mal geben, dass man das sogar
selbst sein kénne. Das Seltsame war, ich wusste sofort, was sie
meint. Zu Hause habe ich mir das Bild lange angesehen; ich wollte
es meinem Vater zeigen, doch dann habe ich mich nicht getraut.

Ich 6ffne die Augen iiber und unter Wasser, mal so, mal so, hebe
den Kopf und sehe zu den Baumen und dahinter zum Hang mit den
letzten Hausern der Stadt, das alles ist nicht mehr sehr griin wie im
Sommer. Noch sei nicht Herbst, sage ich seit Wochen zu meinem
Vater, das Freibad sei noch geoffnet. Dass ich schwimmen gehen
darf, auch wenn es kalt ist, auch wenn es regnet, ist unverriickbar.

Du spinnst, Ana, sagt Selim, wenn ich bei Unwetter schwimmen
will.

Nass gleich nass, sage ich, und wozu es Fohns gebe.

Wenn ich in den letzten Wochen nicht bei schlechtem Wetter ge-
kommen wére, hatte mein Vater den Herbst friiher einlduten kon-
nen. Ich schwomme gegen den Kalender an, sage ich zu Selim,
weil mein Vater mochte, dass ich im Herbst zu meiner Tante Melina
ziehe. Er wolle nicht, dass ich morgens und abends allein zu Hau-
se hocke, wenn er schlafe oder im Restaurant arbeite, er traue mir
das Alleinsein nicht zu. Ab Schulbeginn hitte ich bei meiner Tante
wohnen sollen, aber in ihrem Ort gebe es kein Schwimmbad, und
hierher sei es zum Schwimmen zu weit; ich miisste quasi mitten in
der Nacht aufstehen. Schwimmen miisse ich aber, damit ich schla-
fen konne und auch sonst nicht umfiele und von der Erdscheibe
kippte. Einmal pro Woche Pizza und Fernsehen finde ich sehr in
Ordnung, sage ich, aber mein Vater glaube das nicht oder finde es
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nicht in Ordnung. Ich wolle nicht, dass mein Vater mich wegschi-
cke, sage ich am Ende zu Selim, er habe ein schlechtes Gewissen,
deswegen sei ich noch da.

Hinter dem Zaun, wo die Hochspannungsleitungen iiber den Bau-
men herausschauen oder -lugen, hoére ich einen Zug vorbeifahren
oder -rattern. Sprache sei ein Spektrum, sagt Kosinsky, Moglichkei-
ten ermessen und so, je breiter man sich aufstelle, desto grofier die
Auswahl. Anschlagen, umkehren, jetzt stof3e ich mich mit beiden
Beinen ab und lege mich ganz gerade ins Wasser, hole bei jedem
Zug weit aus, damit die Muskeln richtig wach werden. Acht Langen
lang schwimme ich gegen die Harte in mir, das strengt an, bis die
Muskeln weich sind, acht Langen, noch so ein Erfahrungswert. Ich
stelle mir vor, dass das Becken mir gehort, dass sonst niemand An-
spruch darauf hat, sich durch das Wasser zu wiihlen, dass das Rau-
schen in den Ohren meine Sprache ist, als wire ich ein Tier und das
Schwimmbecken mein Lebensraum oder Habitat. Der Trick beim
Schwimmen, sage ich zu Selim, sei, dass man das Wasser nicht als
Substanz betrachte, sondern als Element. Das sei dasselbe, sagt Se-
lim, Substanz und Element. Ich schiittele den Kopf. Ich weif3 nicht,
wie ich es besser erkldren soll. Es macht mich ein wenig traurig,
dass ich unter Wasser nicht atmen kann, dass mich das Element in
diesem entscheidenden Punkt zuriickweist.
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First my calves, then my lower arms, one shoulder. The icy cold
washes over my lower back, and the hairs on my upper arms stand
up in the cool breeze. Then my other shoulder. I slide right in. The
woven fabric of my swimsuit clings to my belly like a cold wall,
head underwater, not drawing this out, not torturing myself with
thoughts about warm beds or coats. As I breathe out, the bubbles
gurgle up past my ears, I scream underwater. There is no better
sound. The water flows through my hair, a wet scalp means go! A
sharp breath in, just once, I push away from the side of the pool
with one foot, no time to properly orientate myself, warm up quick-
ly, head down, head up, soon I won’t care about the breeze, soon
[ won’t care about anything. I give it all I've got for the first few
strokes, until the pressure in my chest fades. I survey the corner
that’s now mine, Olympic dimensions and the smell of chlorine,
the slide for kids and the top of the diving platform on the other
side of the lawn. The starting blocks cower in watch on the oppo-
site side. Karola walks behind them with the bow net. She reminds
me of something. I know her routine by heart. She fetches the key
from the office, opens the door to the showers, checks the changing
rooms and lockers, picks up the odd empty crisp packet the clean-
ers missed. At the start of the season, she then fished leaves out of
the main pool. This meant: ready for swimmers. Now, she fishes the
leaves out first, a priority, before inspecting the changing rooms.
She does this for me, but when I thank her, she just waves it off and
says: what for.
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I know what for. Everyone knows what for. There are still death no-
tices in the newspaper here. The neighbours and people from work
and people from school with their parents still go to funerals. Here,
some distant cousins of your father will still say things like ‘now
she is at peace’. At peace, unbelievable that, you'’re standing there
like you’re in the wrong film, watching your father clench his teeth,
knowing his hands are tightly clenched into fists in his pockets,
and there is no space in them for anything.

I open my eyes underwater. The bottom of the pool glows a blu-
ish grey between the lines marking out the lanes. Soil, pebbles and
leaves collect in the corners. The gross stuff gets fished out every
day, wooden ice lolly sticks, tampons; once there was even a dead
mouse. When I can see everything so clearly, it means I’ve adapted
to the cold. Head down, head up, chest expanding as I relax be-
cause there’s more air in my lungs, because I'm where I’m supposed
to be, even if it’s still bitterly cold, a resistance. I exhale loudly un-
derwater, where no one can hear me; I often do that. I scream when-
ever I feel like it, and no one asks stupid questions. And then I re-
alise what Karola reminds me of, in her red polo shirt, as she looks
over at me while I swim lengths down in the pool, probably looking
like a giant amphibian. Observing and swimming, those are pre-
cisely two different levels of reality, says Kosinsky. A painting had
sold at auction for an amount that even our entire class combined
would never earn in our lifetimes: a man in a red jacket observing
another man diving at the bottom of a pool, a vast landscape in
the background. One boy had said that if he could paint, he’d paint
something as boring as this Hockey person too, get rich, and then
we could all splash around in his pool. DAVID HOCKNEY, Kosinsky
had written on the board. A name to remember, general knowledge
and such. She had also stressed that we should not think of it as
boring or unimportant or anything like that. But rather as the most
essential thing. What it meant to be separated from the person you
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needed most. And that this might even be you. The strange thing
was that I understood right away what she meant. At home, I looked
at the image for a long time. I wanted to show it to my father, but I
then I didn’t dare.

I open my eyes above and below the surface, like this, like that. I
lift my head and see the trees and the hill behind it, with the last
houses in the town, how it is no longer as green as it was during
the summer. I’'ve been telling my father for weeks that it’s not quite
autumn yet, that the lido is still open. I'm allowed to swim, even if
it’s cold, even if it’s raining; it’s non-negotiable.

You’re crazy, Ana, Selim says when I want to go swimming during
a storm.

Wet one way or another, I say. That’s what hairdryers are for.

If I hadn’t come here during bad weather the past couple of weeks,
my father would have already been able to say autumn had arrived.
I’'m swimming against the calendar, I told Selim, because my father
wants me to move in with my Aunt Melina in autumn. He doesn’t
want me hanging around at home on my own in the mornings and
evenings when he’s sleeping or working at the restaurant, he doesn’t
trust me to stay by myself. Although I was supposed to have moved
to my aunt’s by the time school started, her village doesn’t have a
pool, and it would have been too far to come here; I would have had
to get up in practically the middle of the night. But I have to swim,
so I can sleep, and so I won’t just collapse and completely fall off
the face of the earth. Pizza and TV once a week would be OK, I had
said, but my father didn’t think that was OK. I don’t want my father
to send me away, I eventually tell Selim, he has a bad conscience,
that’s why I'm still there.
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Behind the fence, where the high-voltage lines peek — or peer — out
above the trees, I can hear a train go — or rumble — past. Language
is a spectrum, says Kosinsky. It weighs up possibilities and so on;
the broader your approach, the wider the choice. Touch the edge,
turn. Now I push off from the side with both feet and stretch out flat
in the water, reaching far back on every stroke to really awaken my
muscles. For eight lengths, I swim against the stiffness within me.
It’s hard work, eight lengths, until the muscles have warmed up,
something else I know from experience. I imagine the pool belongs
to me, that no one else is allowed to use it, to churn through the
water, that the rushing sound in my ears is my language, like I’'m an
animal and the pool is where I live, my habitat.

The trick with swimming, I explain to Selim, is that you shouldn’t
see water as a substance but rather as an element.

They’re the same thing, says Selim, substance and element.

I shake my head. I don’t know how to explain it better. I’'m a little
sad I can’t breathe underwater, that this is how this element ulti-
mately rejects me.
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Republica Moldova:
un veac de istorie traita

Paula Erizanu

Partea a patra - Du-te-vino

In perioada aceea, se tiiau viile pe-un cap, cici Gorbaciov incerca
sa lupte cu alcoolismul. Au aparut adevaruri noi printre minciunile
vechi din ziare. Nu ne mai otraviti pamanturile cu chimie, se scria.

Tot atunci au Inceput sa se dea telenovele la TV... Lumea fugea aca-
sa de la camp, isi pierdea papucii pe drum, prin ograda, doar, doar
sd reuseasca sa 1i vada pe Jose Armando si pe Mariana in casele lor
mari, frumoase si colorate, nemaivazute pe aici. Lacrimile curgeau
pe obraji. Ochii ramaneau tintuiti in ecran, insa gandurile cine stie
unde zburau. Parintii au inceput, pentru prima datd, sa le spuna si
ei copiilor ca 1i iubesc.

S-a schimbat alfabetul. S-au deschis granitele. Pentru prima data
dupa Al Doilea Razboi Mondial, timp de doua zile, oamenii au putut
trece frontiera de pe Prut fara acte. S-au imbratisat, au plans, au
aruncat flori pe rau de pe ambele maluri.

Am devenit tara independenta. A cazut Imperiul.

Cozile la Biblioteca Nationala cresteau, pline de cei dornici sa ci-
teasca volume in alfabet latin. Pe urmd, doar studentii si cercetato-
rii 0 sa mai apara.
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Multi si-au pierdut banii agonisiti timp de zeci de ani intr-o noapte.
Fabricile se inchideau. Smecherii isi luau lor grosul, creand compa-
nii-surori si lasandu-i pe bietii oameni fara nimic din ce au strans
o viatd intreaga.

Mama era gravida cu mine si iesea din troleibuz ca sa vomite la un
copac, apoi urca iar.

Scutece nu se gaseau, nimic nu se gasea. Coada la paine crestea.

A inceput razboiul. Rusii au oprit gazul, si atunci orasenii ieseau
in curti sa faca demancare la foc de tabdrd. Taranii, cum au trdit,
trdiau si atunci din roadele pamantului, facand focul cu lemne din
padure sau, mai ales, cu ciocleji adunati de ei. Cam atunci m-am
nascut eu. Printre zgomotele bombardamentelor care se auzeau de
la treizeci de kilometri distanta.

Era vineri seara. Era Intai mai si mama fusese la carusel, cu tata si cu
nasii. Doctorul 1i luase cdrticica medicala sa o copieze pe curat. Asa
ca ea a fost plasata in salonul cu femei fara documente. Barbatilor
nu li se dadea voie In maternitate. Tata m-a vazut, in cele din urma,
pe geamul cam murdar. Iar doctorii erau toti la ultimul episod al se-
rialului Sclava Isaura. Sau, poate, era alt serial. Mama a nascut cu o
stagiara. Doctorita, cu coafura blonda, inalta, cand a venit, in cele
din urma, a zis, in rusa: pe cine nastem azi, pe Mariana sau pe Jose
Armando? Mama avea lapte mult si il dddea si altor copii din salonul
comun, sub privirile pline de ura ale mamelor fara lapte.

Tot atunci au inceput a se vinde gume, Chupa Chups si Kinder Sur-
prise la tarabe. Abtibilduri cu Madonna cu sutienul ei tuguiat, cu
cei o suta unu dalmatieni ai lui Disney, apoi cu Natalia Oreiro.

Nemti care plecasera de aici in Al Doilea Razboi Mondial reveneau
in satele lor natale cu camioane de gumanitarcd (1). Mergeam si noi

() Ajutor umanitar. (rus.)
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la gumanitarcd, doar ca eu credeam atunci cd asa se numeau maga-
zinele. Au apdrut si haine produse in Siria, de unde am avut si eu o
rochita galbena, cu trandafirasi.

La tara, lumina apdrea si se stingea o data la doua ore. Salariile
intarziau cu lunile. Unii le primeau in saci de cartofi sau de zahar.

In parc primeam foi volante despre sfarsitul lumii. La sat se vorbea
deschis despre Dumnezeu. La oras, despre zodii. Lumea mergea tot
mai des la ghicitoare.

Cand n-au mai avut cu ce creste copiii, oamenii au pornit la drum.
Acuma se putea... Se duceau in noapte, legati de fundul camioanelor
sau ascunsi in frigidere. Plateau bani grei, iImprumutati, ca sa plece.

Femeilor li se promitea cd o sa devind cantarete si dansatoare cu-
noscute, li se luau actele si, uneori, li se smulgeau si dintii. Ca sa
practice mai usor sexul oral. In Bosnia a aparut acel graffiti al unui
soldat olandez: No teeth...? A mustache...? Smel like shit...? Bosnian
girl! (Fara dinti...? Cumustatd...? Pute a cacat...? O fata bosniaca!) Ar
fi putut fi vorba si de moldovencele traficate, mi-a zis tata.

Apdreau panouri intunecate cu Spuneti nu traficului de fiinte umane
si cu SIDA pe marginea drumurilor pline de gropi.

Copiii rdiméaneau cu bunicii sau se cresteau intre ei. Isi auzeau rar
mamele la telefonul vecinilor, in apeluri scurte. Apoi, parintii si-au
legalizat statutul si si-au luat plozii cu ei. Unii s-au Intors. Altii nu.
Tinerii au mers la universitati bune si au trdit un alt soi de migratie.
Au fost oameni care si-au vazut parintii murind pe Skype in timp ce
aveau grija de alti batrani, din tari mai bogate.

Oamenii vindeau sau ardeau lucruri facute migalos cu mana — co-
voare, ldicere, prosoape, paturi — si cumparau in loc noutdti - co-
voare de la fabrici, sintetice, tapete si musamale.

Incet, incet, lumea s-a acoperit de plastic. De petrol. Initial, pungile
erau rare, asa ca le spalam si le foloseam pana se rupeau. Mai inve-

-118 -



Paula Erizanu

leam si-n ziar mancarea. ,,Saptamana” a facut si-o editie cu pagina
de-nvelit mamaliga. Am ras si-asa am facut. Dar pe urma totul a
fost inghitit de plastic. Fiecare cozonac, fiecare colac, fiecare poma-
na, ousoarele, branza, nucile, visinele, ciresele, rosiile, castravetii,
untul — pe care eu il faceam cu bunica zgaltaind borcanul cu lapte
smantanit - si pana si smantana... Chiar si un hulub am vazut intr-o
zi gatuit de-o sacosa... Si —, s-a demonstrat! — pana si in creierul
nostru au intrat particule de microplastic.

Pestii au inceput sa moara de prea putina apa in verile se- cetoase,
iar padurile, aruncate pe foc in timpul iernilor tot mai blande ca sa
stam noi la soba — sa dispara.
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Part Four — Back and forth

In that period, they were cutting down vineyards left and right be-
cause Gorbachev was trying to stamp out alcoholism. New truths
appeared among the old lies in newspapers. Stop poisoning our
lands with chemicals, they wrote.

That’s also when they started showing telenovelas on TV. ... People
would run home from the fields, they’d lose their shoes on the way,
somewhere in the courtyard, just so they’d get there in time to see
Jose Armando and Mariana in their big, beautiful, colourful houses,
like nothing they’d ever seen here. They had tears streaming down
their faces. Their eyes were glued to the screen, but who knows
what they were thinking about. For the first time, parents started
telling their children they loved them.

The alphabet changed. The borders opened. For the first time since
World War II, for two days people could cross the Prut border wit-
hout papers. They embraced, they cried, they threw flowers in the
water from both sides of the river.

We became an independent country. The Empire had fallen.

The lines at the National Library grew longer, with people eager
to read books in Latin script. Later, only students and researchers
would go there.
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Overnight, many lost money they had struggled to save for decades.
The factories closed down. Schemers took the lion’s share by crea-
ting sister companies and robbing the poor people of what they’d
worked for their whole lives.

My mother was pregnant with me and she’d get off the tram to throw
up under a tree, then get back on.

You couldn’t find nappies anywhere, you couldn’t find anything.
The queues for bread grew.

The war started. The Russians cut off the gas, and then the city
people came out to their front lawns to cook around campfires. The
country people, same as before, lived off what they grew, and built
fires with wood from the forest or corn cobs they’d saved. That’s
about when I was born. Among the bomb noise you could still hear
from thirty kilometres away.

It was Friday evening. It was 1 May and my mother had been on
the carousel with my father and their godparents. The doctor had
taken her medical booklet to make a copy of it. So she was assigned
to the section for women without papers. Men weren’t allowed in
the maternity ward. My father finally saw me through a rather dir-
ty window. And the doctors were all watching the final episode of
Isaura: The Slave Girl. Or maybe it was a different show. A trainee
delivered me. When the doctor, a blonde woman with a big updo,
finally came, she said in Russian, Who do we have here today, a
Mariana or a Jose Armando? My mother had plenty of milk and gave
some to the other children in the communal ward, under the hostile
stares of the mothers without milk.

That’s also when kiosks began selling gum, Chupa Chups and Kin-
der Surprise eggs. Stickers of Madonna in her pointy bra, of Dis-
ney’s 101 Dalmatians, then of telenovela actress Natalia Oreiro.
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The Germans who had left Moldova during World War II came back
to their native villages with trucks of gumanitarka (¥). We too went
to the gumanitarka shops, and I thought that’s what those stores
were called. Clothes made in Syria also appeared, and I had a yel-
low dress with little roses from there.

In the countryside, the power came on and off every two hours. Sa-
laries were paid months late. Some were paid in sacks of potatoes
or sugatr.

In the park, we’d get flyers about the end of the world. In villages,
people talked openly about God. In cities, about the zodiac. People
went to fortune tellers more and more often.

When they could no longer feed their children, people set off. Now
it was possible. They’d go at night, stuffed into the back of lorries
or hidden in refrigerators. They’d borrow money and pay a fortune
to leave.

Women were promised they’d become famous singers and dancers;
their passports would be taken away, sometimes their teeth would
even be pulled out to make oral sex easier. In Bosnia, a Dutch sol-
dier left behind that famous graffiti: NO TEETH ...? A MUSTACHE
...? SMEL LIKE SHIT ...? BOSNIAN GIRL! It might have been about
trafficked Moldovan women, Dad said.

Billboards about AIDS and with dark messages like SAY NO TO HU-
MAN TRAFFICKING appeared on the side of potholed roads.

Children were raised by grandparents or by each other. They ra-
rely heard their mothers’ voices over the neighbours’ telephones
during short calls. Then parents gained legal status and took their

() Humanitarian aid (Russian).
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kids with them. Some came back. Others didn’t. Young people left
for good universities and experienced a different kind of migration.
There were people who watched their parents die over Skype while
they were caring for other old people in richer countries.

People sold or burned things carefully made by hand - carpets,
rugs, towels, blankets — and bought new ones instead: mass-pro-
duced synthetic carpets, wallpaper and plastic tablecloths.

Bit by bit, everything became covered in plastic. In petroleum.
At first, bags weren’t that common, so we’d wash them and reuse
them until they broke. Sometimes we’d wrap food in newspapers.
Saptamana even issued a special edition with a page for wrapping
mamaliga. We laughed and used it. But afterwards everything was
drowned in plastic. Every Easter cake, every braided loaf, every me-
morial dish, eggs, cheese, walnuts, cherries, sour cherries, toma-
toes, cucumbers, the butter I'd make with my grandma by shaking
a jar of creamed milk... And cream itself... I even saw a pigeon one
day strangled by a plastic bag... And - it’s been proven! — we now
have microplastics inside our own brains.

Fish started dying because water dried up in drought-stricken sum-
mers, and the forests, whose wood was thrown on the fire during
winters increasingly too mild to sit by the stove, started disappearing.
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twists from the opening sentences,
where themes like death, greed, identity
or apocalypse gain universal depth
through global and local motifs.
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comment on the academic world, social
norms, and technological phenomena,
while also bridging the real and the
fantastic.
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Stao je pred njega i samo poceo da pric¢a. Bez prekida, plasSio se
da napravi i najmanju pauzu, jedva je stizao da uhvati vazduh.
Ispricao je sve, od prve noéi sve do leta i zgariSta u cijem je sre-
diStu izgubio svest. Stara Luda je Zmurio ali znao je da ga slusa.
Kada je zavrSio, ovaj je otvorio oci i prvi put ga pogledao. Bio je
star, stvarno je bio mnogo star, bore oko njegovih ociju bile su
bezbrojne i duboke; i bio je lud, van svake sumnje, u tim sivim
oCima nije se moglo procitati niSta ovozemaljsko.

,»Postoji li taj tepih stvarno?”, pitao ga je.
»Naravno da postoji”, odgovorio je, malo uvredeno.

»Postoji, da, da, svakako da postoji. Ali to ne znaci da je stva-

”

ramn.

Nije razumeo tada i nikada nece razumeti Sta je Stara Luda u tom
trenutku hteo da mu kazZe, pripisao je to njegovoj iS¢aSenosti koja
je bila dostizna jedino ako se i sam nade s one strane razuma.

,»Vidi§, ovaj kamen na kojem sedim. On, na neki nacin, postoji.
Ali ako bih ja zaista poverovao da je stvaran, ako bih prihvatio
tu mogucnost, onda viSe ne bih mogao da sedim na njemu, ako
bih sedeo na njemu sa idejom da je stvaran, kamen bi postao Ziv
iisuviSe opasan.”

-126 -



Vladimir Vujovic¢

Onda je rekao jos$ neke stvari koje je on razumeo i Stara Luda je
poceo da se smeje, dugo i neprilagodeno, i to je bio znak da je
razgovor gotov.

Drugov otac, koji je takode bio odsutan, negde s puskom, kao i
njegov otac, imao je radionicu. Tu je nasao omanji kanister s gori-
vom koji je ukrao kada je pala no¢.

Tepih je izvukao iz kuée i vukao ga je Sto je dalje mogao od kuce,
sve dok je imao snage. Zaustavio se na jednoj utrini. Kuce su i
dalje bile blizu, nije se mnogo udaljio. Da je razmisljao, niSta od
ovoga ne bi uradio. Zato je bilo veoma vaZno, u tim trenucima,
dok je sakupljao suve grane i liSée, da ne razmislja. Napravio je
lomacu, trudio se da bude $to Sira, a zatim je Strcnuo malo te¢no-
sti iz kanistera po njoj. Prebacio je presavijeni tepih preko lomace
i ostatak sadrZaja iz kanistera posuo po njemu. Sibicom koju je
ukrao iz kuée upalio je lomacu. Plamen ga je iznenadio, buknuo
je zestoko i osetio je toplinu kako mu se razliva po licu i o¢ima,
napravio je korak unazad. Tepih se nije bunio. Izneo ga je iz kuce
pre vremena njegovog uobicajenog nocnog budenja i nijednom
nije pokazao znake otpora, kao da je od pocetka znao Sta mu se
sprema. U visokoj i Sirokoj vatri prihvatao je mirno svoju sudbinu.

Bila je prevelika, vatra. Ubrzo je ¢uo glasove. Nije imalo smisla
bezZati. Napravio je jo$S nekoliko koraka unazad dok su se Zenski
glasovi priblizavali. Onda ih je video, Sirile su ruke i vikale, kao
da izgovaraju neke vradZbine upucene vatri, ali nisu smele da se
pribliZe. Zacuo se i drugi zvuk, motorno vozilo koje je nadglasilo
Zene i jurilo pravo ka njima. Svetla dva fara velikog vojnog dZipa
sudarila su se sa svetlom vatre a on i dalje nije razmisljao, jer da
je sada stao da razmiSlja, sve bi se raspalo u besmislu, taj prizor
morao je samo da se odvija i dalje, bez tumacenja, dZip iz kojeg
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izlecu muskarci sa puskama, Zene koje se hvataju za glavu i za
vazduh iznad ka kojem su letele varnice iz plamena, on koji stoji
u senci i trudi se da bude neprimetan. Nije mogao da razmislja
i nije mogao da se pomeri, ¢ak ni kada je medu muskarcima iz
dzipa prepoznao Drugovog oca a onda i svog oca. Ovaj je priSao
najbliZe vatri i mogao je da prepozna Sta u njoj sagoreva, poneka
zelena Sara i dalje se mogla nazreti pre nego $to bi je progutalo
niStavilo. U njegovim o€ima video je bes i poniZenje i tugu kakvu
nikada ranije nije video a onda je otac okrenuo glavu od vatre i
pogledom pretraZivao utrinu sve dok nije video njega, njegovog
sina koji je pokusavao da bude senka.

,»Ti. Ti”, izgovorio je dovoljno glasno da ga on ¢uje i onda je kre-
nuo prema njemu, bacio je pusku na zemlju, stiskao je pesnice
i u dva koraka bio bi tu, ali onda se kroz no¢ prolomio jos je-
dan zvuk, najglasniji, ponistio je i cvréanje vatre i glasove Zena
izvuk dZipa, bio je to smeh, ludacki, histeri¢an, toliko glasan da
se viSe nije mogao nazvati ni smehom, verovatno bi se morala iz-
misliti nova rec€ za to $to su tada zaculi. Svi su se okrenuli prema
izvoru tog novog prodornog zvuka i ugledali su Staru Ludu, on se
smejao i skakao oko vatre, prolazio Stapom kroz jezicke plamena.
Plesao je, smejuci se neprekidno.

I otac je zastao i okrenuo se prema Staroj Ludi. Kao da je zabora-
vio na sina, sada je svu svoju paznju usmerio ka smehu i uputio
se ka njemu, jednako odlu¢no kako je i malopre koracao, prisao
mu je i pesnicom koja je odavno bila pobelela od stiskanja zadao
udarac kojim je na kratko okoncao smeh. Stara Luda je pao na
zemlju. Na trenutak je sve bilo tiho, Zene su se umirile, neko od
muskaraca je ugasio motor i ¢ulo se samo pucketanje vatre, dok
se smeh nije vratio. Bio je tisi, isprekidan, ali jednako neobjas-
njiv i uznemirujué. Otac je uzeo Stap koji je Ludi ispao i stao nji-
ma da ga udara. Po glavi, rukama, ledima. Smeh je ponovo stao i
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viSe se nije vracao, ali otac nije stajao. Fijukanje Stapa seklo je no¢
sve dok se Stap nije slomio, ali je otac nastavio, nogama je udarao
Staru Ludu u stomak i grudi, gazio mu glavu, vojnic¢ki don zabijao
se u ¢elo, nos i bradu i svaki pokret bio je pracen sve tiSim jaukom
i pucanjem kostiju, koZe i miSi¢a. Jedino svetlo sada je dolazilo
od plamena i nije bilo dovoljno da se jasno vidi Sta ti udarci Cine,
ali silina kojom su zadavani i zvuci koji su ih pratili terali su na
razmiSljanje.

I poceo je da razmislja.
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Vladimir Vujovic¢
Translated from Serbian by Marko Stanojkovski

He stepped in front of him and started speaking without stopping,
afraid of even the smallest pause, barely managing to catch his
breath. He recounted everything, from the first night to the flight
and the fire at the centre of which he had lost consciousness. The
Old Fool’s eyes were closed, but the boy knew he was listening to
him. When he finished, the Old Fool opened his eyes and looked
at him for the first time. He was old, very old indeed; the wrinkles
around his eyes were colourless and deep. He was also insane,
beyond any question; nothing of this world could be seen in those
grey eyes.

‘Does that carpet really exist?’ the Old Fool asked him.
‘Of course it does,’ he replied, a little offended.
‘It exists, yes, yes, it surely does. But it doesn’t mean that it’s real.’

The boy didn’t understand — and never will — what the Old Fool
wanted to tell him in that moment; he attributed it to the man’s cra-
ziness, which would be comprehensible only if he himself were to
cross to the other side of reason.

‘You see this rock I’'m sitting on. In a way, it exists. But if [ were to
believe that it was indeed real, if I were to accept that possibility,
then I would no longer be able to sit on it; if I were to sit on it with
the idea that it was real, the rock would come alive and be too dan-
gerous.’
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The Old Fool went on to say a few more things the boy understood,
then started laughing, lengthily and unsuitably, which signalled
that the conversation was over.

His Friend’s father, who, like his own father, went somewhere with
a rifle during the night, had a workshop. There, he found a small
canister of fuel, which he stole when night fell.

He dragged the carpet out of the house, dragging it as far as he
could, for as long as he had the strength. He stopped at a meadow.
The houses were still close; he hadn’t got very far. Had he been
thinking, he wouldn’t be doing any of this. Thus, in those moments
when he gathered dry branches and leaves, it was very important
not to think. He made a pyre, making sure it was as wide as possible,
then squirted a bit of liquid from the canister onto it. He threw the
rolled carpet over the pyre and spilled the rest of the can’s contents
on it. He used a matchstick he had stolen from his house to light the
pyre. The flame surprised him; it erupted fiercely, and he felt the
warmth spill over his face and eyes. He took a step back. The carpet
didn’t fight it. He had taken it out of the house before the time of its
usual nightly waking, and it hadn’t shown any sign of resistance,
as if it knew what was coming from the beginning. It was calmly
coming to terms with its fate in the broad wall of flames.

The fire was too big. He soon heard voices. There was no point in
running. He took a few more steps back as the female voices became
closer. Then he saw them; arms spread wide, they were shouting
as if uttering incantations at the fire but didn’t dare to approach it.
Soon, another sound could be heard: a motor vehicle. It drowned
out the women’s voices, heading straight towards them. The glare of
the big military jeep’s two headlights intersected with the light from
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the fire. He still wasn’t thinking, for if he were to start thinking now,
everything would fall apart into meaninglessness. That scene had
to keep unfolding, without interpretation: armed men rushing out
of the car, women holding their heads and gasping for air, sparks
from the fire flying, and he, standing in the shadows, trying not to
be noticed. He couldn’t think, and he couldn’t move, not even when
he recognised his Friend’s father among the men from the jeep,
and then his own father, too. The latter came closer to the fire than
anyone else had, and he was able to recognise what was burning
in it, as an occasional green shape could still be seen before being
swallowed by nothingness. In his eyes, the boy saw anger, and hu-
miliation, and sorrow, the likes of which he had never seen before;
then his father turned his head away from the fire and scanned the
meadow until he saw him, his own son, who was trying to be a sha-
dow.

‘You. You,” he said loudly enough for the latter to hear him, then he
went towards him, dropping his rifle on the ground and clenching
his fists, and he would have reached the boy in two strides if it
hadn’t been for another sound that suddenly rang out through the
night, the loudest one, which drowned out the fizzling of the fire,
the women’s voices and the sound of the jeep. It was laughter, ma-
niacal, hysterical and so loud that it could no longer even be called
laughter; one would probably need to come up with a new word to
describe what was heard at that moment. Everyone turned towards
the source of this new piercing sound and saw the Old Fool, who was
laughing and jumping around the fire, moving his stick through the
flames. He laughed relentlessly as he danced.

His father stopped, too, and turned towards the Old Fool. As if for-
getting his son, he now turned his full attention to the laughter and
went towards the man, striding as decisively as he had a few mo-
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ments earlier. He approached the Old Fool and punched him with
a fist that had long turned pale from being clenched, temporarily
stopping the laughter. The Old Fool fell on the ground. For a mo-
ment, everything was silent; the women went still, one of the men
turned off the engine, and only the crackling of the fire could be
heard, until the laughter returned. It was quieter and intermittent,
but equally inexplicable and disturbing. The father picked up the
stick the Old Fool had dropped and started hitting him with it. He
struck him over his head, hands, back... The laughter stopped again
and didn’t return, but the father didn’t stop. The swooshing of the
stick cut the night until the stick broke, but the father continued,
kicking the Old Fool in the stomach and the chest, stomping on his
head, the soles of his military boots digging into his forehead, nose
and chin; every movement was accompanied by increasingly quiet
moaning, as well as the cracking of bones, skin and muscles. Now,
there was no light except from the flames, and one could no longer
see the effects of those kicks, but the force with which they were
delivered, as well as the sounds which accompanied them, made
one think.

And he started thinking.
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Zentrifuge s a literary triptych that
spins the world on its head, acting as
a machine that separates the heavy
from the light, only to mix them up
again in a dizzying new configuration.
A key impulse in Zentrifuge is the
parody and remaking of Zen stories.
As in Zen, Shopov's prose radiates
condensed energy and philosophical
depth; it is elliptical, intuitive, and
epiphanic. Yet unlike traditional Zen
parables, these stories deliberately resist

didacticism and the authority of fixed
interpretation. Their final conceptual
turn is marked by bold reinterpretation
and playful subversion, resulting in a
heightened sense of humour, irony

and ludic freedom. With a style that
echoes the absurdity of Daniil Kharms,
the urban magic of Italo Calvino, and
the grotesque minimalism of Istvan
Orkény and Stawomir Mrozek, Zentrifuge
explores the thin, porous line between
the mundane and the miraculous,
suggesting that reality, in essence, is
nothing more than a collective story we
agree not to debunk.

REPORT OF THE NOMINATING
ORGANISATION

Often paradoxical and grotesque,
absurd and bizarre, Shopov's narratives
challenge the rational logic of everyday
reality. They perform sudden, lightning-
like leaps into the realms of the fantastic
and the surreal, into a world where the
familiar laws we rely on are fractured,
suspended, or entirely abolished.
Meaning is not delivered directly but
revealed intuitively and retrospectively,
through the reader’s engagement.
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UeaH Lllonos

¥
ITPECEJIBA

JleToTO BO IpaZioT € JIEIIMBO: KalIKUTe IOT Ha XpabpoTo MOMUe
LITO PeInJIOo a IIpollleTa Ha IjlafHe ITafaaT Ha IIJIOUHMUKOT, Kajie
LITO POj MYBM KPY)KaT OKOJIy 3rMeueHa Kajcuja. [Ipeny MoMmueTto
Ce UCIIpeuyBa BMCOK MaXX CO C/IaMeH ILIeIyp Ha IVIaBaTa M KOXKeH
ejieK Bp3 rojIoTo Tesio. Ha packomnaHoTO mapue Ha TPOTOAPOT, Of
KOe ce 3BaJleH! IUIOUKUTe, Cce IJIeja CJI0j O HaTallKaH Iecok. Bo
HEro, Ma)kKOT CO BPBOT Ha €IHUOT UeBeJI UCI[PTYBa HeIlpaBUIEH
KpyT. ['o orziegHyBa MOMUETO BO OUM JIYTO U 3alIOBeJHUUKH, CO
UCIIPY)XeH II0Ka3aJjiell, My JlaBa 3HaK Jia Bjle3e BO KpyrorT. Toa ce
Kosie6a, HeCUTYPHO BO OJIYKMUTeE LITO BO HEroparTa IJlaBa ce Me-
HYBaaT MOJICKaBMUHO: Uac caKa IOCJIYUIHO Aa Bjie3e BO KPYroT,
yac fa ro 3a00MKOJIX UyAAaKOT KOMY COHLIETO MY YIPUJIO B IJIaBa
¥ MMPHO JIa CV 3aMUHe,

Jomeka ce Koseba, C/IafiojyieloT My Ce TOIM BO paKa M Kare Ha
TPOTOAPOT, Ma/IKy ITOHACTPaHa OJi CMauKaHaTa Kajcuja, ma Jes
Ol MyBUTE Ce IPeHacouyBaaT KOH UOKOJIaJHMUTe KalmKu. MakoT
3HauajHO Ce HAKAIUIyBa M He ja MIOBJIEKyBa MCIIPY)KeHaTa pakKa co
IOJITMOT MOoKa3asier]. MoMueTo IojieKa ce IIOKOPyBa M 3aueKopyBa
KOH MUCI[PTaHMOT KPYT.

EfHa crapuiia n3jieryBa Ha TepacaTa Ha BTOPUOT KaT Ojf 3rpajia-
Ta Ha CIIPOTMBHATA CTPaHa Ha y/IMIIATA.

— Masyu, HeMOj! — M3BMKHYBA CO pamaB M CMJIEH IJIac, HO BeKe e
npeaoliHa.
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BA3EH

OnyIITeHY U UCIIPY)KEHU BO JIe)KAIKUTEe, HeKOU 6J1aro rogucIIpa-
BEHM, BO ITOJTy/IEXKeUKa IT0JI0XK6a, CO M1jauKy BO palleTe, TOCTUTE
ce mpelpaBaar JeKa He To 3a6ejie)kxyBaaT MOMUETO IIITO ce 3aJjIe-
TyBa J1a CKOKHe BO 6a3eHOT. HeKou o HUB ce II0rJIeJHyBaaT IO
OKO, CO eJIBaj UCIIpTaHa HaCMEeBKa.

MoMueTo ce 3aJIeTyBa ¥ IJITaBEUKY CKOKHYBA BO IPAa3HUOT 6Ga3eH.
Ce ciyia egHo ,,TYII“ ¥ TOa OCTaHYBa Jia JIeXXYM HEMOABWXKHO Ha
IHOTO Ooff 6a3eHOT, 6e3 Ja UCIYIITH Iylac. Masa IipBeHa JaMKa
ce 3a6ejIe)XyBa Ha HeropaTa IiaBa. [IoToa ce mmpeTBopa BoO JIOKBA
IITO ITOCTEINEHO Ce IMVPY U CTAHYBA CE TOroJieMa.

TocTuTe U TIOHaTaMy JieXKaT CIIOKOjHO BO JIeXKaJIKUTe MOKpaj 6a-
3€HOT, CM T'M NYjaT NMjauKuTe M HapauyBaaT HOBU. HUKOj He ce
CBPTYBa KOH 6a3eHOT AYPY HY KOT'a TOj € COCeMa MCITOTHET CO KPB.

KpBTa mojieka ImouyHyBa Jia ce IMpejieBa U CTacyBa PeUmcH JIo jie-
KaJIKUTe Ha TOCTUTE, KOU, IT0jIeKa, 6e3 HMKaKBa BUIJIMBA BO3He-
MMPEHOCT, ' JOIIMBAaT MMjauKuTe, Ce MIAKyBaaT U ce MOATrOTBY-
BaaT Ja CY 3aMMHAaT.

HEKO)'IKY Yaca I10a0IIHa, KPpBTa Ce Jiee I10 VJIMIIUTE KaKO peKa, 10C-
TUTHYBA 0 KOJIEHAaTa Ha MMHYBAUUTE IITO Ce 3aTeKHaJIe Ha TPO-
TOapuUTe, a OHME IIITO OCTaHAaJIE IOMa BeKe pa3MuciyBaaT a ce
MCKQUaT Ha T'OPHUTE KaTOBU MJIN IIOKPMBUTE Ha KYI‘(I/ITe.

Hukoj HeMa uzeja KakKo Ja ja 3alpe KpBaBaTa IIOIJIaBa IITO 3a-
IIOUYHa o] 6a3eHOT.

Bo egHa CIIOpeJHa YJIMUKa, IeJIOCHO II0IlJIaBeéHa, MOMUYETO IIITO Ce
(pr'II/I BO ITPA3HUOT 633€H, HaCMeaHO, IUIMBa BO COIICTBEHATAa KPB.

KPUI'JIA TIMBO

EneHn peH Ha HaH-MH, jallOHCKMOT yUMTEJ MO 3€H O, IEPUOIOT
Mewn1iu, My JIOIIOJN Ha ITOCETA HEKOj VHUBEP3UTETCKU Ipodecop
IIITO CaKaJI Kaj Hero Jia ce moApacirpaliia 3a 3eHOT.

-137 -



3eHmpudpyea

HaH-MH ro IOCJIYKWUJI CO IIMBO. IIperosHyBajku My ja KpuUrjiaTa
Ha F'OCTMHOT, MTPOAOJDKMII Jla HasieBa. [IpodecopoT ryiemasn Kako
NMBOTO Ce IIpejIMBa U Ce HaBeJHa/I HaJ, KpUIJIaTa, I1a CO ycTaTa U
ja3MKOT JIJaKOMO CPKaJI Of] IMBOTO IIITO IPEeTeKyRBa.

— IlonHa e. Bo Hea BeKe HeMa MeCTO! — PEKOJI YUUTEJIOT IO 3€H,
OUEKYBajKM YHUBEP3UTETCKUOT Mpodecop caMUOT Ja ro chaTu
TOA.

— CaMo T TOUM — OJITOBOPMJI ITPOPECOPOT U IPOAOIKIII Aa ITUe
OJI IIMBOTO.

BETAJKM OJf TUTAP

EneH uoBek, IOMMHYBajKM HU3 I10J1e, HAMIIOJ Ha Turap. [lounasn
Ia 6era, a TUrapoT jypHaJI 1o Hero. Jloarajku 1o egeH aMOuc, 4o-
BEKOT ce ¢haTm 3a KOpeH Ofi AMBa Jio3a M TPrHaJl Ja ce CIIyIITa
HaJoay. TUrapoT ro AyLIKaa omgo3ropa. Tpecejku ce, TOj Imorie-
ITHaJT HaJI0J1y Kajie ITo, Ha JHOTO, IPYT THUTap UeKasl Jia o u3ee.
Camo y103aTa ro apxkesna. [IBe IJIyBUMba, €JTHO 6€JI0 U €JTHO IIPHO,
MaJIKy 110 MaJIKy ITOUHaJIe JIa ja 'pUIIKaart jio3aTa. Torail YoBeKOT
3abesie)xas1 COUHa jaroTKa ITIoKpaj cebe. pkejku ce 3a 103aTa co
eIHaTa pakKa, Co jpyraTa ja CKMHaJI jaroTKaTa.

— OBa e Hajc/taTKaTa jaroTKa IITO HEeKOTralll CyM ja mpo6aJjl — IOMMU-
cnuit. — Ho moBeke ke ce pagyBaB Ha KpeMeHajia oJf TUrap.

HAJBPEJHOTO HEIIITO BO CBETOT

Enen yueHuk ro npamiaa Co3aH, KUHECKMOT YUUTEI I10 3€H:
— Koe e HajBpeHOTO HENITO HAa CBETOT?

VunuTtenoTt ogroBopuiI:

- I'maBaTa Ha MpTBa MaukKa.

— A 3011TO IVTaBaTa Ha MPTBa MauKa e HajBpeJHOTO HEIIITO Ha CBe-
TOT? — Ipamal YUeHUKOT.
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Co3aH 0roBOpPUII:
— 3aToa IITO HUKOj He MOXKe J1a M ja OJipe]iu IieHaTa.

Toramr yYeHMKOT Ce HPOCBET/IMJI, MY ja MCEKOJ IJlaBaTa Ha
YUMUTEJIOT X PEKOJI:

— Mjay.
JAMKA

Co 6enm pakaBUIM HA palleTe, UCTPAKYBAUOT ' IIPEJIUCTYBAIIIEe
cTapuTe BeCHMIM BO [IpKaBHMOT apxuB. 3ajjaboueH BO
COOpKMHATa Ha CTaTUjaTa IITO ja UMTAlle, AYPU IOAOLHA
ja 3abenexa JaMKaTa OJf UOKOJIAQJHO MJIEKO Bp3 JIMILIETO HaA
InKTaTopoT. Ce 06Mae ja ce HACMEBHe, HO TPAruTe Of CJIATKUOT
[MjajiaKk HUMAJIKy He IO OMeKHYyBaa JIMKOT Ha 3JI0CTOPHUKOT.

T'ompernialiy HEOATOBOPHOCTA HAa IIOCETUTEJIOT I BpabOTEHUOT
IIITO T ITPEIUCTYBAJI BpeTHUTE JOKYMEHTH, IOKPaj cebe cTaBajKu
TEYHOCT IITO MOXKe Aa I'M yHUInTHU. CO TOOMHU MIPOJO/DKM Ja
Jloafa BO apxXMBOT 6apeM TPUIIATU HEeJIeJTHO, M TTOKPaj Toa IITO
TPYIOT 32 KOj MCTPasKyBallle BeKe oJaMHa 6ellle 3aBpIIeH.

Co BHMMAaTeJIeH, ITOJIyIapaHOMUEH IIOTJIe[l I'M HabJbyayBalle
BpabOTeHUTE U T JeMHellle moceTuTenuTe. beile ybeneH mexa
OHOj IITO Ke JI0j[ie 1a ' Pa3/IMCTyBa CTAPUTE TOKYMEHTU HOCEjKU
UYOKOJIaTHO MJIEKO €O cebe e CIeITHUOT 6€3MUIIOCEH TUKTATOP.

PEJIMILIA

CrapaTa TejiepOHCKA TOBOPHMIIA ITOKpPaj ITOIITaTa He pPaboOTH
CO TOAMHM, HO TOA He I'o CIpeuyBa MaykKOT CEKOj AeH Jia BJIeryBa
BO KaGMHaTa M Ja 360pyBa BO CyIlajKaTa co uyacoBu. Ilopamgn
Jocajia My TIOPaay HEIlITO IPYTo, pellaBaM /ia ce MOIIeryBaM co
HEro ¥ 3acTaHyBaM IpeJ TOBOPHMIIATA KaKo Aa uekam pen. Toj
IpecTaHyBa Ja 300pyBa, ce CBPTYBa KOH MeHe U Me IOoIJIeJHYBa
syTo. Ce MpaBaM JieKa He 't 3a6eJie)KyBaM JIyTMHATA M OCTPUHATA
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Ha TOIJIefIOT, T1a CO IpallaIHX FeCTOBY ce 06MIyBaM Jia JO3HAM
VIIITE KOJIKY Ke Tpae HeroBMOT Pa3roBop.

— Ila He ryIemaI i1 IeKa rTOBOpHMIIaTa He paboTn? bymaso egna! —
MM ofroBapa 6ecHO ¥ IOMUC/IYBaM JeKa ujiejaTa Jga ce IeryBam
CO HEero Ha TOj HauMH He Oelre 6amr Hajgoopa.

Ce cBpTYBaM Ja CM ofiaM, HO 3a6ejie)XyBaM JieKa 3a]] MeHe CTOU
yIIITe eJIeH UOBEK, 10 Hero MJIajia IeBojka, 3aj1 Hea JieTe 3a Koe 61
Ce PeKJIo JIeKa HeMa HUTY CeAyM FOAMHM, MajK, I1a [10 HEro YIITe
eJleH...

MU ce UMHM feKa cera Beke HeMa Hasaj,.

MHUCHJA

PemapoT BO KMHOCanaTa MU BIEpU BO JIMIETO CUJIEH CHOII
CBeT/IMHA o7 6aTepucKaTa Jlamba. Y 1mokpaj Toa mITo ce HAMyPTHUB
M TIO[I3aMJDKaB, He 3abejie’kaB M3BMHYBAUKM TOH BO HETOBUTE
360poBu: — MecToBO He e Balmie! — IlorjiemHaB BHMMATEIHO BO
OpOjOT HA CEOUIITETO M PedoT IIpeJ Ia ceaHaM, HO IOIYIITUB
JleKa e MOYKHO Aa CyM 3rpemmi. [0 M3BaguB 6MJIETOT Of 11e60T 3a
Ila IIpOBepaM JIaJIu ce HaofaM Ha CBOETO MeCTO, a VIITe IIpef Aa
CTUTHaM [a ITpouMuTaM IITO 6UJI0, MU IIpUjae TeBojKa BO JOKTOP-
cKu 6es1 MaHTUII, TpabGHyBajku My ro 6MyIeToT of paiere: — Cta-
HyBajTe! MecToBO He e Bamne! — 36YHET, ce UCITPAaBUB, HECIIPEMEH
3a Hej3MHMOT CJiefieH IoTer: — M jakHaBa He e Bala! — peue 1 1o-
UHa Ja MM ja cobiekyBa. Co XUPYPIIKM HOX MM ja pacropu 611y-
3aTa Ha HEeKOJIKY MeCTa U Taa CaMo Ce JIM3Ha Ha NofoT. PasroneH,
IIOUYBCTBYBaB 00JIeXK Of MEeHJPEK BO rpOOT, JIYTUOT MOJINIAEL]
Bpeckatie: — ['pagoB He e TBoj! — [lapTanaBa 6abMUKa CO U3TJIe[
Ha 6e3IOMHMUKA BMKallle: — /I 0BMe He ce TBOM — JIoJleKa MU '

Ter”Heiie riIaTuKmuTe oA craliasiaTa.

- KocaTa He e TBOja — peue Ma)kOT OJT PeJIOT IIpe]] MEHe.
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— OunTe He ce TBOM — IOAJIE IOKTOPKATA U ce 06Ue Ia MU CTABU
IIpeBe3 BP3 HMB, HO ¥ T OTTYPHAB palleTe.

- KokaTa He e TBOja — peue pegapoT M 3aeJHO CO JOKTOPKATa,
6abrukaTa 6e3TOMHMUKA ¥ HEKOJIKY ITOJIMIAJIM Me UM3Hecoa o
KMHOCaJIaTa.

— [InaneTraBa He e TBOja! — PE€KOa BO €1€H I'JiIaC, M1 HaTHaa KOCMO-
HAYTCKN CKacbaH,uep M Me JIaHCHPpPaa HeKaie BUCOKO.

JIe6gam Bo 6eCKpajHMOT IPOCTOP 63 Ja 3HaM Ha KaKBa MUCHja CyM
MCIIPATEH M ce IIpalyBaM: J1o6ap i 6emre puamoT? IIponymram
JIM HEIIITO MJIM MOJKaM J1a 6MIaM cOCeMa CIIOKOEH?
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Zentrifuge

Ivan Shopov
Translated from Macedonian by Christina E. Kramer

MOVING

Summer in the city is sticky: the drops of sweat beading on the
brave lad who decided to go for a walk at noon fall on the pavement
where a swarm of flies are circling a crushed apricot. The boy’s path
is blocked by a tall man wearing a straw hat and a leather vest over
his bare chest. On a dug-up part of the pavement where stones have
been removed, a layer of pounded sand is visible. There, in the
sand, the man draws an irregular circle with the tip of one shoe. He
looks the boy in the eye, angrily and threateningly, and, with his
finger extended, signals to the boy to step into the circle. The boy
wavers, unsure in his decisions, which change like lightning in his
head: a part of him wants to obey and enter the circle; a part wants
to get around this weirdo who’s been hit in the head by the sun and
move peacefully past him.

While he’s hesitating, the ice cream in his hand melts and drips
on the sidewalk, a bit to the side of the smashed apricot, and some
of the flies redirect themselves to the drips of chocolate. The man
coughs meaningfully and does not withdraw his extended hand
with its long index finger. The boy slowly submits and starts to
step towards the drawn circle.

An old woman comes out on her second-floor balcony of the buil-
ding on the opposite side of the street.

‘Hey, you there, young boy! Don’t!’ she cries out in a rough, power-
ful voice, but it is already too late.
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POOL

Relaxed, stretched out on lounge chairs, some slightly upright in
a half-prone position, with drinks in their hands, the guests were
pretending not to notice the boy racing to jump into the pool. Some
of them glanced at each other with a bare hint of a smile.

The boy is racing and jumps headfirst into the empty pool. There’s
a thud and then he is lying motionless on the bottom of the pool,
not making a sound. A small red spot is noticeable on his head.
It turns into a puddle that slowly spreads, becoming larger and
larger.

The guests continue to lie quietly on their lounge chairs by the
pool, sip their drinks, and order new ones. No one turns to the
pool, not even when it is completely full of blood.

The blood slowly begins to lap over the edge and almost reaches
the lounge chairs, where the guests, with no apparent concern,
finish their drinks, pack up and prepare to leave.

Several hours later, blood is pouring down the streets like a river,
it reaches the knees of the pedestrians who happen to be on the
sidewalks, while those at home are already considering heading
to the upper floors or the roofs of their houses.

No one has any idea how to stop the bloody flood that began in
the pool.

On a small side street, completely flooded, the boy who threw
himself into the pool is laughing, swimming in his own blood.

-143 -



Zentrifuge

BEER MUG

One day a university professor came to see Nan-in, a Japanese Zen
teacher from the Meiji period, to question him about Zen.

Nan-in served him beer. As he filled his guest’s mug, he kept pou-
ring. The professor watched as the beer overflowed and spilled
from the mug, and his mouth and tongue greedily slurped up the
flowing beer.

‘It’s full. There is no more space!’ said the Zen teacher, expecting
the university professor to grasp this himself.

‘Just keep pouring,’ answered the professor as he continued to
drink the beer.

FLEEING A TIGER

A man crossing a field came upon a tiger. He began to run, but
the tiger came storming after him. Reaching the edge of an abyss,
the man grabbed hold of the root of a wild vine and lowered him-
self over. The tiger sniffed at him from above. Trembling, the man
looked down to where, at the bottom of the pit, another tiger was
waiting to devour him. But the vine held firm. Two mice, one white
and one black, began little by little to gnaw at the vine. The man
noticed a plump strawberry beside him. Holding tight to the rope
with one hand, with the other he plucked the strawberry.

‘This is the sweetest strawberry I have ever tasted,” he thought.
‘But I would have been happier with tiger cutlet.’

THE MOST VALUABLE THING IN THE WORLD

A student asked Sozan, the Chinese Zen teacher: ‘What is the most
valuable thing in the world?’
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The teacher answered: ‘The head of a dead cat.’

‘But why is the head of a dead cat the most valuable thing in the
world?’ the student asked.

Sozan answered: ‘Because no one can determine its value.’

The student was enlightened, and he cut off his teacher’s head and
said: ‘Miaow.’

SPOT

With white gloves on his hands, the researcher leafed through old
newspapers in the State Archives. Engrossed in the contents of the
article he was reading, it was only later that he noticed the spot
of chocolate milk on the dictator’s face. He tried to smile, but the
traces of the sweet beverage did nothing to soften the face of that
criminal.

He was shocked by the irresponsibility of a visitor or employee who
had leafed through these valuable documents and set them along-
side a liquid, risking their destruction. For years he continued to
come to the archive at least three times a week, even though the
work he had been researching had long since been finished.

With an attentive, semi-paranoid look he observed the employees
and lurked among the visitors. He was convinced that the person
who would come to leaf through these old documents carrying
chocolate milk with him was the next ruthless dictator.

THE QUEUE

The old telephone booth by the post office hasn’t worked for years,
but that doesn’t stop the man who goes into the cabin every day
and talks into the receiver for hours. Either out of boredom or so-
mething else, I decide to play a joke on him, and I stand in front of
the phone booth as if I'm waiting my turn. He stops talking, turns
to me and gives me an angry look. I pretend not to notice the anger
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and sharpness of his gaze, and with questioning gestures I try to
determine how much longer his conversation is going to last.

‘Hey, don’t you see that the phone in the booth doesn’t work? You
idiot!” he tells me furiously, and I decide my idea of teasing him in
this way wasn’t exactly a good idea.

I turn to go, but I notice that behind me is standing another man,
and behind him a young girl, behind her a child, who, I would
guess, isn’t even seven years old, then a man, and behind him
another.

It seems that now there is no turning back.
MISSION

The guard in the movie theatre pointed the strong beam of the
flashlight in my face. As I grimaced and blinked, I didn’t notice
the apologetic tone of his words: ‘This isn’t your seat!” I had looked
carefully at the number of the seat and the row before sitting
down, but I accepted that [ might have made a mistake. I took my
ticket from my pocket to check whether I was in my own seat, but
before I could read what was there, a young woman in a white lab
coat came up and snatched the ticket from my hands. ‘Get up! This
isn’t your seat!” Confused, I straightened up, unprepared for her
next move. ‘This jacket isn’t yours either!’ she said and began pul-
ling it off me. With a scalpel she slashed my shirt in a few places,
and it slipped to the floor. Stripped, I felt the stab of a truncheon in
my back, the angry police officer shouting: ‘This is not your city!’
The ragged granny who looked homeless screamed: ‘Those aren’t
yours either,” and she yanked my sneakers from my feet.

‘That hair isn’t yours,’ said the man in the row in front of me.

‘Those aren’t your eyes,” added the doctor as she tried to put a veil
over them, but I pushed her hands away.
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‘That skin isn’t yours,’ said the guard, and with the doctor, the old
homeless lady and several police officers, he carried me from the
theatre.

‘This planet isn’t yours!’ they said in one voice, as they put me in a
cosmonaut suit and launched me high up somewhere.

I am floating in endless space without knowing what sort of mis-
sion I’ve been sent on and I ask myself: Was the movie any good?
Am [ missing something or can I be totally calm?
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was nominated for several literary prizes
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Life has stalled for the main character

in Frans Wachtmeister’s latest novel.

His Japanese girlfriend has left him

and when he eventually loses his job

as a headhunter, he's prepared to face
the final curtain. Along with a failing
sculptor of Buddha’s, he leads a life in

the shadowy outskirts of Tokyo and
alternates between accepting and
fighting his fate. His Japan shrinks, turns
hostile and eventually drives him to make
a final, desperate attempt to regain his
lost favor. With a cynical view of both
Asia and his home continent of Europe,
Frans Wachtmeister writes about identity,
regret and guilt from a European point
of view, whilst presenting a theory on
the geography of love in the age of
globalisation.
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Lost Ground portrays a social, geographic
and moral existential liminal space.
Through a precise use of language and
a keen eye for relationships, power and
hierarchies, Frans Wachtmeister writes
himself into the proud and honourable
European tradition of literary cynicism.
His scepticism is equally aimed at the
mirror's reflection as it is aimed at

the identity, success and belonging

that permeates life in a globalised

world. Wachtmeister does not want

our sympathies but demands our
attention. He challenges, bothers and
clarifies. The result is a novel which is
everything but uplifting and still makes
us laugh out loud.
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¥
Q7
Sista dagen pa arbetsaret. Semesterforviantningarna gick ndstan att
ta pa i tunnelbanan. Sjilv hade jag ont i magen. Nér jag bytte linje
fick jag g6ra vald pa mig for att inte vinda och dka hem igen.

Vid Shibuya Station trycktes jag valdsamt in i vagnen. Trots de
stundande helgledigheterna var det lika trangt som vanligt. Sko-
lorna hade fortfarande 6ppet och flera skolflickor i uniform stod ut-
spridda i vagnen, tva av dem intill mig, med sina dnnu ej utslagna
kroppar tatt tryckta mot min. Det var outhardligt.

Tunnelbanevagnen var full av reklam. Fram tills igar hade de an-
nonserat om en forestdende utstidllning med buddhaskulpturer,
vilket hade varit trevligt att titta pa under pendlingstimmarna,
men under natten hade skyltningen ersatts med reklam for harbort-
tagning. Den nya aktOren férde en aggressiv kampanj for sin hel-
kroppsbehandling och besudlade bade taket och viggarna med af-
fischer pa en androidliknande modell av obestambar etnicitet och
ben som var absolut harfria. En ny kropp for en ny tid. Skolflickorna
beundrade henne hanfort.

I rulltrappan upp fran perrongen sprang jag pa Yoko fran motiva-
tionskursen. Vi bodde alltsa lings samma taglinje. Vi slog f6lje mot
kontoret och smapratade sa som jag tror dr brukligt kollegor emel-
lan. Min anmérkning att man hade bytt en slatrakad Buddha mot
en slitrakad kvinna verkade roa henne oerhért. Arets sista dag var
casual Friday, Yoko bar jeans och svarta Nikes. Inte riktigt ritt pa
Ways, men hon skulle snart ldra sig. Vart samtal ledde naturligt in
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pa planerna inf6r nyarshelgen. Yoko skulle till Niseko for att aka
skidor. Redan samma kvill gick flyget fran Haneda. Jag sade att det
14t trevligt, och funderade pa vad jag skulle svara om hon fragade
vad jag skulle hitta pa. Det gjorde hon inte. Ddremot ruvade hon pa
andra fragor.

- Jag forstar att det kanske r lite ofint att fraga, viska-de Yoko nér
vi trangde in oss i hissen till kontoret, men jag horde att du skulle
bli uppsagd. Och att det var dérfor du var med pa kursen. Ar det
sant?

Hissdorrarna stingdes. Det var da fan. Forst Genzo, och nu Yoko.
Kinde hela firman till att jag holl pa att fa sparken? Mina usla resul-
tat hade nog inte undgatt nagon, sadana var offentliga handlingar
pa Ways Recruiting, men att jag skulle bli uppsagd, det var vil dnda
konfidentiellt?

- Jag har fatt en andra chans, svarade jag precis som jag hade sva-
rat Genzo.

— Det gar sdkert bra. Det gar vadl upp och ned for alla i det har yrket,
trostade Yoko, antagligen for att lugna sig sjalv.

I sjdlva verket hade jag inga ursakter. Foretaget visade béttre resul-
tat in nagonsin, hade hon inte méarkt det? Personliga rekord spriang-
des varje dag, champagne delades ut till h6ger och vinster av en
salig Travolta. Al-revolutionen stod fér dérren, och den laga yenen
hade lett till ett enormt uppsving for den japanska exportsektorn,
dédr vara basta kunder rakade befinna sig. Ways formligen tréskade
in pengar. Det var i princip bara jag som inte hade salt nagonting
det senaste kvartalet.

Hissen accelererade i det inglasade schaktet. Ett 14tt tryck &ver
maggropen. Mild yrsel igen. Mdnniskorna nere pa entréplan blev
mindre och mindre och forsvann bakom ett myller av jarnbalkar.
Jag svalde saliv och trevade efter trardcket. Detta rdnnande upp och
ned skulle ta d6d pa mig en vacker dag.
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— Det 16ser sig. I Japan kan man d@nda inte bara sparka folk hur som
helst. Jag har jobbat pa advokatkontor.

Ahh, oskyldiga barn. Sa mycket hon hade kvar att 1ara. Ways forfo-
gade 6ver en hel arsenal med vapen de kunde ta till om det beh&v-
des. Vad de brukade géra nér de vanliga patryckningsmetoderna
inte fungerade avstod jag dock fran att beritta. Det var trots allt
bara Yokos andra vecka.

Innanfér entrédorrarna skildes vi at. For att vara vart forsta mote
var Yokos farvdl mycket 6mt. Jag maste ha gjort ett skakigt intryck,
fér hon verkade tro att jag inte skulle komma tillbaka efter semes-
tern (for 6vrigt en helt befogad misstanke, vore det inte f6r proble-
matiken kring mitt visum).

Vilken rattfram och ambitiGs tjej 4nda, sade jag mig nér jag gick mot
mitt skrivbord. Sddana karaktidrsdrag belonades rikligt pa Ways
Recruiting. Hennes karridr skulle bli raketsnabb. Och sa kvickt och
oforvidget hon hade ndrmat sig mig. En riktig sdljare. Som nyan-
stdlld sokte hon sdkert en mentorsfigur bland oss dldre. Kanske till
och med mer &dn sa. Sexuellt umgéinge mellan de anstillda horde
absolut inte till ovanligheterna pa Ways Recruiting. Japanskorna i
administrationen var mer eller mindre till for det. Val vid mitt skriv-
bord kontemplerade jag mojligheten att inleda ett sadant férhallan-
de med Yoko. Erfaren—oerfaren, dldre— yngre, utldnning-japanska;
maktstrukturen var definitivt till min férdel. Jag sag framf6r mig
spontana avsugningar i stadskrubben, fortrollade taxiresor efter
jobbet till nattéppna Ducasse eller Nobu i Akasaka. Sedan erinrade
jag mig var jag befann mig. Tre manader kvar. Klockan tickade. Tick
tack, tick tack. Jag hade ingen tid for relationer.

Men kanske desto mer avgorande; jag hade ingen lust.

Resten av formiddagen tillbringade jag i ett alltmer uppgivet till-
stand. Min inkorg var full av svarsmail fran ett massutskick som
jag hade gjort under gardagskvillen, dir jag informerat fyratusen
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abonnenter om den fortraffliga tjiansten pa Masuda Steel. I min iver
att fa ga hem hade jag dock glomt att klicka bort utlindska nationa-
liteter fran mottagarlistan (seniorerna hade jag dock sett till att ex-
kludera den hir gangen), och nittio procent av svaren hade kommit
fran arbetslosa indier. Den ekonomiska tillvaxten till trots verkade
Gandhis och curryns rike hysa rentav odndliga volymer av icke-an-
stallningsbara ingenjorer som drémde om en framtid utomlands.
Deras utsikter sag dystra ut. I varje fall i Japan. Har var indierna
ndstan mindre gangbara dn seniorerna. De senare talade atmins-
tone japanska.

Eftermiddagen blev nagot béttre. De flesta av mina kollegor gick
hem tidigt, och jag fick gjort lite saker infor langhelgen. En rekry-
terare maste alltid tdnka pa morgondagen, och helger var till for
att sourca. Jag férberedde mig med tidsinstdllda massutskick och
annonser, och fick ivig ett hundratal personliga meddelanden till
olika kontakter pa LinkedIn.

Precis nir jag skulle ga hem ringde Tanaka. Han ville veta hur det
hade gatt med Masuda Steel. Det hade inte forflutit mer &n tjugofy-
ra timmar sedan vi hade talats vid senast. Mannen var verkligen
desperat. Han stal tjugo minuter av min tid och beklagade sig 6ver
hur diskriminerad han blev av alla arbetsgivare och rekryterare dar
ute. Enligt god sed lovade jag att 1dgga in ett gott ord f6r honom hos
Masuda Steel. Som om det skulle hjilpa. Lilla jag skulle inte kunna
andra tingens ordning.
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Frans Wachtmeister
Translated from Swedish by Elizabeth Clark Wessel

The last work day of the year. The holiday excitement was almost
palpable on the underground. As for me, my stomach hurt. When
I changed trains, it took every bit of my will not to turn back and
head home again.

At Shibuya, [ was shoved violently into the carriage. Despite the ap-
proaching holidays, it was as crowded as always. Schools were still
open, and several schoolgirls in uniform were scattered throughout
the carriage, two standing right next to me, their undeveloped bo-
dies pressed tightly against mine. It was unbearable.

The carriage was plastered in advertisements. Up until yesterday,
they’d all been about an upcoming exhibition of Buddha sculp-
tures, and pleasant to look at during my commute, but during the
night those signs had been replaced with hair-removal ads. This
new advertiser was running an aggressive campaign for a full-bo-
dy treatment and had covered both ceiling and walls with posters
of an android-like model of indeterminate ethnicity whose legs
were completely hairless. A new body for a new age. The schoolgirls
stared at her raptly.

On the up escalator from the platform, I bumped into Yoko from
the sales course. We lived along the same train line. We walked to-
gether to the office making small talk, as I suppose one does with
one’s colleagues. My observation that they had replaced a smoo-
th-shaven Buddha with a smooth-shaven woman seemed to amuse
her enormously. The last day of the year was a casual Friday. Yoko
was wearing jeans and black Nikes. Not quite right for Ways, but
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she’d learn soon enough. Our conversation naturally led to our
plans for the New Year holiday. Yoko was going to Niseko to ski. She
was flying there this evening from Haneda. I told her it sounded like
fun, and tried to figure out what to say if asked what my plans were.
But she didn’t. She was brooding over other issues.

‘I'm sorry if this is rude to ask,” Yoko whispered as we squeezed into
the lift to the office, ‘but I heard you were getting laid off. And that’s
why you’re taking the course. Is that true?’

The lift doors closed. Well, that was it then. First Genzo and now
Yoko. Did the whole company know I was on the verge of being
fired? My horrible stats had probably not escaped notice — they were
available to anyone working at Ways Recruiting — but surely getting
laid off was supposed to be confidential?

‘They gave me a second chance,’ I told her, as I had Genzo.

‘I’'m sure things will work out. There must be a lot of ups and downs
in this business,” she said to me consolingly, maybe more to reas-
sure herself.

In reality, I had no excuses. The company was doing better than
ever; she must have noticed. Personal records were being broken
every day, champagne corks being popped right and left by a de-
lighted Travolta. The Al revolution was around the corner, and a
weak yen had led to a massive boom in the Japanese export sector,
which was where our best customers happened to be. Ways was li-
terally raking in the cash. I was basically the only one who hadn’t
made a sale in the last quarter.

The lift accelerated up the glass shaft. The pit of my stomach drop-
ped. Mildly dizzy again. People on the ground floor grew smaller
and disappeared behind a swarm of steel beams. I swallowed hard
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and reached for the wooden handrail. All this rushing around
would kill me one of these days.

‘It’ll be fine. In Japan you can’t just fire people like that. I used to
work in a law office.’

Such an innocent child. She had so much to learn. Ways had a
whole arsenal of weapons at their disposal if necessary. I didn’t tell
her how they could push you out if the usual methods didn’t work.
After all, it was only Yoko’s second week.

We parted at the entrance door. For a first meeting, Yoko’s goodbye
was very warm. I must have made a poor impression, because she
didn’t seem to believe I'd be back after the holidays (which, inci-
dentally, would have been a perfectly reasonable assumption if it
weren’t for my visa issues).

A very straightforward and ambitious girl, I noted to myself as I
made my way to my desk. Both qualities were highly valued at Ways
Recruiting. Her career was going to take off like a rocket. Look at
how quickly and boldly she’d approached me. A real salesperson.
She was probably looking for a mentor among us more experienced
employees. Maybe even something more than that. It wasn’t un-
common for Ways employees to have sexual relationships. The Ja-
panese women in admin were more or less in favour of it. When I
got to my desk I began to contemplate getting into a relationship
with Yoko. Experienced-inexperienced, older-younger, foreigner—
Japanese; the power dynamic would definitely be to my advantage.
I pictured myself receiving spontaneous blow jobs in the cleaning
cupboard, magical taxi journeys after work to late-night Ducasse or
Nobu in Akasaka. Then I remembered where I was. Three months
left. The clock was ticking. Tick-tock, tick-tock. I didn’t have time for
a relationship. But more importantly, I didn’t feel like having one.
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I spent the rest of my morning becoming increasingly despondent.
My inbox was overflowing with replies to a mass email I'd sent out
the night before, in which I'd informed four thousand subscribers
about the excellent job opening at Masuda Steel. In my haste to get
home, however, I’d forgotten to deselect foreign nationalities from
the recipient list (though I had excluded older people this time), and
ninety per cent of the replies were from unemployed Indians. Des-
pite its economic growth, the land of Gandhi and curry seemed to
consist of an endless supply of unemployed engineers dreaming of
a future abroad. Their prospects were bleak. At least in Japan. In-
dians were almost less viable here than older people. At least the
latter spoke Japanese.

The afternoon was a little better. Most of my colleagues headed
home early, and I was able to get a few things done before the
long weekend. A recruiter always has to be thinking ahead, and
weekends are for sourcing. I prepped by scheduling some mass
emails and ads, and sent about a hundred personal messages to my
contacts on LinkedIn.

AsIwas about to go home, Tanaka called. He wanted to know how it
had gone with Masuda Steel. It hadn’t even been twenty-four hours
since we’d last spoken. The man was truly desperate. He wasted
twenty minutes of my time complaining about being discriminated
against by every employer and recruiter out there. As a common
courtesy, I promised to put in a good word for him. As if that would
help. I had no control over how things worked.
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