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USKRS

Pocetak kao u receptu za proljece. I8la sam na dugo putovanje
brzim autom. Posvuda su bili oblaci, cijenila sam prednosti krovnog
prozora. Prolazili smo pokraj roda pa sam rekla:

gle, rode. Rekao je: veseli§ se kao dijete. Glup si, rekla sam,
veselim se kao dijete jer mi se obracas kao Zeni u travnju, budi mi
prijatelj, Zelim od toga svijetliti. Potom

pozivala sam za svjedoke lokalce, mailove, balete. Sve u prilicno
velikim koli¢inama, jer uporno mi nista nije htjelo biti dovoljno. Ali
neka, blizi se kalendarsko uskrsnuée

tim povodom svijetu nosim kolac od sira.
Neka me voli svatko kad ve¢ ti ne mozes.



PARKIC SUE RYDER

Sue Ryder — s nesrecom se susrela rano, kad je zajedno s majkom
posjecivala bolnice i teske bolesnike.

www.dom-seniora.ovh.org

Budi pozdravljena Sue Ryder iz parkica na kojem nema prozora.
Pozdravljam te jer se danas ne Zelim vracati kuci. Ti si na snijegu, aja
sam u tudoj kuhinji, draga moja Sue Ryder, na divlj em zapadu.

Uskoro ¢e to¢no podne, srest ¢emo se, srest ¢emo se Sue Ryder,
uzet ¢u cigarete. Sad noktom gulim lak s prozorske daske, potom ¢u
napraviti obrnuto — volis li manikure?

Ja volim, iako nije pristojno, jer je moguce raditi toliko bitnih
stvari, a ja ovdje cetkicom biskupskom ljubi¢astom bojom po plocici
i valja paziti, bojati se posljedica. Ceka nas, draga moja, tihi oblak
u zemlji

—treba se potruditi oko parkicaiza stanice. Draga Sue Ryder, ¢ak
ni tad ne moZes biti sigurna, jer ¢e javni zahodi pokraj njega ostati
trokutasti - netko na googleu moZe pronaci tvoju ruznu fotografiju.

Pozdravljam te, Sue Ryder, nicija kaubojko. Ve¢ nas svuda nema
— u rokovnicima majki, u nasim vlastitim krevetima, na nervnim



zavriecima viSenoc¢nih neprijatelja, jednonoé¢ne brace.

Ve¢ nas svugdje nema, dakle ne ogledaj se, tuzna moja Sue Ryder,
nema se gdje viSe traZiti.



IMETAK

To je bila tvoja veCer, neparni mladi¢u. Smanjuju ti se odi s
vecernjom plimom. Davno su me oducili da pruzam ruke, pa kad se
vracam kudi slu¢ajnim taksijem, razmisljam o ljubljenju, razmiljam
o peronima na kojima bismo se mogli oprastati kad bismo se nekim
¢udom ipak sreli.

Ah, to nije pretjerivanje — osjetim boZju volju u tim svijetlim
noc¢ima. Ali u mom domu je susa i uvenula oslad, tu nitko ne zalazi.
Ovdje zatvoriti o¢i znaci gledati Sapice sa so¢nom slaninom, znaci
suociti se s ogromnim katom, znaci postajati kvrgav. Mogao biudiu
mene kao umocvaru.

Neparni mladi¢u, odmah iza jorgovanau parkiéu svajemoja limfa;
mrtvacki pokrov izvu¢en iz usta.



STARATELJSKO PODRUCJE

San o sedam ¢avala u lubanji. Kolebam se jer nijedna mogucnost
nije spremna na smisao. Otac kaZe: razmisli, ne vices. KaZem ocu:
povidi, ne misli. Stanujem s tom macjom Sapom, ona me hrani.

A sad pogledaj — pokrenula sam za ples sedam cavala; sedam
djecaka iz Albatrosa i jedna pokojnica. Stanovala sam iznad obrve,
iznad bradavice, na mudrom potocicu sve dok nije nastupilo vrijeme

deloZacije i skretanja u polje.

A u polju se stavlja orma. Hej, orma se stavlja u polju. Neka Zivi
nerodica i jalovi pijesak! Neka zrna padaju na dna oceana, neka baru
prekriju alge i crna socivica! Ovdje zemlja sluZi samo za prekrivanje.



LOCUS FOCUS

Imala si pravo kad si blago priznala. Tvoja majka izdaleka 3isa
kosu jako kratko, iako je jo$ mlada, iako kada ide u parkove mravi
koriste njezine pal¢eve kao glatke ljestve.

Mase ocu, u ruci drzi maramicu od celuloze. Vje¢no oprastanje.
Kéeri su premudre kad dugo ne radaju i ne zavrsavaju studij. To nije
njezin slu¢aj, ima diplomu i djecu, bezgresno zacece na djelu.

Ali leptiri iz njezinog trbuha stanuju na udaljenim livadama.
Cak sei rijec livada ovdje izgovara s laganim izdahom —kao i puno
drugih rijedi, koje nikad nece pronaci dostojne odraze. Usuljaj se u
podrume, na tavane —na ugrijanim gredama

nodi tvoj mol, djevojko. U komori se treses, na suncu pre-
eksponiras taj film. Pa ako treba rangirati strahove, rije¢ muz ce
izbiti ravno na celo, a preko cela je bolje prebaciti pramen kose,

kao onda, kad si se pokraj neke ograde htjela ljubiti, ali ti je
nedostajao, ne znam, $arm, hrabrost, leprsava suknja. Oh, znam —
viSe voli§ sama sebi zabijati barem ¢ackalice,

jer sama zna$ koliko je odavde udaljen tecan Zivot, za koji
nema$ nijednog dokaza. I mada pretpostavljam da laZes$ — ti laZes.



U nekom ljetnom parku, na klupi u polusjeni, ceprkas si oko
infektivnim iverom

iniSta se ne mijenja.



PRIRUCNA

Grudica boje pada iz oka — na stratiSte, na stratiste. Jer kad
macka dolazi u krevet s kandZicama, kad nad kanalom netko davi
mladuncad, guster se budi sa svjeZim repom, koji ni¢emu ne sluzi —
svice. Prekrij se sjenilom

za oci, maleni, uputi se u grad i u svijet — da malo razgledas. Na
barkamairijekama sad se pije kava, na travama buja ritual. Ti se nece$
ukljuciti — nista se ne izdvaja. Pogledaj - sve je proslo, nekoliko kisa,

knjiga, satova, nekoliko otapanja u kadi, stezanja u jednjaku.
Biti svoj u gradu punom stranaca, gledati kako djecak s predugim
trepavicama ne moZe dohvatiti ruku da ga vodi i uopce ne suosjecati
s njim.

Nositi sa sobom bunar, najprirucniji moguci.
Koristiti prema potrebi.
Bacati prema snovima.



VOZACKA DOZVOLA

Cudni su ti datumi i ¢udna $uma, ¢udni zimski sarkofazi mrava
u njoj. Kazes: nikada nitko nije umro. KaZem: moZe$ se razbacivati
cvjetanjem gloga do mile volje, ali od toga nece biti nista, bolje da
krenemo prema autu

inaslonimo se glavama.



ORBI

Takva sklonost da se ne cijeni svjetlost ni svijet. Naravno, albino
jelen tapka kroz studeni, lignje su ponekad pametnije od macakaiiz
tude jagodice u nutrinu uspije se

probiti najiskreniji skarabej. Naravno, kisa na asfaltu pretvara
se u Zivu, Ziva u suzu, suza u san, san u pric¢u o pticama, koje iznad
temperature tjj ela vrte sva tasalta,

azatim te kljucaju uodiiuusta,
uudahiuizdah.



UVJET

Pjevusi me iljuljaj. Dvije strune —$avovi na dnu leda i upitnik. No¢
na odjelu kad si — priznajem — bio jedina nit, tanka koZica, na kojoj
se drzi krasta.

Mislila sam da su mi oduzete noge: dva srca, dvije ocigledne
radosti, da u posudama na kraju cijevi koje su iz mene izrastale,
sakupljam se. Morfiju — s tobom nisam imala zadovoljstvo.

Govorim o priznavanju. Priznajem - ta stolica trajno mijenja
znakove. Lijegala sam, iako sam stalno leZala i tad si i i lijegao sa
mnom kao u mirisne saonice. A sad reci:

Kakva je to sreca kojoj je potreban
noZ uleda i sasusena rijeka?



ISPUNJENJE

Uzet ¢e nas vrijeme izmedu.

U snu je bio banket i koZa — struna u ledima nije pustala zvuk,
asfalt se jo3 nije osusio, torta se lijepila za prste, glazura za bradu.
Imala si gole grudi i zapetljan jezik sred prijema

plesala si, iako se popodneva posvecuju obitelji. Danak, ne
dancing —tko ne zna, taj nestaje ili mu nije dobro. Pa tvoje srce puno
glogovih kolaca, dakle glave pod slavinu, koljena pod bradicu. I sto

bi se dogodilo,

da se vidi viSe, kad bi bilo jasnije? A onda: tonuti ili posjecivati
parkove, za mutnih popodneva vesti spokoje tudim derdefima,
nakupiti prazninu u plu¢ima i skidati primjer. Zato:

vrijeme izmedu ispunjavati u potpunosti, da te ne otme.

A ako te otme —toni.
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WIELKANOC

Poczatek jak z przepisu na wiosne. Jechatam w dtuga podréz
szybkim samochodem. Wszedzie byty chmury, doceniatam walor
szyberdachu. MijaliSmy bociany, wiec powiedziatam:

patrz, bociany. Powiedziat: cieszysz sie jak dziecko. Gtupi,
powiedziatam, ciesze sie jak dziecko, bo méwisz do mnie jak do
kobiety w kwietniu, bagdZ mi przyjacielem, chce od tego $wiecic.

Potem

wezwalam na $wiadkéw miejscowych, maile, balety. Wszystko
w do$¢ duzych ilosciach, bo nic uparcie nie chciato mi starczac.
Ale nic, nadcigga bowiem kalendarzowe zmartwychwstanie

z tej okazji niose $wiatu sernik.
Niech kocha mnie kazdy, skoro ty nie mozesz.



SUE RYDER OD SKWERU

Sue Ryder - z nieszczesciem zetkneta sie wczeshie, kiedy razem
z matkq odwiedzata szpitale i ciezko chorych.

www.dom-seniora.ovh.org

Badz pozdrowiona Sue Ryder od skweru, na ktéry nie mam
okien. Badz pozdrowiona, bo nie chce dzi§ wracac¢ do siebie. Ty
jestes w $niegu, a ja w obcej kuchni, moja droga Sue Ryder, na
dzikim zachodzie.

Niedtugo samo potudnie, wiec sie z tobg spotkam, spotkamy
sie Sue Ryder, wezme papierosy. Teraz paznokciem zrywam z
parapetu lakier, potem zrobie na odwrot - lubisz manicury?

Ja lubie, chociaz nie wypada, bo mozna by robi¢ tyle wazkich
rzeczy, a tu r6z biskupi pedzelkiem po ptytce i trzeba uwazac, ba¢
sie konsekwencji. Czeka nas, kochana, cichy obtok w ziemi

- na skwer za przystankiem trzeba zapracowa¢. Kochana
Sue Ryder, a nawet wtedy nie mozesz by¢ pewna, bo szalety
przy nim zostang tréjkatne - kto§ moze znalez¢ w googlach
twoje brzydkie zdjecie.




Badz pozdrowiona, Sue Ryder, bezpanska kowbojko. Juz
wszedzie nas nie ma - w kapownikach matek, w naszych
wilasnych 1ézkach, na koncowkach nerwéw wielonocnych
wrogdow, jednonocnych braci.

Juz wszedzie nas nie ma, wiec sie nie rozgladaj, moja smutna
Sue Ryder;
nie ma gdzie sie szukac.



DOBYTEK

To byt twdj wieczér, nieparzysty chlopcze. Maleja ci oczy z
wieczornym przypltywem. Dawno oduczono mnie wyciggac
rece, wiec kiedy wracam do domu przypadkowym taksi, mysle o
catowaniu, mysle o peronach, na ktérych moglibySmy sie zegnac,
gdyby$my jakim$ cudem jednak sie spotkali.

Och, to nie przesada - czuje wole boza w te zorzyste noce.
Lecz w moim domu susza i zwiedte paprotki, nikt tu nie zachodzi.
Zamkna¢ tu oczy znaczy patrze¢ na tapki z soczystg stoning,
znaczy mierzy¢ sie z okazalym pietrem, znaczy rogowaciec.
Moglbys wejs¢ we mnie tak jak w trzesawisko.

Nieparzysty chtopcze, tuz za bzem na skwerze cata moja limfa;
catun z ust dobyty.



TERYTORIUM POWIERNICZE

Sen o siedmiu gwoZzdziach w czaszce. Waham sie, bo Zadna
z mozliwosci nie jest gotowa na sens. Ojciec méwi: pomys], nie
krzyczysz. Méwie ojcu: pokrzycz nie pomysl. Mieszkam z tg kacig
tapa, ona mnie karmi.

A teraz spojrz - poderwatam do tanca siedem gwozdzi;
siedmiu chtopcéw z Albatrosa i jedna nieboszczka. Mieszkatam
nad brwig, nad sutkiem, nad mgdrym strumykiem, az nastat czas
eksmisji i wyprowadzania w pole.

A w polu zaktada sie uprzaz. Hej, uprzaz zaktada sie w polu.
Niech Zyja nieurodzaj i jatowe piaski! Niech ziarna padajg na dna
oceandw, niech stawy zajda glonami i czarng rzesa! Tutaj ziemia
stuzy jedynie do nakrycia.



LOCUS FOCUS

Miata$ racje ledwie sie przyznajac. Twoja matka z odlegtosci
zndéw obcina wlosy na bardzo krétko, chociaz jest jeszcze mtoda,
chociaz kiedy chadza do parkdw, mrowki uzywajg jej kciukow jak
gladkich drabin.

Macha do ojca, w dtoni trzyma chustke z ligniny. Wieczne
pozegnanie. Corki sg takie przemadrzate, gdy dtugo nie rodzg i
nie konczg studiéw. To nie jej przypadek, ma magisterium i dzieci,
dzieworodztwo w dziataniu.

Ale motyle z jej brzucha mieszkajg na odlegtych tgkach. Nawet
stowa tgka uzywa sie tutaj na lekkim przydechu - jak wielu innych
stéw, ktdére nie znajdg nigdy godnych odbié. Zakradaj sie do
piwnic, na strychy - na zagrzanych grzedach

nocuje twdj moll, dziewczynko. W ciemni sie trzesiesz, na
stoncu przeswietlasz te klisze. Wiec jesli rankingowa¢ strachy,
stowo maz wysunie sie wyraznie na czoto, a przez czoto przeciez
lepiej jest przeciggna¢ kosmyk,

jak wtedy, kiedy przy jakiejs poreczy chciatas sie catowac, ale
zabraklo ci, bo ja wiem, wdzieku, odwagi, zamaszystej kiecki. Och,
wiem - wolisz sama whbija¢ w siebie cho¢by wykataczki,



bo jedna wiesz, jak daleko stad do ptynnego Zycia, na ktére
nie masz zadnego dowodu. I chociaz zaktadam, ze ktamiesz -
ty ktamiesz. W jakim$ letnim parku, na fawce w poétcieniach,
grzebiesz sobie w oku zakazong drzazga

i nic sie nie zmienia.



PODRECZNA

Grudka koloru opada z oka - na szafot na szafot. Bo kiedy
kot wchodzi do 16zka z pazurami, kiedy nad kanatem dtawi sie
piskleta, jaszczurka budzi sie ze Swiezym ogonem, ktéry raczej na
nic - robi sie jasno. Cieniem sie zaston

do powiek, okruszku, rusz w miasto i w $wiat - rozejrzec
sie troche. Na barkach i rzekach pija sie teraz kawe, na trawach
krzewi rytuat. Ty sie nie zatapiesz - nic sie nie odstaje. Spojrz -
wszystko przeszto, kilka deszczy,

ksigzek, zegaréw, kilka topnien w wannie, zaciskdw w przetyku.
Byc¢ teraz u siebie w mie$cie pelnym obcych, patrzec, jak chtopiec
o za dtugich rzesach chciatby wzig¢ za reke, ale nie dosiega i wcale
mu nie wspoétczuc.

Nosi¢ z sobg studnie, najbardziej podreczna.
Korzysta¢ wedle potrzeb.
Rzucac¢ wedle snow.



PRAWO JAZDY

Dziwne te daty i dziwny las, dziwne zimowe sarkofagi mréwek
w nim. Méwisz: nikt nigdy nie umarl. Méwie: mozesz sobie
szafowac kwitnieniem glogu do wolj, nic z tego nie bedzie, lepiej
chodZmy do auta

i oprzyjmy gtowy.



ORBI

Taka sktonno$¢, ze nie docenia sie $wiatta i $wiata. Owszem,
jelen albinos drepcze przez listopad, katamarnice bywajg
inteligentniejsze niz koty i z obcego opuszka do gtebi potrafi

dotrze¢ najszczerszy skarabeusz. Owszem, deszcz na asfalcie
zmienia sie w rte¢, rte¢ w tze, 1za w sen, sen w historie o ptakach,
ktére nad temperaturg ciata krecg te wszystkie salta,

a potem dziobig cie w oczy i w usta,
we wdech i w wydech.



WARUNEK

Nu¢ mnie i kotysz. Dwie struny - zaktadki na ledZwie i znak
zapytania. Noc na oddziale, kiedy - przyznaje - bytes$ jedyna nitka,
cienka skorka, na ktorej trzyma sie strup.

Myslatam, ze odjeto mi nogi: dwa serca, dwie wyrazne radosci,
ze w pojemnikach na konicach wezy, ktére ze mnie rosty, zbieram
sie. Morfino - nie miatam z toba przyjemnosci.

Moéwie o przyznawaniu. Przyznaje - tamto krzesto trwale
zmienia znaki. Ktadtam sie, chociaz wcigz lezatam i wtedy ktadte$
sie ze mna jak w pachnace sanie. A teraz powiedz:

co to za szczescie, ktore potrzebuje
noza w plecach i wyschnietej rzeki?



WYPELNIENIE

WeZmie nas czas pomiedzy.

W $nie byl bankiet i skora - struna w plecach nie wydata
dzwieku, asfalt jeszcze nie wysechl, tort Ignat do palcow, lukier
do podbrédka. Miatas nagie piersi i splatany jezyk posrodku
przyjecia,

tanczytas, a przeciez popotudnia daje sie rodzinie. Danina,
nie dancing - kto nie wie, ten ginie lub ma sie Zle. Wiec twoje
serca petne osinowych kotkéw, wiec gtowy pod kran, kolana pod
brodke. I co by sie stato,

gdyby widzie¢ wiecej, gdyby byto jasniej? A zatem: grzeznac
oraz zwiedzac¢ parki, w metne popotudnia haftowa¢ spokoje na
obcych tamborkach, nabra¢ w ptuca prézni i zdejmowac przyktad.
Dlatego:

czas pomiedzy wypelniac najszczelniej, zeby cie nie porwat.

Ajesli porwie - ton.
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BANQUET
AND LEATHER

Translated by David Malcolm




EASTER

A start like a recipe for spring. I was going a long journey in a
fast car. Everywhere there were clouds, I appreciated the value of
the sun-roof. We passed some storks, so I said:

look, storks. He said: you’re happy like a little kid. Stupid, I said,
I'm happy like a little kid, because you’re speaking to me like to a
woman in April, be my friend, I want to be aglow from that. Then

I called the witnesses on the spot, e-mails, ballets. All in pretty
big quantities, because nothing stubbornly would do for me. Doesn’t
matter, because the calendar resurrection’s on the way

for this I'll bring the world a cheesecake.
Let them all love me, since you can'’t.



SUE RYDER FROM THE SQUARE

Sue Ryder — she encountered misfortune early on, when along with her
mother she visited hospitals and the gravely ill.

www.dom-seniora.ovh.org

Greetings to you, Sue Ryder from the square, on which no
window of mine looks out. Greetings to you, because I don’t want
to go back to my place today. You're in the snow, and 'm in a strange
kitchen, my dear Sue Ryder, in the Wild West.

Not long till hjgh noon now, so 'm meeting you, we’re meeting,
Sue Ryder, I'll bring the cigarettes. Now I'm scraping paint from the
windowsill with my nail, then I do it the other way round — do you
like manicures?

I like them though I shouldn't, since it’s possible to do so many
serious things, and here there’s the bishop’s violet in a brushstroke
across the nail bed and you have to watch out for, fear the
consequences. There awaits us, my dear, a silent cloud in the earth

- the square behind the bus stop needs work. Dear Sue Ryder, and
even then you can’t be sure, since the toilets by it will stay triangular
—someone might find that ugly photo of you on google.



Greetings to you, Sue Rider, masterless cow—girl. Already we’re
away from everywhere — the address books of mothers, our own
beds, at the ends of the nerves of enemies from many nights, of
brothers from just one.

Already we’re away from everywhere, so don’t look round, my
sad Sue Ryder,
you’re nowhere to be found.



POSSESSIONS

It was your evening, uneven boy. Your eyes get smaller as evening
comes on. Long ago I was taught not to hold out my hand, so when I
come home by some chance taxi, I'm thinking of kissing, thinking of
the platforms we could say goodbye on, if by some miracle we’d met.

Oh, no exaggeration —I feel God’s will in these bright nights. But
in my home, drought and withered ferns, no one calls by. To close
my eyes here means to look at paws smeared with juicy fat, means to
face up to the fancy floor above, means to horn over. You can come
into me like into a swamp.

Uneven boy, right behind the lilac in the square —all my lympbh,;
the shroud possessed from lips.



TRUST TERRITORY

A dream of seven nails in the skull. I hesitate — for none of the
possibilities is ready for sense. My father says: think, you don’t cry
out. I say to my father: cry out, don’t think. I live free as the wind,
she feeds me.

And now look —I've picked up seven nails for my dance; seven
guys from the Albatros and one dead girl. Ilived over brow, over tit,

over the wise stream, but the time came when they threw me out
and led me to the field.

And in the field the harness goes on. Hi hi, the harness goes on
in the field. Long live want and barren sand! May the grains fall to
the depths of the seas, may the ponds go down in algae and black
duckweed! Here the earth’s only good for covering things up.



LOCUS FOCUS

You were right barely to own up. At a distance your mother is
cutting her hair very short again, though she’s still young, though
when she visits parks, the ants use her thumbs as smooth ladders.

She waves to your father, in her hand she holds a handkerchief of
lignin. Eternal farewell. Daughters are so goddam clever, when they
don’t have kids or take a long time to graduate. Not her case, MA
and children, virgin birth in action.

But the butterflies from her belly live on distant meadows. Even
the word meadow is said here with a light breath — like many other
words that never get the right reflections. Creep off to the cellars, to
the attics — on heated perches

your a-minor molecule passes the night, girl. In the darkness you
shake, in the sun you over-expose these photos. So to rank fears —
the word husband clearly goes to the head of the line, and over the
head it’s better to draw that wisp of hair,

like when you wanted to kiss with some guarantee, but you didn’t
have any - I don’t know — charm, courage, fancy frock. Oh, I know
—you prefer to stick pins in yourself,



because you alone know how far it is to the flowing life for which
you've no proof. And though I bet you're lying — you are lying. In
some summer park, on a bench in the shade, you're poking at your
eye with the forbidden splinter

and nothing changes.



HANDY-SIZED

A clot of color falls from the widow — to the scaffold to the
scaffold. For when the cat comes to bed with its claws, when the
fledgling chokes over the canal, the lizard wakes with a new tail,
which really is no good — it gets light. Cover yourself with dark

up to the eyes, you crumb, go into town, into the world — look
around a bit. On barges and rivers, coffee is drunk now, on the
lawns ritual spreads. You will not catch yourself out — nothing can be
undone. Look —it’s all gone, some rains,

books, clocks, some drownings in the bath, fingers round the
throat. To be in your own place now in a city full of strangers, to look
on as the boy with too long eye lashes longs to take someone’s hand,
but doesn’t reach out - and not to have any sympathy at all.

To carry a well with you, best a handy-sized one.
To use it according to need.
To get rid of it according to dreams.



DRIVER'S LICENSE

Strange these dates and strange the wood, strange winter
sarcophagi of ants in it. You say: no ever died. I say: you can bang on
about the hawthorn blossoming as much as you want, nothing will
come of that, better get on to the car

and lay down our heads on the dash.



ORBI

Such an inclination — not to value light and world. Of course, the
albino stag steps through November, calamari are mostly smarter
than cats and from another’s fingertip to the deeps

the sincerest scarab can reach. Of course, rain on the asphalt
turns to mercury, mercury to a tear, a tear to a dream, a dream to
astory of birds that over the body’s temperature cut all those spins,

and then peck your eyes and lips,
your in-breath and out-breath.



CONDITION

Hum me and rock me. Two strings —trusses and a question mark.
Night on the ward, when -1 confess — you were the only thread, the
thin skin that the scabs holds on to.

I thought my legs were gone: two hearts, two clear joys, that in
the containers at the end of the tubes that grew out of me, I was
gathering. O morphine —I had no fun with you.

I'm talking about admitting. I admit — that chair is constantly
changing signs. I lay down though I was still lying and then you lay
down with me likeina fragrant sled. And now tell me:

what kind of happiness needs
aknife in the back and a dried-up river?



FILLING IT UP

It takes us — the time between.

In the dream there was a banquet and leather - the string in the
shoulders gave out no sound, the asphalt hadn’t dried out yet, the
cake clung to the fingers, the icing sugar to the chin. You had naked
breasts and a tangled tongue in the middle of the do,

youdanced, but afternoons are for the family. Tribute not fox trot
— whoever doesn’t know that dies or suffers. So your heart full of
aspen pins, so your head under the faucet, knees under the chin. And
what would happen

if you could see more, if it was brighter. And so: flounder and visit
parks, in cloudily-lit afternoons embroider peaces on others’ frames,
gather air in the lungs of the vacuum and take off the example. So:

fill up the time between as tight as can be, so it doesn’t grab you.

And if it grabs you —drown.






ON THE AUTHOR

Barbara Klicka (born 1981) is a poet and cultural animator.
Her first book was published in 2000. In 2012, she released
the volume same same, which was nominated for the “Silesius”
Poety Award in the category “Book of the Year 2012”. For the
volume nice she received the Wroctaw “Silesius” Poety Award
in the same category, as well as the Gdynia Literary Prize. She
also co-operated with the group Pochwalone on their CD Czarny
War and in the CD publishing project Nowy Tajny Detektyw. She
is editor of Cwiszn, a Jewish quarterly on literature and art. She
lives in Warsaw.



O PJESNIKINJI

Barbara Klicka, rodena 1981. godine, pjesnikinja je i kulturna
animatorica. Pjesnicki prvijenac objavila je 2000. godine. Godine
2012. javlja se knjigom same same, koja je bila nominirana za
pjesnicku nagradu Silesius, u kategoriji pjesnicke knjige godine. Za
zbirku nice istu je nagradu - u Wroctawu - i primila, a uslijedilaje i
Gdynijska knjizevna nagrada. Suradivala je s muzickom skupinom
Pochwalone na albumu Czarny War, kao i na CD-projektu Nowy
Tajny Detektyw. Urednica je zZidovskog tromjesecnika za kulturu i
umjetnost Cwiszn. Zivi u Varsavi.






IMPRESUM

Goranovo proljece
EDICIJA: Versopolis
ureonik: Marko Pogacar

LEKTURA/KOREKTURA: Ana Brnardié

CIP zapis je dostupan u racunalnome katalogu Nacionalne i
sveucili$ne knjiznice u Zagrebu pod brojem
ISBN-13:

SKUD "IVAN GORAN KOVACIC”
Zagreb, Opatovina 11

e-mail: info@igk hr

www.igk.hr

zA NakLADNIKA: Tihana Dragozet
OBLIKOVANJE KNJIGE: Bestias

TISAK:

nakLaDA: 1000 primjeraka

VERSOPOLIS of the European

kudigk N —
skud ig e st
Sadfica



