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HAVRANIJEL

Kazdu noc

ku mne prichéadza, so stazknutymi

kridlami, zmacanymi dazdom. Ja mu urobim

v posteli miesto, na stehnach pocitim

chlad jeho objatia; pokisam sa

pritisnat si k hrudi jeho €iernosmutnu hlavu.
Dlho mi trva, kym si zvyknem na tazobu, ktoru
mi dava do daru, dlho trva, kym si zohrejem
osamelé nohy. Moja bleda koza

odovzdane prijima priezraénu vlhkost vody,
havranjelich spermii a slin. Ktovie, kadial sa tulal, odkedy
zacala noc; ¢o vSetko sa mu stalo, vyvrhnutému
bez vlastnej vole do hroz Zivota. Odpustam mu
ten chlad, aj vlhkost, zbavena svojej

zvycCajnej urputnosti prijimam vsetko,

sUcitim;

usilujem sa nahmatat mu

pulz, pohladit

ustvanu siju.

Neprinasa mi ni¢, okrem slizkého,

rozlicné pachute ponukajuceho spanku,

okrem stop trpko-milostnych pokusov, ktorymi
dufa prekonat marnost

anoc.
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Rano nachadzam pri svojej hlave

jeho opfchnuté sivé pierko. Napustim si vanu,
pomaly, ako ked do hrobu na hrubych lanach
spustaju poslednu

posmrtnu ruzu, otvdram

okno.

Havranjel sa na mna pozera
z pustatiny dna;

i na poludnie v sebe citim
nase spolocné,

do neulprosného Zivota sa deruce

éierne deti.

HAVRANIJEL Il

Bezzubé Cierne dieta vo mne
sa pokusilo usmiat, ale bezvysledne.
Jeho mdly usmev sa stal usklabkom, grimasou

nechceného plodu. ZoSuverenu tvaricku naklonilo
nabok a rozplakalo sa. Plakalo vo mne strasne, triaslo sa
po celom vraskavom, nepeknom telicku, vzlykalo

mi v Utrobach, nariekalo
neznesitelne a zmietalo sa
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v horucke celt tu dlhd, dazdivu noc, ked rano

bolo davno v nedohladne a mesiac

chodil pomedzi skaly Montserratu a hrotmi bodal v3etko,
¢o sa mu zdalo este Zivé.

Bezzubé havranjelie decko mi krvacalo v s¢ernetej maternici
celt ta dIhtd noc. Preplakali sme spolu

tri nekonecné dni, kym zo mna konecne nevyslo

spolu s chuchvalcom zaschnutej krvi

ako s pozdravom od tych, ktori tak velmi chceli Zit,

az sa uplakali do vecného, hypnotického spanku,

a kym som ho nepochovala

ako drobucké maca s hviezdou na utrdpenom cielku
pod giernym, suchym, neplodnym

stromom.

HRIECH

Svetlo je Svetlom, Tien Tienom a Hriech
Hriechom, len kym na Usporiadanie Sveta
dozera Triezvost Usudku, nahliada
Straznik Rozum, len kym ma Svet

Poctivo vztycené Mantinely a Pravidla
neporusené spocivaju na jeho kadidelnici,
ktora zaberd Presne Vymedzené Miesto.
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Ale len ¢o dostane Svetlo, Tien a Hriech

do odi ten, kto vidi Svet naopak,

obratene, zdeformovane, posunuto, Sikmo, alebo jednoducho
iba trochu inak, mdze sa zrazu stat

Svetlo Tieflom,

Tien Hriechom a Hriech

Svetlom.

Ked'sa stane Hriech Svetlom, prinasa to

v usporiadani Sveta zvlastne vzrusenie.

Doteraz rovnakym sp6sobom upratané Veci

si zaénu Sepkat Nezmysly, ktoré sa stavaju
Zmyslami; s nalepkou Hmatu, Cuchu, Zraku, Sluchu
a najma Chuti Nepoznanej Rozkose. Veci

zacinaju svoje malé Bojkoty, Revolucie a Prevraty.
Veci si obliekaju Saty naopak, vymienaju si navzdjom

svoje pohlavia, gramatické (rody) aj skuto¢né (patriace Hermovi

i Afrodite). A zase naopak. A naopak.

Ale skutocne Zvlastne Veci pridu az vtedy,

ked'sa Hriechom stane

Svetlo. Vtedy blazniva hra na tretieho konci,
Triezvost Usudku sa véla v blate, Rozum

s nohavicami postihnutymi vlastnymi fekaliami bezi
kade lahsie a Pravidla

narazaju do svojich Mantinelov ako rozzurené byky
do svojich toreadorov.
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PretoZe ked'sa Svetlo stane Hriechom,

Svet stemnie a svoju nadvladu nastupi

Tiefl. Nepreniknutelnou Cerfiou zaplavi

Veci, Mantinely, Bojkoty, Nezmysly

i Zmysly; kridlami Havranjela zastrie rozdiely
medzi svetlom a Svetlom, tienom a Tiefiom,
hriechom a Hriechom. Hriech

vystupi z tmy, takmer nevideny, a bude kracat
stemnenou ulicou. Konecéne bude chvilu Tiefiom,
chvilu Svetlom,

ale najma tym, ¢im je od pociatku Sveta:
Samym Sebou. Iba
Samym Sebou.

KENTAUR

Kentaur s tajomnym, divym telom,
s¢ernetym no¢nou hudbou, s pohladom
opustenych vran na konci novembra,
prichddza

k méjmu domu, v Ustach strieborna
harmonika. Vola ma von, kentaur, vypusta
trblietavé sliny, omotava nimi ako pavucinou
rohy mojho jesenného pribytku, netrpezlivo
potriasa hlavou, dych¢i za oknami, kentaur
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bez ¢asu, bez vdle &akat,
bez tvére.

Tolkokrat som uz bola

pripravend vyjst von, do Sera zahrady,
dotknut sa jeho hrude, obzriet si tmavy profil;
tolkokrat som sa pozerala ukryta v tazkej
latke zavesov, ako sa vini v bokoch, ako mu
harmonika hadze hviezdne blesky

po srstnatom pohlavi.

Len €o sa vydam napospas jeho rukam, obleje

i mna téna ¢udnych pivnic, ¢o ho sprevadza,

po jeho bozku pocitim v Ustach

chut zdzvoru a desivého lesa, z dlane mi opatrne
vyhryzne perluy;

vratim sa pomadtena, bez vole
¢akat, bez ¢asu; ako veény pavuk

zatnem omotdvat znitra dom

temnymi slinami.

SALTO MORTALE

Salto mortale vabi neodolatelnym pachom
kvasiacich sliviek, sladkastym
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nutkanim. Len chod'a skus to: nadhera spociva
v tom, Ze nevies, ako skondis,

ked'skocis:

a o sa pri tom stane s tvojim

podivhym srdcom, ktoré napriek vsetkému
tak velmi chce citit, Ze eSte Zije,

Ze Zije velmi, Ze Zije nadoraz

teraz

a presne

ako pondusové hodiny v dome PoZi¢ajovcov.

Salto mortale je vSetko opustit a ist
inde. Bez penazi a bez domova,

bez istét. Zistit, z akého materidlu
pochdadzas; z akého kovu, papiera
alebo hliny. Salto mortale je zaklopat
na svoju vnutornu lampu. Pockat,
aky duch z nej vyjde

a i vobec.

STARE ZENY

Staré Zeny v sivych kostymoch, upotené
byvalé varovkyne, nositelky

hadov a meduz, pestovatelky vypleSivenych
medvedikov vo svojej
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vyprazdnenej maternici. Staré Zeny
bez maternice. Staré Zeny,

¢o zabudli: zbieraju

uz iba, €o je. Muchotravky

a mince, hlistocky.

Sivovlasé; nie nase matky,

nie my. Vysoké podpatky

na kréovitych nohach; tvar — posmrtna
maska Marylin.

Nie sme to my. My eSte
pravidelne pozerame do tvare
krvavému mesiacu v zdchodovej
mise. Mladost, skuéis

ako pes; odchadzas

velmi cudnou cestou.

Eva Luka

EVA

LUKA

SLOVAKIA

Eva Luka, is a poetess and a writer. She has been writing poetry from
childhood, and has won a number of literary contests for children and
adults. She studied interpreting-translating, English and Japanese at

Comenius University and then she spent eight years in Japan, studying,
interpreting, teaching English and especially working on her PhD

thesis in Japanese literature (Abe Kébd, Suna no onna, The Woman in
the Dunes, Osaka University). After her stay in Japan she spent four
years in Spain, teaching English and Japanese. She has translated a

lot of poems and short stories from English and Japanese into Slovak.
Her own first collection of poems Divosestra (The Wild Sister) was
published in 1999 and attracted the attention of readers and critics
(for this book Luka gained Rubato Award, Krasko Award, Literary Revue
Award, Halamova Award). Her second book Diablori (The Devil Tree)
was published in 2005 and the third one, Havranjel (The Ravenangel) in
2011. Luka's poems have been translated into many world languages,
including for example Hindu. She works on several prosaic books and
plans to publish a novel for children with her own illustrations. In
present she teaches at Trnava University, Slovakia.




RAVENANGEL

Every night

he comes to me with laboured

wings, drenched with rain. | make a place

for him in my bed, on my thighs feeling

the coldness of his embrace; | strive

to hug his black-sad head to my breast.

It takes so long to become used to the burden, which

he grants me as a gift, it takes so long to warm

my solitary legs. With resignation

my pale skin accepts the transparent moistness of water,
of a ravenangel’s sperm and spit. Who's to say where he wanders when
night has fallen? What might have happened to him, cast out
against his will into the horror of life? | forgive him

this coldness, this...dampness; relieved

of my daily grind | accept everything.

| pity.

I try to feel his

pulse, to stroke

his exhausted nape.

He brings me nothing, except slime,

sleep with its very own after-taste,

traces of bitter-tender efforts through which

he hopes to overcome futility

and the night.
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In the morning | find by my head

a shed, grey feather. | draw a bath,
slowly, as when they lower, on thick ropes
into a grave, a last

posthumous rose. | open

a window.

The ravenangel regards me

from the wilderness of the day;
and at midday | sense in me

our mutual,

black children pushing forward
into relentless life.

THE RAVENGEL Il

A toothless sable child inside me

tried to smile, but in vain.

Its wan smile turned to a grin, a grimace

of unwanted foetus. It leant its creased little face

aside and burst into tears. Terribly it cried inside me, shivering
all around its wrinkled, unseemly little body, sobbing

inside my vitals, wailing

insufferably and tossing

in fever all that long, rainy night, when morning

was unforseeable and the moon

walked amongst the rocks of Montserrat and with her spikes
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stabbed all
what still to her appeared alive.

The toothless ravengel‘s changeling was bleeding in my blackened womb
all night long. Together we wept through

three ceaseless days, until at last it came out of me

with the clot of curdled blood

as with the greeting from those who wanted to live so much

till they cried themselves into timeless, hypnotic sleep

and till I buried it

like a tiny kitten with a star on its harried brow
under the black, dry, fruitless

tree.

THE SIN

The Light is the Light, the Shadow is the Shadow and the Sin
is the Sin only until the Arrangement of the World

is overseen by the Sobriety of Judgement, examined

by the Guardian Reason, only until the World

has properly fixed its Limits and the Rules

unblemished rest on its censer

which takes its Clearly Defined Place.

But as soon as the Light, the Shadow and the Sin
get into the eyes of someone who views the World the other way round,
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displaced, slantwise or

simply

just a bit different, all of a sudden
the Light can become the Shadow,
the Shadow the Sin and the Sin
the Light.

When the Sin becomes the Light,

it brings into the Arrangement of the World weird excitement.
The Things, hitherto equally put in order,

start to whisper Nonsenses that become

Senses; with a label of Touch, Smell, Sight, Ear

and chiefly Taste of Unknown Pleasure. The Things

start their small Boycotts, Revolutions and Cataclysms.

The Things put on their dresses upside down, exchange

their sexes, the grammatical ones (genders) and the real ones

(belonging to Herm and Aphrodite). And again vice versa. And vice versa.

But really Weird Things come at the point

when the Light

becomes the Sin. Then the crazy game for the third one ends,
the Sobriety of Judgement rolls in the mud, the Reason

in the trousers stricken by its own excrements runs

away and the Rules

crash into their Limits like the enraged bulls

into the bullfighters.
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For when the Light becomes the Sin,

the World darkens and the Shadow

starts its supremacy. With the inscrutable Blackness

overflows the Things, the Limits, the Boycotts, the Nonsenses
and Senses; with the wings of the Ravengel covers the differences
between the light and the Light, the shadow and the Shadow,

the sin and the Sin. The Sin

gets out of the dimness, almost unseen, and walks

along the darkened street. At last for a while

it can be the Shadow, for a while the Light

but first of all it can be what it was from the youth of the world:
Itself. Only
itself.

THE CENTAUR

The centaur with a mysterious, wild body

blackened by the nocturnal music, with the sight

of abandoned crows in the end of November,

comes near to my house, in his mouth

a silver harmonica. He is calling me outside, centaur, discharging
glittering saliva, winding it round the corners of my autumn abode
like a cobweb, impatiently shaking his head and breathing greedily
behind my windows, centaur

without time, without the will to wait,

without a face.
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So many times | was already prepared

to go out, into the dusk of a garden,

to touch his chest, to have a look at his profile;
so many times | was watching, hidden in a heavy
cloth of the curtains, how he waves his hips,
how the harmonica throws starry lightenings
onto his hairy sex.

As soon as | expose myself to his hands, | too

will be circumfused with a sent of a strange cellars that hangs over him,
after his kiss I will sense

the taste of ginger and dreadful forest, from my palm

he will carefully bite out a pearl;

| will come back deranged, without the will
to wait, without time; like an eternal spider
| will start to wind the house from inside

by sombre saliva.

THE SOMERSAULT (SALTO MORTALE)

Salto mortale entices by the irresistible smell

of fermenting plums, by the sweetish taste

of urge. Just go and try it: the splendour consists
in not knowing how you perch

when you plunge,
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and what will happen with your
peculiar heart, which despite all
wants to feel badly it still lives,

it lives intensely, it lives up to stop,
now

and precisely

like the clock in the Borrowers’ house.

Salto mortale is to leave everything and go
somewhere else. Without money and without home,
without guarantees. To find out what material

you follow from; what metal, paper

or clay. Salto mortale is to knock

on your inner lamp. To wait

what kind of spirit comes from it

and if at all.

THE OLD WOMEN

The old women wearing grey suits, sweaty
former nursemaids, bearers

of snakes and medusas, foster-mothers of bald
teddy bears in their

empty wombs. The old women

without wombs. The old women

who have forgotten: they collect
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only what is. Toadstools

and small change, rain-worms.
Grey-haired; not our mothers,
not us. High heels

on varicose legs; a face — the posthumous
mask of Marilyn.

That’s not us. We still

regularly gaze into the face

of the bloody moon in the toilet
bowl. Youth, you howl

like a dog; you depart

on a very strange road.

EVA
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Poeté ir raSytoja. Raso poezijg nuo vaikystés ir yra
laiméjusi jvairiy apdovanojimy. Studijavo vertima,
astuonerius metus studijavo Japonijoje. Véliau
gyveno Ispanijoje, ten dirbo angly ir japony kalby
mokytoja. Yra iSvertusi j slovaky kalba daug poezijos
iS angly ir japony kalby. Pirmoji jos poezijos rinktiné
Divosestra (Laukinsesé) isleista 1999 m., antroji
knyga Diablor (Velnobelé) — 2005 m., trecia knyga
Havranjel (Varnangelas) isleista 2011 m. Jos poezijos
versta j jvairias kalbas. Siuo metu gyvena ir dirba

Trnavoje, Slovakijoje.




VARNANGELAS

Kasnakt

pas mane ateina apsunkusiais

lietaus permerktais sparnais. Palieku jam
patale vietos, Slaunimis jauciu

jo glébio vésg; méginu

priglausti prie kratinés litdna juodg jo galva.
llgai trunka, kol priprantu prie sunkybés, kurig
duoda man dovanai, ilgai trunka, kol susylu
vienutélaites kojas. Blyski mano oda

klusniai priima skaidry vandens, varnangelo séklos
ir seiliy drégnuma. Kas zino, kur link jis keliavo,
nakciai sutemus, kas jam nutiko, iSsviestam
nenoromis j gyvenimo pavojus. Atleidziu jam
uZ ta saltj, net uz drégme, uzgniauzusi jprastg
atkakluma priimu viska, atjauciu;

méginu uzciuopti jo

pulsg, paglostyti

pavargusj kakla.

Nesuteikia man nieko, tik gleives,

daugybe viliojancio miego prieskoniy,

tik karciy meilés pastangy Zymes, per kurias
tikisi jveikti bergzdybe ir nakt;.

Ryta randu prie galvos
iSkritusig jo pilkg plunksnele. PrisileidZiu vonig

SLOVAKIJA




pamazu, tarsi j kapa storomis virvémis
leisty kas nors paskutine
pomirtine roZe, praveriu langa.

Varnangelas zZidri j mane
iS dienos tustumos;

ir vidudienj jauciu savyje
masy abiejy
i negailestinga gyvenima besiverziancius

juodus vaikus

VARNANGELAS 11

Bedantis juodas vaikas manyje

mégino Sypsotis, bet veltui.

Blanki jo Sypsena virto vypsniu, nenorimo

vaisiaus grimasa. Pasuko iSsikreipusj veidelj

j $alj ir pravirko. Baisiai verké manyje, virpéjo

visas raukslétas, negrazus kiinelis, kiik¢iojo

mano viduriuose, nepakenciamai skundeési ir blaskési
kars¢iuodamas visa tg ilgg lietingg naktj, kai rytas
seniai buvo tolybése, o ménuo

vaiksciojo tarp Monserato uoly ir dursté smailémis viska,
kas dar atrodé gyva.
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Bedantis varnangelo vaikas kraujavo mano pajuodusioj gimdoj
visg tq ilgg naktj. Kartu praverkém

tris nesibaigiancias dienas, kol galutinai iSéjo i$ manes

kartu su isdzitvusio kraujo gniuzulu

lyg pasveikindamas nuo ty, kurie taip labai trosko gyventi,

kad verkeé iki nugrimzdami j amZing hipnozinj miegg,

kol palaidojau jj

lyg mazytj kaciuka su Zvaigzdute ant rapescio suraukslétos kaktos
po juodu nudziGvusiu bevaisiu

medZiu

NUODEME

Sviesa yra Sviesa, Seselis — Sesélis, o Nuodeme —
Nuodémeé tik kol Pasaulio Sgranga

prizitri Sveika Nuovoka, stebi

Sargybinis Protas, tik kol Pasaulis laikosi

Dorai nustatyty Riby, ir Taisyklés

netrikdomos remiasi jo smilkykle,

uZimancia Deramai Nustatytg Vieta.

Bet vos patekus Sviesai, Segéliui ir Nuodémei

j akis tam, kas regi Pasaulj atvirkscig,

apverstg, deformuotg, pasislinkusj, kreiva arba tiesiog
nors Siek tiek kitokj, iSsyk gali virsti

Sviesa Seseéliu,
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Sedélis Nuodéme, o Nuodéme
Sviesa.

Nuodémei tapus Sviesa, tai sukelia

Pasaulio sgrangoje ypatingg samys;j.

Ligi Siol tolygiai sutvarkyti Daiktai

ima SnabZdét Beprasmybes, virstancias

Prasmémis; pazenklinti Lietimo, Uoslés, Regos, Klausos

o ypac Nepazintos Palaimos Skonio,

ima kelti mazycius savo Boikotus, Revoliucijas ir Perversmus.

Daiktai apsivelka iSvirksc¢ius drabuzius, apsikeicia

lytimis, gramatinémis (giminémis) ir tikromis (priklausan¢iomis Hermiui
ir Afroditei). Ir vél atvirksciai. Ir dar atvirksciai.

Bet iSties Ypatingi Dalykai nutinka tik tada,

kai Sviesa virsta

Nuodéme. Tada baigiasi beprotiskas trecio Zaidimas.
Blaivi Nuovoka voliojasi po purva, Protas

susitepes klesnes savo paties fekalijomis sprunka
kur kojos nesa, o Taisyklés

atsidauzia j savo Ribas lyg jsiute buliai

i savo toreadorus.

Nes kai Sviesa tampa Nuodéme,

Pasaulis aptemsta, o savo valdzig jveda

Sedelis. Virte Neperregima Tamsa, uZplista
Daiktai, Ribos, Boikotai, Beprasmybés

ir Prasmés; Varnangelo sparnais jie uzgozia skirtj
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$viesos ir Sviesos, $esélio ir Sesélio,

nuodémeés ir Nuodémeés. Nuodémé

iSnyra i$ tamsos, beveik neregima, ir nuzingsniuoja
tamsia gatve. Pagaliau ji — tai Seélis,

tai Sviesa,

bet labiausiai blna tai, kas ji yra nuo Pasaulio pradzios:
Pati Savimi. Tik
Pati Savimi.

KENTAURAS

Kentauras paslaptingu, jstabiu klinu,

pajuodusiu nuo nakties muzikos, apleisty
lapkriciui baigiantis varny zZvilgsniu ateina

prie mano namy, lipose sidabriné

armonikeéle. Saukia mane laukan kentauras, tjsta
Zvilgancios seilés, apipina jomis lyg voratinkliu
mano rudeninio bisto kampus, nekantriai

purto galva, alsuoja uz langy, kentauras

be laiko, be valios laukti,

be veido.

Tiek karty jau buvau

pasiryZusi iSeiti laukan, j sodo prieblandg,
paliesti jo kratine, nuzvelgti tamsy profilj,
tiek karty stebéjau susisupusi j tamsy
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uzuolaidos audinj, kaip raito klubus, kaip jo
armonikeélé zZybcioja Zvaigzdziy atspindziais
ant gauruotos lyties.

Bet vos atsiduosiu jo ranky malonei, uZlies
ir mane lydintis jj keisty risiy Sesélis,
nuo jo bucinio pajusiu lapose

imbiero ir bauginancio misko skonj, iS delno man atsargiai

iSkas perla;

sugrjsiu iStarsyta, be valios
laukti, be laiko; tarsi amzinas voras
imsiuos raizgyti namus is vidaus

tamsiomis seilémis.

SALTO MORTALE

Salto mortale masina neatremiamu rigstanciy
slyvy kvapu, salsva

pagunda. Tik eiks, paragauk: nuostabiausia,
kad nezinai kuo baigsis,

kai Soksi zemyn,

ir kas nutiks tuomet tavo

jstabiajai Sirdziai, kuri nieko nepaisydama

taip troksta jausti, kad dar gyva,

kad labai gyva, kad gyva kiek tik einasi,
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dabar
iriSties
tarsi laikrodis su Svytuokle Skolinétojy namuose.

Salto mortale — palikti viska ir iSeiti

bet kur. Be pinigy ir namy,

be tikrumo. Jsitikinti, i$ kokios medZiagos
esi; i$ kokios geleZies, popieriaus

ar molio. Salto mortale — tai pabelsti

i savo vidinj Zibinta. Jsitikinti,

kokia dvasia is jo isljs,

ar isljs apskritai.

SENOS MOTERYS

Senos moterys pilkais kostiuméliais, prakaituotos
buvusios auklés, gyvaciy

ir medizy nesiotés, nuplikusiy meskiuky
liliuotojos istustéjusiose

savo jsCiose. Senos moterys

be jsCiy. Senos moterys

uzsimirsusios: rankioja

tik tai kas beliko. Musmires

ir monetas, kirmélaites.

SLOVAKIJA



Zilagalves; ne miisy motinos,

ne mes. Aukstakulniais apautos

méslungio traukiamos kojos; veidas — pomirtiné
Marilyn kaukeé.

Tai ne mes. Mes nuolat
tebezidrime j kruvino
meénulio veidg tualeto
kriaukléje. Jaunyste, inksti
tarsi Suo; nueini

itin keistu keliu.

Eva Luka



