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VERSOPOLIS
is a unique, Europe-wide platform.
It gives emerging European poets
the chance to reach an audience beyond
the boundaries of the language they write in
by translating and publishing their poems
and inviting them to perform at festivals.



MARIA RIDZONOVA FERENCUHOVA was born in Bratislava. She
graduated in Film Screenwriting and Dramaturgy from the Film and
TV Faculty of the School of Dramatic Arts in Bratislava (FTF v8mU);
and completed her postgraduate studies in Film History & Theory
and Sciences du Langage at the Ecole des Hautes Etudes en Sciences
Sociales in Paris. Currently, she is associate professor in the History
and Theory of Documentary at FTF vSMu. She is the editor of the
film journal KINO-IKON and translates from French (Philippe Sollers,
Jean Echenoz, Samuel Beckett, Jacques Ranciére, Paul Virilio). She
has published three books of poems Skryté titulky (Hidden Subtitles),
Bratislava: Drewo a srd, 2003, Princip neistoty (The Uncertainty Prin-
ciple), Bratislava: Ars Poetica, 2008 and Ohrozeny druh (Endangered
Species), Bratislava: Ars Poetica, 2013. Her stories, poetry and transla-
tions have been published in many periodicals and anthologies. Her
poems have been translated into French, German, Hungarian, Polish
and Ukrainian as well as English.

‘In many of my texts I deliberately use the cinematographic way of
associating or juxtaposing images. I work with pictures conceived as
“shots”, with framing, general views, close ups and so on. In my first
book, there’s residual presence of the film theory, and plenty of other
traces of my specialized readings. In the second book, these refer-
ences are less numerous. But the scriptwriter’s method is still there.

‘Frontiers of the body are limits of immediate perception. Imagina-
tion and reflection go further, of course, but the body represents to
me the primary perception, the real, if you want. But the body can
be also victim of phantom pains, the psychosomatic diseases; it can
be subject to the mind’s horsing around. This is what interests me
even more. The body is, literally, the physical presence of the subject
which means the object is the subject and vice versa.

‘But there is another problem related to the body in the poetry. The
body is often apprehended as one of the elements of “female poetry”.
It’s kind of stereotype I don't like at all. My second book is about



motherhood. Obviously I couldn’t erase or avoid the body in this
book, that’s why I tried to use it differently to disturb the stereotypical
representation of what is usually read as a typically female theme.

‘My own writing — as far as I am conscious of what influences me -
draws from several poetic contexts at the same time. Two of the most
important are defined by the paradigm of the 1960s and 1970s: the
group of French “Textualists” gathered together by the revue TelQuel
and the Slovak “Lonely runners” (Ivan Lau¢ik, Ivan Strpka and Peter
Repka) as well as the Slovak “Concretists”. French Textualists seem
to accord an ontological autonomy to the sign and the Slovak poets I
mentioned present a very concrete visual, yet intellectualist imagery.
Both deal, each in a very different way, with the notion of freedom
in / through the poetry and write in free verse. But my first book
which is widely influenced by these groups of poets is actually more
knowledgeable than spontaneous. No freedom, just circumspection.

And the second book, concerning its typographical form, is not
experimental at all. So I am afraid for me the question of freedom
is quite simple. No matter the type of verse, the poetry gives me the
freedom to code the message I need to pass on. I write poems very
rarely and admit it is a kind of therapy for me. Before 1989, the coded
poetic messages probably served a different purpose as well, but for
me the poetic code is now exclusively personal’

[The quotations are adapted from S ] Fowler’s interview with Méria
Ridzonova Ferenc¢uhovd, published online as maintenant#g in his
3:AM MAGAZINE: http://www.3ammagazine.com/3am/maintenant-
omaria-ridzonova-ferencuhova/ |



[SKRYTE TITULKY]

v meste psov

1/

krystaly vyréstli prirychlo: rozdrvit zubami,
poskrabat krk. tenkymi prstami po plitne
nezvuéne obkreslit zakruty.

tunaj$ia voda pri ceste: sndd podla starého
tajného receptu procesom ocisty zachovat kal.
pach — vola pretrvat, pach syra a ryb.

a drobné skvrnky na povrchu: ni¢ iné, nez este
vcera lahodnd potrava psov.

I/

aj mysi sa rychle:

v podzemi. vo farbich. pod sedadlom. hladaju
jest. pomedzi dva vlaky.

nacisto ohluchli: riadia sa — ako ty — chvenim
kolies a noh.

1/

posledné skrupiny. predoslych dni. (procesom
olisty zachovat kal.) v stmavnutom zrkadle
dalsia z tvojich tvari.

zakazdym patriaca k rase, ¢o zakliali.

v/

lutuje$ pomalych, vSetkych, ¢o zastali, ukdzali
dlan a nahé predlaktie, v8etkych tych, ktorym
vyklzla sikromna koza z rukédva privelmi na o¢i.
a ak sa ndhodny usmev zastavi na tebe, zostane
ndhodny.

to, ¢o nosi$ pod vlasmi,

aj tu najcastejsie oslovuju niektorym z beznych
krstnych mien.



[from HIDDEN SUBTITLES]
in the city of dogs
I/

the crystals have grown too fast: to crush between
one’s teeth, to scratch the neck. to copy the curves
on canvas silently with slender fingers.

the water here by the roadside: perhaps to preserve
sludge by the process of sewage disposal, according
to an old secret formula. the smell — the will to
survive, the smell of cheese and fish.

and small stains on the surface: none other than
yesterday’s delicious dogfood.

I/

mice are fast, too:

underground. in colours. under the seat. they seek
food. in between two trains.

they went completely deaf: guided — like you — by
the trembling of wheels and legs.

I/

the last shells. of previous days. (to preserve sludge
by the process of sewage disposal). another of your
faces in the darkened mirror.

each time belonging to a race that is enchanted.

v/

you feel sorry for the slow ones, for all those who
stopped to show their palm and bare forearm, all
those who let their private skin slip out from the
sleeve exposed to full view.

and if a casual smile stops on you, it will remain
casual.

what you wear under your hair here too is mostly
called by one of the common first names.



skryté titulky

nepovedala som to, ¢o som c¢akala: to kvoli
¢omu som zdvihla slichadlo. len som sa
smiala: medzi studenym prstom a este jednym
- medzi palcom a ukazovikom - som krutila
sklenenu stopku pohdra. pozerala na svoje
nohy ponorené do vody. zeleny odlesk:
predimenzovany pohyb: uterdk. izba. lampa.
tma.

v dvoch krajinach Ziji ml¢iaca a kri¢iaca sku-
to¢nost: pravy a lavy profil bandlnosti: a medzi
nimi tvar ¢o nepatri nikomu.

piSu sa listy a emaily bez perlete. pusta sa
striedavo potichu a nahlas rddio. vypinam
telefon. Sumenie neustiva: v dome oproti sa
rozsvecuju stile nové okna.

a/ tym istym perom, tou istou modrou farbou:
dokonca aj pismo spozndvam. pomalost stroja,
v predsunuti nohy, v spade priehlavku, v kvalite
mlc¢ania. zvuk opatrne oto¢enej strany: papier
zachyteny o okraj rukdva.

b/ nemoézem donekonecna skumat cudzie
balkény, porovnavat modru so $edou a kazdy
novy spanok utratit v prospech znepokojeného
patrania po tom, ¢i uz zmizlo aj vzdialené
upitie kopca. ¢i som ¢oraz hlbsie vo vnutri.

¢/ vlozit do obalky, predtym podpisat. topanku
ocistit najskor o obrubnik a potom o travu.
skontrolovat menovku na dverdch, zamknut za
sebou. popripade znova vyvetrat.



in the city of dogs

I didn’t say what I expected to: what I'd lifted the
receiver for. I just laughed. between one cold finger
and the next — between thumb and index — I
twisted the glass stem. looked at my feet dipped into
water. a green reflection: an excessive movement:
towel. room. lamp. darkness.

in two countries live a silent and a screaming reality:
right and left profiles of banality: and between them
a face that belongs to no one.

emails and letters are written without flourish. the
radio is switched on, by turns silently and loud. I
disconnect the phone. the noise does not subside:
more and more windows light up in the house
opposite.

a/ with the same pen, with the same blue colour:
I even recognise the writing. the slowness of the
typewriter, in extending the leg, in the slope of
the instep, in the quality of silence. the sound of a
carefully turned page: paper snagged on the edge of
the sleeve.

b/ I can’t explore other people’s balconies endlessly.
to compare blue with grey and to squander each
new sleep in a disquieting investigation, wanting to
know if the distant foot of the hill has vanished too.
if T am deeper and deeper within.

¢/ to put in the envelope, after signing. to clean the
shoe first on the kerb, then on the lawn. to check the
nameplate on the door. to lock it. possibly to air the
room again.



ak ti povedia: tragicky odcestovala,
predstavis si prinajmensom dutd expldziu,
rozhddzané nezivé casti ndbytku za$pinené
chodniky,

alebo aspon kusy zvetranej karténovej
krabice vodou nalepené na sklo,

ak ti povedia: ako prvé sa prestali pozerat
ryby, nevie§ ¢o si ma$ predstavit,

netusia, ¢o ti maju povedat,
netusia, aky to neskér moéze na teba mat

vplyv

tras mnou. prejdi ma.

po kore po svetle. prevrit ma na brucho.
stale za chodze. vloz ma medzi dve strany.
za$i. zapi ma vodou. zatulni. skolmi.
predpriprav. presko¢ v odraze.

rozpravaj o mne hocikomu. rozozen. postvi
na mna slovd. uml¢ ma. sti§ ma. nakresli ma
v ¢akdrni. zuro¢ naucené:

re¢ vykizne spomedzi nds oboch. teba
vlepujem: ... sledovat linedrny pribeh
prezitého najskor tam, kde trpne podlieha:
krajina po kataklizme, sopka . ..
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if they tell you: she left tragically,

you picture at least a dull explosion, scattered
inanimate parts of furniture, smudged pavements,
or at least shreds of a weathered cardboard box
stuck on the windscreen,

if they tell you: fish were the first to stop looking,
you don’t know what to imagine,

they have no idea what to tell you,
they have no idea what effect it can have on you
later

shake me. pass through me.

on the bark, on the light. turn me over on my
stomach. still walking. insert me between two
sides. sew me up. drink me down with water. make
me cosy. vertical. pre-prepare. jump over in the
reflection.

tell anyone about me. disperse. set words on me,
silence me. soothe me. draw me in the waiting
room. make good use of what you’ve learned:

speech slips out from behind both of us. I am
pasting you in. ... to follow the linear story of the
lived first at the place where it passively succumbs:
country after cataclysm, volcano . . .

11



v literdrnej ¢ajovni

1/ vliterarnej ¢ajovni, kde sa tesne nad podlahou
hromadi chlad: tazoba.

nad pohdrmi a vedla bzuéivych hlasov
gymnazidlnych pedagégov na doéchodku:
nemoznost pohnut plecami.

¢itam, ako sa patri: ¢itam.

uzvies, ze vo vac¢$ich mestadch vnikd re¢ do drzania
tela a chtiac-nechtiac implikuje samostatnost.

2/ presné rozmery uzkosti: ako sa nebét ur¢enia
vlastného c¢asu? isté Zeny na fotografiich z
mladosti, takd ingeborg bachmann, nedokdzu
posobit ako cudzie: ako nezname.

uz bez vone si uvedomi§ dalsiu stratu: komu si
vcera potme tisla nos na rameno, tiez uz uplynul.
dobre aj tak: z minulého sa pohyb trati a tlak na
pokozku by bol len zbyto¢ne bolestivy.

3/ noje tiaj slabo: ¢o v8etko za teba este nebolo!
priznava$ tym stvrdnuté kolend a ochabnuty
usmev, horka chut kévy, ktorej pach ulpie na
podnebi.

zostdvame sediet. este je potrebné prediskutovat,
pre¢o sa niekde stropu ustnej dutiny hovori
podnebie a inde zase paldc. a tieZ pomenovat
unavu z vlecuceho sa dna, zo spomalenych
gest, zo znehybnovaného chrbta. nakoniec sa
zhodneme, ze posta¢i akékolvek kritke psie
meno.
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in a literary tearoom

1/ in a literary tearoom where coldness gathers close
above the floor: oppression.

over the glasses and next to the humming voices of
retired grammar school teachers: it’s impossible to
move one’s shoulders.

I read the proper way: I read.

you already know that in big cities speech permeates
the posture and willy-nilly implies independence.

2/ exact dimensions of anxiety: how not to be scared
of the determination of one’s time? certain women in
photos of their youth, ingeborg bachmann, say, cannot
look foreign: unknown.

with no more smell, you'll apprehend another loss:
the one whose shoulder yesterday you pressed your
nose to in the dark, he too has passed away. Even so,
it’s all right: movement disappears from the past and
the pressure on your skin would be uselessly painful.

3/ but you also feel faint: is there anything you haven’t
been through! thus you admit to calloused knees and
a feeble smile, a bitter taste of coffee; the smell of it
clings to your palate.

we remain sitting. it’s still necessary to discuss why
somewhere the top of the oral cavity is called a roof
and elsewhere a palate. and also to name the fatigue
of the dragging day, of slowed gestures, of a stift back.
finally we agree that any short dog-name will do.

13



le dépays
(1982 - zooz)
ch.m.

vravi§, ze tykanie nema iny vyznam, nez naznacit
pripast medzi tym, ktory cestoval a tym, ¢o teraz
pise.

trifam si na zaklade spriaznenosti s tou, ¢o prave
v dialke ¢ita: s tebou.

vravis, ze tam, kde je ten, komu tykas, je cas
riekou, ¢o tedie iba v noci.

cudzie slovd su teraz tu a su tvoje: vraj $ip nema
o ni¢ jasnej$i ciel ako zivot: podstatnou je len
zdvorilost prejavena luku.

I/

pokruteny kondr je stromom prijimany presne
tak ako ten rovny. aspori napohlad. zratavas listy,
hladas hmyz.

prézdne hniezdo je v8ak v trave a vinit vietor
zase zbytoc¢né.

11/

opiera$ sa o pohlad, o hnedd, psiu, spomenies si
na arnolda, ktory sko¢il kvoli srne pod auto.

o barovu stolicku sa opriet nedd, dokonca aj
stena sa ti vyhne. spomenies$ si na srnu, ktora
pre pondrajuci sa ostrov skocila do rozvodnenej
rieky.

vinit rieku je tiez zbyto¢né.

14



le dépays
(1982 - zooz)
ch. m.

you say that being on first name terms has no other
meaning than to indicate the gap between one who
has travelled and the one who is writing now.

I am presuming on a basis of affinity with the one
who is just now reading in the distance: with you.
you say that where the person is with whom you are
on first name terms, time is a river that runs only at
night.

foreign words are here now and they are yours: an
arrow, it’s said, has no clearer aim than life: what
matters is the politeness shown to the bow.

1/

a twisted bough is accepted by the tree just like
a straight one. at least at first sight. you count the
leaves, look for insects.

the empty nest is in the grass, though, and it is
pointless to blame the wind.

I/

you rest your eyes on brown, a dog’s colour, you
remember arnold who jumped under a car because
ofa doe.

you can’t lean against a bar stool, even the wall
avoids you. you recall the doe that jumped into the
flooded river because the island was sinking.

to blame the river is pointless too.

15



eSte skor, ako si trafne§ pisat, prekrutis
sled nadychov: popries existenciu udalosti:
rozpusti§ jej hranice, lebo re¢ si vytvori
vlastné: vnuti aj nadychy, aj pevnost hlasu.
sta¢ilo by krehké:

okno, liate sklo, do ktoréhozahorucapostupne
pridava$ latky s inou teplotou topenia.

stacilo by zoradit vsetky prvé slabiky do
retazca.

potom zan prevziat zodpovednost. tisit
ho: Ze po prvom pade sa stand jeho ¢repy
nerozbitnymi.

linie zacali pricasto vybiehat z rimov, udajne
im uz doterajsie vymedzenie nestaci. farby sa
usadzaju na lubovolnych plochich. dovolia si
zasahovat do slov. rimy sa preto stahuju do
novych oblasti. to jediné, ¢o si ete udrziava
platnost, sa vraj nespdja ani s recou, ani so
zmyslami.

vektor: nosi¢: jasny smer. tazké vozidlo, ¢o sa
pokojne zabdra do rozbahnenej zeme.

16



before you dare to write, you distort the sequence
of breaths: you deny the existence of the event: you
dissolve its boundaries, because speech will create
its own: impose breaths and firmness of the voice.
what would do is a fragile:

window, moulded glass to which you gradually add
substances with different melting points.

what would do is to line up all first syllables into a
chain.

then to take over responsibility. to soothe it:
that after the first fall, its shards will become
unbreakable.

lines began to run out of the frames too often
allegedly their present demarcation will not do.
colours settle on any surfaces. they dare to interfere
in words. the frames therefore move to other areas.
the only thing that remains valid is said to be linked
neither with speech nor senses.

the vector: the carrier: the clear direction. a heavy
vehicle, calmly sinking into muddy soil.

17



poviem ta. ale akoby kresliaca ruka stile
patrila

inej, leziace telo zase hline, rozopnutej,
mikkej,

poviem: sko¢, a poviem: vidiet ta e$te bielu, z
kopca, zosikma.

neviem, kedy pi$em, a neviem, kde — priestor
je ndhodny, vytvoreny stiradnicami prstov
na klavesoch, mnohorozmerny, disociovany
pohybom, prinavracany. kde neexistuje krivka
zo$ivand perom, spojitost, kde niet hldsok
zviazovanych dychom, stdle pochybujes o
moznosti reci.

si zatial e$te vnutrom myslenia, aj tvoja koza
je tu eSte vnutrom.

18



I'll speak you. but as if the drawing hand still
belonged

to another, and the reclining body to the soil,
unbuttoned, soft,

I say: jump, and I say: to see you still white,
downbhill, aslant.

I don’t know when I write and I don’t know where
— space is random, created by the coordinates of
fingers on keys, multidimensional, dissociated by
movement, being restored. to the place with no
curve sewn by a pen, connection with no sounds
bound by breath, you still doubt the possibility of
speech.

for now, you are still the interior of thinking,
and your skin is the interior here, too.

19



[PRINCIP NEISTOTY]
svetelné mesta

I

Leto neodchddza, zostava ako zdpal na vydychanych cestéch,
teply kamen, ani stopy po krokoch (a predsa vlhky vzduch);
rany sa nehoja, rovnaky pohyb kazdé popoludnie — rukou si
z o¢i zotriet prach a olej z rozohriatych kolies. Oktober.

Ani nie ndvrat: trvanie v $trbindch — mesto si nepamita,

nechces si ani ty: stfpnuté chodidla, popraskané ruky, preco si nepriznat
7zina, pasdz, spoza rohu sa namiesto (inej) spomienky vynori

ulica. Dal$ia. Rovnaka.

A na perone $ialenec, nacisto opusteny

(nikto sa ho uz nelak4), prestupna stanica Réaumur-Sébastopol:
na samom vrchu spi ¢lovek v ponozkéch,

z jednej mu tr¢i obviz, no iba malokto si trufne zakryt nos.

Za oknom bez roliet sa ktosi opija,

celkom sdm, za oknom s roletou si premaltvam tvar,
nevetram, potichu vzyvam telefon,

az napokon zaspim.

II

Prstovy kéd, hluk, tajné vstupy, hnevat sa na seba

za bezuzdnost (v prvej chvili), za rozumnost (v druhej)

a zazlievat si samotu — akd cnost? Z hladiska ve¢nosti

je jedno, ¢i v tomto svete bok po boku s tymto telom

(alebo s inym), z hladiska okamihu: volit prazdnotu. A ¢akat.

Stard Zena, vlastne nie stard, skor uz zotletd, mozno senilnd
a mozno odjakZiva pomitend, sa vozi hore-dolu vytahom,
zdravi zosiroka, nahlas, opakuje ,dno, éno“ do nemoty,

s Gsluznym vyrazom kazdému vravi pani, pane,

a prstami detom siaha na lica.

20



[from THE UNCERTAINTY PRINCIPLE]
bright cities

I

The summer is not going, it stays like inflammation on stufty roads,
warm stone, no trace of steps (and yet humidity in the air);

wounds are not healing, the same movement every afternoon — to wipe
the dust from one’s eyes and the oil from hot wheels. October.

Not even return: continuance in crevices — the city doesn’t remember,
nor do you wish to: numb footsoles, chapped hands, why not admit —
a strait, a passage, from behind the corner surfacing instead of (another)
memory, a street. Another one. Identical.

And a madman on the platform, quite desolate

(no one is scared of him any more), change at Réaumur-Sébastopol:
on the very top a man is sleeping in his socks,

a bandage sticking out of one, but hardly anyone dares cover his nose.

Behind the window without blinds someone gets drunk,

quite solitary, behind a window with a blind I change my make-up,
I don’t air the place, I silently invoke the telephone,

till finally I fall asleep.

II

A finger code, noise, secret entrances, to be angry with oneself

for being (in the first moment) unrestrained, for being (in the second)
reasonable, and resent one’s loneliness — where’s the virtue in that?
From the point of view of eternity, it doesn’t matter whether in this
world, side by side with this body (or some other), from the momentary
point of view: to choose emptiness. And wait.

An old woman, in fact rather mouldered than old, perhaps senile
and possibly bewildered for ages past, takes the lift up and down,
greets at great length, aloud, repeats “yes”, “yes” over and over again,
addresses everyone as “madam’”, “sir” with an assiduous smile,

and touches children’s cheeks with her fingers.

21



Komusi ihlicou do zalidka, inému slovom do srdca:
karanténa, styridsat dni ticha.

Plamen, celofdn, oskvrknuta predstava,

nainfikuje$ sebou celd koloniu a ¢udujes sa,

ked'ta zatratia.

III

St domy z dreva, omietnuté alebo len oblepené platnom,
koberce namiesto stien, po kitoch kable, v skarach prach
a vietor popod dvere.

Rychlovarna kanvica, mikrovlnka, dvojplatnicka,

kto spi,

nepohne sa. Sleduje meandre, nezbada, ze na brehoch
niet zelene, nev§imne si dlazby, pokracuje dalej,

tam, kde sa jazdi na tavich,

s ruksakom na chrbte,

kde v piesku stoja sivé paneldky ako na predmesti,

len sd Zeravé,

a pod oknami stany,

fontédna bez vody a nebo v plamerioch,

chce$ sa vratit k rieke, cesty niet,

— nie vo sne, a teda vobec nie —

a pritom sta¢i len otvorit odi, utekat pozdi? stien,
horiace koberce, $tiplavy dym,

naboso bez zéster:

tie schody

este stoja.
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A pin in someone’s stomach, a word in someone’s heart:
quarantine, forty days of silence.

A flame, cellophane, a scorched image,

you infect the whole colony with yourself, and you're surprised
when they condemn you.

III

There are wooden houses, plastered or just stuck together with cloth,
carpets instead of walls, cables in the corners, dust in the joints
and the wind under the door.

A jug kettle, a microwave oven, a hot plate,

someone who sleeps,

not moving. He who follows meanders, not aware of the riverbanks
bare of green, indifferent to the pavement: who continues on
to where people ride camels

with knapsack on back,

where grey blocks of flats stand in the sand like a suburb,

only they are burning,

with tents below the windows,

a waterless fountain and the sky in flames,

you want to go back to the river, there’s no way,

— not in the dream, and therefore not at all —

you need only to open your eyes, run along the walls,

burning carpets, acrid smoke,

barefoot and apronless:

those stairs

are still there.
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