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dzisiejszej nocy po wielu wielu latach
znéw pognalo mnie bym szukal pustyni i
nie znalaztem jej

bo las zyskatl przewage

znowu zbatamucil zwigzal

skryl w cieniu $ciezki

$wiszczala noc

zapach odkrycia

potencjalnych grzybéw i

pusta bazanciarnia ciszy wszystko
ciagnelo za rece ku

ofiarowaniu cienia i las

oddechem weciskat sie w kregostup i
galeziami szemrzaca $wiadomo$¢ skrywata
szeleszczacy piasek



Zapowiedzi

W wiadomos$ciach codziennie zmienia sie polityka,

a syntaksa twarzy i lawiny zdan pozostaja na ogét takie same.

Dtugie i sliskie cielska $limakéw lezg w katuzach pod figowcami

niczym kupy czerwonych seteréw, wegierskich wyztéw.

Koniec szkoly. Popotudnie; wraz ze storicem, w dét ulicy

toczy sie toskot dzieciecych wézkéw. Krzyki dzieci i ojcow,

powrét ztocistych hord do Xanadu.

Wszystko roénie jak w mongolskim systemie wojennym,

zdzbta i $liwy, wrzawa i jabtka. Ro$nie tez sterta odpadéw lata

miedzy szopa a zywoplotem, puste i przezroczyste skorupy
arbuzéw

z kilkoma pregami, skérki pomidoréw.

Rosnie tez mnéstwo zielonych staruszek, ktére przekopuja nam
kompost

szukajac plastikowych butelek. Trafiam je dojrzatymi gronami,

a babcia grozac wytrzepuje gruby pasiasty koc.



Naczynia

Naczynia, gliniane, rozpekle,

jednak uzyteczne, dlugo stojace

na powietrzu i w deszczuy, tuszcza sie
pieknie, niczym skdra. Sa jak

czedci naturalnego przyrzadu
brzmigcego echem, ale swoim dnom
odmawiajg odzewu. Stuza

do tego by przeplywata przez nie woda
izostawala, i by jawnie

pokazywac aktywnosc ziemi,

s przeciez z niej, dzwigaja w gore
gnicie, kietkowanie, okazy roslin.

W kacie ogrodu, pod zywoptotem,
lezg puste naczynia (tu jest

ich pokdj), czekajac na wiosne
nowych udomowien, na razie

z cicha przyzywaja mech,

co$ trwalszego.



Rece cmentarzyska

Ty mnie nie kochaj.
Moje rece sq w lecie cmentarzyskiem komarow.

T. Augustincic¢

Latwo jest kogos kocha¢ kiedy nie wiesz

jak spedza ostatnie pie¢ minut przed zasnieciem,

kiedy jestes pewien ze lezy niczym aniol

a niewinny sen od razu gasi wszystkie popedy.

Trzeba jednak opijac sie mieszanka

$miechu i zdziwienia, tesknoty i wstretu,

seksu i zadanych ran. Moje rece w pazdziernikowe wieczory
sa cmentarzyskiem komaréw, te same zywe dlonie —
ktérymi niczym szafran wiosne ogarniam twoja twarz

i wszystkie miekkosci i napiecia twojej skéry -

jak usta obejmuja rece i nogi.

I powiedz mi teraz jak mnie kocha¢

skoro pieszcze cie cmentarzami,

skoro dwoma miejscami stracen prowadze cie przez mitos¢
i skrywam to przed tobg.

Czuje ze jestes mistrzem spojenia,

dlatego kocham cie majac krwawe dlonie.



Polowanie

Polowalem na zajgce

ciagle i niesltyszalnie:

celownik zabijal, ale nie bylo strzalu,
futrzane worki padaly bez odroczenia

na suchg trawe zmierzchu. Lezaly

sztywne, z otwartymi oczami, bez kropli krwi
na skurczonych ranach, wlasciwie $mieszne,
niegrozne w tej $mierci ktéra nie

zabrala im zycia, wiec bylta przezroczysta.
Mnie nie brakowalo pociskéw

ani im $mierci: stale jg produkowaly

wsréd wzgérz i parowow.

Nadchodzi jesien, pewnie dlatego.



Z Albo, Zycie w lesie

*

Przed dziesiecioma laty kupitem Zumberak. Po Chorwacji, kiedy
ulice wyraznie opustoszaly, nawet w czasie szczytu, po Stowenii,
uwazanej za wieczna. Stowenia to zawsze byta obecno$¢, promie-
niowala lesna wilgocia z zachodu, rozlewala sie pogranicznymi
polami i potokami. Ale teraz nie byla ani troche bardziej rzeczy-
wista od Wielkiej Karyntii, z ktérej czesto, razem z wiatrem szkli-
stych frontéw, zjawial sie pierwszy $nieg. Teraz promieniowala
coraz stabiej, wiec wysoko w Zumberku mozna byto zy¢ dtugo,
bez strachu. Kupitem go za dwadziescia euro i wzigtem drogi pod
swoje skrzydla, pilnowatem, by szybko i zgodnie sie rozsypaly,
odeszly, nie czyniac szkody ubocznej. Ustronne miejsce znala-
zlem wysoko w gérze pod Sichelbergiem, obok punktu, w kté-
ry, tak jak w rozpolowiony btyskawica dab, nigdy nie uderzajg
meteoryty. Mam tu dziewie¢ grzadek fasoli i pasieke miodnych
pszczol, a wieczorem stucham szelestu plomykéwek. Przygoto-
wania wykonatem porzadnie, skrzetnie, mam sie teraz do czego
odwotywaé. W konicu optacily sie ksiazki o permakulturze, zamé-
wione w necie, poki jeszcze byt. Uzasadnione okazaly sie obawy
przed orka i mocznikiem, kluczowe za$ — obudowane grzadki
i ufryzowany zywoplot. Zeby pokaza¢, kim jestem i czym jestem,
swoja ziemie ogrodzitem pasem glogu i tarning, przez cate pole,
a od lasu oddziela mnie pleciony ptot. To moja straznica. Nocg
ze zbocza, na ktérym sie zagniezdzilem, wieje pétnocny wiatr,
przynosi sktamane glosy, skraca odlegtosci. W dtugie popotudnia
staje tu wyprostowany naprzeciw cieniom, ktdre przesuwaja sie
na krawedzi pasa widocznosci. Przywitatem Jeza, letnim wie-
czorem, kiedy $wietliki, pierwszy raz widziane tu od pét wieku,
zielonymi punkcikami oznakowaly réwnine. Sunal w moja stro-
ne jak zywy kret, zgrywajac biedaka. Nie dalem sie oszuka¢, od
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dawna wiem, ze Jez to burzuj, wlasciciel wielu doméw, a tylko
z tego ubogiego czyni boga. Jednak dalem mu ogréd, dogadali-
$my sie. Wspdlnie teraz nastuchujemy halasu silnikéw na drodze
dojazdowej, noca, przy ksiezycu, razem $ledzimy przesuwanie
sie czarnego cienia wiezy przez zamkniety ogréd.
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Ostatnia kosba

Ostatnia kosba jeszcze jeden cichy rytuat.

Nie ma musu, ale jest dobrze,

a takze pieknie, bo to powrét do sierpnia,

do czasu kiedy kosba jest zarazliwa jak ziewanie,
kiedy wlaczasz silnik i ruszasz,

i kiedy pierwszy raz staniesz,

slyszysz chor silnikéw w bliskiej

odleglosci, z kazdej strony $wiata.

Wszyscy kruszymy zdzbla, udajemy stada kréw,
udajemy sasiadéw z przedmie$¢ Chicago.

Ostatnia kosba piekniejsza jest i bardziej meska:

sam w niej jestes, czesto jak mgta i zmierzch.

Robisz tym zdzbtom co$ brzydkiego i bolesnego

dla ich dobra, jak lekarz lub ojciec.

Dbasz o maszyny, kapiesz je przed snem,

wylewasz benzyne, po$wiecasz czas olejowi i blasze

jak nigdy, bo jeste$ filologiem, pisarzem i gejem. Na koniec
zamykasz drzwi na klucz, méwiac tylko ,wszystko gotowe” —
teraz moze przyjsc zima, dlugie noce wegetacji

spedzone daleko od kraju,

stad westchnienie.
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Stali$my i uzywalismy perfektu
rozmawiajac o twojej $mierci -

a wlasciwie nie o niej, bo juz sie dokonata,
uzywali$my jej plynnie jak czasownikéw.

Nalezato rozwigzac problem czy dwa

w zwigzku z siejba i wiosng, i storicem;
kilka uwag przed wyjsciem do roboty,
brak zachety to wyraz twojego zaufania.

Dopiero koto potudnia, gdy mgta ustapila,

a ty korzenie odcinales topata,

przypomniatem sobie, ze w nocy tkatem, przebudzony,
krétko, obr6ciwszy w ciemnosci smutek jak ziemie

podczas jesiennych wykopkéw; wszedt

z powrotem, w humus, niczym dzdzownica.

Teraz obaj wsuwamy dionie w ulegla ciemnosc,
wszystko sie stalo zanim co$ bylo; dobra jest ziemia.
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Wszystko powoli

W maju gatezie figowca rozkwitaja,
pod kora. Pierwszy z kolejnych zielonych pakéw
zajmuje swoje miejsce.
Mozna liczy¢
lata do przodu i az do samych korzeni.
Drzewo figowca pelne jest przyszlych wrzesniowych miesiecy
jak kolba starej strzelby pociskéw: ciezkie naboje
wystrzeliwujg i rozrywaja sie ciemne, wbijajac ptakom
pidra i $wiergot i szczescie w piers.
W niepodziurawionych jeszcze korpusach
kazda figa dzwiga wybranego owada.
W jednej zamkniety jest pajak,
w drugiej mata pregowana osa ktéra przez rok-dwa
jeszcze sie nie przebudzi, gdzieniegdzie grupka mréwek
podobnych do ziaren maku. W stodkim $nie
mruczy, wierca sie i rosna.

Wszystko to z wolna wznosi sie ku gérze,
do stonca i nieuchronnych jesieni.
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Przesuniecie ku czerwieni (1)

zytem dotad pomiedzy

kilkoma budynkami, na dwudziestu ulicach,

na trzech albo czterech hektarach lasu i tgk.

nie mysélalem - tutaj rozciaga sie bezkraj,

a do mnie nalezy jego zauwazalna czes$¢.

dlugie prostokaty zamykaly horyzont,

reprodukujac widoczng stad probke przetrzeni,

teraz, z wysokiego, ciemnego punktu widzenia,
obserwuje z brzegéw $rodek, dostrzegam

wzory powtdrzen, figury stalodci.

zle narysowany trapez miasta stad do rapskiej,

od niej do meczetu, a stamtad

do jakiej$ kropki na wschodzie (szuka sie kqta
naprzeciwko znanego a) i znéw do pokoju w ktérym

na krétko jestem, zamkniety i spokojny, patrze

przez szerokie okna. 6w model niezliczong ilo§¢

albo troche mniej razy, powtérzy sie, by stworzy¢ miasto.
dopiero z wysokich miejsc, przy krétkim zoomie,
stanie sie jasna powielalno$¢ przestrzeni.

w nieskoniczono$¢ stwarzanych bedzie kilka budynkéw,
dwadziescia ulic, trzy albo cztery hektary lasu i fak.

w nieskonczono$(¢ te fabryki zaréwek, ktére

w tej jednej wyjatkowej magmie splatanych swiatel beda
kazdego wieczora wyczarowywac¢ zachéd

15



Mam niezalatwiong sprawe z miastem,

to znaczy, ze za dnia nie jesteSmy w stanie

powiedzie¢ sobie wszystkiego. Nadrabiam to, chcac

nie chcac, w nocy, gdy podejdzie do mnie zywoplot

i wzgdrza zaczna staczac sie pod nogami.

Znajdzie sie tu duzo wejs¢ ulic sklepieni arkad

znajdzie tez duzo brazu, zielonego od wilgoci mroku

w rzadko koszonych parkach.

Wciaz mnie wysyta od fasady do fasady

niedogodnie splecionymi liniami tramwajéw

i czesto w zupelnie nieznanych jezykach

zapisuje nazwy budynkéw i placéw.

Toczy mnie po chodnikach, podrzuca pod bramy,

skrywajac jednak wewnetrzne podwdérka -

dowdd ze miasto moze $ni¢ gteboko, skoro ja

zmierzam chwiejnie dokad musze pokonujac chodniki i przejscia
podziemne.

A rano sklania mnie do $miechu

i drwiny, wiem, butnie pomnaza sie

we mnie przez cala noc, zastania oczy, szerzy propagande,

chcac stac sie wiekszym czarniejszym bardziej przepastnym

wznosi¢ sie w nieskoniczono$¢, w daremnym zludzeniu.
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Niekiedy zmienia sie w Sofie,

Bukareszt, Ruse, w Debreczyn,

dawno temu kochalo Paryz.

Jednak zawsze zostawia wystarczajaco duzo dziur
ktére zdradzajg ze to maska.

Za przegnilymi blaszanymi parkanami
rozwtéczonymi na kilometry,

oazy mroku i chwastéw, pelne zwiru kaluze
opasane oponami, brudne

od osadéw nocy; one i mury

na skraju zatoki

na koncu ulic

szorstkie s3, nie mozna wejs¢

ani wyj$¢, nie tamia sie

nie tamig dzwiekéw upiornie

obecnych we $nie. I tu

odkrywam stabos¢: miasta nie zbudowano
dalej. Reszty nie ma.

Brakuje kody.

Jego gre ogranicza $wiadomo§¢

ze noca szybko pedzi na przekdr jesieni

i mysl ze spakowanych ma

wystarczajaco duzo ulic. Stukam w abazur
ibudze sie odnowiony.
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Niekiedy uswiadamiam sobie policzalno$¢ spotkan i to mnie wpe-
dza w rozpacz. Zasmucaja mnie fragmenty przestrzeni, a takze
miasta, ktore, jesli bede mial powazne powody, by sie zmieni,
beda musialy na zawsze zosta¢ takie same, takie same w trzech
czy czterech momentach spotkan: o széstej, o dziesiatej, o trze-
ciej, o 6smej. A potem koniec, nie bedziemy miec wiecej okazji sie
dotkna¢, ale pewnie one beda mialy te mozliwos¢ gdzies indziej
w jakims$ punkcie czasu (ktéry wynika z przestrzeni), by pozosta¢
takimi samymi. (One nie sg, one istnieja). Gleboko z6ite popotud-
niowe niebo, tu gdzie nie ma nic poza skorupa miasta — popotu-
dnie i okna, odbijajace sie w nich metne chmury. Nie wiem, co
poczng beze mnie; wazne, ze nie wiem, nie ja. Czy bedzie miata
na nie wplyw zmiana p6r roku (ktéra jest powodem burzliwej
dyskus;ji), czy 6w paryzanin, ktérego na poczatku stulecia zosta-
witem wczesnym jesiennym popoludniem w cichej Slepej uliczce
na skraju miasta, by kopatl kanaly odprowadzajace, kopatl i wyko-
pal, czy bedzie potrzebny obiad, czy bedg chcieli w ogéle i z kim
rozmawiac? A najbardziej — czy znajde go o szdstej, o dziesiatej,
o trzeciej, o 6smej, i bedzie miat mi co$ do powiedzenia, ztamie
sie, wystrzeli jak §wit? Zawsze szukam czego$ wiecej niz scripted
NPC, oni doskonale wymkneli sie czasowi, ale nie smutkowi, gle-
bokiemu smutkowi. Nie wiedzg, co to akcjaireakcja: ten niedosta-
tek otwiera im na o$cierz spizarnie tesknoty. Sg dowodem mojego
dziecinstwa, jego twarzy i minionych lipcéw. Ich meka z powodu
nieswiadomo4ci cierpienia jest duzo wieksza niz ludzka, powiada
Nietzsche, a ja wtedy wypijam kieliszek, wybieram jedyna niebez-
nadziejna opcje na koniec rozmowy, odchodzac tak, godzinami,
tygodniami, pézniej przychodzac. Ich meka z powodu nie$wia-
domosci cierpienia jest duzo gorsza niz ludzka, tak jak w dzie-
cinistwie, o széstej i o dziesiatej, strzele jezykiem, wypije do dna
i, powiedzmy, wyjde.
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Niekiedy wyobrazam sobie szesciany, dtugie, biate, widoczne,
ze wszystkich stron mozna je obejs¢,

godne niewyraznych szkicéw do stworzenia miasta.

Nigdy jednak nie wchodze;

chetniej btadze po kamiennych $ciezkach stonecznie
chlodnych, ktére zazwyczaj

otwieraja sie z prawa wobec dalekich réwnin pelnych

wiatru.

Dlugo obchodze wielkie fundamenty tych budowli
ktore sa czescia reliefu,

wzgbrza, zbocza, uskoki drég w chaszczach

spietych kamiennym mostem.

Blogi to kraj gdzie storice nawarstwia sie w powietrzu
wolnym od jakiegokolwiek dzwieku,

a dotyk mistrzowskiej reki czlowieka daje

spokdj.

Archaiczny cokoét przy gérskiej drodze za miastem
dawno poddat sie winorosli:

grube grona leza w napecznialym $wietle

W cieniu surowego granitu,

zakrzywiaja promienie ostrego storica we wtéknach
ktére wypelniaja je sokiem.

Tak ze doskonale gasza pragnienie w drodze do
rana.
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tonight after years and years I

was led once more to look for the desert
and [ haven’t found it again

the forest took over

again it seduced tied up

darkened the paths and

buzzed in the night

the smell of finding

possible mushrooms and

an empty pheasantry of silence all

dragged me by the hand to where

shadows spread and the forest

breathily entered my spine

hiding with branches awareness with murmurs
soughing sands
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Adumbrations

In Daily News daily politics shift,
while the syntax of faces and hordes of sentences remains
largely the same.
Long and slippery slugs lie in the puddles under the figs
like a heap of turds left by red dogs, Hungarian Vizslas.
School ripens. In the afternoon, together with the sun, down
the street
rolls the rattle of perambulator wheels. The shouts of kids
and fathers,
the return of the golden hordes to Xanadu.
Everything grows in accord with the Mongol system, by tens,
grass and plums, apples and uproar. The mound of summer
waste
grows as well, between the shed and the hedge, the hollow
and translucent
watermelon rinds, the skins of tomatoes.
The host of green old ladies who rummage through our
compost heap
in search of plastic bottles. I pelt them with ripened grapes,
while Grandma already shakes out, threateningly, her thick
blanket with zebras.
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Pots

Pots, earthen, cracked,

reusable nonetheless, lying long

in the rain and open air, flake

beautifully, just like skin. They function

as parts of a natural

echoing machine, reflecting responses
with their bottoms. Their use

is for water to pass through them

and to linger inside, and for demonstrating
clearly the roles of earth,

since they were made of it, lifting up

rot, germination, specimens of plants.

In a corner of the garden, under the hedge,
lie empty pots (here

is their room), waiting for spring

to be housed anew, until then

calling softly for moss,

something more permanent.
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With Hands-Graveyards

Do not love me.
My hands are a summer graveyard of mosquitoes.

T. Augustincic¢

It’s easy to love someone when you don’t know

how he spends the last five minutes before going to bed,
when you firmly believe he lies down angelically,

an innocent sleep quenching all his urges.

One has to be always drunk, however, with blends

of laughter and indignation, of longing and disgust,
of sex and wounding. In October evenings my hands
are graveyards of mosquitoes, the very living palms
with which I, as a crocus does spring, cup your face
and all your softnesses and firmnesses,

as a mouth enfolds members.

Now you tell me, How can you love me,

when [ caress you with graveyards,

when I'lead you through love across two killing fields
hiding this from you?

I sense that you're a master of merging,

that’s why I love you with bloodstained palms.
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The Hunt

I hunted hares

abundantly and inaudibly:

the crosshair killed, there were no shots,

furry bags fell promptly down

on the parched grass in the dusk. They remained
stiff, eyes open, with not a drop of blood

on their clenched wounds: in fact ridiculous,
innocuous in their death which had not

taken over life, and so was see-through.

I did not run out of bullets,

and neither did they of death: they produced it constantly
in ditches and on mounds.

Autumn is falling, it'll be that.
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From Or, A Life in the Woods

*

Ten years ago I bought Zumberak. After Croatia, when streets
had grown rather empty, even at peak hours, after Slovenia,
which had been considered eternal. Slovenia had always been
a presence”, the dampness of her forests radiating from the
west; she used to bleed across the fields and streams in the bor-
derlands. But now it was no more real than Great Carantania,
from which snow would often come, carried by the wind, borne
on cold, glassy fronts. Now she radiated less and less, so that
high up in Zumberak one could live long without fear. I bought
it for twenty euros and took the roads into my care - I took care
they should decompose swiftly and appropriately, disappearing
without making any further damage. I found a secluded spot
far up near Sichelberg, a point where no meteorites ever strike,
alike to an oak tree split by lightning. There I have nine bean-
rows and a hive for the honey bee, and in the evening I listen
to the rustle of barn owls. The preparations were done thor-
oughly, so now I have something to rely on. Now those books
on permaculture, ordered on the Internet while it still existed,
finally pay off. Fears about ploughing and urea are shown to
have been justified, raised beds and mixed hedges are proven
to be crucial. In order to assert myself, I wall my land in with
a belt of dogwood and blackthorn, all the way across the field,
while from the woods I am separated by a woven fence. Here is
where I stand guard. At night, down the slope at whose foot
I have nestled there blows a light northern wind, bringing false
voices, reducing distances. Hear I stand upright in long after-
noons, announcing myself to the shadows moving at the edge
of my field of vision. Here I welcomed Hedgehog, that sum-
mer evening when fireflies, seen for the first time after half
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a century, were defining the plane with their green points. He
dragged himself towards me like a living molehill, pretending
to be a broken fellow. I did not let myself be fooled, I'd known
for long that Hedgehog was a bourgeois, that he owned mul-
tiple houses while glorifying that single little one. I did give
him the garden, though; for that we struck a bargain. Together
we wait to hear the noise of an engine on the drive, together,
at night, under the moonlight, we observe the passage of the
tower’s black shadow across the closed garden.

* Slovenia always a presence:

the humid allure of its forests

an asset in the west.

Slovenia you could always count on
and had to account for.

The closer to the border,

the more of it in the soil

and in the waterways

a breath of foreign.

We've made it mystic, have been doing so;
at all times we've been

wary and keen,

Slovenia always a being.
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Last Mowing

The last mowing another quiet ritual.

It is not obligatory, but it is good,

and pleasant too, because it re-enacts August,

the time when mowing is as contagious as yawning,
when you start the engine and begin,

and when you stop for the first time

you hear the entire motor choir from the near
distance, from all the four corners of the world.

All of us conquering grass, playing cows,

playing neighbours in the suburbs of Chicago.

But the last mowing is beautiful and manly:

you are alone in it, it’s often dusk and there’s fog.

You do something unpleasant and painful to the grass

for its own good, like a doctor or a father.

You take care of the machine, you clean it before it sleeps,

you pour out the petrol, dealing with — as you never do,

since you are a philologist, a scribe and gay - oil and steel. In the
end

you lock the door, breathing out an “everything’s ready” —

now winter may come, now the long nights without growth

spent far away from the earth,

that’s why you sigh.
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We were standing and using past tense

talking about your death —

in fact not about that, since it had already happened:
that one we’'d mastered as fully as we did verbs.

An issue or two wanted solving

related to sowing and spring, and sunlight;

a couple of remarks before setting off to work,

the absence of encouragement your way to show trust.

It was only around noon, after the fog,

while you were cutting roots with a shovel,

that I remembered I cried, also, at night, awoken,

briefly, having turned over the sorrow in the dark like the earth

during autumn digging; it went

back into the humus, like an earthworm.

Now we both push our hands into the supple darkness,
everything’s happened while it still hasn’t; earth is good.
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Everything in Time

In May the fig tree blooms within its branches,
under the bark. The first rank of green belly buttons
comes, therefore, up front.
One can count
the years in advance, all the way down to the roots.
The fig’s wood is full of future Septembers
like the butt of an old gun is of ammo: heavy bullets
fly out and darkly burst, driving feathers and chirping and mirth
into the chests of birds.
In bellies yet unpunctured
each fig carries a bug of its choice.
In one of them a spider is hidden,
in another a tiny, stripy wasp that will not wake
for a year or two more; in some there’s a group of ants
much like poppy seeds. In their sweet sleep
they mutter, shift and grow.
All of this slowly rises up
to the sun and the shade of imminent autumns.
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Redshift (1)

I have lived until now among

a couple of buildings, on some twenty streets,

on three or four hectares of woodland and meadow.

I never thought: vastnesses are over there,

and a considerable part of them belongs to me.

long have rectangles encircled the horizon,

reproducing the specimen of space visible from here.

now, from this high, dark viewpoint,

I observe the centre from the margin, I perceive

the patterns of repetition, the forms of permanence.

roughly sketched, the trapeze of the city from here to rapska

street,

from it to the mosque, from there

to a point in the east (find the angle

opposite the known a) and again to the room where,

momentarily alone, locked up and calm, I'look

out of the wide windows. the trapeze will be repeated

infinite times, or a couple fewer, in order to create the city.

it is only from high places, at a small zoom,

that the generic quality of space becomes apparent.

there will be spawned endlessly that couple of buildings,

some twenty streets, three or four hectares of woodland and
meadow.

endlessly those light-bulb factories which,

with their lights fused together into a single copper smudge,

every evening will constitute the west
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I have an unsolved issue with the city,

that is, I think that during the day we’re unable

to tell each other everything. I make up for it, willy

or nilly, at night, when the hedges draw closer

and the hills start rolling beneath my feet.

There’s usually a lot of drives streets vaults arcades

also a lot of bronze, made green by the wet darkness

in the seldom mown parks.

It keeps sending me on errands from facade to facade

by inconveniently connected tram routes

and often it spells out the names of buildings and squares

in completely arcane languages.

It rolls me down sidewalks, chucks me over to entrances,

hiding, nonetheless, its inner courtyards —

the proof that it can dream lucidly, while I

clamber where I have to through passages and underpasses.

And then in the morning it makes me laugh

and deride it, because I know that it multiplies braggingly

in me all night long, pulling wool over my eyes, blaring
propaganda,

trying to appear larger blacker deeper

to build infinitely, illusively in vain.
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Sometimes it’s disguised as Sofia,
Bucharest, Ruse, as Debrecen,

along time ago it was fond of being Paris.
Always, however, it leaves enough loopholes
that betray it as a mask.

Behind the rotten iron fences

spanning for kilometres,

oases of darkness and of weeds, gravel pools
padded with tyres, murky

with the sediment of night; they and the walls
on the margins of the bays

of the ends of streets

are rough-hewn, they can be neither entered
nor exited, they do not break

nor do they break the sounds that are eerily
present in the dream. And here

is where I discover its weakness: the city has not
built itself further — the rest is not here -
there’s a lack of code.

Its game is curbed by the awareness

that nights fly by in spite it being autumn
and by the thought that it’s prepared
enough streets. I knock on the screen

and slyly wake.
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Sometimes I remember the fact that meetings are numbered,
and that makes me sad. I am made sad by the fragments of space,
therefore of the city, that, while I will have all the reason to be-
lieve that 'm changing, will have to remain always the same,
same in all the three or four points of visit: at six, at ten, at three,
at eight. And then that’s it, we’ll have no more chance to touch
each other, although they might have the chance, somewhere
and up to a certain point in time (which is a product of space), to
be same. (They do not be, they same.) A deeply yellow afternoon
sky where there is nothing but a husk of the city — afternoon
and windows, afternoon and windows, blurred sheep-like clouds
reflected in them. I do not know what they’ll do without me; the
important thing is not knowing, not I. Will they be affected by
the changing of the times (the change being a matter of heated
debate), will that Parisian whom I left, at the beginning of this
century, on an early autumn afternoon in a quiet cul-de-sac on
the edge of the city’s centre to dig trenches for drainage pipes dig
and dig out, will he need some lunch, will he ever talk to anyone
again? Above all - will I find that at six, at ten, at three, at eight
he will have something to say to me, will he break, break like the
day? I always ask more of scripted NPCs, but they have escaped
time perfectly, not escaping sadness, though, a deep sadness.
They do not know about action-reaction: that lack opens up for
them the copious reservoirs of melancholy. They are the proof of
my childhood, of its faces and its Julys. Their suffering, because
they are not conscious of suffering, is far greater than that of
men, says Nietzsche, and then I down my drink, pick the only
non-impasse option on the conversation wheel, leaving still,
coming back hours later, or weeks, Their suffering, because they
are not conscious of suffering, is far greater than that of men,
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just like in my childhood, at six and at ten, [ smack my lips, down
the drink and let’s say leave.
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Sometimes I dream of cubes, long and white, diaphanous,
approachable from all sides,

worthy of colourless sketches for the creation of a city.
Never, however, do I enter,

preferring to roam the rocky paths, sunny-

cold, which usually

open to the right onto distant plains full of

wind.

Long I circumambulate the spacious plinths of those buildings
which are a part of relief —

of hills, slopes, roads cut through the macchia

connected by a bridge of stone.

It is a gentle country, where sun settles slowly in the air

free of any sound,

and touches of human craftsmanship only add

peace.

The archaic parapet along the road by the buildings
surrendered itself to grapes long ago:

plump berries lie in the cracked light

and shadow of the stern granite,

bending the rays of the long sun into strings

that enrich them with juice,

so that they perfectly quench my thirst on the walk towards
dawn.
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nocas sam nakon godina i godina
opet odveden traZiti pustinju i
nisam je nasao iznova

je $uma odnijela prevagu

opet je zavela zavezala

zamracila staze i

zujala no¢.

miris nalaska

mogucih gljiva i

prazna fazanerija tiSine sve

vuklo za ruke prema

pruzanju sjene i Suma se

dahom stiskala u ki¢mu i

granama svjesnost mumljanjem $ustavi
skrivala pijesak
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Nagovjestaji

Na Dnevniku se mijenjaju dnevne politike,

a sintaksa lica i hordi recenica ostaje pretezno ista.

Dugi i skliski puzevi golaci leze po lokvama pod smokvama
nalik na govna crvenih pasa, madarskih viZli.

Dozrijeva §kola. Popodne, zajedno sa suncem, niz ulicu
kotrlja se tropot kotaca dje¢jih kolica. Urlici djece i o¢eva,
povratak zla¢anih hordi u Xanadu.

Sve raste po mongolskom ratnom sistemu, na deset,

trava i 8ljive, galama i jabuke. Raste i hrpa otpada ljeta
izmedu $upe i Zivice, prazne i prozirne ljuske lubenica

sa sve manje prugica, kozZice rajéica.

Raste i mnoétvo zelenih starica koje nam ruju kompostiste
traZzedi plasti¢ne boce. Gadam ih sazrelim bobama,

a baka ve¢ prijetedi istresa debelu deku sa zebrama.
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Posude

Posude, zemljane, napukle,
ipak upotrebljive, dugo stojece
na zraku i kisi, ljuste se

lijepo, kao i koza. Djeluju

kao dijelovi prirodnog stroja
za odjekivanje, svojim dnima
odbijajudi odzive. Sluze

tome da voda kroz njih prolazi
izaostaje, i da naocigled
pokazuju funkcije zemlje,
buduéi od nje, dizudi gore

truljenje, klijanje, primjere bilja.

U kutu vrta, pod Zivicom,
leze prazne posude (tu je
njihova soba), ¢ekaju proljece
novih udomljenja, dotle
potiho zazivajuéi mahovinu,
nesto stalnije.
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Rukama grobljima

Ti nemoj mene voljeti.
Moje su ruke ljetno groblje komaraca.

T. Augustincic¢

Lako je nekoga voljeti kad ne zna$

kako provodi zadnjih pet minuta prije spavanja,
kad si uvjeren da lijeze andeoski

i da mu nevini san odmah gasi sve nagone.

Treba se, medutim, opijati smjesama

smijeha i snebivanja, ¢eZnje i gadenja,

seksa i ranjavanja. Moje su ruke u listopadske veceri
groblja komaraca, oni isti Zivi dlanovi

kojima ti, kao $afran proljece, obuhvacam lice

i sve tvoje mekosti i napetosti,

kao $to usta obujme udove.

I hajde sad reci kako me voljeti

kada te milujem grobljima,

kada te dvama poljima strati§ta vodim kroz ljubav
ikrijem to od tebe?

Slutim da si majstor stapanja,

zato te i volim krvavih dlanova.
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Lov

Lovio sam zeceve

obilno i ne¢ujno:

ni$an je ubijao, nije bilo pucnja,
krznene su vrece padale bez odgode

na suhu travu sumraka. Ostajali su
kruti, otvorenih o¢iju, bez kapi krvi

na stegnutim ranama, zapravo smijesni,
neopasni u toj smrti koja nije

preotela zivot, pa je bila prozirna.

Meni nije nestajalo metaka,

a ni njima smrti: stalno su je producirali
po humcima i jarcima.

Spusta se jesen, bit ¢e da je to.
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1z lli, Zivot u Sumi

*

Prije deset godina kupio sam Zumberak. Nakon Hrvatske, kad
su ulice znatno opustjele, ¢ak i u vrijeme $pice, nakon Sloveni-
je, smatrane vje¢nom. Slovenija je uvijek bila prisutnost, zracila
$umskom vlagom sa zapada, $irila se pograni¢nim poljima i po-
tocima. Ali sada nije bila nista stvarnija od Velike Karantanije,
iz koje je Cesto, po vjetru, na staklastim frontama dolazio prvi
snijeg. Sada je zracila sve slabije, pa se visoko u Zumberku mo-
glo pozivjeti dugo, bez straha. Kupio sam ga za dvadeset eura i
uzeo ceste pod svoje, pazio da se brzo i primjereno raspadnu,
da odu ne pravedi dodatnu $tetu. Skrovito sam mjesto nasao
daleko gore kraj Sichelberga, to¢ke u koju nikad ne udaraju me-
teoriti, kao ni u munjom raspolovljen hrast. Ondje imam devet
redova graha i ko$nicu mednih péela, a naveler slusam $ustaj
kukuvija. Priprema je rijeena dobro i detaljno, sada se imam na
$to pozvati. Sad su se najzad isplatile knjige o permakulturi, na-
rucene preko neta, dok ga je jo$ bilo. Opravdanim su se pokazali
strahovi od oranja i ureje, klju¢nima su ispale uzdignute gredice,
kombinirane Zivice. Da pokazem tko sam i §to sam, svoju sam
zemlju ogradio pojasom sviba i trnine, sve preko polja, dok me
od $ume odvaja pleteni plot. Tu je moje mjesto straze. Nocu s
padine u kojoj sam se ugnijezdio popuhuje vjetar sjeverac, do-
nosilazne glasove, smanjuje udaljenosti. Ovdje uspravan stojim
u duga popodneva, dajudi se na znanje sjenama koje se kre¢u na
rubu pojasa vidnosti. Ovdje sam docekao JeZa, one ljetne veceri
kada su krijesnice, prvi put videne nakon pola stoljeca, zelenim
toctkama definirale ravninu. Vukao se prema meni kao zivi krti¢-
njak, glumedi jadnika. Nisam se dao zavarati, odavno znam da
je Jez burzuj, da je vlasnik vise kuc¢a dok od jedne bijedne pravi
boga. Ipak sam mu dao vrt, za nj smo se pogodili. Zajedno sada
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i8¢ekujemo buku motora na prilaznom putu, zajedno nocu, pod
mjese¢inom, pratimo prelazak crne sjene tornja preko zatvore-
nog vrta.
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Zadnja kos$nja

Zadnja kosnja jos jedan tih ritual.

Ne mora se nuzno, ali je dobro,

ailijepo, jer vraca u kolovoz,

vrijeme kad je ko$nja zarazna kao i zijevanje,
kad upali$ motor i krenes,

a kad prvi put stanes,

¢ujes ¢itavi motorni zbor iz bliske

daljine, od svake strane svijeta.

Svi svladavamo travu, igramo se krava,
igramo se susjeda u predgradu Chicaga.

Zadnja je ko$nja ljep$a i musgkija:

sam si u tome, Cesto je magla i sumrak.

Obavlja$ nesto travi ruzno i bolno

u njezinu korist, kao lije¢nik ili otac.

Vodis racuna o stroju, kupa$ ga pred san,

izlijevas benzin, bavis se, kao §to se ne bavi§ nikad,
jer si filolog, pisar i gej, uljem i ¢elikom. Na kraju
zaklju¢ava$ vrata, izdi§uéi jedno ,sve je spremno” —
sad moze zima, sad mogu duge no¢i bez rasta
provedene daleko od zemlje,

odatle uzdah.

50



Stajali smo i koristili perfekt
razgovarajucdi o tvojoj smrti —

zapravo ne o njoj, jer se ve¢ bila dogodila,
njome smo baratali te¢no kao glagolima.

Trebalo je rijesiti pitanje-dva
u vezi sjetve i proljeca, sunca;
nekoliko napomena prije odlaska na rad,
izostanak hrabrenja tvoj je izraz uzdanja.

Tek oko podneva, poslije magle,

dok si lopatom rezao korijenje,

sjetio sam se da sam nocu i plakao, probuden,
kratko, prevrnuvsi tugu u mraku, kao i zemlju

pri jesenskom kopanju; usla je

natrag, u humus, kao gujavica.

Sada obojica guramo $ake u podatnu tamu,
sve se dogodilo dok jo$ i nije, dobra je zemlja.

51



Sve polako

U svibnju smokva cvate u granama,
ispod kore. Prvi od nizova zelenih pupaka
dolazi, dakle, na red.
Mogu se brojati
godine unaprijed, sve dolje do korijena.
Smokvino drvo je prepuno buduc¢ih rujnova
kao kundak stare puske metaka: tegka zrna
izlije¢u i praskaju tamna, zabijajudi pticama
perje i cvrkut i srecu u prsa.
U jo§ neprobusenim trbusima,
svaka smokva nosi kukca po izboru.
U jednoj je zapretan pauk,
u drugoj je mala i prugasta osa koja se godinu-dvije
jo§ nece probuditi; ponegdje grupica mrava
nalik na sjemenke maka. U slatkom snu
mrmljaju, meskolje se i rastu.

Sve se to lagano podize gore,
k suncu i sjeni neumitnih jeseni.
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Pomak prema crvenom (1)

zivio sam dosad izmedu

nekoliko zgrada, na dvadesetak ulica,

u tri ili ¢etiri hektara §ume i livada.

nisam mislio — u onom je smjeru prostranstvo,
ameni ga pripada zamjetan dio.

dugo su pravokutnici zaokruzivali obzor,
reproducirajuéi odavde vidljivi uzorak prostora.
sada, s ovoga visokog, tamnoga gledista,
promatram s rubnika srediste, uvidam

$prance ponavljanja, oblike stalnosti.

lose iscrtan, trapez grada odavde do rapske,

od nje do dzamije, odande

do neke toc¢ke na istoku (traZi se kut

nasuprot poznatog a) pa opet do sobe u kojoj,
zakratko sdm, zaklju¢an i miran, motrim

kroz giroke prozore. on ¢e se bezbroj,

ili ne$to manje puta, ponoviti, kako bi stvorio grad.
tek ce s visokih mjesta, pri malome zoomu,

postati jasna generi¢nost prostora.

unedogled ¢e se nastvarati nekoliko zgrada,
dvadesetak ulica, tri ili ¢etiri hektara sume ilivada.
unedogled onih tvornica Zzarulja, koje Ce,

ujednu jedinstvenu bakrenu mrlju stopljenih svjetala,
svake veceri ¢initi zapad
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Imam nesto nerijeseno s gradom,

odnosno, mislim da danju nismo u stanju

redi si sve. Nadoknadim, ho¢u

ili necu, nocu, kad mi se primaknu Zivice

ibrda se po¢nu kotrljati pod nogama.

Bude tu podosta prilaza ulica volti arkada

bude i podosta bronce, zelene od vlaznog mraka
u rijetko kosenim parkovima.

Stalno me $alje od procelja do procelja
nezgodno vezanim linijama tramvaja

i Cesto sasvim neznanim jezicima

ispisuje nazive zgrada i trgova.

Valja me po ploé¢nicima, dobacuje haustorima,
krijuéi ipak unutarnja dvorista —

dokaz da on moze sanjati lucidno, ako veé ja
bauljam kud moram kroz hodnike i pothodnike.
I onda me ujutro tjera u smijeh

iu podsmijeh, jer znam da se hvalisavo mnozi

u meni cijele nodi, zamazuje mi o¢i, trubi propagandu,
trudedi se napraviti ve¢im crnjim dubljim
graditi se beskonacan, uzalud u privid.
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Ponekad se prerusava u Sofiju,
Bukurest, Ruse, u Debrecen,
nekada davno je volio Pariz.
Uvijek, medutim, ostavlja dovoljno rupa
koje ga odaju kao masku.

Za trulim limenim ogradama
dugim na kilometre,

oaze mraka i korova, §ljun¢ane bare
obloZene gumama, prljave

od taloga nodi; one i zidovi

s rubova zaljeva

krajeva ulica

grubi su, ne mogu biti udeni

ni izadeni, ne lome se

ine lome zvukove sablasno
prisutne u snu. I tu

otkrivam slabost: grad se nije
gradio dalje. Ostatak nije tu.
Nedostaje koda.

Njegova je igra ogranicena svijeS¢u
da nodi brzo lete unato¢ jeseni

i mislju da je spremio

dovoljno ulica. Kuckam o zaslon
ibudim se prepredeno.
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Povremeno se sjetim izbrojenosti susreta i to me rastuZzi. Rastuze
me fragmenti prostora, tako i grada, koji ¢e, dok ja budem imao
ozbiljna razloga vjerovati da se mijenjam, morati uvijek ostati isti,
isti u sve tri ili Cetiri tocke posjeta: u Sest, u deset, u tri, u osam. I
onda gotovo, ne¢emo se vise imati prilike dodirnuti, iako ée moz-
da oni imati prilike negdje i do neke toc¢ke u vremenu (koje je re-
zultat prostora) biti isti. (Oni ne bivstvuju, oni istuju.) Duboko
zuto popodnevno nebo ondje gdje viSe nema niceg osim ljuske
grada — popodne i prozori, popodne i prozori, mutne ov¢ice obla-
ka u njima odrazene. Ne znam §to ¢e bez mene; vazno je §to ne
znam, ne ja. Hoce li na njih utjecati promjena doba (koja je pred-
met Zu¢ne rasprave), hoce li onaj PariZanin kojeg sam pocetkom
stoljeca ostavio u rano jesensko popodne u tihoj slijepoj ulicici
na rubu sredi$ta grada da kopa jarke za odvode kopati i iskopati,
hoce li trebati rucak, hoce li i s kim vi$e razgovarati? Najvise —
hocu li ga nadi u Sest, u deset, u tri, u osam, a da mi ima $to red,
hoce li se slomiti, puknuti kao zora? Uvijek trazim viSe od scripted
NPC+ja, ali oni su vrhunski umakli vremenu, svejedno ne uma-
kavsi tuzi, dubokoj tuzi. Ne znaju $to je akcija-reakcija: taj manjak
im obilno otvara spremnike sjete. Oni su dokaz mog djetinjstva,
njegovih lica i srpnjeva. Njihova je patnja zbog nesvijesti o patnji
daleko gora od ljudske, kaZze Nietzsche, a ja onda iskapim pice,
odaberem jedinu nebezizlaznu opciju na kotacu razgovora, jedna-
ko odlazedi, satima, tjednima kasnije dolaze¢i, Njihova je patnja
zbog nesvijesti o patnji daleko gora od ljudske, bas kao u djetinj-
stvu, u Sest i u deset, puknem jezikom, iskapim i recimo odem.
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Ponekad sanjam kubuse, duge i bijele, zra¢ne,
sa svih strane obilazne,

dostojne bezbojnih skica za stvaranje grada.
Nikad, medutim, ne ulazim;

radije lutam po kamenim stazama suncano-
hladnim, koje se obi¢no

zdesna otvaraju dalekim ravnima punima
vjetra.

Dugo obilazim prostrane plinte tih zdanja,
koje su dio reljefa,

bregovi, padine, usjeci cesta kroz makiju
spajanu kamenim mostom.

Blag je to kraj gdje se talozi sunce u zraku
¢istom od ikakva zvuka,

a dodiri ljudskoga majstorstva dodaju
mira.

Arhajski podzid uz planinsku cestu kraj zgrada
davno se predao grozdu:

debele bobice leze u napuklom svjetlu

isjeni strogog granita,

svijaju zrake dugoga sunca u strune

koje ih bogate sokom,

tako da vrsno utazuju Zed na tom hodu do
jutra.
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0D WYDAWCY

Niniejszy wybdr wierszy zawiera utwory z tomiku Na kraju taj vrt
(W koncu, ogréd; 2016) oraz utwory niepublikowane (*** [nocas sam
nakon godina i godina]; Nagovjestaji; Sve polako):

Fkk

*** [dzisiejszej nocy po wielu wielu latach] 5 [tonight after years

and years I] 23 ™* [nocas sam nakon godina i godina] 43
Zapowiedzi 6 Adumbrations 24 Nagovjestaji 44
Naczynia 7 Pots 25 Posude 45

Rece cmentarzyska 8 With Hands-Graveyards 26 Rukama
grobljima 46

Polowanie 9 The Hunt 27 Lov 47

Z Albo, Zycie w lesie 10 From Or, A Life in the Woods 28 1z Ili, Zivot u

sumi 48
Ostatnia kosba 12 Last Mowing 30 Zadnja kosnja 50

*** [Stalismy i uzywalismy perfektu] 13 *** [We were standing and

ok

using past tense] 31 [Stajali smo i koristili perfekt] 51

Wszystko powoli 14 Everything in Time 32 Sve polako 52

Przesuniecie ku czerwieni (1) 15 Redshift (1) 33 Pomak prema

crvenom (1) 53

*** [Mam niezatatwiong sprawe z miastem] 16 *** [I have an unsolved

*okk

issue with the city] 34 [Imam nesto nerijedeno s gradom] 54
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*** [Niekiedy zmienia sie w Sofie] 17 *** [Sometimes it’s disguised as

Sofia] 35 *** [Ponekad se prerusava u Sofiju] 55
*** [Niekiedy uséwiadamiam sobie...] 18 *** [Sometimes I remember
the fact...] 36 *** [Povremeno se sjetim izbrojenosti...] 56

*** [Niekiedy wyobrazam sobie szesciany, dtugie, biate, widoczne] 19

** [Sometimes I dream of cubes, long and white, diaphanous] 38

*** [Ponekad sanjam kubuse, duge i bijele, zra¢ne] 57

W utworze Ili, Zivot u Sumi, zgodnie z zyczeniem autora, przypis
zamieszczono wylacznie w wersji anglojezycznej. W polskich ttumacze-

niach wierszy zachowano oryginalng interpunkgje.
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