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Imena

Ljeto, sezona lubenica.

I tvoja prica o njima:

djetinjstvo, staracki dom

za neizljecive bolesnike,

bijeli korneti sestara milosrdnica
koji plove po vrtu.

Tvoj djed, ravnatelj doma,
uzgajao je lubenice u stakleniku.
Tamo su dolazile sestre
rezervirati sebivoce

—jos$ nedozrelo

u pupkovini stabljika —

isvaka je pisala

finim slovima

svoje ime na odabranoj lubenici.
Imale su tu nesto svoje,

Sto su ljubomorno cuvale.
Lubenice surasle, a s njima

na zeleno-prugastoj kori

imena, sve veca.

Kao da su se otrgnule

od reda ¢asnih sestara,

koje su ih nosile skromno kao habite,
izivjele dugim zivotom

so¢nog voca

koje se rasteze medu liséem.



Ponekad su lubenice pucale.
Pukotina se protezala kroz ime.
A unutra se ukazivala

crvena pulpa.



Putnicka agencija

Ja sam putnicka agencija za pokojnike,

organiziram im letove za snove zivih.

Javljaju mi se slavne osobe, poput Heraklita,

da posjeti pisca koji je u njega zaljubljen,

ali i pokojnici koji nisu nasiroko poznati — poput gazde
iz sela Wasily

koji Zeni zeli dati savjet u vezi s uzgojem kunica.

Katkad vise generacija jedne obitelji unajmljuje avion

islijeée na ¢elo posljednjeg potomka.

Imam poslaisubijenima

koji redovito putuju u snove prezivjelih,

i prikupljaju nagradne milje.

Nikome ne uskrac¢ujem svoje usluge.

Pronalazim najbolje veze

izamjeram si kad mladi decko,

da bi stigao u san svoje djevojke,

imalet s presjedanjem u snu bake koja hrcée.

Ili kad vremenski uvjeti izazovu prinudno slijetanje

i pokojnik zove: uc¢ini nesto,

zapeo sam u snu preplasenog djeteta!

Takve su situacije stresne i izazovne

za mene, malu agenciju s velikim ambicijama —

jer iako nemam pristup ni svijetu pokojnika,

ni tudim snovima,

oni se, zahvaljujuéi meni, susrecu.



% %ok

Ne umijem reéi mi, osim ako je mi
crticaizmedujai ti,

koja provodi iskru a katkad je

potezanje konopca.

Ne umijem pisati mi, osim ako je mi
zagradama za nas dvoje, soba u kojoj spavamo,
iz koje pokusavamo izbaciti strsljene.

Osim ako je mi nasa Cetiri oka:

prate kako strsljen zuji u sjenilu lampe,
smedi, sa zlatnim prugama, vidi kako je lijep.
Ne umijem se upisati u mi vece

od zujavih, krilima iscrtanih krugova

oko tebe i mene, koji se presijecaju

irastu od nas, putuju sve dalje.



Lice moga susjeda

Lice moga susjeda, profesora

kojemu je umrla Zena,

odjednom je postalo golo, ni¢im zaklonjeno.
Kad sam ga srela na dvoristu

ikad je poceo govoriti neocekivano otvoreno,
koliko stvari ga na nju podsjeca,

imala sam osjecéaj da sam ga ugledala prvi put.

Kao ta kuc¢a nasuprot —

donedavno ju je zaklanjao veliki kesten,
ali oluja ga je slomila i morali su ga posjedéi.
I prije nego sto prazninu obraste navika,
vidim prozore kuce i zivot koji u njoj tece.

Svijetla kosulja. Glava rimskog patricija.
Neotudivo parkirno mjesto

kod zidi¢a, na kojem se po kisi

parkiraju i puzevi.

Dugo sam mislila: besprijekoran gospodin
ide kroz svoj posloZeni zivot

jednako kao i svako jutro kroz dvoriste.
Dala bih mu najvise sedamdeset godina.



Ima osamdeset i dvije, rekao mi je prosli put,
ikao dijete je bio u varsavskom getu.
Otacibrat su poginuli. Prezivjeli su on i majka.

Alina Szapocznikow pisala je o kr§tenju oc¢ajem.
Koliko njih Suti o tome da su ga dozivjeli.
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Na krizanju ulica

Na krizanju uskih prometnih ulica
—jedna strma kao vodopad,
silovito prodire u tok druge —
umorni, gladni, pravimo zastoj.

U osvijetljenom izlogu bara prodavac

trese solnicom kao $kropilom

iznad papirnate torbe sa $Sniticama patlidZzana
i cvjetovima tikvica u vruéem tijestu.

Hrskavi rog obilja! Sjedamo ispred bara
navisoke stolice okruzene smecéem

i promatramo ljude. Zene na skuterima,

umasi pjesaka, s djecom po sebi kao majmunima,

stado tinejdzerki u vecernjem lovu,
njihovi goli trbusi, osjetljivi dativi.
Emigranti: Afrikanci vitki poput stabala
(lokalci su pokraj njih zdepasti korov)

i Pakistanke, imaju dosadu u o¢ima,

u zamoru nose tisinu. Na raskrizju ulica
radost §to se krizaju nasi pogledi,

racvaju se, spajaju, razdvojeni i isprepleteni.
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Ti vidis slojeve, stanja, plemena,
jaizvlacim pojedinacna lica,

kao da zajedno crtamo sliku.

Iimamo zajednicki dom na tim slikama.
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Oceanarij

Iza stakla ribe klize kao prtljaga na traci.

Barakuda i velika bijela psina pokraj spokojnih jata
kao pastiri stada. Tesko je povjerovati:

nitko nikoga ne plasi, ne goni, ne jede.

Preduvjet te harmonije je neprimjetna izolacija.
Golemi akvarij dijele prozirne stijenke.
Lijene grabljivice kruze drugim trasama

od njihovih sestara krhkih kao porculanski tanjuriéi.

I kod nas iskrice svjetla u susjedstvu prijetnje,
radost drsko sjaji ispred ¢eljusti morskog psa,
koja je neée progutati — kao u snu.

Ali neprimijecena iz zelene dubine
izduzena sjena otkriva se i raste
ireze najdeblja stakla osamljena pilasSica.
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Odakle da pogledam da bih te vidjela?

Izbliza ili izdaleka? Iz kojeg vremena?

Kad se udaljavam, pokusavajuci te obuhvatiti
od stopala do glave, kao sliku na stafelaju,
osje¢am da ti mene obuhvacas,

mijenjas, dodajes boju, oduzimas.

Cas te gledam u o, ¢as tvojim o¢ima,

kad spavas ili kad te sanjam,

opet trazim detalj — predmet, gestu, rijec,

da se otvori kao pupoljak i procvjeta tobom.
Toliko kutova gledanja, a ja sam zaglavljena u mrtvom kutu,
omotana niti kojom sam ih htjela povezati.

Ine znam jesili ti u toj niti,
ili si u bljesku skara, Sto ¢ée je prerezati.
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Bratisestra

Stara zena plese flamenco.

U njezinu naporu tinja davna lakoca.

Visoka je, mr$ava kao pogrbljena ¢aplja,

ima faldastu suknju, upale obraze.

Stara zena plese kao ona mlada,

koja je poginula u ratu.

Nakon nastupa brise $Sminku, skida periku

i kostim, oblaci hlace, jaknu

ipostaje onaj, koji je iza scene:

muskarac, brat ubijene.

Stari muskarac se vraca kuéi.

Podigao ju je sebi od komadica proslosti,
fotografija, plakata i isje¢aka iz novina.
Medu njima posvuda haljine, koje sam Siva:
viSebojne egzoticne ptice.

I sestrin portret — pred njega stavlja cvijece.
Prije rata su putovali po cijeloj Europi,
slavni dvojac mladih plesaca.

Potom geto, bijeg, razdvajanje.

Objasnio je sebi da je prezivio

samo zato da bi plesom utjelovio nju.

Stari plesa¢ kuha ¢aj.

TiSina. Vrijeme ugasenih svjetala.

Zatren ¢e po¢i na spavanje, ali prije toga, onakav kakav jest,
bez kostima i pudera, stepa na kuhinjskom pragu
uritmu kostanog lupkanja kastanjeta.

15



U pokrajnjoj sali

Ta slika nije prikladna ni za Salicu ni za magnet.
Jer tko bi htio piti kavu gledajuéi prosjake

ili na vratima frizidera imati njihov danse macabre.
Zbijeni u krug, na stakama, drvene proteze
remenjem privezane za batrljke nogu.

I ti bijeli kaftani, s kojih vise

olinjali repovi — lisica, tvorova?

Sto je to, parodija hermelinskih plasteva?

Jedan od njih je ridi, sijeva preciznim oc¢ima,

drugi grabi zrak ribolikim ustima.

A na glavama krune i kape od papira.

Ta slika nije veéa od otvorene biljeznice.

Do nje ne vode muzejski putokazi.

Treba se izgubiti, da je se otkrije u pokrajnjoj sobici,
iz koje upravo izlazi mladi Korejac

s izrazom: tu nema nista zanimljivo. Siva trava,

zid bolnice? sirotista? u boji lisi¢je dlake

sivo nebo i kapija, a iza nje nitko.

Samo figura pod plastem, s praznom zdjelom u ruci
prolazi pokraj hrpice odrpanaca, krnjeg karnevala,
iostavlja te s njima nasamo.

16



% % 3%

U djetinjstvu bih stala na prag otvorenih vrata, a jedno
od roditelja

stavljalo je ravnalo na moju glavu,

olovkom biljezilo crticu na dovratku.

Kasnije su bila druga vrata u koja me postavljala ambicija.
Ispisujuéi o$tru crtu, provjeravala je koliko sam narasla.

Sad ti mjeri$ mene, ja tebe.
Dvije drhtave vodoravne linije —

nasa tijela.

Gnijezde se, prodiru jedno u drugo,
inema vise i nize, nema mjere.
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Bajka o jezevima

Pise$ mi o nekom pripitomljenom jezu,
koji se zaljubio u ribacu cetku.

Zatvoren medu Cetiri zida nasao je tog nekog
tko jestinije kao on, druk¢ijost i bliskost.

Koliko je oko nje kruZzio prije nego $to je shvatio,
da drukcijost ima nesavladivu prednost.

A koliko mi kruzimo jedni oko drugih,
najprije medusobno ocarani divlji jeZevi,

a kasnije tako ¢esto bjesnimo $to je onaj drugi
pred nama gluh kao stvar. Ili i sami

oglusimo, odrvenimo. Bjezimo.
Sve dok nas nesto ne ubode: to je moj pravi jez,

s kojim hoc¢u vrludati makar i bespomo¢éno
izmedu onog $to je u nama isto i onoga $to je drukcije.
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Smaragdne papige

Tamo gdje, Cini se, niSta ne moze disati,

u aktivnom krateru vulkana punom otrovnih isparavanja,

zive smaragdne papige.

Bezracno zgariste njihovo je mjesto izlijeganja.
Kopaju rupe u stijenama koje se urusavaju,
dotjeruju u njima svoja pera, polazu jaja

iznad uzarenog, tekuceg, otvorenog sredista zemlje.
Zeleni oblak krila ujutro probija sivi

oblak sumpora i zive: ptice lete iz kratera

u opasniji svijet divljih macaka, sokola, ljudi, kaveza.
Traze hranu. Hranec¢i mlade, kruze

izmedu katakombi gnijezda i hranilista.

Navecer se vracaju.

Shrpljuju se na stablima, dozivaju se, zbrajaju gubitke
iobrusavaju se u zadimljeni ponor — dom
osvijetljen lavom, u kojem spavaju

ipernate se ptiéi.
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Besana pjesma

Imati nekog tko zna da ti je najljepse
zaspati na trbuhu.
I ne modéi zbog njega zaspati.

Vagati: koliko toga zajednickog dijelite,
a koliko toga vas dijeli? I kako dijeli —
kao jezik rubove koverte,

koje bi htio zalijepiti?
Kao Sutnja dobru tiSinu?
Kao vremenske zone — kontinente?

Kao val koji stoji izmedu onog sto je vidljivo,
isvega Sto je skriveno?
Lezati besano (neka veé bude jutro)

ipolako se okrenuti od zida

na drugi kraj kreveta,
na stranu Sirom otvorenu prema mraku.
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Nas jezik

Kad kazes mogu li jos malo

odspavati jer imam u sebi jos komad sna
1 on se mora rastopiti

kao led u proljece,

kad se zalim na blokadu u pisanju,

a ti savjetujes strpljenja! u¢i od mene,
ajaodgovaram da je to kao da se od macke
ucim vegetarijanstvu,

kad se prisje¢amo nase cjelonoéne

voznje u vijetnamske planine u mikseru uspomena.

ili kako smo u jednoj od europskih prijestolnica
uzurbano trazili
dvoriste u kojem mozemo piskiti,

kad se susre¢emo na pola puta

izmedu moje i tvoje samoce

i kreéemo u obilazak kvarta, a na prozorima su
stare Zene nalakéene

na promatrackim jastucima,
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pozelim tada staviti nas jezik na listu
ugrozenih jezika manjina,

jer ga zna samo dvoje ljudi

itesko ga je saCuvati,

aistovremeno i na listu onih najjacih,
jer on sada ¢uva nas.

22



Gozba

Ovi kanui nemaju dna,

to su kanui za duhove.

Ta figura je prazna. U njoj je

¢ekao Saman i pozdravljao goste.
Ovim maskama se prekrivalo zdjele
pune vrudéih jela,

para je poput daha vijugala iz usta —
a danas maske prekrivaju glad.
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Skulpture za slijepce

U muzeju umjetnosti, gdje vlada vid,
skulpture za slijepce.

Iste one, kojima videcdi

ne smiju preblizu pridi:

korak preko crvene linije,

guranje nosa u prazninu

koju je ostavio anticki nos —ialarm.
Smije se samo gledati, sve dok se ne pretvoris
u kamene oc¢ne duplje na peteljkama
izdubljene iz mramorne grcke glave.
Slijepci ih gledaju prstima.

Dodiruju oziljke

na trbuhu cikladske djevojke,

borbu zmajeva na poledini

korejskog ogledala.

Ono $to je nastalo tisuéu godina prije nase ere,
oblikuju iznova, govore: Salica, vr¢

ipune vinom.

Iz vitrina oslobodeni vijenci nov¢ic¢a
zveckaju im u rukama o zaradi i gubicima.
O sumnjivim transakcijama. Zvekir

im prepusta svoju tezinu,

prisjeca se vrata.

Probaj ih otvoriti naslijepo —
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Imiona

Lato, sezon arbuzdw.

I twoja o nich opowies¢:
dziecinstwo, dom opieki

dla nieuleczalnie chorych,
biale kornety szarytek
zeglujace w ogrodzie.

Twdj dziadek, dyrektor domu,
hodowat arbuzy w inspektach.
Przychodzily tam siostry
zaklepac sobie owoce
—jeszcze niedojrzale

na pepowinach todyg —

ikazda pisata

starannymi literami

na wybranym arbuzie swoje imie.
Miaty tu co$ wlasnego,

czego zazdrosnie strzegly.
Arbuzy rosly, a z nimi

na zielono-pasiastej skorce
imiona, coraz wigksze.

Jakby sie oderwaty

od mniszek pielegniarek,
noszone przez nie skromnie jak habity,
izyly drugim zyciem
soczystych owocow,
rozpychajacych sie wsraod lisci.
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Czasem arbuzy pekaty.
Szczelina szla przez imie.
Ukazywat sie¢ w srodku
rubinowy miazsz.

30



Biuro podrozy

Jestem biurem podroézy dla umartych,

organizuje im przeloty do sndéw zywych.

Zgtaszaja sie do mnie stawne osobistosci, jak Heraklit,

zeby odwiedzi¢ zakochanego w nim pisarza,

ale i zmarli nie znani szerzej — jak pewien gospodarz
ze wsi Wasily

pragngcy doradzi¢ zonie w sprawie hodowli krolikow.

Czasem wielopokoleniowa rodzina czarteruje samolot

iladuje na czole ostatniego potomka.

Mam tez do czynienia z zabitymi

ktdrzy, kursujac regularnie do snow ocalatych,

zbieraja punkty w programie frrequent flyer.

Nikomu nie odmawiam swoich ustug.

Wynajduje jak najlepsze polgczenia

iwyrzucam sobie, kiedy mtody chlopak,

zeby dostac sie do snu swojej dziewczyny,

musi lecieé z przesiadka w $nie chrapiacej baby.

Albo gdy warunki pogodowe powodujg awaryjne
ladowanie

iumarty dzwoni: zréb cos,

utkwilem w $nie przerazonego dziecka!

Takie wypadki to stres i wyzwanie

dla mnie, matego biura o duzych ambicjach —

bo chociaz nie mam wstepu ani do §wiata zmartych,

ani do cudzych snow,

dzieki mnie sie spotykaja.
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Nie umiem moéwié my, chyba ze my

to myslnik miedzy ja i ty,

ktory przewodzi iskre, a czasami

jest przeciagganiem liny.

Nie umiem pisaé my, chyba ze my

to nawias dla nas dwojga, pokdj, w ktorym $pimy,
z ktdrego probujemy wypedzié szerszenia.
Chyba ze my to czworo naszych oczu:

Sledza, jak szerszen chrobocze w kloszu lampy,
brazowy, w zlote pregi, zobacz, jaki piekny.

Nie umiem wpisac sie w my wieksze

niz brzeczace, skrzydtami rysowane kregi
wokot ciebie i mnie, ktdre sie przenikajg
irosna od nas, wedrujg coraz dalej.
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Twarz mojego sasiada

Twarz mojego sasiada, profesora,

ktéremu umarta zona,

stala sie nagle naga, pozbawiona oston.

Kiedy spotkatam go na podwdrzu

i zaczal mowi¢ niespodziewanie otwarcie,

ile rzeczy mu ja przypomina,

mialam wrazenie, Ze zobaczylam jego twarz po raz pierwszy.

Jak ten dom naprzeciwko —

do niedawna ostanial go wielki kasztanowiec,
ale burza zlamata drzewo i trzeba bylo je $cigé.
I zanim brak zarosnie przyzwyczajeniem,
widze okna domu, dziejace sie w nich Zycie.

2.

Jasna koszula. Glowa rzymskiego patrycjusza.
Nienaruszalne miejsce parkingowe

pod murkiem, na ktérym po deszczu

parkujg tez $limaki.

Dlugo myslatam: nienaganny pan,

idzie przez swoje pouktadane zycie

tak jak co rano przez podworze.

Databym mu gora siedemdziesiat lat.
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Ma osiemdziesigt dwa, powiedzial mi ostatnio,
ijako chlopiec byl w warszawskim getcie.
Ojciecibrat zgineli. Ocalal on z matka.

Alina Szapocznikow pisala o chrzcie rozpaczy.
Ilu milczy o tym, Ze go przeszli.
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U zbiegu ulic

U zbiegu waskich ruchliwych ulic
—jedna, stroma jak wodospad,

z impetem wdziera sie w nurt drugiej —
zmeczeni, gtodni, robimy postdj.

W rozjarzonym oknie baru sprzedawca
potrzasa solniczkg jak kropidlem

nad papierowg torba z plastrami baklazana
i kwiatami cukinii w goracym ciescie.

Chrupki rég obfitosci! Siadamy przed barem

na szczudlastych stotkach wsrod smieci

i patrzymy naludzi. Kobiety na skuterach,

w tlumie pieszych, obwieszone dzieémi jak matpkami,

stadko nastolatek na wieczornych towach,
ich odkryte pepki, czujne celowniki.
Emigranci: smukli jak drzewa Afrykanczycy
(miejscowi przy nich to przysadziste krzewy)

i Pakistanki, majg znuzenie w oczach,
niosa w zgietku cisze. U zbiegu ulic
radosé, ze zbiegajg sie nasze spojrzenia,
rozwidlajg sie, 1acza, osobne i splecione.
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Ty widzisz warstwy, stany, plemiona,
jawylawiam poszczegdlne twarze,
jakbysmy razem malowali obraz.

I mamy wspdlny dom w tych obrazach.
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Oceanarium

Za szybg ryby sung jak bagaze na tasmie.
Barakuda i zartacz obok spokojnych tawic
niby pasterze stada. Az trudno uwierzy¢:
nikt nikogo nie ploszy, nie goni, nie zjada.

Warunek tej harmonii to skryta izolacja.
Ogromny akwen dziela przezroczyste Sciany.
Leniwe drapiezniki kraza po innych trakcjach
nizich siostry kruche jak tacki z porcelany.

W nas tez iskierki §wiatla sasiaduja z groza,
rados¢ bezczelnie blyska przed paszczg rekina,
ktdra jej nie polyka — jakby sie przys$nita.

Ale niepostrzezenie od zielonej glebi
odrywa si¢ i ro$nie wydtuzony cien,
i tnie najgrubsze szyby samotna ryba pita.
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Skad mam spojrzeé, zeby cie zobaczy¢?

Zbliska czy z daleka? I z ktdrego czasu?

Kiedy sie odsuwam, probujac ciebie objac

od stép do gtéw, jak obraz na sztaludze,

czuje, ze to ty mnie obejmujesz,

zmieniasz, dodajesz kolor, odejmujesz.

Raz patrze ci w oczy, raz twoimi oczami,

kiedy $pisz lub gdy mi sie $nisz,

to znéw szukam szczegdtu — przedmiotu, gestu, stowa,
niech jak pak sie otworzy i wybuchnie toba.

Tyle punktow widzenia, a ja tkwie w martwym punkcie,
oplatana nicia, ktorg cheiatam je zigczyc.

I nie wiem, czy w tej nici jestes,

czy w btysku nozyc, co ja przetna.

38



Rodzenstwo

Stara kobieta tanczy flamenco.

W jej wysitku tli sie dawna lekko$¢é.

Jest wysoka, chuda jak zgarbiona czapla,

ma falbaniasta spddnice, zapadniete policzki.
Stara kobieta tanczy mtoda,

ktdra zgineta w czasie wojny.

Po wystepie zmywa makijaz, zdejmuje peruke
i suknie, wklada spodnie, marynarke

istaje sie tym, kim jest poza scena:
mezczyzng, bratem zabitej.

Stary mezczyzna wraca do domu.

Uwil go sobie ze strzepow przeszlosci,
fotografii, afiszow i wycinkow z gazet.

Wsrdd nich wszedzie suknie, ktdre sam haftuje:
wielobarwne egzotyczne ptaki.

I portret siostry — stawia przy nim kwiaty.
Przed wojng jezdzili po calej Europie,

stynny duet nastoletnich tancerzy.

Podzniej getto, ucieczka, rozdzielenie.
Wytlumaczyl sobie, Ze jezeli przezyl,

to jedynie zeby wcielaé sie w nig w tancu.
Stary tancerz zaparza herbate.

Cisza. Pora wygaszonych swiatel.

Za chwile pdjdzie spaé, lecz przedtem, tak jak stal,
bez kostiumu i pudru, stepuje w progu kuchni
w rytm koscianego stukotu kastanietow.
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W bocznej sali

Ten obraz nie nadaje si¢ na kubek ani magnes.
Bo kto chcialby pi¢ kawe, patrzac na zebrakow
albo na drzwiach lodéwki miec¢ ich danse macabre.
Zbici w krag, o kulach, drewniane protezy
przywigzane rzemieniem do kikutow nog.

I te biale kaftany, na ktorych dyndajg

wyliniale ogony — lisow, tchorzofretek?

Co to, parodia gronostajowych ptaszczy?

Jeden z nich jest ryzy, typia sprytne $lepka,
inny lapie powietrze rybimi ustami.

A na glowach korony i czapki z papieru.

Ten obraz nie jest wigkszy niz otwarty zeszyt.
Nie prowadzg do niego muzealne strzatki.
Trzeba sie zgubié, zeby odkryé go w bocznej salce,
z ktorej wlasnie wychodzi mtody Koreanczyk

z ming: nic tutaj ciekawego. Sina trawa,

mur szpitala? przytutku? w kolorze lisiej siersci,
szare niebo i brama, a za nig nikogo.

Tylko posta¢ w oponczy, z pustg miska w rece
mija gar$¢ obszarpancéw, kulawy karnawat,

i zostawia cie z nimi sam na sam.
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W dziecinstwie stawatam w otwartych drzwiach, a ktores
z rodzicow

przykladalo linijke do mojej gtowy,

oldwkiem zaznaczalo kreske na framudze.

Pdzniej byly inne drzwi, w ktorych stawiata mnie ambicja.
Rysujac ostra kreche, sprawdzata ile urostam.

Teraz ty mnie mierzysz, a ja ciebie.
Dwie poziome drzace kreski —

nasze ciala

wtulaja sie w siebie, wnikaja
inie ma wyzej, nizej, nie ma miar.
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Bajka o jezach

Piszesz mi o pewnym oswojonym jezu,
ktory zakochat sie w ryzowej szczotce.

Zamkniety w czterech $cianach znalazl tego kogo$
jak oninie jak on, inno$¢ i pokrewienstwo.

Ile si¢ wokol niej natupat, zanim pojat,
ze inno$¢ ma przewage nie do pokonania.

A ile my tupiemy wokot siebie,
najpierw oczarowane sobg dzikie jeze,

pozniej tak czesto z gniewem, ze to drugie
jest na nas ghluche jak rzecz. Albo sami

gluchniemy, drewniejemy. Uciekamy.
Chyba, ze co$ nas tknie: to mdj prawdziwy jez,

z ktorym chee kluezyé choéby i bezsilnie
miedzy tym, co podobne, a tym, co w nas inne.
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Szmaragdolotki

Tam gdzie, zdawaloby sig, nic nie moze oddychad,

w czynnym kraterze wulkanu pelnym trujacych wyziewow,
mieszkajg papuzki — szmaragdolotki.

Bezwietrzne popielisko to ich teren legowy.

Kopig jamy w osuwajgcych sie Scianach,

czeszg w nich sobie pidrka, wysiadujg jaja

nad rozzarzonym, ptynnym, otwartym wnetrzem ziemi.
Zielona chmura skrzydel przebija rano sing

chmure siarki i rteci: ptaki lecg za krater

w grozniejszy $wiat dzikich kotow, sokotow, ludzi, klatek.
Szukaja pozywienia. Karmigc mtode, kraza

miedzy katakumbami gniazd a zerowiskiem.

Pod wieczor s3 z powrotem.

Gromadza sie na drzewach, zwotluja, liczg straty

idajg nura w parujacg przepas¢ — dom

oswietlony przez lawe, w ktérym $pig

ipierza sie piskleta.
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Bezsenny wiersz

Mie¢ kogos, kto wie, ze najlepiej
zasypia ci si¢ na brzuchu.
I nie mdc przez niego zasnac.

Wazy¢: ile ze soba dzielicie,
aile was dzieli? I jak dzieli —
jak jezyk brzegi koperty,

ktére cheiatby skleié?
Jak przemilczenie dobrg cisze?
Jak strefy czasowe — kontynenty?

Jak fala stojaca miedzy tym, co widoczne,
awszystkim, co skryte?
Leze¢ bezsennie (niech juz bedzie rano)

i powoli przesunac sie od sciany

na druga krawedz t6zka,
w strone otwartej na osciez ciemnosci.
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Nasz jezyk

Kiedy mowisz czy moge jeszcze
pospac, bo mam w sobie bryte snu
i ona musi sig roztopi¢

Jak léd na wiosneg,

kiedy narzekam na zast6j w pisaniu,

a ty radzisz cierpliwosci! ucz sie jej ode mnie,
na co ja, ze to tak jakby sie uczy¢
wegetarianizmu od kota,

kiedy wspominamy naszg calonocng
jazde w wietnamskie gory wytrzasaczem wspomnien,

albo jak w jednej z europejskich stolic
rozgladali$my sie gwaltownie
za podworkiem moczooddajnym,

kiedy spotykamy si¢ w pot drogi

miedzy mojg a twoja sekluzjg

iruszamy na obchdd dzielnicy, a w oknach
stare kobiety opierajg tokcie

na poduszkach obserwacyjnych,
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chce wtedy weiggnaé nasz jezyk na liste
zagrozonych jezykéw mniejszosci,

bo zna go tylko dwoje ludzi

itrudno go ochronié,

arownoczesnie na liste najmocniejszych,
bo jak na razie chroni nas.
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Uczta

Te czdéina nie majg dna,

sg czélnami dla duchdw.

Ta postaé jest pusta. W srodku
czekatl szaman, witatl go$ci.

Tymi maskami nakrywatlo sie misy
pelne goracych potraw,

para jak oddech szta klebami z ust —
a dzisiaj maski zastaniaja gtod.
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Rzezby dla niewidomych

W muzeum sztuki, gdzie rzadzi wzrok,
rzezby dla niewidomych.

Te same, do ktdrych widzgcy

nie mogg podchodzié zbyt blisko:

stopa wysunieta za czerwona linie,
wécibianie nosa w pustke

po antycznym nosie —i alarm.

Wolno tylko patrzeé, az si¢ zmienisz

w kamienne galki oczne na szyputkach
wydlubane z marmurowej greckiej gtowy.
Slepi ogladaja je palcami.

Dotykajg szramy

na brzuchu cykladzkiej dziewczyny,
walki smokéw na odwrocie
koreanskiego lustra.

Co powstalo tysiaclat przed nasza era,
lepia na nowo, méwia: kubek, dzban
inapeiniaja winem.

Uwolnione z gablot sznury paciorkdw-monet
stukajg im w rekach o zyskach i stratach.
O szemranych transakcjach. Kotatka
oddaje im swdj ciezar,

przypomina sobie drzwi.

Sprobuj je otworzy¢ po omacku —
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Names

Summer, season of watermelons.
And your story about them:
childhood, a nursing home

for the incurably sick,

the white cornettes of the Sisters of Charity

sailing along in the garden.

Your grandpa, who ran the home,
grew watermelons in cold frames.

The sisters would come there

to lay claim to the fruits
—as yet under-ripe

on their umbilical stems —

and in careful even letters,

on the melon of her choice,

each would write her name.

Here they had something of their own,
which they jealously guarded.

The watermelons grew, and with them
on the green stripy skins

so did the names, ever bigger.

As if they had broken free

of the nursing nuns,

who wore them modestly like their habits,
and were living a second life

as succulent fruits,

jostling for space among the leaves.
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Sometimes the watermelons burst.
A crack ran through the name.

And there inside appeared

the ruby-colored flesh.
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Travel agency

I am a travel agency for the dead,

Ibook them flights to the dreams of the living.

Famous celebrities apply to me, like Heraclitus,

to be able to visit a writer who’s in love with him,

but so do the lesser-known dead — like a farmer from
Wasily village,

wishing to advise his wife on matters of rabbit breeding,.

Sometimes several generations of a family charter an
airplane

and land on the brow of their final descendant.

I also have dealings with the murdered,

who on regular trips to the dreams of the survivors,

collect up points in a frequent flyer program.

I never deny my services to anyone.

I find them the very best connections

and I reproach myself when a young lover,

to get into his girlfriend’s dream,

must make a transfer in the dream of a snoring crone.

Or when weather conditions force an emergency landing

and the dead man calls me: do something,

I'm stuck in the dream of a terrified child!

Incidents like these mean stress and a challenge

for me, a minor business with major ambitions —

for though I have no access either to the dead men’s world

or to other people dreams,

thanks to me they come into contact.
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I cannot say we, not unless we

is a hyphen between me and you,

that carries across a spark, though sometimes

it’s like a tug of war.

I cannot write we, not unless we

is a bracket for the two of us, the room in which we sleep,
from which we are trying to drive out a hornet.

Not unless we is all four of our eyes:

they watch as the hornet scratches in the lampshade,
it’s brown with stripes of gold, see that — what a beauty.
I cannot write myself into a we greater

than buzzing, wing-inscribed circles

orbiting you and me, that intersect each other

and grow away from us, moving ever further.
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The face of my neighbor

The face of my neighbor, the professor,

whose wife had died,

had suddenly become naked, deprived of a cover.
Whenever I ran into him in the yard

and he started to talk unexpectedly frankly

of all the things that reminded him of her,

I felt as if I were seeing his face for the very first time.

Like the house across the way —
till recently a large chestnut shielded it,

but a storm damaged the tree and it had to be cut down.

And before the gap is grown over by habituation,
I can see the windows, life happening within them.

A shirtlight in color. The head of a Roman patrician.
An inviolate parking space

by alow wall, where after the rain

snails do their parking too.

I thought about him: the perfect gentleman,

he goes through his well-ordered life

just as he goes through the yard each morning.
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I’d have given him seventy at most.

He’s eighty-two years old, he told me recently,

as aboy he was in the Warsaw ghetto.

His father and brother perished. His mother and he
survived.

Alina Szapocznikow wrote about the baptism of despair.

How silent many people are about what they have been
through.
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At the crossroads

At the crossroads of narrow, busy streets

— one of them, steep as a waterfall,

forces its way into the current of the other —
weary and hungry, we’re making a stop.

In abar’s brightly lit window the server
shakes a salt cellar like a censer

over a paper bag of eggplant slices

and zucchini flowers in hot batter.

The crispy horn of plenty! We're sitting at the bar
on stilt-like stools amid the trash
and we’re watching the people. Women on scooters,

in a crowd of pedestrians, hung about with kids like baby

monkeys,

a gaggle of teenage girls on their evening hunt,
their navels exposed, their sights cocked.
Immigrants: African men slender as trees
(beside them the locals are stocky little bushes)

and Pakistani women, with languor in their eyes,
bearing silence in the jangle. At the crossroads
there’s joy as our lines of vision cross,

fork apart, and unite, both interlaced and separate.
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You see strata, tribes and nations,

I fish out the individual faces,

as if we were jointly painting a picture.

And we’ve a common home in these pictures.
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Oceanarium

Fish glide past behind the glass like bags on a carousel.
Barracuda and stingray alongside peaceful gobies

like the shepherds of the flock. It’s hard to believe it:
there’s no one scaring others, no chasing, no consuming.

The secret of this concord is hidden isolation.

The massive tank is split by see-through separators.

The languorous predators cruise around different sectors
from their sisters fragile as tea-trays made of china.

In us too sparks of light live side by side with menace.
Brazenly happiness flashes past gaping shark jaws,
yet they do not devour it — as if it were in a dream.

But without being noticed, from the dark-green depths

an elongated shadow rises up and grows,
a solitary sawfish cuts through the thickest glazing.
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Where should I look from in order to see you?

From near or from afar? And from what point in time?

When I move away, trying to encompass you

from head to foot, like a painting on an easel,

Ifeel that it’s you who’s encompassing me,

you’re changing, adding color, subtracting.

Now I'm looking in your eyes, now I’'m looking with your
eyes,

while youre dreaming, or when you appear in my dream,

and now I’'m looking for a detail — an object, a gesture,
aword,

may it open wide like a bud and burst into being you.

So many points of view, yet I'm stuck at a dead point,

entangled by the thread I planned to use to join them.

And I don’t know if you're in the thread,

or in the flash of the scissors cutting it in two.
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Siblings

An aged woman dances flamenco.

In her effort a former lightness smolders.

She is tall and slender like a humpbacked heron,

her skirt has frills and ruffles, her cheeks are sunken in.

The aged woman dances like a young one,

a girl who perished during wartime.

After the show she wipes off the make-up, takes off the wig

and dress, then puts on pants and a jacket

and becomes the person she is off stage:

amale one — the dead girl’s brother.

The aged man goes back to his home.

He wove it himself from scraps of the past,

photographs, posters and newspaper cuttings.

In between hang the dresses, which he sews by hand:

multi-colored birds of paradise.

And his sister’s portrait, fresh flowers beside it.

At one time they travelled the countries of Europe,

a celebrated teenage dancing couple.

Then came the ghetto, escaping, separation.

He told himself straight that if he had survived

it was only to be her embodiment in dance.

The aged dancer brews a pot of tea.

Silence. It’s time the lights went out.

Quite soon now he’ll go to bed, but first, just as he is,

with no costume or powder, he dances tap in the kitchen
doorway

to the beat of the bone-hard rattle of castanets
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In a side room

This picture’s not fit for a mug or a magnet.

Who’d want to drink coffee while gazing at beggars,
or have their danse macabre on the freezer door?
Tightly packed, on crutches, wooden prostheses

tied with straps to the stumps of legs.

And those short white tunics, from which are dangling
the balding tails of — foxes? polecats?

What'’s this, a parody of ermine cloaks?

One of them’s a redhead, his sly little eyes are glaring,
another gasps for air with fish-like mouth.

And on their heads are paper hats and crowns.

This picture is no bigger than an open notebook.

No arrows point the way to it.

You have to get lost to find it in a side room,

which a young Korean is just on the point of leaving;
his face says nothing of interest here. Grass that’s blue,
a hospital wall? a refuge? the color of a fox’s coat,

the gray sky and a gate, with nobody beyond it.

Just a figure in a mantle, holding an empty bowl,
passes the ragtag band, the carnival of cripples,

and leaves you behind with them, one to one.
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As achild I would stand in an open doorway, while one of
my parents

set aruler to my head,

and marked a line in pencil on the doorframe.

Later there were other doorways, in which ambition
made me stand.
Drawing a sharp line, it would test how much I had grown.

Now you’re measuring me, and I'm measuring you.
Two horizontal trembling lines —

our bodies

nestle into each other, penetrate
and there’s no higher or lower, there are no measures.
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A tale about hedgehogs

You wrote to me about a tame pet hedgehog
who fell in love with a scrubbing brush.

Shut inside four walls he’d found that special someone
like him and not like him, otherness and kinship.

How hard he pattered around it before he understood
that otherness has an advantage that cannot be overcome.

And how hard we’ve been pattering around each other,
at first like wild hedgehogs mutually enthralled,

later so often incensed that the other
is deaf as a thing to us. Or else we’re the ones who

are going deaf, turning to wood. Always running away.
Unless something pricks us: that’s my real hedgehog

with whom I want to keep dodging, however helplessly,
between what’s the same and what’s different about us.
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Emerald parakeets

Down there, where seemingly nothing can breathe,

in an active volcano’s crater filled with toxic fumes,

emerald-green parakeets reside.

This windless ash pit is their breeding ground.

They dig out burrows in walls that are subsiding,

they preen their feathers there, and hatch their eggs

above the red-hot, molten, open bowels of the Earth.

Abright green cloud of wings breaks through the morning
blue-black

cloud of mercury and sulphur: the birds fly from the crater

into the more perilous world of feral cats and falcons,
people, cages.

They’re in search of food. Feeding their young, they circle

between the catacombs of nests and their hunting ground.

Towards evening they’re back again.

They gather on the trees, to call each other in, and count
the losses,

then dive into the steaming chasm —ahome

lit up by lava, the place where their nestlings

sleep and fledge.
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Insomnia poem

To have someone who knows you sleep
best on your stomach.
Yet thanks to him you can’t fall asleep.

To ponder: what cleaves you to one another,
what cleaves you in two? And that which separates —
is it like a tongue at the flap of an envelope

that wants to attach?
Just as what’s unsaid ruptures a good silence
or time zones entire continents.

Like a wave standing between what’s visible
and all that’s hidden.
To lie there awake (let morning come at last)

and to turn from the wall slowly

to the far edge of the bed
toward the wide open dark.
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Our language

When you say can I sleep

a little longer since this chunk
of dream has to melt in me
like ice on water,

when I complain about a writing slump
and you counsel Take it easy, same as me!
to which I say that’s like learning
vegetarianism from a cat,

when we recall our all-night trip
in a shaker of memories to the Vietnamese mountains,

or howin a certain European capital,
we found ourselves looking urgently
for a pee-friendly courtyard,

when we meet halfway

between your solitude and mine

and make the rounds of the neighborhood
where old women prop elbows

on sentinel pillows,
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I want to place what we speak on a list
of endangered minority languages
because only two people know it

and it’s hard to preserve,

but also on a list of the strongest
because for now it shelters us.

70



Feast

These canoes have no bottom

as they’re spirit canoes.

This figure is empty. In it

a shaman would wait to greet the guests.
They’d cover bowls of hot soup

with these masks,

steam rising like breath through their lips —
and today the masks conceal hunger.
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Sculptures for the blind

In the museum where vision rules,

there are sculptures for the blind —

the same ones the sighted

can’t approach too close:

let a foot creep past the red line,

or poke your nose in the hollow

of some ancient nose — alarms wail.

Only looking is allowed till you feel yourself turn
into those stone eyeballs on long stems

dug out of a marble head from Greece.

The blind view sculptures with their fingers.
They trace a scar on the belly

of a Cycladic girl, the battle

of dragons on the backside

of a Korean mirror.

What arose thousands of years ago

they fashion anew, saying: pitcher, cup,
which they fill again with wine.

In their hands, strings of money-beads,
freed from the display, rattle gains and losses,
shady deals gone down.

Abronze knocker lends them its weight,
conjures up a door.

Try to open itin the dark —
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