VERSOPOLIS



Ostatnia runda
The Final Tribute
Bm@m 663







Eka
Kewaniszwili

Ostatnia runda
The Final Tribute
Bm@m 668

Z gruzinskiego przetozyta
Magda Nowakowska

Translated from the Georgian

by Manana Matiashvili, Natalia Bukia-Peters,
Victoria Field, Ani Kopaliani

and Ketevan Kanchashvili, the author

Instytut Kultury Miejskiej
Gdansk 2022



Ostatnia runda

M6j mezczyzna jest wiesniakiem,

Gaworza gwara jego stowa.

To, co wie, o czym styszal, co zapamietal:

Moj skarbie, moja mata, moja kobieto.

Jego dlonie sa szerokie i pachna ziemia,

Jego mozg jest pusty i lekki.

Jest z nim lekko i nudno

I nie ma potrzeby mu o tym méwié. Sprébowatam go.

Nagle patrze, a méj mezczyzna zamienia sie w storice

Z ogniem na glowie i blyszczacym sierpniem na piersiach,

W oczach ma uwiezionego wilka, w ciele — diabta.

Ciato ukrywa czasem pod sutanna i od tych wyobrazen

Sni mu sie po nocach, ze sptywa mirra.

Ten méj mezczyzna jest dumny i prézny,

Tors ma napiety, a stopy smukte,

Spanie z nim jest jak przygotowywanie uczty dla niespodziewanych
nocnych gosci

I sprzatanie ze stotu.

On to wszystko wie, ale nigdy sie nie przyzna.

Kochatam go.

Méj mezczyzna jest pedantem i intelektualista,

Srodkowym palcem wiecznie poprawia na nosie okulary,

Kiedy mnie kocha, czy w ogéle mnie kocha,

Najpierw sie modli.

W takich chwilach patrze na rozgwiezdzony sufit,

Ten mezczyzna rozbiera sie i kladzie do t6zka,

Jest ubogi i nieznosny,

Bycie z nim to jak praca na p6t etatu,

Mato trudu i mato zarobku.

Jest mu wszystko jedno i tatwo zapomina,

Ja go... Nie powiem.

M6j mezczyzna jest bogaty i wielki.

Na palcu obraca klucze, nie wiem do czego,

Wazne, ze obraca.
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Ten méj mezczyzna jest madry i cyniczny,

Jego cialo zna tysigce kobiet. Ale czysty,

Jego dusza wolna, ale zmeczony,

Przepisany w te i z powrotem.

Ten méj mezczyzna jest mapa, po ktérej wodze palcem,

Jego anus ozywa, kiedy dotykam go kolanem,

Dotykam brzuchem,

Krétko méwiac, dotykam.

Bycie z nim przypomina lizanie lodéw w hamaku,

Bycie z nim to bycie pod nim.

Mysli, ze to on decyduje, niech mysli — pasuje mi to.

Z nim zrozumiatam, jak kochawszy.

Dzis$ wszyscy moi mezczyzni przyjda i zrobia ostania runde wokét mego
ciata.

Dzi$ wszyscy moi mezczyzni sa kogo$ innego.

Bierzcie ich na zdrowie,

Uwielbiam wolnos¢.

Piosenka zony gornika

Dzi$ wieczorem mdj mezczyzna przyjdzie pézno.
Méj uwedzony maz. I jego zeby zabtysna biela.
Moge rozpoznaé mojego meza po uzebieniu.
Kiedy go poznatam, byl bialym cztowiekiem, teraz jest jakby zakurzony.
Nawet w jego glosie czué¢ chropawe drobinki zelaza.
W oczach zarzy mu sie goracy ole;j.
Zmienia sie m6j maz, kiedy wychodzi z dlugiego korytarza. Kiedy
powraca na ten $wiat.
Juz, juz idzie. Za chwile umorusany otworzy drzwi, rozsiewajac zapach
przyniesiony spod ziemi. Zapach takich jak on zmeczonych mezczyzn.
Przyjdzie - z pustymi pojemnikamiw jednej, z przyczernionym chlebem
w drugiej rece.
Méj maz odciska sie nawet na chlebie. Oprécz mnie pobrudzit
i bochenek: po drodze
utamat kawatek, pewnie byt gltodny.
Siadzie przy stole i tak bedzie siedzial.
Czeka na talerz zupy, ktéremu towarzyszy kilka moich pospiesznych zdan
O dtugach, kresce w sklepie i nowych butach dziecka sasiadéw
Oraz zniszczonych plecakach naszych dzieci. O rozpaczy.
Siedzi i patrzy w okno, w strone nieba.
Tesknie za niebem — powie i zamilknie.
Dzisiaj mdj maz przyjdzie p6zno i rzuci ubrania do prania.
Tesknie za powietrzem — powie i zamilknie.
A ja mu nic nie powiem o zeszytach, czekoladzie, podrecznikach,
Nowych sukienkach i tej bransoletce w witrynie, i w ogéle o godnym zyciu.
Pomysle tylko — oby méj maz mial rece i nogi, zeby zej$¢ do sztolni.
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Dzis moja mama sie spozni

Dzi$ wieczorem moja mama znéw przyjdzie pézno.

Ja zaczaje sie przy oknie i bede czekad,

Az kropka wielko$ci muchy przemieni sie w matke.

Gdzie ona sie podziewa, bedzie narzekac liczaca oczka w robétce
przedszkolanka.

Zanim przyjdzie, upstrze szybe, rysujac palcem $niezynki.

Nie brudz szyby, rzuci opiekunka,

Otwierajac nagle jedno oko jak smok,

Zostaw to okno!

Dlaczego mysla, ze $niezynki to brud?

I dlaczego ukaraly wczoraj Lele Gabriczadze?

Przycisnely jej gtowe do brudnego stotu

Tylko dlatego, ze nie chciata zje$¢ makaronu w zupie.

Mamo, narysowatam ci te $niezynki, powiem to, kiedy przyjdzie,

Nie boje sie tej pani.

Mamo, wytrzymam, nie martw sie, jesli znowu sie spéznisz.

Przeciagneto sie spotkanie, przeprosi zmeczona.

Wezmie mnie za reke i p6jdziemy zasniezona ulica.

Powiedz, co dzisiaj robitas, poprosi.

Dlon mojej mamy jej ciepta - ta bajka trwa z pé6t godziny,

Kiedy niespiesznie idziemy ulicami miasteczka,

Do domu.

Mamo, dzisiaj panie opiekunki

Zjadly caly tort urodzinowy Niko.

Nam rozdaty tylko cienkie kawateczki.

Idziemy po $niegu ostroznie, z przedszkola.

W matych miasteczkach o tej porze chodzi sie ostroznie -

Unikajacymi poslizgu kroczkami.

Jak dobrze jest czasem tak i$¢ powoli z mama,

Niech jutro tez sie spézni,

Tyle rzeczy jej opowiem.

I tylko nasze glosy przecinaja glusze zimowego wieczoru.

Lubie tak chodzi¢ ze zmeczonag mama.

Niekiedy odwracam gtowe i patrze,

Jak szybko $nieg zaciera nasze $lady.

Mitosé idzie do domu

Ma wprawe w ukrywaniu sie. W szybkim myciu.
Wietrzeniu naszego zapachu, zacieraniu sladéw.
Dlatego wychodzi swobodny. Nigdy z pochylona gltowa.
Idzie wyprezony, czysty. Spelniono-podbojowo-zwycieski.
Przed wyjsciem nas caluje — w czoto, w policzki.
Czes$¢ namietna juz sie zakoniczyta, kochanek zaspokojony,
Dlatego usta — do zobaczenia, lizanie kolan w przysztym tygodniu,
jak réwniez
Wkiadanie reki miedzy nogi.
Kiedy wychodzi, o nic nie prosi ani niczego nam nie obiecuje.
Dzisiaj wszystko byto do syta — po prostu sie spieszy:
Nazywa to czasem macoszym.
Nam zostaje impreza, w ktéra trafita bomba: porozrzucane ubrania,
resztki tortu, butelka wina — nawet jej nie otworzyliscie.
Mozemy sobie wyobrazi¢, jak wchodzi po drodze do sklepu -
Lista domowych zakupé6w jest dluga i obowiazkowa.
Mozemy sobie wyobrazi¢, jak pochyla sie nasz kochanek.
Jak szuka pod blokiem klamerek — ma za zadanie je przynies¢ z powrotem.
Wykonuje zadanie pokornie, jakby tym pieczetowat wiernosc.
Tak podmaluje zdrapana mitos¢.
Mozemy jeszcze bardziej zadreczy¢ sie wyobraznia:
Jak nasz kochanek ktadzie komus innemu glowe na kolanach,
Jaki prawdziwy i zmeczony jest w tym momencie,
Jak ziewa bezwstydnie nasz kochanek w swoim domu,
Jakim jest swoim domem nasz kochanek.
Kazdy potrzebuje poby¢ w domu chociaz jedng chwile w ciggu dnia.
Po to, zeby chcie¢ z niego uciec.
On ma takze wprawe w uciekaniu.
My z kolei mamy wprawe w urzadzaniu tymczasowych schronéw —
Uchodzcy z mitosci.
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Panie premierze

Dzieni dobry, panie premierze.

Moim marzeniem jest spotkac sie z panem i zobaczy¢, jak pan je.
Kiedy nikt na pana nie patrzy. Nawet kamery.

Dzienrr dobry.

Bardzo chce zobaczy¢, w ktdrej rece trzyma pan widelec,

Panie premierze, i minister tez.

Czy zuja panowie obydwiema szczekami, czy tez jedna.

Jestem ciekawa, ktérego kraju metro panowie lubia.

To oczywiste, ze nienawidziliscie tutejszego, ale ktére lubicie?
Czy kiedykolwiek zdarzylo sie — czy sie po ludzku zakochaliscie.
Réwniez stabosci — na przyklad, jedzenie hot doga na ulicy.

Panie premierze i panie ministrze,
Wezoraj spotkatam w parku innego miasta kogos jeszcze wazniejszego
od was,
Przeszed! obok mnie.
Spokojnie kontynuowatam jedzenie lodéw — nikt mnie nie wyganiat
na bezpieczna odlegtos¢.

Nie byto w tym parku budynkéw z betonu,

Zakochani spali na trawnikach.

Pomyslatam, gdyby méj premier mégt to widziec.

Niechby i mojemu premierowi sie przypomniato.

Tysiace ludzi zamiast drzew widzi z okien wysokie budynki.
Oddychaja betonem.

Panie premierze, zastanawiam sie,

Czy réwniez tam, gdzie nikt pana nie rozpoznaje,

Moze pan chodzi¢ sam,

Jak cztowiek?

I sam kupuje pan tam sobie ubrania,

Czy tez kto$ to robi za pana?

Ciekawe, jak to jest, panie premierze,

Jak nagle zachce sie cztowiekowi baktazana z pasta z orzechéw,
A trzeba skuba¢ kanapeczki z kawiorem

Na jakims$ idiotycznym przyjeciu.

I czy bywa panu zimno w stopy, panie premierze.

Bo ja wiem? Chce zapytac o cos zwyktego.

Na przyktad, gdyby panski ojciec pracowat w kopalni

I tam zawalilby sie chodnik. Co pan by wtedy czut.

Pytam panéw o proste rzeczy, panie premierze i panie ministrze.
Jakby to bylto mito zy¢ w kraju,

W ktérym nie balibyscie sie kosciota.

W ktérym nie chodziliby$cie na wieczorki grafomanskich poetéw.
Gdybyscie stuchali rocka i czasem byli widziani na motocyklu.
Bronili wszystkich ludzi bez wyjatku.

Gdybyscie mieli wywalone na wiekszos¢.

Jak juz nie bedzie pan premierem, to bedzie mial pan odtozona kase?
Czy przejdzie pan do sektora pozarzadowego...

Jest w modzie uprawia¢ stamtad krytyke.

Panie premierze.

15



16

Ja, kiedy tesknie za matka

Prawda jest lepsza.

Kiedy zateskni mi sie za matka, otwieram okno i wystawiam czoto
na wiatr.

Wiatr zrywa sie i sypie mi pylem w twarz.

Zamykam oczy i ide do matki.

Ona mnie nie widzi, biegne za nia z tytu jak pies podwérkowy,

odprowadzam do pracy.

Patrze, jak zbliza sie do kiosku z gazetami i bazarku,

Mostu, sklepu, czasem stoi zgarbiona pod gabinetem szefa,

Czasem idzie pod gdrke na pole.

Patrze, zeby sie przypadkiem nie zestarzata.

Moja matka nie wie i nie powinna wiedziec,

Kiedy zamykam oczy, pojawiam sie przy niej.

Przy kuchennym stole. Po cichu. W kacie.

I patrze na jej dlonie. Na jej siwe odrosty. Na jej samotno$é.

Kiedy moja matka ktadzie sie spa¢, otwieram oczy i wracam.

Ja, kiedy ostatnimi czasy za nia bardziej tesknie,

Biore telefon i patrze na jej imie na liscie kontaktéw.

Mamo, tesknie za toba. Chce jej powiedzied te cztery stowa i zakonczy¢
rozmowe.

A potem by$my razem plakaty dlatego, Ze jej to wreszcie powiedziatam.

Przyznanie sie do tego to wielkie $winistwo, ale zamiast tego méwie,

Mamo, ile tyzek cukru, mamo.

Ile szczypt soli.

I ile kropli miodu.

Juz czas najwyzszy sie zastanowic

Juz czas najwyzszy sie zastanowi¢ nad moimi obowigzkami.
Juz czas najwyzszy odpowiedzie¢ na pytanie, dlaczego méj dom

nie $wiecit czystoscia.

Z pewnoscia dlatego, ze pracowatam.

Z pewnoscia dlatego, ze bytam piekna.

Z pewnoécia dlatego, ze méwitam zbyt glosno.

Z pewnoécia dlatego, ze sie nie poswiecatam.

A z kolei mitosci nie wyobrazatam sobie

Jako pieciominutowego seksu przed snem

i dumnego wyjscia z supermarketu u boku meza. Z siedemdziesiecioma

siatkami.

Ani tez jako chodzenia pod reke,

Kiedy bytam w ciazy,

Ani jako wyremontowanego mieszkania,

Ani chodzenia dwa kroki za mezem.

By¢ moze dlatego to sie rozpadto.

Juz czas najwyzszy sie zastanowi¢ nad moimi obowigzkami i uswiadomi¢

sobie:

Tylko on moze by¢ zmeczony.
Podczas gdy ja wpycham do kieszeni fartucha
Wyschniete pranie, sparzony o goraca patelnie palec, dawki zazdrosci,

przycisniety do szyby nos, pieluchy, szczesliwe zakoniczenia seriali.

I tak zyje:

W cierpliwosci i pokorze — nie ma w tym nic ztego.

Zalezy, jak sie do tego podchodzi.

I jakbym sie nad tym nie zastanawiata, wychodzi na jedno.

Juz czas, bym byla osiemnascie razy bardziej ciepla (ale nie seksowna)
Nawet wtedy, kiedy pachnie kim$ innym,

I podlozyla sie jak ztozona we czworo chusteczka pod rozchwiany stét,
Tworzac tymczasowa gwarancje bezpieczenstwa rodziny.

Takie podlozenie powinno mi sie spodobac.

W ogdle powinno mi sie podoba¢ wieczne bycie pod.

W $rode i piatek nie powinnam go kocha¢,

Chyba ze klepnie mnie po pijaku.
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W tych dniach trzeba go delikatnie odsuna¢ i zwrécic sie ku Bogu.

On odpowie, jeste$ moja zona, nikt nie pyta Boga.

Potem zapali¢ $wieczki. Zalowa¢ za mitog¢.

Juz czas, bym odnalazla szczescie w poswieceniu,

Poniewaz mnie, o ile w to juz uwierzymy,

Bég dat cycki i srom,

A jemu o wiele szlachetniejsze organy.

Juz czas, bym zaczela go czci¢, zebym sie rozmnozyta.

Czas juz umy¢ mu stopy,

I nigdy nie pozwoli¢, aby moje spojrzenie uciekto zbyt wysoko.

Patrze¢ tylko od st6p do kolan i od piersi do czota.

Reszte ciata mam oglada¢ w ciemnosci.

Juz czas, aby obcial moja wyrosnieta na tym ciele glowe, jak smoka,

Bo okazuje sie, ze sie nie mieszcze.

Juz czas, aby on byt najwazniejszy i przynosit pieniadze.

I zebym ja codziennie dawata mu liste - dzi$ potrzebujemy chleba,
majonezu, oleju i zieleniny.

I pod koniec listy dopisa¢ skromnie:

Podpaski higieniczne.

I by¢ w zwiazku z tym szczesliwa.

Chyba juz czas.

Ale ja pamietam:

Pewnego razu mezczyzna naprawde umyt mi nogi i kochat mnie.
Pewnego razu ja naprawde umytam nogi mezczyznie i go kochatam.

W tamtym momencie nikt nie myslat o koscielnych kazaniach.

W tamtym momencie zadne z nas nie pamietalo o jakiejs tam deklaracji.
I mieli$my

Dwa ciata.

Dwie gtowy.

I, co za tym idzie, cztery nogi i cztery rece.

I miesciliémy sie.

Bogowie Eki

Witaj, Boze.

Przyjaciel dat mi twdj adres.

Ledwo cie odnalazlam.

I na dodatek spdznitam sie péttorej godziny.
Mieszkasz tak daleko od centrum.
Uprzedzono, ze wpadne?

Chciatam powiedziec.

Lub raczej wyrazic.

Juz ktamie - chciatam sie poskarzy¢.

To nie ty mi wyciagnates nos

Za ktamstwo?

I kiedy urosty mi piersi, pamietasz, jak protestowatam?
Garbieniem sie — juz mi tak zostato.

Ale

I tak mnie porzadnie nie ukarates.

Moj ojciec powiedzial mi raz,

Ze kiedy sie uémiecham, w moich oczach wida¢ Boga...
Od tamtego czasu przygladam ci sie w lustrze.
Od tamtego czasu wymywam cie {zami,

Kiedy chce, zebys zniknat.

Teraz jest podobnie.

Te droge tutaj przebytam po to,

Aby powiedzie¢,

Ze moze jednak by$ mnie opuscit,

Skoro mnie nie ratujesz.

Wybacz,

Ale odpowiedz musisz mi wysta¢ dzisiaj.

Jak chcesz, to w6z ja pod poduszke,

Wsadze tam dlonie

I stowa obleza mnie jak pijawki.

I jesli bede mogta bezbtednie powtérzy¢ te stowa
Nawet w czasie snu,

To bedzie znaczy¢,

Ze nauczytam sie modlitwy.

Modlitwy o tw6j powrét.
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Wyijscie

Na palcach.

Jak $nieg, ktéry w lutym

Przetamuje sezon wietrzny.

Wicher Subsarkis zmiesza go z blotem i rozmaze u podnézy gor.
Jak powiewajaca chusteczka

Ostatniego pasazera na peronie,

Ktéra wysyta w $lad za nocnym pociagiem

Puls poprzedniej nocy - z peknietej zyty nadgarstka.
Powoli.

Jak zataczajacy sie pijaczyna,

Ktéry ostatni wstat od stypy.

I gos¢,

Ktéry do $witu wznosi toasty

Na czes¢ gospodyni, co ledwo stoi na nogach.

Tak odchodzi.

Wstaje.

Jak srebro na palcu - do starosci.

Piers — na ciele.

Wymyka sie.

Jak pies, ktéry czuje bliska $mier¢

I oddaje podwdrze innemu psu na pilnowanie,
Staniajac sie, idzie po drodze

I rozpacza nad utratg pana.

Ostroznie, z dusza na ramieniu,

Jak matka,

Zamykajac drzwi do pokoju $piacego niemowlecia.
Jak zlodziej,

Z kieszeniami pelnymi cudzych pieniedzy - ze skradziona przyszloscia,
Bez stowa opuszcza miasto.

Tak bezwstydnie,

Ku rozterce innych serc.

(W)staje moje serce.

P6ki je wypuszcze — ubieram je z nadludzka sita
W podarowane przez ciebie czerwone buty,

Btagajac,

By jutro wrécito,
Zna droge.

Zeby wrdcito.
Zeby wrécito.
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Nic wiecej, prosze pana

Laskawy panie,

Prosze mi rozwigzaé sznurdwki.

Przed panem spoczywaja moje stopy w biatych sportowych butach.

Takie zmeczone, opuchniete, z niebieskimi zytami.

Prosze pana, prosze mnie rozebra¢, na co pan czeka.

Tam jest dwanascie guzikéw, prosze je rozpiac.

Ta koralowa bielizna,

Ta zapieta pod szyja koszula w paski,

Te biate skarpety,

Te odwieczne dzinsy.

Ubratam sie dla pana, dla tych pieciu minut.

Dla zupelnie wystarczajacych pieciu minut,

Ktérych potrzebuje, by wélizgna¢ sie do panskiego réwnolegtego swiata.

Jakbym weszla do falujacego lustra i zamienita sie w wode.

Laskawy panie,

Moja twarz jest do dyspozycji paniskiego szorstkiego jezyka — prosze
zliza¢ niebieski makijaz.

Ciekawe, co zostanie zamiast oczu.

Prosze sie nie martwic¢ o kurz, prosze pana,

Kiedy sie tak chodzi w te i z powrotem pomiedzy $wiatami, czasem sie

cztowiek ukurzy.

Prosze pana, ja uwielbiam ubrania,

Dlatego prosze zdejmowac ostroznie i nie zgubi¢ ani jednego guzika,

Boja po panu

Mam sie znéw ubrad,

Otworzy¢ inne drzwi i powiedziec:

Jaki miatam ciezki dzien, o nic mnie nie pytajcie.

(Nikt nie wie) dlaczego kochatam faszyste

Przepraszam bardzo,

Ale na poczatku wszystko byto dobrze.
Byl podobny do aniota stréza.
Myslatam, ze réwniez mojego.

Miatam na sobie prezroczysta srebrng sukienke i $piewatam.
On patrzyl na mnie zadowolony i nie protestowat.
Malowatam usta jaskrawoczerwona szminka i catowatam innych,
On patrzyl na mnie z usémiechem i nie protestowat.
Patrzytam mu w oczy i broitam.

On patrzyl na mnie niewzruszony i nie protestowat.

Moéwil, ze mi przejdzie, i sie $mial.

Méwit, zebym sie nie przejmowala, i przytulat mnie do serca.
Moéwil, ze mitos¢ nie istnieje, i szacowal mnie wzrokiem.
Nigdy mnie o nic nie prosit.

Sama placitam.

I stalam przed nim gotowa na komore gazowa.

Byt to przyjemny prysznic, zatruwatam sie powoli.

Z wlasnej woli przeniostam sie do jego obozu — mieszkalismy we dwoje.

Oboz byt tajny i ogrodzony.

Wieczorem przynosit troche jedzenia,

A ja stuchatam teorii o (jak sie okazuje) faszystowskiej mitosci.
I podobato mi sie to.

Na poczatku wszystko byto dobrze.

Kochatam go.

Na poczatku wszystko byto dobrze,

Dopéki nie napisatam swojego numeru na przegubie.
Numeru przynaleznosci do niego.

I posiadania mnie.

Nie malowatam ust jaskrawoczerwong szminka.

Nie nositam przezroczystej sukienki.

Bytam jego osobistg niewidoma.

Sama nie moglam przejs¢ przez ulice,

Statam w wyznaczonym miejscu, w obozie,
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I czekatam,

Bedziecie sie $miali,

Na egzekugje.

Okazuje sie,

Ze egzekucja wcale nie boli.

Juz wiem.

To tez juz wiem, nieprawda,

Nie ma zadnych osobistych aniotéw.
Tym bardziej strézéw.

Tym bardziej mezczyzn.
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The Final Tribute

Here is my beloved from a village,
his words are always said in an accent.
All he knows, remembers or has heard for now
is the following: My sweetie. My life. Ma’ girl.
He has large hands smelling of the soil,
his head is hollow and empty,
it is easy to communicate with him, though not interesting.
Unnecessary to inform him about it. I've tasted him — that’s all.
Here is another my beloved: he looks like a prince from a fairy tale
with his golden hair that looks like fire. August is burning on his chest.
Looking into his eyes one can think he has captured there a wolf,
and a demon lives in his body.
Sometimes he hides his body in the cassock. At nights
he dreams as if the chrism has disposed from his skin out of his
excessive imagination.
The next one among my men is full of pride and dignity, 31
His body is all stretched, his feet are fine.
To sleep with him is like having unexpected guests at night
and laying table and tiding up for them for long.
About us he knows everything but will never admit it.
I really loved him.
My beloved is a pedant and intellectual person.
From time to time he touches his glasses with his finger to maintain
balance.
Before he decides to make love with me (if he ever does)
it’s usual for him to pray
while I am waiting and looking at the ceiling full of stars.
Then he takes off his clothes and only after lying in bed he calls me.
The other one is a poor man, not good-looking.
To be with him gives the same sensation as a day of part time work —
less tiredness, less salary.
He is indifferent towards our unity and is going to forget it all immediately.
L... him.... No, not worth mentioning.
One of my men is a rich man. He is an important figure.
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He is swinging a key over his finger (a key to what? — I don’t know, but
the more important fact about him is the act itself of swinging) .
My beloved is sensible and cynic,
his body has encountered dozen of women, still he stays clean,
his soul is free though tired, written and re-written many times.
The other my beloved looks like a map. I am following the lines with
a finger over his body
and when [ stop my finger at his organ, it comes to life.
It happens always when I touch him
with a knee
or with my belly,
shortly,
it happens always when I touch.
To be with him is like licking ice-cream while lying in a hammock,
to be with him is like lying under him
while he is sure he reigns. Let him think he rules,
that fully coincides with my wish.
Being with him I've learnt how to love properly.

Today all my men will come to pay the final tribute.
Today all my sweethearts belong to others.

Feel free to do with them whatever you wish.

Ilove freedom, I really feel free.

A Song of a Miner's Wife

My husband is going to come home late tonight. My smoked husband.
As he comes his teeth will glare white.
Only from the teeth I can differentiate my husband from others.
He was light-skinned when I first met him. Now the color of his skin
is near to the color of dust.
Even his voice sounds as if the iron has dissolved in it,
And his eyes are lit up with the heated oil.
My husband changes a lot after being back to this world from a long
tunnel deep.
Now he will come soon. He will be muddy. He will enter the doorway
bringing some smell.
That’s the smell from the intestines of the Earth. This is the smell
of the men working side by side with him,
that of the exhausted workers.
He will come soon with an empty food container in one hand and with
a smoked loaf of bread in other.
The essence of my husband has touched even a loaf of bread (like me
before) and made it black
after he had eaten a small piece of bread when he got hungry
on the way home.
Later he sits at the table waiting for a long time for his portion of soup
that is followed by
some of my words to be said quickly about the big loans from banks
and small ones
from the local grocery store,
and about a new pair of shoes belonging to a neighbor’s child and our
children’s shabby school-bags.
There are my words of despair.
He is still sitting looking through the window to the sky.
Then he says: I miss the sky, and stops to talk.
I stop to say a word about the books and coloring books and chocolates
and new dresses
and a necklace over there in the window of the shop, in short, about
everything a human being needs.
And I think: if only he would never lose his hands and feet to be able
to go down in the mine.
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Today My Mum Will be Late

My mum will be late today. Again.
As usual I am going to sit by the window
waiting for a small stain like a fly to become my mother.
Where is she lingering so late? — a nun in the kindergarten will
grumble as always
and then she will have a nap on her knitting.
Before my mum comes I will paint snowflakes on the panes.
“Don’t make the panes dirty!” - the nun cries at me
opening her right eye suddenly like a dragon.
I wonder why do the nuns think that the snowflakes are dirty
or why they have punished Lela Gabritchidze yesterday?
They made her put her head on the stinking table
after she refused to eat vegetable noodle soup.
“Mum, I was painting those flakes for you,” - I am going to tell it
to mum when she comes, -
“I am not afraid of that nun.”
“Mum, I will endure those hours without you, don’t worry!”
At last when she comes, she will apologize with her exhausted voice:
“Excuse me, darling, a meeting at my job had been prolonged.”
Then she will take my hand and we will walk along the snowy street.
She is asking me to tell her about my day.
Her hands are warm, that means half-an-hour fairy tale is awaiting me -
that of walking up a street of a small town towards home.
“Do you know, mum, today the teachers ate all the cake from Niko’s
birthday.
They gave us, children, only thin slices of it.”
My mum and I are walking carefully on the icy road -
this is the usual way home from the kindergarten.
It’s normal in the small towns in winter to move slowly, equipped with
anti-slip steps.
It’s marvelous to walk from time to time so slowly with mum
and I wish she would be late again tomorrow,
I am going to tell her so many tales...
If so, only our voices would cross the deafness of the winter evening.
I like to walk together with mum when she is exhausted.
Sometimes I cannot help but look back and see -
snow is covering our traces, alas, so fast.

My Lover is Leaving for Home

He is experienced in concealment, getting showers,
in airing our smells and removing all the evidences of our affair.
Therefore he feels free to leave, he is never sneaking out.
He feels absolutely innocent after being emptied,
after having tamed his passion as a winner.
Before leaving he kisses us on the forehead, on the cheek,
The chapter about passion is over. The lover is tamed.
That’s why kissing is postponed until next meeting, licking knees and
caressing the genitalia
- expected next week too.
When leaving he never requires anything and never gives his promises either.
It was enough - everything that happened today. Now he is in a hurry:
Time treats him as a mother-in-law, now it’s calling him.
We stay with the feast that had been blasted: clothes and the pieces
of cake around,
a bottle of wine unscrewed — you even didn’t have time to drink. 35
We can easily imagine him entering the market -
The shopping list of the items his family requires is long. It’s mandatory.
We can imagine our lover being old, bended over
while looking for the clips on the ground, fallen from the high block of flats.
Seems, he was asked to pick them up and he is doing it with an excessive zeal,
as if he tries to proof his devotion this way.
Thus only he can repaint his scrapped-off love towards his family.
For more self-sacrifice we can imagine too
how our lover is putting his head in other woman’s lap,
where he is truly tired, wretched and genuine.
He has forsaken modesty at home and yawns from all effort.
Our lover looks like his home itself.
Once a day everybody needs to stay at home
in order to flee from it later.
He is experienced in running away,
while we are experienced in arranging temporal shelters
for escaped lovers.

Translated into English by Manana Matiashvili
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Mister Prime. And Minister too

Hello, Mister Prime.

My dream is to meet you and see, how you eat.
At a time when nobody’s watching you.

Not even television cameras.

Hello.

I very much want to see in which hand you hold your fork,

Mister Prime and the Minister too.

Whether you chew with both jaws or just one.

I want to know which metro system you love in which country,

It’s clear you hated the one in this city, so which one did you love?

Whether anything like this has ever happened - that you experienced
human love.

Your weakness too — tucking into a hot dog in the street for example.

Mister Prime and the Minister too,
Yesterday I met a person of higher rank than you, in the park
of another city,
He walked past me.
I continued calmly eating my ice cream — no one threw me out
of there,
Nor were there concrete buildings standing in the park,
Young lovers slept in the grass.
I had a thought that I wished my Prime Minister could see it.
I wished my Prime Minister could remember
Thousands see high-rise buildings from their windows instead of trees.
They are breathing buildings.
Mister Prime Minister, I wonder,
Whether you can walk on your own, like a human being,
Somewhere they don’t know you?
Do you buy your own clothes
Or is that someone else’s responsibility too?
I wonder, Mister Prime Minister, what it’s like
When you suddenly want to eat aubergines with walnuts

And instead you have to eat canapes with caviar
At some idiotic reception.
I wonder, Mister Prime Minister, whether you ever get cold feet.
I don’t know, I want to ask you something ordinary.
For example, if your dad worked in the mine
And the mine suddenly collapsed, what you would feel.
I am asking you simple things, Mister Prime Minister.
How wonderful it would be to live in a country
Where you would not be afraid of the church.
You would not attend readings by talentless poets.
But you would listen to rock music and sometimes you'd seen
on a bike in the
street.
You would defend the rights of every individual human being.
You wouldn’t give a shit about the majority.
I wonder when you are no longer PM, how much money youll have?
Or whether you’ll move into the public sector...
It’s fashionable to criticize from there.
Mister Prime. 37

Translated into English by Natalia Bukia-Peters and Victoria Field
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When | miss my mother

The truth is better.
When I'm missing my mother, I open the window and lift my forehead

to the wind.

The wind comes out of nowhere and sprinkles dust over my face.
As for me, I close my eyes and go to my mum.
She can’t see me, but like one of our outside dogs, I follow her,

accompany her to work.

I watch her, approaching the newspaper kiosk and market stall,

A bridge, a shop, sometimes standing like a statue at her boss’s door,
And sometimes following a path up the hill to a field of corn.

I watch over her, so she won't inadvertently grow old.

My mum doesn’t know and mustn’t know how,

When I close my eyes, [ appear next to her

At the kitchen table.

Quietly. In the corner.

I look at her hands. Her hair which needs to be colored,

Her loneliness.

When My mother falls asleep, I open my own eyes and turn over.
These days, I find myself missing my mum quite often,

I pick up the phone and look for her name in my contacts.

Mother, I miss you. These are the words I want to say, then hang up.
After that, I want us to cry together, because at last, I've said them to you.
It’s shameful to admit it

But instead of saying those words, I ask her,

Mother, How many spoons of sugar, mother.

How many pinches of salt.

And how many drops of honey.

Translated into English by Natalia Bukia-Peters and Victoria Field

It's time to think

It’s time to think about my duties,

It’s time to think why my family fell apart.
Certainly because I worked;

Certainly because I was beautiful;

Certainly because my voice was loud;
Certainly because I refused to sacrifice myself.
And for some reason I never believed

That love is five-minute sex before going to sleep
Or walking out of a supermarket proudly
With my husband carrying dozens of packages
Nor did I believe that love is

Strolling hand-in-hand

Being pregnant

Living in a comfortable apartment,

Or walking two steps behind my husband,

I guess, that’s why it was dissolved

It’s time to think about my duties and believe:
That only he can be exhausted;

But I have to fill the pockets of my apron with

Drying laundry, a finger burnt on a frying-pan, fits of jealousy,
The nose pressed against glass, the diapers the happy end of TV shows,

And live like that:

With patience and obedience - it isn’t so bad,

It all depends on how you look at it.

But no matter how [ looked at it, I saw the same picture.
It’s time to be a few times tenderer (but not sexier),
Even when he smells of another woman,

And support the family like a small wedge of wood
Inserted under a wobbly table leg;

Yes, to save the family for a little while longer

I need to keep a low profile.

I should generally like to keep my head down all the time.
I must not make love on Wednesdays and Fridays,
Unless he drunkenly gropes me
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Then I should gently push him away and point up to God,

And he will say: It’s not God’s business, you're my wife!

Then we will light a candle. Regret our love.

It’s time for me to enjoy sacrificing myself,

Because assuming that God gave me breasts and vagina,

But him superior private parts.

It’s time to worship them if [ want to propagate.

It’s time to wash his feet

And never steal my glance higher than that

Only see him from his feet to knees and from his shoulders to forehead.

Other parts of his body I should see only in the darkness.

It’s time for him to cut off my head as if [ were a dragon,

Because there is not enough space for me.

It’s time for him to be the chief and the breadwinner.

While I make a daily list _ today we need bread, mayonnaise, oil,
green vegetables,

Modestly adding in the end

- hygienic pads.

And be happy with just that.

I guess, it’s time.

But I remember:

Once a man really washed my feet and he loved me.

Once I really washed a man’s feet and I loved him.

And at that moment neither of us remembered about the holy scriptures.

And at moment neither of us remembered about any declaration.

And we had

Two bodies.

Two heads.

Four hands and four feet

And there was enough space for us.

Translated into English by Ani Kopaliani and Ketevan Kanchashvili

Eka's Gods

Hello God.

A friend of mine gave me your address,

But I barely found the way.

What’s more, I'm an hour and a half late.

As it turns out you really live far from downtown.

Were you told that I was dropping by?

[ have something to say.

It’s better to say it—to speak out.

I'm lying already—I want to wail.

Didn’t you make my nose grow longer

for lying?

And when you made my chest grow, do you remember how I protested?
By slouching my shoulders—since then I have remained that way.
However,

Still you bring yourself to dish out such dull punishments to me.
My father told me once,

God is in your eyes when you smile.

Did you know, since that day I've been keeping an eye on you in the mirror,
Since that very day I've been washing you with tears

When [ want to make you disappear.

And now it’s the same.

Today I've taken this walk to your place

Just to ask you

If perhaps you'd go away,

If you won't help me.

This is reckless,

but you should let me know today.

If you like, slip it under my pillow,

And I will dig with my hands and words

Shall fasten like leeches.

And even if I repeat these words flawlessly in a dream

I'll be sure

To learn the prayer.

A prayer for your return.

Translated by Eka Kevanishvili, edited by Tim Kercher
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Leaving (of love)

On tiptoe.

As snow in February

Will cross the windy season.

Dirty with mud, the Surb-Sarkys’ wind will smash against the foothills
As the last passenger at a platform,

Her handkerchief fluttering,

Lets the late train pass,

Pass like blood passes from the single artery you cut the night before,
Slowly

Like a trembling drunk who is the last one

To leave a wake where the table is already half cleared.

And a guest

Sends useless praises to

The exhausted housewife.

That’s how it goes.

It melts away

Like a silver ring on a finger of an elderly person.

A breast on the body

Flies away

Like a dog before its death,

Gives way to another dog, gives up the yard it has been guarding
Then staggers along the road,

Feeling sad for its lost masters.

Carefully, holding her breath,

Like a mother

She closes the door of her baby’s room when she is sleeping.
Like a thief,

With a pocket full of somebody’s money—somebody’s future sorrow,
She runs away silently out of town.

So shamelessly,

To shoot the hearts of others.

My heart faints.

Until I let go—with the force of a witch’s spell,

I slip the soft-winged shoes you offered on him,

With the implication that they will
Return tomorrow,

They know the way.

To come back.

To return.

Translated by Eka Kevanishvili, edited by Tim Kercher
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Nothing More, Sir

Kind sir,

Untie my shoelaces.

My legs and white tennis shoes are resting in front of you.
Terribly tired with swollen-purple veins.

Sir, take off my clothing, what are you waiting for?

There are twelve buttons, undo them.

This coral-colored underwear,

This striped shirt grips my neck tightly,

These white socks

These worn-out jeans

I put on for these five minutes, for you

To wear them for five minutes is well enough,

That I need to slide smoothly into your parallel world

As if T've stepped into a mirror’s swell and turned into water.
Kind sir,

My face is at the disposal of your callused tongue—spare me the blue

grease-paint.

How interesting, I wonder what remains instead of eyes.
Don’t worry about dust

While shuttling back and forth between these worlds,
Sometimes I'm on a dusty road—T’ll shake it off.

Sir, in fact 'm a terrible fashionista,

So strip me tenderly,

And don’t lose any buttons

Because when you are gone,

I must put on those clothes again,

Walk through another door and say:

What a hard day I've had, don’t question me.

Translated by Eka Kevanishvili; Edited by Tim Kercher

(Nobody knows) Why | loved a Fascist

I beg your pardon, but

All was well in the beginning

He looked like a guardian angel

Of mine

I was wearing a see-through silver dress, singing
He was eyeing me pleased, not interfering

I had red lipstick on, kissing others

He was watching me with a smile, not interfering,
I was looking him in the eyes, ruining things

He was staring at me calmly, not interfering;

He said it would pass and laughed

He said I shouldn’t worry and hugged me

He said there is no love, watching me closely

He never asked for anything

I undressed myself;

And I stood before him, ready for the gas chamber
The poison filling it gradually, pleasantly,

We moved to his camp - living together the two of us
The camp was secret and restricted

He would bring some food in the evening

I listened to his theories about (allegedly) fascist love
Iliked that

All was well in the beginning

Iloved him

All was well in the beginning

Until I decided to carve my number on my wrists
The number of his possession

Of my ownership

I did not have red lipstick on any more

Or a see-through dress

[ was his personal blind pet

Unable to cross a street alone

I was standing in the camp in a chosen corner
Waiting for him, waiting for
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Guess what?

The fusillade

In fact

Being shot

Is not that painful

I know that now
And also I know:
Bull shit!

There are no personal angels
Let alone, guardian!
Let alone, men!

Translated by Ketevan Kanchashvili
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