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Foreword

Andreu Bassols. Director-General of the European Institute
of the Mediterranean

Generations and Regeneration

Generations are a modern theme in sociology but they have always existed. We all have parents,
grandparents, great-grandparents and great-great grandparents. Ortega y Gasset popularised
them from philosophy following the line initiated by August Comte some years earlier. From the
start of the so-called Christian era and calculating four generations per century, there have only
been 80 generations between us and the contemporaries of Christ and his disciples. Even fewer
generations, around 55, separate us from the beginning of the Muslim calendar, the Hegira. He-
brews are the most ancient, having reached the year 5773, which would make 231 generations.
This is nothing compared with the generations of other animals that reproduce at a great speed
with all the implications this entails from the point of view of adapting to the environment.

What we human beings cannot do with genetic changes we do with learning. Margaret
Mead, the great American anthropologist, argued that in conservative and relatively unchanging
societies, parents teach their children. These societies do not change very much and one generation
after another transmits basically the same thing. In contrast, in societies under transformation,
contemporaries teach each other and learn from their peers, but they learn little from their
predecessors who are no longer aware of recent evolutions and adaptations. Margaret Mead,
however, also stated that, from time to time, there are societies that change so quickly that the
children teach new things to their parents. This is what happens to me and to my generation with
computers, Internet and mobile phones, which we still do not understand completely despite the
patient lessons of our generational heirs.

Everybody says that the Arab revolutions have had a technological component. Social
networks, tweets and photos sent all over the world by phone spread through the revolutionary
movements, from Tunisia to Yemen. A majority of young men and women, of boys and girls,
aspire to have a little more dignified and fairer future than their parents.

The Mediterranean, a sea of ancient traditions, cradle of civilisations, philosophies and
religions, of innovative political thought from Plato to Ibn Khaldun or Machiavelli, has gone
through a very convulsive 2011 and 2012. On the one hand, the Arab revolutions and, on the
other, the movements of dissatisfaction, the “indignants”. Both of them led by young people and
antagonized by more experienced, sceptical and conservative generations... the ones that hold
the power.

This year, the contest “A Sea of Words” sought to stimulate the imagination of young
writers on the issue of generations. The reason is quite simple: we thought that it would be
worthwhile for the current generation of youths who have made or experienced a revolution to
reflect, through literary fiction, on the meaning of what is learnt and un-learnt, what is preserved
and what is rejected, between generation and generation, between parents and children. Sons
and daughters have made the revolution in Egypt and in Tunisia, have led an uprising in Libya,
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and are participating in a war between brothers in Syria. Intergenerational relations are very
important to understand why a determined generation accepts submission to a dictatorship
while another generation goes into the street and the square calling for freedom and justice. The
parents are conservative in nature. Their children want to open up new prospects. Pyromaniacs
and firemen, it is a question of years, of generation, of being a grandfather or a granddaughter, a
mother or a son. We wanted to know what the young writers thought although Jorge Luis Borges
used to say that writers are by nature conservative because they work with words and words are
the clearest expression of the unchanged character of tradition and often centenary codes, which
are repeated with a few modifications. We are not sure that the Argentinean writer is right but it
is true that the words written for our contest have helped us to understand how the young authors
from Europe and the Mediterranean think and how they see relations with their ancestors.

The IEMed has always sought to be a bridge between the two sides of the Mediterranean.
With this year’s “A Sea of Words” we have aspired to build a modest literary bridge between the
generations. It has been an interesting experience. We received almost 300 short stories from
34 countries and the jury selected 14, all of them of remarkable quality. They are now at your
disposal in this collection, a virtual collection which does not occupy any space but that we hope
will occupy a place in your thoughts and in your reflections about the future of generations and
the generations of the future.

The Mediterranean world has started a new era. A regeneration is underway. A new generation
of citizens, without giving up traditions and what they have learnt from their parents, want to be
the protagonists of a new future. Literary fiction helps us to understand the aspirations, concerns
and hopes of these new generations that now are called “emerging” but which are, quite often,
“divergent”. Happy reading.
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Proleg

Andreu Bassols. Director general de 1’Institut Europeu del Mediterrani

Generacions i regeneracié

Les generacions so6n un tema modern de la sociologia perod sempre han existit. Tots tenim pares,
avis, besavis i rebesavis. L’Ortega y Gasset les va popularitzar des de la filosofia seguint la
linia iniciada per August Comte uns anys abans. D’enca el comencament de I’anomenada era
cristiana i calculant 4 generacions per segle, hi ha hagut només 80 generacions entre nosaltres
i els contemporanis de Crist i els seus deixebles. Del comengament del calendari musulma, la
Hégira, ens separen encara menys generacions, unes 55. Els hebreus son els més antics: ara
arrosseguen el seu any 5773, aixo faria 231 generacions. Res comparat amb les generacions
d’altres animals que es reprodueixen a una gran velocitat amb totes les implicacions que aixo
suposa des d’un punt de vista d’adaptacié al medi.

El qué els humans no podem fer amb canvis genétics ho fem amb ’aprenentatge. Mar-
garet Mead, la gran antropologa nord-americana, opinava que en les societats conservadores i
relativament immutables, els pares ensenyen als fills. Son societats que no canvien gaire i el
qué es transmet és basicament el mateix una generacio rere I’altra. En canvi, en les societats
en transformacio, els contemporanis s’instrueixen entre ells i aprenen dels seus coetanis, pero
aprenen poc dels seus predecessors que ja no estan al corrent de les evolucions i les adaptacions
recents. Margaret Mead, pero, també va dir que, de tant en tant, hi ha societats que canvien tant
de pressa que son els fills els que ensenyen coses noves als seus pares i mares. Aixo em passa a
miialameva generacioé amb els ordinadors, I’internet i els telefons mobils que continuem sense
entendre del tot malgrat les pacients llicons dels nostres successors generacionals.

Tothom diu que les revolucions arabs han tingut un gran component tecnologic. Les xar-
xes socials, les piulades i les fotografies enviades arreu del mon a través del telefon han conta-
giat els moviments revolucionaris, des de Tunisia fins al lemen. Han estat una majoria de joves
i de dones joves, de nois i noies que aspiren a tenir un futur una mica més digne i una mica més
just que el dels seus pares i mares.

El Mediterrani, mar de tradicions mil-lenaries, bressol de civilitzacions, filosofies i reli-
gions, de pensament politic innovador des de Plato, passant per Ibn Khaldun i Maquiavel, ha
viscut un 2011 1 un 2012 molt trasbalsats. Per una banda, les revolucions arabs. Per altra, els
moviments d’insatisfaccio, els “indignados”. Uns i altres protagonitzats per joves i antagonit-
zats per generacions més veteranes, mes esceptiques i més conservadores... del poder que del
que gaudeixen.

Aquest any, el concurs Mar de Paraules ha volgut provocar la imaginacié dels joves es-
criptors sobre el tema de les generacions. La rad és molt simple: pensavem que seria bo que una
generacio de joves actual, que ha fet o ha viscut una revolucid, reflexionés, mitjangant la ficcid
literaria, sobre el significat del qué s’aprén i es desapren, del que es conserva i es llenca, entre
generacio i generacio, entre pares i fills. Els fills han fet la revolucié a Egipte i a Tunisia, han fet
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una revolta a Libia, estan fent una guerra entre germans a Siria. Les relacions entre generacions
és molt important per comprendre perqué una generacié determinada accepta sotmetre’s a una
dictadura i una altra generacio surt al carrer i a la plaga i reclama llibertat i justicia. Els pares
son de naturalesa conservadora. Els fills volen obrir noves perspectives. Piromans i bombers, és
una qiiestio d’anys, de generacio, de ser avi o néta, mare o fill. Voliem saber qué en pensaven els
joves escriptors tot i que Jorge Luis Borges deia que els escriptors son d’un natural conserva-
dors perque treballen amb paraules i les paraules son 1’expressiéo més clara de la immutabilitat
de la tradicio, codis, sovint centenaris, que es repeteixen amb pocs canvis. No estem segurs que
I’escriptor argenti tingui rad, pero si que és veritat que les paraules del nostre concurs ens han
ajudat a comprendre com pensen els joves autors d’Europa i del Mediterrani i com veuen les
relacions amb els seus avantpassats.

L’TEMed ha volgut sempre ser un pont entre els dos costats de la Mediterrania. Amb el
Mar de Paraules d’enguany, hem aspirat a construir un modest pont literari entre les generacions.
Ha estat una experiéncia interessant. Ens han arribat gairebé 300 contes des de 34 paisos i el
jurat en va seleccionar 14, tots d’una remarcable qualitat, i ara els teniu a la vostra disposi-
ci6 en aquest volum, un volum virtual que no ocupa cap volum, pero si que volem que ocupi
un lloc en el vostre pensament i en les vostres reflexions sobre el futur de les generacions i les
generacions del futur.

El moén mediterrani ha comencat una nova era. Una regeneraci6 esta en marxa. Una nova
generaci6 de ciutadans, sense renunciar a les tradicions i al que han apres dels seus pares, volen
ser protagonistes d’un nou futur. La ficcid literaria ens ajuda a comprendre les aspiracions, les
angoixes i les esperances d’aquestes noves generacions que ara en diuen “emergents”, pero que
son, ben sovint, “divergents”. Que tingueu una bona lectura.

IEMed.




A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

Foreword

Andreu Claret. Executive Director of the Anna Lindh Foundation

“A Sea of Words” has reached its fifth, and probably most important edition thanks to the
fertile collaboration of the IEMed and the Anna Lindh Foundation. The theme Youth, Future
and Intergenerational Dialogue strikes at the very core of the democratic changes which are
touching the Euro-Med region. Some youth have acted as catalysers for uprisings and have
participated in the combats for redirecting their countries towards a brighter future. Others
are struggling to find their ways amid economic crisis, unemployment towards an uncertain
future. Standing in the crossroad between past and future, between dreams and realities, they
face the challenge of transmitting their visions and ambitions to the generation of their parents
and grandparents.

This edition of “A Sea of Words” offers a space for dialogue that transgresses the conven-
tional and explores the voice of fiction, creativity and not least fantasy as a means for dialogue.
The barriers and borders between generations are here broken down word by word, phrase by
phrase; creating spaces and opportunities for shares visions.

In this regard, I am thankful for the commitment of the IEMed in reinforcing this pro-
gramme in cooperation with the Anna Lindh Foundation. “A Sea of Words” has received this
year 283 stories from 34 countries and 14 were selected by the International Jury. The continu-
ous increase of participation in the contest since its very first launch is assign of its success. It
shows the willingness of youth from the region to convey ideas, thoughts and to contribute to a
vivid literary landscape.

Not only does “A Sea of Words” seek to bridge the gap between tradition and modernity
but all at once between the North and South. May it be in societies where youth are the driving
force and vast majority, or others where the share of the elderly is increasing, youth are par-
ticipating in redefining roles and expectations in a context of fragmentation and crisis. New
scenarios for the future are present in these short stories and are the red line running through
the contributions.

It comes as no surprise that the revolutions who shook the Arab societies were an-
ticipated through novels long before political analysts or experts predicted the course of
history. It was reading Al Aswany or Khamisi and not the papers of renowned scholars in
the Arab world that I got some early warnings about what was going to happen in Egypt.
I am sure that reading the works of this fifth edition of “A Sea of Words”, we will have the
opportunity to understand better what is happening in our societies, on both shores of the
Mediterranean, and to anticipate some of the deep transformations which are on the way.
These attempts to reach beyond the fictional into the concrete future can help us to look at
events with sound distance, beneficial curiosity and critical spirit, and to paying an attentive
ear to the voices of youth.

The work of the Anna Lindh Foundation focuses on generational and cultural transitions
with the aim of creating spaces and encounters fostering understanding. How can we ensure

IEMed, & hmim
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that the capital stored in history and multiple experiences is passed on to the next generations?
“A Sea of Words” prioritises this exchange to contribute to a better understanding, respect and
trust in the construction of the future. That was the purpose for launching the contest, six years
ago, and I am proud to observe that, with this fifth edition, “A Sea of Words” comes of age, as a
major initiative in the panoply of cultural Euro-Med Programmes.

IEMed. &3 fna Lindh
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Proleg

Andreu Claret. Director Executiu de la Fundacio Anna Lindh

Un mar de paraules ha arribat a la seva cinquena edicid, i probablement és una de la més impor-
tants, gracies a la col-laboraci¢ fertil de 'TEMed i la Fundacié Anna Lindh. El tema “Joventut,
Futur i el dialeg entre generacions” colpeja en el cor mateix dels canvis democratics que estan
en contacte amb la regido Euro-Med. Alguns joves han actuat com a catalitzadors dels aixeca-
ments i han participat en els combats per la reorientacié dels seus paisos cap a un futur més
brillant. Altres estan lluitant per trobar el seu cami, enmig de la crisi economica i la desocupacio,
cap a un futur incert. En la cruilla entre el passat i el futur, entre els somnis i la realitat, s’en-
fronten al repte de transmetre les seves visions i ambicions a la generaci6 dels seus pares i avis.

Aquesta edicio d’Un mar de paraules ofereix un espai per al dialeg que transgredeix el
convencional i explora la veu de la ficcid, la creativitat i la fantasia, mitjans importants per al di-
aleg. Les barreres i fronteres entre generacions es desfan paraula a paraula, frase a frase, creant
espais 1 oportunitats de visions compartides.

En aquest sentit, em sento agrait pel compromis de I’TEMed en I’enfortiment d’aquest pro-
grama en col-laboracié amb la Fundacié Anna Lindh. Un mar de paraules ha rebut aquest any
283 histories de 34 paisos 1 un jurat internacional n’ha seleccionat 14. El continu augment de la
participacio en el concurs des del seu primer llangament constitueix el seu exit. Aixo demostra
la voluntat dels joves de la regio per a transmetre idees, pensaments i contribuir a un paisatge
literari viu.

Un mar de paraules no tracta solament d’omplir el buit entre la tradici6 i la modernitat,
si no també entre el Nord i el Sud. Els joves estan participant en la redefinici6 dels rols i de les
expectatives en un context de fragmentacio i crisi, tant en les societats on els joves son la forga
motriu i la gran majoria o en altres on la participacio de la gent gran és cada vegada més impor-
tant. Nous escenaris per al futur son presents en aquestes histories curtes i presenten una linia
vermella a través de les seves contribucions.

No és cap sorpresa que les revolucions que van sacsejar les societats arabs fossin antici-
pades a través de les novel-les, molt abans que els analistes politics i experts vaticinessin el curs
de la historia. Estava llegint Al-Aswany o Khamisi, i no els papers d’académics de gran prestigi
en el mon arab, quan vaig obtenir algunes adverténcies primerenques sobre el que havia d’esde-
venir a Egipte. Estic segur que amb la lectura de les obres d’aquesta cinquena edicié de Un mar
de paraules tindrem 1’ oportunitat d’entendre millor el que esta succeint en les nostres societats
a les dues ribes de la Mediterrania, i podrem anticipar algunes de les profundes transformacions
que s’estan produint. Aquests intents d’arribar més enlla de la ficcid en el futur concret ens po-
den ajudar a veure els esdeveniments des de la distancia, la curiositat i I’esperit critic beneficios,
escoltant amb atencio6 les veus de la joventut.

El treball de la Fundacié Anna Lindh se centra en les transicions generacionals i culturals
amb ’objectiu de crear espais i trobades que fomentin la comprensid. Com podem assegurar
que el capital acumulat en la historia i multiples experiéncies es transmet a les generacions se-
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giients? Un mar de paraules prioritza aquest intercanvi per a contribuir a una millor comprensio,
al respecte i la confianga en la construcci6 del futur. Aquest va ser el proposit per al llangament
del concurs, fa sis anys, i em sento orgullos d’observar que, en aquesta cinquena edicio, Un mar
de paraules arriba a la seva majoria d’edat com una important iniciativa en la panoplia de la
cultura Euro-Med Programes.
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Youth, Future and
Intergenerational Dialogue

With the issue Youth, Future and Intergenerational Dialogue, we present the best titles for the
fifth year of “A Sea of Words”, the short story contest for men and women aged between 18 and
30 living in the Euro-Mediterranean area. The topic deals with the intergenerational bond which
highlights the views and expectations of youths along with the values and conflicts developed
by their interaction with their elders and their wishes for Euro-Mediterranean societies.

“A Sea of Words” has reached its fifth year in 2012 thanks to the efforts and convictions
of the European Institute of the Mediterranean and the Anna Lindh Foundation and their strong
belief in this programme. “A Sea of Words” represents a unique method of cooperation, known
as a “network initiative”, since the selection of stories involves all the Anna Lindh Foundation
national networks.

283 short stories from 34 Euro-Mediterranean countries were received in 2012. The high
level of involvement is due to the fact that participants can write in any of the official languages
of the Euro-Mediterranean zone.

The broad scope of the call was possible thanks to its promotion by the almost 4,000 or-
ganizations that make up the 43 national networks of the Foundation, as well as other networks
in the Euro-Mediterranean area, such as the Euro-Mediterranean Non-Governmental Platform,
the European Youth Forum and the Euromed Permanent University Forum. Diverse organiza-
tions linked to some of these networks also strengthened the call through their own websites,
newsletters and journals.

In order to carry out the selection process of the 14 winning stories, there was a pre-selection
at national level conducted by the network coordinators of the Anna Lindh Foundation in each of
the 43 states. Later, the organizers called an international jury comprising Elisabetta Bartuli, trans-
lator and professor at Ca’ Foscari University in Venice; Jamila Hassoune, Moroccan writer and
librarian; Pere-Antoni Pons, Catalan writer; and Hanane Oulahillah, winner of the fourth contest.

In the 14 selected stories several issues emerge within the topic of youth, future and inter-
generational dialogue. Plots and characters are driven by the fight against the past, distrust of
the other and the stranger, respect for elders, the desire to try new experiences beyond one’s own
borders, the challenge to accept one’s own body, as well as the thirst for knowledge and venge-
ance. These are seen as the links between the present generations in current society.

The jury members gave a special mention to three of the contest winners for the high qual-
ity of their stories and the originality of the subject matter: Katja Knezevié¢, with her piece Invis-
ible Mother, won the first prize; Veronika Puska, with the story Half~-Hearted won the second
prize; and Jamie O’Connell achieved third place with The Lollipop Fields.

Through their stories, the three winners analyze the different aspects of intergenerational
conflict, from the common vision of the bond between generations to the open clash brought
about by the new generations which do not see themselves reflected in the older generations and
their ideals.

IEMed. &3 fna Lindh
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In Katja Knezevi¢’s Invisible Mother the main character faces her mother’s pessimism
and, more generally, the negativity that has pervaded the whole of Croatia during recent times,
choosing to move abroad for a chance at fulfilment. Veronika Puska’s Half-Hearted explores
the expectations and fears that older generations have of the new one, calling on today’s youth
to become better through their elders’ wise but impractical advice. Another aspect that emerges
from the stories, notably in Jamie O’Connell’s The Lollipop Fields, is the bond between genera-
tions and the good or bad legacy that parents and grandparents pass on to their successors.

The city of Barcelona hosted the awards ceremony and began a series of events that ended
in the town of Girona. The awards ceremony to present prizes to the 14 contest winners took
place on 5" November 2012 at the Institut d’Estudis Catalans in Barcelona.

The next day the 14 winners participated in the workshop “Literary Language, Instrument
of Dialogue”, during which they were able to present their stories and share their experiences
and perceptions with the members of the jury and each other. The workshop took place at the
Department of Youth of the Government of Catalonia and was attended by Mary Ellen Kerans,
translator and coordinator of Mediterranean Editors and Translators (MET), who skilfully trans-
lated four of the winning stories of the 2010 and 2011 contests. The next day, in order to share
an intercultural experience, there was a trip to the town of Girona, including a visit to the Jewish
History Museum, the Dominican Monastery (current location of the Faculty of Arts), and a walk
through the old town.

The European Institute of the Mediterranean and the Anna Lindh Foundation wish to
thank all the people who have contributed to the success of “A Sea of Words”: firstly, the 283
participants of the contest and the 43 national networks of the Anna Lindh Foundation; the
members of the International Jury for their magnificent work and unfailing devotion; the Institut
d’Estudis Catalans; the Department of Youth of the Government of Catalonia; the Department
of Cultural Promotion and Cooperation of the Government of Catalonia; the Patronat del Call;
Girona City Council; and the Maria-Angels Anglada Chair for welcoming the 14 winners and
organizing several activities in Girona. A special thank you to all the members of the work team
of the European Institute of the Mediterranean and the Anna Lindh Foundation, especially their
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Presentation of awards to the young winners of the 2012 “A Sea of Words”.

Visit to Girona by the young winners of the 2012 “A Sea of Words”.
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Nevidljiva majka

Katja KneZevi¢. Hrvatska

Taj se postupak danas naziva ,,nevidljiva majka“. Kad je pocetkom proslog stolje¢a populari-
zirana fotografija i svaka se obitelj htjela ovjekovjeciti, pa makar i samo tim jednim portetom,
napravljenim samo jednom u zivotu, narucivali su i zasebne fotografije djece. Dijete, bez obzira
na dob, moralo je biti sdimo na slici, imati vlastiti portret, vlastiti crno-bijeli odraz malog iden-
titeta. Ali fotografija je jo$ uvijek bila nesto sasvim novo, medij koji najavljuje puno, ali jo$ ne
daje previse. Bilo je malo prostora za pogreske i, ako bi dijete bilo previse nemirno, fotografija
bi ispala previse mutna. Proizvod ne bi bio dobar, novac bi bio potracen, a fotograf razocaran,
mozda i vide nego obitelj. I tu bi dolazile na scenu, ili radije, iza scene, nevidljive majke. Zena bi
drzala dijete u krilu, ili ga samo pridrzavala za ruku i pritom bi bila prekrivena zastorom ili pre-
krivacem. Tako bi dijete dobilo vlastiti portret, iako nikad ne bi bilo sdmo. Na nekim je fotogra-
fijama majka bila prili¢no nevjesto sakrivena, €inila i viSe no upadljiv dio scenografije, kao da
obecaje da se njezina uloga u djetetovom zivotu nikad nec¢e moci posve prekriti zastorima zabo-
rava i odrastanja. Medutim, na drugima je varka bila toliko uspjesna da na prvo gledanje uopce
ne biste primijetili da je jo$ netko na fotografiji, majka je bila samo tihi dio prostora, nevidljiva
¢vrsta tocka za koju se dijete drzi dok zbunjeno gleda pred sebe u nepoznato oko kamere.

* ok %

Nisam osjecala nista kad je mama izgubila prvi stabilan posao otkad smo se doselili u Hrvatsku.
Bila sam dijete i nisam shvacala koliko je to ozbiljno jer se iza rijeci ,,buduc¢nost™ nije krilo
nista viSe od sljedeCeg dana. Kasnije se tek ,,buduénost™ udebljala i napuhala do odbojnosti,
napunjena naslagama briga i nezgrapno prekrivena zastorima polu-uvjerljivih ohrabrenja. Mami
je bilo izbijeno tlo pod nogama, ali isto to se dogodilo i s ratom i s bijegom iz Bosne tako da
je vjerojatno nije previse iznenadilo. Bio je to Sok koji je bio pomalo previse poznat i koji je
nosio obecanje svojih povrataka. Nakon toga nije imala stabilan posao sljedecih deset godina.
Jamacno se i ona onda osjecala kao dijete, kad buducnost nije ni$ta vise od sutra.

k sk ok

Kad sam postala dovoljno stara da ne budem dijete, ali ne i dovoljno da budem odrasla,
odlucila sam da ¢e buduénost biti velika. Jer mora biti. Jer sam uvijek bila najbolja u svemu
i podrazumijevalo se da ¢u nastaviti biti najbolja u svemu. I iako je sadasnjost imala dosta
uvjerljive protuargumente, uspje$no sam je ignorirala. Nevjerojatno kako korice knjiga mogu
biti visoki zidovi kada treba pogledati u tu nekakvu ,,stvarnost*.

Mama je tada radila kao Cistacica. I otprilike onoliko koliko sam ja bila udaljena od stvar-
nosti (s nosom u knjigama koje su uvijek nekako unaprijed i komplicirale i objasnjavale zivot),
toliko je i ona sa svojim obrazovanjem bila udaljena od posla koji je radila. Cistila bi 5 sati u
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komadu, a onda na povratku kuéi u tramvaju citala knjige. Dusa se hranila samo u prolazu.
»,Mama, ti si vjerojatno jedina Cistacica u Hrvatskoj koja u tramvaju iz torbe izvlaci Bra¢u Ka-
ramazove.” Ona se smijala, tuzna i ponosna. Zami$ljala sam je kako izlazi iz skole koju Cisti,
umorna, ulazi u tramvaj pun ljudi mutnih lica, usidrenih u nekakvim brigama (ljudi u tramvaju
uvijek izgledaju zabrinuto), a u torbi se veselo sudaraju Domestos i Dostojevski. No i taj je ples
kratko trajao. Kao i taj posao.

* % %

Kad sam bila pri kraju sa studijem, tanka nit izmedu zamis$ljene buduénosti i stvarne sadasnjosti
istopila se i potonja je potpuno potopila onu prvu. Odskocila sam iz knjiga u udaljenija sanja-
renja.

Zasto misli§ da mora$ oti¢i iz Hrvatske da bi bila sretna? Ljudi koji bjeZze van ne stignu nista
dalje nego da su ostali doma.

— Mama, kako ti nije jasno da ovdje nema budu¢nosti? Nema.

— A vani kao ima? Pa i tamo je kriza. Samo §to ¢e$ tamo jo$ biti stranac. Vani idu §ljakeri
i znanstvenici. Ti nisi nijedno.

Tu sam uSutjela. Odnedavno sam odluéila da su ,,buduénost™ i ,,vani“ istoznacnice, no
Krajnja neizvjesnost koja pocinje spustanjem kofera na stranom kolodvoru ¢inila se i €ini se
puno sigurnijom od izvjesnog straha u Hrvatskoj.

— Znas §to sam zanimljivo ¢ula nedavno? — upita me mama da me razbudi iz uzaludnog
kruga misli. — Cula sam da Govjek najvece strahove u Zivotu dozivi izmedu dvadesete i dvadeset
devete godine. Zanimljivo, zar ne? Tko bi rekao, bas te godine.

— Pa valjda zato Sto u tim godinama osjecas$ da moras napraviti neki presudan izbor koji ¢e
odrediti ostatak zivota, a nemas pojma koji bi to izbor trebao biti. — otpovrnula sam automatizi-
rano, izrecitirala misli koje sam ve¢ bezbroj puta izvrtila u glavi u lovu na konkretniju definiciju
famoznog post-adolescentskog angsta.

— Hm, da, moze biti... Kad se sjetim tog razdoblja, nekako je dvostruko...

— Dvostruko? — naglo sam dignula glavu, sretna §to sam otkrila da se i mama osjecala
raspolovljeno. Kao da imas istovremeno i viSak i nedovoljno identiteta; kao odraz u slomljenom
zrcalu.

— Pa da. Sje¢am se tih nekih lijepih stvari i dozivljaja... Studentski izlasci, druZenja s pri-
jateljima. I, paralelno, nekako istovremeno, taj jedan te isti osjecaj straha. Iznutra si kao hladna
pustinja.

—Hm...

— Da, bas to. Hladna pustinja.

% sk ok

Mama se namrstila i napucéila usne.

— Koliko je to sigurno?

— Sigurno je. Vjeruj mi. Ne bih iSla samo tako tamo. To je sve u sklopu tog programa... Ku-
zi§, kako sad Hrvatska ulazi u Uniju, Zele da se unaprijede te razmjene mladih ljudi izmedu Hr-
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vatske i1 europskih zemalja... — recitirala sam propagandu programa za medunarodnu razmjenu.
— Znaci, stanovit broj odgovornih ljudi ¢e sigurno znati gdje sam ja i $to trebam raditi. Kuzi§?

— Pa dobro, kako to ide?

— Ako mi prijava prode, imat ¢u razgovor preko Skypea pa ¢emo vidjeti.

— Preko ¢ega?

— Preko interneta. S kamerom.

— Aha. Ajd dobro.

Prijava je prosla.

No¢ prije razgovora sanjala sam kako hodam po pustinji. Bilo je jako hladno. Sjela sam na
tlo, grabila pijesak rukama i pustala da mi bjezi kroz prste. Kad sam podigla glavu, uéinilo mi se
da u daljini vidim mamu kako ¢ini nesto sli¢no, no kad sam trepnula, vidjela sam da je to samo
stijena koja se jos$ nije pretvorila u pijesak.

Kad sam se probudila, dugo sam trljala ruke pod vodom. Cinilo mi se kao da pijesak ne
zeli van iz moje koze.

k sk sk

— Halo? Cujemo li se? Halo?

— Da, ovdje sam. Dobar dan. Ja sam Katja.

Dobar dan, Katja. Drago mi je da se napokon vidimo, pa makar i preko kamere.

Zena koja me gledala kroz Skypeov prozor bila je vesela, ali na neki neutralan, uvjezban
nacin. Bila sam nervozna. Ne toliko zbog razgovora, koliko zbog toga $to moram govoriti na
francuskom. Oko lapotpa sam poredala improvizirane blesimetre: komade kartona na kojima
sam crvenim markerom napisala duge, naki¢ene, gramaticki provjerene recenice na francuskom
o tome zasto trebam, zelim i moram dobiti ovo staziranje.

Zena je brzo pocela cvrkutati o njihovoj udruzi i koja bi bila moja zaduzenja ako bi me
primili. Kada je zavrs$ila vidno istroseni monolog, rekla mi je da joj kazem neSto o sebi. Zastala
sam na trenutak i udahnula. Tijekom filmski dugih tri sekunde nasla sam se pred izborom: reci
joj istinu ili ¢itati s blesimetra. Dvije Katje su se pocele prepirati: Ozbiljno, Katja? Zar stvarno
zelis igrati na kartu izbjeglice sa samohranom majkom i cendrati o Bosni, o Hrvatskoj u kojoj
nitko ne moze naci posao, o maminoj nezaposlenosti... Ozbiljno? Zar mislis da moras posezati
za time da bi uspjela? Pa ne, ne mislim, ali, zar nije ispravnije biti iskren? Ma je li? Ispravno,
ili samo jako zgodno i lako? Sto da si odrasla u imucnoj obitelji? Sto bi ti onda bio adut? Ne
budi glupa; Zena mora vidjeti optimizam i energiju, a ne Zicanje. 1 tada je bio red na meni da
odrzim monolog. Napola pogledavajuéi blesimetar, a napola improvizirajuci, raspri¢ala sam
se o tome kako sam dobra s ljudima, kako volim uciti nove stvari, kako sam dobra u svemu (s
godinama su Katje postigle kompromis i odlucile da sam dobra, a ne najbolja u svemu). itd. itd.
Zena je klimala glavom, smjeskala se, tu i tamo ubacila pokoje ,,D’accord, d’accord.” Izgledala
je zadovoljno, a ja sam govorila sve vise i sve brze. Kad sam napokon zakljucila govor smijes-
kom, ona je upitala: ,,A ¢ime se dugoro¢no Zelite baviti u zivotu?“ Kao da nije mogao podnijeti
pritisak pitanja, Skype se smrznuo. Nekoliko predugih trenutaka Zenino lice je stajalo na ekranu
zamrznuto u smijeSku. Ovako zaustavljeno u vremenu, izgledalo je jos neprirodnije i pomalo
nestvarno. Onda se ¢ulo jo§ nekoliko zaostalih rijeci i veza se ugasila. U prozoru vise nije bilo
njezino lice, nego samo tamni ekran sa sivim zrncima.
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Vise nismo uspjeli uspostaviti vezu. Poslala mi je e-mail da zapravo i nije bitno da dovrsi-
mo razgovor; saznala je dovoljno o meni i ovako.

k sk ok

Tri tjedna kasnije dobila sam e-mail u kojem je veoma ljubaznim, ali jo§ uvijek osjetno dis-
tanciranim tonom pisalo da sam dobila staziranje i da se raduju mome dolasku. To je bilo to.
Buduénost me ¢ekala vani.

k sk ok

— Javi mi se ¢im stigne$. Ba§ me briga ako bude i tri ujutro.

— Ok, mama...

— Ok. Ajd. Nek te dragi Bog ¢uva.

— Da. Hvala.

Pogledala sam preko ramena prema izlazu za moj let i onda opet u mamino lice. Izgledala
je toliko uzbudeno kao da i ona putuje.

—Mama?

— Molim, duso?

— Hvala.

—Na ¢emu?

— Pa onak’, na svemu, opéenito. — promrmljala sam, glupo se nasmijesila i pogledala u
pod. Htjela sam reéi: Hvala ti na svemu, oduvijek. Sto si cistila glupe urede, i glupe $kole i cu-
vala glupu djecu dok sam ja citala knjige. Sto si ucinila da sve funkcionira. Ovo ne radim samo
radi sebe, nego i da ti dokazem da smo uspjele. Ali nisam. Nekako mi se ¢inilo da je to sve jasno.
A inisam htjela riskirati da placemo usred zracne luke, to bi bilo nekako neukusno.

Stavila sam torbu preko ramena i krenula prema izlazu, osvrnuvsi se nekoliko puta. Smje-
stila sam se u avion, vezala pojas, ugasila mobitel i odslusala stjuardesin entuzijasti¢ni monolog.
Potom sam otvorila torbu i izvadila Simi¢eva Preobrazenja, svoju omiljenu zbirku. Kako sam
je nespretno primila, ispala mi je na pod. Sagnula sam se da je dignem i tada zamijetila neSto na
nogavici. Izgledalo je kao tamni prah. Sjetila sam se da smo, hodajuéi prema luci, prolazili pre-
ko jedno $ljuncanog puteljka i da sam se spotaknula nekoliko puta jer mi je kovceg bio pretezak.
Valjda su se tad nogavice zaprljale. Otresla sam ih rukom i pogledala u dlan. Zrnca pijeska ba-
cala su sitne sjajne odraze sunca. Pogledala sam u jedno zrno pijeska na dlanu, tu jedva vidljivu
¢vrstu tockicu. Sklopila sam Saku i potom pogledala u oblake. Zagreb se vise nije ni nazirao,
avion je zaplovio duboko u nepoznato. Nakon ove tocke ostala je samo nada.
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Invisible Mother

Katja KneZevi¢. Croatia

Nowadays that procedure is called “invisible
mother”. When at the beginning of the last cen-
tury photography became popular and every
family wanted to render itself eternal, even if
only with that one portrait, made only once in
a lifetime, they would order separate photo-
graphs of children. The child, regardless of
age, had to be alone in the picture, have its
own portrait, its own black and white reflec-
tion of its small identity. But photography
was still something new, a medium announc-
ing plenty, but not yet yielding very much.
There was little room for errors and, if the
child was too restless, the photograph would
turn out too blurry. The product would not
have been good, money would have been
wasted, and the photographer disappointed,
perhaps even more than the family. And this
is where the invisible mothers would come
to the scene, or rather, behind the scene. The
woman would hold the child in her lap, or
just hold its hand while being covered by a
curtain or a blanket. Thus the child would get
its own portrait, although it was never alone.
In some photographs, the mother was hidden
quite awkwardly, being more than a noticea-
ble part of the set design, as if she were prom-
ising that her role in the child’s life would
never completely be covered by the curtains
of oblivion and growing up. However, in oth-
ers the trick was so successful that at first
sight you wouldn’t even notice someone else
was in the photograph, the mother was just
a silent part of the space, an invisible fixed
point that the child was holding onto while
confusedly looking ahead into the unfamiliar
eye of the camera.

* % %

A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

I didn’t feel anything when my mum lost
her first stable job since we had moved to
Croatia. I was a child and did not under-
stand how serious it was because the word
“future” only contained the next day in it.
Later the “future” fattened up and inflated
to the point of repulsion, filled with lay-
ers of worries and ungainly covered by the
veils of semi-convincing encouragements.
Mum had the ground knocked out from
under her, but the same had happened with
the war and the escape from Bosnia so she
was probably not too thrown by it. It was
a shock a bit all too familiar, bearing the
promise of its returns. After that she didn’t
have a stable job for the next ten years. She,
too, must have felt like a child then, as if the
future were no more than tomorrow.

k sk sk

When I was old enough not to be a child any
more, but not enough to be an adult, [ decided
the future would be grand. Because it had to
be. Because I was always the best at every-
thing and it went without saying that I would
continue to be the best at everything. And
even though the present had quite convincing
counter-arguments, I successfully ignored it.
It is incredible how big a book cover can be
when one has to look into this “reality”.
Mum worked as a cleaning lady at the
time. And about as far as I was at the time
from reality (with my nose in books that
would always somehow complicate and ex-
plain life), she was as far removed with her
education from the job she was doing. She
would clean for five hours straight, and then

Tk
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on her way back home she would read books on
the tram. Her soul was receiving nourishment
only in passing.

“Mum, you are probably the only clean-
ing lady in Croatia who pulls out The Broth-
ers Karamazov from her bag in the tram.”

She would smile, sad and proud. I would
picture her coming out of the school she was
cleaning, tired, getting into a tram full of peo-
ple with turbid faces, anchored in worries of
some sort (people in trams always look wor-
ried), and Domestos and Dostoyevsky mer-
rily bumping into each other in her bag. But
that dance wouldn’t last for long. Neither
would her job.

% sk sk

When | was nearing the end of my studies,
the thin line between the imagined future
and the real present faded away and the latter
completely sank the former. I bounced from
books to more distant daydreams.

“Why do you think you have to leave
Croatia to be happy? People who run away
abroad do not get any further than they would
have had they stayed at home.”

“Mum, how do you not see that there is
no future here? No future.”

“And supposedly there is out there?
There is a crisis there, too. Only you’ll be a
foreigner on top of everything. Blue collar
workers and scientists go abroad. You are
neither.”

This is when [ fell silent. I had recent-
ly decided that “future” and “abroad” were
synonyms, but when I stopped to think about
it, “abroad” had no more of a tangible form.
Irrelevant. The ultimate uncertainty that be-
gins when you put down your suitcase at a
foreign train station seemed and still seems
much safer than the certain fear in Croatia.

“You know something interesting I heard
recently?” my mum asks me to wake me up

A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

from the futile circle of thoughts. “I heard that
man experiences his biggest fears in life be-
tween the age of 20 and 29. Interesting, isn’t
it? Go figure, ha? That age precisely.”

“Well, I guess it’s because at that age
you feel you have to make a decisive choice
that will determine the rest of your life, and
you have no idea what that choice is sup-
posed to be,” I retorted automatically, recit-
ing thoughts I had spun in my head endless
times, hunting for a more concrete definition
of the famous post-adolescent angst.

“Ahem, yes, could be... When I think
back on that period, it somehow seems dual...”

“Dual?” 1 suddenly raised my head,
happy to have discovered that mum had felt
halved, too. As if at the same time you had
both too much and too little identity; like a
reflection in a broken mirror.

“Well, yeah. I remember some nice
things and experiences... Going out as a stu-
dent, hanging out with friends. And, some-
how simultaneously, that feeling of fear. On
the inside you’re like a cold desert.”

“Hm...”

“Yes, that’s it. A cold desert.”

* % %

Mum frowned and pursed her lips.

“How safe is that?”

“It’s safe. Believe me. I wouldn’t go
there just like that. It’s all part of this pro-
gramme... See, now that Croatia is enter-
ing the Union, they want to enhance those
exchanges of young people between Croa-
tia and European countries...” I recited the
propaganda of the international exchange
programme. “So, a certain number of respon-
sible people will certainly know where I am
and what I’m supposed to do. Get it?”

“Ok, how does it work?”

“If my application is accepted, I’ll have
an interview on Skype and then we’ll see.”
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“On what?”

“On the internet. With a camera.”

“Aha. OK then.”

The application was accepted.

The night before the interview I dreamed
I was walking in the desert. It was very cold. I
sat down on the ground, scooped up sand with
my hands and let it slip through my fingers.
When I lifted my head, I thought I saw my
mum in the distance doing something similar,
but when I blinked, I saw it was only a rock
that hadn’t turned to sand yet.

When I woke up, I rubbed my hands
under water for a long time. It seemed as if
the sand wouldn’t get out of my skin.

% sk sk

“Hello? Can you hear me? Hello?”

“Yes, I'm here. Good morning. I’'m
Katja.”

“Good morning, Katja. I'm glad to fi-
nally see you, even if it’s through a camera.”

The woman looking at me through the
Skype window was cheerful, but in a neutral,
practised way. I was nervous. Not so much
because of the interview as for the fact that
I had to speak French. I had put improvised
prompters around my laptop: pieces of card-
board with long, embellished, grammatically
checked sentences in French on why I need,
want and must get this internship, penned
with a red marker.

The woman quickly started chirping
about their association and what my tasks
would be if they accepted me. When she fin-
ished her visibly worn-out monologue, she
asked me to say something about myself. I
stopped for a moment and took a breath.

During three long seconds I found my-
self facing a choice: Do I tell her the truth or
do I read from the prompter? The two Katjas
started arguing: “Seriously, Katja? Do you re-
ally want to play the card of a refugee with a

A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

single mother and whine about Bosnia, about
Croatia that nobody can find a job in, about
mum’s unemployment... Seriously? Do you
think you have to reach for that to succeed?
Well, no, I don’t think that but, isn’t it more
correct to be honest? Oh, is it? Correct, or only
very convenient and easy? What if you had
grown up in a wealthy family? What would
be your trump card then? Don’t be silly; the
woman must see optimism and energy, not
scrounging.”

And then it was my turn to give a mon-
ologue. Half looking at the prompters, half
improvising, I went on about how good I was
with people, how I loved to learn new things,
how I was good at everything (over the years
the two Katjas reached a compromise and de-
cided that I was good, not the best at every-
thing), etc...

The woman nodded, smiled, interjected
with “D’accord, d’accord” every now and
then. She seemed pleased, and I talked more
and more and faster and faster. When I finally
concluded my speech with a smile, she asked:

“And what would you like to do in life
in the long term?”

As if unable to bear the pressure of the
question, Skype froze. For several all too
long moments, the woman’s face stood on the
screen frozen in a smile. Thus halted in time,
it looked even more unnatural and a bit unreal.
Then a few leftover words were heard and the
connection broke. The window no longer held
her face, just a dark screen with grey dots.

We did not manage to establish a con-
nection again. She sent me an e-mail saying
it wasn’t really necessary to finish the in-
terview; she had already found out enough
about me.

% ok sk

Three weeks later I received an e-mail that
said in a very polite, but still perceptibly dis-
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tant tone, that I had been given the internship
and they were looking forward to my com-
ing. That was it. The future was waiting for
me abroad.

k ok %k

“Call me as soon as you get there. I don’t
care if it’s 3 am.”

“OK, mum...”

“OK. Go. May the dear Lord protect
you.”

“Yes. Thank you.”

I looked over my shoulder towards
the gate for my flight and then again at my
mum’s face. She looked so excited as if she
were travelling, too.

“Mum?”

“Yes, dear?”

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“You know, for everything, in general,”
I mumbled, smiled stupidly and looked at the
floor. I wanted to say: Thank you for every-
thing, always. For cleaning stupid offices and
stupid schools, and babysitting stupid kids
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while I read books. For making it all work.
I'm not doing this just for myself, but to prove
to you that we have succeeded. But 1 didn’t.
Somehow is seemed to me that it was all clear.
And I didn’t want to risk crying in the middle
of the airport; that would have been tacky.

I put the bag over my shoulder and
started for the gate, turning around a few
times. I got on the plane, fastened my seatbelt
and took out Simi¢’s Transformations, my fa-
vourite collection. As I held it clumsily, it fell
on the floor. I bent down to pick it up, and
then I noticed something dark on my trouser
legs. It looked like dark powder. I remem-
bered that, walking towards the airport, we
had crossed a gravel path and I had tripped
several times because my suitcase was too
heavy. I guess my trouser legs got dirty then.
I brushed it off with my hand and looked at
my palm. The grains of sand were making
tiny reflections of the sun. I looked at a grain
of sand on my palm, this barely visible sturdy
dot. I folded my hand and then looked at the
clouds. Zagreb was no longer discernible; the
plane had sailed deep into the unknown. Af-
ter this point there was only hope.
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Felehold

Veronika Puska. Magyar

Ahogy meglattam a konyhaasztalra kikészitett citromos napolyit, az almakat, a két zacské ins-
tant kavét, no meg anyamat egy szal bugyiban és bluzban futkosni a konyha és a flirddszoba ko-
z6tt, egybdl kitalaltam, 16ttek a kényelmes délutani olvasgatasnak. Szinte mar hallottam kocsink
indulast jelz6 motorbugasat és képzeletben mar ott iiltem a hatso iilésen.

—Jo, hogy jottél, le se vetk6zz, mindjart indulunk — torpant meg anyam és kritikus szem-
mel felmérte, mit viselek. Szaja szeglete alig érezhetéen megrandult, ez nala a nemtetszés jele
volt. — Ebben mentél dolgozni? — mered ra nadrdgomra, ami egy mérettel nagyobbra sikeredett
a sziikségesnél igy kissé logott rajtam. — Huzd be a hasad, ne nyomd igy ki!

—Anya, nem vagyok mar deszkatestii 16 éves, mult honapban toltottem a 28-at, elfelejtet-
ted? — néztem ra unottan €s csak azért is jobban kidomboritottam a szégyen targyat. Megszokott
civodas volt ez mar kdztiink, az istennek se birta elfogadni, az 6 karcsu tini lanyabdl normalis
sulyt felnétt né lett. No jo, a normalisnal 6t kiloval stlyosabb.

Szanalmas kozhely, mi? Mindig csak 6t kild kell a boldogsdghoz és a néi 6nbecsiiléshez!

— Hova késziilsz? —kérdeztem meg teljesen feleslegesen, hiszen nagyon jol tudtam, anya
tobbnyire akkor szokott igy megkergiilni, ha az dregek otthonaba késziilt.

— Mintha nem tudnad. Anyuhoz — robogott be a nappaliba, ami egyben sziileim haldszoba-
jat is jelentette. Par masodperccel késébb egy nadraggal jott eld, s mikor felvette, ajkbiggyeszt-
ve allapitotta meg, mig maskor be kellett vetetnie ruhai derekabol, ugy festett, ideje lesz engedni
beléle. Mi mar csak ilyen csalad voltunk: reflektorfényben a suly! Jaj volt annak, aki nem adott
magara! Mintha a kilok fiiggvényében kéne magunkat meghatarozni!

Ezt csak masok cinikus vagy éppenséggel irigykedo figyelése eldzte meg, nehogy lema-
radjunk arrol, kinek van 0j kocsija, ki hol nyaral kiilf61don az idén vagy kinek a karara lehet va-
lami zaftos, helyi pletykat elsutyorogni! A kisvarosok egyik kevésbé szivmelengetd velejaroja
volt a szomszédok mindent latd szeme.

— Segithetnél, ahelyett, hogy csak ott allsz!

Nem volt jo passzban, s hogy megeldzzem, rajtam csattanjon az ostor, nem sok lelkese-
déssel el6hoztam a kamrabol a kosarat, amibe a nagyinak szant holmikat szoktuk pakolni. Az
asztalon latott dolgok mellé csomagoltunk egy kis hazi kosztot — nem mintha az otthonban nem
féztek volna eleget és jol, de anya ragaszkodott hozza —, tovabba harom par vadonat(j meleg
zoknit, négy tundrabugyit. Nagyi laba mindig fazott, még a legnagyobb nyari kanikulaban is.
Kezemben az alsonemiikkel eltoprengtem egy pillanatra. Idésként én is ilyenekben fogok feszi-
teni, vagy ezt csak a régi vagasu nyugdijasok viselték?

En szép csondesen pakolasztam, anya meg mérgezett egérként futkosott. Hol a pénztar-
cajat, hol a szemiivegét nem talalta, aztan a karorajat volt képtelen egy kézzel bekapcsolni.
Idegességét még apam is észrevette, aki altalaban kimaradt a késziilédés 1azabol.

Elég volt megkérdeznie, mi baja van, onnantdl kezdve az iddsek otthona felé végig azt
hallgathattam, ha megint emelik a nagyi gydgyszereinek arat, meg a bentlakast fedez6 havidijat,
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akkor komolyan el kell azon gondolkoznunk, kihozzuk onnét. Apa tjra letette voksat, 6 ehhez
nem jarul hozza s ha nagyi jon, 6 megy, jobban mondva hazakoltozik az egy utcaval arrébb lako
anyjahoz.

Labjegyzet, eddigi tapasztalataim szerint minél tdvolabb laknak egymastdl a rokonok, an-
nal egészségesebb a viszonyuk.

Hat mi aztan ezt nem mondhattuk el magunkrdl, apai nagyanyam szinte a szomszédban
lakott, de att6l még olyan gyakran latott engem vagy az anyamat. Mintha az orszag masik felén
laktunk volna, és anyai nagyim is csak két telepiiléssel arrébb élvezte nyugdijas éveit.

Elvezte? Ezzel azért vitatkoznék. A jo szo6 ra a vegetalas volt.

En csondesen gubbasztottam volna, ha nem hallom meg, anya megemliti, gyakorlatilag
azeért latogattunk el a nagyihoz ebben a honapban mar masodszorra, mert hivtak az otthonbol.

— Mi van, ha Kamcsatkan laknank is ezt csinalnak? Berangatnanak kéthetenként mert hol
ez, hol az jut esziikbe? Ha bajuk van, ott a telefon, azon keresztiil is el lehet mondani! Ez a kézbe
vald gyogyszerkifizetés is mekkora hiilyeség mar! — fortyantam fel. — Manapsag mindeni banki
atutaldssal intézi az ilyesmit!

Lehetett volna annyi eszem, tudjam, egy ilyen beszolassal lehet leginkabb felpiszkalni
anyamat, de annyira untam, madarnak nézték és ugraltattak. Hidba volt mar 55 éves, képtelen
volt nemet mondani.

Jott a tirada arrdl, mért igy beszélték meg a vezetdséggel, de én jobban tudtam, mért adta
be Gjra és Gjra a derekat. Legutobb nagyi azzal sértette meg, mig mas bentlakoéhoz hetente jar-
nak, 0 talan havonta ha odavetddik.

Ez akkora hazugsag volt, hogy csoda, kimondasakor nem siillyedt el a fold ala. Rajta kiviil
a tobbi vénségre talan évente egyszer gondoltak a hozzatartozok és tobbnyire akkor is telefonon
hivtak fel az alapitvanyi otthont, ugyan él-e még a ,,szeretett rokon”. Bajos, ahogy dogkeselylik
modjara vartak, mikor szenderiil jobb Iétre, hogy végre megkaparinthassak a vélt 6rokségét.

Anya is megkapta mar, milyen szivtelen lanya az anyjanak, hogy volt szive betenni 6t egy
otthonba. Egykeként kutya kotelessége lett volna gondoskodnia réla. Anyam viszont legalabb
abban vette a batorsagot, felmérte, hogy csak munkéja, sajat csaladja és lelki egészségének
rovasara tudna ennek eleget tenni, igy kijarta, helyet kapjon az egyik ismerdse altal vezetett
otthonban.

Tanusithatom, szegény nagyi az utolsé két évben megroggyant egészségileg ¢s egyre eld-
rehaladottabb agyér-elmeszesedése miatt sajnos mar nem lehetett egyediil hagyni. A hazi apo-
last is probaltuk, de sajnos romlo allapota megkivanta a huszonnégy oras feliigyeletet.

Bér mi tudtuk, melyik dontést miért hoztuk, masok nem bizonyultak megértdnek €s na-
gyim is értett ahhoz, zongorazzon lanya bilintudatan. Anyam tobbek kozott ezért volt hot ideg,
valahanyszor az otthonba késziiltiink. Vajon nagyi ma mivel késziil? Felemlegeti, hogy tehetett
vele anyam ilyet? Vagy hogy lopnak a ndvérkék, kiallhatatlanok a lakotarsak?

— Ereszd el a fiiled mellett, direkt csinalja, mert latja, megbanthat, ha ilyeneket mond —
tanacsoltam anyamnak. O ilyenkor osszepréselt ajkakkal kinézett az ablakon, ebbél kitalaltam,
valahol mélyen igazat adott nagyimnak.

Fejemet ingattam. Ha mar egyszer meghozott egy dontést, inkabb allt volna ki mellette,
de ne tette volna rojtossa az idegeit a folytonos kételkedéssel: Jo! csinaltam? Helyesen csele-
kedtem?

Szerintem egy nap ez a feloldhatatlan helyzet fogja a sirba vinni.
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Nehéz szivvel léptem at a harsfakkal korbeiiltetett Félhold — nagyim szerint Felehold —
Id6sek Otthonanak kiiszobét. Nem az 6regség szaga, vagy a sok, elesett, maganyos néni és bacsi
latvanya zavart, még csak a plafon pergd festése sem, hanem az, szembesiilnom kellett azzal,
mivé lett gyerekkorom tevékeny, telken kertészkedo, zserbdt és fasirtot siitd nagymamaja.

Mar vart minket botjara tdmaszkodva, otthonkaban hunyorogva a méasodik emelet 1épcso-
forduldjan. Rovid, 6sz haja szép loknikban kunkorodott a fején, a héten dauerolhattak, bal oldalt
kicsit elaludta. Nagyi vilag ¢letében alacsony volt, alig érte el a 160 centimétert, de 6regségére,
ha lehetséges, még jobban 0sszetoporodott. Gyerekként sokat ugrattam nagy hasa miatt, mert
még nem fogtam fel, eléttem allt a jovom. Csaladunk ndtagjai hizékonyak voltak deréktajban.

Anya sajat védelme érdekében miimosolyt 6ltott €s igyekezett tiisténkedni koriilotte. Be-
kisérte szobajaba, amit két masik nénivel osztott meg, letiltette az agy szélére, kipakolta, amit
hoztunk, és még arra is szant id6t, egyeztessen a névérekkel az allapotarol, az esedékes koltsé-
gekrol.

Apa nem jott be hozza, lent maradt a kocsiban. Az otthon maga rendezett volt, de nem a
legjobb kornyékre épiilt. A telepiilés régen a banyaszatbdl €It meg, am mivel a tarnakat bezar-
tak, megnott a szegénység. A kdzbiztonsag nem volt kimondottan rossz, de az 6rdog nem aludt.
Eldontotte, ha egy 6ra mulva sem joviink ki, megesorget, elég lesz. Igy szerette volna elkeriilni,
nagyi felhuizza anyat.

A megszokott ,,mit hoztal?’-kérdés korbejarasa utan faké szemeivel engem vett szem-
lgyre.

— Jol nézel ki, Bernadett.

Csondesen mosolyogtam. Erre mit mondhattam volna?

— Van mar allasod?

Belecsapott a kdzepébe, nem volt szivbajos 6regasszony.

— Nem, még nincs — feleltem vontatottan. Epp eléggé bantott, hogy a diplomas munkanél-
kiiliek taborat gyarapitottam.

— Viszont kézmunka programban vesz részt — hangstlyozta ki anyam, nehogy nagyi azt
higgye, otthon vakarom a fenekem a segélyt felélve. Szamat elhtizva helyeslon bologattam.
Magyarorszagon a munkanélkiiliek szamara a szocialis juttatasok kézmunkahoz voltak kotve.
Aki nem miikodott egyiitt az allammal, nem kapott egy petakot se.

— Es mit csinalsz?

— Irodai asszisztens vagyok.

Es én még jol is jartam. Mas nalam képzettebb embert eléfordult, hogy utcaseprésre ko-
teleztek.

— Folyamatosan keres allast, de még eddig nem talalt neki valot — vette at a szot anyam.

Ehhez 6rommel hozzaraktam volna, abban a szakmaban, amit anydm megalmodott ne-
kem, nem is. Nagyon nem egyeztiink abban, mihez is kezdjek az életemmel.

— Anya még mindig erélteti, biologus legyek — jelentettem ki ingerlden. — Nem érti, ez a
szekér elment. Ot éve diplomaztam, egy napot nem dolgoztam a végzettségemmel, a tudasom
eléggé elavult.

— Dolgozhatnal abban, ha hallgatsz rdm meg, ha eléggé akarnad — nézett ram sztrdsan
anyam.

— Téled aztan lattam példat kitartasra és onmegvalositasra: régész helyett 6vono lettél —
vagok vissza gonoszul.
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— Majd lesz jobb is, kislanyom — remegett meg a kortdl nagyi hangja. — Hat fiad van-e
mar? Lassan kimész a korbdl, babad legyen.

Anya visszanyelte megbantottsagat, helyettem erre is megfelelt:

— Nem, még nincs neki. Nehéz a mai fiataloknak ismerkedni.

— De ugye nem vagy leszbikus? — hajolt kozelebb nagyi és magasba ugrott szemoldokom.
— Most is nadragban vagy, pedig annyi szép szoknyad van! Es a hajad is levagattad rovidre. ..

Anya eddig 6lébe rejtett kézzel iildogélt, most viszont elmélyiilt a ranc szeme sarkaban,
nagyimra meredt.

— Anyu, hogy mondhatsz ilyet?

Nem szivtam mellre, szorakozottan mosolyogtam.

— Nyugi nagyi, ez all télem a legtavolabb. Ha kevesebb ész és tobb szilikon meg stilus
szorul belém, bizonyara lenne pasim.

— Lenne stilusod, de direkt nem adsz magadra. A modorod is hagy kivanni valot maga utan.

— Nem fogom masnak mutatni magam, mint aki vagyok.

— Ne is! Légy onérzetes €s szingli! Az most ugy is divatos! A te korodban viszont én mar
jocskan anya voltam: betdltotted a hetet.

— Es akkor mi van? A te korodban még mobiltelefon se volt.

— Nono! — emelte fel ujjat nagyi. — Ne beszélj igy anyaddal, csak aggodik miattad.

— Hat nem kell aggodnia, megoldom egyediil.

— Persze, ezért laksz még mindig nalunk — bukott ki anyam széjan és ezzel végleg elron-
totta a hangulatomat. Ez volt a masodik dolog az allastalansag mellett, ami elkeseritett. Felnott
fejjel visszakoltozni a sziilokhoz tobb, mint kinos.

— Bocs, hogy a két honapbol egy év lett, de nincs egy rakas megtakaritott pénzem, hogy
vaktaban elmenjek egy idegen varosba albérletbe és ott proba szerencse alapon allast keressek!

— Akkor mégis mit akarsz? Ahol mi lakunk, nincs kilatas a fiataloknak! Fel kéne menned
Budapestre, ott vannak az unokatestvéreid is.

— Szarok az unokatestvéreimre! — fakadtam ki. — Sose voltunk jé viszonyban, névleg roko-
nok vagyunk, de amugy rohadtul nem térédiink egymassal! Most aztan jol mutatna, ha nyalnék
nekik, ugyan segitsenek mar!

— Ne kiabalj, mit fognak mondani masok? — szikrazott fel anyam szeme. — Ezért jottiink
el?! — sziszeg ram.

De engem mar nem lehetett megallitani, ami a szivemet nyomta, az bizony el6jott:

— Es békén hagyhatnal mar azzal, burkoltan utalasokat teszel, szerinted fognom kéne egy
pénzes pasit! Nem fogom gy megszervezni az életemet, mint a masod-unokatestvéreim, akik
csak a bukszat nézték és kitartatjdk magukat! Inkabb élek csoron, becsiilettel, mint megtolla-
sodva, ribancként!

— Hii, Bernadett! De csunyan beszélsz! — kapott szajahoz nagyim és fejét ingatta rosszal-
l6an.

Majd szétvetett a diih, nagy volt a kisértés, nagyihoz vagjam, 6 inkabb ne sz6ljon semmit.
Anya kitette a lelkét, 6 meg, ha rajott a hopparé, ott ragott belé, ahol éppen kedve tartotta!

Részemrdl itt tért véget a latogatas, szégyentdl €s haragtol remegve kiléptem a szobabol.
Id6ben, nehogy talsdgosan messzire menjek, bar ezt sem fogom odahaza zsebre tenni. Mar
mikor kimondtam, tudtam, ha hallgattam volna, bélcs maradtam volna. Ha a hiigom, Petra is
itt lett volna, ez mind nem tortént volna meg. Am 6 még hétvégén is dolgozott, nem ért ma ra.
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A téarsalgdban hat iildogéld idéssel talaltam magam szembe. Maganyos, elfelejtett embe-
rek, akik éheztek egy kis botranyra. Csodas volt, mondhatom!

Kivonultam a Félhold kicsiny, gesztenyefakkal szegélyezett udvarara, ahol az j dohany-
zasi rendelet szerint mar cigizni se lehetett, nem mintha fiistltem volna. Lehiggadni jottem, de
nem akart sikeriilni. Lejatszottam magamban, anyam minek fog lehordani, és aztan majd apam
is jol kiborul, ha megtudja, hogyan viselkedtem. Raadasul az egész nem ért semmit, nem fog
valtoztatni semmin.

Vajon én is igy fogom végezni? Ha valaha lesz gyerekem, mire megvéniilok és tehernek
kezdenek érezni, bedugnak egy otthonba? Egyaltaldn megélem azt, ennyire 6reg legyek?
A nyugdijas korhatas mar valahol 70 felé kozelitett, nagyobb esélyem volt a munkahelyemrol a
temetdbe kikeriilni a nyugdijas évek élvezete helyett. Bezzeg a nagyi! 55 évesen elbucsuztattak.

Felidéztem Petra szavait, akivel ezt a témat mar kitargyaltuk:

— Ha érzem, hogy kezdek megrokkanni, tuti hamarabb a tavozas himes mezejére 1épek,
semmint magatehetetleniil végezzem.

— Mondod most, de olyan id6sen foggal-kdrommel kapaszkodni fogsz az életbe.

— Majd meglatjuk. Minden esetre inkabb nyiffantom ki magam, semmint egy ingersze-
gény otthonban sorvadjak el egy tucatnyi masik, megkeseredett vén csont tarsasagaban!

Szélséségesnek tartottam Petra véleményét, bar abban a jovoképben is volt valami taszito,
amit lefestett.

— Szerintem az a baj, a mai 6regek nem tudjak betolteni a csalddban a bolcs tanacsado sze-
repét, mint régen — magyarazta akkoriban, amikor anya latolgatta, nagyit otthonba teszi. — Tl
nagy a generacios szakadék. Nézd anyat és az 6 anyjat: mar kozottiik is, innét a sok félreértés.

En csak hiimmaogtem, ritkan filozofaltam az élet nagy dolgair6l.

— Bernadett, gyere, megyiink! — vakkantotta mogoéttem anyam karot nyelten. Veszekedés
helyett a néma terrort valasztotta, de nem akartam a tudtara adni, ez inkabb aldas volt nekem a
nyavalygésa helyett.

Mikor apam a kocsiba iilve megkérdezte, mi volt, kurtan annyit felelt:

— A lanyod megint bemutatkozott. Soha tdbbé nem johet velem.

A visszapillantobol kérdén ram nézett, hatha bévebben is kifejtem, de csak rantottam
egyet a vallamon és kibamultam az ablakon. Anyam egész hazaig csendben volt, ami nala nagy
sz6. Csak mikor kiszalltunk, akkor nézett ram jelentGségteljesen:

— El6re tudom, téled ne szamitsak semmi jora, ha megoregszem, minden Petrara fog ma-
radni. Megmondtad mar, hogy nem akarsz bajlodni velem, ha megbetegszem.

Végtelen nagy iirességet éreztem a mellkasomban, de nem azért, mert vérig sértett, hanem
mert tudtam, ez tényleg igy lesz. Tartsak akkora barhol a maganéletemben, vagy a karrierem-
ben, szeressem barmennyire az anyamat, nem fogom feladni az életemet azért, hogy magamhoz
vegyem legyengtilten.

Beismerni az 6nzdséget vajon jonak vagy rossznak szamit?
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Half-Hearted

Veronika Puska. Hungary

As soon as I saw the chocolate biscuits, the
apples and the two sachets of instant coffee
on the kitchen table, and my mother run-
ning back and forth between the kitchen
and the bathroom in just her bra and knick-
ers, | guessed immediately that I could kiss
my plans of having a comfortable read in
the afternoon goodbye. I could almost hear the
sound of our car’s engine revving up and in
my mind’s eye I was already sitting in the
back seat.

“It’s a good thing you’ve arrived, don’t
bother getting changed, we’re leaving in
a minute,” said my mother, stopping sud-
denly to take a look at what I was wearing
with a critical eye. The corner of her mouth
twitched almost imperceptibly, a sure sign
that she didn’t like what she saw. “Did you
go to work wearing that?” she said, staring
at my trousers, which were a size larger than
necessary and so were a bit slack. “Pull your
belly in; don’t stick it out like that!”

“Mother, I’m not a flat-chested 16-year-
old any more, I was 28 last month, have you
forgotten?” I looked at her with a bored ex-
pression and bulged out the shameful body
part even more just to annoy her. It was the
usual argument between us; she just couldn’t
accept the fact that her slim, teenage daughter
had become a normally built woman. Well,
perhaps five kilos heavier than normal. It’s a
pitiful cliché, isn’t it? All that stands in the
way of happiness and a woman’s self-esteem
are those five kilos!

“Where are you going?” I asked totally
pointlessly, because [ knew very well that moth-
er usually went mad like this when she was get-
ting ready to go to the old people’s home.
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“As if you didn’t know. To visit mum,”
she said, dashing into the living room, which
doubled as my parents’ bedroom. A few sec-
onds later she emerged with a pair of trou-
sers, and when she had put them on she
noted, pursing her lips, that while she usu-
ally had to have her clothes taken in at the
waist, it would seem that it was time to start
letting them out. It’s the kind of family we
were: everything centred on weight! Woe
betide those who don’t look their best! As if
we should be determined on the basis of how
much we weigh!

The only thing more important was the
cynical and often jealous observation of oth-
ers for fear of missing out on who’s bought a
new car, who’s going on holiday abroad this
year, or at whose expense we can spread some
juicy, local gossip! The all-seeing eye of the
neighbours was one of the least heart-warming
aspects of life in a small town.

“You could help you know, instead of
just standing there!”

She wasn’t in a good mood, and to fore-
stall my becoming the object of her anger I
unenthusiastically went to the closet and got
the basket we usually packed things for gran-
ny in. Apart from the things on the table, we
also packed some home-cooked food — not
as if they didn’t cook well or enough at the
home, but mum insisted on it — three pairs
of brand new warm socks and four pairs of
woolly knickers. Granny always had cold
feet, even in the middle of summer. With the
underwear in my hands I stopped to think for
a second. Will I be running around in this sort
of thing when I’m old, or do only old school
pensioners wear them?
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I was packing quietly, while mother was
running around like a headless chicken. First
she couldn’t find her purse, then her glasses;
next she just couldn’t fasten her watch with
one hand. Even my father, who usually didn’t
get involved in the feverish preparations, no-
ticed her nerves.

It was enough for him to ask her what
the matter was, and from then on all the way
to the old people’s home I had to listen to
how, if the price of granny’s medicine and the
monthly boarding fee went up again, we’d
have to have a serious think about bringing
her out of there. Dad again had his vote, de-
claring that he wouldn’t consent to it and if
granny came, he’d go, or to be more precise
would move home to his mother who lived in
the next street.

Footnote: according to my experience
so far, the further away relatives live from
each other, the better their relationship.

Well, we couldn’t say the same about
ourselves; my paternal grandmother lived
practically next door but she saw me and my
mother as rarely as if we lived on the other
side of the country, and even my mother’s
mother was enjoying her retirement just two
villages away. Enjoying it? I’d argue with
that I think. The right word for it would be
vegetating.

I’d have just sat there quietly, but I heard
mum mention that in fact the reason we’re vis-
iting granny for the second time this month is
because the home called.

“What would happen if we lived in
Timbuktu and they played at this? Dragging
us in every couple of weeks just because they
feel like it? If there’s a problem, there’s the
phone, why don’t they just tell us! This pay-
ing for the medicine cash in hand is so stupid
too!” I grumbled. “These days everyone does
this kind of thing by bank transfer!”

I could have had more sense and knew
very well this was the kind of comment
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that would really annoy mother, but I’d had
enough of them using and exploiting her.
She may have been 55 already, but she just
couldn’t say no.

Mum started going on about why they’d
agreed on things this way with the director of
the home, but I knew very well why she kept
giving in to them again and again. Last time,
granny hurt her feelings by complaining that
while everyone else there gets visitors every
week, her own daughter only appears once a
month at best.

This was just such a lie that I’'m amazed
she wasn’t swallowed up by the earth when she
uttered it. Apart from her, the relatives of the
other old fogies only thought of them perhaps
once a year, and even then it was usually just
a phone call to the charity home to enquire if
the “beloved relative” was still alive or not.
It was charming how they waited around like
vultures for them to pass away so they could
finally get their hands on the supposed inher-
itance.

Mother too had been scorned for be-
ing such a heartless daughter to have put her
own mother into a home. As an only child it
was her duty to take care of her whether she
wanted to or not. But mother at least had the
courage to see that she could only do her duty
at the expense of her job, her family and her
own mental health, and so she managed to ar-
range to have her accepted in a home that was
run by someone she knew.

I was witness to the fact that in the
last two years poor granny’s health had be-
come gradually worse and unfortunately we
couldn’t leave her alone because of her in-
creasingly serious senile dementia. We tried
home care, but her deteriorating condition
required twenty-four hour supervision.

Although we knew why we had made
certain decisions, others didn’t prove to be un-
derstanding, and my granny knew exactly how
to play at the strings of my mother’s guilty
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conscience. This was one of the reason’s my
mother got in such a state when we were get-
ting ready to visit the home. What does granny
have in store for us today, I wonder? Will she
again bring up how my mother could have
done this to her? Or that the nurses keep steal-
ing and her companions are unbearable?

“Just let it go. She does it on purpose
because she knows she can hurt you by say-
ing those things,” I told my mother. At times
like these she would stare out of the window
with her lips pursed, from which I deduced
that somewhere deep inside she agreed with
my grandmother.

I shook my head. If she’s made a de-
cision she should just stick by it instead of
fraying her nerves away with this continuous
doubt: Did I make a good decision? Was I
right to do what I did? This irresolvable situ-
ation will be the death of her one day.

It was with a heavy heart that I stepped
across the lime tree lined threshold of the
Half Moon Old People’s Home. It wasn’t
the smell of age or the sight of those dilapi-
dated and lonely old men and women that
bothered me, not even the crumbling paint
on the ceilings, but the fact that I had to face
what had become of the active, always in
the garden, cake and meatloaf-baking grand-
mother of my childhood.

She was already waiting for us, lean-
ing on her stick in a dressing gown at the top
of the stairs on the second floor. Her short
grey hair was set in pretty curls around her
head; she must have had a perm that week,
although on the left her pillow had flattened it
down a little. Granny had never been tall but
in her old age she had shrunk, if it were pos-
sible, even more. When I was a child I used
to make fun of her a lot because of her belly,
because I didn’t yet understand that it was
my future that stood before me. The women
of our family were prone to gaining weight
around the waist.
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Mother donned her fake smile for her
own protection and began to fuss around
her. She accompanied her to her room, which
she shared with two other old ladies, sat her
down on the edge of the bed, unpacked what
we had brought, and even found time to talk
to the nurses about her condition and any ex-
penses due.

Dad didn’t come in to see her; he stayed
outside in the car. The home itself was prop-
erly tended, but it hadn’t been built in the best
area. The town lived off mining at one time,
and once the pits were closed down poverty
became rife. Security wasn’t particularly bad,
but the devil never sleeps, as they say. He de-
cided that he’d give us a ring if we hadn’t
come out in an hour’s time; that was more
than enough. He hoped granny wouldn’t have
enough time to get annoyed.

After discussing the usual question of
what we had brought, she turned her pallid
eyes to me.

“You’re looking well, Bernadette.”

I stayed silent. What could I have re-
plied to that?

“Have you found a job yet?”

She’d gone right for the jugular; granny
wasn’t afraid of making waves.

“No, not yet,” I replied slowly. It both-
ered me enough already that I was increasing
the ranks of unemployed graduates.

“But she’s taking part in a public work
programme,” stressed my mum, so granny
wouldn’t think I was sitting at home scratching
my arse and living off welfare. With a grimace
I nodded in agreement. In Hungary, social
welfare for the unemployed was dependent on
doing public work, and if you didn’t cooperate
with the state you didn’t get a penny.

“And what do you do?”

“I’m working as an office assistant.”

And I was having a relatively good time
of it. I knew people more qualified than me
who had been forced to sweep the streets.
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“She’s looking for a job all the time,
but she hasn’t found one that suits her yet,”
my mother continued. I would have gladly
added that in the profession my mother had
dreamed up for me I certainly wouldn’t. We
had very different views about what I should
do with my life.

“Mum’s still pushing for me to be a biolo-
gist,” I said irritably. “She doesn’t understand
that it’s too late now. I got my degree five years
ago and I haven’t worked a day in my profes-
sion, my knowledge is pretty dated by now.”

“You could be working as one if
you’d listened to me, and if you’d wanted it
enough,” said mother with a cutting glance.

“Well, we’ve certainly seen a good ex-
ample of perseverance and ambition from
you: instead of being an archaeologist you
ended up a nursery school teacher,” I retorted
viciously.

“Things will improve girl,” said gran-
ny, her voice shaky with age. “And, have you
got a boyfriend yet? You’ll soon be too old to
have babies.”

Mother swallowed her resentment and
replied instead of me to this one too:

“No, not yet. It’s hard for youngsters to
meet people nowadays.”

“You’re not a lesbian though, are you?”
asked granny, leaning closer, and my eye-
brows jumped up high.

“You’re wearing trousers now too, I see,
and you’ve so many lovely skirts! And you’ve
cut your hair short too...”

Mum had been sitting with her hands in
her lap, but now the wrinkles at the corners
of her eyes became deeper and she stared at
granny.

“Mother, how can you say things like
that?”

I hadn’t taken it to heart, I was smiling
absently.

“Don’t worry granny, I'm as far from
being a lesbian as you can imagine. Perhaps
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if I had less brains and more silicone and
style in me, I’d have a boyfriend.”

“You would have style, but you don’t
care about your looks. Your manners leave a
lot to be desired too.”

“I’m not going to pretend to be some-
one I’'m not.”

“Oh, don’t! Be proud and single! It’s all
the fashion anyway, isn’t it! When I was your
age, I’d been a mother for a good few years;
you were already seven.”

“So what? When you were my age
there weren’t even mobile phones yet.”

“Now, now!” said granny, raising a
finger. “Don’t talk to your mother like that;
she’s just worried about you.”

“Well she needn’t worry; I’ll sort things
out myself.”

“Of course, that’s why you’re still living
with us,” mother blurted out, ruining my mood
for good. This was the other thing that really
bothered me apart from not having a job. Mov-
ing back to your parents’ house when you were
all grown up was more than embarrassing.

“I’m sorry the two months became a
whole year, but I haven’t got a stack of mon-
ey saved up to be able to just go and live in
some apartment in the city on impulse and
start looking for a job and hope I get lucky!”

“Then what do you want? There are
no opportunities for young people where
we live! You should go down to Budapest,
you’ve got cousins there too.”

“Screw my cousins!” I exclaimed.
“We’ve never been on good terms. We may
be relatives by name, but otherwise we’ve
never cared about each other! It’d be lovely
to start sucking up to them now and asking
them for help!”

“Stop shouting! What will people say?”
said mum, her eyes sparkling in anger. “Is
this why we came here?!” she hissed.

But it was too late to stop me, every-
thing that was on my mind just rushed out:
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“And you could stop making oblique
references to the fact that you think I should
grab hold of some rich husband! I’'m not go-
ing to organise my life like my second cous-
ins, who only cared about the size of their
men’s wallets and are kept women! I°d rather
live in poverty and keep my self-respect than
with a load of money as a whore!”

“Oh Bernadette! Don’t use such hor-
rible language!” said granny, covering her
mouth with her hands and shaking her head
disapprovingly.

I was seething with anger and felt a
great urge to tell granny that she would do
better to keep quiet. Mum did everything she
could for her, but if she had one of her turns,
granny would give her a nasty kick at every
opportunity.

This is where I decided to end the vis-
it, and stepped out of the room shaking with
shame and anger. In time not to have gone too
far, although I was sure I’d get what was com-
ing to me when we got home. As soon as I’d
said it, I knew I’d have been wiser to have
stayed quiet. If my younger sister Petra were
here, none of this would have happened, but
she worked weekends too and didn’t have
time to come with us today.

In the dayroom I found myself con-
fronted with seven old people sitting on their
sofas. Lonely, forgotten people who hun-
gered for a bit of scandal. It was wonderful,
I can tell you!

I went out into the Half Moon’s small
chestnut-lined courtyard where according
to the new smoking laws you couldn’t even
have a cigarette any more, not that I was a
smoker. I came here to calm down, but it just
wasn’t happening. In my head, I played the
tape of how my mother was going to tell me
off, and then dad would get angry too if he
heard how I’d behaved. And on top of it all,
there was no point to any of it, nothing was
going to change.
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Would I end up like this too, I won-
dered? If I ever have a child, get old and they
start to feel I’'m a burden, will they stick me
in a home? Will I even survive long enough
to become this old? The age of retirement
was approaching 70; I had a better chance
of going to the cemetery directly from my
workplace rather than living to enjoy my re-
tirement. Not like granny! They held a retire-
ment party for her when she was 55.

I recalled Petra’s words, with which we
had already discussed this topic:

“If I ever feel that I’'m starting to be-
come decrepit, I’'m damn sure I’ll leave for
the happy hunting grounds before I end up
unable to look after myself.”

“You might say that now, but when
you’re that old you’ll cling on to life with all
your strength.”

“We’ll see. Whatever happens I’d cer-
tainly prefer to top myself rather than waste
away in an uninspiring home in the company
of a dozen other bitter old farts!”

I thought Petra’s opinion was a bit ex-
treme, although there was something repulsive
in the vision of the future she had painted too.

“If you ask me, the problem is that old
people today can’t fill the role of wise advisor
in families like they used to,” she used to say
back when mother was thinking of putting
granny in a home. “The generation gap’s just
too wide. Just look at mum and her mother;
even between them. That’s the reason for all
the misunderstandings.”

I just mumbled something. I rarely phi-
losophised about life’s important issues.

“Come on Bernadette, let’s go!” barked
mother behind me as if she’d swallowed a
rake. Instead of arguing she had chosen silent
terror, but I didn’t want her to know that this
was a godsend to me rather than her constant
complaining.

When we got in the car and dad asked
how things had gone, she curtly replied:
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“Your daughter was on form again.
She’s never coming here with me ever again.”

He looked at me questioningly through
the rear-view mirror hoping I’d explain a lit-
tle more, but I just shrugged my shoulders
and stared out of the window. Mother was
quiet all the way home, a rarity for her. Only
when we had got out of the car did she look
at me meaningfully:

“I know very well that I can’t count on
any help from you when I get old; Petra’s
going to have to cope on her own. You’ve
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already told me you don’t want to have to
bother with me if I get sick.”

I felt an immense emptiness in my
chest. Not because I was deeply offended by
what she had said, but because I knew things
really would have been that way. Wherever I
stood in my private life or my career, and no
matter how much I loved my mother, I would
never give up my life so I could take her in
when she needed looking after.

Is admitting being selfish a good or a
bad thing, I wonder?
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The Lollipop Fields

Jamie O’Connell. Ireland

Soaring upwards, little swayed by draft or cool current, the silver balloon became a shimmering
dot in the sky. A little girl jumped, thrusting her hands into the air, hoping she might catch the string
that floated behind. But it was too late. The balloon was gone. Next to her, a freckled boy looked
guilty. Blue eyed, black fringe and small shorts, he shuffled on the spot, shrugging his shoulders.

“You said you’d catch it!” she cried. But the balloon had been too quick.

Convinced of his own speed, the boy had released the balloon. He reached upwards,
caught the string and dragged it back down. The dare was repeated. He lingered a little longer
before jumping, grabbing the fleeing cord. Success! A dizzying rush of blood to the head. He
opened his hand again. The balloon soared.

Overconfident, he waited too long to catch it. The balloon took its chances and escaped
upwards, out of reach. The upstairs windows, the roof tiles and chimney pot, all sleepily warm
in the afternoon sun, didn’t notice as the balloon climbed ever higher. Up and up it went, into the
infinite blue sky. Against the wall, the little girl cried. The orange day baked heat into the rough
burnished bricks as her tears dripped onto the concrete path. It seemed that the silver balloon
would be impossible to forget, soaring further and further into the heavens, more unreachable
with every moment.

In the cool hours of the evening, the boy tried to cheer his little sister. In his hand he held
an offering. Little slivers of silver lay on his fingers; his own balloon he had ripped to pieces. It
would never fly. Like tinsel, it shimmered as it fell to the floor. He did not deserve a balloon
if she was to be miserable.

The lollipops grew in the field on Sundays. The children’s father ventured outside into the dewy
garden, making sure all the greedy gnomes had gone, before allowing the girl and boy to pick
the delicious fruit. The tiny child fidgeted with excitement, as her father buttoned up her light
jacket and tucked it up around her neck. His cold wet hands rubbed off her throat, making her
shiver excitedly.

“Were there many lollipops today?” she asked. “Had the birds taken too many?”” He smiled
and kissed her forehead, which wrinkled with momentary anxiety.

She and her brother ran outside. The breeze drifted over the grass as she gazed at the gar-
den. Scattered all over the lawn, between the daisies, round lollipops peeked out of the ground.
Vibrant red, soft pink, tangy yellow and citrus green, they grew up like jewels out of the soil.

The dew sparkled on her shoes, as she ran from jewel to gem. The air clouded and floated
upwards with each breath. Bits of earth stuck to the lollipops’ stems, as she plucked them out of
the earth. She brushed the dirt off and slipped the delicious fruit into her mouth.

What novelty, what life, what exquisite joy! A world of lollipop fields, silver balloons and
tinsel corpses. The little girl looked upwards, remembering her balloon, soaring ever higher.
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She’d almost forgotten it. How far away was it now? With the stars? Maybe it’d been caught by
a passing plane? No, it soared upwards forever!

On Saturday nights, she stared out of her window, waiting for the gemlike fruits to start
lifting out of the soil but none appeared. Her eyes grew heavy and millions of stars — possibly
escaped silver balloons — urged her to sleep. Yet, every Sunday, lollipops grew on a carpet of
green, rising out of a world of magic. Maybe her balloon would reach the top of the sky, then
what? Would it poke through the darkness and appear in another world, a lollipop out of the
soil?

The field of hay was dry; the girl and boy, a little older, played in the dregs of summer. Billow-
ing clouds frowned as they whisked across the horizon. The air was gusting and sharp, ready to
burn flesh and wear stone. The grass rustled and rippled, the trees sneezing and shaking as they
became brown and dry.

Hoods up, trousers on, the children raced through the long grass. It caught their legs and
feet, dragging them to the ground. All flushed cheeks and bright eyes, they fell onto the waves
of grass. A black Labrador bounded after them, barking.

Looking upwards at the sky, the girl watched the stalks sway from side to side. They
curved slightly, weighed down by rows of heavy seeds at their tip. She plucked a blade and ran
her thumb and index finger up the wiry stem, watching as the seeds burst off like a fountain,
falling on her face.

Shaking her head, she knocked the seeds onto the earth, spitting one out of her mouth.
She could feel the wind push against her back, forcing her to her feet, dragging her as hard as it
could. Her heart pumped hot blood through her limbs, the cool air filling her lungs.

The black Labrador bounded between the children, barking excitedly. He jumped up at
her brother, pushing and jostling. But the boy didn’t want to be left behind his younger sister.
He pushed the dog aside. The black dog persisted. The boy’s face grew redder with impatience.

“Stop barking,” he exclaimed, growing irritated. He ran forwards, ignoring the Labrador.
The dog, misunderstanding the boy’s annoyance, leapt up, nipping the boy’s hand with his teeth.
Crimson blood flooded out.

The boy roared in shock. The fluid dripped from his hand onto the golden grass. The dog,
realising he had caused pain, crept forward to give comfort. The boy’s face reddened with anger.
He lifted his foot and kicked the dog hard in its side. The dog whined, a fearful look in his eyes,
yet ready to return to the angry child. The boy kicked the dog again. The little girl cried. She
ran up the fields, the hot tears running down her cheeks. The field, the rustling grass and roaring
winds became unexpectedly savage.

Later, her brother was sent to his room by their father, a prisoner for his crimes. The scar
on his hand was cleaned and wrapped. The kind dog forgave, the lollipops grew and the balloon
continued higher.

The little girl grew taller. Teenage. Awkward. Lightly sleeping, she heard muffled voices in the
kitchen. She turned over. The light above the doorway lit her room with defused shadows. Her
eyes opened.

Tk

IEMed.

37



JaMIE O’ CONNELL

A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

Raised voices. Disturbance. Outside her bedroom door, footsteps frantically moved. Sick
to the stomach, she threw back the covers. She reached for the handle of the door, walking down
the narrow hallway, rubbing her eyes. The lights were blinding. The kitchen door swung open.

“Get sick, you stupid bastard!” her father shouted, his voice breaking with fearful emo-
tion. He looked at her. It was the first time she’d heard him swear. There was terror in his eyes.
Next to him, leaning over the sink was her brother, damp hair stuck to his pale cheeks. His eyes
rolled backwards. Beside them, sitting on the table, were empty bottles of tablets.

Dazed, the girl turned to the telephone. Her father shouted about an ambulance. Her hand
stretched out but it couldn’t reach, the phone moving further away. Her head grew light. Her legs
caved, knees weak, and she felt herself fall silently downwards into darkness.

The church smelt of lilies. The little girl, now grown, sat by her mother, watching her brother
at the altar with a rose in his buttonhole. Smart, tall, slightly lined, he only faintly resembled
the little boy she remembered. Time passed; he had moved away, their relationship was one
of childhood memories, where every feeling had been magnified — the overwhelming pain of
scraped knees, the torture of vegetables, the joy of sweets, and running so hard her chest might
burst.

Now it was all order. Routine. Responsibility. Had he felt the same? She’d never asked.
Weekend breaks and occasional holidays left little opportunity to know a person. People became
snapshots, growing faintly older with each visit and occasion. Painful reminders of time passing.

The joy of the occasion vanished, replaced by an ache. It wasn’t time passing that seemed
terrible, rather it was the loss of connection, the feeling of isolation, realising the nearest people
to her were almost strangers. Her brother, once such a confidant, was now unfamiliar. The
distance, once indistinguishable, had become worlds apart. The youth they had shared, wily
balloons and silver corpses were just memories.

Her mother patted her hand. She looked old. Reclining in her ear was an ugly beige
machine, plastic yet necessary. Their father was long since gone — a stroke and his time had
been counted. Now no lollipops grew in the garden. Time made fools of them all.

The organ began to play. The congregation stood up. She turned to look at the rear of the
church; the wooden doors opened. The bride entered. In a dazzling orange wedding dress.

“Thank god your father’s dead,” whispered her mother, not knowing the level of her voice.
People turned and looked. The girl smiled.

This was life. Time would pass, as would people. Eventually memories would become
nothing but shimmering silver dust. Yet, one balloon remained soaring, heedless of the world
calling it back.
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Zilo acu stasts

Agnija KazuS$a. Latvijas Republika

Agrais un ve@sais marta rits parSalca vieglus drebulus, liekot Annai Karklinai tik pierasto rita
soli apdarit ziglak ka parasti: gotinai siens, minkam piens, sunim kaulini no ieprieksgjas dienas
zupas, vistam un vinu pavélniekam Pekkinam graudi. ,,Man ir devinas mutites, ko barot, un es
pati desmita,” vina médza teikt. Barot no rita, pusdiena un vakara. Parliecinajusies, ka visiem ir
ko st un mutites kust, Anna zigli ieskr&ja istaba. Vai tas bija vésums, kas vinu dzina ieks$a vai
tomer Salkas no pagatnes un Salkas par nakotni, kas vinu tagad biedéja? Mazmeitai kuru katru
bridi vajadzetu but klat, vina pie sevis domaja un neparasti nervozi saka krameties ap somu, kas
jau ieprieksgjas dienas bija sakrameta, skatities pulkstent, parskaitit naudu, parlikot dokumen-
tus. Kaut varétu uz pusstundinu apgulties, vina domaja, bet miegs nenaca. Tas nebija nacis art
visu ieprieksgjo nakti...

,,Cau, ome. Vai esi gatava?” pec vairakdm miniit€m nemiera, kas majoja Annas sirdi, vina
dzirdgja savu mazmeitu pavisam ikdieniski sakam. Liene bija ienakusi istaba, kamer vinas ma-
§ina stavgja pagalma.

,Ja, ja... gatava, gatava,” Anna neparliecinosi atbild€ja. Gatava, gatava... vinai galva jop-
rojam skan€ja. Vai toreiz vini maz pajautaja, vai esmu gatava? Ne. Steiga un nezina, ar bailem
par nakotni...

»lad ejam uz masinu,” Liene mudinaja, sagrabjot rokas vecmammas mantas un virzot
vinu transportlidzekla virziena ta it ka tas biitu kads ierasts svétdienas izbrauciens uz tirgu.

,,Pagaidi, es ta nevaru,” ome apstajas, verot vala masinas durvis.

,»,Nav laika, braucam,” mazmeita bija steidziga.

,,Nu, pagaidi,” ome zinaja, ka Lienei to griiti saprast. ,,Man jaaiziet pie lopiniem, vismaz
pateikt, ka aizbraucu.”

Anna zigli ieskr&ja kiitt. Tur majoja vistas un gotina. Art kaki bija ienakusi ieksa un ka parasti
,,maisijas pa kajam”. Visi, iznemot Dzeri, kas pie k€des, bija sapulcgjusies ka uz tadu gimenes
sapulci, it ka kaut ko nojauzdami.

,,1a, nu es tagad aizbraucu. Uz ned€lu. Bet Ritas tante jis pabaros,” Anna glaudija gotinu,
ciesi skatidamas lopina acts. Likas, ka ta vinu saprot. Lai ka Anna centas sevi savaldit, vinas zi-
las acis palika Gidenainas, un paris lases nobira par vecas sievietes rievotajiem vaigiem. Slaukot
asaras (jo nevelgjas, ka mazmeita tas redz), vina izgaja vél ara pie Dzera, iedodot tam kepu un
pedgjo reizi atsveicinoties. ,,Ak tu, mulka sunit, tu doma, ka es ka katru rTtu naku ar tevi sasvei-
cinaties. Vai tu maz atSkirtu sasveicinasanos no atsveicinaSanas? Nekas, driz tu sapratisi. Bet
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es biiSu atpakal,” vina stingri noteica un, vairidamas vél ilgak atskatities uz saviem miluliem,
vina zigli gaja uz maSiu. Toreiz més ta ari vinus vairs neredzéjam. Kur vini palika? Nomira
bada navé? Pratoja veca sieviete, Skiroties no lopiniem, kas bija kluvusi par vinas labakajiem
draugiem un ikdienu...

Ilgak vairs nevar€ja gaidit. Anna paklausigi iesedas masina, un garais brauciens vargja sakties.
Vel nekad vina nebija izbraukusi no dzimtas Latvijas kops toreiz p&c septiniem moku gadiem
atgriezas majas. Toreiz péc Sibirijas. Toreiz labakas sajutas nevargja biit: majas un dzimtene.
Tapéec tiesi toreiz vina nosolijas: vairs nekad, nekad negribu nonakt svesuma! Tagad vina So
solfjumu lauza. Vinas dgl. Alises dgl.

Viena nedgla, un es jau biisu atpakal, vina sevi mierinaja. Lai arT ta diena — 25. marts — tuvojas,
tas nebija ka toreiz, 1949. gada, kad vina, septingadigs bérns, kas tikko uzsacis skolas gaitas,
tika izsaukta klases prieksa, izrauta ara un aizvesta uz vilcienu ar virzienu: nezinams. Lopu va-
gonos vina toreiz brauca kopa ar mammu un téti un daudzam citam latvju gimeném, saspiestam
vieniem pie otriem. Ar1 vini neka nezinaja. Cilveki turpat izkarnijas, mira, un liki tika sviesti ara
ka tadi salmu maiseli, nevienam neaizdomajoties par to, ka tie tacu ir cilveki.

NG, tagad bija citadak. Vina centas sev stastit, lai gan nevar&ja pretoties atminam, kas ka uzples-
tas rCtas par sevi atgadinaja. Tagad vina s€dgja jaunakas mazmeitas Lienes glaunaja masina un
bija cela uz Briseli, kur stradaja vinas vecaka mazmeita Alise. Vecmamma nekad nesaprata, ko
vina tur darija tajas Briseles augstajas majas un kantoros, bet tuvojas 25. marts. Laikam Eiropa
kaut ko riko, un Alise, kas tur koordingja pasakumu, bija uzaicinajusi savu vecmammu dalities
pieredz€ un pastastit par savam atminam jaunieSiem, kas vEstures lappuses nekad neizlasTs, ko
Anna Karklina un tikstoSiem citu gimenu parcieta talaja 1949. gada. Alise to zinaja. Mazmeita
vecmammas stastu bija dzirdjusi vairakkart un tagad gribgja, lai to uzzina jauniesi no citam
valstim pasakuma, ko vina rikoja.

Vienmeriga atruma masina traucas uz priekSu un driz tuvojas Latvijas robezai ar Lietuvu. Viena
Jjau es nebutu braukusi, domaja Anna Karklina. Nemiizam! Tas, ko vina tagad savos 70 gados
darTja, bija parsteigums vinai pasai. Tas bija liels uzdrosinajums un morali griits solis. Tacu
Alise bija vai no adas Iidusi ara, kamér vinai beidzot bija izdevies vecmammu parliecinat. ,,N¢,
lidmasina tu mani nedabiisi. Vinas tacu krit,” Anna toreiz bija teikusi, tap&c Alise bija noorgani-
z&jusi, ka vinas jaunaka masa aizved vecmammu ar masinu.

Dzimtené tacu ir vislabak, Anna atcergjas sarunu ar mazmeitu Isi pirms vinas parcel$anas uz
Briseli. Vai tu maz zini, ka ir, kad tev atnem dzimetni? Aizdzen prom, izrauj ar sakném un liek
iesaknoties svesuma? Anna toreiz mazmeitai bija teikusi. Tagad jaunieSiem dzimtene ir briva un
neatkariga. Td pieder viniem, tacu vini to pamet labpratigi. Aizbrauc un biezi pat neatgriezas.
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Ta ari vinas vecaka mazmeita. Pirma un vismilaka mazmeitina Alise. Pirms diviem gadiem,
kad vinas abas seéd&ja uz divana malas kopa ar vecmaminu vinas Sauraja, tumsaja istaba, Anna
neparko negribgja laist Alisiti prom. Gribg&jas ielikt skapl un paturét. Paturét pie sevis. Tacu
mazmeita skaidroja par iesp&jam un Briseli, vinas jauno darbu, starpautiskumu un globalizaciju,
vardus, kas Annai neko neizteica. Vardus, ko vina nesaprata.

Toreiz, kad Alise pateica savu lémumu, vecmammas liipas peksni savilkas, un asaras saka tecet
par baltajiem, rievainajiem vaigiem, vecajai sievietei skatoties uz savu mazmeitu un domajot:
mani papema no skolas sola, man lika aizbraukt, man lika pamest dzimteni, kamér mana maz-
meita to dara labpratigi — brauc prom uz svesu zemi.

,,Kapéc tu raudi?” Alise bija vaicajusi. Vecmamma acimredzami juta, ka mazmeitai netik
vinas asaras, ka jauna dama vél&tos tikt saprasta, tacu bija sajiita, ka vinas nevargja viena otru
saprast. Vecmamma bija centusies apspiest savas asaras. Kaut nebiitu jaraud. Man javaldas. Es
rauddasu viena. Kopa ar Pekkinu un Muri pie saniem. Bet ne tagad. Ne vinas klatbutné. Vina
nesaprot manas asaras. Vina grib, lai es smaidu, lai atbalstu, tomér es to nespéju.

,» Vai jums ir tomati?” vecmamma ierunajas, paskatoties uz suligajiem sarkanajiem darze-
niem uz galda, ko kada draudzene vinai bija atnesusi liela vairuma. Patiesiba vina tos atrada ka
citu t€mu, ar ko aizslaucit birsto$as asaras.

,,Ja, Sovasar visiem tomati pa pilnam,” meitene tikai noteica.

,Nevar vinus vairs iegst, jau apnikusi,” vecmamma piekrita.

Tad vina piegaja pie skapja un iznéma no ta riipigi salocitas piecu un desmitlatu bankno-
tes. Vina sniedza tas mazmeitai.

,,NE, tacu nevajag,” Alise spitigi turgjas preti.

,»INem, nem, kam tad man vajag? Es liipas nekrasoju un $nabi nedzeru. Kam tad man ta
nauda? Tikai tu esi svariga. Galvenais, lai tev ir labi,” vina domaja par mazmeitu vairak neka
sevi pasu. ,,Es jau esmu veca, nekam nevajadziga,” vina biezi to m&dza teikt un atkartoja ar1
toreiz, kad abas seédgja uz divana malas un domaja par to tagad, kad brauca Lienes masina. Vien-
karsa lauciniece. Vecene, kas Sibirijas de] nekadu labo izglitibu nav ieguvusi. Nekas vairak. Pat
neticami, ka tagad mans stasts kadam misdiends interesé. Varbiit kadam palidzés. Nu vina pavi-
sam dabiski lauza solfjumu péc Sibirijas vairs nekad nepamest Latviju, vairs nekad neuzticéties
nevienam arzemniekam. Vigi tikai Latvijai sliktu grib, ta Anna domaja. Un ko gan citu sieviete,
kas parcietusi Sibirijas mokas, varétu domat?

Alise centas vecmammu saprast. Tai pat laika mazmeita grib&ja vinai paradit citu pasauli. Pa-
sauli ar labiem cilvékiem, labiem arzemniekiem, tadiem, kas ieintereséti vinas stasta. Ja, Alise
zindja, ka vinas vecmamma ir vertiba un velgjas vinai to pateikt. Tacu toreiz taja tumsaja ista-
bina, kur abas s€dgja uz gultas malas, likas nekas nesp€s aizgainat skumjas un asaras, kas visu
laiku tika valditas. Cik ]oti Z&l vinai bija vecmammu pamest un izstastit, ka jitas. Cik daudz art
vina domaja par to, ka varétu vinu vairs neredz&t... Un toméer Alisei bija jadzivo — jadzivo sava
dzive un jasper $is talais un nezinamais solis tur plasuma. Sirds p&c ta sauca, tomér nevelgjas
pamest vecmammu. Kaut vargtu dalu no sevis paturét vinas Sauraja, tumsaja istabina. Ta toreiz
Alise domaja.
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Marta vidi Brisel€ jau elpoja pavasaris. Koki, kriimi un pumpuri bija gataviba plaukt un ziedgt,
atnest jaunu un svaigu dzivi. Bija sv@tdienas rits. Alise s€dgja virtuveé un skatijas ara pa logu.
Vecmammai ar masu vajadzetu iebraukt kuru katru bridi. Ka pavasaris, kas nes jaunu dzivibu
un dod jaunu sparu gan dabai, gan cilvékiem, Alise cergja biis vecmammas stasts jaunieSiem no
dazadam valstim, kuri apmeklés pasakumu ,,Dziva vésture”. Taja daudzi veci cilveki dalisies
pieredze par vinu atminam, dzivi un pagatni, radis fotografijas un centisies jaunieSiem uzburt ci-
tadas vestures lappuses, atdzivinat vesturi. Alise zindja, ka vinas vecmammas stastu par Sibiriju
bitu janoklausas un jadzird talak par vinas mazo, Sauro istabinu meza ieloka kur vina dzivo un,
iespgjams, atstasta savu ikdienu gotinai, Pekkinam, minkam. Vina zinaja jau tad, kad redzgja,
cik saskumusi ir vecmamma, Alisei pazinojot par vinas 1@émumu braukt stradat uz Brisele, ka
Alise to ta neatstas. Vina nesamierinasies ar faktu, ka vecmamma jitas nevajadziga, ka uzskata
savu dzivi par nevértigu, ka cie§ no agra jauniba zaudétas mates, kura atgriezas no Sibirijas
slima un nomira un t€va, kur$ Sibirija kluvis aklis, aizgaja driz péc tam. Alise nekad nedomaja,
ka vinas vecmamma bitu nekas. Vina redz€ja vina vertibu, dzivibu un zirgtumu, kads vinai
piemita, rlipgjoties par lopiniem un piegadajot tante€m pienu. Par Sibirijas laiku vina nestidzgjas
un nevienu nevainoja. Pienéma to ka faktu un samierinajas, klusi cieSot. Alisesprat, vecmamma
bija cilveks ar vistirako un skistako dvéseli. Nevienam launa vina nekad negrib&ja, un viedaku
cilvéku par savu vecmammu meitene nebija satikusi. Tik dzives gudru!

Un varbiit vina tada nav vieniga? lesp&ams kada nomalg, aizmirsta budina slépjas vel daudz
tadu stastu, kuri tiek stastiti lopiniem un miluliem, jo mums jaunajiem jau nav laika...bet kuri
patiesiba biitu janodod jauniesiem. Alise grib&ja paradit, cik vertigi ir vecie cilveki, kas mums
dzivo apkart un cik vertigi ir vinu stasti, no kuriem mes, jaunie$i, varam macities.

Lienes masina piebrauca pie Alises dzivokla, un meitene skrgja ara, lai sagaiditu savu vecmam-
mu Brisel€. Tur vina s€dgja, iespiedusies masina un lénam taisija vala durvis. Cik neparasti,
domaja Alise. Cik lepna vina jutas par So mirkli!

»Kas to biitu domajis, Alisit, ka tu mani lidz paSai Briselei atdzisi,” vecmammai teica,
ieraugot savu mazmeitu. Abas masas ar omiti kapa augsa uz Alises dzivokli, kur meitene bija sa-
gatavojusi brokastis. Vecmamma savukart bija atvedusi latviesu rupjmaizi un medu. Tik ideali.
Ka majas. Domaja Alise. Vina baudija $o bridi un velgjas to paildzinat. Vina redzgja prieku vec-
mammas zilajas, spirgtajas acs un saprata, ka $aja brid1 vinai svarigak ir satikt savu mazmeitu
neka apzinaties, kura pasaules mala tas notiek.

,,Pietrikst mums tevis. Tu nenac pie manis vairs péc piena. Vai te tu svaigu pienu maz
dabii?” vecmamma bazijas.

.3, ja, ir labs piens te. Peérku,” mazmeita atbildgja, zinot, ka nekur pasaul€ piens nebis tik
labs ka tas, ko slaukusi vecmamma no savas gotinas un nekur nebis tik labi ka majas, tomer ta
nu §1 dzive bija iekartota.

Nakti uz 25. martu Anna gul&ja nemierigi. Ne tikai tapéc, ka bija cita valsti, bet tapec, ka zin3ja,
nakamas dienas datums ir 25. marts. Diena, kas toreiz 1949. gada bija apgriezusi vigas dzivi
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kajam gaisa, parmainijusi par simt procentiem. Kad vina sagaidija drégnu un p&leku, nedaudz
apmakusos 25. marta ritu Brisel€, vina neapzinajas, ka ari §1 diena parmainis vinas dzivi un
uzskatus.

Ierodoties notikuma vieta, Anna redzg€ja daudz vecu cilvéku. Vecu un jaunu. Cik neparasta ai-
na, vina domaja. Vecisi kopa ar jaunajiem. Biezi ta nebija redzets. Pat vinu represéto ikgadgjas
tikSanas Latvija bija tikai veco barins. Vina domaja, ka miisdienu jauniesi ir parak aizpemti un
skrienosi, lai apstatos un iecklausttos. Tomér te paradijas cita aina. Vina lepojas ar savu mazmei-
tu, kas $o visu bija noorganizgjusi, lai gan sakotngji Annas attieksme 1idz pat bridim, kad vina
ieradas Briselg, bija skeptiska un negribiga.

Anna tika pieteikta majigaja telpa un sagaidita ar ieinteresétiem skatiem, zinkarigam acim, kas
mirdzgja no jaunavigajam sejinam. Vina aps€das neparasti miksta un glauna krésla un mazliet
nervozi saka sevi iepazistinat. Lai arT Anna rundja latviski, vina tika saprasta, jo stasts tika tul-
kots. Saprasta Briseles gaitenos, saprasta $aja starptautiskaja konference. ,,Tas bija 1949. gads,
un es macijos 1. klas€...” Vina savu stastu zinaja no galvas, un vinai tas vairs nelikas sevisks —
tiesi otradi uzjundija atminas par badu. ,,Atceros, ka visu laiku gribgjas &st. Nekad nebija gana.
Mana mamma vispar ne€da, lai man pietiek.” Annas seja likas atdzivojas septinu Sibirijas gadu
emocijas — bailes un nezina aizbraucot, asaras par badu un mammas slimibu, kas beidzas ar dri-
zu vinas aizieSanu, smiekli par to, ka Sibirijas vasaras akmeni bija tik karsti, ka uz tiem var€ja
pat olu izcept. Anna dzivoja sava stasta, savas atminas un vinas seja ar spilgtajam zilajam acim
padarja to par dzivu vesturi arT jaunieSiem, kas vina uzmanigi klausijas.

Alisei bija tadas pasas zilas acis. Dzirdot savu vecmammu runajam, tas mirdz&ja. Mazmeita ju-
tas lepna. Vecmammas stasts ka aizsporstots fidens tagad tec€ja un tecgja, nevienam nemanot ka
paiet laiks. Stasts, kas tika stastits mazaja, Sauraja vecmammas istabina, abam s€zot uz divana
malas un glaudot minkas, kas turpat blakus gozgjas, tagad atbalsojas Seit, Brisele, konferencu
telpa, jauniesu klatbtitng, kas pacietigi un uzmanigi klausijas un redzgja, ka 70 gadus veca sie-
viete piepildas ar pozitivismu, daloties ar to, kas vinai ir, to kas vinai dargs, lai ar1 skumjs. Alise
redz&ja, ka mainas vecmammas pasaule un izpratne par azemniekiem, ka vina saprot, ka tadi
pasi vien jauniesi ka Alise ir jaunie$i no Vacijas, Somijas, Francijas un Egiptes, klausoties ar
interesi un uzdodot jautdgjumus. ST biis jauna pieredze, ko Anna izstastis ,,majiniekiem” — Pek-
kinam, gotinai, minkam un DZerim.

IEMed.




Blue Eyes’ Story

Agnija KazuSa. Latvia

The early and cool March morning swept in
with slight shivers, causing Anna Karklina
to complete her customary morning chores
faster than usual: hay for the cow, milk for
the pussycats, bones for the dog and yester-
day’s soup for the hens, while their master
Lord Peck, the rooster, got a handful of grain.

“I have ten mouths to feed, and I, my-
self, am the tenth,” she used to say.

Mouths to be fed in the morning, at noon
and in the evening. Having made sure that
everyone had enough to eat and mouths were
busy chewing, Anna hurried back into her
room. Was it the cold weather that forced
her inside or intimations from the past or the
future that now frightened her? Her grand-
daughter was to arrive at any moment now,
she thought to herself, and feeling atypically
nervous, she began to rifle through her trav-
elling bag, which had already been packed
over the past few days, kept looking at her
watch, recounting her money and checking
her documents.

“If only I could have a nap for about
half an hour,” she thought, but sleep wouldn’t
come. It also hadn’t come the night before...

After several minutes of the anxiety
that had gripped Anna’s heart, she heard her
granddaughter saying in her customary calm
voice “Ciao, granny. Are you ready?” Liene
had entered the room, having parked her car
in the yard.

“Yes, yes... ready, ready,” Anna replied
unconvincingly. “Ready, ready...” echoed
still in her head. “Did they even ask me if
I was ready that time? No. Then in a mad
rush and in uncertainty, with fear about the
future...”

A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

“Then let’s go to the car,” Liene urged,
picking up her grandmother’s things and
steering her onward in the direction of her
vehicle as if it were a regular Sunday trip to
the market.

“Wait, I can’t go like this,” grandma
stopped as she was opening the car door.

“There’s no time. Let’s go,” the grand-
daughter was in a hurry.

“Wait a minute,” grandma knew that
Liene found it hard to understand. “I have to
go to my animals to tell them at least that I’'m
leaving.”

Anna ran hurriedly into the barn. This
is where the hens and the cow were kept. The
cats too had come inside and as usual “were
underfoot”. Except for Jerry, the dog who
was chained up outside, all the animals had
gathered as if for a family conference, as if
sensing something.

“I’m leaving now. For a week. But
Aunt Rita will feed you,” Anna patted the
cow, gazing deeply into her eyes. It seemed
that the cow understood her. No matter how
Anna tried to control herself, her blue eyes
got watery, and a few tears rolled down the
old woman’s wrinkled cheeks. Wiping them
away (because she didn’t want her grand-
daughter to see her crying), she went out to
see Jerry, who gave her his paw to shake, in
a final farewell.

“Oh, you foolish little dog, you think
that I’m coming to say hello to you as I have
done each morning. Can you even tell the
difference between a hello and a goodbye?
Never mind, you’ll soon understand. But I’ll
be back,” she firmly said and not wanting to
look back at her loved ones, she quickly re-
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turned to the car. “That time we never saw
them again. What became of them? Did they
die from starvation?” The old woman won-
dered, as she parted from her farm animals,
which had become her best friends and her
daily concern...

They couldn’t delay any longer. Anna
obediently got seated in the car, and now the
long drive could begin. She had not left her
native Latvia since returning home after those
seven tortuous years. That time, after deporta-
tion to Siberia. Then no better feelings could
be imagined: to be home in her native land.
That is why she swore that time: never, ever
again to be exiled! Now she was breaking
this oath. For her sake. For Alice.

One week, and I’ll be back again, she
comforted herself. Although that date — 25th
March — was approaching, but it wasn’t as it
had been then, in 1949, when she, a seven-
year-old child just starting school, was called
to the front of her class, pulled outside and
taken to a train to be driven in an unknown di-
rection. She, together with her mamma and fa-
ther and many other Latvian women and chil-
dren, were herded into cattle cars, squeezed
into a small space. And none of them were
told where they were being driven. Every-
body had to take care of their natural needs
right there in the cattle car. Some died and
the corpses were thrown out like bags of hay,
with their captors not caring that these were
human beings.

No, now it was different. She tried to
tell herself but she couldn’t resist her memo-
ries, which like open, raw wounds painfully
reminded her of the past. Now she was sit-
ting in the elegant car of her youngest grand-
daughter Liene on her way to Brussels, where
her eldest granddaughter Alice worked.
Grandma had never understood what they
did in those high buildings and offices in
Brussels, but 25th March was close at hand.
Perhaps Europe was organizing something,
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and Alice, who was coordinating the event
there, had invited her grandmother to share
her experiences and to recount her memories
to young people, who would never read in
history books what Anna Karklina and thou-
sands of other families suffered in that long
ago 1949. Alice knew it. The granddaugh-
ter had heard grandma’s story already many
times and now she wanted young people
from other countries to hear it at the event
she was organizing.

The car raced forward at a constant
speed and soon was about to reach the border
of Latvia with Lithuania. “/ wouldn't have
gone alone,” thought Anna Karklina, “Nev-
er!” What she was doing now at the age of
70 was a surprise even to herself. It was very
daring and emotionally a hard step for her to
take. But Alice had leaned over backwards,
until she had convinced her grandma.

“No, you won’t get me on a plane.
They crash, don’t they?” Anna had said at the
time. That is why Alice had arranged for her
younger sister to drive their grandmother in
her car.

“It’s best to be in our homeland,” Anna
recalled her conversation with her grand-
daughter shortly before Alice moved to Brus-
sels. “Do you even know what its like when
your native land is taken away from you? To
be driven away, pulled up by your roots and
made to settle in a foreign land?” she had
said to her granddaughter at the time. “Now
the young people’s homeland is free and in-
dependent. It belongs to them, yet they leave
it voluntarily. Leave and often don t return.”

Her oldest granddaughter had also
done this. Her first and best loved grand-
daughter Alice. Two years ago, when the
two of them, Alice and grandma, had sat
on the edge of the bed, in Anna’s narrow,
dark room, Anna didn’t want in any way to
let Allie leave. She wanted to put her in a
closet and keep her with her. Keep her in
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her house. But her granddaughter explained
about the opportunities and about Brussels,
her new work, about internationalism and
globalisation, words that meant nothing to
Anna. Words she didn’t understand.

When Alice had told her of her deci-
sion, grandma’s lips suddenly trembled, and
tears started to roll down her white, wrin-
kled cheeks, as the old woman looked at her
granddaughter and thought: “/ was taken
from my school bench, made to leave, made
to abandon my homeland, while my grand-
daughter does it of her own free will — she's
leaving to go to a foreign land.”

“Why are you crying?”’ Alice had asked.
Grandma obviously felt that her granddaugh-
ter didn’t like her tears, that the young lady
wanted to be understood, but she had a feel-
ing that they couldn’t understand each other.
Grandma had tried to suppress her tears. “If
only I didn t want to cry. I have to control my-
self. I'll cry when I'm on my own. Together
with Lord Peck and Purr at my side. But not
now. Not in her presence. She doesn t under-
stand my tears. She wants me to smile, to sup-
port her, but I cant.”

“Do you have tomatoes?” grandma
spoke up, looking at the juicy, red vegetables
on the table, a large quantity of which a wom-
an friend had brought her. In fact, she chose
them as a different topic with which to wipe
away her tears.

“Yes, this summer everyone has too
many tomatoes,” the girl said.

“I can’t bear to eat them any longer,
I’ve grown tired of them,” grandma agreed.

Then she went to the cupboard and took
out carefully folded five and ten lati notes.
She reached out to hand them to her grand-

daughter.
“No, don’t — there’s no need,” Alice
stubbornly held back.

“Come on, take them, what do I need
them for? I don’t wear make-up and I don’t
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touch alcohol. What would I need money
for? Only you are important. The main thing
is that you are well,” she said, thinking more
of her granddaughter than herself.

“I’m old now, of use to no one,” grand-
ma used to say so often and repeated it again
that time when the two of them were sitting
on the edge of the bed, and she thought about
it now as she was sitting in Liene’s car. “Just
a simple farm woman. An old woman that be-
cause of deportation to Siberia had never had
a decent education. Nothing more. Its even
incredible that my story is of interest to any-
one nowadays. Maybe it will help someone.”
Now she naturally broke the oath made after
returning from Siberia to never leave Latvia,
never to trust another foreigner again. “They
only want bad things for Latvia,” thought
Anna. And what else would a woman who
had survived the nightmare of Siberia think?

Alice tried to understand her grandma.
At the same time her granddaughter wanted
to show her a different world. A world with
good people, good foreigners who were in-
terested in her story. Yes, Alice knew her
grandma to be a valuable human being and
she wished to tell her that. But that time in
the dark room, when both sat on the edge of a
bed, it seemed then that nothing would chase
away the sadness and the tears, which her
grandma tried to suppress all the time. How
very sorry she was to leave her grandma and
how much she wanted to tell her how she
felt. How much she had thought also about
never seeing her again... But still, Alice had
to live — had to live her own life and to take
this big step into the vast unknown. Her heart
demanded it, but she also didn’t want to leave
her grandmother. If only she could leave a part
of herself in this narrow, dark room. That’s
what Alice thought then.

In mid-March the first breath of spring
was in the air. Trees, bushes and buds were
ready to blossom to bring new life and new

Tk
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strength not only to nature, but also to peo-
ple. And Alice was hoping that her grandma’s
story would be told to the young people from
various countries who were going to attend
the Living History event. In this event many
old people would share their experiences
about their memories, their life and their
past, would show photographs and would
try to conjure up different pages of his-
tory, to breathe life into history. Alice knew
that her grandmother’s story about Siberia
had to be heard beyond the confines of her
small, narrow room surrounded by the forest
where she lived and where she possibly re-
counted the events of her day to her cow, to
Lord Peck and the cats. Alice knew already
when she saw how sad her grandma was at
the time she announced her decision to go to
work in Brussels that she would not leave her
like that. She couldn’t make peace with the
fact that her grandmother felt useless, that
she perceived her life as valueless, that she
suffered from having lost her mother, who
returned from Siberia sick and died shortly
after, and for her father, who lost his sight in
Siberia, and died soon after her mother. Alice
never thought that her grandma was worth-
less. She saw the value, the life force and en-
ergy that she had, taking care of the animals
and delivering milk to the aunts. She didn’t
complain about the time spent in Siberia and
didn’t blame anyone for it. She accepted the
deportation as a fact, had come to terms with
it and quietly suffered it. In Alice’s opinion,
grandma was a person with the most unblem-
ished and purest of souls. She never wished
anyone ill and a wiser person than her grand-
ma the girl had never met. So worldly-wise!
And maybe she wasn’t the only one
like that? It was possible that in some corner
of the world, in a forgotten hut hidden away
were many such stories, told to farm animals
and loved ones, because the young didn’t
have the time... but these stories needed to

A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

be handed down to the young. Alice wanted
to show how valuable the old people who
lived nearby were and how valuable their sto-
ries were, from which the young could learn
something.

Liene’s car drove up to Alice’s apart-
ment building in Brussels and Alice ran out to
meet her grandma. There she sat, huddled in
the car — and then slowly opened the car door.
“How priceless this moment is,” thought Al-
ice. How proud she was of the moment.

“Who would have thought Allie dear,
that you’d chase me all the way to Brussels it-
self,” grandma said, on seeing her granddaugh-
ter. Both the sisters and grandma went up to
Alice’s apartment, where the girl had prepared
breakfast. As for grandma, she had brought
with her Latvian rye bread and honey. “How
perfect! Like back home,” thought Alice. She
relished the moment and wanted to make it last
longer. She saw joy in her grandma’s lively
blue eyes and realized that at this moment it
was more important for her grandma to meet
her granddaughter than to be aware of where in
the world she had arrived.

“We miss you. You don’t come to my
house for milk any more. Do you even get
fresh milk here?” grandma said anxiously.

“Yes, yes, there’s good milk here. I buy
it,” the granddaughter replied, knowing that
nowhere in the world would milk be as good
as the one that grandma had milked from her
cow and nowhere would it be as good as it
was at home, but life had arranged itself thus.

The night before 25th March Anna had
slept restlessly. Not only because she was
in another country, but also because she
knew that the next day was 25th March. The
day that in 1949 had turned her life upside
down, changed it one hundred percent. As
she rose to a humid and downcast morning
in Brussels, she was not aware that the same
day would also have changed her life and
perspective.
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Arriving where the event was going to
take place, Anna saw many old people. Old
and young people. “What an unusual scene,”
she thought. Old folks together with young-
sters. Even at the annual meeting of the “re-
pressed” — as the people were called in Lat-
via who had been deported to Siberia and had
returned — there were only old people. She
thought that the young people of today were
too busy and always in a rush to be able to
stop and listen. But here a different scene met
her eyes. She was proud of her granddaugh-
ter, who had organized it all, although Anna’s
attitude even up to the very moment when
she arrived in Brussels had been sceptical and
unwilling. Anna was introduced in a com-
fortable meeting room and met with inter-
ested looks and curious eyes that shone from
youthful faces. She sat down on an unusually
soft and elegant chair and somewhat nerv-
ously began to talk. Although Anna spoke in
Latvian, she was understood, because what
she said was translated. She was understood
throughout the corridors of Brussels, under-
stood in this international conference.

“It was the year 1949 and I was a stu-
dent in grade 1...” She knew her story by
heart, and it didn’t seem special to her any
more — exactly the opposite, it raked up
memories of starvation.

“I remember how I was constantly hun-
gry. There was never enough. My mamma
basically didn’t eat so I would have enough.”
The emotions of seven years of deportation in
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Siberia came to life and played out on Anna’s
face — the fear and uncertainty at the time of
departure, tears about starvation and her mam-
ma’s illness, which soon ended in her death,
laughter about how hot the stones were in Si-
beria in the summer — so hot that you could
fry an egg on them. Anna lived her story; her
memories and her face with her striking blue
eyes transformed it into living history for the
young people listening to her as well.

Alice had the same blue eyes. On hear-
ing her grandma speak, her eyes shone. The
granddaughter felt proud. Grandma’s story
like dammed up water now broke free and
poured out, with no one noticing the pass-
ing of time. The story that had been told in
grandma’s small narrow room, while the two
of them sat on the edge of the bed stroking
the cats, was now being heard in Brussels in
a conference hall, in the presence of young
people, who patiently and attentively listened
and witnessed how a 70-year-old woman was
filled with a sense of self-worth, sharing what
was precious for her, although it was also
very sad. Alice saw how during the speech
her grandma’s world and perception of for-
eigners was changing and how she under-
stood that the young people from Germany,
Finland, France and Egypt, as they listened
with interest and posed questions, were the
same as Alice. This would be a new expe-
rience, which Anna would describe to her
“folks back home” — Lord Peck, the cow, the
pussycats and Jerry.
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Iotopia XeCovakoTnTog

Avtpéag A. Kovtooyimpknc. Konpog

Avénvevoe Pabdid kon Eexivinoe va SaPdlen: «... Or apyaior EAAnves ppovodoav ot n idio n
embouio omev@overor oe kabeti oo gival emBounto, ite avo gival ayopl ite Kopital... »!

YKooe TO0 KEPAAL TOL, Tov Koitale Kot Tpodcbeoe, «Eilacte 6ot AATpelg Tov mpaiov
UTOUTd.. Agv 6oL Qoivetal TOAD Aoyikd; Mag apécel uTd ToL IKOVOTOLEL TIG MGONCELS HOG.»

KaBdpnoe Aiyo 10 Aad ToL Kot GUVEYLGE LE GTOUPO OVTH TV POPa: «...O0 mpéner (-
Aov vo, avopwtnBodue ue To10 TPOTO KoL UE TOLG. HOPPT] ) OTOAADON UETOLD AVIPWV UTOPECE VA
amoteAéoel mpofinuo yioti ue Aiyo AOyLo. v EXPOKEITO Yo, ULO TPOKTIKH TOAD O10.0E00UEVY, EYIVE
EVIOVTOIS avTIKelUeVO piog NOknNG Eyvolag 101aitepns kot 10taitepa. Eviovyg o€ fabud téroro mov
va fpelei emevovuevn pe olieg, EMTOKTIKEG EVIOAES KaL.. »’

«Tewo cov, Tidpyo» tov diEkowe 1 Avva, 1 adepr| Tov, TOV POAG pnKe pésa otov 04~
Aapo. «Ti droPalelg otov pmopmd;»

«T g0, 60V pmApmToy amevbHvOnKE QLT TV OPE GTOV UTTOUTA TG, 1) AVVa KoL TOV ET0GE
t0 xépt. O proundc dpwc dev olreye, aov Pprokdtav o Katdotaon Kopa. Hrav tdpa pa
Bdopdda mov enéotpeye o Idpyog and Tig omovdég Tov, pali pe tov OMPep, Eéva copeottnti
TOV, 0AAG O UTOUTAG LETE TNV EMOTPOPT] TOL Y10V TOV Emafe EAPVIKA EYKEPAALKO ETEIGO10 Kot
BpiordTav 6To YEVIKO VOGOKOWELD £0M KOt TPELS HEPEG KAVIKA VEKPOG,.

«Agv pov gimeg Tt d10Pdalelg otov pmopnd;» enavérafe 1 Avva a@ol dev TNpe amdvTnon.

«Tnv «Jotopia g ZeCovaikdmrog” Tov Povkdy» ime 0 [MPYOS KATMG GLVEGTAANEVA. ..

«M’ant6 oV avaAdEL TV OLOPLAOEIM L) pOTNCE N Avva EaQViaoUévn.

«Now.

«Eioat pe ta kadd cov; Atafalelg otov pmapmd, Povkm;»

«Nat, yori 0y O y1atpog GAA®GTE €le VoL TOL PIAGUE Y1oTi TOV KAVEL KOAO», SLopLopTL-
pnonke o INdpyog.

«O yurpdc eime va Tov pikape, oyt va tov Bopfoapdilovie Le 10é€g mov dev umopel va amo-
dextel. [V awtd mepvhg 100eC dpeg pe Tov pmapmd; Tov kbvels ce£ovaiik dStoumotdaydynon;»

«Tov Aéw avtd mov Enpeme va EEpet 10N ».

O pmapnds toug 0 Kvp I'dvvng avrke oty yevid tov Kurpiov tov petd v Tovpkikn
eloPoAn tov 1974, éxave Ae@td apol dobAeyE OKANPA OTIG OIKOSOUES, dNobpYNoE £Vl ML
Toynuevo gpyotdélo Kot avélafe peydreg dovieléc. Avtpog Papds g TOAAG YEVIAG, Kol OTMG
ouvNOIle va A€l KOPOTIOEVTIKA: «YEUICANE OO TVELHOTIKA GpPMGTOVG IOV TNIAVE ayopaKLoy,
EVWOMVTOG Lo 6T awENBnkav ot YkéL oty cvyypovn Kumprokn kowmvia.

O INdpyog ko  Avva frav ta pova madtd tov Kop T'dvvn, ayommpévot kot ot dHo tov
UTOUTA TOVG, po ddtepa 0 ['dpyog, o povaxpios yrog tov Kop Tdvvn.

«Tov Aeg nAadn OTL EloaL YKEL, TOPO TOV dEV PTOPEL VO GE AKOVGEL» TOV EMTEONKE 1
Avva.

1. 2. Anoondopata and to Biiio tov Micéd ®ovkd, Iotopia g Zeovaikdtntag, H ypron tov anoladcewv, Exdo-
oelg Panma
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«O T'atpdg pov gime 6t pmopel va akovoet kot va eneEepyactel Ta mhvo.

«Not, 0AAG dev pmopel va avTidpace.

«AxpBag! TV avtd givar gukarpio vo akovoetl 0Tt giptot ToHGTNG Kot va To xovéyet. T1ov-
omg!» emavélafe o Ndpyog yopékaka okHPOVING GTO AVTI TOV UTAUTE TOV, Yo VO Elvat oi-
YOLPOG OTL TO AKOVGE.»

«Elo otopdrtal» Tov gine ) Avva Kot Tov ¥Tomnoe eLoepd otov dpo. «Ti Aeg otov pma-
WA

«Tnv aAnBewa! Evon kdmoto mpapato mov mpémet va oL Tm.»

O lNpyog and ta dexamévte Tov xpovia glxe voldoet 0Tt 1) 6eEOVOAIKT] TOV TAVTOTNTO TOV
KaAovoe va v eEepevvioet. I’ ovtdv dev fTav OAd TOGO0 TPOPOVH OTMG EAEYE O UTAUTAS TOV,
dev NTov 6A0 10 VoMU TG LONG TOV, Lo YOVAIKO, [io OKoyEVeLd, Evo omtityy. [’ avtdv dev
ntav éva Kot éva icov 000, aALG KATL TEPLEGOTEPO OO OVTO. LT EIKOGL TOV YPOVIL POV EKOVE
Kot TV oTpaTIOTIKN Tov Onteia mov tov voypémve N Kumprokn Anpoxpatio va kévet, Epuye
arnd v Kompo v vo omovddoet vopukn oto Aovdivo. Exel 6’avtn v peydin pntpémoin
g AVong avakdAvye Kot ToV Tpaypatikd Tov 0vtd. To Aovdivo, tov didase to mo omovdaio
padnpo g {ong tov, 0Tt 1 SLPOPETIKOTNTA Vol TAOVTOG Kot OYl KOO0 KOLGOUPL 1 KATOL0
HELOVEKTNLLO, OTOG TIGTELOV GTIV EMOPYLAKT TOAT OOV peydAmoe. 1o Aovdivo KatdhaPe Otl
glpoote 6A0L {001 por Kot OA0L S10popeTIKol Kot 0 kabévag amd endg povadikoc. Etot owtdv o
INapyog péoa og o mOAN exatopvpiov avOpOT®V, SLUPOPETIKOV LETAED TOVG, TOL KAVEVOS
dev €Kpve KavEVA Y10 TV ELPAVICT] KOL TV CUUTEPLPOPA TOV, AVTIA PO KE TMG 0 KabEvag £xet
v dkid Tov aAnfgta Kot Oyt Ty oAnBela TG KowoTNTAG TOL. XT0 Aovdivo, «omelevBepdon-
Kke» Ommg ovvi e va Aéel. To pdvo mpoPAnLa NTav OTL | OKOYEVELD TOL deV NTaV KABOAOL
anelevbepmpévn e oTdNmote dev dppole ota 0N Kot To TETEH® TNG LUKPNG TOVG TOANG, KOl
€101KOTEPA O TATEPAG TOV TOV HE®POVGE TNV OLOPVAOPIAIL OPPDOTIO, TOV EYKEPAAOV.

«Kar topa fprikeg vo Tov o TES Tov PpioKeTol og KONA.» TOV EMEMANEE TAAL 1| AvvaL.

«IlIwg va Tov 10 €leya.. apod EEpelg TG oképTeToL!)

«Koat tov 10 Aeg Tpa TOL EIvaL PUTO.»

«Eépeig 1L, vopilom; Ot eyd eipon  artict Tov 0 purapmdg eival 6€ VT TV KOTAGTOC.

«Trevvoeig» patnoe n Avvo avicuyo.

«Tnv pépa mov €nabde eyke@olikd nTov 1 tekevtaio pépa Tov OMPep oty Kompoy.

«Agv 10 moTéLE,» enevEPT Eava N Avva «oag gide; Agv cvppovicape 0Tt dev Ba kévete
timota oty Kdmpo.»

H Avva ftav 1 poévn mov fi&epe 0An v aAnfea yio tov 0depo g, to Ndpyo. Kavévog
dAhog dev yvapile 6Tt 0 ['dpyog TV opo@LAOPIAOG Kot KavEvag dev yvapile 6t o OMPep mov
QULOEEVI OOV TIG TPOTYOVUEVEG LEPES OTITL TOVG OV NTAV OTTAG £VOG GLLPOLTNTAG ToL [idpyov
OAAG 0 GHVTPOPOC TOV KOl GUYKATOIKOG TOL TO TEAELTALN OO ¥povia 6To Aovdivo.

«Agv KQvayple TimoTa eKTOG 0o i @opd Tov vopilm pag £10€ Kot 0 LTOUTAC.» CLVVEYLGE O
Topyoc. «Htav 1 tedevtaio viyta mpwv evyet o OAPep kot kabmg etopalopactay va hyovpe
Y10 TO PTOp, LECO 6TO aToKivITo £YM Kot OMPep prhbnkape. Metd amd Eva Tétapto pe mnpe
TAEPOVO M Papd, OTL 0 prapmdg Emabe eyexeparicd. Exel mov fprikape tov prapmd, 6to mapd-
Bvpo tov GaAovioD Tov PAErEL GTOV dPOLO, EKEL eivat To LOVO onpEeio TOV PTopEL va del Kavelg
TO VTOKIVITOL GTOV SPOO OO TO OTTITLY

H Avva dev andvinoe.. éuetve okepTikn vo PAETEL TOV Pmopnd pe éva ATnpévo VYOG
Kot Tpocbece peta amo Aiya devTepOAENTA GLOMNG: «KOAG AEVE OTL TO GOUA LG aVTOPE OTTMG
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avtdpd yo va punv tpehabodpe. O kompévog o pmapmds icwg vo tpotipnodce va médave Topa
va LaOet TETO10 TPALLD Y10 TOV KOVOKAPL TOLY.

«Not, oAra dev glvan vekpog Bpioketar oe kdpa», Tpodcdece Eviova o [dpyog, «OAa yi-
vovtat yuo kémoto Adyo! Ecv dev pov to édeyeg avtd; Ott pag ovpfaivet, copfaivet yio K4moto
Adyo. Eipon mengiopévog g ovtd cuVEPNKE Yo Vo TPOGOPHOCTEL LE TNV 1060 OTL O Y10G TOL
elvan ykéuy»

«I'Vawtd Tov Khvels dSrtaréEels Yo TV oeEovaMKITNTO 6D Kot VO WEPEC;»

«Na, yroti dpo etvor va kpOPopot Kot v TpokaA® TOoT avoaTapoyn 8 ELEVO KOl GTOVG
YOP® OV, KOADTEPO VO T TNV OATOEL0N.

«Téhoomavtmv, To AEpLE HETA OVTA, £pYETAL 1] LOUd TOPA!» ToV diékoye 1 Avval.

«Ba G 10 T Ko aVTHS» €ime 0 [dpyoc.

Exelvn ) otiypn prfke kot 1 pdva toug pe pio ootk 6okoO o P [IIGKOTAKLO 0o
10 LayopomAiacteio.

«T Ba meg ko og epéva pyo» elme kot Tovg Edpviace kat Tovg 6V0.

O INopyog ko n Avva mhywoav, dev andvinoe koveic. H popd toug n xopd Aovkio pio
BeTEPAVOG VOLKOKVPA TTOL 1] LEYOADTEPT) TNG OTOANLGT NTAV Ol CATOVVOTEPES GTNV THAEOPUCT
KoL TO QVAAE TOV PLOALTL, iy Vo TapakANTIKO PAENA TTOV dEV GOV APNVE ETIAOYN GO TO VO
opoAoynoelg 6AN v aAndeto.

«Mopa glpon yréw gime amotopa o I'dpyog.

«Tieloau» pdToE TV OGP TOL TPOSTAOOVGE VO TOTOBETNGEL TAL LTIGKOTAKLO GTO KOLLO-
dnvo dimha amd To KpePAtL TOL PTANTA.

«kéLy

«MaMoToy elne adtdpopa Kot GuVVEYIoE TNV TPOoTadElD TG v PAAEL TO, UTIGKOTAKLOL
KGOV GTO KOLOdNVO.

«Mopd» emevaifnke n Avva, «fovces Tt 6ov gine LOMS Tdpa o twpyog;»

H Moapa yopioe ko v €ide atdpoyn yopig va kotorofaivel Tt GuvEPartve.

«Mapa gipon ykéw, enavérafe o INdpyos. «O OMPep mov Eueve omitt pog etvot o ykoue-
VOG 1OV.»

H xvpa Aovkia épeive kat toug EBAene amocBorlmpévn, Aeg Kot 0eV LTOPOVGE VO, CUAAGPEL
Ko Vo, ETEEEPYAOTEL TNV GVYKEKPLUEVT] TANPOPOPIaL.

«Ewat opo@ulogthog popd, tmg to Aéte, movotngy, tpdcobece 1 Avva évtoval.

Kot t61e 1) Kvpd Aovkio Aég kot tng métagav oto Tpodcmmo £va KovPd vepod, eime Eviova
«Tv mpbpo; Locionr| unv cag axovoel o pmapmds cag! Zionn. Ot £xete vo pov meite, va pov
TO TEITE LETA GTO OTITL).
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The History of Sexuality

Andreas D. Koutsoyorkis. Cyprus

He took a deep breath and started to read:
“...The ancient Greeks believed that desire
itself addressed anything that was desirable,
be it a boy or girl...”!

He raised his head, looked at him and
added: “We all adore beauty, papa... It makes
sense doesn’t it? We like something when it
satisfies our senses.”

He cleared his throat and continued
overbearingly: “...We should consider how
and in what form the pleasure enjoyed be-
tween men was problematic... In short, given
that it was a widespread practice and the laws
in no way condemned it and its attraction was
commonly recognized, why was it the object
of a special and especially intense moral pre-
occupation? So much so that it was invested
with values, imperatives, demands...” 2

“Hello Giorgos,” interrupted his sister
Anna, entering the room. “What are you read-
ing to papa?”

“Hi papa,” Anna said addressing her fa-
ther and taking his hand, but papa didn’t move
as he was comatose. It had been a week since
Giorgos had returned from his studies with OI-
iver, a fellow student, but father had suffered a
sudden stroke after his son’s homecoming and
had been clinically dead at the general hospital
for three days now.

“You didn’t tell me what you’re reading
to papa,” Anna repeated, not having had an
answer to her question.

“The History of Sexuality by Foucault,”
Giorgos replied a bit timidly.

1. The History of Sexuality by Michel Foucault, “The
Use of Pleasure”, Rappas Publications (Greek version).
2. Ibid.

A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

“The one that analyses homosexuality?”
Anna queried in surprise.

“Yes.”

“Are you kidding? You’re reading Fou-
cault to papa?”

“Yes, sure, why not? The doctor said to
talk to him. It’s good for him,” Giorgos pro-
tested.

“The doctor said to talk to him, not to
bombard him with ideas which he can’t ac-
cept. You’re spending all this time with papa
to give him sex education?”

“I’m telling him what he should already
know.”

Their father, Mr Yannis, belonged to a
generation of Cypriots that, after the Turk-
ish invasion of 1974, had made their fortune
through hard work in construction. He had
built a successful business taking on impor-
tant projects. A heavyset old fashioned man,
he often said mockingly: “We’re full up with
the mentally disturbed who fuck little boys,”
of course referring to the increase in the num-
bers of gay people in current Cypriot society.

Giorgos and Anna were Mr Yannis’
only children, beloved by their father, but es-
pecially Giorgos, Mr Yannis’ only son.

“You’re telling him that you’re gay,
now that he can’t hear you?”” Anna asked bel-
ligerently.

“The doctor said that he can hear and
understand everything.”

“Yes, but he can’t react.”

“Exactly! That’s why it’s an opportu-
nity for him to understand and digest the fact
that ’'m queer. A poofter!” Giorgos repeated,
spitefully lowering his face to his father’s ear
to be sure that he would hear.
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“Come on, stop that!” Anna implored,
slapping him lightly on the shoulder. “Think
what you are saying to father!”

“It’s the truth! There are some things
which must be said.”

Giorgos had felt a need to explore his
sexual identity since he was fifteen. For him,
things were not as obvious as his father had
said: “A woman, a family, a home” was some-
how not the ultimate purpose in life. For him
it was something more than a matter of one
plus one equals two. At twenty years of age,
after having served in the army as required by
the Republic of Cyprus, he had left to study
law in London. There in that great western
metropolis, he discovered his real self. Lon-
don had taught him the most important lesson
of his life, that being different is an asset, not
some defect or disadvantage as believed in the
provincial city where he grew up. In London,
he had understood that we are all equal, all dif-
ferent and that every person is unique. Giorgos
had thereby discovered in this diverse city of
millions, where no one judged another by their
appearance or behaviour, that each person has
their own truth and not some truth imposed by
society. He was “liberated” in London, he of-
ten said. The only problem was that his family
was not liberated at all with anything that did
not fit in with the morals and beliefs of their
small city, especially his father, who thought
of homosexuality as a disease of the mind.

“And now is the time to tell him, when
he’s in a coma?” Anna reprimanded again.

“How could I tell him? You know how
he thinks!”

“And you have to tell him now that he’s
a vegetable?”

“You know what I think? I think that
I’m the reason that papa is in this state.”

“What do you mean?”” Anna asked anx-
iously.

“The day he had his stroke was the last
day that Oliver was in Cyprus.”
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“I don’t believe that,” Anna intervened
again. “Did he see you? Didn’t we agree that
you wouldn’t do anything in Cyprus?”

Anna was the only person who knew
the whole truth about her brother Giorgos. No
one else knew that Giorgos was homosexual,
nor did anyone know that Oliver, who was a
guest in their home during the days before the
stroke, was not simply Giorgos’ fellow stu-
dent, but his lover and roommate for the past
two years in London.

“We didn’t do anything except for once,
when [ think papa saw us,” Giorgos continued.
“It was the last night before Oliver left and as we
got ready to leave for the bar, Oliver and I kissed
in the car. After a quarter of an hour, mama called
and said that father had had a stroke. We found
papa at the living room window which looks out
onto the street; it’s the only place in the house
where one can see the cars in the street.”

Anna didn’t answer, remaining pensive,
sadly looking at father and adding after a few
moments of silence: “They’re right to say that
the body reacts in the way it does to prevent
us from going crazy. Perhaps poor father pre-
ferred to die rather than to learn such a thing
about his only son.”

“Yes, but he’s not dead, he’s in a coma,”
Giorgos added emphatically, “everything hap-
pens for a reason! Didn’t you tell me that?
Whatever happens to us happens for a reason.
I’m convinced that this happened for him to be
able to adjust to the idea that his son is gay.”

“So that’s why you’ve been lecturing
him on sexuality for the past two days?”

“Yes, because if I hide this and cause
such problems for myself and those around
me... isn’t it better to tell the truth?”

“Anyway, we’ll talk later; mama is
coming now!” Anna interrupted.

“I’11 tell her too,” Giorgos said.

At that moment, their mother entered
the room holding a plastic bag of biscuits
from the pastry shop.
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“What will you tell me too, Giorgos?”
she asked, startling both of them.

Giorgos and Anna froze and no one an-
swered. Their mother Mrs Loukia, a veteran
housewife whose greatest pleasures were TV
soap operas and reality show endings, had an
imploring stare which left one no choice but
to confess the entire truth.

“I’m gay mother,” Giorgos said abruptly.

“You’re what?” she asked while trying to
put the biscuits on the bedside table next to papa.

“Gay.”

“Indeed,” she said indifferently, continuing
her effort to place the biscuits on the side table.

“Mama,” Anna intervened, “did you hear
what Giorgos just told you?”
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Mother turned and looked, undisturbed,
without having understood what was hap-
pening.

“Mother, I’'m gay,” Giorgos repeated.
“Oliver, who was staying at our house, is my
boyfriend.”

Mrs Loukia stopped and looked at them
dumbly, as if she couldn’t grasp or understand
the concept.

“He’s a homosexual, mother, you know,
a gay-boy,” Anna added categorically.

Then, as if someone had thrown a buck-
et of water in her face, she said vehemently,
“What? Shush, don’t let your father hear you!
Quiet. Whatever you want to say to me, you
can tell me at home.”
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Cicekler Kurumus Mudur?

Omer Ciftci. Tiirkiye

Elleri ve dizleri titriyor, koltuk ve sandalye kenarlarina tutunarak yiirtiyebiliyordu. Camin kena-
rindaki masaya dogru yoneldi, masanin kenarina ellerini dayadi, 6zenle masa Ortiistinii diizeltti,
derin bir nefes aldi ve yavasca masanin yanindaki sandalyeye oturdu. Camdan disar1 dogru
yiiziinii ¢evirdi, iki eli dizlerinin {istiinde bir miiddet dyle bekledi, parmaklar1 istemsizce kiiglik
hareketlerde bulunuyordu, sonra basini dne egdi, ellerine bakti ve varliginda kelimelerin hitkmii
olmadigi, tiim farkliliklarin, eksiklerin @istiinii 6rten, onlar1 gizleyen Ahmet’in de i¢ine siginma-
ya ¢alistigim sessizligi bozdu: “Rimah ne zaman gelecek oglum” diye sordu.

Ahmet, gozleri halinin iizerindeki motifiere dikilmis bir sekilde “Gelecek Anne simdi
ucaktadir, bir saate kalmaz iner ucagi” dedi. Ahmet gozlerini halidaki desenlerde gezdirmeye
devam ediyordu. Annesi, titreyen elleri masanin stiinde, “Cok 6zledim yavrum, gelsin de
gbreyim onu.”

Oglen giinesinin sicaklig1 etkisini kaybetmis, odanin igerisi sogumaya baglamisti. Ahmet,
Annesinin soguk alacagini diisiinerek onu yavasca cam kenarindaki masadan kaldirarak odanin
ortasindaki kanepeye oturttu. Annesi koltuga oturduktan sonra, bir siire nefesinin yerine gelme-
sini bekledi sonra “Oglum o zaman Rimah’la birlikte yarin dedenin mezarini da ziyaret edelim
olur mu? Yazik, mezarindaki ¢igekler dahi kurumaya baglamistir” dedi.

Ahmet “Tamam olur, annem” dedi ve mutfaga dogru yoneldi. Artik annesi ne diyorsa ta-
mam olur diyordu; ¢iinkii hafizas1 kuvvetini kaybetmisti muhtemelen bu giin sdyledigini yarin
hatirlamiyor olabilirdi. Ne anasinin ne kendisinin giinlerdir istah1 yoktu. Mutfak ruhsuzdu. Ciin-
kii ruhunu, yani kadinini kaybetmisti. Ahmet yemegi hazirlamaya koyuldu ama bu sira dedesini
ve mezarindaki ¢igekleri diisiintiyordu “Gergekten kurumuslar midir? O giinii hala hatirlarim,
sana dedemin Libya’daki insaattaki 6liim haberini verdigimde hi¢ aglamadan odana gittin bir
deste parayla geri doniip, dedemin mezarini kendi topragina, dogup bilyiidiigii topraga getirme-
mi sogukkanlilikla bana tembihledin. Sonra odana girdin ve uzun bir siire ¢ikmadin. Dedemi
ben hi¢ gérmedim, sadece senden ne kadar dost canlis bir insan oldugunu duyardim. Hep soy-
lerdin bir giin 6liirse en sevdigi dostunun, onun gibi duvar ustasi olan meslektasi ayn1 zamanda
can dostu olan arkadasinin yanina goémiilmek istedigini. O kadar sever miydi dostlarin1? Sen
sOylemistin dostlar1 i¢in her seyi goze alabilecek bir adammis. Ananem ¢ok kizarmis onun bu
kadirsinasligina, yumusak basli haline, 6yle derdin. Ne kadar aci1 6yle bir adamin iilkesinde
kac¢ip bagka bir iilkede ¢alismak zorunda olmasi. Nasil bir zamandir ki, 6yle dost canlisi bir
adami 6liimle tehdit edip lilkeden kagmasini sebep olabilmisler. Sugu sehrin gébeginde bombali
intihar eylemi hazirliginda olan komsulardan birini polise ihbar etmis olmasiydi. Polis son anda
bu intihar eylemini dnlemis ama dedemin kimligini gizli tutmay1 becerememisti. Sonra da teror
orgiitii pesine diismiistii. Gerisi malum...”

Yemegi ocaga koydu. Mutfagin kapasint dogru hafifce bagini uzatarak géz ucuyla annesi-
ne bakti, koltukta oturmus televizyon seyrediyordu. Saatine bakti Rimah’in ugagmin inmesine
az bir vakit vardi. Giinlerdir annesi ile birlikteydi. Yanindan hi¢ ayrilmiyordu. Doktorlar, anne-
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si bilincini kaybetmeye bagladigi giinden sonra mutlaka birilerinin yaninda olmasi gerektigini
sOylemislerdi. Ahmet o andan beri annesinin yanindan hi¢ ayrilmadi. Annesini bilincini yitir-
meye baslamasini gérmek; Annesinin kendisi i¢in yaptig1 tiim fedakarliklardan sonra onu boyle
aciz ve gii¢sliz gormek. .. Bir ¢agin kapandigini, bir devrin sona erdigini hatirlattyordu ona. Bir
haftada gozleri ¢ukurlagsmis ve yiizii zayiflamisti. Rimah’in yaninda olmasini istemis, ondan
Misir’da su kaynaklari iizerine yaptig1 aragtirmay1 yarim birakip Tiirkiye’ye gelmesini istemisti.
Rimah durumu 6grenir 6grenmez iglerini diizene koyup ilk ucgakla gelecegini sdylemisti. Simdi
geliyordu, Ahmet onun sicakligina, Kuzey Afrika giinesinin kavurdugu o esmer tenine siginarak
kendisini avutmak, acisint hafifletmek istiyordu.

Ahmet mutfakta sofray1 hazirladi, yemegin altin1 kapatti Artik her sey hazirdi. Ama kendi-
si biraz yorulmustu. Masaya oturdu bos sandalyelere bakti; uzun bir aradan sonra sofraya ¢ ta-
ne sandalye koymustu. Sofra ona Rimahi annesiyle tanistirdig1 ilk glinii hatirlatmigtr. ... kargim-
da oturuyordu, utantyordu, konusmak istiyordu ama annem ne Ingilizce ne de Arapga biliyordu.
Rimah, sen konugamiyordun ama annem seninle konusuyordu. O hi¢ yabancilik ¢ekmiyordu.
“Al kizim Al bundan ye” “deyip duruyordu, sana iltifatlarda bulunuyor yiiziine giilimsiiyordu.
Aramizda Ingilizce ve Arapca konustugumuz zaman dahi anliyor gibiydi. Annemin gozlerini
ici giilityordu, yanaklari al aldi. Onu hi¢ boyle gérmemistim, sen ve ben ikimiz de hayran kal-
mistik, ayni zamanda terciime ediyordum fakat bana ihtiyaci yok gibiydi. Seni ¢ok seviyordu.”

Rimah inmek iizereydi. Yiiziine hafiften bir su g¢arpti, oturma odasina gitti annesine simsiki
sarildi. Uzun siire yle bekledi. Optii, kokladi. Sonra iistiinii giydirdi. Yola ¢ikmaya hazirdi-
lar. Rimah’1 havalimanindan alip birlikte eve geri donecektiler. Havalimani ¢ok uzak degildi.
Ahmet annesinin koltuga yerlesmesine yardimci oldu. Kadincagizin yiizii giiliiyordu “Nereye
gidiyoruz olum amcani gérmeye mi?” Rimah’1 havalimanindan almaya gideceklerini ¢oktan
unutuvermisti. Ahmet bir sey demedi. Arabayi ¢aligtirdi.

Havalimanina geldiginde 6grendi ki Rimah’m ucag1 her zaman oldugu gibi gecikmeli
geliyordu. Bir saat beklemeleri gerkiyordu. Ahmet arabaya dondii ve arabada annesiyle birlikte
beklemeye basladi. Kadincagiz higbir sey merak etmiyordu, sadece camdan digar1 bakiyordu.

Ahmet’in gozii arabadaki kii¢iik siis ¢icegine dalmisti, dedesinin mezarini diisiiniiyordu.
”Belediyeden iki ¢alisan vardi. Hi¢ konusmuyorlardi. Tabutu omuzladiklar1 an, annem beni de
sert¢e diirtiikleyip tabutu omuzlamami istemisti. O an i¢in gordiigiim manzara karsinda sok
olmustum. Onlarca dilenci kadin kdse baglarinda oturmus, ¢ocuklar ellerinde su bidonlart me-
zarliga ziyarete gelenlerin pesinden kosup onlarin yakinlariin mezarma su dékerek rizalarini
kazanip para kazanmaya galisiyorlar, toz toprak i¢inde su tagimaktan elbiseleri gamur i¢cindeydi.
Oniimden gegen bir adam {istiinde para yok diye, elindeki posetten salatalik ¢ikartip bir co-
cuga verdiginde diger tiim ¢ocuklar basina iisiismiistii. Kiiciik bir salata i¢in. Kendimden ¢ok
utanmistim. Sonra mezarligin i¢ine dogru girdik. Ne korkung bir kalabalik vardi. Koskoca bir
mezarlik, mezarlar dip dibe adim atacak yer yok ve biz dedem i¢in ayrilmis toprak parcasini
artyorduk. Ulkesinden kagmak zorunda kalmis bir adamin kendi vataninda onun bedeni igin
ayrilmig toprak pargasini artyorduk. Hi¢bir mezar tasi birbirine benzemiyor, kimisin tarihi yiiz
yila dayantyor, kimisinin birka¢ yila. Dogunun mahseri andiran o mezarliginda nerdeyse bol-
genin tarihi yatiyordu. Bizimle birlikte gelen gorevliye iizerinde isim yazmayan mezar taslarini
sormustum. Kuzey Irak’tan gelen miiltecilerin mezar taglarrymus. Irak-iran savasindan sonra
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Kiirtlerden intikam almak isteyen Saddam insafsizca ve insanlik onurunu hige sayarak kimyasal
silahlarla Kuzey Iraktaki Kiirtlere kars1 saldirtya gegtigi zaman bazilar1 sinir1 gegip Tiirkiye’ye
siginmustr. Uzerinde isim olmayan sadece bos mermerler, tarih dahi yok... Bélgede yasanan
acilarin kiigiik bir resmiydi onlarin isimsiz ve tarihsiz mezar taglart. Miilteciler... Onlar savasta
magdur olanlarin en bagindan geliyordu. Miilteci olmanin acisini, evini, yurdunu, akrabalarini
geride birakip gitmenin hiiznii ve kendi memleketine duyulan bitmez tiikenmez 6zlemin ne
demek oldugunu ben anlayamazdim ama tanik olmak bile ac1 veriyordu. Tiim o isimsiz mezar
taglarindan sonra dedemin mezarimin burada ve iistiinde isim yazili olmasindan dolay:1 Allah’a
siikretmistim. Ben bunlar1 diislinlirken annem hi¢ konugsmuyordu, gézlerinden akan gozyaslari-
ni1 silmeye dahi giicli yok gibiydi. Bas1 6ne egik, siyah basortiisii ile nerdeyse yiiziiniin yarisini
kapamus bir sekilde yiirliyordu. Cok aci ¢ekiyordu, belliydi. Onun gézyaslarint gériince benim
de gbzyaslarimin birden aki veriyordu yanaklarima. Zor da olsa dedemin igin hazirlanmis o
toprak parcasini bulmustuk. Gorevliler tabutun i¢inden beyaz kefene sarilmis o masum viicudu
cikartip yavasca onceden kazilmig olan ¢ukura koydular. Anneme bakmistim o sira, dudaklari
titriyordu. G6zyaslar1 yanaklarini nerdeyse tiim yiiziinii 1slatmisti. Yanina gidip ona sarilmistim.
Sadece dudaklari degil, viicudu da sarsiliyordu, yiiregi de dudaklart gibi titriyordu.”

Ahmet Rimah’in gelmis olacagini diisiinerek, annesine hemen gelecegini soyleyip ara-
badan indi. Annesinin emniyet kemeri bagli ve arabanin kapilar1 kapilaydi. Korkulacak bir sey
yoktu, bes dakikaya Rimah’1 da alip arabaya geri donecekti. Havalimanin ¢ikis kapisina geldi.
Yillardir bekledigi gibi dis hatlarin kapsinda Rimah’1 bekliyordu. Ama simdi her zamankinden
daha sabirsizdi. Icinde bulundugu durumda, onun iiziintiisiinii paylasabilecek Rimah’dan baska
kimsesi yoktu. Fakat Rimah geciktik¢e annesini arabada biraktig i¢in endiselenmeye basliyor-
du. Bir siire sonra arabaya geri doniip Rimah’dan gelecek telefonu beklemeli miyim diye diisiin-
dii. Ama gelmek tizere olmaliydi. Daha dikkatli bir sekilde kapidan igerilere dogru bakiyordu,
birazdan goziikmeliydi. Endigesi artmaya baslamisti, arabada annesini yalniz birakip buraya
gelmekle hata yaptigini diistinliyordu ki Rimah kapida goziiktii. Ahmet’i gériince masum bir se-
kilde giildii, ama giiliisii yine de bir hiiziin tasiyordu. Hizli adimlar atarak Ahmet’in yanina gel-
di. Ahmet 6zlem gidermeyi sonraya birakti hemen kisa bir kucaklagsmanin ardindan Rimah’in
valizini aldig1 gibi kapiya dogru ilerlemeye basladi. Rimah neden acele ettigini sordu. Ahmet
kisaca annesinin arabada onlar1 bekledigini ve bilincinin tam olarak yerinde olmayabilecegini
bu yiizden endiselendigini acikladi. Rimah da endiselenmisti. Neyse ki araba ¢ok yakina park
edilmisti. Ahmet, arabay1 ve 6n koltukta oturmus camdan disar1 dogru bakan annesini goriince
rahatlamigti. Hemen valizi bagaja koydu, bu arada Rimah 6n kaprya dogru ilerliyordu. Ahmet
bagaj kapagini kapatt1 ve bir birlerine sarilmakta olan annesi ile Rimah’in yanina gidiyordu ki
annesi birden Ahmet’e doniip “Bu kiz kim yavrum ?”” dedi.
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Would the Flowers Have Really Gone Dry?

Omer Ciftci. Turkey

Her hands and knees were trembling, hold-
ing on to the sides of chairs as she could
barely walk. She faced towards the table
next to the window, leaned on her hands as
she smoothed the tablecloth and took a deep
breath. Then, she slowly sat on the chair
next to the table. She turned her face to the
window and sat there like that with both her
hands holding her knees for a while. As her
fingers were moving involuntarily, she bent
her head, looked down at her fingers and
eventually broke the silence that concealed
all the differences and imperfections that
Ahmet himself also wanted to take refuge in,
upon which words had no effect:

“When will Rimah come, son?” she
asked.

With his eyes staring at the patterns
on the carpet, Ahmet said: “She will be here
soon, must be on the plane right now. It
should land in about an hour.” He continued
staring at the figures on the carpet.

“I miss her so much, I want her next to
me now,” she said, with her trembling hands
leaning over the table.

The noon heat was gone as the room
was getting chilly now. Ahmet slowly picked
his mother up and sat her on the sofa in the
middle of the room, thinking she might catch
a cold next to the window. Sitting on the sofa,
she waited to catch her breath for a while and
then said:

“Well then, son, let’s also visit your
grandfather’s grave tomorrow with Rimah,
alright? The flowers on his grave must have
gone dry out by now, poor thing.”

“Alright, of course mum,” said Ahmet
and headed towards the kitchen.

Nowadays, he was saying ok to what-
ever his mum said as her memory was fail-
ing and she could barely remember what she
said from one day to the next. Neither of
them had had any appetite for days now. The
kitchen was soulless, because it had lost its
soul, its woman. Ahmet set about preparing
the meal, while at the same time thinking of
his grandfather and the flowers on his grave.
Would they have really gone dry?

1 still recall that day, when I gave you
the news about my granddaddy s death at the
construction in Libya. Without shedding any
tears you went to your room, came back with a
pile of money and told me unflappably to bring
his body to his own soil where he was born
and raised. Then you went in your room and
didn't come out for a while. I have never seen
my grandfather, just heard from you what an
affable man he was. You always used to tell me
that when he died, he wanted to be buried next
to his fellow masons, who also happened to be
his bosom friends. Did he love his friends that
much? You once told me that he was a kind of
man who would do anything for his friends.
You used to say my grandmother was mad
about this side of him, being all too grateful
and soft. How painful it should be for a man
like him to have to run from his home to anoth-
er country in order to be able to work. What
times we are living in now, in which a loving
man like him is caused to flee his country un-
der threat of death. His guilt was to denounce
his neighbour preparing for a suicide bomb
attack. The police were able to prevent the at-
tack at the last minute, but could not manage
to conceal his identity. Then the terrorist or-
ganisation went after him. The rest is history...
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He put the food near the fireplace. He
sneaked a look at his mother leaning his head
slightly towards the kitchen door; she was sit-
ting on the couch watching TV. He checked
the time as there was little left for Rimah’s
plane to land. He had been with his mother
for days, never leaving her alone. Following
the start of her failing memory, doctors said
that somebody had to be with her at all times.
From that moment, Ahmet never left her.
Seeing her losing her memory; seeing her in
this helpless and powerless state after all the
sacrifices she had made for him. In a single
week her eyes became hollow and her face
thinner. He wanted Rimah to be next to him,
and had asked her to come over to Turkey,
interrupting her research in Egypt on water
sources. As soon as she found out what had
happened, Rimah said she would come on the
first plane after sorting her things out. Now
she was on her way, and Ahmet needed con-
solation, to relieve his pain in her warmth.

Ahmet set the table and turned the heat
down. Everything was ready now. But he was
a bit tired. He sat at the table and looked at
the chairs with empty eyes; it had been a long
time since he had put three chairs at the table.
It reminded him of the first day he introduced
Rimah to his mother.

...she was shy, sitting across from me.
She wanted to speak but my mum knew nei-
ther English nor Arabic. Rimah, you couldn 't
speak, but my mum was talking to you. She
never felt strange. She kept saying “Here,
dear, eat from this as well,” all the time com-
plimenting and smiling at you. Her eyes were
shining with joy, her cheeks all red. I'd never
seen her like this and we were both amazed
by her. I was translating at the same time,
but she seemed like she didn t need that. She
loved you so much.

Rimah was about to land. He washed his
face, went to the living room and hugged
his mother tight. He stayed like this for a
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while. Kissed her, smelled her. Then he got
her dressed. They were now ready to hit the
road. They were going to pick up Rimah from
the airport and come back home. It wasn’t far
from their place. Ahmet helped her into the
car seat. The poor woman had a huge smile
on her face.

“Where are we going, son? To see your
uncle?”

She’d already forgotten all about the
airport and Rimah. Ahmet didn’t say a thing
and started the car.

When they arrived at the airport, they
found out that, as usual, Rimah’s plane was
delayed. They had to wait for an hour. Ah-
met went back to the car and started waiting
with his mother. She was curious about noth-
ing, only staring out the window. Ahmet was
blindly staring at the little flower, thinking of
his grandfather.

There were two workers from the mu-
nicipality. They never spoke. As they shoul-
dered the coffin, my mum poked me hard to
have me shoulder it as well. At that moment,
I was shocked at what I saw. Lots of beggar
women were sitting on pavements, with kids
holding water containers, running after visi-
tors coming to the cemetery to pour water
on their graves to earn money. Their clothes
were all covered in mud from carrying water
in the dust. When this guy in front of me gave
one kid a cucumber, as he did not have any
money, all the other kids besieged him, for
a tiny little cucumber. I was so ashamed of
myself.

We then strolled inside the cemetery.
What a horrible crowd it was. In a huge cem-
etery with graves lying nose to tail, we were
searching for the tiny piece of land reserved
for my grandfather. We were searching for
the piece of land prepared for the body of
a man who had to flee his country. No one
gravestone was like another; one dated back
a hundred years while others a few years. It
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was almost the history of the region that was
lying there in that cemetery, resembling the
Armageddon of the east. I asked the officer
who accompanied us about the anonymous
gravestones. They belonged to refugees from
Northern Iraq. Following the Iraq-Iran war,
when Saddam totally flouted human dignity by
taking revenge on the Kurds in Northern Iraq
and ruthlessly attacked them with chemical
weapons, some of them crossed the border and
took refuge in Turkey. Empty marbles with no
names, no dates... Their nameless and dateless
gravestones were a small picture of the pains
suffered in the region. Refugees... They were
the leading victims of the war. I could never
really understand the pain of being a refugee,
the melancholy of leaving home, country and
loved ones behind and their never-ending
yearning — but even being just a witness was
painful enough. After having seen all those
nameless gravestones, I remember having
thanked God for having my grandfathers
stone here with his name on it.

As I was thinking about all of this, my
mum never spoke. It was as if she had no power
to even wipe her tears. You could tell that she
was in a lot of pain. When I saw her tears, mine
began rolling down my cheek. We finally man-
aged to locate the piece of land prepared for
him. Officers took out the innocent body inside
that white cerement, slowly lowering him down
inside the previously dug grave. I glanced at my
mum at that instant, her lips were trembling.
Her cheek, almost her whole face, was wet with
tears. Not just her lips, her whole body, her
heart was shaking like her lips.

Thinking that Rimah must have landed,
Ahmet got out of the car telling his mum he’d
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be back. Her seatbelt was fastened and the
door was closed. There was nothing to worry
about as he was going to pick up Rimah and
come back in five minutes.

He reached the arrival gate. Just as he
had done for years, he was waiting at the
international arrivals gate. But he was more
impatient than ever this time. There was no
one other then Rimah to share his sadness
in this situation. Yet, as it was getting late,
he was starting to worry about leaving his
mum in the car. A little later, he started think-
ing whether he should go back and wait for
Rimabh to call. But she must be just about to
arrive. Now he was looking more carefully at
those entering from the gate, waiting for her
to arrive. His concern was growing as he was
now starting to think that he made a mistake
leaving his mom alone in the car, and just at
that instant Rimah appeared at the door.

She smiled innocently when she saw
Ahmet, but there was still sorrow. She came
to Ahmet with quick steps. After a brief mo-
ment of embrace, Ahmet grabbed her bag-
gage and started marching through the exit
door. She asked why he was rushing. He
quickly explained that his mum was wait-
ing in the car, and that he was worried as she
might not understand what was happening.
She got worried too.

Fortunately, the car was parked very
near. Ahmet relaxed when he saw the car and
his mother in the front seat looking out of
the window. Rimah got in the front seat as
he quickly put the baggage in the boot. Just
as he got in with them and they were hugging
each other, his mother suddenly turned to Ah-
met saying, “Son, who is this girl?”
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Death and the Maiden

Emina Japalak. Bosna i Hercegovina

Bio jednom jedan juni. Jedna godina, jedno vrijeme. Nije bilo davno, a ni otrgnuto od sje¢anja.

Bio je juni, a juni Gradu prijeti velikim valom vruéine i nervozom koju izaziva putnicima
u tramvaju. ZagluSujuéa buka tramvajskih §ina i vjeciti strah da nikad necu sti¢i na vrijeme. Ja
uvijek kasnim.

Do mene sjeda starac od nekih Sezdestak godina koji ne misli da ima toliko.

,,Dokle cura?“

Ja ¢utim.

,,Eh, kako je sad fino, pa malo prosetati, pa malo u kupovinu. Gdje radis ili ide$ u skolu?*

Ja ¢utim.

,Jesi nekakva, nec¢es da pricas. Pa Sta fali?“

,,.Nisam raspolozena za razgovor, izvinite.*

Ustajem i sjedam na drugo mjesto. Gledam vani, sunce je kona¢no zapeklo Grad. Ljudi zure
na tramvaj, na taksi. U parku na Ch Villi sjede i ljube se zaljubljeni. Djeca idu iz $kole u grupi-
cama. Ljetna razdraganost; od te ushi¢enosti zagtlio bi svako drvo i na krilima prosetao ulicama.

Izlazim na Skenderiji i kre¢em ka stajalistu za bus prema Kosevu. Na stanici ljudi mravi
koji svaki dan negdje putuju. Kuci, na groblje, na porodiliSte, na posao, u bolnicu.

Strpljivo ¢ekam busié¢ koji ide za Breku ili Podhrastove. Vjetar i sunce Sibaju moje lice
dok su mi ruke pretrpane bolesnickim potrebstinama. Toalet papirom, sapunom, vlaznim mara-
micama, nezasladenim sokom od cvekle koji mama priprema u kuénoj radinosti. Kazu, sok od
cvekle dize iz mrtvih i pomaze tesko oboljelim od ,,gluho bilo* bolesti. Mozda. Nadam se i necu
da kazem sebi ,,mozda“.

Ulazim u nadolazeéi bus i guram se s ljudima. Svi su nervozni, a neki se i svadaju. Sutim,
trpim i ¢ekam kad ¢u izaéi. Ja nemam vremena ni Zivaca da o tome razmisljam. Zrak je zagu-
§ljiv, 1 Cuju se razni mirisi, ponajvise znoja koji zaudara. Pomislim: Kiseli znoj je odlika naseg
mentaliteta: tvrdoglavog i nepokornog. Nije to nikakav ponos. To je stid.

Izlazim iz busa i kre¢em ka bolnici. Znam gdje lezi i gdje ¢u je naci.

Penjem se uza stube dok mirisi bolnice zazivaju u meni mrska sjecanja na predratne po-
sjete ocu na ortopediji. Nece on vise osjetiti ove mirise. U zemlji je i znam da je nasao svoj mir.

Ulazim u sobu, odjel B 9.

Tamo na krevetu jedva raspoznatljivo lice.

Javi se mrSavi kostur bez kose i ijedne dlacice na tijelu. Veselo se javlja ¢im je ugledala
moj lik.

,Jesi to ti Minki¢? Dodi teti, teta te pozeljela.

Pridem krevetu. Poljubih je u obraz i posto nisam mogla da je zagrlim, sjedoh na stolicu.

Obuzeo me uzas. Pocela sam se tresti i plakati. Boljelo me da vidim to lice koje je i prije
bilo mrsavo, a sad je propalo i pozutjelo, i koje je izgubilo normalni ljudski lik. I taj njen osjecaj
veselja §to me vidi jos§ je dodatno pojacao moj bol.
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,Nemoj plakati, pa to je normalno da gubim kosu. Sad poslije operacije je pocela opadati
kosa. Ukljuéili su mi Xelode, pa zato. Nasa jedna rodica. Ona me obrijala.*

,,TeSko mi je. Pusti da placem.*

,,Nemoj molim te. Odmah je i meni tesko.*

,,Kako je prosla operacija?*

,,Dobro, dobro. Kad me doktorica, jedna mlada, vodila drzala me za ruku i pitala: Muni-
rice, je li se bojis?

Ja kazem: Ne bojim se, pa i ako umrem, §ta mogu? To je Bozije davanje.

,,Ne govori, ozdravices ti. Jaka si...“

Govorim to, i ne vjerujem samoj sebi. Lazem sebe. Tako zarko Zelim da se desi neko ¢udo
i otkloni ovu zlo¢udu bolest.

,»Ovako se ne mogu namjestiti. Hajde me malo uzdigni da mogu malo da popijem vode.*

Podigla sam njeno tijelo lako kao perce jednom rukom. Ispod debele pidzame su se
sijerile kosti.

,»E, ovako mi je ve¢ bolje. Kako ti je duso na poslu?*

,,Ma dobro je, sve uredu.*

,,Sta mama radi? Seka?«

,.Seka radi, mama kucéi, brine se za tebe...

»Znam, uvijek se brine i zove. Tek sada vidim ko su mi pravi prijatelji. Zovnu me, poraz-
govaraju, pa makar to $to se sjete da me nazovu puno mi znaéi...“

Veseli smijesak na licu s daskom tuge.

,Sta ako se nikad ne izvugem?...

,,Ne brini se, mi smo uz tebe. Sve ¢e biti dobro...“

»Jesi mi donijela neku knjigu?*

Sjetih se da sam zaboravila. Ali u torbi sam imala roman Oc¢evi i oci od Slobodana Selenica.

,,Jmam ovu.*

,.Sta je to, o emu se radi? Nemoj mi nista tesko i zamorno...*

,,Probaj Citati, mozda ti se svidi...

Knjigu sam stavila u njenu ladicu i pokupila stvari koje joj ne trebaju: plasti¢ne case,
prljavo rublje, ambalazu od sokova.

,»ldem ti sad, da me ne istjeraju sestre...

,,Dobro.*

Poljubila sam je u obraz i na tren osjetila da su joj usne suhe. Uzmem Labello i namaZem joj.

,,Uzmi mi i neke novine sljede¢i put kad dodes... Mamu puno pozdravi i reci joj da se ne brine.*

»Hocu.

Izlazim van. Utapam se u asfalt i topim se pod vrelim junskim suncem. Kao da sam jucer
u vrelom ljetnjem suncu gledala je kad nas je posjecivala. Razmi§ljam: o svim razmiricama i
neslaganjima izmedu nas dvije. Ona je bila moja druga majka. Razmi§ljam o svim teskim ri-
je€ima koje sam u ljutnji izgovorila. Da mogu, vratila bih vrijeme da ona opet bude ista. Da se
vrati i veselo kroci u na§ dom. Da opet napravi mini val a la Dragana Mirkovi¢. Da na njenom
licu vidim radost...

* % %
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Dani su prolazili. Bilo je i sunca i smijeha, ali nije bilo radosti. Smrt je kao zlo¢udi aureol kru-
zila iznad cekajuci trenutak kada ¢e se odluciti na zamah sjekirom.

Nada je posljednja umirala.

U kutku male sobice koja je bila i kuhinja i dnevni boravak i sve po potrebi lezalo je njeno
tijelo.

Prekrivena, lezala je, Zaleéi se kako se nikako ne moZe namjestiti.

,»Niko to ne zna ko ne dozivi, da ¢u ovako stalno nesto zanovijetati i traziti.

Sta mogu kad sam bolesna.

Sad da legnem da se valjam po zemlji ili vriStim niko me ne moze pomoéi.

Mogu i plakati ali mi niko nec¢e pomo¢i da se izlijec¢im...

,.Sto ne bi pila i cveklu i med? Kazu da je to pomoglo nekom &ovjeku iz Hadziéa.“

,»Sita sam lijekova. Sve sam to ve¢ pila, nema koristi. Sve je u Bozijim rukama.*

,»Vidjecu na internetu Sta se sve preporucuje da jedes i pijes.”

,,Pa pogledaj, javi mi. Hajde da malo izadem napolje, hoc¢u da sjedem ispod grozda.*

Pomogla sam joj da ustane.

,INemoj mi pomagati, daj mi Stap pa ¢u ja sama polako.*

Drzedi se za stomak savila se kao upitnik i uzela $tap. To viSe nije bila ona, to je bila sjena
od nje.

Prometej kojem je gavran kljucao jetru.

., Volim da sjedim napolju i udiSem ovaj zrak. Zeljela bih, kad bih mogla, da prosetam i
odem u Zagorsko, da opet vidim planinu i uzivam u zivotu.*

Zakasljala se.

,Dosta mi je. Sad ho¢u da udem unutra. Ne mogu vise.*

k ok %

Savijena na starom leZaju iz Sezdeset i neke sa federima koji su Skripali na svaki njen pokret nije
pustala glasa. Zamrzle su rijeci na njenim usnama i bol je bio sve: i dan i no¢ i svaki trenutak.

Oko nje stare komsSinice i rodice i rodice rodica i prijateljice, braca i sestra Hava i mala
mackica Miftar koja se motala oko nogu i trazila meso.

No¢ je bila najteza i najduza.

Lica koja ¢ute i ljuljaju se od muke. Tek katkad krene tihi razgovor.

,,Ne daj Boze nikom se napatiti...

,Suti, bila je do sad dobro, sad je tek lose..

,»Nece izdrzati.*

»Ma nece, sama je kost 1 koza.*

,Pitam se da li me Cuje?*

,,Ne znam.*

,,Lose je, lose.

Zatvorenih oCiju tek na momente je ispustala jauk.

. Hava, jesi li tu? Ne vidim te, ja te nikako ne vidim...*

Hava je priskocila.

,,Tu sam, tu sam.*

,,Ja te ne vidim. “

‘
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,,Opipaj me, ja sam to, ja...*

Hava je uzela njenu ruku i prislonila je uz svoj obraz.

,,Sad mi je lakSe. Nek ti Bog da zdravlje...

Muk. Lica su plakala i o¢i brisala maramom, skrivajuci od pogleda drugih Isusove muke.
Komadi usirene krvi su otjecali iz organizma koji se gréevitom mukom mukom borio sa Zivotom.

., Ne ostaviljaj me samu, Hava...Ne mogu...Ne mogu...Drzi me... "

Hava ju je stavila na krilo i jako zagrlila i ljubila.

,,Ne dam ja tebe sunce moje, bit ¢e ti meni dobro, dobro.*

Cekalo se.

% sk sk

Otisla je.

Na mukama i neobjasnjivom boli posljednji dan je prozivjela pokazujuéi rukom kad mora
u zahod.

Otisla je.

Ni hljeba nije mogla da jede ni vodu da pije.

—Otisla je.

Kazu, ,,zakasnila s lijeCenjem®, kaZu ,,takva je bila sudbina®, ,.,tako je moralo biti“, ,tako
je Bog odredio®, ,,nije se moglo pomo¢i“, ,,spasila se®, ,,rodila se*.

Mogu svasta da kazu.

Ljudi govore.

A jedan Zivot je nevidljiva ruka nepravde ushanula u najtezim trenucima.

k ok %k

Opet je sijalo sunce i ona je krenula preko livade po ko zna koji put. Okrenula se, pogledala nas
zadnji put, 1 nastavila dalje.

IEMed. &3 fna Lindh

64



Death and the Maiden

A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

Emina Japalak. Bosnia and Herzegovina

There was once a June. A year, a time. It was
not so long ago, nor has it faded from memory.

It was June, and June threatens the City
with a huge heat wave and anxiety among the
tram passengers. The deafening noise of tram
rails and the constant fear that I will not make
it in time. I am always late.

An old man, who is around sixty and
does not think that he is sixty, sits next to me.

“Where to, girl?”

I am silent.

“Ah, it must be so nice now, to take a
little walk, then go shopping for a bit. Where
do you work, or where do you go to school?”

I am silent.

“Aren’t you a sort, you don’t want to
talk. What’s the matter?”

“I’m not in the mood for conversation,

E2)

SOITYy.
I get up and sit in another seat. I look
outside; the sun has finally started scorching
the City. People bustle to catch a tram, or a
cab. The lovers are sitting and kissing in the
park on Ch Villa. Children are returning home
from school in little groups. Summer cheer-
fulness: the elation that would make you hug
every tree and walk the streets on wings.

I get off at Skenderija and head towards
the bus station to Kosevo. At the station, peo-
ple travel somewhere every day like ants.
They are headed for their homes, cemeteries,
maternity wards, jobs, hospitals.

I patiently wait for a little bus that goes
to Breka or Podhrastovi. The wind and the sun
lash my face while my hands are full of hospi-
tal necessities: toilet paper, soap, wet tissues,
sugar-free beet juice which is prepared by my
mum with all of her domestic diligence. They

say that beet juice raises the dead and helps
with those “unheard of” diseases. Maybe.
I hope, and I will not say “maybe” to myself.

I enter the arriving bus thronging with
people. Everybody is nervous, and some of
them are even fighting. I remain silent and
wait to get out. I do not have time or nerves
to think about it. The air is stale, a variety
of scents can be sensed, especially the reek-
ing sweat. I think acidic sweat is a feature of
our mentality: stubborn and unrelenting. It is
nothing to be proud of. Rather, ashamed.

I step out of the bus and move towards
the hospital. I know where I can find her. I
climb the stairs while the hospital scents in-
voke within me dreaded memories of pre-war
visits to my father at the orthopaedics depart-
ment. He will not sense these scents any
more. He is in the ground and I know he has
found his peace.
I enter the room, department B 9. There on
the bed is a hardly recognizable face. A frail
skeleton, with no hair on the head or anywhere
else on the body, welcomes me. She welcomes
me cheerfully the moment she sees me.

“Is that you, Minki¢? Come to auntie,
auntie missed you...”

I come near the bed. I kiss her and since
I cannot hug her I sit on the chair. I am horri-
fied. I start to shake and cry. It hurts me to see
the face which was already skinny before and
is now drained and yellow, and has lost all nor-
mal human shape. Her happiness upon seeing
me has additionally increased the pain.

“Don’t cry. It is normal for me to lose
hair. After the operation my hair started to
fall out. They put me on Xeloda, so that’s
why. One of my cousins, she shaved me.”
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“It is difficult for me. Let me cry.”

“Don’t, please. You immediately make
it difficult for me too.”

“How did the operation go?”

“Well, well. When a doctor, a young
one, was taking me and held my hand she
asked: ‘Are you afraid, Munirice?’ I said:
‘I’m not afraid, and even if I am afraid to die,
what can I do? It is for God to decide.””

“Don’t talk like that, you will get well.
You are strong...”

I say that and 1 do not believe it my-
self. I lie to myself. I so fervently wish for a
miracle to happen and remove this malicious
disease.

“I can’t make myself comfortable like
this. Lift me up a bit so that I can drink some
water.”

1 lift her light as a feather body with one
hand. The bones are only hinted at beneath
the thick pyjamas.

“Ah, that’s better. How is everything at
work, my dear?”

“Oh, it’s alright, everything is fine.”

“What is your mother doing? Your sis-
ter?”

“She’s working, mum’s at home, she
worries about you...”

“I know, she always worries and calls.
Now I see who my real friends are. They call
me, talk to me, even the fact that they have
remembered to call me means a lot...”

There is a big smile on her face with a
whiff of sorrow.

“What if I don’t make it?...”

“Don’t worry, we are all with you. Eve-
rything is going to be fine...”

“Did you bring me something to read?”

I realise I have forgotten. But I have a
novel, Fathers and Forefathers by Slobodan
Seleni¢ in my bag.

“I have this book.”

“What is that, what is it about? Don’t
give me anything difficult and tiresome...”

A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

“Try to read it, you might like it...”

I put the book in her drawer and pick
up things she does not need: plastic glasses,
dirty laundry, empty juice packages.

“I’m going now, before the nurses kick
me out...”

“Okay.”

I kiss her on the cheek and for a mo-
ment feel that her lips are dry. I take Labello
out and apply it to her lips.

“Buy me some newspapers next time
you come... Say hello to your mum and tell
her not to worry.”

“I will.”

I go outside. I drown in the asphalt and
melt beneath the hot June sun. It is as if it
was only yesterday when I saw her coming
to visit us in the hot sun. I think about all
the quarrels and disagreements we had. She
was a second mother to me. I think about all
the harsh words spoken in anger. If I could,
I would turn back time so that she could be
her old self again. To come back and joyfully
step into our house. To have her hair frizzed a
la Dragana Mirkovi¢ again. So that I can see
the joy on her face again...

* % %

Days passed by. There was sun and laughter,
but there was never joy. Death, like a mali-
cious aureole, was circulating above, wait-
ing for the decisive moment when it would
swing the axe. Hope died last.

In the corner of a little room, which was
both the kitchen and the living room and eve-
rything you need it to be, there lay her body.
Covered, she lay complaining about how she
could not make herself comfortable.

“No one knows until they live to see it,
how they will constantly nag and plead. What
can I do, I’'m sick... If I now lay and roll on the
ground or scream no one can help me. I can
also cry but no one can help and cure me...”
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“Why don’t you drink beet and honey?
They say that helped a man from Hadzi¢i.”

“I’'m fed up with medicines. I have al-
ready taken them all, they are no use. Every-
thing is in God’s hands.”

“I will look on the internet to see what
is recommended for you to eat and drink.”

“Look and tell me. Let me go outside
for a little, I want to sit beneath the grape
vines.”

I help her get up.

“Don’t help me, give me the cane. I will
go slowly by myself.”

Holding her stomach and bent like a
question mark, she took the cane. This was
no longer her, rather just a shadow of her for-
mer self. Prometheus, whose liver was being
pecked by a raven.

“I like to sit outside and smell this air.
I would like, if I were able, to take a walk and
go to Zagorsko, to see the mountain again
and enjoy life.”

She coughed.

“I’ve had enough. I want to go inside
now. I can’t stand anymore.”

% sk sk

Bent on the old bed from the sixties with
springs that creaked with her every move she
was voiceless. Frozen were the words on her
lips and pain was everything: day and night
and every moment.

Around her are the old neighbours and
cousins and cousins of cousins and friends,
brothers and sisters, Hava and the little cat
Miftar, who circled around legs searching for
meat.

The night was hardest and longest.

Faces that are silent and swung by tor-
ment. Just an on-and-off silent conversation.

“God forbid this hardship for anyone...”

“Shush, she was fine until now, now she
is really bad...”
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“She won’t last much longer.”

“Of course she won’t, she’s just skin
and bones.”

“I wonder if she can hear me.”

“I don’t know.”

“It’s bad, it’s bad.”

With her eyes closed, from time to time
she would let out a little moan.

“Hava, are you there? I can't see you,
Ican't see you atall...”

Hava jumped in.

“I’m here, I’'m here.”

“I can't see you.”

“Touch me, it’s me, me...”

Hava took her hand and put it to her
cheek.

“It’s easier for me now. May God give
you health...”

Silence. Faces were crying and wip-
ing their eyes with handkerchiefs, hiding the
Jesuit suffering from others. Peaces of clotted
blood drained away from the organism that
fought life with bitter anguish.

“Dont leave me alone, Hava... I cant...
Icant.. Hold me...”

Hava put her in her lap and kissed and
hugged her tightly.

“I won’t let you go, my sunshine, you’ll
be fine, just fine.”

We waited.

& %k ok

She was gone.

In torment and inexplicable pain she
lived through the last day pointing when she
needed to use the bathroom.

She was gone.

She could not eat bread or drink water.

She was gone.

They say “she was late with the treat-
ment,” “it was destined,” “it had to be,” “it was
determined by God,” “nothing could be done
to help,” “she was saved,” “she was born.”
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They can say whatever they want. Peo-
ple say. But one life has been withered away
by the unseen hand of injustice in its hardest

moments.

% sk sk
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The sun shone again and she headed across
the plains for the umpteenth time. She turned
around, looked at us for the last time and
moved on.

IEMed. &3 fna Lindh

68



A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

Piosenka Pani Koronkowej

Mateusz Bobowski. Polska

Byt taki zwyczaj w mojej rodzinnej wsi, ze kobiety zbieraly si¢ wieczorami przed jednym z
domow, aby wspdlnie ples¢ koronki. U nas bywaly najczesciej. Od lata do pdznej jesieni wi-
dywatem je siedzace przed domem: wszystkie na stolkach albo pienkach, wszystkie obracaty
w dloniach czétenka, szydetka albo drewniane kregielki. W zimie rozsiadaly si¢ w izbie ku-
chennej. Gdy z bratem wracaliSmy z sanek, siadali$my przy kaflowym piecu, zeby wysuszy¢
si¢ i ogrzaé, jedlismy wtedy maczne placki pieczone na blasze i popijaliSmy goracym mlekiem.
Nastluchatem si¢ wiele razy, jak rozmawiaty, $miaty sig, $piewaly — ich palce nie mylity sig przy
tym wcale, mechanicznie plotly nici przez klocki albo czoétenka, z tego wychodzity pikotki i
shupki, potem tuczki i kotka, wreszcie frywolitki, azurowe wstawki i w koncu — koronkowe
chusty.

Gdy niebo robito si¢ czerwone, zajezdzaty do nas jedne sanie za drugimi. Plongly po-
chodnie. Bylo to jeszcze w tych czasach kiedy migdzy wsiami poruszalo si¢ za pomoca san,
poniewaz nie mozna byto liczy¢ na od$niezona droge. Samochody baty si¢ mrozu i ciemnosci.

Wszystkie te zimowe spotkania upodobniaty si¢ do siebie, zapetlaly sig, powtarzaty, ury-
waty nagle, gdy zasypiatem albo trwaty juz, gdy si¢ budzitem. Gdy chorowatem sny i majaki
zespalaly sig z ze §wiatem wystuchanym z ich stow i piosenek. Zdarzato sig, ze wieczor rozpo-
czynat sig, gdy wezesniejszy jeszcze sig nie skonczyl, nawarstwiaty sig¢ jeden wewnatrz drugie-
g0, historie rozpoczynaly si¢ i nigdy nie konczyty, gubily si¢ wglebi, przechodzity w nastgpne,
rozpuszczaly si¢ w cieplym mleku albo nieodwracalnie wciagata je pulsujaca, magnetyczna
czern za oknami, ciemno$¢ nocy na zewnatrz tak pociagajaco gleboka, ze przymrazata nos do
szyby — i tak niebezpiecznie mroczna, ze szklo trzaskalo i pokrywalo si¢ koronkami szronu.

Pewnej szczegodlnej nocy, gdy juz wszystkie siedziaty i plotly, a zegar chropowatym ude-
rzeniem wybil pierwsza godzing pracy, ciotka Krystyna odtozyta koronke na bok. Wszystkie
popatrzyly na nig ze zdziwieniem. Oznajmita, Ze jest w ciazy.

Nie byla to zwykla wiadomos¢, poniewaz maz Krystyny, Antoni, nie byt zwyklym chto-
pem, ktory jak kazdy inny chtop rano obchodzit gospodarstwo, zagladal do stodoty i z zaprzeg-
nigtym koniem jechat na pole. Urodzit sig tu i wychowat, ale — jak mowita ciotka — nie byt sy-
nem tej ziemi. Nie widywato si¢ go pracujacego na roli, na weselach siedziat na uboczu, ludzie
si¢ go trochg bali, lokalna gazeta zbandycita go i wykleta.

We wsi darzono go jednak szacunkiem — ta szczegdlna odmiana szacunku, ktora taczy
lek, respekt i zaciekawienie. Panny koronkowe $wiergotaly wokoét ciotki Krystyny wypytujac
o tego Bandyte, czym si¢ zajmuje, a czy jada chleb jak normalny cztowiek, czy dobry aby, czy
po bozemu zyje i czy w mgskich sprawach biegly. Gdy teraz ciotka oznajmita, ze jest z nim w
ciazy, cala izba jakby wstrzymata dech. Zasyczalo powietrze w piecu, zaskowyczat luft, koron-
ki zamarly w palcach. Ciemno$¢ za oknem przybrata na sile, zggstniata, zebrata si¢ w sobie i
nagle wtargneta do izby. Rzucita si¢ do gardet wszystkim kobietom, rozsiata si¢ po ich myslach
i sercach. Oniemiaty. Od tej pory Kryska byla dla nich obca. Nosita w sobie przeciez co$ jakby
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cudowne dzieciatko i diabelskie nasienie jednoczesnie. Byt to pierwszy i ostatni raz kiedy roz-
mowa zatrzymala palce koronkowych panien.

Pan Antonii szybko stat si¢ obicktem moich licznych $ledztw. Byta to postac tajemnicza, wiecz-
nie pokryta mchem obmow, szeptéw, falszywych domnieman i fantastycznych legend. Czy jego
wyglad co$ zdradzat? Mgzczyzni w naszej wiosce mieli silne, wielkie dlonie i duze twarze. Ich
gruba skdra poprzecinana byla glebokimi bruzdami, ktore zaszly ciemna ziemia i nigdy nie
dawatly si¢ domy¢. Ich paznokcie byly wielkie jak monety, a gtosy — niskie, zdolne potrzasac
wszystkimi meblami w domu i1 wyplasza¢ wszystkie zwierzgta z lasow. Pan Antoni pod tym
wzgledem sig od nich nie roznitl. Jednak jego dlonie nie miaty odciskow od topaty, nie zgniataty
kieliszkow waodki, nie podszczypywaty kobiet, nie dawaty mi kuksancow, nie braty na barana —
a przeciez byt moim wujkiem. Chociaz ze wsi wyjezdzal tylko dwa razy w miesiacu, mowito si¢
o nim, jakby odjechal i nigdy nie wrocit, jakby umart albo co najmniej zachorowat. Jakby byt w
wigzieniu. Nic z tego nie rozumiatem, wigc zaczatem czgéciej odwiedzaé ciotke. Wykradatem
si¢ z kuchni i szukatem po catym domu. Znajdywatem go zawsze w gabinecie z fajka w reku,
nad stertami ksiag, z piérem w grubych, niezgrabnych palcach.

Innym razem widziatem go, jak szedt w szarym prochowcu i eleganckich butach po zamar-
znigtym polu. Grudy ziemi sterczaty wysoko, jakby wyciagaly po niego swoje czarne ramiona, by
zatrzymac go, przyjaé w siebie i nie wypuscic. On jednak zdawat si¢ unosi¢ ponad ta ziemia, szedt
plynnie i powoli, patrzyt daleko — w strong miast.

Jeszcze kiedy indziej widziatem go pod domem, gdy wynidst z gabinetu notatniki i ksigz-
ki, siadt w cieniu jabtoni i probowat tam pracowaé. Ledwo zatopit si¢ w myslach, wiatr zaraz
sig zerwat 1 uniost kartki w powietrze, liscie zaszelescity, posypaty sig jabtka. Pan Antoni zebrat
si¢ 1 wrocit do domu.

Z czasem zaczatem bywac u ciotki Krystyny czgsciej. Po tym, jak urodzit si¢ Antoneczek,
ciotka czasem mnie prosila, zebym go przypilnowal, kiedy ona bedzie zajmowac si¢ koronkami
z moja mama. Zakradalem sig do gabinetu pana Antoniego i przegladalem stosy najrozniejszych
ksiazek, szukatem rycin, zdje¢, broni, dowodow zbrodni. Znajdywalem stosy kartek zakrwa-
wionych atramentem, spalone rekopisy, gotowa do uzycia maszyne¢ do pisania, ktora zamarta w
pot stowa, ale jeszcze byla ciepta od $wiezo dokonanej kradziezy i przemytu. Rozgladatem sig
w pospiechu, by zebra¢ jak najwigcej informacji i uciec; gdybym zostat tu przytapany, to bytby
moj koniec. Widzialem — kto§ w tym miejscu cierpiat i rozdawat ciosy, kto$ tutaj krwawit i wzy-
wat pomocy. Widziatem — kto§ w tym miejscu marzyt i kochal, kto$ zostawit po sobie slady, kto$
byt tu poddawany magicznym zabiegom, kogo$ tu zaczarowano i kogo$ tu odczarowano. W
powietrzu unosit si¢ jeszcze kwasny zapach chemicznych odczynnikow — wystarczajacy dowod
na to, ze zaszla tu jaka$ synteza, kto$ tu igrat z ogniem, zajmowat si¢ rzeczami niebezpiecznymi.

Przytapal mnie wreszcie. Przez kilka minut prébowat mi wyttumaczy¢, dlaczego nie powin-
no si¢ grzeba¢ w cudzych rzeczach, po chwili jednak westchnal, wstat i ruszyt w strong drzwi.

— Chodz, wszystko ci pokazg — powiedzial.

Zabrat mnie wtedy do gabinetu i zaczat ttumaczy¢. Umiatem juz czytac, szybko nauczy-
fem sig pisaé. SpedzaliSmy z soba coraz wigcej czasu. Szybko zrozumiatem, jak to mozliwe,
ze bywat w lesie, chociaz do niego nie chodzit. A i to dopiero poczatek. Na moich oczach wy-
bierat si¢ daleko na potudnie, do afrykanskich kolonii, pgdzit na mongolskie stepy, odwiedzat
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Ameryke, rozmawiat z kozackimi wojakami, tanczyt rytualne tance wokot ognisk na wyzynach
Boliwii, zasiadal na widowni Atenskich teatréw, uciekat przez Nil przed faraonem, a nawet
schodzit w zaswiaty, w ciemne krainy podziemia. Wracal stamtad pachnacy siarka i caty zdy-
szany. Bylem oczarowany.

Teraz dane mi bylo przyjrze¢ si¢ tym wszystkim tajnym procesom, ktére zachodzity w
jego otoczeniu i zrozumie¢, dlaczego ludzie go unikali. Widziatem, jak pan Antonii dotyka po
kolei otaczajacych go rzeczy, widzialem jak nagle bledna, zapadaja si¢ w sobie i — chociaz po-
zostawaly pozornie niezmienione — wydawaty si¢ jakby niepotrzebne, jakby wyciagni¢to z nich
sens 1 zrobiono z niego inny uzytek. To stalo si¢ ze zdjgciami na $Scianach, ze starym zegarem,
z globusem. Poczulem wtedy nagle, ze jestem tylko dzieckiem, Ze to dziecinstwo przeminie i
nigdy nie wroci, ze kiedy$ sam bedg jak pan Antoni.

I po co ta cala sita? Na co analizy, sublimacje i destylacje? Po co proby odparowania z
rzeczy ich sensu, jezeli czyni sig¢ im przez to krzywdg? Nie znatem jeszcze stow ,.egzystencja”
ani ,,sadyzm”, ale juz domyslatem sig, ze nazywanie rzeczy to akt podstepnej kradziezy i przy-
wiaszczenia. Pan Antoni, jednak byl bandyta — i moze nie miat siekierki, ani indianskiego toma-
hawka, ale skalpowac¢ potrafit doskonale. Twarz zachowywat przy tym kamienna, ale zacigta.
Oddychat ptynnie, ale §wiszczaco. Wygladat spokojnie. Strasznie.

Zrozumienie, po co te cate spiski, napady i szturmy zaj¢to mi wigcej czasu. Powoli jednak
docierato do mnie, Ze to, co skradzione, nie byto puszczane na wiatr. Istniato krolestwo, w kto-
rym wszystko, co istniato u nas w chaosie, w soczystym, ale groznym beztadzie — tam nabierato
sensu, uktadato si¢ w wielkie systemy i uktadanki. Zagadki dostawaty swoje odpowiedzi, a §lepi
odzyskiwali wzrok. Bylo to jego krolestwo. Pan Antonii kotysat si¢ nad tym swoim panstwem,
jak pajak na nici i wplatal wszystko w wytkana z siebie sie¢. Rzeczy, ludzie, zdarzenia — byty
to tylko muchy, ktére w nia wpadaly (z niebytu — w sie¢), a potem on podchodzit do nich ze
swoimi o$mioma oczami i o§mioma odndzami, owijat w kokon, wysysat do cna. Nagle stana-
fem pomigdzy jego krolestwem, a tym Swiatem chaosu, w ktory zamieszkiwatem nie §wiadomy
swojego obywatelstwa. U mnie mozna bylo si¢ potknac¢ nie widzac o co, upas¢ nie wiedzac
gdzie, i czu¢ bol nie pytajac dlaczego.

Drugim krokiem byto zrozumienie, Ze istnieje wigcej niz jedno takie krolestwo. Ze nie-
ktorzy ludzie maja tyle sily, zeby zrobi¢ zamach stanu i zasia$¢ na tronie, a inni stuza i stuchaja
innych wladcow bedac ich wiernymi obywatelami. Zycie polityczne jest bardzo bogate. Tocza
si¢ wojny, obywatele migruja, skupiaja si¢ w mniejszosci, zmieniaja obywatelstwa, nabywaja
nowe.

Wszystko stato dla mnie jasne i tak oczywiste, jak zniwa w sierpniu. Rozumiatem nawet
to, co stato si¢ pod jabtonia tego dnia, gdy probowat pod nia dokonywaé swoich pajeczych
zabiegow.

Ot6z usiadl na gruncie zgota mu nie przyjaznym: gdy tylko rozwijat konceptualne kro-
lestwo, $wiat chaosu do niego wtargnat razem z wiatrem i zburzyl, zasypat jabtkami, otumanit
stodkim zapachem jesieni. Rzadzi¢ nalezy w zaciszu ciemnych komnat, z dala od tego, czego
mozna dotkna¢ palcem, poliza¢, powacha¢. Podobnie z ludzmi: zeby pisaé o ludziach, pan An-
tonii musiat od nich uciekaé, chowac sig¢ przed nimi za barykady ksiazek i manekindéw. Inaczej
pierwszy lepszy Roman zza rzeki albo jaki§ mtynarz Kazek — mogt obroci¢ w niwecz jego
stomiane marzanny zwyktym wzigciem w ramiona, soczystym przeklenstwem, klepnigciem po
pysku.
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Jak tylko ojciec zobaczyl, ze za duzo czasu spgdzam z panem Antonim, przykrecit mi
$rube i dwa razy wigcej w polu pracowatem. Matka tez si¢ chyba czego$ bala, bo jednej nocy
podstuchatem, jak kldci si¢ z ciotka — i ktdcita si¢ o mnie. Bo Antoni — chociaz cieszyt si¢ we
wsi jako takim szacunkiem — w rodzinie byt traktowany jak czarna owca. Byta u nas w rodzinie
tradycja, ze syn przejmuje ziemi¢ ojca i dba o rodzinny dom. Prababka nawet nic pamigtata,
zeby ktory$ z meskich przedstawicieli naszego rodu, odwroécit si¢ plecami do ziemi ojca.

Wtedy jeszcze nie przychodzito mi do glowy, by z ziemi by¢ dumnym albo ziemi si¢ wstydzic.
Nie widziatem si¢ w innej roli niz na roli (z r¢kami po tokcie ubrudzonymi ziemia, skora spieczona
stoncem i brudem za paznokciami). Zawsze jednak zastanawial mnie widok pana Antoniego, ktory
przechodzit miedza pomigdzy malinami i ziemniakami zapatrzony albo w dal, albo w nas, ktorzy
orali$my, siali$my, zbierali$my, wiazaliSmy snopki, widtami przerzucali$my siano. Nie wiedziatem,
co on robit w tym polu, po co chodzi po naszej ziemi i 0 czym moze mysle¢. To jedno nie pasowato
mi do jego obrazu. A ziemia wyciagata ku jego nogom swoje czarne skiby, jakby chciala zatrzymac
go, uziemi¢, dac ostatnia szansg. On jednak zawsze sunat kilkanascie centymetréw nad nia.

I w koncu odjechat. Nie zrobilo si¢ bez niego ani smutniej ani pusciej. Wie$ jakby wzigta
drugi oddech i wypetnita si¢ zyciem, wyzdrowiala. Zabrat ze soba co prawda ciotk¢ Krystyng,
ale ona czasami odwiedzala nas z matym Antoneczkiem. Antoneczek lubit przyjezdzaé na wies,
bawit si¢ tu jak w cyrku. Pan Antoni nie przyjechat nigdy.

Poszto o Krystyng. Na weselu w remizie brat Antoniego, Kazimierz, tanczyt z nia cata
noc. Wszyscy jak zwykle tak mocno si¢ opili, ze zataczal si¢ caly budynek na pijanych funda-
mentach. Krystyna oczywiscie kochata meza, jak Bog przykazat. Byta mu wierna, siedziata w
domu jak kura na grzedzie, ale czasem tgskno jej byto za dawnym zyciem, ktorym nasiakngta w
dziecinstwie. I tez o chtopie myslata takim, jakim byt jej ojciec, i jakich wzigty sobie jej siostry.
Jednak jako prosta kobieta, nie myslata wiele, wiedzac, ze nic dobrego z tego nie wyniknie, ze
najlepszym lekiem na z6t¢ w sercu jest praca w rekach. Gdy sig opila to co innego. Pan Antonii
na wesela w ogodle niechetnie przychodzit, rzadko tanczyt, a jak tanczyt to sztywno i krotko.
Za to Kazek! Gdy brat ja w obroty szybko zapominata jak si¢ nazywa, gdzie jest ziemia, gdzie
piekto a gdzie niebo. Antonii patrzyt na to wszystko obojgtnie do momentu, w ktérym Kazek
chwycil ja za posladek i co$ tam na ucho powiedziat takiego, ze cata wie$ o tym jeszcze przez
dwa pokolenia gadata. Wtedy w Antonim co$ pekto, stat sig taki, jaki nigdy nie byt. Odciagnat
swoja babe na bok, rzucit na krzesto i skoczyt do Kazka. Oczy ptongty mu wsciekle i podobno
czerwiensza miat twarz nizli sam ogien. Wielkimi dtonmi ztapat Kazka z mankiety i dyszal mu
w twarz, nie mogac slowa wysycze¢ przez zgby. Ostatnie, co powiedzial, zapamigtali wszyscy:

»1y... ty... ty... prostaku ty... wiesniaku... Ty chamie!”

Odjechat pan Antoni, a razem z nim odjechata ostatnia szansa, by dociec, odgadnac, zapy-
ta¢, dlaczego chodzit ta miedza i o czym wtedy myslat. Trapito mnie to, poniewaz wszystkie do-
tychczasowe jego tajemnicze zachowania rozszyfrowatem. To jedno miato pozostac tajemnica.
Z czasem nie dajaca spokoju tajemnica zamienila si¢ w ciekawostke z przesztosci, ciekawostka
z przesztosci w obojetne wspomnienie, w koncu pan Antoni skryt si¢ tak gigboko w mej pamig-
ci, ze miatem go zapomnie¢ na prawie pot wieku.

Teraz jezdzg do mojej rodzinnej wsi tylko, zeby odwiedzi¢ cmentarz. Nic procz zmartych juz
mnie tam nie trzyma. Raz popehilem dziecinny btad i ruszylem ulica wzdhuz wsi szukajac po
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domach, drzewach, twarzach — czy ktoras nie spetryfikowata dla mnie jednej chociaz godziny
z tamtych czasow.

Pusto. Wszyscy odjechali, sprzedali domy razem z ziemia, teraz pracuja w miastach lub
Bog wie gdzie. Nawet powietrze przestato pachnie¢ konskim tajnem. Poszedlem wige na wzgo-
rze, gdzie kiedy$ byta nasza ziemia, ale nie byto juz ani miedzy, ani grzadek, ani malin — tylko
szeroki tan dzikiej trawy obrastajacej $piaca glebe. Listopad ja zmrozit, tak Ze nawet nie brudzi-
ta wypastowanych butoéw. Swiat wygladat, jakby nikt w tej trawie nigdy nie tapat §wierszczy,
jakby nie rosty tu krzaki z malinami, pod ktérymi chowalismy oranzadg, zeby nie wypilo jej
stonce.

O czym myslat On, gdy tu stat i patrzyl na wies, ktorej juz nie ma? Nigdy si¢ tego nie
dowiem, ale mogg teraz zrozumie¢ stowa, ktére wypowiedzial, gdy byt tu po raz ostatni:

Jestem juz martwy dla tej ziemi. Odszedtem i nie mogg wroci¢. Choébym chcial, cho¢-
bym uklakt na niej i modlit si¢ w jej ciepta glebg, to ona nie wystucha moich modlitw. Nie ma
juz rodzinnego domu. Nie ma juz ojca ani matki. Nie ma juz miejsca, ktére mogtoby uchroni¢
przez rozczarowaniem.”

Nie wiem, w jakim sensie wypowiadal stowa ,,ziemia, dom, matka” — w jego krolestwie
stowa miaty zbyt wiele silnych znaczen. Zastanawiatem si¢ nad tym przechodzac obok miej-
sca, w ktorym kiedy$ stal moj dom. Teraz rozposciera tu swoje blaszane skrzydta jakis zaktad
przetworczy, nie ma juz dziewczat, ktore siedzg na progu domu plotac koronki w symetrycznie
doskonale wzory. One juz nie zyja. Koronki produkuje si¢ teraz masowo. Te z dawnych cza-
sO6w mozna oglada¢ w gablotach. Panny koronkowe zmumifikowano, trwajq teraz w muzeum
folkloru i podryguja jeszcze w rytm posmiertnych drgawek na festiwalach, na ktére nie mam
odwagi pojechacd.
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Miss Lace’s Song

Mateusz Boboswki. Poland

We had this custom in my home village that
women would gather in front of one of the
houses, in the evenings, in order to make
lace together. Most often they would visit
us. Between summer months and late au-
tumn [ would see them all sitting in front of
the house, on stools or on chopping blocks,
and moving the crochets, shuttles, or wooden
bobbins in their hands. In winter, they would
lounge in our kitchen. Every time my brother
and I came back from sledging, we would sit
by the tile stove to warm up and dry off. Then
we would eat flour cakes baked on top of the
stove and wash them down with hot milk.
I often listened to them talking, laughing and
singing, their fingers never missing a beat. In
an automatic manner they wound the threads
on bobbins or crockets, creating picots and
bars, then circlets and uminami, and then tat-
ting and openwork, and, finally, lace shawls.

When the sky turned red, sleighs would
arrive at our place, one after another. Torches
would burn. It was all in the times when peo-
ple used to travel between villages by sledge,
because nobody bothered to clear snow from
the roads. The cars were afraid of darkness
and frost.

All those winter meetings looked in-
creasingly similar, they would loop, repeat;
they would end abruptly as 1 was falling
asleep, or they would continue on when
I was waking up. The times I was taken ill
my dreams and nightmares would combine
with the world from the songs and words I’d
hear from the women. Sometimes an even-
ing would begin when the previous one had
not yet ended. They would accumulate one
inside another; the stories would begin and
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never finish, lost in their depth, they would
transform into new stories; they’d dissolve in
the warm milk, or they were sucked for good
by the pulsating magnetic blackness behind
the windows, the darkness of night outside,
so temptingly deep that our noses would stick
to the frozen windows, and so dangerously
murky that the glass would crack and cover
itself with a lace of frost.

Once upon a special night when all the
women were already sitting and making lace,
and the clock harshly struck the first hour
of their work, Aunt Krystyna put her work
aside. They looked at her in surprise. She an-
nounced she was pregnant.

The news was extraordinary because
Krystyna’s husband Antoni was not an or-
dinary peasant and, unlike other villagers,
in the morning he didn’t inspect his house-
hold, check out the barn and ride his horse
into the field. He was born and raised here,
but as Aunt Krystyna used to say, he was not
a son of this land. You would never see him
work on the land; at weddings he would sit
alone; people were a bit afraid of him; the lo-
cal newspaper cursed him and branded him
a criminal.

And yet, in the village, he was treated
with respect — the special type of respect that
is a mixture of esteem, fear, and curiosity. The
lace girls around Aunt Krystyna would chat-
ter about this Rogue, asking what his job was,
did he eat bread like a normal human being,
was he good, did he live honestly, and was he
a skilful lover? And now, when my Aunt said
she was pregnant with his child, the whole
room seemed to hold its breath. The air in the
stove hissed, the flue whined, the lace froze
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in the women’s hands. The darkness outside
intensified, thickened, gathered its strength,
and suddenly forced its way into the kitchen.
It jumped for their throats, infested their hearts
and minds. They were left speechless, and
from that moment Kryska became a stranger
to them. For she seemed to carry a miraculous
baby and the devil’s spawn at the same time.
This was the first and the last time that a con-
versation stilled the lace ladies’ fingers.

Mr Antoni quickly became the object of
my numerous investigations. He was a mys-
terious individual, all covered by the moss of
backbiting, whispers, false accusations and
fantastic legends. Did his appearance betray
anything? The men in our village had big
strong hands and broad faces. Their thick skin
was furrowed and their deep wrinkles were
always soiled, impossible to wash properly.
Their fingernails were large like coins, their
voices low, capable of shaking all the furniture
in the house and chasing all the animals out
of the woods. Mr Antoni was just like them
in this respect. But his hands were not callous
from working with shovels, they did not crush
glasses of vodka, they did not pinch women,
they did not poke me, they did not give me a
piggyback — and yet he was my uncle. Even
though he’d leave the village only twice a
month, people would talk about him as if he’d
gone away forever, like he’d died or at least
had been taken ill. Like he’d gone to prison.
I never understood it a bit, so I began to visit
my Aunt more often. I would sneak out of her
kitchen and look all around the house. I would
always find him in his study, leaning over a
pile of books, holding a pen in his fat clumsy
fingers, a pipe in his other hand.

Some other time I saw him walking
across a frozen field in his grey raincoat and
smart shoes. Lumps of soil protruded high
above the ground, as if reaching out their
black arms to stop him, to swallow him, and
never let him go. He, however, seemed to float
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above the soil, walking slowly and smoothly,
his eyes fixed towards distant cities.

On yet another occasion, I saw him by
his house when he had brought the books
and notes from his study, trying to work out-
doors. He scarcely began to think when the
wind broke lifting the papers. The tree leaves
rustled and apples fell. Mr Antoni gathered
himself and went back into the house.

In time, I would visit Aunt Krystyna
more often. After Antoneczek had been born,
my Aunt would sometimes ask me to look
after him when she went to make lace with
my mother. I would sneak into Mr Antoni’s
study and browse through the most diverse
books; I looked for drawings, photographs,
weapons, evidence of a crime. I’d find stacks
of ink-spotted pages, burnt manuscripts, a
ready-to-be-used typewriter which had bro-
ken off in mid-word, but it was still warm,
freshly stolen and smuggled. I would look
around hastily in order to collect as much
information as possible and run away. If I
had been caught here, it would be my end.
I saw it: somebody suffered and delivered
blows to people in this place; somebody bled
and called out for help. I saw it: somebody
dreamt and loved in this place; somebody
left their traces; somebody was subjected to
magical procedures; somebody was put un-
der a spell and then the spell was broken. The
acidic odour of chemicals was still hanging
in the air, sufficient evidence showing that al-
chemy was practised here, that someone was
playing with fire, dealing in the dangerous.

Finally, he caught me. For a couple of
minutes he tried to explain to me why one
must not rummage in other people’s things,
but then he let out a gasp, stood up and moved
towards the door.

“Come on, I’ll show you everything,”
he said.

He took me to his study and began to
explain things. I could already read; I quickly
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learnt how to write. We would spend more
and more time together. I quickly realised how
he was capable of visiting the forest, even
though he did not actually go there. And this
was just the beginning, anyway. Before my
very eyes | witnessed him travel far south
to African colonies; rush to the Mongolian
Steppe; visit America; talk to Cossack sol-
diers; perform ritual dances around a fire in
the uplands of Bolivia; sit in the auditoriums
in Athens; cross the Nile, being pursued by a
Pharaoh, and even descend into the beyond, to
the dark regions of the underworld. Whenever
he returned from there, he smelled like sulphur
and he was short of breath. I was enchanted.

Now I was given the opportunity to
examine all those secret processes which
went on around him, and to understand why
people avoided him. I saw Mr Antoni touch
the objects that surrounded him, one after an-
other; I saw them grow pale and wane, and
even though they appeared unchanged, they
seemed redundant, as if their meaning was
removed and used differently. This happened
to the pictures on the walls, the old clock, the
globe. Then I suddenly felt that I was only a
child and my childhood would pass and nev-
er return; that some day I would be all on my
own like Mr Antoni.

What is all the power for then? What
use is there for analyses, sublimations, evap-
orations? Why should one make the efforts
to distil things to their very essence if it only
harms them? I did not know the words “ex-
istence” or “sadism” yet, but I could already
guess that lending names to things was an act
of insidious theft and usurpation. Mr Antoni,
however, was a bandit, and maybe he did not
have a hatchet or an Indian tomahawk, but he
was great at scalping. He kept an implacable,
stone face. He breathed smoothly but with a
whistling sound. He looked calm. Terrible.

Understanding the purpose of all those
conspiracies, attacks and onslaughts took me
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some time. Gradually, however, 1 realised
that what was stolen did not go to waste. A
kingdom existed in which all our chaos, our
luscious yet menacing welter, made sense,
arranging itself in great systems and puz-
zles. Riddles were being solved and the blind
could see again. It was Mr Antoni’s kingdom.
He swayed over his realm like a spider on
a thread, binding everything in the web he
wove. Things, people, events... they were
merely flies which fell into the web from an
abyss, and then he approached them with his
eight eyes and eight legs, wove them into a
cocoon and sucked them dry. All of a sudden
I stood between his kingdom and this world
of chaos I inhabited unaware of my citizen-
ship. In my world you could stumble without
knowing over what you tumbled, you could
fall without knowing where you fell, and feel
pain without asking what its purpose was.

Another step was to see that there are
more such kingdoms. That some people were
strong enough to prepare a coup d’état and as-
cend the throne while others obeyed and served
other lords as their faithful subjects. Political
life is very rich. Wars are fought, citizens mi-
grate, they cluster together in minorities, change
citizenships, acquire new ones.

Everything became clear to me and as
obvious as the harvest in August. I even un-
derstood what happened on the day he tried
to carry out his spidery machinations under
the apple tree.

Well, he sat down on hostile ground;
the very moment he unfolded his conceptual
kingdom, the world of chaos invaded it with
the wind and ruined it, buried it under the ap-
ples, intoxicated it with the sweet smell of
autumn. One ought to rule in secluded dark
chambers, aloof from what one can touch,
lick, smell. It’s similar with regard to people:
in order to write about people Mr Antoni had
to run away from them first, hide from them
behind barricades of books and mannequins.

IEMed, & hmim

76



Mateusz BoBowsk1

Otherwise just anybody, some bloke named
Roman from the other bank of the river, or a
miller called Kazek, could destroy his straw
Marzannas by a mere embrace, a juicy swear
word, a slap in the face.

As soon as my father saw I was spend-
ing too much time with Mr Antoni, he tight-
ened the screws on me and I worked in the
field twice as much as I did before. Mother
seemed fearful, too, as one night I overheard
her argue with my Aunt, about me. For Mr
Antoni, regardless of the respect he enjoyed
in the village, was treated like a black sheep
by my family. We’ve had this family tradition
that the son takes over the father’s land and
looks after the house. Even my great-grand-
mother could not recall that a male member
of our family had ever turned his back on his
father’s land.

In those days it never occurred to me
that I should be proud or ashamed of the
land. I could never see my role as different
from that of a farmer (his hands soiled up to
the elbows, his skin burned by the sun, his
fingernails dirty). But what always made me
wonder was the sight of Mr Antoni as he
walked down the baulk amid raspberries and
potatoes, staring into the distance or at us,
busy ploughing, sowing, harvesting, binding
sheaves, pitching hay. I did not know what
he was doing in the field, why he walked on
our ground, and what his thoughts could be.
This was the only thing that did not fit his im-
age. And the soil reached for his legs with its
black ridges, as if trying to stop him, ground
him, give him a last chance. But he would
always drift several inches above it.

Finally, he departed. Things did not be-
come more sad or empty without him. Our
village, as if taking a second breath and fill-
ing itself with life, recovered. Admittedly, he
took Aunt Krystyna, but she would visit us
with little Antoneczek every once in a while.
Antoneczek liked to come to the countryside;
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he enjoyed it like a circus. Mr Antoni never
paid a visit.

This was due to Krystyna. At a wed-
ding party in the firchouse Antoni’s brother
Kazimierz danced with her all night. As
usual, everybody got so drunk that the entire
building teetered on its inebriated founda-
tions. Krystyna loved her husband as God
commanded, of course. She was faithful to
him; she was always home like a hen on the
roosting bar, but sometimes she missed the
old life she had become imbued with in her
childhood. And she would also think of a man
like her father and like the guys her sisters
married. A simple woman, however, she did
not think a lot, aware that nothing good could
come of this, that the best remedy for the bile
in your heart is work in your hands. When
she got drunk, it was different. Mr Antoni
really disliked going to weddings, he hardly
ever danced and when he did his dance was
stiff and short. Unlike Kazek! Whenever Ka-
zek took her in his arms she forgot who she
was, where Heaven, Hell, and Earth were.
Antoni was indifferent to it all until Kazek
grabbed her behind and whispered in her ear
something that was later talked about by two
generations of people in our village. At that
moment, something broke inside of Antoni;
he appeared unlike his usual self. He drew
his woman aside, hurled her into a chair, and
made a dash for Kazek. His eyes were ablaze
with fury and people say his face was redder
than fire itself. With his big hands he grabbed
Kazek by his shirt sleeves and wheezed to
his face, unable to utter a word through his
clenched teeth. The last thing he said was re-
membered by everyone:

“You, you, you boor... You peasant...
You churl!”

Mr Antoni left and so did my only
chance to investigate, to guess, to ask why he
used to walk that baulk and what he thought
when he did. It pestered me because I’d fath-
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omed all his mysterious proceedings thus far.
Only that particular one was to remain a se-
cret. In the course of time, the nagging enig-
ma turned into a curiosity from the past; the
curiosity from the past became an insignifi-
cant remembrance, and eventually Mr Antoni
receded so deep into my memory that I forgot
about him for almost half a century.

These days, I only travel to my family
village in order to visit the cemetery. There is
nothing aside from the dead that would keep
me there. I made a childish mistake once and
I walked down the village street, searching
the houses, the trees, the faces for but a petri-
fied hour from those days.

It’s empty there. Everybody’s gone,
they’ve sold their homes and land, and they’ve
been working in cities or God only knows
where else. Even the air does not smell like
horse dung anymore. And so I climbed the
hill where our land used to be once, but in-
stead of the baulk, the patches, and the rasp-
berries I found a wide field of wild grass cov-
er the sleeping earth. Frozen by November,
it did not even stain my polished shoes. It all
seemed as if crickets had never been hunted
in this grass, as if the raspberry bushes had
never grown, under which we used to hide
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our orangeade so that the sun would not
drink it.

What did he think about as he was
standing here looking at the village that no
longer exists? I’ll never learn that but, now, I
can understand the words he uttered when he
was here for the last time:

“I’m already dead to this land. I've
departed and there’s no returning. Even if I
wanted to, even if I knelt down and prayed
into this land’s warm soil, it won’t listen to
my prayers. My home is gone. Gone are my
father and my mother. Gone is the place that
might have saved me from disappointment.”

I don’t know what he meant by uttering
the words: “land”, “home”, and “mother”; in
his kingdom, words had too many strong con-
notations. I reflected on that as I passed by the
place where my house used to be. Today, a
processing plant spreads its wings of tin, and
the girls who used to sit on the doorstep and
make their perfectly symmetrical lace patterns
are gone. They are already dead. Lace is mass
produced by machines now. The old lace is
kept in display cabinets. Mummified, the lace
ladies persist in the folklore museum, and they
still dance to the rhythm of their post-mortem
convulsions at festivals I fear to go to.
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The Pecan Tree

Yonatan Kunda. Israel

It’s impossible to say that there was a lot in
common between my grandfather and me.
But despite this, the root of one common
memory is wrapped around his body and
around mine, and we held it together.

Thus, in secret, even when nothing was
left between us except silence, the root of one
common memory still continued and crawled
softly, clearing itself a path from under the
earth of our lives.

The first thing that my grandfather re-
membered in his life was how he stood in the
synagogue, his father standing above him, and
he would hold on to the edges of his tallit. My
grandfather lifted up his tiny head, looked up,
and saw his father’s lips trembling, whisper-
ing with passion, noiselessly, and his whole
body swaying, back and forth, and from over
his shoulder he saw a room full of infinite men
standing thus: enwrapped, shaking, swaying
in their prayers. And my grandfather said to
himself: it’s a forest. It’s a forest. A forest full
of trees swaying in absolute silence. And only
a thin whisper like the rustle of wind passing
softly between them, between the trunk of
the body, between the hands outspread like
branches, and their lips shaking like leaves.

And so too the first memory of my life:
I am standing in the synagogue, next to my
grandfather and he is swaying slowly, back
and forth, his lips whispering softly, and he
sends back his big hand, to hold my hand,
and I lift up my head and see a full room, in-
finite men, swaying in silence and only their
lips rustling with the corners of their cloth-
ing. And the memory is planted in me, and
still trembles, like a tree, in the bursting wind
of his absence.
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My grandfather looked at his father
praying and saw a tree swaying in the forest.
And from time to time, when we were sitting
by the kitchen table and he would tell me his
memories, and would come to this memory,
he would say:

“There, it’s not like here. There, people
held trees inside of themselves. There, every-
thing was forests, thick and tangled forests.
But not ours. The mountains were not ours,
the sky was not ours, the forests were not
ours. Then, everyone planted a tree inside
himself. And when we prayed, we danced
like a forest.”

I didn’t understand what my grandfa-
ther wanted. What he meant. I would nod,
smile, wait for him to finish his stories, and
then run outside to the courtyard of the house.
There was nothing but sand, and only one big
pecan tree stood by itself in the middle of the
courtyard. I would play there. The tree would
pretend with me: once it would be a giant
pirate galleon, another time a green monster
and sometimes it was the post of an impro-
vised soccer goal. When the game was over,
I would gather all of the nuts that fell from
the tree and bring them back into the house.
There we would sit, my grandfather and I, on
the porch, cracking them with hammers.

“And the trains would leave early each
morning, westward, towards the district city,
the trains packed with people leaving for
work, and I would stand in the courtyard of
the house, at dawn, besides the tracks, and
watch the train carriages passing and from be-
hind all of the windows infinite men standing
in their tallitot, facing eastwards, swaying in
their prayers, and the train travelling in flight,
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and they inside it, a great rustling, swaying
this way and that — a great forest, inside the
train.” And then my grandfather would always
stop, and close his eyes. “And then the train
would disappear into the great forests that sur-
rounded the village, and the village was not
ours, and the forests were not ours.”

Sometimes, towards evening, in the
summer, my grandfather would descend from
the house, in underwear, to the courtyard,
and stand under the tree to watch me picking
nuts. My grandfather stands under the tree,
and calls me to come, to ascend to the house,
because it’s late. I lift my eyes and look at
my grandfather beyond the long shadows and
the paper-thin darkness spreading from un-
der the tree. From the house I would look
back on the tree and see how it lowers its
glance to the ground.

“And then one day, a train like that, just
like that, took us and didn’t stop travelling,
through a very dark night, the train carried us
all the way here, to this house.”

“But there’s no track here...” I once said.

“True, because it wasn’t exactly a train
like that. It was longer and darker... there
weren’t any windows in it, and there weren’t
any chairs. And there were no tracks. We ar-
rived, it doesn’t matter how. And that’s what’s
important.”

“So where is it today?”

“It’s here, really here, in the courtyard.
When the train brought us here, there was
no longer any need for it... so I took it and
planted it in the ground. And it became this
pecan tree in the courtyard.”

I believed my grandfather. I would lie
under the tree on my back, and imagine how
the black branches were long tracks that
run the length of the sky. And each morn-
ing, at dawn, I would hear my grandfather
climb and slowly, slowly ascend the stairs of
the house to pray the morning service. And in
the courtyard a silent wind would climb and
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ascend. And the window of his room looked
out onto the courtyard. And he would open
the window of the room widely, and the tree
danced between the blinds. And I watched the
tree shake in the wind, and I thought that the tree
was also praying. And | looked at my grand-
father in his prayer, and his tefillin wrapped
around his arm, and I would think, like train
tracks, they enwrap my grandfather. And my
grandfather bowed a deep bow, eastward, and
his whole body was bent in his silence, like
a branch bending under the weight of fruit.

“There, the forests were not ours. But
here, there were no forests. Only buildings.
Forests of buildings. Forests of concrete. And
they said the land is ours, and the sky is ours.
But there are no forests. Only buildings, and
under the buildings, sand.”

I didn’t say a word. But I knew that here
no one carries a tree within anymore. My
grandfather planted the tree that was inside
him in the ground. And when he died his lips
never shook again like leaves in prayer. Only
the tree swayed slowly beyond the window
blinds. I held his hand. He lay on the bed, and
I held his hand, like he held my hand then.
And outside it became dark, and we were sit-
ting inside the house, being silent.

When his eyes closed, I thought how
similar they are to nuts, two nuts which
dropped from the branch of his body. His
closed eyes were two nuts, and now, I knew,
there were no hammers to crack them. And the
tree danced in the window, full of nuts like in-
finite closed eyes. And I said: the tree, like my
grandfather, is now dreaming.

Here, unlike there, people don’t carry
a tree inside them anymore. There is a house
and there is a courtyard. And in the courtyard
there is earth. And people planted their trees
in the earth. This house is ours, they thought.
And also this land. They pulled out the tree
that was inside of them and planted it here,
in the earth.

Tk
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His name is still written on the mailbox.
On the closed door of his house his name is still
written. On the gravestone his name is written.
And only on the tree nothing is written.

And when my grandfather died, the
house was abandoned. They will surely come
to tear down the house. They will come to
cut the tree. And again only land will be left.
Not to anyone. They will build another house
here; maybe they will dig a swimming pool.
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They will say, once there was a house here,
and once there was a tree. And they will
laugh, and they will jump into the pool. And
now, only the memory passes like the shadow
of a hawk above the small courtyard; within
it there once was a house, and sand, and a big
pecan tree, shaking in the wind like in prayer.

I close my eyes. My grandfather, a
memory, suddenly, silently, shakes like a tree,
inside me.
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Le soulévement du vieil homme

Majed Bamya. Palestine

Il marche d’un pas lent et décidé, en phase avec le flot de sa voix. Il regarde 1’horizon, comme
s’il était face a la mer et non face a ces ruelles sales, trop étroites pour y construire un destin. Il
arpente les rues, et elles se transforment sous 1’effet de ses pas. Elles révelent leur caractére ; assu-
ment leur histoire ; nous rappellent des souvenirs intimes et des joies collectives ; ressuscitent
nos jeux d’enfants et nos rires qui furent leurs voix pendant longtemps. Il disparait, et la magie
s’éteint. Le présent ruine le passé, et divorce de 1’avenir. Plus de rire ici. Ni intimité, ni partage.
Solitude. Rien d’autre qu’une multitude de solitudes, se cotoyant tous les jours.

Nul ne sait si le lieu I’a précédé, ou s’il devanca le lieu. Il aime dire : « Je suis plus vieux
que ces pierres et ces pavés. Vous pouvez leur demander de raconter votre enfance, mais seul
moi peut raconter leur naissance ».

Le vieil homme descend la rue a la rencontre de jeunes qui font désormais la loi dans nos
quartiers. Ils définissent le permis et ’interdit, le droit de passage et I’étendue de la liberté de
parole. Que va-t-il leur dire ? Je ne peux m’empécher de le suivre. Il va droit vers eux et une
inquiétude s’empare de moi a chaque pas qui le rapproche de gamins, devenus tyrans au nom
de la liberté.

Il se pose devant eux. Ces derniers discutent vivement, probablement pour définir les
régles du jour. Il se tient 14, sans prononcer un mot, sans faire un geste, les bras derricre le dos.
11 attend. Il ne les regarde pas, il fixe toujours cet horizon qui lui appartient et qui nous est invi-
sible.

Au bout d’un (long) moment, ils s’apergoivent de sa présence, se retournent et com-
mencent a le mitrailler du regard.

— Que veux-tu vieil homme ?

— Je viens m’enquérir des régles du jour, je ne voudrais point les violer en raison de mon
ignorance, dit-il d’un ton sarcastique.

— M’enquérir ?? Tu te fous de nous le vieux ?

— Je ne te parais vieux que parce que tu es jeune. Mais tu es déja bien agé pour utiliser un
tel vocabulaire.

— Vise moi ¢a, il s’est pris pour ma meére !

— Ce serait tout a fait inapproprié, je ne me le permettrais pas. Mais je suis venu vous
faire part de mes réserves les plus fortes quant a votre attitude. Ce quartier appartient a tous
ses habitants, qui ne vous ont ni choisis, ni mandatés, ni élus. De quel droit vous prévalez-vous
pour régenter ainsi nos vies ? Choisir qui a le droit de passer, qui a le droit de parler et qui est
condamné au silence, qui a le droit de vivre et qui doit mourir.

— Si tu continues comme ¢a tu vas rapidement rejoindre la deuxieme catégorie ! Hahaha !

I1 leur laisse le temps de rire. Ses rides me semblent tristes, mais ses traits n’ont point
changgé. Il attend.

— Tu vas nous laisser tranquille, dit I’un de la bande d’un ton agacé.
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—Dés que vous aurez décidé de nous laisser tranquilles !

Au fur et a mesure de la conversation, un attroupement se constitue. J’ai peur que la pré-
sence d’un tel public encourage les nouveaux chefs autoproclamés a se montrer impitoyables, en
faisant du vieux un exemple pour tous ceux qui oseraient, a I’avenir, contester leur hégémonie.

— Ce que nous faisons, c’est pour le bien de la cité. On n’est pas la pour jouer, on est la
parce que c’est notre devoir, et les régles que nous édictons sont justes. Laquelle contestes-tu ?

— La justesse d’une régle imposée par des moyens injustes et des forces illégitimes, ne
rend ni les moyens, ni les forces acceptables. Et puis qui es-tu pour décider que telle régle est
juste et que telle autre ne I’est pas ?

— Je suis le fils de ce quartier.

— Moi j’ai construit ce quartier et je ne prétends pas avoir plus de droits que toi sur son
avenir, mais je te conteste le droit d’en avoir plus que moi.

—Tu voudrais qu’on les laisse détruire le quartier, toucher son honneur, laisser les dépravés
faire la loi.

— Je voudrais que tu fasses ta part, en toute humilité. L’arrogance est la mére des défauts.

Un jeune homme apparu il y a quelques instants écoute la conversation avec attention. I1
échange un regard complice avec le vieil homme.

— Tu étais ou vieil homme quand nous faisions la révolution ? Assis chez toi entrain de
nous regarder a la télé. Et maintenant tu viens nous donner des lecons ! Tenta un des leaders du
groupe.

Le visage du vieil homme s’assombrit. La mer dans ses yeux devient vagues. Et le sel des
souvenirs vient briiler ses paupicres.

— Ca suffit ! Le nouveau venu dit cela d’un ton sec, sans avoir a hausser la voix.

— Qui es-tu ? Rétorqua un des jeunes.

— Tu ne me reconnais déja plus... Il enleva sa casquette et on découvrit celui qui, il n’y pas
si longtemps était a la téte des mobilisations populaires. Il avait ensuite disparu.

Un brouhaha s’empara de la foule.

— Toi ! Tu viens défendre ce vieil homme alors que tu sais mieux que quiconque dans quel
état était ce quartier avant.

— Oui, je le sais. Et je n’appréciais pas cet état plus que toi. Mais eux aussi avaient com-
mencé comme toi, & parler en notre nom, a décider a notre place.

— Tu veux qu’on laisse la ville au chaos ?

— Je veux que tu la rende a ses habitants.

Le vieil homme reprit la parole.

— Ce qui détruit la cité c’est I’affrontement de certitudes contradictoires, toutes parées de
vérités absolues. L’Homme est par essence faillible, il n’est donc pas exempt d’erreurs.

— Alors on fait quoi, on ne fait rien pour ne pas se tromper, vieil homme ? Je préfére
prendre le risque de défendre mes convictions que de choisir le silence.

— Qui a parlé de silence ? Défends ta vérité, et laisse-moi défendre la mienne. La démo-
cratie, c’est ¢a.

— Une majorité des habitants nous soutient. La démocratie c’est ¢a !

— Comment as-tu mesuré ce soutien, et qui peut vérifier ton affirmation, pour le moins
péremptoire ? Tu t’es érigé seul en porte-parole de la majorité. Et méme si la majorité te soute-
nait, la minorité n’aurait-elle plus droit a la parole ? Les certitudes d’aujourd’hui peuvent deve-
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nir les erreurs d’hier. Le coeur de la démocratie est le doute. Le doute qui permet au pluralisme
de vivre, le doute qui permet a I’alternance de se faire, le doute qui rejette tout pouvoir absolu,
le doute qui permet de dire que la liberté doit étre confrontée a la liberté, que la parole doit étre
confrontée a la parole, pour que nos idées avancent et s’améliorent. La démocratie est la recon-
naissance que nous sommes en quéte permanente d’une vérité plus parfaite. C’est en déclarant
que la vérité est une, et qu’on I’a trouvée, qu’on pose les bases d’une dictature.

Les jeunes tyrans se moquaient de lui, I’arrogance de 1’age diraient certains. Je crois sur-
tout qu’ils avaient été si longtemps méprisés qu’ils ne savaient pas ce que voulait dire respecter
autrui.

Le vieil homme n’en démord pas.

— Je veux que vous nous rendiez notre rue !

— Viens la prendre.

— C’est ce que je suis venu faire, je vous donne une heure.

I1 lance un nouveau regard a son ancien disciple dont il avait été si fier lors des mobilisa-
tions, et encore plus fier aujourd’hui. Celui qu’il avait hébergé chez lui pendant la période ou il
était recherché partout. Il I’avait pay¢ trés cher. Le jeune homme lui avait redonné espoir, ou,
pour étre plus précis, lui avait réappris a douter de la fatalité de son désespoir. Le vieux avait
tenté de 1’aider a trouver un chemin, en lui conseillant d’emprunter les sentiers nus de pas. Il
’avait encouragé a prendre toute sa part dans les révoltes, mais ’avait prévenu : la révolution
barre la route a un passé injuste, mais elle n’ouvre la voie a un avenir juste que si ceux qui la
meénent demeurent fidéles aux principes pour lesquels ils se sont soulevés.

Le vieil homme rebrousse chemin, tandis que le jeune leader disparait aussi vite qu’il n’est
apparu. Le public se demande comment allait se terminer cette piéce et surtout, si elle allait
réussir a défier une fin extrémement prévisible. Le sage arpente la rue dans le sens inverse. La
mer change de direction pour rejoindre son regard. On se retrouve face a face, il me reconnait,
je crois. A ses yeux, chaque étre est important, chaque regard est différent. Sa mémoire ne
s’encombre pas de détail mais d’impressions humaines, dont la trace sur I’ame est bien plus
prégnante. Je I’arréte.

— Que comptez-vous faire. IIs peuvent devenir violents, vous savez. Rien ne vous oblige a
défendre ces gens qui restent passifs.

11 sourit.

— Tu as raison. De toute fagon, au vu de mon physique, il y a fort a parier qu’en cas de
bagarre, je serai défait. Le vieux ne gagne que dans ce film de kung-fu.

— Vous voulez dire Karaté kid, il avait réussi a me faire rire. Mais alors que comptez-vous
faire ?

— Je n’ai pas ’intention de me battre, mais j’ai déja vaincu la peur, regarde derriére moi,
cette foule qui a vu ce vieil homme leur parler sans trembler, s’est transformée de public passif
en acteur. Je ne peux leur offrir la liberté, je leur rappelle simplement qu’ils peuvent et doivent
I’arracher.

La foule attroupée hausse le ton contre les nouveaux tyrans, les méres sont venues cher-
cher les rebelles par les oreilles, rappelés en un instant a leur enfance. Je me suis retournée, le
sage s’¢tait éloigné, et de dos, je devine ses rides souriantes.
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The Old Man’s Revolt

Majed Bamya. Palestine

He walks at a slow determined pace, in line
with the flow of his voice. He looks at the hori-
zon as if he were in front of the sea rather than
these dirty alleys, too narrow to build a destiny.
He walks up and down the streets, and they are
transformed by the effect of his steps. They re-
veal their character; they assume their history;
they remind us of private memories and col-
lective joys; they revive our children’s games
and our laughter which were their voices for so
long. He disappears, and the magic vanishes.
The present ruins the past, and distances itself
from the future. No more laughter here. No inti-
macy or sharing. Solitude. Nothing but a multi-
tude of solitudes, meeting every day.

Nobody knows if the place has pre-
ceded him, or if he anticipated the place. He
likes saying: “I am older than these blocks
and these cobblestones. You can ask them to
tell you about your childhood, but only I can
explain their birth.”

The old man goes down the street in
search of the young people who now make
the law in our neighbourhoods. They define
permission and prohibition, the right to pass
and the extent of freedom of speech. What
will he tell them? I cannot help following
him. He moves straight to them and a con-
cern consumes me with every step he takes
towards the boys, who have become tyrants
in the name of freedom.

He stands before them. They argue en-
ergetically, probably to define the rules of the
day. He stands there, without uttering a word,
without making a gesture, with his arms be-
hind his back. He is waiting. He does not
look at them, he always stares at this horizon
which belongs to him and is invisible to us.
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After a (long) moment, they become
aware of his presence, turn and begin to
pierce him with their eyes.

“What do you want, old man?”

“I’ve come to enquire about the rules of
the day, I wouldn’t want to violate them out
of ignorance,” he says sarcastically.

“Enquire?? Are you mocking us, old
man?”

“I only seem old to you because you’re
young. But you’re already quite old to use
this language.”

“Amazing, he thinks he’s my mother!”

“That would be quite inappropriate,
I would never presume so much. But I've
come to tell you about my great reservations
regarding your attitude. This neighbourhood
belongs to all its residents, who haven’t cho-
sen, appointed or elected you. What right do
you have to govern our lives like this? To
choose who has the right to pass, who has the
right to speak, who is bound to silence, who
has the right to live and who to die.”

“If you go on like this, you’ll soon be
part of the last category. Ha ha ha!”

He allows them time to laugh. His wrin-
kles look sad to me, but his features have not
changed at all. He’s waiting.

“You will leave us alone,” says one of
the gang in an irritated tone.

“Once you have decided to leave us in
peace!”

As they talk, a crowd gathers. I’m afraid
the presence of this audience encourages the
new self-proclaimed leaders to appear merci-
less, making an example of the old man for
all those who would dare, in the future, to
question their hegemony.
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“What we do is for the good of the city.
We are not here to play, we are here because
it’s our duty, and the rules we decree are fair.
Which one do you question?”

“The fairness of a rule imposed through
unfair means and illegitimate forces does
not make the means or the force acceptable.
What is more, who are you to decide which
rule is fair and which one is not?”

“I was born in this neighbourhood.”

“I built this neighbourhood and I don’t
claim to have any more rights than you re-
garding its future, but I question your right to
have more than me.”

“You’d like them to destroy the neigh-
bourhood, undermine its honour, let the de-
praved make the law.”

“I would like you to play your part in all
humility. Arrogance only leads to mistakes.”

A young man who had turned up some
time ago is carefully listening to what they’re
saying. He exchanges a look of complicity
with the old man.

“Where were you, old man, when we were
making the revolution? Sitting at home watch-
ing us on TV. And now you’ve come to lecture
us!” one of the leaders of the group taunted him.

The old man’s face darkened. The sea in
his eyes became waves. And the salt of memo-
ries came to burn his eyelids.

“That’s enough!” the new arrival said
drily, without raising his voice.

“Who are you?” one of the men asked.

“You don’t recognise me anymore...”
he took off his cap and they realised that, not
long ago, he had been at the head of the peo-
ple’s mobilisations. He had later vanished.

A hubbub took hold of the crowd.

“You! You’ve come to defend this old
man when you know better than anyone what
this neighbourhood was like in the past.”

“Yes, I know. And I didn’t like it any
more than you. But they also began like you,
speaking in our name, deciding for us.”
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“Do you want us to leave the town in
chaos?”

“I want you to give it back to its resi-
dents.”

The old man continued talking.

“What is destroying the town is the col-
lision of contradictory certainties, all adorned
with absolute truths. Man is in essence falli-
ble, he is therefore not free of errors.”

“So, what should we do to avoid mak-
ing mistakes, old man? Nothing? I’d rather
take the risk of standing up for my convic-
tions than choosing silence.”

“Who has spoken of silence? Defend
your truth, and let me defend mine. This is
democracy.”

“Most residents support us. This is de-
mocracy!”

“How have you measured this support,
and who can verify your statement, which to
say the least is peremptory? You have stood
alone as the spokesman for the majority. And
even if the majority supports you, don’t the
minority have the right to speak? Today’s
certainties can become the errors of the past.
The core of democracy is doubt. Doubt that
enables pluralism to live, doubt that enables
changes of political power between the par-
ties to take place, doubt that rejects any ab-
solute power, doubt that enables us to say
that freedom must confront freedom, that
words must confront words, so that our ideas
advance and improve. Democracy is the ac-
knowledgement that we are in a permanent
search for a more perfect truth. It is by stating
that there is one truth that the foundations of
a dictatorship are laid.”

The young tyrants made fun of him. Some
would call it the arrogance of age. I firmly be-
lieve that they had been despised for so long
that they didn’t know how to respect others.

The old man stands by his opinion.

“I want you to give us back our street!”

“Come and take it.”
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“That’s why I’m here. I’ll give you one
hour.”

He glances again at his old disciple
who he had been so proud of at the time of
the mobilisations, and is even prouder today.
The one who he had sheltered at home when
he had been looked for everywhere. He had
paid very dearly. The young man had given
him back hope or, to be more precise, had
taught him to doubt the course of his despair.
The old man had tried to help him find a way,
advising him to take new paths. He had en-
couraged him to become fully involved in
the revolts, but he had warned him: revolu-
tion blocks the road to an unfair past but only
opens the way to a just future if those who
lead it remain loyal to the principles of the
revolt.

The old man turns back while the
young leader disappears as quickly as he had
appeared. The audience wonders how this
piece will end and, above all, if it will avoid
an extremely predictable end. The wise man
walks down the street in the opposite direc-
tion. The sea changes direction to meet his
gaze. We meet face to face, he recognises
me, [ think. For him, each being is important,
each outlook is different. His memory is not
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filled with details but rather with human im-
pressions, whose imprint on the soul is much
more meaningful. I stop him.

“What will you do? They can be vio-
lent, you know. Nothing obliges you to de-
fend people who remain passive.”

He smiles.

“You’re right. In any case, given my
physical condition, it’s quite clear that if it
comes to fighting, I’d be defeated. The old
man only wins in that Kung-Fu film.”

“You mean, Karate Kid.” He had man-
aged to make me laugh. “But what do you
plan to do?”

“I have no intention of fighting, but
I have already defeated fear, look behind you,
the crowd who has seen this old man speak-
ing to them without trembling, has passed
from passive audience to actor. I can’t offer
freedom, I simply remind them that they can
and must strive for it.”

The gathered crowd raises the tone
against the new tyrants, the mothers have
come to take the rebels by the ears, remem-
bering for a moment their childhood. I have
turned back; the wise man has gone away,
and, looking at his back, I can imagine his
smiling wrinkles.
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H Alpaofnroyopa

INopyog Apmatlions. EALGSQ

H pépa épotale ocvvnbiopévn oty Akeapntoydpa. O kOplog ¢ douenpile Ta ppéoka Aayovi-
K6 TOV 0TO POVAPIKo SelXVOVTaG e KAPAPL TTMS TO LOPOLAL Eixe oK TNV Tpmivh dpoctd. H
Kvpio < Tyave To oudi TS 6TO VImaY®YELo Kol 0 piKpOG € YAGLOVPLOTOY KOl TOV £TOIPVE O
V1vog Otav M Hapd Tov otapatodoe TP Stooyicet To dpopo. O tpoxovoog Kopog « pHbule
TNV KUKAOQOPL KOLVAVTOS YPNyopa Ta x€pLa. Tov Kot cpupilovtag duvatd Le Tn PAATo GEU-
piytpa tov. H B¢om tov ftav £ axpPdc and 1o oxoreio Kot TAvTa TOV XopeTovoa dTav TovV
éPhena. [Toté dev pmopodoa va T He Gryovpld av 1 Kivion Tov £Kove EKEIVOG e TO YEPL TOV
NTAV Y10 VO [LE YOLPETHGEL 1] Y10 VO, SDGEL KATOLO GT)LL0L GTOVG 001 Y0VG.

Mnnka otV avAf Tov oyoleiov kot Pprika Tovg eidovg pov & kot & 6to pépog mov Ka-
Bopactav cuvnbmg mpty apyicet To pndOnpoa. H pépa, av kat épotale cov OAes TG AAAES LEPEG
otV AAQofnToydpo, TV 6TV TPAYLATIKOTITO TOAD dtapopeTik. Eiya mdpet o onpavtiky
amoQaoT Kot £volmba o £TOL0G VO TNV TPOYLATOTON oM.

«Ba épbete pali pov; To &xm amopacicet, onpepa EEKIVOY.

«Eicon tpehdgy amdvinoe o & kot koitate tov b, Exeivog &yveye g coppmvovoe.

«To &yo oxetel KaAd. AveEaptnta amd T O1KN 60G AmdPaoT), eyd Oa Eekviiom onuepa.
Ba £pBete pali pov;»

«Ipémer va 10 Eavackepteion eine 0 b, «Zépeig mog sivar ToAd emikivévva tépa amd 1o
aptoTePd mEPBmP10. AVTd TOV TOG VAL KAVELS givat kaBapr TpEdm.

«I1mg to EEpeig; Kavelg moté dev €xet mbel mépa and 10 aptotepd meptdmpio. [og pmopeig
va EEpetg 0T eivat emikivouva,y

«OVte ™ offoTpa &yovpe cuVAVTHGEL TOTE OALG EEpovpe TG etvar emcivduvny gine 0 &
GKENTIKOG aAAd Glyovpog Yo To emtyeipnud Tov.

«Agv givar o d1o» apovinka. «Ta yépuca ypdupata Egovv et ) ofotpa Kot péca and
T1G 10T0pieg TOVG EEpovpe OTL elvar EMKIVOLVT] Yol ELLAG TOV ElLAOTE YPAUULEVOL pe LoADPL. Me
70 aplLoTEPO MEPBmP1O dev givar To i610. Kaveig dev EEpet TL vdpyel TP 0md TO UPLoTEPO TE-
plOdP1o YTl TOTE KOvelg dev EXEL TAED».

>y Adpafntoydpa ta Toudid Eexdpillov and Toug HEYOAOLS o TOV TPOTO TOL NTaV
ypappéva. Ora to aviAka ypappota Tov ypoppéve pe LoAvft péxpt tmy evniikioon tovg. To-
e, 0tav Kheivape tig 200 oelideg Lomng, o Opboypapiag, avdtaTog dpyovtag g AApapntoyod-
pOG, LETEYPOUPE LE PTTAE GTUAO TOVG AVTPESG KOl KOKKIVO GTLAO Tig yuvaikes. H pépa g petey-
YPOPNG NTOV amd TIG O OMUOVTIKEG PEPEG TG (g evog Ypaupatog. EEattiog g poAvféviag,
gvaicOntng evomng tovg, 1 ofnoTpa NTaY 0 To PeEYOAog POPOC TV aviAK®V ypappdtov. Ta
7o ToMd Ypdppoto dupyobvoy ToAlég ioTopieg Yo Tig enBéoelg e offotpag otnv AApafn-
TOYDPA KOL TNV AY@VIE OV GKOPTIGE GTN YDOPO OGS OCES POPES ELPAVIOTNKE. ZOUPOVA [LE TIG
wotopieg, N ofnotpa eapdvile adidkpita Omolo ypaupa ypoupévo e poAvpt dev mpordfatve
va Tpo@uAayBel. Ta o nAKiopéva ypappata, Keiva Tov NTaV TOAD KOAALYPAPIKA YPOLUEVA
Kot glyov apyioet va EeBwpralovv, pmopovcav va Bupunbodv TovAdylotov déka EPEAVIGELS TNG.
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Av kot 6eBOpOVY TOAD TO NAKIOUEVA YPAUILATO Y10 T GOQIa TOVE, KATOEG POPEG OL 16TOPLES
v ™ ofnotpa pod eaivoviav vrepPoAicés. Meptkéc popég avapmTIOHOVY av GVTMG LITPYE N
NTOV amAd £vag TPOTOG TV LEYOA®V va Tpopdalovy ta moudid Kot ta £pnpa ypdupoto dtav dev
CUUTTEPLPEPOVTAV LLE CUVTOET KOL YPOLLLLOTIKY.

Axdpa kot av PEPIKES POPES glxa appiBolieg yio v vmapén ¢ offotpag, Tay TOAAN
TOL YPOLUOTO TTOV EAEYQY TG TNV Elyav deL Ko OAOL Elyale 0KoVoEL TOAAEG 1GTOPIES Y10, EKEIVT.
Avtifeta, to apiotepd mepmpto fTav kATt mov eofodviav Ola ta yphupoto g AApapnto-
YOPOg yopig kavéva va EEpetl To AOYo. AT TN GTLyU TG YEVVNONG LOG Kot OGO LEYOAMDVALLE,
OA0L TOL YPAUULATE KvoOpaoTay amd de&ld mpog Tt aplotepd kot pabaivape tog étav mAncid-
Cope to aplotepd meplidplo Enpene va aalaoovpe ypoppn. Kaveig dev figepe t1 vanpye mépa
a6 To aplotePod meplfdplo oAAG 6A0L GAAalay Ypoppr eofiouévol 0tav to TAncialay. Avtin
KaTAoTOoN LoV Elxe KAVEL EVTOTTOON amd 0TV MOV TOAD UiKpd ypdupo. Kabe popd mov to
mincialo oke@TOLOVY TOG 0TV LEYOADO®, B Tadéym mépa amd 10 aploTepd TEPOMPLO Kl
ag Aéve g eivat emkivovvo.

«Aowmov, o épbete pali pov 1 oxL»

«Eyd ovveyilm va motedm tog sioat tperos. Eivat Told emkivovva népa amd o aplote-
p6 mePODPLO» amAVINGE 0 & APVNTIKA.

«Eipaote polg 150 oehidwv kot BéNelg va kavelg éva To&idt Tov Ta 0 GOPH YPOLLLLOTOL
amo@ehyovvy gime 0 b. «Agv 0o 6& aKkoAoVOHCOY.

«Evta&el howmov. Oa ta modpe Eava o pepkég pépes. Eipot otyovpog nmg Oa £xm moAAég
10TOPIES VO 6O TMY» OTAVINGO. KL TOVG YOLPETN O,

«Agv Oa peiverg yia o pébnpa;» potnoe o L.

«Oyt, Eekvad apécmey anavinoa. «Exo pa olokinpn ypopp va dtavicw ondte Tpémet
va EEKIVAo® VOPIy.

Tovg xopétnoa Kot GLUVENIGH TPOG Ta. aploTepd. Xapétnoa Tov ), Tov yeitove mov Tov
Gpece Vo KABETOL GTNV GLUAT TOL GTLTION TOL KO VO TEPLUEVEL TOV TAXVIPOUO LE TNV AAAAO-
ypapio Tov Kot EKEIVOC oNK®OE éva Ypappa yio vo pe yopetioet. [lépaca pnpootd and to
pmokdAuco tov Kupiov <, yarpétnoa Tov YiaTpod KOPLo #, TOL THYUVE TPEXOVTIAS VO SEL KATO0V
acBevn, S1€oy160 TO TOTALL TOV BPICKOTOV GE ATOGTOOT) SEKUTEVTE YPOUUATOV OO TO OPLOTE-
po TePBmPLO Kot 6TAONKA UTPOGTE 6TO0 OTiTL TOV U=. O U= NTaV €va TEPBMPLOKD, NAKLOUEVO
ypépupo wov Lovoe LOVO TOL GE AMOGTAGT OKTM YPOUUdTOV and 1o aplotepd neplddpro. M-
AoV g €1dg TOL 6TAON KO UTPOGTA 0d TO GIiTL TOV YlaTi HETA 0md Alyo Pynke Em Kol KAPPWOE
70 PAELA TOL TAVED HOV.

«Agv PAéno cvyva ypappata €06, [Tod tnyaivels, veapé;»

«OEA® Vo, Tho TEPA 0O TO UPLETEPO TEPIODPLON.

«Agv pofacar; Eipon oiyovpog mmg éxelc akovoet 6Tt gival ToAD enikivouva TOG0 oploTepdy.

«Agv pofdpot KatL ToL dev EEpm» gima Kot 1 KOvPEvTa Lov EAPViace oKOPA Kot ELEVAL.

«Tote, cov gvyopan kodn toyn. Na EEpelg mwg OTa NHOVY Kot EYM VOl YPALLULO YPOLUEVO
pe oAV, ékava éva ta&idt TEpa amd 1o aplotepd TEPODPLON.

To oy6Mo tov pe Eapvioce. «Eyd EEpm Tmg ToTé Kavéva ypappo dev £xel TAEL TEPQ ATd
70 aploTePO TEPLODPLON.

To nAkiopévo ypaupo yapoyélaoe. «Agv 1o gima moté o kovévay. Eykataotdabnka
KoVt 610 aplotepd TEPBDPLO e TNV VTOCYEST GTOV €0VTO LoV TS Ba evBappvive dToloV
ATOQUGIGEL VO TEPAGEL OO TNV GAAN HEPLE, AALA VO UV LIANG® TTOTE Yo TO S1KO oL Ta&idt.
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H oAnfeta etvan g modd Alyot xovv épbet og dm. To tedevtaio ypapa mov TAncioce 1060
Kovtd mpémel vo Tav mpw yevvnOeic. Oco kot av tpocndbnoa va tov evBappive, TeAMKE dAla-
&g Ypappn £va YpALLLO TPV TO OpLoTEPO TEPLODPLOY.

«@érerg va £pBeic pali pov;» pdTNoa av kot cuve e Vo lptot Alyo EMQUANKTIKOG LE TO
nepllploko, yépuko ypaupa. Olot otnv Ahpapntoydpa EAeyay TmG SV HTAV KOl TOAD KOAG
070, AOYIKA TOV 0AAG 670 BAOOC TOV HLOAOD OV OV EVETTVEE EUTIGTOGVVI], GOV GVTT TOV £XOVV
01 TaEWIDTES 0 £vag Yo ToV GArO.

«Moxkdpt va pmopovco aAld PAETEL €y YEPAGEL TOAD TTLO» ATAVINOE.

«B®éLelc vo pov dwoelg Kamoteg TAnpogopiec; Oa pe fonbovoe va EEpm T Vo TEPYEVED
KOl TL VOl TPOGEEMY.

«Oy1 povo dev Ba o fonbovoe, akdd Ba oe duokdreve meptocdTepo. Ot gumelpieg Kot ot
EMPVAGEEIS TV GAA®Y GLVINB®G SVGKOAEDOVY TNV AVOKAAVYT] TOV KALVOLPLOLY.

«Tote cov vdoyopaL Tmg OTav Yupicw, Bo o emiokePB® kot Ba cov dynB® to Taidt
LOL» &lma Kot YoupéTnoo KAvovTag £va okopa Bripa Tpog ta aptotepd. Metd ékavo axdpa Eva
KoL OKOUO VOl KO PLEPIKE OKOpA, PEYPL TOL Bpédnia UTpooTd o€ [ TOUTELD OV EYPOQE:
«Téhog oeldag, TOPUKOAD OAAGETE VPO,

Eiyo akobdoet yio avt) tnv tapméda. Ty giye totobetnoet o Opboypopéag cav v TeAey-
Taio Tpogidonoinon npv 1o aplotepd meplidpro. H touméla onpaive Tmg LoV 68 0mdoTaon
poAG evog ypappatog and 1o aplotepd mepdopro. Hrtov @uotkd n mpdTn @opd mov ptava
1660 kovtd. To mo KovIvO PEPOS 6TO apPLoTEPO TEPIDPLO TOL E1XO PTACGEL TOTE NTAV TPV TO
TOTAL. XNKOGO TO O LoV ETOLOG Vo TA® eKel Tov POAMG Eva akopa ypappo g AAeapn-
ToY®POG elxe mhel Ko voL YpapTel 101 pe Ypucd YPELLUO TO OVOUA OV GTNV 16TOPIi0 TOV TOTOL
pov. ‘Exkelca to patio Kot Ekove dvo Pripoto.

Avoi&a to. patio kot koitaéa micm pov. H mivakida ftoav og andotact tpidv ypopuudtoy,
KTl TOL CNUOVE TOG oLV TTEPA 0md TO aptotepd neplddpro. To kelpevo g mvaxidog eiye
aAAGEEL Kot TOpO Eypaes: «Upapy eTEIAAA dAakapar, cadihes coléT». Aev pumopovca va
KoTaAGP® TL oNHoVE AVTO, OAAG OTOEACICO VO PNV 0oXoANBd GALO e TOV KOGLO TPV TO
aploTepO TePlBDPLO Kot va eEEPEVVIOM TOV VEO KOGLO TOV OvOLIyOTOV UTPOCTH [LOV, HETH TO
aplotepo tepddpro. [lepmbtnoa ki GALO TPOG Ta aPLoTEPE LLE PEYAAN TPOcOoYT, KABMS ot edfot
TOV YPOUUATOV TG AAQafNTOXDPAS Y10, TO GyvMGTO TOV aptotepol meptdmpiov dev e dpnvay
avennpéaoto. Aev giyo mpoympnostl Told otav eida va pe mincwalel amd pokpid évo W. To
AYVOOTO GO OTAUATNCE HOALS e €1dE KaL e pDTNOE:

«Tv eloo;»

«Eipon éva ypappa. EcO;»

«Eyd eipat éva ypappa, oAAG o0 dev potdlels e ypappon andvinoe to W kat pe koitoée
KayOmomnTo.

«Ovte g0V potdlelg pe ypappo» amdvinoa eyo. «lpota an’ 6la, kivelcol amd aplotepd
Pog ta. Oe&1d, EVA OAa Ta YPALLLATO KivouvTal oo deEd TPOG ToL apLoTEPEY.

«Tugtvon antd mov Aec; Ohot EEpouvv Tmg TaL YPALLLOTO. KIVOOVTOL OO aPLGTEPA TPOG TaL OEELM.
Mdéhoto Tdpa LOMG UOVV ETOYOG VoL 0ALGE® Ypoiy| Yol eipon Kovtd 6Tto de&l meplimpioy.

«Evvoeic 10 apiotepd meplfdploy.

«Oyt, evvod 1o de&l mepBmplo. Aev vrdpyel aplotepd mepOmPLo. Eekvape mTavto amd
apLoTEPA KO KIVOUROGTE TTPOG TOL 0518 péypt To dei mepifdpro. IToté dev mnyaivovpie Tépa and
10 de&i meplBdpLo yrati dhot Aéve mwg ekel eivat TOAD emkivovva TOG0 SeE10».
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«Ortav Aeg 0e&i mepBmpP1o eVVOEig TPOC TOL EKELY pDTNGA deiyvovTag TV Katehbuven amd
v omoia glya £pBet dtav dpyica va KataraPaive tepimov Tt cuvéParve.

«Nat, ekel evvom. Eov amd mov gloo;»

«Epyopor amd v Adpafintoyxdpa, n omoia givol Tpv To aplotepd mepBdpo» gimo Ko
ypryopa 810pBwca «evvom, Hetd to de&i tepldmpto, 6nwg 10 PAETEIG EGVY.

To W pe koita&e tdpa pe peydin ekminén.

«Anhadn, Bérelg va melg g Ceig mépa amd to de&i mepBmpPlo;» elme Kot YOUAOGE TOV
VO TNG POVAG TOL.

Xoapoyéraca yoti Bopnbnka tmg kot oty AAeoafnToydpo YOUNAOVOLLE T @MV LG
Otav PAGLLE Y10l TO aploTePd TepLimP1O.

«Nat, omd exel glpo amdvinoa Yo e o Kpn tepnedvia.

«[o avtd dev potalels e Kovévo aGAdo ypappo mov EEpmy» andvince to W. «Agv gival
EMIKIVOLVQ EKEL;» pOTNCE.

«KafBorov emikivéuvay amdvinoa YaloyeA®dVToC. «EEpeLs, Kot gpeic otnv AApafntoydpo
motevovpEe TG eival TOAD emikivouva mépa and 1o aploTepd TEPOMPLON.

«Z1m yopa pov; Oy, kaBorov! Eipacte ouya Kot Eipnvikd Ypappato. ZKEYou Tmg oKo-
po kot o, @ovievTo e I pappatoydpog oxedov dev Exouv avi). OEAEIS Vo yvopioelg kot GAAa
YpGupata,

«Duowch!»

«IIpoydpnoe yopw ota 30 ypappata Kot 0o oe cuvavinow exel padi pe Tovg eidovg pov.
[pénet PAéneig vo ahAAED YpapLL, EY® deV UTOPD VAL KvnB® TPOg T ApLoTEPAY.

«Evtagel. Oa oe dm eked».

«IIpwv @Oym dpwe, Eéyaca va cuotndo. Eipat o Wy gine kot mpotewve o yépt Tov.

«Xapnka oAV, Eipot 0 2 amdvinoa kot Tov €000 Kot £Y® TO XEPL LOV.

«To Mépe og Ayo, o» gine Kot apéowg dArate ypopun.

Youvéyloo TNV Topeic. LoV TPOG TO APLETEPA Kot LeTd amd Alyo épTaca oTa TpdTo omiTio
¢ [pappotoydpag. Xto dpodpo cuvdvinoo kot GAra ypdupoato g Ipappatoydpag, tov G,
v F kot tov L mov kot ot tpetg 0tav pe eidov GTOUATNOOV Y10 VO e POTNCOVV UE EVILOPEPOV
TO10G OV Kot amd o0 epyOHovY. Me peyddn yopd toug e&nynoa mog eipot omd v Aheapn-
TOYMDPO. KOLL TOVG LIANGA Y10 TIC SLPOPES TTOL EXEL | OLKN OV TTATPido G€ GYEGN LE TN O1KT TOVC.
Tovg gino g ta ypappata wov {ovv népa and to de&i mepBmpio (tovg e&nynoa PéPara Tg yio
eAg etvor to aplotepd meptBmp1o) eivar moAD erikd Kot kaforov pa kabdrov emcivovva. Tovg
glma Tog T yowvo vo cuvavtiiom Tov W og LEPIKA YPALLLLOTO KOl GOLPOYN GOV VO dAAGEOVV Kot
eketvol ypappr kot va cuvovtnfoovpe 6ot padi.

H cvvdvtnon pe éva ypappo mov mnyaivel and aptotepd tpog o de&ld fTay ToAD Slopo-
PETIKN amd TN GVVAVTNGOT e Eva Ypdppo Tov anyaivel and de&1d mpog ta apiotepd. Otov cu-
vavtovoo Kamolov oty AAeapntoydpo EXPETE Vo TOV POVAE®D Y10 VO Le TEPIUEVEL 1] VA, TPEED
L0 YP1YOopa yio val Tov TpoAdfw. Me Tov {10 Tpomo, av KATO10G Le CLVAVTOVCE EMPETE VOL LLOV
Qova&el N va tpé&et mo ypnyopa ya va pe mpordfet. Xtn Ipoppatoydpa nTav n TpdT popd
TOL GLVAVTOVGO GAAL YPAUMATO LLE TETOLO TPOTO MGTE KOt Ol SVO TAVTOYPOVA VO SOVE O £VOC
TOV GALO KOl VO TAE TPOG TO HEPOG TOL YWPIg va To Tpoctabncovue. H cuvavinon 6o ftav
amtA@ TO AmOTEAES A TNG KIVIIONG LLOG KOt YvoTay Ympig va xpelootel va aAraéovpe puBud. Eyd
nyowva omo deE1G TPOog T aploTePd, EKEIVOG amd aploTePd TPog T SEEIQ KoL 1) GUVAVTNON oG
ntav kdtt mov Ba cuvéParve étot Kt aAMdg. 'Etot cuvdvimoa tov G, v F kot tov L, €161 fa
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ovvovtovoa Tov W Kot Toug eiloug Tov Kot EBpioka auTtdV ToV VEO TPOTO GLUVOVTNGEMV TOAD
o wpaio omd ekeivov Tov NEepa.

‘Egptaca oto onpueio mov elyope ocopemviost pe tov W kat tov Bprika vo givor ekel pe
ToAAG A ypappata. Htav o G, n F kot o L mov n&epa 1o aArd kar o C,n O, 0 Q koun D.
Apyio0 vo, Toug AE® Yo TNV AAPABNTOYDPA KO TO YPALLLLOTO TTOV TYoivouy oo 6eE10 Tpog To
apLoTEPA Kol OAOL e Kottovoay e EkaAnén kot Oavpacpo. Mapatipnoa nog 1 D pe kortovoe
AMyo avomopovn kot épotale va B€let va pov met Katl. Atékoya T duyncn Hov Kot T pdTNneo
evyevikd: «Tt oképteoal»

«Na, Bacikd. .. Xxeptopovy Tog pall 0o propodoape va Kdvovue pio Bapka pe movi Kot
va ToSdéyoopey gine Kot youAoce To PAERLLOL.

«Trvevvoeig»

«Na, g0V gioat 0 ¢ eyd gipar n D, av Baieig ta ypaupatd pog pali oynuoatiCetor pio
Bapko pe waviy.

[poondaBnoa va eépw TV ekdVA 6T0 PLAAO Lov Kat gida g giye dikio 1 D. Mall oyn-
potifope o fapko e wovi.

«OEAEIG» e PAOTNOE KOl AVTN TN QOPA LE Koltae oToL LATLO KO TO PATIO TG EAQUTOV.

«Tiva 06Aw@;»

«Na ta&déyovpe og 6A0 Tov KOGHO! Av yivoupe Bdpkoa dev Ba £xoVLLE TOVG TEPLOPIGLOVS
ov £yovpe cav ypappate. Ga propodie va wryoivovpue umpootd, Tiom, aplotepd kot de&ld
Kot dev Ba yperdletar va aAralovpe ypoppés. @i mold va dm v AApafnToxmdpa Kot AAAES
YDPES AKOLLOL TTLO LLOKPLAY.

Agv ypeldotnke va empeivel ToAd meptocdtepo. O evBovuclacpog g NTay 1060 HEYAAOG
7OV HOMG gima. To Vo EEKIVICOE APECHC Y10 TO TPDTO pag Ta&idl, TO 0T0I0 CLUPOVHGALE VO
givar oty Adeofntoydpa. Oco anyoivape Tpog v TaTpida Lov oKEPTNKE TMG O propovcay
va yivouv kat dAlo opaio oynuata e ypappato g Aleapntoydpogs kot g I'pappoatoympag.
Amopdoica 6tav Ba pTavape otnv AApapntoydpa vo Lilovca yio Ao 0VTd GTOVS GLUTOTPL-
ateg pov. ‘Empene vo pdbovv mog mépa and 1o apiotepd mepmpio vdpyel 1 Ipappoatoydpa
OOV TaL YPAULATA TNYOivVOUV 0o aplotepd Tpog ta deELd Kot £TGL 01 GUVOVTNGELS Vot dapo-
petikéc. 'HOeha akdpa va toug me g Oa pmopovoav pali pe ta ypappata g Ipappotoxdpog
VoL oynuoTicovy oxfuato Omme eyd ko1 D wo Bapra pe wovi 4 O ko 0 b évo prakdvi. Ano-
eaooa axdpa pali pe v D va yupicovpe 6A0 Tov KOG Kot va yvpicovpe micw povo otav fa
€yovpe mepdioet Kat 1o televtaio mepBmplo g terevtaiog oeiidag. Otav Ba kovpaldpactay,
Ba yupilope micm otv AApafntoydpa kot Ba pikodoa péPeg OAOKANPES Yl Ta TOSId [LOV GF
eKkeivo To meplfPLOKOD, YEPIKO YPALLLLAL.
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Alphabetland

Georgios Ampatzidis. Greece

It was an ordinary day in Alphabetland. Mr.
¢ was promoting his fresh vegetables at the
grocery store, proudly showing how the let-
tuce was still moist with morning dew. Mrs.
<& was taking her child to the kindergarten.
Little ¢ yawned and fell asleep as his mother
stopped before going across the street. Mr. .,
the traffic cop, was directing traffic, moving
his hands rapidly about and loudly blowing
his discordant whistle. He was stationed just
outside the school and I always waved when
I saw him. I could never tell for certain if he
was waving back or directing traffic.

I entered the schoolyard and found my
friends & and - where we usually sat before
class. Although it seemed the same as any
other day in Alphabetland, today was in fact
very different. I had made an important deci-
sion and felt ready to act on it.

“Are you coming with me? I’ve decid-
ed; I’'m starting today.”

“You’re crazy,” & answered, glancing at
L, who nodded in agreement.

“I’ve considered it carefully. Whatever
you decide, I’m starting today. Are you com-
ing with me?”

“You should think that over again,”
said k. “You know that it’s very dangerous
beyond the left margin. What you’re going to
do is sheer madness.”

“How do you know? No one has ever
gone beyond the left margin. How can you
know whether it’s dangerous or not?”

“We’ve never seen the eraser either,
but we know that he’s dangerous,” & said
pensively, but sure of his argument.

“That’s not the same,” I said defen-
sively. “The elder letters have seen the eraser

A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

and we know through their stories that he’s
dangerous for those of us who are written in
pencil. The left margin is different. No one
knows what’s beyond the left margin because
no one has ever gone there.”

In Alphabetland, children were distin-
guished from adults by the way they were
written. All underage letters were written in
pencil until adulthood. Then, when we were
200 pages old, the Spelling Enforcer, highest
superior of Alphabetland, registered the men
in blue ink and the women in red. The day of
registration was one of the most important in
a letter’s life. Because of their delicate pen-
cil nature, the eraser was the greatest terror
for young letters. The elder letters told many
stories of the eraser’s assaults in Alphabet-
land and the anguish he spread whenever
he appeared. According to these stories, the
eraser indiscriminately eliminated any letter
written in pencil not quick enough to guard
himself. The oldest calligraphic letters, those
which had begun to fade, could remember
at least ten of these attacks. Even though I
deeply respected the elder letters for their
wisdom, sometimes these stories about the
eraser seemed exaggerated to me. Sometimes
I wondered if they really happened, or if this
was just a way for the elders to scare young
and adolescent letters when they misbehaved
in their grammar and syntax.

Even though I sometimes had doubts
about the eraser’s existence, many letters said
that they had seen him and we had all heard
the many stories. In contrast, the left margin
was something which all the letters of Alpha-
betland feared, but without anyone knowing
the reason. From the moment of our birth and
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as we grew up, all letters moved from right to
left and we learned that when we approached
the left margin, we had to change line. No
one knew what lay beyond the left margin,
but everyone changed line in fear when ap-
proaching it. This situation had impressed me
from the time [ was a very young letter. Every
time I approached, I thought that when I grew
up, I would travel beyond that left margin,
even though they said it was dangerous.

“So are you coming with me or not?”

“I still think you’re crazy. It’s very dan-
gerous beyond the left margin,” & retorted.

L said, “We’re only 150 pages old and
you want to go where the wisest letters will
not. I won’t come with you.”

“Okay then. We’ll talk again in a few
days. I’'m sure that I’ll have many stories to
share with you,” I answered and bid farewell.

“Aren’t you staying for class?” asked L.

“No, I'm starting right away,” I an-
swered. “I have an entire line to travel, so
I must start early.”

I said goodbye and continued left. I said
goodbye to |, the neighbour who liked to sit in
the yard of the house and wait for the postman
with his mail and he lifted a letter to bid me
farewell. I passed in front of Mr. <’s grocery
store and said goodbye to Doctor », who was
running to see a patient. I crossed the river, just
fifteen letters from the left margin and stood
in front of u=’s house. U= was a marginal and
aged letter who lived alone, eight letters from
the left margin. He must have seen me as |
stood outside his house as, after a bit, he came
out and fixed his gaze on me.

“I don’t see letters here very often.
Where are you headed young letter?”

“I want to go beyond the left margin.”

“Aren’t you afraid? I’'m sure you’ve
heard that it’s very dangerous so far to the
left.”

“I’m not afraid of something which
I don’t know,” I said, surprising even myself.
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“Then I wish you good luck. I must tell
you that when I was a letter written in pencil,
I travelled beyond the left margin.”

These words astounded me. “I know
that no letter has ever gone beyond the left
margin.”

The elderly letter smiled. “I never told
anyone. I made my home close to the left
margin with a promise to myself that I would
encourage whoever decides to go to the other
side, but never to speak of my own journey.
Truly, very few have come this far. The last
time a letter came this close must have been
before you were born. As much as I tried to
encourage him, in the end he changed line
one letter before the left margin.”

“Would you like to come with me?”
I asked, even though I was still a bit wary
of this marginal old letter. Everyone in Al-
phabetland said that he wasn’t very sound of
mind, but I still felt that I could trust him, like
the trust travellers have in each other.

“I wish I could, but as you see, I’'m too
old.”

“Could you give me some pointers? It
would help me to know what to expect and
what to be careful of.”

“Not only would that not help you, it
would make it all the more difficult. Experi-
ence and warnings from others usually im-
pede a voyager’s discovery.”

“Then I promise that when I return, I’ll
visit you and tell you the story of my voy-
age,” I said, waving goodbye and taking an-
other step to the left. Another step, another
and still some more, until I was in front of
a sign which read: “End of the page, please
change line.”

I had heard about this sign. The Spell-
ing Enforcer had put it there as a final warning
before the left margin. The sign meant that
I was only one letter away from the left mar-
gin. It was of course the first time that I had
come so close. The closest point to the left
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margin that I had ever come was before the
river. I raised my foot to step where only one
letter from Alphabetland had ever gone, for
my name to shine as a golden letter in my
nation’s history. I closed my eyes and took
two steps.

I opened them and looked back. The
sign was now three letters away. This could
only mean that I was now beyond the left
margin. The text of the sign had changed and
it now wrote: “enil egnahc esaelp egap eht fo
dnE.” 1 couldn’t understand what this meant,
but decided not to think any more about the
world before the left margin and to explore
this new world unfolding in front of me after
the left margin. I continued further left cau-
tiously, still remembering Alphabetland’s
letters’ fears of the unknown beyond the left
margin. I hadn’t got far when I saw a W ap-
proaching from the distance. The unknown
form stopped when it saw me and asked:

“What are you?”

“I’'m a letter. What are you?”

“I’m a letter... you don’t look like a let-
ter,” W answered looking at me sceptically.

“You don’t look like a letter either,”
I replied. “Firstly, you’re moving from left to
right, but all letters move from right to left.”

“What do you mean? Everyone knows
that letters move from left to right. In fact
I was just ready to change line because I’'m
close to the right margin.”

“You mean the left margin.”

“No, I mean the right margin. There is
no left margin. We always start from the left
and move to the right until the right margin.
We never go beyond the right margin because
everyone says that it’s very dangerous so far
to the right.”

“When you say ‘right margin’, do you
mean that way?” I asked, showing the di-
rection from which I had come when I had
started to understand something of what was
happening.
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“Yes, I mean that way. Where are you
from?”

“I come from Alphabetland, which is
before the left margin. I mean after the right
margin from your perspective,” I said, quick-
ly correcting myself.

W looked at me in astonishment.

“Do you mean to say that you live be-
yond the right margin?” he pondered, lower-
ing the tone of his voice.

I smiled, remembering how we also
lower our voices when speaking about the
left margin in Alphabetland.

“Yes, I’'m from there,” I answered, a lit-
tle proudly.

“Ah, that’s why you don’t look like any
letter I know,” W answered. “Isn’t it danger-
ous there?” he asked.

“It’s not dangerous at all,” I answered
smiling. “It’s funny, in Alphabetland, we also
believe that it’s very dangerous beyond the
left margin.”

“In my homeland? No, not at all! We’re
kind and peaceful letters. Even the vowels in
Letterland barely have any voice. Would you
like to meet some other letters?”

“Of course!”

“Go on ahead about 30 letters and Il
meet you there together with some of my
friends. You see I have to change line. I can’t
go left.”

“Fine. I’ll meet you there.”

“Oh, but before I go, I forgot to intro-
duce myself. I'm W,” he said, offering his
hand.

“I’'m pleased to meet you. I'm 2, I an-
swered, returning the handshake.

“We’ll see each other soon «,” he said,
immediately changing line.

I continued to the left and after a bit,
came to the first houses in Letterland. On my
way, I met more Letterland letters, G, Fand L,
who all stopped when they saw me and asked
with interest who I was and from where I had
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come. With great pleasure, I told them that
I was from Alphabetland, explaining the dif-
ferences between my homeland and theirs.
I told them how letters living beyond the
right margin (making clear of course that for
us, this was the left margin) are very friendly
and not in any way dangerous. I told them
that I was on my way to meet W in a few let-
ters and they agreed to change line as well so
that we could all meet together.

Meeting a letter going from left to right
was very different from meeting a letter trav-
elling from right to left. When I met someone
in Alphabetland, I had to call for them to wait,
or run faster to catch up. In the same way, if
someone met me, he would have to shout or
run faster to catch up with me. In Letterland,
for the first time I could meet other letters in
a way that we could both see each other at
the same time, going toward each other with-
out effort. Meeting here was simply the result
of our movement and required no change of
pace. I went from right to left, he, from left
to right, so our meeting was inevitable. In
this way I met G, F and L, and would meet
W and his friends, finding this new way to
meet much nicer than the way I had previ-
ously known.

I arrived at the point where we had
agreed to meet with W, finding him there
with many other letters. There were G, F and
L whom I already knew and C, O, Q and D.
I started telling them about Alphabetland and
the letters that go from right to left and they
all looked at me with wonder and admira-
tion. I noticed that D looked at me a bit impa-
tiently, as if she wanted to tell me something.
I stopped my story and asked her gently:
“What are you thinking?”
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“Well, basically... I was thinking that
we might build a boat and travel together,”
she said timidly, lowering her eyes.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you’re <2, I’'m D, if you put our
letters together, they form a boat with a sail.”

I tried to picture it in my mind and saw
that D was right. Together we did form a boat
with a sail.

“Would you like to?” she asked, look-
ing deeply into my eyes, with a radiant gaze.

“Like to what?”

“To travel together all over the world! If
we become a boat, we won’t have the limits
which we have as letters. We’ll be able to go
forward, backward, left and right, without ever
having to change lines. I would love to see Al-
phabetland and other lands even further away.”

It wasn’t necessary for her to insist much
more. Her enthusiasm was so great that as soon
as I said yes, we set out instantly on our first
journey, which we agreed to be Alphabetland.
As we approached my homeland, I thought of
how many other pretty forms could be made
with letters from Alphabetland and Letterland.
I decided that when we got to Alphabetland,
I would tell my compatriots about all these
things. They had to learn about Letterland
beyond the left margin, where letters go from
left to right, thereby meeting differently. I also
wanted to tell them that together with letters
from Letterland, they could form shapes like
me with D, a boat with a sail, or O with &, a
balloon. I also decided to travel all over the
world, together with D and return only when
we came to the final margin of the last page.
When we got tired, we would return to Alpha-
betland and I would recount my journeys for
days on end to that marginal elderly letter.
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Singladura

Pablo Saiz Hernansanz. Espafia

Me encontraba despierto, empapado por un sudor frio que caia por mi frente y cada gota la
sentia como una punzada que me impedia olvidar el dolor fisico y las nduseas de este mundo
enfermo, mas enfermo que yo.

Respiraba de forma pausada, porque sabia que era la mejor manera para estabilizar los la-
tidos que resonaban en mi cabeza cada noche. Miraba mis manos y podia observar la impotencia
convertida en limitacion y en un desgarrador sentimiento de culpa y odio hacia mi mismo. Esas
mismas manos eran las que tapaban mi rostro durante muchas horas al dia, sirviendo de barrera
separadora entre mi mundo interior de caos incontrolable y el exterior lleno de obstaculos y
desesperacion.

—iTodos arriba, es la hora del desayuno! —grit6 una voz desde el fondo de la sala.

Escuché las cortinas correr por el tubo metalico que las sostenia, arafiandolas con un soni-
do rasgado, haciendo pasar una lamina de luz ingravida que chocaba contra mis manos atin en
mi rostro. Se notaba un calor especial, una caricia que hablaba, intentando explicarme que dias
malgastados son oportunidades perdidas. Pero los mios dejaron hace mucho tiempo de existir. ..
me converti en un alma gris, consumidora de tiempo, llena de vacios.

—jVamos Anwar, despierta o llegaremos tarde a tu rehabilitacion!

Me llamo Anwar, tengo 19 afios y mi nombre significa luz. Me lo puso mi madre nada mas
nacer, porque venia a iluminar una casa vacia. Vacia de risas, carente de carifio.

Vivia en un pequefio pueblo bafiado por el mar Mediterraneo en la costa del extremo orien-
tal del golfo de Sidra, su nombre es Ajdabiya, situada en el centro norte de Libia. Recuerdo sus
llanuras éridas por las que jugaba de pequefio, rodeado de mi familia y amigos, todos aquellos
que hoy han desaparecido y que tanto echo de menos, ;por qué no se llevaron mi vida también?
(Por qué me dejaron sélo la mitad de ella?

—Anwar, siempre te quedas el Gltimo, por favor, intenta cooperar un poquito mas como el
resto de tus compafieros —me susurr6 la enfermera Diana mas cerca del oido.

Noté el contacto de unas manos suaves y cuidadas contra las mias; dsperas y agrietadas.
Y senti como intentaba separarlas de mi rostro aun humedo de pesadillas carentes de vida, de
recuerdos tan exactos como fotografias en movimiento. Y entonces vislumbré ese rostro, impe-
netrable y serio, pero lleno de una belleza devastadora.

—Es la tltima vez que te lo digo Anwar, si no te levantas no hay desayuno. Ayer fue el
ultimo dia que te lo traigo a la cama.

De hecho no sé ni si quiera si es enfermera, creo que se llaman voluntarios, pero no llego a
comprender quién quiere acompaifiar en el sufrimiento a personas que solo esperan la muerte, con
ansia y desesperacion. Es inconcebible pensar en gastar un tiempo valioso en limpiar a otros, tanto
de sus excrementos como de sus penas mentales. También intentan hacerles ver, que la vida no esta
llena de tanta mierda como parece, y que las ganas de seguir viviendo se incrementan con pequefios
objetivos, como poder levantarse por uno mismo, o no orinarse por las noches, todo un logro vaya...
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Pero a mi no me engafian.

Y no lo hacen porque tengo miedo, y le doy gracias, porque sin ¢l no habria mafiana. Mie-
do a pensar que mi nombre sea so6lo el recuerdo del pasado, ya que aprendi que de nada sirve
ser luz si no vas a iluminar el camino de los demas. Como hizo el relampago aterrador que cegd
mi felicidad y mi futuro.

Voy notando como la mano de Diana penetra por mi espalda, llegando hasta la base de la
columna, pasando por cada una de las vértebras hasta que dejo de sentirla. Me incorpora de la
cama situando una almohada como respaldo, para sujetar el balanceo de mi torso, mientras me
acerca a la creadora de mis pesadillas, al pufial de cada gota de sudor que cae noche tras noche
sobre mis mejillas, formando caminos que no puedo recorrer.

Odio el chirriar de esa silla, sus ruedas delanteras se agitan como si el demonio estuviera
dentro de ellas, y me la pone a mi lado. Con un gesto enérgico, extiendo mi mano empujando
la silla, queriendo destruirla, pero no me doy cuenta que se ha parado en la pierna de Diana,
golpedndola bruscamente.

—Anwar, por favor. Sélo estamos aqui para ayudarte, pero no podremos conseguirlo si ta
eres el que no quieres —contesto con los ojos vidriosos que iluminaban su rostro.

—P....pe... pe, perdona —contesté con la garganta seca y el orgullo a un lado.

Entre los dos conseguimos disponerme en la silla. Ella me empujaba mientras yo me mira-
ba las palmas de las manos y acompafiaba el movimiento con la vista hasta llegar a mis piernas,
o mejor dicho, donde deberian estar.

Aun recuerdo la mafiana, de hace tres afios, en la que jugaba con mis amigos en el des-
campado a las afueras de la ciudad, a pocos metros de la carretera que enlaza Ajdabiya con
Bengasi. Nos observaba mi madre Liynaa junto a sus vecinas, que esperaban a la furgoneta de
trabajadores de la compaiiia eléctrica de la que formaba parte mi padre Sayyid. Nosotros corre-
teabamos sobre la tierra, y levantabamos un polvo blanquecino que se perdia a causa de la ligera
brisa proveniente de la llanura. En el horizonte se perdia una linea recta de asfalto irregular por
la que, siempre antes del anochecer, se vislumbraba aquel automovil blanco y viejo como el
polvo del camino.

Pero ese dia fue distinto, todos observabamos reunidos como se acercaba aquella furgone-
ta. La pelota con la que jugabamos la agarraba con fuerza entre mi mano derecha y la cintura,
y sea por lo que fuere, el destino o magia negra, la fuerza de presion cedid, dejando escapar
la pelota golpeando mi pié derecho. Esta empez6 a rodar entre las piernas de mis amigos y yo
agachado la persegui a como quien escapa de la muerte.

Al recogerla, me giré. Fuera del alcance del grupo numeroso observaba la escena. En
cuanto esa furgoneta dejaba la carretera para aparcar en el campo de tierra, observé perfecta-
mente como una rueda penetraba en el terreno, activando una trampilla que bajo y subi6 aplas-
tando un artefacto extrafio, cubierto por la tierra, semienterrado, era una mina. La que acabd con
mis padres y amigos que se encontraban a su lado y la misma que hizo que restos de metralla
se clavaran por todo mi cuerpo, especialmente en las piernas, creando un dafio irreparable, mas
en el alma que en las piernas, que tuvieron que ser cortadas para salvar el resto del cuerpo pero
amputando cualquier tipo de esperanza.

Me adentraba en la «Sala de la Muerte», era una habitaciéon muy amplia, iluminada por
unos lucernarios de una cubierta hecha de madera, las vigas se enlazaban entre si creando una
cercha que sujetaba de manera casi mistica un espacio enorme, sin un solo pilar que rompiera la
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monotonia de esta sala inmersa en luz. Esta misma habitacion, servia de comedor y de lugar de
rehabilitacion para los més necesitados. En la «Sala de la Muertey, soliamos estar aquellos que
la sociedad no queria, y que unos pocos se entregaban en cuerpo y alma por intentar salvar la
dignidad que nos quedaba. Esta gente, trabajaba por poco mas que cobijo y alimento, sus asocia-
ciones se veian mermadas cada vez mas a la hora de ayudar, ya que la situacion en estos paises
se consideraba mision de alto riesgo, pero no se rendian nunca. Se encargaban de despertarnos,
darnos la comida a lo largo del dia, ayudarnos en nuestros ejercicios fisicos y prepararnos men-
talmente para un regalo mistico casi divino, una vida llena de vida, de oportunidades y optimis-
mo. Nosotros s6lo veiamos tristeza, agonia y muerte. Por eso le pusimos ese nombre al albergue,
porque no queriamos engafiarnos a nosotros mismos, perdiendo la finalidad de nuestro destino.

Esa mafiana, el cocinero Julien habia preparado huevos cocidos, era domingo, y los do-
mingos se preparaban a los afectados de una manera especial. Ponian globos decorando la gran
sala, y les vestian con camisa y pantalon, porque aquellos que ain tenian algo de familia, espe-
raban con fe una visita de misericordia. La mayoria eran ancianos, afectados por la enfermedad
de la soledad y el desanimo de haber perdido a sus hijos o nietos. Otros como yo habian perdido
parte de su cuerpo por metralla «amiga» en disturbios en sus barrios. Y por ultimo estaban los
«Renegados» aquellos que sus familias abandonaban en la parte norte del cobertizo, cerca del
lago. Normalmente eran bebés de familias pobres y sin recursos, gente que buscaba un cambio
en sus vidas y emigraban a paises vecinos.

En ese momento vi a Diana acercarse con un bulto entre sus brazos.

—Toma Anwar, cuidamelo un segundo, ahora mismo vuelvo —comentd mientras se alejaba
hacia la cocina.

Por un momento no me di cuenta de lo que habia depositado aquella monitora sobre mi,
hasta que algo tocdé mi mano.

Me estremeci al notar que tenia a un «Renegado» entre ellas. Un bebé me miraba con los
0jos muy abiertos, su pelo azabache y descolocado me recordaba al mio, y su mirada, penetrante
como aquellos rayos de luz que caian cenitalmente, me bendecia con una sonrisa inesperada,
correspondida por unos labios que hacia mucho tiempo que no lo hacian.

—Muchas gracias Anwar. Necesitaba un poco de leche para el pequefio Omar —dijo Diana
mientras me quitaba al recién nacido de mis brazos. Una mirada de soslayo me interrogd mien-
tras se alejaba, y con cierta incertidumbre, pude observar como Diana miraba ain mis labios
sonrientes.

Posicioné cada una de mis manos sobre el metal helado de las grandes ruedas de la silla,
hasta ahora nunca habia hecho nada por intentar valerme por mi mismo, no deberia ser muy di-
ficil. Con mucho cuidado empecé a moverme para acercarme a las ventanas que enmarcaban un
pequeiio campo de cultivo donde algunos de los voluntarios trabajaban varias horas al dia. Otros
ensefiaban, bajo un pequefio tejadillo, a una docena de nifios a leer y cantar. Si miraba dentro de
la sala, era donde se encontraban los que necesitaban un cuidado especial.

Continuamente los voluntarios intentaban ayudar y animar a aquellos que mas lo necesitaban,
unas veces lo conseguian y otras no, pero nunca perdian la ilusion de volver a intentarlo. Era la
primera vez que observa con tanto detenimiento el trabajo de estas personas, no tan distintas a mi.

Esa misma noche me prometi algin tipo de cambio, no por los demas, si no por mi mismo.
Tenia que ser consciente de la dificultad, pero atin mas de mis posibilidades y sin lucha no hay
recompensa.
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Y cambié. Esa misma mafiana el brillo de mis ojos parecia alumbrar las estancias e incluso
a las personas que estaban a mi alrededor. Ayudé a Diana en todo lo que pude e iba de aqui para
alla yo solo, sin ayuda de nadie mas. Porque notaba mas fuerza que nunca, y mi corazon latia
mas fuerte.

Empecé a ayudar en la «Sala de la Muerte», a los ancianos que no sabian otro idioma que
el nuestro. Empecé a ser el intermediario de todas esas personas y también de profesores que
querian empapar a los pequefios de sus conocimientos. A las pocas semanas tenia puesta la mis-
ma camiseta que los voluntarios, sin ni si quiera yo saber muy bien qué significaba. Si era parte
de ellos, de los afectados o una persona como otra cualquiera, parte de unos y otros, mezcla
de animos y prioridades y ahora la mia la tenia clara: descubrir. Descubrir hasta qué punto era
diferente, descubrir en qué momento empecé a serlo, y por qué ahora intentaba cambiarlo. Esas
preguntas eran las que me hacian levantarme cada mafiana con una intencion clara; encontrar
un motivo por el cual, sonreir.

Viajabamos a los pueblos mas cercanos, ensefiabamos a los mas pequeiios diferentes formas
de trabajar la tierra y a los mas mayores les contaba las historias que aprendi de mi padre sobre
las estrellas, cazadores de constelaciones y dioses enamorados de un cuerpo humano. Y Diana,
siempre me venia a la mente su sonrisa, mas pura que la luna. Mas bella que la nebulosa de Orién.

Un dia, volviendo de una excursion al mar, encontré el nexo de union con esta gente, el
acorde puente que me uniera de nuevo a la ilusion de volver cada dia a la vida y por consiguiente
a la de los demas. Todos se habian reunido en torno a la puerta de entrada formando una fila.
Conocia todos sus nombres, sus historias y sus suefios. Los habia escuchado, comprendido y
abrazado. Porque a veces no hace falta nada mas.

Se fueron separando poco a poco, dejando ver un gran cartel que colgaba de la fachada
principal de madera: «Casa de la Luz». El silencio era atronador. Mis latidos acompaiiaban
al temblor de unas manos nerviosas y mi rostro se empapaba de unas lagrimas que caian con
fuerza, empujadas por el animo de toda esta gente, de mi gente. Entre todos habian creado un
pequetio bote con sus pequeiios ahorros.

Pasaron meses hasta que conseguimos recaudar el dinero suficiente para un vuelo. Un
vuelo de esperanza. El mismo vuelo que me ha traido ante ustedes. Solo queria aprovechar la
oportunidad de contaros la historia de una vida que se repite en todos los lugares. Gracias por
escucharme, y os reto a intentar conseguir la verdadera esencia de una vida con sentido, coope-
rativa y sostenible, humana y ética, bella y pura. Entregada al optimismo del amor.

Cientos de ojos me miraban, habia contado el relato de mi corta existencia a cientos de
politicos y jefes de Estado. No queria beneficios econdmicos ni ayudas a mi pueblo. Unicamente
tenia en mente un objetivo, realizar un pequeiio cambio ético en las personas, priorizando en
mejoras sociales antes que en beneficios personales. Un apoyo global que pusiera al hombre en
el punto de mira de armas como la cooperacion y el desarrollo equitativo. No queria emocionar,
queria cambiar y concienciar a todas esas personas que olvidan con el tiempo, que existe gente
con menos motivos para luchar pero lo hacen, con menos motivos para sonreir pero lo consi-
guen, con menos motivos para vivir la vida, pero la viven plenamente en los demés. Hay que
recordar al hombre de donde viene, y creer que peleamos todos por lo mismo. Porque existen un
tipo de personas que trabajan en silencio y hacen mucho ruido, que cambian destinos y llenan
vidas. Gente como tu y como yo, exactamente iguales.

Mi nombre es Anwar y significa luz.
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Journey of Life

Pablo Sdiz Hernansanz. Spain

I was awake, drenched by a cold sweat drip-
ping from my forehead, and 1 was feeling
each drop as a twinge that stopped me forget-
ting the physical pain and the nauseas of this
sick world, sicker than me.

I was breathing deeply, because I knew
it was the best way to slow down the heart-
beats that pounded in my head every night.
I looked at my hands and could see the im-
potence which had become a limitation and
a heartrending feeling of guilt and hatred
towards myself. These same hands had now
covered my face for many hours during the
day, acting as a dividing wall between my
inner world of uncontrollable chaos and the
outer world full of obstacles and desperation.

“Everybody up, breakfast!” shouted a
voice from the back of the room.

I heard the curtains sliding along
the metal tube they hung from, scratching
them with a ripping sound, letting through
a weightless sliver of light which clashed
against my hands still on my face. I noticed
a special warmth, a spoken caress trying to
tell me that wasted days are missed oppor-
tunities... But mine had ceased to exist long
ago... I had become a grey soul, a consumer
of time, full of emptiness.

“Come on, Anwar, wake up or we’ll be
late for your rehabilitation!”

I’m Anwar, I’'m 19 and my name means
light. I was given it by my mother as soon as
I was born because I came to lighten an emp-
ty house; empty of laughs, lacking affection.

I lived in a small village bathed by the
Mediterranean Sea on the far eastern coast
of the Gulf of Sidra, called Ajdabiya, in the
northern centre of Libya. I remember its dry
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plains where I used to play when I was a
child, surrounded by my family and friends,
all gone and greatly missed now. Why didn’t
they take my life too? Why did they only
leave me half of it?

“Anwar, you’re always the last. Please,
try to cooperate a little more like the others,”
nurse Diana whispered closer to my ear.

I noticed the contact of soft, well cared
for hands against mine, which were rough
and cracked. I felt how she was trying to
remove them from my face still wet from
lifeless nightmares, memories as vivid as
moving pictures. And then I glimpsed that
face, impenetrable and serious, but full of
devastating beauty.

“It’s the last time I’1l tell you, Anwar,
if you don’t get up there’ll be no breakfast.
Yesterday was the last time I brought it to you
in bed.”

In fact, I don’t even know if she is a
nurse; [ think they call themselves volun-
teers, but I don’t understand who would want
to be with suffering people who are only anx-
iously and desperately awaiting death. It is
inconceivable to think of spending valuable
time cleaning up after others, both their ex-
crements and their mental pain. They also try
to make them see that life is not as full of shit
as it seems, and the will to live is increased
by achieving small objectives, such as get-
ting up by yourself or not wetting the bed at
night, a real success...

But they can’t fool me.

And they can’t because I feel fear and
appreciate it, because without it there would
be no tomorrow. The fear of thinking that my
name is just the memory of the past as I learnt
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that it is not worth being a light if you don’t
lighten the path of others. As did the terrify-
ing lightning that blinded my happiness and
my future.

I gradually feel Diana’s hand mov-
ing down my back, reaching the base of my
spine, moving over each of the vertebrae until
I don’t feel it anymore. She sits me up in bed
and places a pillow behind me, to support my
torso, while she moves closer to the maker of
my nightmares, to the dagger of each drop
of sweat that every night falls upon my cheeks,
forming paths that I can’t walk along.

I hate the squeaking of that chair, its
front wheels shaking as if the devil was in-
side them, and she places it by my side. With
an energetic gesture, I hold my hand out
pushing the chair, wanting to destroy it, but
I realise that it has stopped at Diana’s leg, hit-
ting it sharply.

“Anwar, please, we’re here to help you
but can only do so if you really want it,” she
said with the glassy eyes that lit her face.

“So... so... sorry,” I answered with my
dry throat and my swallowed pride.

Between us we managed to get me on
the chair. She was pushing me while I was
looking at the palms of my hands and fol-
lowed the movement with my eyes until
reaching my legs, or rather, where my legs
had been.

I still remember the morning, three
years ago, when [ was playing with my friends
in the open space on the outskirts of the city,
a few metres from the road from Ajdabiya to
Bengasi. My mother Liynaa was looking at
us with the neighbours, who were waiting for
the employees’ van from the electricity com-
pany where my father Sayyid worked. We
were running around on the ground, raising
a whitish dust carried off by the light breeze
from the plain. On the horizon, a straight line
of uneven asphalt vanished into the distance
on which, always before sunset, we could
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make out that white van, old as the dust on
the road.

But that day was different. We were all
watching the van getting closer. I was hold-
ing the ball we were playing with tightly
between my right hand and my waist and,
whether because of destiny or black magic,
my grip loosened, releasing the ball which
hit my right foot. It began to roll between my
friends’ legs as if it was escaping death and,
bent over, I ran after it.

When I caught it, I turned round. Away
from the crowd I watched the scene. As soon
as the van left the road to park in the field,
I clearly saw how one wheel sank into the
ground, activating a trap which went down
and up crushing a strange device, covered by
the ground, half-buried: it was a mine. The
mine that killed my parents and friends who
were standing next to it and sent pieces of
shrapnel flying into my body, especially my
legs, causing irreparable damage, more to
my soul than my legs, which had to be cut off
to save the rest of my body while severing
any kind of hope.

I was entering the “Room of Death”; a
very spacious area, lit by skylights in a wood-
en roof, the beams interlinked with each other
creating a frame that almost mystically sup-
ported an enormous space, without a single
pillar that broke the monotony of that room
immersed in light. It was also used as a din-
ing room and rehabilitation area for the most
needy. The “Room of Death” usually took
in those that society rejected, run by people
devoted body and soul to trying to save the
little dignity left to us. They worked for little
more than food and shelter, and their asso-
ciations were increasingly threatened, as the
situation in these countries was considered
a high-risk mission but they never gave up.
They woke us up, gave us food throughout
the day, helped us with our physical exercises
and prepared us mentally for a mystical, al-
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most divine, gift: a life full of life, opportuni-
ties and optimism. But we only saw sadness,
agony and death. This is why we gave the
shelter that name, because we didn’t want to
fool ourselves, denying our destiny.

That morning, the cook Julien had made
hard-boiled eggs. It was Sunday and on Sun-
days the residents were given a special treat-
ment. They decorated the large room with bal-
loons and dressed them in shirt and trousers
because those who still had some relatives
hopefully awaited a visit. Most were old peo-
ple, afflicted by the sickness of solitude and
the dejection of having lost their children or
grandchildren. Some others like me had lost
part of their body because of the “friendly”
shrapnel in the upheavals in their neighbour-
hoods. And, finally, there were the “aban-
doned”, those whose families had left them.
They were usually babies of poor families
without resources, people who were looking
for a change in their lives and who had emi-
grated to neighbouring countries.

It was then when I saw Diana moving
towards me with a bulk between her arms.

“Take him, Anwar, look after him for
a second. I’ll be right back,” she said while
heading towards the kitchen.

For a while I didn’t realise what she had
given me, until something touched my hand.
I shivered when I realised I had an abandoned
baby in my arms, who was looking at me
with his eyes wide open. His black dishev-
elled hair reminded me of mine, and his ex-
pression, sharp as those rays of light that fell
from above, blessed me with an unexpected
smile, which I returned, something I hadn’t
done for a long time.

“Thanks a lot, Anwar. I needed some
milk for little Omar,” said Diana while tak-
ing the newborn from my arms. A sidelong
glance interrogated me when she moved
away and I could just about see how Diana
was still looking at my smiling lips.
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I placed my hands on the frozen metal
of the big wheels of the chair. Until then I
hadn’t done anything to try to manage on my
own; it shouldn’t be that difficult. Very care-
fully, I began to move closer to the windows
that framed a small field of crops where some
volunteers worked several hours a day. Oth-
ers were teaching a dozen children to read
and sing under a small roof, which I could
see was for those who needed special care.

The volunteers were endlessly trying to
help and encourage those who most needed
it; sometimes they were successful but on
other occasions they failed. However, they
never stopped trying. It was the first time that
I had so carefully observed the work of those
people, not so different from me.

That same night I promised myself that
I would change, not for the others but for my-
self. I had to be aware of the difficulties but
even more of my potential, and with no strug-
gle there is no reward.

And I did change. That same morning
the brightness of my eyes seemed to light
up the rooms and even the people around me.
I helped Diana with anything I could and I
moved around on my own, without anyone’s
help because I felt stronger than ever and that
my heart beat with more intensity.

In the “Room of Death”, I began to help
the elderly who did not know any other lan-
guage than ours. I began to be the intermediary
for all those people and also for teachers who
wanted to impart their knowledge to the young-
est. In a few weeks, [ was wearing the same
T-shirt as the volunteers without really under-
standing what it meant, whether I was one of
them or one of the patients, or a bit of both, a
mixture of spirits and priorities. And now I was
clear: I wanted to discover. To discover how far
I'was different, to discover when I began to be so,
and why I was trying to change this now. Those
questions made me wake up every morning with
a clear intention: to find a reason to smile.
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We travelled to nearby villages, we
showed children different ways of working
the land and I told the adults the stories I had
learnt from my father about the stars, hunters
of constellations and gods in love with hu-
mans. And Diana’s smile always came to my
mind, purer than the moon, more beautiful
than the Orion Nebula.

One day, on the way back from an out-
ing to the sea, I discovered the link with those
people, the bridge that would unite me again
with the hope of returning every day to life
and, consequently, to that of the others. Eve-
ryone had gathered around the entrance gate
forming a line. I knew their names, their sto-
ries and their dreams. I had listened to them,
understood and embraced them. Because,
sometimes, that’s all you need.

They were moving aside little by lit-
tle, letting me see a large sign hanging from
the main wooden fagade, “House of Light”.
The silence was deafening. My heartbeats ac-
companied the shaking of two nervous hands
and my face was getting drenched by falling
tears, provoked by the spirits of all those peo-
ple, of my people. They had built a small boat
together with their savings.

Months went by until we managed to
collect enough money to buy a plane ticket.
A flight of hope. The same flight that has
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brought me before you. I only wanted to take
the opportunity to tell you the story of a life
that is repeated everywhere. Thank you for
listening to me, and I challenge you to try to
achieve the true essence of a meaningful life,
cooperative and sustainable, human and ethi-
cal, beautiful and pure. Devoted to the opti-
mism of love.

Hundreds of eyes were staring at me.
I had told the story of my short existence to
hundreds of politicians and heads of state.
I did not want economic benefits or aid for my
people. I only had one objective in mind: to
bring about a small ethical change in people,
focusing on social improvements rather than
personal benefits. Global support that would
place man as the target of weapons such as
cooperation and fair development. I wanted
to move, I wanted to change and raise the
awareness all those people who forget that
there are people with fewer reasons to fight
but still do so, people with fewer reasons to
live life but who live it to the full. We should
remind man where he comes from and
believe that we are all struggling for the same
thing. Because there are people who work in
silence and make a lot of noise, who change
destinies and fill lives. People like you and
like me, exactly the same.

My name is Anwar and it means light.
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Na noite que nevou em Lisboa

Corina Lozovan. Portugal

O frio esbarrava contra a porta do prédio enquanto ela subia as escadas para o seu apartamento.
Ja estava quase a anoitecer e tinha de apressar-se para fazer a corrida diaria no parque. Rapi-
damente mudou de roupa e saiu. Era noite e as luzes dos candeeiros estendiam-se sem fim. A
selva urbana parecia cintilar com as suas luzes artificiais. Enquanto caminhava para o parque,
ela olhava para as montras ¢ em vez de ver as roupas e os sapatos que convidavam a entrar na
loja, ela via-se a si propria, com os seus olhos soturnos e cansados.

O Inverno chegou tarde mas fiio, instalando-se confortavelmente, congelando tudo a sua volta. Lis-
boa estava imbuida num frio melancélico e o reflexo das pessoas perdia-se com o mistério das suas vidas.

Ao virar a esquina, ela reparou num sem-abrigo encostado a porta de um prédio que pa-
recia ser uma empresa. O homem estava bem aconchegado com uma manta e uma almofada
atras das costas. O que ela estranhou mais foi a sua face serena enquanto as maos seguravam um
livro. Os seus olhos pareciam devorar as palavras como se fossem um prato de comida quente.
Por momentos parou e ainda pensou em falar com ele, mas continuou para o parque.

Ja passavam meses desde que tinha acabado a licenciatura e ainda ndo tinha nenhuma
perspectiva de trabalho. O seu trabalho temporario era demasiado magador e cada dia que pas-
sava, parecia que o tempo se arrastava ainda mais, atrasando as horas. Mas ndo podia pensar na
sua vida outra vez. Enquanto corria, o seu pensamento era invadido por inlimeras preocupagoes.

Esta noite custava-lhe correr. Afinal, nada parecia estar bem. Tudo estava incerto. Noutro
dia tinha falado com varios amigos que lhe sugeriram que fosse para o estrangeiro mas sem um
plano estavel, ndo podia aventurar-se. Talvez se procurasse mais, iria encontrar algo melhor. En-
tretanto, esquecera-se de fazer o aquecimento antes da corrida e agora tinha de fazé-lo durante
mais tempo. De manha acordou e afinal o aquecimento nao lhe poupou as dores nas pernas e nos
bragos. Rapidamente preparou-se para mais um dia. Como tudo ¢ monotonia, pensara. Fechou a
porta e ao descer as escadas do prédio, disse baixinho: mas eu sou monotonia também.

No trabalho, as colegas viviam a monotonia ha anos. As vezes tinha medo de ficar para
sempre nesse tédio e muitas vezes questionava-se para qué tinha estudado tanto tempo. Nessa
monotonia passava as horas a trabalhar e quando acabava, tinha algum tempo para ler as noti-
cias. Por vezes lia doze jornais mundiais diferentes mas s6 um ou dois tinham artigos realmente
bem escritos com analises profundas. O resto eram noticias sobre a condigdo mordaz da huma-
nidade, noticias que ja ndo as conseguia ler.

Nessa quarta-feira acabou por ir para casa mais cedo € como comecara a chover, adiou a
corrida para o dia seguinte.

De manha quando chegou ao trabalho tinha um bilhete na mesa. Alguém a convidava para sair.
Era o Ian, um aleméo que trabalhava noutro departamento. Pensou — que bela abordagem — e
atirou o bilhete para o lixo. Mais tarde, no intervalo, ele aproximou-se e convidou-a outra vez.
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— Queres tomar um café mais tarde? Perguntou discretamente.

— Nao tenho muito tempo ¢ a seguir ao trabalho ja tenho planos, recusando educadamente.

Na verdade, ndo tinha planos mas a tltima coisa que queria era sair com alguém.

— Mas ndo podes adiar? Tentou outra vez.

— Desculpa, ndo posso mesmo adiar. Mas obrigada, e virou as costas, voltando para o
trabalho.

Depois do almoco, as suas colegas estavam outra vez na sessao de coscuvilhices e ja sabiam da
tampa que tinha dado ao alemao. Uma delas aproximou-se para pergunta-la:

— Sabes que o lan disse que nao querias sair com ele porque era da Alemanha?

A sua Unica reacgao foi rir.

— E porque ele diria uma coisa destas? Perguntou ainda a rir.

— Nao sei, mas ele disse que nunca se sentiu tdo discriminado.

— Entdo eu ndo quis sair e ele acusou-me de xenofobia, disse com um tom de gozo, que
deixou a sua colega um pouco incomodada.

Todos os dias de manha ela entrava na empresa ¢ sentia que estava num talho. Todas as pes-
soas olhavam e inspeccionavam tudo o que passasse como se fossem um pedago de carne.
Ninguém escapava aos comentarios: ou era demasiado gordo ou demasiado magro, ou davam
na coca ou era uma puta, ou era um bébado ou enganava a mulher com a secretaria do terceiro
andar. Assim, ja ndo era surpresa que as suas colegas soubessem da tampa que tinha dado ao
alemado.

Nesse dia, a corrida foi como uma catarse. Depois de atender tantas chamadas a ouvir clientes
a queixarem-se, ¢ alguns até a ameacavam pateticamente, despertando apenas pena, quase que
saiu mais cedo pois ja ndo suportava aquele ambiente. As pessoas nao estavam bem.

Por isso, somente corria...e enquanto corria até pensava em deixar de fumar, ja que se era
tao rapida sendo fumadora, se deixasse, seria ainda mais veloz e ndo se cansaria tanto. Mas, 0s
cigarros sabiam t3o bem nos intervalos, e mais do que isso, eram a sua companhia, quando as
palavras ja ndo chegavam. Nessa noite também acabou por aproximar-se do sem-abrigo e falar
com ele.

— Boa noite — disse com um tom cordial mas talvez demasiado penoso.

Ele olhou e ndo disse nada.

— Desculpe incomoda-lo, insistiu outra vez, mas nao pude deixar de reparar no que estava
aler.

Por acaso, ela conhecia o livro, era o Notas do Subterraneo, de Dostoiévski. Afinal, que grande
ironia, alguém nessa situagao e estar a ler um livro do russo, pensou sorrindo.

—Ja leu? Perguntou mais interessado.

— Sim, ja li ha algum tempo e, mas ele interrompeu-a, dizendo:
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—E cruel mas ¢ verdade. Dostoié¢vski sabia do que estava a falar. Todos deviam ler os seus
livros. Alias, seria como verem-se ao espelho mas depois ndo iriam gostar, e acabariam por
buscar livros de auto-ajuda.

O homem tem a sua piada, pensou ela e acrescentou:

— Talvez muitos ja leram, mas acabaram por esquecer-se porque as vezes ¢ melhor viver
sem saber.

— Talvez...repetiu vagamente. Da-me pena ver as pessoas com pressa € a preocuparems-
-se tanto, vé-las desesperadamente buzinar nos carros, fingindo que estdo atrasadas, como se
o mundo ira desabar se ndo arrancarem rapidamente. Quando os sinais verdes se acendem, os
carros ja estdo a andar, desrespeitando muitas vezes os sinais. J4 nem falo dos taxistas...quase
parecem a guarda pretoriana. SO lhes falta a vestimenta! Tanta pressa para qué?

— Sim, acenou. No metro vejo o mesmo, multiddes que saem e ndo se desviam, pare-
cem baratas tontas, cada uma com a sua preocupacgao temporaria e depois acaba esmagada
nalgum lado.

O homem comegou a falar mais baixo até que ja estava a divagar. Ela tinha de ir para casa e
deu-se conta que comecara a pensar na sua vida outra vez. No fundo, ndo queria envelhecer e
sentir-se daquela forma. Ainda tentou perguntar ao homem o porqué ndo procurava algo melhor.

— Ha quanto tempo vive na rua? Perguntou bruscamente.

— Janem eu sei, disse com um tom seco. A ultima vez que dormi na minha casa foi quando
tinha...e parou de repente.

— Continue, disse ela.

— Nao, esta historia ndo € para ser ouvida. Eu também ndo quero lembrar-me. Diga-me o
porqué corres a esta hora, costumo ver-te de vez em quando. Pareces sempre furiosa.

Ela ficou surpreendida pela observagdo que o homem lhe tinha feito. Ndo estava propria-
mente furiosa mas algures perto, num estado de impaciéncia e frustragéo.

— Muitas coisas, trabalho e preocupagdes — evitando subtilmente dar pormenores. Estou
também muito cansada, cansada de ver tudo parado, estagnado e como o tempo passa e eu com ele.

— Ah, ¢ assim. Nao ha muito controlo sobre a vida. Mas és jovem e has de ter muitas opor-
tunidades. E s6 saber escolher bem. Mais do que isso nio te posso dizer.

— Entdo, para além disso, s6 me resta esperar e ndo fazer nada? Perguntou indignada.

— Mas o qué esperas fazer? Eu vou continuar aqui a ler o meu livro e tu iras para a tua vida.

E foi o que ela fez. Despediu-se do homem e continuou para casa. No dia a seguir foi trabalhar
mas saiu mais cedo pois doia-lhe a cabega. A incerteza caminhava junto dela como se fosse uma
sombra e cada vez mais sentia-se assombrada.

No fim-de-semana foi correr mas ndo viu o sem-abrigo. Segunda-feira saiu mais cedo de
propdsito para ver se o sem-abrigo tinha voltado 14 mas néo teve sorte. Nas proximas duas se-
manas correu todas as noites € mesmo assim ndo o viu. Acabou por deixar de olhar pois o0 mais
provavel era que ele tivesse encontrado outro lugar para dormir.
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Nessas semanas, Lisboa tornou-se uma miragem para quem a observasse de longe. Parecia va-
zia, longe da calgada cheia de gente, com os pés que a pisam incessantemente no Verdo. As ruas
estendiam-se infinitamente, distorcendo-se por entre prédios, sussurrando na soliddo nocturna.
As pessoas caminhavam em siléncio e o siléncio silenciava-se também. Afinal, ndo era a Unica
que se sentia distante. Tudo a sua volta parecia mudo e seco.

Numa noite saiu & rua para correr mas rapidamente arrependeu-se. O frio cortava a roupa e
infiltrava-se na pele. Entretanto comecou a correr devagar até chegar ao parque. A avenida esta-
va deserta, s6 passavam os taxis e os autocarros. Ao virar a esquina lembrou-se e olhou para ver
se o sem-abrigo estava 14 mas o lugar continuava vazio.

Na volta para casa decidiu correr devagar pois estava demasiado frio para caminhar. De
repente comegou a ouvir uma musica que parecia escocesa. Pelo pouco que conhecia, 0 som
vinha daquele instrumento escocés, a gaita. Cada vez mais conseguia ouvir com clareza o som
alto que contagiava o ar, orquestrando uma sinfonia que incomodava o frio. Quando ela olhou
para ver quem tocava, ficou surpreendida em ver o sem-abrigo. O mesmo homem velho que ha
semanas tinha desaparecido, voltou de novo e desta vez, trouxe uma gaita para tocar. A noite
parecia-lhe surreal e as luzes dos candeeiros conspiravam no odor nocturno.

Durante algum tempo, ela ficou ao pé do homem enquanto ele tocava. Quando finalmente
poisou a gaita, ela perguntou-lhe sobre a sua auséncia, e este apenas disse que estava a conhecer
outros lugares da cidade. Por momentos, pensou que deveria deixa-lo sozinho, ja que o velho
continuava no siléncio mas estava demasiado curiosa para saber mais sobre a sua vida.

— Onde aprendeu a tocar assim? Perguntou-lhe com uma voz ja rouca do frio.

— Ha muito tempo, tive um amigo da Escocia que me ofereceu como prenda e me ensinou
a tocar, respondeu o homem.

— E sempre traz o instrumento consigo?

— Claro que ndo. Ainda podem rouba-lo, proclamou. Alids, ja tentaram rouba-lo mas eu
ndo deixei. Preferi baterem-me do que alguém tirar-me o pouco do que tenho de importante
comigo.

— Compreendo, disse ela.

— S6 porque eu estou na rua, miseravel, ja ndo sou homem, apenas uma parasita como
muitos me véem. Mas a maioria nem sabe da minha vida, quem fui ou o que sou.

— Mas ninguém quer pensar nisso. Eu quando o vi aqui, apenas me despertou curiosidade
porque estava a ler um livro. Se ndo estivesse a ler, o mais provavel ¢ que nunca iria aproximar-me
e falar consigo.

O homem ficou calado durante algum tempo e depois perguntou-lhe:

— O que queres da vida?

— Como assim?

— Eu perguntei-te o queres fazer, estudar, trabalhar, vaguear...?

— Ah sim, eu ja estudei mas claro, ainda tenho de continuar os estudos. Agora trabalho.

— E acreditas em qué?

— Acredito que mais cedo ou mais tarde vou fazer algo melhor do que agora.

—Naio é isso que quero saber, declarou num tom irritado. Quando pergunto o queres fazer,
¢ relativamente ao que és. Acreditas em algo? Onde esta a tua fé? E ndo me refiro acreditar em
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Deus. Sabes, o que a sociedade hoje precisa ndo ¢ de mais médicos, professores ou engenheiros.
O que a sociedade precisa ¢ de alguém que consiga acreditar, ensinar e fazer as coisas bem.
J& vivo na rua ha muito tempo e reparo nas pessoas que passam ¢ muitas vezes vejo que da-se
importancia a coisas que ndo tém valor. Advogados e advogadas que se pavoneiam mas depois
ndo percebem nada, professores que saem das aulas sem saberem os nomes dos alunos, atirando
ao lixo os seus trabalhos sem sequer lerem o que escreveram. Para mim isso ¢ uma decadéncia.
Ainda falamos da crise economica mas todos parecem tdo bem com as suas vidas. Agora vejo
que muitos ja ndo frequentam aqueles restaurantes caros. As vezes ficava por perto ¢ dava-me
bom dinheiro. Agora, ja ndo recebo dinheiro mas ndo me importo. Mas continuo a ver as pessoas
a gastarem dinheiro em porcarias.

Depois deste discurso, ela ndo sabia o que responder mas sabia que ele tinha razdo. Mas a razdo
ou a verdade pouco importam ou talvez importam mais agora do que nunca.

— Sinto-me presa num caos, confessou. Muitos de nds queremos fazer as coisas bem e
acreditamos que pudemos, mas ndo temos muita oportunidade.

— A maioria ndo é importante, disse ele. O mais importante é encontrar o que te faz acre-
ditar a ti, ¢ isso nao depende de muitos. S6 depende de ti.

Pensou por momentos e quando ia responder-lhe, o homem comegou a tocar e assim despediu-
-se dele. Talvez iria vé-lo outra vez amanha, no seu canto, aconchegado a tocar a sua gaita ou a
ler um livro. Mas ja nio iria sentir a mesma monotonia pois so6 por ter falado com esse homem
estranho, viu a monotonia substituida pela beleza desencantada da imprevisibilidade.

Perto de casa, sentiu umas gotas na face e pensou que fosse chuva, mas quando olhou
para o céu, viu milhares de gotas a cairem. Estava a nevar. Devagar, caminhou enquanto a neve
cobria as ruas, afundando o olhar na escuriddo do anoitecer.
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The Night It Snowed in Lisbon

Corina Lozovan. Portugal

Cold clashed against the door of the building
as she climbed the stairs to her apartment. It
was almost night and she had to hurry to do
her daily jog in the park. She quickly changed
and left. Night had fallen already and the
lights from the street lamps spread endlessly.
The urban jungle sparkled in the artificial
lighting. As she walked towards the park, she
looked at shop windows but, instead of see-
ing the clothes and shoes that invited passers-
by to enter the premises, her tired grim eyes
saw only herself.

Winter had come late but it was quite
cold, settling in and freezing everything in
sight. Lisbon was embedded in a melancholy
cold and the reflex of people was lost in the
mysteries of their lives.

Around a corner, she noticed a homeless
man leaning on the door of a building that ap-
peared to belong to some firm. The man was
rather snug, wrapped in a blanket and with his
back resting on a pillow. But his serene face,
as he held a book in his hands, struck her as
odd. His eyes appeared to gobble the words,
as though they were a plate of hot food. For a
moment she considered stopping and talking
to him, but she proceeded to the park.

A few months had gone by since she
had graduated from college and still no
chance of a steady professional occupation.
Her current temporary work was too boring
and with each new day time seemed to drag
more and more, retarding the clocks. But she
could not think of her life, not again. While
she was running, her thoughts were invaded
by countless worries.

Today, running was hard. Nothing ap-
peared to be right. Everything was uncer-

tain. A few days earlier she had spoken with
friends who had suggested that she should go
abroad, but she did not dare to, not without a
safe plan. Perhaps she would find something
better if only she tried a little harder. She had
neglected to warm up before starting to run,
so now she had to go slowly for a while.

The next morning, as she woke up, her
arms and legs ached from the lack of warm-
ing up. She quickly got ready for a new day.
How monotonous everything is, she thought.
She closed the door and, as she climbed down
the stairs of her building, she said softly to
herself: “And I am monotonous too.”

At work, her colleagues had lived their
monotony for years. Sometimes she was
afraid of being held for ever in that tedium
and she often asked herself why she had stud-
ied for so long. The hours went by monoto-
nously and when her work was done she still
had some time to read the news. Sometimes
she read a dozen different international news-
papers, but only a couple of them carried
really well-written articles, with profound
analyses. Everything else was news about the
bitter conditions of humankind, something
she could not get herself to read anymore.
On that particular Wednesday she ended up
going home early and since it was raining she
postponed her jogging to the next day.

In the morning, when she arrived at
work, she found a note on her desk. Someone
was asking her out. It was lan, a German fel-
low who worked in another department.

“What a silly line,” she thought, as she
threw the note into the paper basket. Later,
during coffee break, he came by and asked
her again.

Tk
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“Do you want to have a coffee later?”
he asked discreetly.

“I don’t have much time and I already
have plans for after work,” she refused po-
litely.

In reality, she had no such plans, but
going out with someone was the last thing
she really wanted.

“Well, can’t you postpone them?” he
insisted.

“Sorry, I really can’t. But thanks any-
way,” and she turned her back and got back
to work.

After lunch, her colleagues were gos-
siping and they had already heard that she
had turned down the German fellow. One
of them approached her and asked: “Do you
know Ian said you didn’t want to go out with
him because he was German?”

She could only laugh.

“Why would he say something like
that?” she asked, still laughing.

“I don’t know, but he said he never felt
so discriminated.”

“So, I turned him down and he accuses
me of xenophobia,” she said sneering, which
left her colleague slightly disturbed.

Every morning, as she entered the firm,
she felt as though she was entering a butch-
er’s. Everybody ogled and inspected every-
thing that went by as though it was a piece
of meat. Nobody escaped gossip: either too
fat or too thin, a drug addict or a whore, or a
drunkard or was cheating on his wife with the
secretary from the third floor. Hence, it came
as no surprise that her mates were aware of
her having dumped the German.

On that day, her jog was a kind of ca-
tharsis. After getting so many phone calls and
hearing customers complaining, some of them
even threatening her pathetically, eliciting
nothing but pity, she had almost been tempted
to leave early, because she could no longer
bear her surroundings. People were sick.
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So she simply ran and as she ran she
even considered giving up smoking, think-
ing that if she was this fast being a smoker,
she would be much faster and would not get
so tired if she stopped. Nevertheless, she en-
joyed cigarettes so much during her breaks
and, even more, they kept her company when
words were no longer enough. It was also
that evening that she finally approached the
homeless man and talked to him.

“Good evening,” she said in a cordial
but perhaps overly forceful tone.

He raised his eyes and said nothing.

“Sorry to bother you,” she insisted,
“but I couldn’t help noticing what you were
reading.”

She happened to know the book, Dos-
toyevsky’s Notes from Underground. How
ironic that someone in such a situation should
be reading a book by the Russian author, she
thought with a smile.

“Have you read it?” he asked, showing
some interest now.

“Yes, I read it a while ago and...”

But he interrupted her, saying: “It’s
cruel, but it’s true. Dostoyevsky knew what
he was talking about. Everyone should read
his books. It would be like seeing themselves
in the mirror, only they wouldn’t like what
they saw and would end up looking for self-
help books.”

The guy is funny, she thought, and add-
ed: “Many have perhaps read it but ended up
forgetting all about it; sometimes it is best to
leave without knowing.”

“Perhaps...” he said slowly. “I pity peo-
ple who hurry and worry so much, honking in
their cars and pretending to be late as though
the world will collapse if they don’t get a
move on. When the lights turn green, cars are
already moving, with no respect for the sig-
nals. And I am not even thinking of taxi driv-
ers who look like the Praetorian Guard; they
only lack the uniforms! Why such a hurry?”
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“Yes,” he added. “And in the under-
ground I see the same thing, crowds that
come out and do not step aside, they look like
mindless cockroaches, each with a temporary
worry only to finish up crushed somewhere.”

The man continued to speak but more
softly and he was digressing now. She had to go
home and she realized she was thinking about
her life once more. Deep down, she did not wish
to get old feeling that way. She tried to ask the
man why he didn’t look for something better.

“How long have you lived in the street?”
she asked suddenly.

“Can’t remember,” he said dryly. “The
last time I slept at home I was...” And he
stopped sharply.

“Go on,” she said.

“No, this is not a story to be heard. And
I don’t want to remember either. Tell me why
you go running at this hour, I see you from
time to time. You always look angry.”

She was surprised by the man’s com-
ment. She did not actually feel angry, but
something close to that, something to do with
impatience and frustration.

“Many things like work and worries.”
She subtly avoided going into further detail.
“I am also very tired; tired of seeing every-
thing standing still, stagnated. Time goes by
and I merely go on.”

“Is that so? We don’t have much control
over life. But you’re young and you will have
plenty of opportunities. All it takes is choos-
ing well. I can’t tell you more than that.”

“Do you mean that all I have to do is to
wait and do nothing?” she asked indignantly.

“What do you want to do? I will stay
here reading my book and you will carry on
with your life.”

That was exactly what she did. She said
goodbye to the man and went home. The next
day she left earlier for work because she had a
headache. Uncertainty accompanied her like
a shadow and she felt haunted.
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At the weekend she went jogging, but
she didn’t see the homeless man, and on
Monday she left early on purpose to find out
whether he had returned, but no such luck.
She ran everyday for the next two weeks,
but she never saw him. Eventually she stopped
looking; assuming that he probably had found
some other place to sleep.

During those weeks, Lisbon had be-
come a mirage for whoever saw it from
afar. It looked empty, distant from crowded
pavements incessantly trodden during sum-
mer. The streets extended towards infinity,
winding between the buildings and whisper-
ing in the nocturnal loneliness. People walked
in silence and even silence stifled itself. She
thought that she was not the only one to feel
distant. Everything around her seemed voice-
less and dry.

She went out to run one evening, but
she quickly regretted it. The cold cut through
her clothes and infiltrated her skin. She ran
slowly until she reached the park. The avenue
was deserted, only taxis and buses went by.
As she went around a corner she remembered
the homeless man and she turned to see if he
were there, but the spot was empty.

Returning home she decided to run
slowly, as it was too cold to walk. Suddenly
she heard music that sounded Scottish. Little
as she knew of it, the sound seemed to come
from a bagpipe, a typically Scottish instru-
ment. She could hear the loud sound filling
the air more and more clearly, like a kind
of symphony that interfered with the cold.
When she finally spotted the player, she was
surprised to see the homeless man, the same
old man that had been missing for weeks,
there once again and having brought a bag-
pipe to play. The evening appeared surreal
and the lights from the street lamps conspired
amidst the nocturnal smells.

She stood by the man for some time
while he played. When he finally put the bag-
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pipe down, she asked about his absence, but
he merely replied that he had been acquainting
himself with other parts of the city. For a mo-
ment she thought she should leave him alone,
since the old man remained silent, but she was
too curious to learn more about his life.

“Where did you learn to play like that?”
she asked, her voice hoarse from the cold.

“Long ago, a Scottish friend offered
this to me as a gift and taught me to play,”
he replied.

“And do you always carry it with you?”

“Of course not! Someone could steal
it!” he declared. “Actually, someone did try
to steal it, but I prevented it. I preferred to
get beaten than let what little I have be taken
from me.”

“I see,” she said.

“Just because I live in the streets, mis-
erable, no longer a man but a parasite like so
many see me, most do not know about my
life, who I was or who I am.”

“But nobody wants to think that. When
I saw you here, I was simply curious because
you were reading a book. If you hadn’t been
reading, I would probably never have ap-
proached you or talked to you.”

The man remained silent for a while and
then he asked: “What do you want from life?”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m asking you what you want to do,
study, work, wander...”

“Well, I have studied, but I still have
to carry on with my studies. At the moment
I work.”

“And what do you believe?”

“I believe that sooner or later I’ll do
something better than what I am doing now.”

“That’s not what I want to know,” he
snapped. “When I ask what you want to do,
I mean in relation to what you are. Do you be-
lieve in anything? Where is your faith? And
I don’t mean believing in God. You know,
society doesn’t need more doctors, teachers
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or engineers, what it needs is someone who
is able to believe, to teach and to do things
right. I have been in the streets for a long time
and I notice passers-by and often I see that
valueless things are given importance. I see
strutting lawyers who know nothing at all,
teachers who come out of their classes with-
out knowing their pupils’ names, throwing
their assignments into the rubbish without
even reading what they have written. That’s
decadence for me. There is talk of econom-
ic crisis, but everybody seems content with
their lives. Many no longer go to those fancy
restaurants; I used to hang around outside
and get good money, but not anymore and
I don’t care. But I still see people spending
their money buying rubbish.”

After such a speech she didn’t know
what to say, but she knew he was right. How-
ever, right or truth mean little or perhaps they
mean more now than ever.

“I feel imprisoned in chaos,” she con-
fessed. “Many of us want to do the right thing
and we believe we can, but we get no chances.”

“The majority is not important,” he
said. “The important thing is finding whatev-
er makes you believe and that has nothing to
do with the majority, it only depends on you.”

She thought for a moment and as she
was about to answer the man started play-
ing again, so she said goodbye. Perhaps she
would see him again the next day, in his cor-
ner, snugly playing his bagpipes or reading
his book. But she would no longer feel the
same monotony, because the mere fact of
having spoken with that strange man had
replaced it with the disenchanted beauty of
unpredictability.

Near home she felt a few drops on her
face and thought it was rain, but as she looked
up to the sky she saw thousands of similar
drops falling. It was snowing. She walked
slowly as the snow covered the streets, gaz-
ing deeply into the evening darkness.

IEMed, & hmim

115



A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

Beraci Bresaka

Dragana Tripkovi¢. Crna Gora

Ve¢ neko vrijeme Kosta spava u radnickom bungalovu na plantazi. Jos§ uvijek od branja bresaka
nije imao dovoljno novca da iznajmi sobu u gradu. To mu inace ne pricinjava preveliki problem,
osim u no¢ima kad mu tijelo drhti od Zmaraca umora, pa ne moze tako lako da zaspi. Tada ga
svako malo budi hrkanje, prdezi ili buncanja ¢etvorice radnika, jednog iz Makedonije i ostalih
iz Srbije, koji spavaju sa njim u bungalovu na plantazi. Na plantaZzi bresaka, najve¢oj u Evropi,
Kosta radi ve¢ dvije nedjelje. Za sada je zaradio 120 eura, $to je, kako mu kazu stariji radnici,
odli¢no, zato §to ne izgleda kao radnik, nego kao neki nauc¢nik. Vazno je nabrati najmanje 50
gajbi dnevno, da bi na kraju mjeseca mogao da rac¢una na neki pristojan novac. Smjestaj u bun-
galovu je prilicno jeftin i odbija mu se od mjesecne zarade. Na ovom dijelu plantaze ima Sest
bungalova i svi su skoro popunjeni.

Jutra na plantazi su istinski lijepa. Mnogo su drugacija nego kod njega na Sjeveru. Tamo
nema nic¢ega. Tamo je njegova mrtva baba koja ga je odgajila kad je ostao sam. Ovdje je toplo,
ali to mu ne smeta. Pogled koji se pruza iz bungalova na dugacke, simetricne redove stabala
bresaka, otvara prizor pun ljetnjih boja i slatkastog mirisa koji se mijeSa sa mirisom skvaSe-
ne paljevine. To, vjerovatno izjutra trava sprzena dnevnim suncem, izdiSe nakon uobicajenog
navodnjavanja plantaze. Kosta tada zamislja da je plantaza njegova i da su bungalovi njegova
privatna hacijenda, gdje se ljeti odmara, dok neki fini ali neobrazovani ljudi koje on ipak dobro
placa, rade za njega. Sve dok ne krene na posao.

Radnici svakog jutra ustaju u Cetiri sata. Tada se traktorima dovoze do zbornog mjesta po-
red ogromnog crveno-sivog hidrofora, gdje im se dodjeljuju gajbe i gdje se rasporeduju u redo-
ve. Ko hoc¢e, moze dobiti rukavice, mada se u rukavicama ruke oznoje i zapare, i bude teZe nego
bez njih. Na tom mjestu, radnici iz bungalova susrecu se sa onima koji izjutra dolaze iz svojih
stanova u gradu ili iz drugih gradova, drugih drzava. Branje bresaka je jednostavan posao.

— Ove malo ruznije i sitnije, stavljate na dno gajbe. Peteljka dolje, guzica gore! Neka odoz-
go budu lijepe i krupne. Ako je neka prezrela, bacite je u kanal. Dok berete, nemojte ih jesti prije
nego ih operete. Ima dovoljno, ne bojte se, necete gladni ostati. Dobro je da imate neku bijelu
krpu ili kapu dok radite — objasnjava Sef smjene novim radnicima.

Kosta voli breskve, ali od kad radi na plantaZzi, nije probao ni jednu. Valjda mu se od tog
obilja ne ¢ine previse ukusnima. Svako izobilje gubi vrijednost i ustupa mjesto onome ¢ega ma-
lo ima, pa makar realna vrijednost tog nedostatka bila mala. Kao na primjer neuzvraéena ljubav.

— Rucak je u 12 sati — kaze Sef smjene. Neki radnici jedu breskve uz rucak.

Uz konzervu preradevine od mesa, goste se breskvama, hljebom i sirom. Breskve su dobre za
probavu. Nekad i previse dobre. Vecera je u pet, za one koji spavaju na plantazi. Berba pocinje u pet.

Medu novim radnicima stigla je i cetvoroclana porodica. Porodi¢no branje je kazu, ispla-
tivije. Porodica uz dobru organizaciju dnevno moze nabrati i po 200 gajbi.

Cetvoro¢lanu porodicu ¢ine majka, otac, brat i Julija. Julija je u teksas $ortsu, ruéno pre-
pravljenom od nekada$njih farmerki, i bordo trikmajici. Nerviraju je bubice koje joj napadaju
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noge iz rijetke trave blizu redova stabala bresaka. Ve¢ se dva-tri puta pocesala histeri¢no, kako
samo zene umiju. Nakon raspodjele gajbi, porodica se odlucila za prva dva reda u ovom dijelu
plantaze. Majka i otac su krenuli od prvog reda, a Julija i brat su zauzeli drugi. Kosta je krenuo
od treceg reda.

Jutro treba iskoristiti §to je viSe moguce, dok jos uvijek zemlja odise vlagom, tada su grane
sa breskvama njezne i meke, kao pospane. Kosti je uvijek bilo Zao da ¢upa plodove, kako to rade
ostali beraci, ne bi li $to brze i §to viSe ubrali. Za dvije nedjelje, mozda mu se svega par puta
desilo da zajedno sa plodom iScupa grancicu na kojoj je rastao. I tada, jer mu je pala koncen-
tracija, jer je moguce, slabo spavao te no¢i. On zna da ¢e sve te grane posjeéi kad prode berba,
da bi dogodine izrasle nove, ali ih je ipak dozivljavao kao bic¢a sa nekom svijesc¢u, kojima treba
dozovliti §to duze da Zive, pa makar i bez plodova. Procijenio je da je svejedno kojim tempom
beres, Sovjek tesko da za dan moze izbaciti preko 70 gajbi. Cak i ako moze§, sjutradan si niza-
$ta. Kada prode devet sati, podgori¢ko sunce poéne jaée da przi. Cuje se galama zrikavaca i po
neki veseljak iz susjednih redova koji na jednom od jezika i dijalekata juznoslovenskih naroda
verbalno oznacava teritoriju, isto kao kad pas zapiSava svoju. Kosta ne komunicira gotovo ni sa
kim, osim sa onima koji mu se sami nametnu. Nakon deset sati ujutru, zemlja postane tvrda i su-
va. Ispucali zemljani komadi li¢e na male kontinente silom razdvojene, o koje se beraci spoticu
u toku svog plesa sa breskvama.

Julija i brat zaostaju za Kostom. Breskvino stablo nije visoko i njegovi plodovi su dostupni
visini ¢ovjeka juznjacke grade. Ipak, Juliji je nekad potrebna gajba na koju se popne da bi do-
hvatila najudaljenije plodove, jer je njen mladi brat nizi od nje. Njih dvoje ne razgovaraju puno.
Samo osnovne stvari. Brat je nervozan i nerado prihvata stid svog posla. Drugacije ¢e se osjecati
kada primi novac, ali njegov stav sada odaje pubertetliju koji nije zelio ovakvu sudbinu. Otac i
majka su daleko odmakli. Njihov sistem je uigran. Tako oni misle.

Sunce u nekom trenutku izmedu deset i 12 sati poéne zauzimati radikalan stav. Covjek za-
boravi na vrijeme i pocne kolektivno iscekivanje kraja, nekog volSebnog kraja, ne vise ni kraja
reda sa zasadima bresaka, ni kraja radnog vremena, ni kraja dana, ve¢ nekog novog, sasvim su-
bjektivnog kraja, gdje prestaju sve muke i gdje sve postaje istopljeno i mlako, kao u kasi. Majka
djeci s vremena na vrijeme dobacuje.

— Jo§ malo, jo§ malo — pri ¢emu Julija i brat odli¢no vide koliko je preostalo.

Majku su graske znoja prekrivale po licu, a odjeca joj se lijepila za kozu, strahovito pre-
cizno ocrtavajuéi konture zenskog tijela, neumornog, nezasluzeno ignorisanog. Ona ne mrzi
svog Covjeka koji je njihovu srednju klasu doveo na plantazu bresaka, jer zna da nije kriv on.
Ona pokazuje da ima mo¢ nad vremenom koje joj podgoricko julsko sunce nepobitno topi u
beskrajnim redovima drzavnih bresaka. Znoj zna da pece, kao rana osoljena morskom vodom i
sasusena suncem. Tako pore njezne koze reaguju nenaviknute na tretman radnika.

Radnici su poceli da izlaze iz redova i da se okupljaju na istom mjestu odakle su poceli sa
radom. Hladnjaca je dopremila rucak. Napajanje vodom je skoro ritualno, a radnici se za rucak
grupisu po nepisanim pravilima, svako u svoju grupu. Grupe su uglavnom nacionalne ili one po
stazu na plantazi. Svako bira svoj hlad. Kosta je jeo pored Julijine porodice.

— Ukupno 60. Ako uspijemo jos toliko do kraja dana, bi¢e u redu za prvi put — rekao je otac.

—Ma i viSe od toga — dodala je ohrabrujué¢e majka.

Sef smjene je oko jedan sat poéeo da poziva radnike na vraéanje u redove. To je najtezi
trenutak u toku dana.

IEMed, & hmim

117



DraGaNA TRIPKOVIC

A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

Kosta je htio da se u jednom trenutku upusti u razgovor sa porodicom, ali mu je djelovalo
kao da ¢e im komunikacija sa bilo kim otezati muku. Samo ih je mirno posmatrao, nadajuéi
se da ¢e im njegovo preéutno razumijevanje uliti hrabrost. Ponovo su usko¢ili u redove. Zuta
neprijateljska kugla iznad njih je umirila plantazu. Nije se ¢ula ni rijec. Julija i brat su nastavili
u istom redu, ne doSavsi ni do pola.

— Ne mogu vise — rekla je Julija nakon novih sat vremena i sjela ispod breskvinog stabla,
skupljaju¢i noge u koljena, ne umorna, nego skrhkana. Brat je gledao nepomican, sa dopola
praznom gajbom pored nogu. Nije progovorio ni rije¢. Kosta se provukao kroz drvored bresaka
i dosao do njih.

—Je li ti dobro?

Julija je naglo ustala i nastavila da bere. Sada je to radila brze i energi¢nije nego kad je
dosla. Brat je jedva stizao da pakuje plodove. Kao da je bila noSena novom energijom, koncen-
trisana samo na mehaniku ruku u odnosu na grane, ignorisuci bijedu svog polozaja, na njenom
zajapurenom licu sada je titrao ponos.

Sunce u pet sati nije nista slabije nego u dva ili u tri. Samo se tako kaze. Traktor koji od-
vodi radnike, parkirao se na poziciju. Ljudi su u kolonama isli ka njemu napustajuci pravilne
redove sa plantaza.

Kosta je krenuo ka bungalovu sa ostalim ljudima. Jeftin sapun i mlaka voda povratili su
mu tijelo. Bio je slobodan da osmisli ostatak dana, ali njegov dan se razlikovao od dana ljudi
koji ne rade na plantazama. Pomislio je da bi trebalo nekome da se javi ku¢i, ali nije imao kome.
Ova ga misao i nije previSe zamarala, bio je naviknut na nju. Dosla je vise kao naturalni inci-
dent, nego kao potreba. Nije mislio na porodicu, nego na Juliju.

Sjutradan je Julija dosla sama na plantazu.

— Gdje su ti ostali — pitao je Kosta, pimijetiv§i da ga je Julija pogledala onim pogledom
kojim se gledaju ljudi sa kojim zeli$ da se upoznas.

— Odustali su. Ubrali smo ukupno 85 gajbi, svo ¢etvoro. Ja ¢u nastaviti sama.

— Hrabra si — primijetio je Kosta. — Hoces li da zajedno beremo? Vise ¢emo tako.

— Moze — odgovorila je hitro.

Kosta i Julija u istom redu, nizali su ljetnje plodove, potpuno drugaéije nego $to su to
pojedinacno radili juce, ili u njegovom slucaju, drugacije nego ikad. Juliju je prije svega na
plantazu vratio ponos, zakljucio je Kosta. Ona je mlada, hrabra Zena, njene njezne ruke bla-
go stiSc¢u breskve, pazljivo, isto kao on, brinu¢i da drvetu ostane njegovo. Za Covjeka je plod
sasvim dovoljan, i Julija je to shvatala. On je brao one visocije, a njoj su pripadali dohvatljivi
primjerci biljke. U neobi¢nom skladu, bez previse razmijenjenih pogleda, ruke su pratile radnju
injih dvoje su odmakli za kratko vrijeme do samog kraja reda. Bio je to svojevrsni rekord. Kosta
je primijetio i da je sunce danas nekako slabijeg inteziteta. Na kraju plantaze nije bilo niega,
samo podnozje niskog brda i parc¢e neupotrebljive zemlje. Brdo i njegovo divlje rastinje bacali
su malu sjenku na njihov dio plantaze. Sjeli su pored rupe, koju je okruzivalo kamenje. Kosta
je skinuo kosulju i rasirio preko zemlje, ne bi li sunce upilo znoj. Rupa pored koje su bili imala
je oblik velike fotelje. Kosta je razbacao kamenje naokolo kako bi prosirio prostor. Zemlja je
unutra bila hladna i meka i dok su se smjestili ugodaj je pri¢injavao neopisivo zadovoljstvo u
trenutku kad za to ne postoji logika.

Sljedeceg dana donijeli su flaSu sa vodom, hljeb i konzerve, i ru¢ali u rupi. Rupa je sad veé
bila ve¢a. Drvenim djelovima gajbi, §irili su unutrasnjost svog sklonista. Kada su htjeli da na-
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stave sa berbom, pobacali bi polomljene gajbe i grane breskvinog drveta preko rupe, kako im je
slu¢ajno neki radnik ne bi zauzeo. Svakog dana su rucali u rupi. Radnici na plantazi su se ¢esto
smjenjivali tako da uglavnom nije bilo moguce primijetiti da neko fali. Kada bi Kosta i Julija
vidjeli da hladnjaca sa ru¢kom odlazi, znali su da to oznacava kraj pauze i izlazak iz rupe. U
rupi je postalo toliko ugodno, da su sljedeceg puta donijeli staro vojnicko ¢ebe, kako bi oblozili
prostor u kojem odmaraju. Rupa je pruzala hlad, spokoj i slobodan prostor za njih dvoje koji
ne pripadaju onima tamo. Rupa je pocela da se Siri i postaje veca. Sada je u nju moglo da stane
i par malih jastuka, Julija je donijela dva normalna tanjira od kuce, kako ne bi vise morali jesti
iz konzervi, pribor, dvije staklene caSe i peskir. Dani su prolazili, a Kosta bi se katkad smijao
nihovom pronalasku i bio sreéan §to je plantaza bresaka kona¢no njegova hacijenda u kojoj se
odmara. I to sa jednom predivnom zenom. Julija bi svakog dana protresla ¢ebe i jastuke u slu-
¢aju da su ih tokom noci zaposjele neke bube, i radost pauze je mogla da pocne. Jednog dana su
tako oboje zaspali u rupi. Probudili su se na kraju radnog vremena, cuvsi buku traktora koji od-
vozi radnike. Nije bilo bitno $to nijesu ispunili beracku kvotu za taj dan jer su zajedno, prilicno
dobro radili. Bilo im je po malo neugodno od pogleda ostalih radnika. Vjerovatno su mislili ko
zna §ta, ali isto tako osjecali su zadovoljstvo svojim tajnim, povlas¢enim polozajem. Kosta nije
ni pomisljao da se preseli u grad iako je sad ve¢ imao dovoljno novca da iznajmi sobu. Sigurnost
rupe mu se ¢inila vaznijom, a za grad ¢ée biti vremena kad prode berba. Svako jutro je s slatkom
sre¢om cekao dolazak traktora sa radnicima koji je dovozio Juliju.
Traktor je dovozio sve ostale radnike osim Julije.

Tk
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Peach Pickers

Dragana Tripkovi¢. Montenegro

Kosta has already been asleep for some time
in the workers’ bungalow on the planta-
tion. As a peach picker, he has not yet made
enough money to rent a room in the city. That
is usually not a huge problem for him, except
during those nights when his body shivers
with pins and needles from tiredness, and he
finds it difficult to fall asleep. Every now and
then he is awoken by snoring, farts or the rav-
ings of the other four workers who sleep in
the same bungalow, one of them from Mac-
edonia and the others from Serbia.

Kosta has been working at the planta-
tion, the biggest one in Europe, for two weeks
now. He has already earned 120 euros, which
is great for him, as the older workers told him
he looked more like a scientist than a worker.
It is important to fill at least 50 crates a day in
order to make a decent amount of money at
the end of the month. Accommodation in the
bungalow is quite cheap and it is deducted
from his monthly wage. There are six bunga-
lows in this part of the plantation and almost
all of them have been filled.

Mornings at the plantation are re-
ally beautiful. They are rather different here
than at his place, in the north. There is noth-
ing there except his dead grandmother who
raised him after he was abandoned. It is hot
here, but it does not bother him. The view
from the bungalows of the long, symmetrical
lines of peach trees sets the scenery full of
summer colours and a sweetish smell, which
is mixed with the waft of humid burning. It is
probably the grass, scorched by the sunlight,
evaporating in the morning, after the planta-
tion has been regularly irrigated. It is then
that Kosta imagines that the plantation is his
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own property, with the bungalows as his pri-
vate hacienda where he rests in the summer,
while some fine uneducated, yet well-paid,
workers labour for him. He holds on to this
image until he starts work.

Every morning workers get up at four
o’clock. Afterwards, they are transported by
tractors to the meeting place, next to the enor-
mous red-grey hydraulic accumulator, where
they are given crates and then positioned in
the lines of trees. You can get a pair of gloves
if you like, but then your hands become
sweaty, making it more difficult to work. At
this point, workers from the bungalows meet
up with those who come every morning from
their city flats, or from other cities or states.
Picking peaches is a simple job.

“The smaller uglier ones go at the bot-
tom of the crate. The stem is turned down, the
bum up! Place the nice big ones on top. If you
find an overripe one, throw it in the canal.
Don’t eat them unwashed while you’re pick-
ing. There are more than enough, so don’t
worry, you won’t starve. It’s good to have a
white cloth or a cap while you are working,”
the acting chief officer explains to the new-
comers.

Kosta likes peaches, but since he has
started working in the plantation, he has not
eaten any. Maybe such a large quantity makes
them less tasty. All abundance loses its value
and gives up its place to something less abun-
dant, even if the real value of the shortage is
insignificant, such as unrequited love.

“Lunch is at twelve o’clock,” the acting
chief says.

Some workers eat peaches with their
lunch. They treat themselves to peaches, bread
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and cheese along with a tin of meat products.
Peaches are good for digestion, sometimes
even too good. Dinner is at five, for those who
sleep on the plantation. Picking starts at five in
the morning.

A family of four has arrived among the
new workers. Family picking is said to be
more profitable. A well-organized family can
pick up to 200 crates a day.

The family of four includes a mother,
father, brother and Julija. Julija is wearing
denim shorts, made out of an old pair of jeans,
and a dark-red T-shirt. She is annoyed by the
insects, attacking her legs from sparse grass,
near the rows of peach trees. She has already
scratched herself a few times, as nervously as
only women can. After the distribution of the
crates, the family decide to take up the first
two lines in this part of the plantation. The
mother and father start from the first row and
Julija and her brother take the second. Kosta
begins from the third row.

One should take advantage of the morn-
ing as much as possible here, while the soil
still smells of moisture, when branches with
peaches are tender and soft, as if asleep. Ko-
sta has always been very careful not to pluck
fruits, as other workers do, in order to be
faster and pick more. For the last two weeks
he might have tugged at a tree bough along
with its fruit, but only a few times. Even
then, it happened because he was not focused
enough, as he probably hadn’t slept well
that night. He knows that all these branches
will be cut off when picking is over, so that
new ones can come up next year, but he still
thinks of them as beings with some kind of
consciousness, which should be allowed to
live longer, even without fruit. He has esti-
mated that no matter how fast you pick, it is
almost impossible to fill more than 70 crates
a day. Even if you can do better, you are use-
less the next day. After nine o’clock the sun
in Podgorica starts burning your skin more.

A SEA OF WORDS 5™ YEAR

You can hear the sound of crickets as well
as the noise made by one of the merry fel-
lows from the next row in one of the southern
Slavic languages and dialects, thus verbally
marking the territory, in the same way as a
dog marks its own by urinating. Kosta com-
municates with hardly anyone, except those
who impose on him. After ten o’clock in the
morning the land becomes tough and dry.
Cracked sections of the earth look like small
continents separated by force, with the pick-
ers stumbling over them during their dance
among the peaches.

Julija and her brother have lagged be-
hind Kosta. A peach tree is not very high and
its fruits are within the reach of an averagely
tall man from the South. Julija still sometimes
needs a crate to climb on, so that she can reach
the highest fruits, because her younger brother
is smaller than she is. The two of them do not
talk much, just basic conversation. Her brother
is nervous and reluctant to accept the shame
of his job. His feelings will be different when
he receives money, but his current attitude re-
veals an immature boy in puberty who does
not want such a destiny. Their mother and
father have moved far away, leaving them
behind. Their working system is well coordi-
nated. At least they think so.

At one moment between ten and twelve
o’clock the sun assumes an extreme, radical
posture. You forget about the time and there
comes a collective waiting for the end, some
mysterious ending, which is not particularly
connected with the end of the row of planted
peach trees, or the end of working time, or
the end of the day, but some new, completely
subjective ending where all troubles end and
everything becomes melted and warm, like
porridge.

From time to time the mother calls out
to her children. “Just a little bit more, a little
more,” while Julija and her brother are per-
fectly aware of how much they have left to do.
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Drops of sweat cover the mother’s face,
and her clothes are sticking to her skin, viv-
idly outlining precise contours of her female
body, tireless and undeservingly ignored. She
does not hate her man, who has brought their
middle-class family to the plantation, as she
knows it is not his fault. She shows that she
has power over time, which has been dimin-
ishing in the endless lines of the state-owned
peach trees, under the July sun in Podgorica.
The sweat can burn, like a wound salted by
seawater and dried by the sun. This is the
reaction of her delicate skin pores, unaccus-
tomed to the worker’s lot.

The workers start coming out of the
lines, gathering together at the same place
they started working. A refrigerated truck has
brought the lunch. Providing water is almost
a ritual and at lunchtime the workers group
together according to unwritten rules. The
groups are mostly formed on the basis of na-
tionality, or in line with the length of service
at the plantation. Everyone chooses his own
shaded spot. Kosta has his lunch next to Ju-
lija’s family.

“Sixty in total. If we manage to pick the
same amount during the rest of the day, it will
be a good result for the first time,” says the
father.

“It will be more than enough,” adds the
mother, encouragingly.

The acting chief calls the workers to go
back to the lines around one o’clock. It is the
hardest moment of the day.

Kosta wants to start a conversation with
the family at one point, but it seems as if any
kind of communication would only add to
their trouble. He just observes them, hoping
that his tacit understanding will instil cour-
age in them. They move into the lines again.
The yellow, enemy ball above them calms the
plantation. Not a single word can be heard.
Julija and her brother continue working in the
same line, without finishing half of it.
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“I can’t do it any longer,” says Julija af-
ter an hour and she sits under the peach tree,
bending her knees, not because she is tired, but
more to crash out. Her brother is staring at her,
motionless, with a half-empty crate next to
his feet. He doesn’t say a word. Kosta moves
through a tree-lined path and goes to them.

“Are you alright?”

Julija suddenly stands up and contin-
ues her work. She is now picking faster and
more energetically than when she came. Her
brother can barely manage to pack the picked
fruits. She looks as if she is working with
new enthusiasm and energy, concentrating
only on the mechanical movements of her
hands in relation to the branches, ignoring the
awkwardness of her posture, with a flicker of
pride on her blushed face.

The five o’clock sun does not become
less hot than at two or three, contrary to what
people say. The tractor, which takes the work-
ers back, is parked at its starting position.
Columns of workers start moving towards it,
leaving behind straight rows of trees.

Kosta heads for his bungalow together
with the other workers. His body is revived
by cheap soap and lukewarm water. He is
free to plan the rest of the day, but his day
is different from the regular days of those
people who do not work at the plantation. He
thinks he should call home, but then he has
no one to call. This thought does not bother
him much, he is used to it. He does not think
of his family, he thinks of Julija.

The next morning, Julija comes to the
plantation alone.

“Where are the others,” Kosta asks, as
he notices her look, the one you give to peo-
ple you want to meet.

“They quit. We picked 85 crates in total,
all four of us. I’ll keep working on my own.”

“You are brave,” Kosta comments.
“Would you like to pick with me? We’ll man-
age more together.”

Tk
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“OK,” she quickly replies.

Standing in the same row, Kosta and
Julija are picking the fruits together in a com-
pletely differently way from how they had
done it individually the day before, or in his
case, differently from ever before. After all,
her pride has brought her back to the planta-
tion, Kosta concludes. She is a brave young
woman. Her hands clasp the peaches gently,
carefully, as he himself is doing, taking care
of the tree, leaving behind everything that
belongs to it. One fruit is quite enough for a
man, and Julija knows that. He is picking the
ones on the higher branches, while those at
arm’s length belong to her. Unusually coordi-
nated, without exchanging too many glances,
their hands are in unison, and the two of them
progress to the end of the row in a short time.
It is a kind of a special record. Kosta notices
that even the sunshine is somehow less in-
tense today. There is nothing at the end of the
plantation, just a foothill of the low mountain
and a piece of useless land. The mountain and
its wild vegetation cast a small shadow over
their part of the plantation.

They sit next to a hole, surrounded by
stones. Kosta takes off his shirt and spreads
it over the ground, so that the sun can absorb
the sweat. The hole they are sitting beside is
shaped like an armchair. Kosta scatters the
stones around in order to expand the inner
space. The ground in the hole is cold and soft
and, without any logical explanation, the ex-
perience of settling down causes a feeling of
unbelievable pleasure at that moment.

The next day they bring a bottle of
water, some bread and a few tins and they
have lunch inside the hole. It is wider now.
They have enlarged the inner part of their
shelter using wooden parts from the crates.
When they want to get back to work, they fill
the hole with broken crates and peach tree
branches, so that no one can find it by chance.
They have lunch there every day. Workers at
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the plantation are replaced every now and
then, so it is impossible to notice if someone
is missing. When Kosta and Julija see a re-
frigerated truck leaving the plantation, they
know it means the break is over and time to
leave the hole. It has become so comfort-
able in the hole that they take an old mili-
tary blanket to cover their resting place. The
hole provides shade, peace and free space for
these two who do not belong with the other
workers. The hole starts expanding, becom-
ing wider and deeper. There is a space for a
few small cushions in it, and Julija brings two
plates from home so they will not have to eat
directly from the tin, as well as utensils, two
glasses and a towel.

The days pass by. Kosta sometimes
laughs at their invention and is happy that
the peach plantation has finally turned into
his own hacienda where he is spending his
holiday. And he is doing it with a wonderful
woman. Julija shakes out the blanket and the
cushions in case they have been invaded by
bugs overnight, and after that the joy of their
break time can begin.

One day they both fall asleep in the hole.
They are woken up at the end of the shift by
the noise of the tractor, taking the workers
back home. They work pretty well together,
so it does not matter they have not fulfilled
the quota for the day. They are embarrassed
a little by the looks of the other workers.
Whatever they think of them, their secret,
privileged position gives them a real pleas-
ure. Kosta does not even think about moving
to the city, although he has already earned
enough money to rent a room. The security
of the hole seems to be more important, and
he will have enough time for the city after the
end of picking season.

Feeling the sweet taste of fortune, every
morning he still waits for the tractor which
used to bring Julija to him. But now the trac-
tor brings all the workers except Julija.
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