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V dobe, ked je vietkého privela a vetkého primélo, ked sa boje s kopijami
Este neskoncili, aj ked najsklucujicejsie myslienky nie st predmety,

Sme znecisteni viac, ako je znecistena voda, dych, méso.

Je irénia, reciprocita vesmirnej ststavy, ze moje oko sa

Otaca ako hrot ihly, ze sa presivam po diagonalach.

Cakém na dazd, ¢akdm na tvoj hlasovy indikator, snivam o kvete bavlny.

V dobe, ked je Kristus predajny a reklamny artikel, mimo kriza,

Rozmyslam o moznostiach hry. Zabtudam, Ze s tu davy, ktoré

Nevedia, ze ilazia krvi je silnejsia ako sama krv. V dobe bodov,

V dobe neprestajného zrativania, rozmnozovania, zo slov opadavaji vyznamy
S takou I'ahkostou, ako sa btrajd domy, domovy a krehké sebavedomie.

V dobe narastajtcich alergii, foriem pomoci, zakonov a ich sucasného
Porusovania. V dobe sekundovych spojeni, ktoré¢ rozdeluji fyzické vzdialenosti,
Ktoré znizujt hodnotu zblizovania, dievcata a chlapci sa zmensuja na stebld,
Bedari nafukuji balony, kondémy a pery; v dobe ttekov

Na iné planéty, ked je instantny Zivot vecny na kazdej polici,

Divam sa na teba; cakam, zZe sa okrem farby tvojich oci

Zmeni aj zorny uhol; Ze sa so mnou stretnes v nepriestrelnom priestore.

V dobe, v akej ma intima status ohrozen¢ho druhu, ta vabim k sebe,

Do bielej izby, do mokrého dna, do snov ¢i mytov, ktoré neoxidujt, M***

Do spojenia, ktoré prerezanim pupocnej snary neoddelis. Do nasej osi.
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V dobi, kjer je vsega prevec in vsega premalo, kjer boji s kopji
Niso koncani, ¢eprav so najbolj zaskrbljujoce misli ne predmeti,
Smo mi bolj onesnazeni, kot so onesnazeni vode, dih, meso.

Je ironjja, reciprocnost kozmicnega ustroja, se moje oko
Obraca kot konica igle, se premikam po diagonalah.

Cakam dez, cakam tvoj glas indikator, sanjam o cvetu bombaza.
V dobi, kjer je Jezus prodajni in reklamni artikel, poza kriza,
Razmisljam o moznostih igre. Pozabljam, da so mnozice, ki

Ne vedo, da je privid krvi moc¢nejsi od krvi same. V dobi tock,
Nenehnega sestevanja, mnozenja besedam lupijo pomene s
Tako lahkoto, kot podirajo hise, domove in krhko zavest sebe.

V dobi narascajocih alergij, oblik pomoci, pravic in hkratnega
Krsenja. V dobi sekundnih povezav, ki fizi¢ne razdalje sekajo,
Ki zblizevanju zbijajo ceno, se deklice in decki tanjsajo v bilke,
Si revezi napihujejo balone, kondome in ustnice; v dobi bezanja
Na druge planete, ko je instant vecno zivljenje na vsaki polici,
Gledam v tebe; cakam, da se poleg barve tvojih oci

Sprement kot; da se z mano sreca$ v neprebojnem prostoru.

V dobi, kjer ima intima status ogrozene vrste, te vabim k sebi,
V belo no¢, v moker dan, v sanje ali mit, ki ne oksidira, M***,

V vez, ki je s prerezano popkovino ne prerezes. V najino os.
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in an age where there’s too much of everything and too little of everything, where
spear fights are not ended, although thoughts, not objects, are the most frightening,
we are more polluted than waters, breath, meat are polluted.

there is irony, a reciprocity of cosmic constitution, my eye does

turn like a sphere on the top of a needle, I do move along diagonals.

I’'m waiting for rain, waiting for your voice the indicator, dreaming of a cotton’s
blossom. in an age where Jesus is an advertising and commercial product, the pose
of the cross, I'm considering the possibilities for playing. I'm forgetting there are
crowds who don’t know that the mirage of blood is stronger than blood itself. in
an age of points, incessant addition, multiplication, they peel meanings off words
as casily as they pull down houses, homes, and the fragile awareness of oneself.

in an age of developing allergies, ways of helping, rights and simultaneous

denials. in an age of one-second connections that cut physical distances,

that reduce the value of getting closer, girls and boys are thinning to blades of
grass, the poor blow up balloons, condoms, and lips; in an age of fleeing

to other planets, when instant eternal life is on every shelf,

I'm looking into you; I'm waiting for a change in the colour of your eyes

as well as in the angle; for you to meet me in the bulletproof space.

in an age where intimacy has the status of an endeared species, I'm inviting you
over, to a white night, to a wet day, to dreams or a myth that doesn’t oxidise, M***

to a bond that you don’t cut when cutting the umbilical cord. to our axis.
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Vezmi si moje meno z textu

Spachaj nutné nasilie.

Nic¢ nas nepokazi.
Mole sa nepozeru.

Nic¢ nebude bezutesné.

Vezmi si svoje meno z textu.

Vzemi moje ime iz besedila.

Izvedi nujno nastlje.

Nic¢ naju ne bo izpridilo.
Molji se ne bodo zazrli.

Nic¢ ne bo neutolazljivo.

Vzemi svoje ime iz besedila.

remove my name from the text.

carry out the necessary violence.
nothing will corrupt us.
moths will not infest.

nothing will be inconsolable.

remove my name from the text.

=
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Poznam cenzury svojej fyzickej smrti Poznam cenzure svoje fizicne smrti
Poznam siene ohranicené previsom do Poznam veze zagrajene za previs v
Zeme Zemljo
Poznam svoju zakazana pevninu Poznam svojo prepovedano celino
Priestor na fyzicka smrt (pozadie dostojnosti) Prostor za fizi¢no smrt (Ozadje dostojanstva)
L
. X
Clenky nie st uvolnené 2 Gleznji niso razvezani
Zapdstie nie je rozviazané ]5 Zapestje ni odvezano
Pery nie st ukojené Ustnice niso ublazene
Zrenice nie st zmierené = Zenice niso pomirjene
e
—
Umiestnenia hviezdy 7 Umestitve zvezde
Priestor na fyzicka smrt Prostor za fizicno smrt
Ako sa obracia nebo (Zrady dostojnosti) Kakor se obraca nebo (Izdaje dostojanstva)
Spoznas cenzury mojej fyzickej smrti? Zazna$ cenzure moje fizicne smrti?
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I recognize the censorships for my physical death

I know fenced in walls, overhangs for the

earth

I know my forbidden continent

a space of physical death (a background of dignity)
ankels are not untied

the wrist is not unbound

lips are not soothed

pupils of the eyes are not calmed

placements of a star

a space of physical death

as the sky turns (betrayals of dignity)

can you sense the censorships of my physical death?
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hovori(me) o nacizme a estetike a nijaka z nas vymyslam si odpovede, pribehy, nazory, cely Cas si ich len vymyslam

nie je nacistka, je to len kvoli estetike a mojim obavam no rano do telefénu, v aute cestou na vychod, vecer, len tak nezistne
nemam politicky diskurz, ona so spustenymi roletami, ja v kite dokonca si vymyslam historky pre nu drive,
jasné ticho

trpime so slzami na krajicku, neskoro v noci, takmer nadranom, sa napokon je hrozba, pre nu studené a meravé nebo

schialime dole celkom vyzlecené.

govori(va) o nacizmu in estetiki in nobena od naju izmisljam si odgovore, zgodbe, mnenja, vseskozi si jih samo izmisljam,

=

ni nacistka, ampak zaradi estetike in mojih strahov in

nimam politicnega diskurza, ona z roletami cez, jaz v kotu,

pretrpiva s solzami na robu o¢i, pozno ponoci proti jutru se koncno

zjutraj po telefonu, v avtomobilu na poti na vzhod, zvecer, za brusenje
celo, si izmisljam zgodbice, zanjo drive,
jasna tiSina

je groznja, zanjo mrzlo in srepo nebo

dol dava povsem sleceni.
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we talk (she talks) about nazism and aesthetics and neither of us I'm thinking up responses, stories, opinions, always just thinking them up,

is a nazi, but because of aesthetics and my fears and in the morning on the phone, in the car going east, in the evening, even for
I don’t have a political discourse, we suffer, her with blinds over, me in the corner, sharpening, I'm thinking up stories, for her: drive,
the clear silence

with tears on the brink of our eyes, late at night, almost morning, we finally 1s a threat, for her: a cold glaring sky.

screw, both totally undressed.
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vietko bude v poriadku, ked ti budem zasa verit, vravi.
viem, Ze sa to neda vratit. viera a dovera sa nikdy
nevratia do pévodného stavu. vztah bude iba podmienecny.

pochybnosti sa neda zbavit.

prikryjem ju hrubou a sirokou dekou,
nech sa blizkost nestane dodatocnym odcudzenim — neuchopitelnym odcudzenim dvoch

c¢iernych tazob

vse bo v redu, ko ti bom spet verjela, pravi.
vem, da je nepovratno. zaupanje in vera nista
nikoli vrnjena v isto stanje. odnos postane pogojen.

sum ostane neizdrt.

ogrnem jo z debelo in $iroko odejo,

da blizina ne postane dodatna tujost — nezajemljiva tujost dveh ¢rnih hrepenen;.

everything’s going to be alright when I believe you again, she says.
I know it’s irreversible. trust and faith are
never returned to the same state. a relationship becomes conditioned.

suspicion remains unextracted.

I drape her with a thick and wide blanket
to avoid closeness becoming an added strangeness — the uncapturable strangeness

of two black longings.

=
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toto st vojnové Usta. visime z hakov: nie ako umelci, nie ako cirkusantky, ani fantastické

figuriny.
toto s vojnové Gsta. tu st vojnové Usta. nikde masiar, ¢o by nas zvesil.

len muchy sa lepia na vlhka krv.

to so vojna usta. visiva s kavljev: ne kot umetnici, ne kot cirkusantki, ne fantazijski lutki.
to so vojna usta. tukaj so vojna usta. nikjer mesarja, ki naju bi snel.

samo muhe se lepijo na vlazno kri.

this 1s 2 mouth of war. we’re hanging from hooks. not as artists, not as circus performers,

not fantasy dolls.
this is a war mouth. here is a war mouth. nowhere a butcher to unhook us.

only flies are getting stuck to the wet blood.
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nechcem zapolit. a uz vobec nie s mftvymi. a vobec nie s matkami.

hlas sa mi rozpuasta raz v likéri, raz v azbeste.

medzi hrobmi, cyprusmi a orgazmami.

pochudli mi lica. nechcem zéapolit. urcite nie s mftvymi,

urcite nie s matkami.

noc¢em tekmovati. kaj Sele z mrtvimi, kaj Sele z materami.

glas se mi raztaplja enkrat v likerju enkrat v azbestu.

med grobovi, cipresami in orgazmi.

stanj$ala so se mi lica. nocem tekmovati. kaj naj z mrtvimi,

kaj naj z materami?

I don’t want to compete. let alone with the dead, let alone with mothers.

my voice dissolves now in liqueur, now in asbestos.

among graves, cypresses, and orgasms.

my cheeks have got thinner. I don’t want to compete. what use are the dead,

what use are mothers?

=
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ak budeme stavat dom spolo¢ne, nech ma oddelené vchody: pre kazdi z nas zrkalova
stavba. ak budeme byvat spolu, nech sme oddelené: najmenej desat rokov,

kym si pre seba najdes nového c¢loveka. na sex. na Sport, na rekreaciu, na zabavu.

ak budeme byvat spolu, musime byt jedna k druhej priatelské. zZlomené kosti musime zapit.

ziadna z nas si nesmie pri valani sa v blate a odratavani Iudi vybit zuby.

ked sme spolu i ked spolu nie sme.

=
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¢e bova gradili hiso skupaj, naj ima locena vhoda: za vsako od naju zrcalna
postavitev. ¢e bova ziveli skupaj, naj bova loceni: ¢ez deset let najmanj, ko

bos ti nasla novega cloveka zase. za seks, za Sport, za rekreacijo, za navdih.

¢e bova skupaj, morava biti ena do druge prijazni. zlome kosti morava zaliti.

nobena od naju st med valjanjem v blatu in iz§tevanjem ljudi ne sme razbiti zob.

ce sva skupaj in kadar nisva skupaj
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if we build a house together, let it have separate entrances: for each of us a mirror
arrangement. if we live together, let us be separate: in ten years at the latest, when

you find a new person for yourself. for sex, for sport, for recreation, for inspiration.

if we’re together, we must be kind to each other. we must fuse bone breaks.

neither of us must break her teeth in mud bathing, in counting humans out, or in darkness.

if we’re together, and where we’re not together.

=
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odchéadzas. vidiet, Ze to budes robit
cely zZivot. aj ked uz nebudeme na zamatovych prikryvkach
v zadnych radoch kinosal, na no¢nych schodiskach,

budes sa, vidiet to uz teraz, cely zivot zbavovat méjho trpkého,

trpkého jazyka, mojho zivota v truchleni. opakovat vety

odvracat sa s rovnakym zapalom pre davnu, pradavnu

stratu.

tesne pred smrtou — tvojou alebo mojou — zacnes snivat o novom zaciatku,

kvoli ktorému sa kazdy den budem skryvat. prispésobim sa marne.

=
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odhajas. videti je, da bos to pocela
celo zivljenje. ¢eprav ne bova ve¢ na zametnih pregrinjalih,
v zadnjih vrstah kinodvoran, na noc¢nih stopniscih,

se bos, videti je tako, celo zivljenje oklepala mojega grenkega

grenkega jezika, mojega zivota v zalovanju. ponavljala stavke.

se odvracala z isto vnemo zaradi davne, davne

izgube.

tik pred smrtjo — tvojo ali mojo — bos sanjala o novem zacetku,

zaradi katerega se pritajim vsak dan. prikrojim se zaman.
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you’re leaving. it seems you’ll be doing it
all your life. although we’ll be gone from velvet covers,
back rows of movie theatres, staircases in the night,

you will, so it seems, always be clinging to my bitter

bitter tongue, my grieving figure. repeating sentences.
recoiling, with equal fervour, because of an ancient ancient
loss. right before death — yours or mine — you’ll dream of a new beginning

which is the reason I cower every day. I conform in vain.

=

VNLISIUY HVA1DOH

24



BEZ NAZVU / UNTITLED

ked sa stahuj oblaky, myslim si, ze teciem.

bieloba mora sa roztahuje v dutine.

pomaranc sa kottla z kilimandzara do casti [ublany.
nebo sa vzdaluje z mechtra a mo¢ husto

ctka. ked teciem, myslim si, Ze sa stahuju oblaky.

kadar se selijo oblaki, mislim, da tecem.

belina morja se v votlini $iri.

pomaranca se vali s kilimandzara v kos [jubljane.
nebo se oddaljuje iz mehurja in se¢ prepogosto

curlja. kadar tecem, mislim, da se selijo oblaki.

when clouds migrate, I think I'm running.

whiteness of the sea spreading in the cave.

the orange tumbles from kilimanjaro into a piece of ljubljana.

the sea moving away from the bladder and urine trickling

too often. when I’'m running;, I think clouds migrate.

=
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v predstavach som mala zelené koruny, rozlicné typy zelenych kortn,

ktoré sa rozlicne realizuju. vies, Ze ich nadchyna slnko, ¢i ich uz prehrieva

alebo nie. nie je prihoruco. zuby zbeleju a celust sa rozostapi. nie.

nie je to nebezpecné, aj ked to je uprostred nebezpecenstva. zda sa mi, Ze potom

sa usta roztiahnu. zlizu koruny; a tie sa uz vébec nemusia realizovat.

v mislih sem imela zelene krosnje, razlicne zelene krosnje,

ki vrsijo razlicno. ves, da jih prezema sonce, preziga jih pa

ne. ni prevroce. zobje se pobelijo in celjust se razmakne. ne.

ni nevarno, ¢eprav je v sredi nevarnosti. zdi se mi, da se potem

usta raztegnejo. zalizejo krosnje; in njim sploh ni treba vec vrsati.

green foliage was on my mind, different types of green foliage

swooshing differently. you know they’re drenched with sun, but not

burned. it’s not too hot. teeth whiten and the jaw opens. no.

it’s not dangerous, although it’s surrounded by danger. it seems to me that the mouth

then expands. smooches the foliage; and it doesn’t even need to swoosh anymore.
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cykly ma vysavaju. obcas s gul6cky. potrebujem nové telo,

nech ich zlikviduje, lebo neviem, ¢i to ma byt takto cely Zivot.

o st ma obliect Zena, ked ma spat na tejto tvrdej dlazke?
¢o ju udrzi v lete a o ju upokoji, ak bude dlazka

elasticka? bude si vobec niekedy ta Zena trafat sem ist, a cela?

cykly ma vysavaju. obcas mi to vyhovuje. viem vsak, ze potrebujem
nové telo; nech ich zlikviduje, lebo neviem, ¢i ich mézem prezit

aspon priblizne dostojne.

=
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cikli me sesajo. v¢asih so balincki. potrebujem novo telo,

da jih razveljavi, ker ne vem, ali naj bo celo zivljenje tako.

v kaj se bo oblekla zenska, ki bo spala na isti togi podlagi?
kaj jo bo obdrzalo v letu in kaj jo bo mirilo, ko bo podlaga

elasticna? se bo tista zenska sploh kdaj upala sem, in vsa?

cikli me sesajo. v€asih mi prija. ampak vem, da potrebujem
novo telo; da jih razveljavi, ker ne vem, ali jih lahko prezivim

vsaj priblizno dostojna.
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cycles suck me up. sometimes they’re boules. I need a new body

to cancel them out, as I don’t know if all life should be like that.

what’s the woman going to wear who’s going to sleep on the same rigid support?
what’s going to keep her in flight and what’s going to calm her when the mat is

elastic? will the woman dare come here at all, and whole?

cycles suck me up. sometimes it makes me feel good. but I know I need
a new body; to cancel them out, as I don’t know if I can survive them

at least moderately dignified.

=
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vola$ mi a vravis, Ze to urobite teraz, ked nemate dejiny,

ked zapiﬁatc biele miesta. obdiiniky, tvoja nalada zo slachadla, obrazy,

mas naponahlo, v ro¢nych obdobiach mas kamsi naponahlo. zbierate takto Iudi
a volate im, ako teraz ty volas mne, tichnes, unikas, moja nadcasovost, a mne
temperatara oci

cava do vykladov

klices in pravi, da to zdaj pocnete, ko nimate zgodovine,

ko polnite lise. pravokotniki, tvoje razpoloZenje iz slusalke, slike,
mudi se ti, skozi letne ¢ase se ti nekam mudi. zbirate in klicete takole
Jjudi, kot ti zdaj klice§ mene, tisas, uhajas, moja brez¢asnost, in mene
temperatura oci

umika v izlozbe.

you call to say that’s what you do now that you’re without history,

=
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akysi chlap povedal, ze sa s tebou kurvim. pili sme ¢aj
a rozpravali sme sa na verejnom priestranstve.

naozaj som ziarila, ked sme sa rozsili.
aj ked sa mi plica roztiahli nasiroko
a vzduch ich tlacil. zuby sa mi ligotali v ismeve.
bolo treba pit nieco iné. bolo treba zmenit

podorys priestoru.

neki moski je rekel, da se kurbam s tabo: pili sva ¢aj
In se pogovarjali v javnem prostoru.

res sem zarela, ko sva se razsli.
Ceprav so se mi pljuca razmaknila na $iroko in
zrak jih je tiscal. moji zobje so se blescali v nasmehu.
treba je bilo piti nekaj drugega. treba je bilo spremeniti

tloris prostora.

a man said I was whoring with you: we were drinking tea

now that you’re filling in the spots. rectangles, your mood from the receiver, pictures, and talking in a public place.

you’re in a hurry, going somewhere through the seasons. you rally the people and call I was really glowing when we parted.
them like you're calling me now, becoming quiet, running away, my timelessness, and I'm even though my lungs moved apart widely and
retreated behind shop windows the air was pressing down on them. my teeth were shining in a smile.
by the temperature of the eyes.

it was vital to drink something else. it was vital to change

the ground plan of the place.
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oddelujem odpadky, akoby som verila,

pijem z kohutika, akoby som pomahala, kupujem
spravodlivo, akoby to bola pravda,

radsej papier ako plasty, cestujem

radsej verejnou dopravou alebo na bicykli:

akoby som bola cistejsia, obcas, nie vzdy:

predsa len este
kozené topanky, zmakcovac bielizne, potrava
pre psy z hydinarskych fariem;

a nedavam uz

fetakom drobné, neprispievam pravidelne

chudobnym, nezlutujem sa nad tdlavymi zvieratami, neponikam

opustenym noclah,

a tento svet vrie, hrmi, obracia sa;

a tak sa uci$ symetriu, a nie vyvazenost.

dychtis po voni, oplocujes zelen, kropis krvou,

prechadzas, povolujes, pritahujes, rozmyslas, blokujes, vstavas.

a su to roky: humor,

kym nevytiahnes revolver.

=
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lo¢ujem odpadke, kot da verjamem,
pijem iz pipe, kot da pomagam, pravi¢no
kupujem, kot da je res,
raje papir kot plastiko, potujem
raje javno ali s kolesom:
kot da sem ¢istej$a, véasih, ne vedno:
vendar Se
usnjene Cevlje, mehcalec v perilo, za pse
hrano iz farme piscancev;
in ne dam ve¢
dzankijem drobiza, ne dam ve¢ revezem
deleza, ne posvajam $e zivali, ne nudim

zapuscenim prenocisca,
in ta svet vre, rohni, se obraca;
pa se ucis simetrije, a ne ravnovesja.

hlepis po vonju, ograjujes zeleno, skropis s krvjo,

prehajas, popuscas, zategujes, mislis, blokiras, vstajas,

in so leta: Zivljenje: humor,

ko ne izberes revolverja.
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I separate waste as if believing,
I drink from the tap as if helping, I buy
fair trade as if it were true,
preferring paper to plastic, I'd rather travel
by bus or by bike:
as if being cleaner, sometimes, not always:
yet still
leather shoes, softener into the laundry, for dogs
the food from chicken farms;
and I no longer give
junkies change, I no longer give the poor
a share, I don’t adopt animals yet, I don’t offer

lodgings to the abandoned,
and this world is boiling, roaring, revolving;
so you learn symmetry, but not balance.

you yearn for smell, fence off the green, sprinkle with blood,

pass, loosen, tighten, think, block, rise,

and there are years: life: humour,

when you don’t go for a revolver.
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preoblecies sa, ked ides robit. namalujes si oci, lebo ides robit. lebo ides robit
uslachtilé vecl. vystieras sa a mas volnejsie pohyby, ked ides robit. uz hovoris,

ze mas slova. dokonca sa usmievas. usmievas sa dokonca volnejsie ako inokedy: tvoje tiene
st v inych oblekoch. st bez $miniek, ale s mnozstvom krvi. stavia$ zaklady.

budujes seba. uz ani nevies, ¢i st zbaveny tela, alebo nie.

preoblecies sa a mlcis.

se preobleces, ko gre§ delat. si nariSes oci, ker gres delat. in ker gres delat
plemenite stvari. ravnas se in $iri§ svoje kretnje, ko gres delat. govoris vec,
kot imas besed. celo smejis se. smejis se celo lazje kot drugje. tvoje sence
so v drugih oblacilih. so brez sminke ali z veliko krvi. postavljas temelje.

postavljas sebe. ne ves vec, ali si iztelesen ali ne.

se preobleces in molcis.

you change clothes when you go work. draw your eyes cause you go work. and
cause you work noble things. you straighten yourself, spread your gestures when
you go work. you speak more than you have words for. even laugh. laugh even more
readily than elsewhere. your shadows are in the other set of clothes. shadows with-
out lipstick or much blood. you build foundations.

build yourself. you don’t know anymore whether you’re disbodied or not.

you change clothes and keep quiet.
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to
nie jediné srdce je horlavy plast, oblozeny kozuchom. je postavené
na okennt rimsu:

skripe medzi splaskami deti v bungalovoch a ich hermetickym tichom

to
ne edino srce je gorljiva plastika, oblozena s kozuhom. postavljeno je na
okensko polico:

hresci med odplakami otrok v bungalove in njihovo hermeti¢no tisino.

this
un solitary heart is flammable plastic lined with fur. set on
a window ledge:

rustling among the discharge of children into the bungalows and their hermetic silence.
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coraz viacej je holubov. treba lepsie a tesnejsie zatvarat okna,
trieskat dverami. aj ked sa diha veternikov otaca na vietky smery, do vsetkych smerov

kam sa len pozriem, neodozenie trepot kridel.

jednostaj driemem,
zatial ¢o ohlasuju, Ze pocas dennej a nocnej tmy niekto vypuasta bubliny.
lenze pocas dennej a nocnej tmy nijaky posunok,

c¢o by holuby odohnal.

vec in ve¢ je golobov. bolj in tesneje je treba zapirati okna,
butati z vrati. ceprav se mavrica vetrnic vrti v vse smert,

kamor gledam, ne odzene frfotanja.

nepregledno zdim,
medtem ko oglasujejo, da med dnevno in noc¢no temo nekdo spus¢a mehurcke.
vendar med nocno in dnevno temo ni giba,

ki bi golobe odrl.

there’s more and more pigeons. windows have to be closed more and closer,
doors have to be slammed. although the rainbow of windmills spins in all directions,

it doesn’t drive away the fluttering, whichever way I look.

unclearly I'm huddled
while they’re advertising that there’s someone blowing bubbles between the darkness of
day and night.
but there’s no gesture between the darkness of night and day

that’d skin the pigeons.
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si dieta, lebo tvoj plac ako hrdelny potok stecie popod lavice ucebne.

dieta mas mraz vacsi nez nadych. stolicky praskaja, ked sa knises.

a noci noci nespis. videl st ruku, niekto ju nevytiahol z obleku.
pocul si slova, niekto ich nedal do stromu. a hry a slova nie st

makkost, aby rozuzlovala.

si uzatvorené dieta. po vsetkych kotolniach

budes ¢oraz Sedivejsie dieta.
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otrok si, ker tvoj jok kot grlen potok stece pod klopmi ucilnice.

otrok ima$§ mraz vedji od vdiha. sedezi pokajo, ko se guncas.

in noci noci ne spis. videl si roko, nekdo je ni iztegnil iz obleke.
slisal si besede, nekdo jih ni dal v drevo. in igre in besede niso

mehkoba, da razresi.

otrok si zakljucen. po vseh kurilnicah

bos vedno bolj siv otrok.
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you’re a child because your cry runs under the classroom desks like a guttural spring,

a child, your cold is larger than your breath. seats crack as you rock.

and you don'’t sleep for nights nights. you saw the hand, somebody didn’t extend it
from their clothes.
you heard the words, somebody didn’t put them into a tree. and games and words are not

softness that resolves.

a child, you are finished. in all boiler rooms

you will be a child, ever more grey.
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na obrazovkach, v uliciach, uprostred stadia: vsade je privela babik.

reflektory st silnejsie a prenikaja
cez lunu. palicu

mam pripravenu v akychsi rukach.

vraskavé a sivovlasé babiky
neprerastu stoly. este nie. so vzorkami zrniek

nazeraju do svojich profilow.

na zaslonih, v ulicah, sredi studia: vse prevec je punck.
reflektorji so mocnejsti in skozi luno
petetrirajo. kij

v nekih rokah imam pripravljen.

gubaste in sivih las
puncke stolov ne prerastejo. ne Se. z vzorci zrn

zrejo v svoje profile.

on screens, streets, in the studio: all too many dolls.
spotlights are powerful, penetrating through
the moon. I hold

the bat ready in someone’s arms

wrinkled and grey-haired,

the dolls don’t outgrow the chairs. not yet. they stare at their profiles

with samples of grains.
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poloha slov, vrabkovanych alfa nozom.
s tymto vedomim sa otacas k vykladu
:hovoris, Ze to je tolerancia,

ked drzi$ ruku vo svojom naruci

lega besed, zarezanih z olfa nozem.
v tej zavesti se obrnes proti izlozbi
‘reces, da je toleranca,

ko roko zadrzuje§ v svojem narocju.

the lay of words, cut into by a box cutter.
in this consciousness, you turn towards the shop window
:saying it’s tolerance

as you keep your arm in your lap.
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¢o ti povie zidovsky p6vod — nie na bosniackej ¢i dalmatinske)
strane,
¢o ti da horliva histéria, co pomylena skola, ¢o ti moze

dat vychodna eur6pa co to melies:

ako niekto, kto neveri mapam,

ale déveruje preludom.

¢o to melies, ked nie si ani v tovarni a nebude$ ani v orione: nebudes$ ani v orione:

¢o to melies:

niekto, kto nie si, lebo si
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kaj ti pove judovsko poreklo — ne po bosanski ali dalmatinski
strani,
kaj ti da delovna zgodovina, kaj zgresena $ola, kaj naj

ti da vzhodna evropa, kaj jemljes:

kot nekdo, ki ne verjame v zemljevide,

ali z zaupanjem v privide.

kaj jemljes, kjer nisi niti v tovarni niti v orionu ne bos: ne bo§ niti v orionu:

kaj jemljes:

nekdo, kar nisi, ker si.
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what does jewish origin tell you — not on your bosnian or dalmatian
side,
what do you get from employment history, from misguided education, what should

you get from eastern europe, what do you take:

as someone who doesn’t believe in maps

or trusting in illusions.

what do you take, where you’re not in a factory and neither will you be in orion:

you won’t be in orion: what do you take:

somebody that you’re not because you are.
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zelena za zelenou ziskava vrasky. spravy
¢lasto¢ne z marcipanu, ¢iastocne z joédu. ako so zlym vkusom

s hymenom dovery. trha sa spomalene, s jemnejsim povedomim cervenej.

zelena za zeleno dobiva gube. sporocila
delno iz marcipana, delno iz joda. kot o slabih okusih

o himenu zaupanja. para se upocasnjeno, s tanjso zavestjo rdece.

green on green becomes wrinkled. messages are
part marzipan, part iodine. as bad tastes,

so the hymen of trust. unravelling in slow motion, red with thinning consciousness.
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muz

sl stupaje pri nej — svojom
muzovi svojej uslzenej Zene,

mimo autobus

a nic nie je, sklo vytesni
desatrocia lasky,

tiene skazené v stene;
muz st
stupaje ako ststa,

stmavnuté telo, predovietkym vsak
spustené ruky
a dve tasky,

zvonovito rozsireny plast:
temny muz

si stupaje pri nej

len tieto steny st tvoje steny. menia sa Staby, premienaju sa zvuky;
dievcata omladni. len za tymito mrezami sa tvoje telo rozprestrie — neexistuje

ina tanecna sala.

pozorujes vietko — tvoje a trafalé;

tra sa ruky a Smykaju sa, dychas a ¢ierne slnko nad nami sa krat, si zelektrizovana
a ani to nema byt inak, v tomto teritoriu dychas purpur, nikto nemusi zakovat
zelezo okolo tychto hladkych krkov, je noc a je den, ked sme, piseme, ked tancujeme

piseme a zvuky hybu bokmi.
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a ty mozes len zotriet kakaovy prach z mojich pier.

o tieto steny sa opiera$ zohnutou nohou, o tieto klenby

sa zapiera$ holymi rukami. dievcatka

a trocha chlapcov, trocha dievéat. granatové noci splachujes poharmi vody
a tu je tvoje Gtocisko: aj ked ta gniavi

aj spod tychto klenieb sa zdvihnes.
tu st tvoje bozky,
v tychto stenach, lebo len tieto steny

su tvoje steny.
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moz

si stopala ob njej — svojem
mozu svoji solzni Zenski,

mimo z avtobusom,

in nic ni, steklo zatesni
desetletji jubezni,

sencl sprijeti v stent;
moz st
stopala ob zaloski,

stemnjeno telo, predvsem pa
spuscene roke
in dve torbi,

trapezast plasc:
temen moz

si stopala ob njej.

samo te stene so tvoje stene. zamenjajo se ekipe, spremenijo se zvoki;
puncke se pomladijo. samo za temi resetkami se tvoje telo razpne — ni

drugega plesisca.

gledas vse — tvoje in predrzne;

drstijo se in roke drsijo, dihas in ¢rno sonce se nad nami vrti, elektris se

in ni treba, da se dogaja drugace, v tem teritoriju dihas skrlat, nih¢e ne more vrec¢

zeleza okrog teh gladkih vratov, no¢ je in dan je, ko smo, pisemo, ko plesemo,

pisemo in zvoki gibajo boke.
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in ti lahko samo kakavov prah pobrises z mojih ustnic.
na te stene se naslanja$ z upognjeno nogo. na teh obokih

slonis z golimi rokami. deklice so

in malo deckov malo deklic. granatne noci spiras s kozarci vode

in tukaj je tvoje zaklonisce: Ceprav se udira in

izpod teh obokov se dvignes:

tukaj so tvoji poljubi,
v teh stenah — ker samo te stene

so tvoje stene.
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a husband

you were walking beside her — your
husband your tearful woman,

past on a bus,

and it’s nothing, glass seals
two decades of love,

shadows, stuck together inside a wall;
a husband you
were walking on zaloska,

a darkened body, and most of all
lowered arms
and two bags,

a trapeze coat:
a dark husband

you were walking beside her.

only these walls are your walls. teams change, sounds alter;

girls get younger. only behind these bars your body unfolds — there is no

other dance floor.

you watch all of them — yours and the presumptuous;

they spawn and hands slither, you breathe and the black sun above us revolves, you electrify
and there’s no need for difference, in ths territory you breathe scarlet, no one can throw

iron around these silken necks, there is night and it’s day, when we are, we write, when we dance,

we write and sounds sway the hips.
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and you can only wipe the cocoa powder off my lips.

at these walls you lean with a bent leg. on these vaults
you lean with bare hands. there are girls,
hints of boys hints of girls. pomegranate nights are washed with glasses of water

and here stands your shelter: even though it is sinking
from underneath these vaults you rise:
here your kisses are,

in these walls — for only these walls

are your walls.
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