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| a massively inert object .

. . . As the poems hang (Prometheus-like) stuck to the
PREMIERA VRAMCI FESTIVALU ARS POETICA | wall of our studio, our dance is conjuring specific

29. SEPT 0 20.00 | new dimensions in relation to those fixed

DK ZRKADLOVY HAJ BRATISLAVA | inscriptions — just as a reader’s imaginative
engagement would animate and give life to the
contents of a bound volume.
Having been presented with the end product
of many journeys: an edition of poetry, replete with
its inbuilt structure of ideas and its shifts in
perspective and style... | have embraced the role of

n \ \=p the single choreographer — making one epic dance
N i\“\\\\\ that passes through the zones of diverse
#N 3s &  authorship and, in doing so, discovers its
o @ .. | ownnew territory.
= = T B
> M \\\\ |y S : SS o S N S SRS R
N \f\\\ix\\i Doslovne povedané, osamela zbierka poézie je
\‘\\i\é\ ;\ \§ v podstate nehybnym objektom.
SRS *S S ) I )
N e S Ako basne visia (sta Prométeus) prilepené k stenam
> - > Stadia, nas tanec vycariva zvlastne nové dimenzie

k zafixovanym napisom — prave tak, ako Citatelova
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N R fantazia rozpohybuje a doda Zivot myslienkam,
Ny is\\ zviazanym presne vymedzenym objemom.
e
N E\s §\ Majic na pamati vysledok kazdej z mnohych ciest:
\\\x s - zbierky poézie, nasytené svojou zabudovanou
mo B > P - AT :
> 1 S | \\s\f Struktdrou myslienok, posunom perspektiv
N RQ \i\x a 3tylov... uchopil som dlohu choreografa, ktory
: t 8 S < vytvara epicky tanec, prechadzajici zonami

roznych autorstiev a — siic na tejto ceste —
objavuje nové teritoria pohybu.

4

/
/

AARD'E
A

v
1A

1
/|

7
ke
/// y
4
W

Al

Matthew Hawkins, Bratislava, september 2004
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IVAN KOLENIC L
(LizACI SPIEVAJU TO NAJSMIESNEJSIE BLUES — East)

Sedime v trave

S vybitymi zubami, ale nesmejeme sa.
Sme si iba navzajom smiesni.

Teraz ma uZ nepohladkas

A mne nebude prijemné ta bozkavat.
Sedime v trave,

neplaceme,

len sa cudujeme, aki sme zrazu hnusni...

(LizAC1 V BURKE — East)

A rukavicka v nohavickach;

Akoby ohybanie prstov v dvoch miestach
Nieslo iné riziko spruzenej

Neviditelnej privetivosti.

LenZe ta je stale mimo dohladu,

deti...

MARTIN SOLOTRUK
ESTE NA VOLNOM VZDUCHU _
ESTE PRED ZALOZENIM DOMACNOSTI

My sa naozaj niektoré vecery po svojom modlime,
Asi do pol
holého pdasa zakryti myslievame jeden pred druhym.

... a zostaneme osameli, aZ kym medzi nas
nevhupne kvapka,
nieco ako spolocny zazitok,

zhr€i nas dokopy
do jedného plodu,
aky mdze potratit len panna

eSte predtym;

nez odpraceme vSetok pouzity pribor,

je tu Sanca sa porozpravat

z o¢i do o€, nadviazat na spolu zazité
hmyrenie

vsade tam dolu — aZ po hranicu viditelnosti,
a pritom by neslo o ni¢ odpozorované,
prenesené pohladom z vonku dnu,

flikde sa Stvornozky na dlazke eSte nehraji
deti v pyZamach...

povieme si potom,
ved po kolotococh byva najviac zh6d okolnosti

a tu, kde sa kon¢i stv
zacina masiv...

islost strbiny,

ROD MENGHAM

Dlhy pohlad do ulic

Uved nas do tajomstiev
skrytych dokazov. Deti sa hrajd

okolo klietky. Zviditelfiujem latexovy
jazyk, ¢o nikdy nedojima ani nedrazdi

pridlho.

Tak sa vzdy znovu rodi smdtok,
z ktorého nie som.

Nech sa vypocujem
v skratenom konani.

Ide totiZ o vystrazny list
KATARINA KUCBELOVA
zauzlenie

predpoklada dotyk
z dotyku vyplyva vzruSenie

dotyku predchddza spojenie: spojenie je vztah
vztah sa nekonci oddelenim

spojenie spdsobuje zmenu
smeru

ktor nemoZno predpovedat
podstatny je moment prekvapenia

urcujlci je proces oc¢akavania
(momentu prekvapenia)

Mjeho inztenzitu uruje nevyspytatelnost zmeny

z toho vyplyva vzruSenie
je to prijemné (je to prijemné)
vztah sa nezacina spojenim

otyky sa obnovuju
odnet je vzruSenie
a vzrusenie je prijemné
prostriedok je zmena
zmena sa vytvori dotykom
vztah sa nekonci oddelenim

ktord nemusi narusit zotrvacnost'

IVAN KOLENIC
(LICKERS SINGING THE FUNNIEST BLUES — part)

Here we are sitting in the grass

Toothless. But we do not smile.

We are just teasingly funny to each other.

Now you will no longer caress me

And i will take no pleasure in kissing you.

Sitting in the the grass,

not sheddding a single tear,

we only wonder what makes us so nasty, all of a sudden...

(LICKERS IN THE STORM — par)
... And there is this little glove feeling inside your drawers,

As if fingers, bending in two spots,
bore any risk of an unbearably vigorous

8 Invisible kindness.
« It stays beyond our field of vision, though,

' My dear little ones...

=l MARTIN SOLOTRUK
= AGAIN IN THE OPEN AIR

AGAIN BEFORE SETTING UP A HOUSEHOLD

S| Indeed some evenings we pray
=l almost half
= naked to the waist, hidden, we imagine, one after the other.

.. and we remain alone while among us

M a drop bounces,
something like a mutual experience,

it gnarls us together

into a single fruit

that only before a virgin could have
aborted;

all the used cutlery is cleared away,
there’s still the chance to talk

eye to eye

to resume the mutually felt
teeming

everywhere below — to the limits of visibility
which is nothing reflected back

of a view from the outside in.

Where pyjama-clad children have yet to play
on all fours on the floor...

we’ll see later

since after the carousels there are more coincidences

and here where the completion of a crevice ends
a massif begins...

= ROD MENGHAM

Look in the streets

Instruct us in the grades of
Hidden proof. The children play around

A cage. And here is my latex

~ Syntax it neither moves nor stirs
" For long.

W7 A sorrow | am not made of
2 Is always coming to birth.

P Permit me to interrogate
| Myself swiftly.

 ' § This is a warning letter

¥ KATARINA KUCBELOVA

Jentanglement

¥l anticipated touch
& from touch comes arousal

‘ precedes touch: joining is relationship

relationship does not end with disconnecting

@/joining causes a change

of direction  which needn’t be violated by inertia

@ which can’t be predicted

essential is the moment of astonishment

determinative is the process of expectation
(the moment of astonishment)

its intensity is determined by the inability to predict change

“4from this comes arousal

it is pleasant (it is pleasant)

pamadtas no tak pamatas:

v Elektronik Café — drinky chutili tak ¢arovne synteticky
a Tesla z plagatu sa usmieval

pre teba moja laska

som zlozil kokpit

prebudil sa Major Tom

recyklovany priamou timerou — > davat / brat
zmietam sa pod mnozstvom dotykov

prvé kola zranovani sd uz za nami

skisam stale nové permutacie

zo vstupov starych trikov

&/ analyzujem moje Statistiky

mozno vykazu cit — Ja uz neviem.

ROD MENGHAM

& a budicnost sa v (iZzase roztvara

ako Usta niekoho, kto cez ne prezlieka podoby

uprostred urputnej birky. NajlepSie bude,

P8 ak to zvladnem: vyhnit sa pascam a prostriedkom updtania

'“|a hlavne ani nepomysliet na ni¢, ¢o uz padlo

do popola znamej histérie.

~|Vojna trva, aspoi dnes, nech ide o ¢okolvek

¢o sa mi zrodi v hlave, aZ u nej v lone

0 sa zrata. Kvoli malickosti

—nidokéze robit divy. Zbal si svojich par

SRR staci, ani o chvilu viac

hore nekone¢nymi schodmi bezi$ o Zivot

CLARE POLLARD

~UATEST SKVRNY

1| Nebolo sa Eoho bat, lebo

" to nebolo strasné, skdr smiesne, to Zblnknutie,
ﬁ ktoré vyslo z jej vaginy, ked ju odchylll

B8 zavoj cudnosti, ktory zakryval o¢i najma jej

j akoby mala ostat nevidena pri izase nad odhalenym pohlavim.
11Bolo to vtipné, spdsob, akym musela roztiahnut

stehna tak Siroko, aby objala aj celé raghbyové muZstvo.

\|A nebolo sa ¢oho bét, lebo to

nebolelo, ale takmer rozosmievalo takmer, Cosi ako Spachtla ofiuchévalo

—jej tesnd dierku ako ostychava myska, ako penis Skriatka,

vidli¢ka, o neZzne skudsa, €i je treska uz prepecena.

== Nie, nebolo sa ¢oho bat.

A keby jej to frajer nebol neskér povedal,

W keby sa necitila ako pi¢a a neplakala ako znasilnena kurva,
“ineudrela ho a neudrela a nevrieskala: ,,Chod do pice

a nedotykaj sa ma, uz na mia nikdy nesiahni,

28 ani by sa nad tym vlastne nezacudovala.
~|FIONA SAMPSON

" Unavena koZa ako papier presny opak iernej
~yunaveny Zlty medvedik si hovie

v (tulnej bielej posteli

plachty uz st oznacené ako tajné stranky, signe

—de toi,
= znaky tvojej pritomnosti v mojom tele

"2 na pokozke,

relationship does not begin with joining = / -

dtouches are renewed

impulse is arousal
and arousal is pleasant
the medium is change
change is created by touch
relationship does not end with disconnection

na skle dych zvovuzrodenia

— ako Cisty odraz ulice za oknom

rebrik vo vonavom ovocnom sade
no v metre

sa suverénna elegancia odzrazu rozbija:

“v zrkadlach poletujicich vlasov.

Nesthlas ako tazky vzdych
o neustava v tejto chvili

vo chvili pritomnosti pred
rieStenim
pred krdZkovanim pier,

s ktoré davajd do bozku nulu

pred delenim.

S Utigia ma len jablka
~ pery prisaté na hladkud kozicku
" lahodna Stava rozlievajlica sa po jazyku

o splyva

1a €o zostane?

WEN SHEERS

~CAS ZNAMENI

0 znamenie na tvojom chrbte konecne bledne

itak ako vyblednt nase spomienky

a td noc, ked sme v navale rozkoSe netrafili do postele

=a ustlali sme si na dlazke.

tam sme stvorili td jazvu —
ve otrhané vlajky na stoZiari tvojej chrbtice,
0 znamenie tajomstva, o mas odzadu vypalené do koze.

Aj teraz o nich viem a znovu citim ten nepokoj.

do you so do you remember:

the drinks tasted in a so magicaly synthetic way
and Tesla was smiling from the poster

pour toi mon amour

i took off the cockpit

and Major Tom woke up

recycled by the direct proportionality to —> give/ to take
i am buffed about by the number of touches

first rounds of hurtings are over

i am still trying new permutations

from the enters of old tricks

i am analyzing my statistics

they may display the feeling — i cannot already

"|ROD MENGHAM

= And the future gapes

Whose form is a change of clothes

~|Left out in the storm. What a thing to do
1 If | can: shun the snares and modes of capture

And not pick up what has fallen
~ In the ashes of previous record.

Its war for a day no matter what
Sticks in my head in her lap
is acquitted. For two pins

she glides away. Take up your bags

: That s the end

you run up for your life up the main stairs

CLARE POLLARD
THE SMEAR TEST

|/ It was nothing to worry about, for it was not

Intimidating, but funny almost, the slurpy sounds

That flapped from her vagina as he cranked it open,
the modesty blanket that veiled no one s view but hers
as though she d gag to see her sex exposed.

It was comedy, the way she had to splay

Her thighs wide enough to welcome a rugby squad.

. And it was nothing to worry about, for it was not

| Painful, but almost tender almost, the spatula nosmg
Into her tight hole like a coy mouse, an elfin penis,

a fork gently testing the haddock is cooked through.

~ No, it was nothing to worry about.

And if her boyfriend hadn t told her that later,
pissed as a cunt and weeping like a raped whore,

" she had hit him and hit him and screamed: ‘Fuck off
- and don t touch me, don t ever fucking touch me,”
~she would never have dwelt on it.

| FIONA SAMPSON

i Tired skin like paper the opposite of black

\.

N

kissingtheir Zero sums

\the tired yellow bear sleeps

~ inthe big white bed

whlte sheets a knotted page, signe

de toi,
signs of you in my body
on my skin,
smoked glass in the ascenseur

in the refracted street a kiosk
in the orchard a ladder

in the Metro

smart glossy all falls apart:
mirrors of hair.

Disapproval like a gasp
beyond this minute

the minute of presence before its

" shuttered image

before the circling of mouths

before subtraction.

- Comfort me with apples

ips closing on skin
juice springing across the tongue

what is
obliterated?

OWEN SHEERS

MARKING TIME

That mark on your back is finally fading

lin the way our memory will,

of that night our lust couldn’t wait for bed

so laid us out upon the floor instead

where we worked up that scar —

two tattered flags flying from your spine’s mast,

'a brand-burn secret in the small of your back.

race them now and feel the disturbance again.

M kazdy dotyk nesie v sebe zmenu every touch bears change within itself ~ Pokojné vody tvojej koZe zrazu rozbrazdené, to strhujice volte,
| “ked sme si vyryvali znacky ako milenci do stromov.
A tak ako z rovnice ich mien vychadza Sip,
kton/ pretrva, hoci sa straca v Case,
ak aj pod kdrou (pod koZou), hoci zmenena,

ostava jazva lasky naveky.

1" |The calm waters of your skin broken, the volte engaging
"as we made our marks like lovers who carve trees,
| the equation of their names equalled by an arrow
I that buckles under time but never leaves,
so though changed, under the bark (the skin)
the loving scar remains.

‘ ktora sa udiala ‘which had happened
il ktord sa udeje [ ‘ which will happen
Q dotyk je spo;enle spojenie je vztah | ‘ ‘

\ zmenu smeru nemusi narusit zotrvacnost ‘

touch is joining: joining is relationship
a change of direction needn’t be violated by inertia

‘every change bears touch within itself " CLARE POLLARD

|
\“‘ ‘ a kazda zmena nesie v sebe dotyk

\ ‘ tento pohyb je utkvely v bode

| l smer nemozno predpovedat

z toho vyplyva vzruSenie
ja poviem nie
ty ano
|a vlastne
nesthlasis

ROD MENGHAM
Tam niekde je obratnik stihlasu a odmietavosti, plod,
Co v pade meni farby.
Vrat sa na pociatok. vystav sa proroctvu
v pbvodnej divokej nahote.
Mftvych skds ocCierfiovat vlastnymi slovami:

Ako sa citite pochovani za Ziva posediacky

na tomto Useku Posvdtnej cesty,

€o lemuju tzkosti z vplyvov
a podmyvaju netusené pridy

Predohra pre Echo
Pozbieraj kvety a odovzdaj sa:

Naco vébec dusa putuje
Kopa smiechu ¢o kraca po vzduchu
A vykrdca mi krk. Nasleduje obrat

Pach médsa sa straca
A rozptyluje. Lebo dych neskoncoval
S nespravnym echom...

PETER SULE]
[(POST)INDUSTRIALNA] ROMANTIKA

zavireny Cistou esenciou
existencionalneho smuatku

odchadzam do virtualnych svetov
nechdpem jemné naznaky zenskych hier
objimam krasne nové rovnice

tvoje androgynné telo

programujem kybernetickd ruku

poda ti kvet — Ja uz nemézem

pamatas:

v Elektronik Café hral KRAFTWERK

pre teba moja laska

rozmotéval som zloZité siete narusenych vztahov
bozkaval tvoje madkké pery

Cerstvé lupienky umelych ruzi

this movement is attached to a point
a direction cannot be predicted
from this comes arousal
| say no
you say yes

and in fact

you disagree

ROD MENGHAM

\\| There is the tropic of reluctance, the falling fruit
\WIs changing its spots.

Go back, consult the oracle

\With all its barrels loaded.

In your own words speak ill of the dead:

But how like you, to be buried upright
In this part of the Sacred Way

Paved with the anxiety of influence

\And subject to longshore drift

. Prolegomena to the Echo

Now gather flowers and sell up:

| | What need of the voyage of the soul
A laughing stock who walks on air
A Wringing my neck. The reverse will follow

2 The smell of meat, fading
B\ Fading. Because the breath reprieves
I The wrong echo...

SN PETER SULE)
A [(POST)INDUSTRIAL] ROMANTICS

SN poluted by the virus of clean essence
2N of existencial mourning
BN i am leaving into the virtual worlds

i do not understand the gentle hints of feminine games

i am hugging brand new equations

your androgenous body

Ni am programming the movement of a cybernetic hand

it will hand you a flower — i already can’t

do you remember:
KRAFTWERK was playing in the Electronic Café

N pour toi mon amour

i unraveled elaborate nets of broken relations
i was kissing your soft lips
freshy crisps of artificial roses

ra¢am za nevestou, sledujem ako sa jej na pase hojda

~stuzka, slepecké pismo, ktoré by som chcela vnimat aj prstom.

krasne uvité kytice, ¢o urcite vonaju presne,

sako jej vonia koza na Siji.

S Sirdtky s farbou melanchélie. Aj ich najjemnejsi dotyk

ma zranuje, ked' sa mi nedari zastavit krv,
o splaSene pruadi, aby ju uvitala, a dovolava sa dotyku
spon ¢ipky na rukave v neznom zastupe.

=Slonovinové ramienka sa jej vryvaju do koZze.
I Tak rada by som pod ne vkizla aspoi prstami.
=70 vSetkych sil zvieram kyticu, aby som nevystrela ruku
“a nechavam si horickou ochromené ruky rezat ostiiami.

= RuZe ako Ziletky, ktorymi si rano holila lytka,
= ked som sa divala na lupene, o zostali na dne umyvadla.

Lakovala som si nehty a ona ako cez hmlu hovorila o laske,
ako velmi [tbi, a on, a €o si myslim?

" Ruka, Co jej navlieka prsten, sa ani nezachvie.

A prave to hlboko rani toto telo, ktoré uz rok bolestne slizi
aske a pozna kazdy odtien, aky len svetlo moze

Jjej vlasom dat, a pritom zostane navZdy panensky oddané.

MICHAL HABA]J

S (NIET POVABNEJSE] VECI NA SVETE,
AKO JE DIEVCA V ROZKVETE — &ast)

- ; Tak pod, je ¢as vydat sa na cestu knihou basni, tak pod, je ¢as vydat sa

na cestu poéziou: do krajin zaslibenych, kde este vzdy lovec
tdzby usina vo svojom srdci — na planine, ktorou kracas prave ty,

“Imoja trinastrocna priatelka, dlho do mesacnych noci opakujtica

slovo laska. Chcel by som rozpravat o tom, ¢o sme spolu preZili,

ale nemé6zem: buddcnost je ete stale hlboko v nas a stroje, ktoré
Jsme osedlali vo dni slnecné smeruji stale vy$sie a vysSie — kde ==

uprostred modrého neba Slnko roztédpa [ady v nasej krvi: v nasej
modrej krvi pop-aristokratov konca milénia: dekadentni cowboyi

—~ Microsoftu. Niet pévabnejsej veci na svete, ako je dievéa 1
v rozkvete: nech st moje slova teréom nadeje pre tie sle¢ny, ktoré ==

po nociach lovia slzu osamelosti — v dialke na brehoch tvare.
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HE BRIDESMAID

| trail behind the bride, watch the dip of the lace

at her waist; a braille I could trace with my thumb.

|The bouquets, which smell as the skin at the back

of her neck must, are beautifully done.

\Violets for violence. Her gentlest touch

can bruise me as | cannot stop my blood

/from racing to meet her, clamourlngto press
against the merest brush of sleeve in a tender flood.

'Her ivory straps are biting her back and | long

to slip fingers between her body and them.
I have to clutch hard on the flowers to stop myself reaching,
and slice up my lovesick hands on rose stems.

Roses for the razor she shaved her calves with

this morning, as | watched blossoms she dripped in the sink.
Through steam, as | painted my nails, she talked about love,
how much she was in it, and him, and what did | think?

" And the hand which slips a ring on her is not even shaking.

//

It sickens with anger, this body which has obeyed
love now for a year, which knows every colour her hair
{can turn in the light, and is achingly always her maid.

MICHAL HABA]

| (THERE IS NOT SUCH A CHARMING THING
~(LIKE A GIRL FULLY BLOSSOMING — part)

So come on, it’s the time to hit the streets across a book of poetry,
s0 come on, it’s the time to go
the way of poetry: to the lands of promise, where a hunter
of desire still
falls to dreams in his heart — on a plain that someone is just
walking across, it’s you,

~my thirteen year old baby repeating the word of love deep into

the moony nights. | would still like to speak out all the experience

we shared,

but | can’t: the future is still a way down within ourselves

and the machines

",;;, we had tamed in the sunny days of yore keep ascending ever

and ever higher — where,
amldts blues skies, the sun is melting and breaking the |cebergs
within our blood: in our
“|blue blood of pop-aristocrats of the diminishing millenium: decadent

cowboys

= of Microsoft. There is not such a charming thing like a girl
“fully blossoming: let my words be a target of hope for the maidens
fishing for a tear of loneliness — at the distant coasts of face.




