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Foreword

Foreword by José Manuel Barroso, President of the European Commission

I am delighted to present the eleven winners of this year’s edition of the European Union Prize for Lit-
erature. And | am glad that together with the European Booksellers Federation (EBF), the European
Writers’ Council (EWC) and the Federation of European Publishers (FEP) we are able to showcase a
short passage from their award winning book in this brochure in their mother tongue and in a trans-
lation in English. This overview shows the great diversity of new European literature and highlights
the unique virtues of this new European Prize.

Europe’s vibrant creativity, its cultural diversity and abundant variety of styles and languages makes
it a very attractive place to live, work and visit. In fact our diversity is one of our great assets. But
diversity is also challenging because it means extra efforts have to be made to provide access to new
literary works, simply because new fiction is often only available in the author’s mother tongue. The
latest digital developments are providing easier access to culture, but without the translation of new
literature and accompanying cross-border promotion much of Europe’s literary potential runs the
risk of going unnoticed. This is where this prize aims to make a difference.

By working together with EBF, EWC and FEP, the Commission is aiming at showcasing the diversity of
contemporary European fiction by helping new authors to break through national borders. We want
to put the spotlight on emerging authors who otherwise may not be easily spotted outside their own
country. By working together in this way the involved sectors and the Commission want to develop a
smoother path for the translation of new literature. We expect that this will also increase the chance
of new authors breaking through into other areas such as television, film and theatre.

The European book and publishing sectors top the rankings in the world and in these challenging
times our aim has to be to stimulate developments that can increase European employment. We
know that locally rooted talent can go on to have major international success; here are eleven exam-
ples of European authors who are still working nationally, but we hope they will break through.

International recognition can help not only their career, but also the employment of others through
turnover in other sectors such as theatre, television, internet, film and tourism. From the study on the
Economy of Culture — which the EU commissioned in 2006 — we know that culture and the cultural
and creative industries are big and dynamic contributors to Europe’s economies. They employ more
than 5 million people across the EU — 27 and contribute 2,6% to the EU Gross Domestic Product.
Experience teaches us that strengthening the potential of new authors can - over time — help smart,
inclusive and sustainable growth.

Great adventures start between the cover of a book, but the book’s success depends on its readers.
I really hope you enjoy these excerpts —which were chosen by the authors themselves — as much as |

have and that it will give you an appetite to find out more about their work.

José Manuel BARROSO
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Belgium

Peter Terrin

De Bewaker (2009)

The Guard

Publishing House De Arbeiderspers

© Stefan Vanfleteren

Biography

Peter Terrin (b.1968) represents a unique voice in contemporary Dutch-language literature,
touching on universal and highly topical themes alike. Terrin, who has been described as ‘a
master of ominous detail’, is considered by critics to be a literary maverick, a classic writer who
doesn't follow trends, and a masterful stylist. He has also written for the theatre and is active as
a columnist. Terrin has been nominated for major literary awards several times, including the
AKO Literature Prize and the Libris Literature Prize. For De bijeneters, he was awarded the West
Flanders Prize for Literature. The film rights to Blanco were sold to CCCP in Brussels, with the
production selected for the Berlinale Co-Production Market in 2008.

Synopsis

In De Bewaker, Terrin tells a strongly allegorical story of 21st-century society, which holds the
reader under its spell for 200 pages. Written in a sober style, the book slowly reveals the war of
nerves underlying the narrative. Harry and Michel, two highly conscientious men, have been
given an assignment to guard a block of 40 luxury apartments with their lives. They have taken
up their position in a vast underground car park, from where they have an uninterrupted view
of the entrance. The pair conduct their inspection rounds extremely meticulously and with an
iron discipline. However, Harry and Michel are kept completely in the dark as to the whys and
wherefores of their mission. They soon become entirely cut off from the outside world and have
hardly any contact with the pompous, rich residents they are ‘protecting’. Is there a war going
on outside, they wonder, as the streets become eerily quiet. Even when one day all the residents
of the complex - save for one — do a moonlight flit, they continue to unerringly carry out their
duties. Their nerves are strained to breaking point. The inspection rounds become more and
more obsessive. This tension is described in illuminating detail by Michel, who registers every
sound, every scent, every change in the light, as the story progresses. De Bewaker is not only an
enthralling psychological novel, it is also a love story, one which encompasses oppressiveness,
emotion and explicit sensuality.
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De Bewaker
Peter Terrin

Fragment hoofdstuk 69

Door de stilte te verbreken heeft de fietser haar bevestigd. Hij
heeft de stilte op slot gedaan. Zijn passage was het geluid van
de vergrendeling. Er is niemand meer in de stad, een halve-
gare op een oude fiets en twee bewakers in een kelder niet te
na gesproken.

Harry heeft zich vergist. Er is geen laatste bewoner in dit
gebouw; na zo lang zouden we een teken van leven hebben
opgevangen. ledereen is vertrokken, iedereen is op de vlucht.
De stad werd niet geévacueerd, maar is simpelweg door ieder-
een op eigen houtje ontvlucht. Harry, ikzelf en de dolle fietser
zijn achtergebleven.

Niemand heeft ons verwittigd. Zoals sommigen hebben voor-
speld, doemt een nieuw soort oorlog op, gemakshalve de
Nieuwe Oorlog genaamd. Een oorlog waarvan niemand weet
of hij werkelijk bestaat, nog moet beginnen of reeds in alle
hevigheid is uitgebroken. Iets uit een toekomstroman.

Wat het wapen is en wat de verwonding, welk doel is gesteld
door welke partijen: daar heeftiedereen het raden naar. Precies
hierin ligt het voornaamste kenmerk van deze wereldoorlog.
Precies dit jaagt iedereen op de vlucht: de vijand is onbekend.

8 The European Union Prize for Literature



Peter Terrin

De organisatie is ons uit het oog verloren. Bij een nucleaire
aanval op de zuidkust was men ons komen halen. Bij een
virale terreuraanval zou alles in het werk worden gesteld om
de quarantaine van dit belangrijke stadsdeel zo vlug moge-
lijk op te heffen. Harry en ik zijn hier achtergelaten. Er is
niemand meer om te beschermen en het gebouw wordt niet
concreet bedreigd.

Ons verblijf op deze post is een administratieve vergetelheid
van een dolgedraaide overste. Daarom horen wij niets van de
organisatie, en niet omdat we in stilte zo voortreffelijk onze
boontjes doppen. Daarom daagt de bewaker maar niet op.
Men is ons vergeten.
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The Guard

Peter Terrin

Translated from the Dutch by David Colmer — Ch. 69

By breaking the silence the cyclist has confirmed it. He’s
locked it down. The sound of his passing was the turning of
the key. There is no one in the city except a halfwit on an old
bike and two guards in a cellar.

Harry was wrong. There is no last resident left in the build-
ing; after all this time we would have seen some sign of life.
Everyone’s gone, everyone has fled. The city wasn’t evacuated,
its inhabitants just ran for it as best they could. Harry, me and
the mad cyclist have been left behind.

No one informed us. Just as some people predicted, a new
kind of war has arrived - conveniently referred to as the New
War. A war whose very existence is subject to question, no
one knowing whether it’s already raging or yet to start. Some-
thing from a futuristic novel.

The weapons and the wounds they cause, the objectives and
who’s set them are anybody’s guess. And that is the chief
characteristic of this world war. That’s what makes everyone
flee: the enemy is unknown.
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Peter Terrin

We'’ve slipped off the organisation’s radar. After a nuclear
attack on the south coast they would have come to pick us up.
After a viral terrorist attack they would have done everything
in their power to lift the quarantine in this crucial part of the
city as soon as possible. Harry and I have been left behind.
There is no one for us to protect and no concrete threat to the
building.

Our ongoing posting here is an administrative oversight
made by a commander who’s cracked under the pressure.
That’s why we no longer hear anything from the organisation
- not because we’re doing such an excellent job of taking care
of ourselves. That’s why the guard doesn’t show up. They’ve
forgotten us.
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Cyprus

Myrto Azina Chronides
To Peirama (2009)

The Experiment

Publishing House Armida Publications

Biography

Myrto Azina Chronides (b.1961) was born in Nicosia, Cyprus. Since her early years, she has
written many essays and poems. She won several literary prizes at the Pancyprian Gymnasium
for poetry and prose, and published her first book, Hemerologion, at the age of fifteen. After
graduation, she specialized in General Medicine at the academic hospital of the University of
Bonn in Euskirchen. Since 2007, she has been working in Cyprus at the Department of Medical
and Public Health Services. She has received a positive critical reaction for her modern and
unconventional writing style, while her short stories have featured in many literary magazines
and in two national anthologies.

Synopsis

In short, Myrto Azina’s book could be described as a study on erotic love and the soul. A cou-
ple’s sexual relationship forms the central theme running across most of the stories. From the
beginning, He and She, the book’s protagonists, take a pledge to undergo an ‘experiment”: to
understand the nature of erotic love and their relationship by abstaining from carnal contact
so as to devote themselves to writing. She is an unbowed woman who claims her freedom. He

"

is, “a wise man, a believer in the Socratic saying, ‘All  know is that | know nothing’”. To Peirama'’s
peculiar, subtly connected narrative houses a collection of tales that lean towards the structure
of a synthetic prose piece, neither novella nor novel. Consequently, the book is an original work,

which does not fit easily within any traditional genre of creative prose.
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To Peirama
Myrto Azina Chronides

To omijAato Kat to dévipo

- C’est une Folie!
(Eiveu piex Tpéda)... kat yédaoe.

- Ma Folie!
(H duxnp pov 1péla),
£0U, TNG ATMTAVTHOE.

Anne Delbée, “Une femme”

.. and all this is folly to the world
(... kI Odex avT eivau Tpéda i
T0V KOOUO).

Ezra Pound, “A girl”

ESw xat tpelg voxTeg, Oev mepvodoe TO KATWPAL TOv Swpa-
Tiov. Tnv koitale and pakpid, mov eixe amlwpéva Ta xapTid
™G, otolPaypéva ta PipAia kat Ta poAvpia mavw oTo KpePatt
TOVG Kal To Tapdabvpo avolxTé 0To KaTaxeipwvo, va PAEmeL,
Aéel, TO peyydpt.

Av Sev nEepe avTég TIg KaTaoTaoelg ano malld, Oa vople mwg
eiXe UmeL 0TNV KALHAKTAPLO KL dpXLoav ot e§dypelg. Avayvwpile
OHWG TN QWTLA 0T HATIa TNG, TO PAéppa TNG TPEANG, OTwg
¢\eye 1 (01, kL Eepe Kkat To XEPL TNG KAAA, TTOL TyaLvoep-
XOTAV VEVPLKA TIAVW 0TO XapTi, 0oV TO PEAOVL pATITOUNXAVTG,
TIOV PAPEL AKATATIAVOTA KATOLO OTPIPWHIA POVOTAG.
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Myrto Azina Chronides

Ekeivn, maAL, dev tov mpookalovoe, ovte mpokalovoe TO
ayytypd tov. Eviwbe o gwTtid va Kaigl 010 cwpa TNG OV
dev mpoepxodTAY Ao TOV (810.

Ot xvpoi kvklogopovoav adtakona. H pavpn xoAn, to
aipa, o agpag, N PAévva, OTWG Ta KATEYpoye TPLV XPOVLa O
Paracelcus, §ekivovtag ano tov Inmokpatn. Hrav SnAntnpt-
aopévn pe tig Aé€elg.

Ki émeita ntav kat katt dAho. Katt mov Sev r10eke akopa va
Tov opoloynoet. Kdtw amd to kpefatt tovg, frav eda Kat
HEPEG UIa KATATIAKTT, TTOL dnpovpyndnke anod to timota.

Hrav dvo N tpetg pépeg petd ta Xplotodyevva kat Eamiwvay
Hali 010 oTpOUA, OTAV AKOVOTNKAV TAPAEEVEG KPAVYEG Va
oxiCovv Tov agpa.

Exeivn onkoOnke andtopa kat koitage péo” am’ to tCaput kat
eime:

«Q) xoita! Ma koita&e oov Aéw, KATL AeVKA TTOVALA TTETOVVE
O0TO PEYYApL».

K1 exeivog plooonkwoe Tov kopud tov, Tevtwinke ki eide ta
TOVALL Kat TG e§nynoe:

«Eivat ot xfjveg tov xtoviod. Ma tt mapagevo! Ilwg Bpédn-
Kav ota pépn pag; Oa xlovicel oiyovpa moAd £TovTO TO
XELHW VO,

«®a ‘Bela va ‘povva movAi», Tov gine. «Na meTw TAVW an’ Ta
omitia kat va mtpoonafw va ¢Taow ota mo ynAd Povvd. Na
nailw pe Ta Eaptia TV KapaPlov kat va Kovpvialw oTtovg
YynAotg mhpyovs Twv kdotpwyv. Kt dtav oe meBupw, va ‘pxopat
TAAL yvvaika, oTny aykalid cov».

«Tree you are, moss you are...» (Eicat §¢vtpo, eiocat fpvo...),
NG annyyethe éva oTixo and tov Ezra Pound.
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To Peirama

«Aev Ba pmopovoa va ‘pat dévtpor, Tov eine. «Ta dévtpa dev
propovv va metdfovv. Kt eyd metw, metw, Koitagé pe mwg
TETMO!» elme Kt EKaple pia TpovETa oépvovTag padi Tng kat To
0EVTOVL, TTOL TNV TOALEE 0V vV Tav KATOL0 dyaApa fpwa Tov
TEPLUEVEL T ATTOKAAVTITHPLAL.

«Ku opwg, eioat dévtpor, Tng eime. «Eva 6évtpo mov Bélet va
netd&et, alAd ot pileg Tov oTo XWHa eival To 80 oTIPapég e
Ta kAadtd tov. Aev Ba metakelg moté oAdTe a. Oa peyalwvelg
Ta KAadtd 0oV va QTAoovv To PeyyaptL, Ba Tevtwveoal, pa ot
piCeg oov OMo kat Ba oe évouv pe To xwpa. Oa fovv voyela,
avefaptnta and céva tn Sikr tovg (wr kat Ba kpatovv Kat
TO OWpA TOV SEVTPOVL OOV OTEPED, Va HEYAAWVEL XWPIG TOV
Kivouvo Tov ayépanr.

«Eyw Ba metdw! Miotedw ota Badpatar, Tov eine pe vonua.
«Aoe kat Ba deic!»

«M’ apéoovv ol ekTANEELSY, TNC amAvVTNOoE TTatY viSLapLKa.
p NGELGE», TG n X p

Ot xnveg tov Xtoviod é@epav pali Tovg emokéyelg: Mia
pakpvry Oetar TV eide exeivn kat TV kaAeoe yla gaynto, v’
avabepavovV TIG OXETELG TOVG.

«@¢hetg va oov daPfacw moinon kabwg mivelg To TodL covs»
TN pWTNOE.

Ku dpxloe va StaPalet. Otav oxedov eixe tehewwoet, ybpioe
kat koitafe Ta yovphwpéva patia tng Oeiag, taxa, «Tt mow-
pata eivat avTd, matdi povr, kat pLy TpoAdPet va kdpet n idta
Kamolo oxOAlo, n Beia denoe pa AéEn va méoel oty modid
™e.

Kt ftav n Aé€n mov éyayve ya xpovia. H Aé&n-akiva, yati i
AV TH dpxLoe va oKAPeL TO AayoUL KATW amd To KpePATL TOVG.
Tax Tak, vrovk vtovk, ¢okafe ta Ppadia evw avtodg KOLHO-
Tav. Mua-0vo @opég tov Eumvnoe, Tov avaoctatwoe. Yotepa
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Myrto Azina Chronides

OKEQPTNKE VA PANEL OTO KPAGL TOV VITIVWTLKO 1) KATOL0 BOTAVO,
Héxpt va tehetwoet to okayipo. Etot éxape. To Aayovpt mpo-
xwpovoe. H Aé€n - aiva avakatwOnke 1600 pe Ta ywpata,
nov xdnke Aaonwpévn otov mubuéva tov mnyadiov.

Eagvov ¢ptaoe. EQtaoce oto onhato, ota Ietpdlwva, Aiya
XAopetpa €w an’ T Oeoocalovikn. Mia vypr, Bepun atpo-
ogatpa TNV TOALEE and TavTov.

«E&w eivar mAnv €81 Pabpoi, péoa (eotaoidr, eine o Eevaydg.
«I' avTd 10 Stdlege 0 TPWTOYOVOG AVOPWTOG, Yl v TTpoTTA-
TEVETAL ATIO TO KPLO».

Ekeivn é8wwée ypriyopa ypriyopa tov Eevayo ki épetve povn.
Z1a modia TG, TavTod amAwévn pia Aipvn, oav évag didga-
VoG Kabpéptng. Amo Yynld, TepdoTiol OTAAAXTITEG OV TTOAL-
¢latot kt amd Simha oTalaypiteg oav koAoveg. Mikpda yepupia
gvovav Tig aibovoeg, 1 omnAd nTav xwplopévn oe ddpopa
Swapepiopata pe addtiva KiykAdwpata.

Tng @dvnke mwg dkovye and mavtov pia peAwdia: «Tpeig pépeg
xwploa and oéva...». Towg epxotav amd 1o padlogwvo Tov
Eevayov. Méoa am’ to vepod, ENapmay KEppata, EVXEG amd TOVG
TEPATTIKOVG Va Eavayvpioovy KATOTE 0 €Kev TN OTNALA.

Ki votepa kdBioe 0° éva kobQwpa ov £potale pe kabiopa ki
EVIWOE TIWG ATOKOLUOTAY KAl TTWG TO OWA TOV, TO ayKAALa-
OUd TOV, TPWTOYOVA 000 TOTE, ELOXWPTOAY HECA TNG ATOTOWA.
Tooo andtopa mov BéAnoe yla pa otrypr va kAayet. Oxt amo
novo. Anod Eagviaopa, yati mepigeve amd xpovia avtd To
Biato opifipo, kat va mov 1pbe Twpa pe wa AéEn povo and to
novBevd.

«ITepipever, Tov eime. «Mn ovveyifelg ¢tol. Mov Aeimovv ot
AéEetg oov, 0 Adyog cov. ITépacav atdveg anod TOTE OV KATOL-
KOVOAe 08 TOVTI TN OTNALLY.
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To Peirama

«The tree has entered my hands,

The sap has ascended my arms», tng y160pioe.

(To 8évtpo €xeL pmnyxTel oTa X€pPLa pov,

O xvuog €xet avePei ota pmpatoa pov).

Yotepa ekeivn onkwOnke apya kat kabpe@tiotnke otn Aipvn
KL 1] etkOva TG allotwvotav oloéva...

x* % %

«Tehwkd, eipat d€vTpo», Tov opodoynoe kabwg Tov €BAeme va
OTEKETAL OTO KATWPAL TOv vITVodwpatiov. «Eipat xtoviopévn
1o Xelpwva Kt avBopévn tnv avol&n. Pixvw ta guAAa pov To
@Owvonwpo kat mpaovifw to kalokaipt. AveBalw kAadid oto
Peyyapt yla va metadw ki eAifw mavta mwg ot pileg pov eivat
péoa oov.

»Povgoiv aipa and tnyv kapdid cov. Ot YuHoi LoV apraK®-
VOUV TOV eYKEQPAAO oov. Ta Tpixoeldr) Hov oTNVOLV eVESPEC
otn Aoyikn oov. Oa ‘Beda va ‘wovv €va capkoPopo dévtpo.
Na og Tpww Aiyo Aiyo 0AOKANPO Kal Vo 08 KVOPOPW YEVVW-
VTag o€, OAEG TIG eMOXEG 0T KAadLd — Ta xépta pov. Oa “vain
HOVN Hov mapnyoptd, agov moté Sev Ba pnopéow va metdfw
OTw¢ O\ w.

»EXa péoa Aotmdv ki doe pe va o Eapvidow pe Tig TpENEG [ov.
[Tépva ypriyopa ypinyopa To KATW@AL KAl HOLpAToL T Xapd
pov!»

«Ma Tt 'vat 6ha avtar, gine o dvtpag ékBapPog, praivovrag
ar’ 1o Aayovpt otn omnAid. ITapdAAnla avoryokeloe ta
patia Tov, PAEmOVTAg TWE, avTi yia KEpUa, kKamotog eixe piget
Heg ot Alpvn To geyyapt.

H yvvaika yélaoe. Ta n§epe OAa. Ta eixe ovelpevtei TOOEG
popéq. Ta eixe oknvoBetnoet dAleg ToOES.

18 The European Union Prize for Literature



Myrto Azina Chronides

«Kvpia, kvpia», Tovg diékoye o Eevayodg. «EXdte va deite o
0keAETO TOL MPpwWTOYOVOL avBpwmov! ITéBave ota tpdvta Tov,
oe Babid yepdpata, KOLAOVPLAGUEVOG G AVTO TO KOVPWLA».
H yuvaika éompwée malt oto mAaL tov evayd kat OkEQTNKeE:
«A@ob 0" ayanmw kat ¢’ ayamw, Tt €Xel va yvpéyel edw o
Bdavatog;»

QAefapns 2002
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The Experiment
Myrto Azina Chronides

Translated from the Greek by Irena loannides

The cave and the tree

- C’est une Folie! (It’s Folly)... and she laughed.
- Ma Folie! (My Folly), you, he replied to her.
Anne Delbée, “Une femme”

... and all this is folly to the world
Ezra Pound, “A girl”

Three nights now he wouldn’t cross the threshold into the
bedroom. He watched from a distance — how she had spread
out her papers, piled up her books and pencils on their bed,
with the window open in the dead of winter so she could see,
as she would say, the moon.

If he had not experienced similar situations in the past, he would
have thought she had entered menopause and that the hot flashes
had started. But he recognized the fire in her eyes, the gaze of a
mad woman, as she would call it, and knew that hand too well —
nervously moving back and forth over the paper like the needle
of a sewing machine that incessantly hems a skirt.

Then again, she did not invite him, nor provoke his touch. A
fire was burning her body, but he was not the cause.

The juices kept circulating. Black bile, blood, air, mucus, as
had been recorded centuries ago by Paracelsus, starting with
Hippocrates. She was poisoned by words.
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Myrto Azina Chronides

And there was something else — something that she did not
wish to confess to him yet. Under their bed, for days now, a
trapdoor had been created out of nothing.

It must have been two or three days after Christmas, when they
were laying in bed together and those strange cries tore the air.

She jumped up, looked out the window, and exclaimed:

“Oh look! Look, I tell you, some white birds are flying to the
moon.”

And he half-raised his torso, stretched, saw the birds, and
explained:

“Snow geese. How strange! How did they ever get to our parts?
We're sure to get a lot of snow this winter.”

“I’d love to be a bird,” she said. “To fly over houses, trying to
reach the highest mountains. To play with the rigging of boats
and roost in the tall towers of castles. And when I miss you, to
turn back into a woman, in your arms.”

“Tree you are, moss you are...” he recited a verse by Ezra
Pound to her.

“I couldn’t be tree,” she said. “Trees can’t fly. And I'm flying,
flying, look how I'm flying!” she said, pirouetting with the
sheet wrapped around her body like the statue of a hero that
waits to be unveiled.

“But you are a tree,” he told her. “A tree that wants to fly, but
whose roots in the ground are as sturdy as its branches. You’ll
never be able to fly, not completely. You’ll keep growing your
branches to reach the moon, you’ll stretch, but your roots
will fix you deeper in the soil. They’ll live underground, have
their own life despite you, keeping the body of the tree solid,
growing without fearing the wind.”
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The Experiment

“I will fly! I believe in miracles,” she said with meaning.
“You'll see!”

“I like surprises,” he replied playfully.

The snow geese brought visitors with them: a distant aunt.
She had run into her and invited her to dinner, to rekindle
their relationship.

“Shall I read poetry to you while you drink your tea?” she
asked her.

And she started to read. As she was about to finish, she noticed
the aunt’s bulging eyes, as though: “What kinds of poems are
these, my dear?” and before she had a chance to comment, the
aunt let a word drop into her apron.

And that was the word she had been seeking for years. That
was the word-pickaxe, with which she started digging the
tunnel under their bed. Tack-tack, tock-tock, she dug at night
while he slept. She disturbed him, woke him up once or twice.
Then she thought of dropping a narcotic or some herb into
his wine, just until she finished digging. And that’s what she
did. The tunnel was extending. The word-pickaxe became so
mixed up with the soil and, muddy as it was, it got lost at the
bottom of the well.

Suddenly she arrived. She arrived at the cave, at Petralona,
a few kilometers outside Thessaloniki. A warm, moist air
enveloped her.

“It’s minus six outside, but warm inside,” the tour guide said.
“This is why primitive man chose this place, to protect himself
from the cold.”

Without delay she sent the guide away, and was left alone.
At her feet, a lake stretched out everywhere like a transpar-
ent mirror. High above, enormous stalactites like chandeliers,
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and stalagmites like columns to the sides. Small bridges con-
nected the rooms, and the cave was divided into compart-
ments by salty railings.

She thought she was hearing a song everywhere: “Three days
away from you...” Perhaps it was the tour guide’s radio. Under
the water the coins shone, wishes of the tourists to return to
this cave one day.

And then she sat into a hollow that resembled a seat, felt
herself nodding off and its body, its embrace, as primitive as
ever, penetrating her abruptly. So abruptly that for a moment
she wanted to cry. Not from pain. From surprise, because she
had waited for this violent union for years, and now it had
come out of nowhere, at the drop of one word.

“Wait,” she said to it. “Don’t continue like this. I miss your words,
your language. It’s been centuries since we’ve lived in this cave.”

“The tree has entered my hands,
The sap has ascended my arms,” it whispered to her.
Then she slowly got up, cast her reflection into the lake, and

her image kept shifting...

x* % %

“Turns out, I am tree,” she confessed seeing him standing
at the threshold to the bedroom. “I'm covered with snow in
winter, and I bloom in spring. I shed my leaves in autumn,
and I am verdant in summer. I raise my branches to the moon
to fly, always hoping that my roots are inside you.

“They draw blood from your heart. My sap poisons your
brain. My capillaries ambush your logic. I'd like to be a car-
nivorous tree. To consume you whole, bit by bit, to gestate you
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and to give birth to you, every season in the branches — my
hands. It'll be my only consolation, because I'll never be able
to fly, as I wish.”

“So why don’t you come inside, and let me surprise you with
my folly. Cross the threshold quickly, and come share my joy!”

“What’s all this?” the man asked in bewilderment, entering
through the tunnel into the cave. All at once he blinked and
saw that, instead of a coin, someone had cast the moon into

the lake.

The woman laughed. She knew everything. She had dreamed
of everything so many times. And had staged it that many
more.

“Madam, Madam,” the tour guide interrupted them. “Come
see the skeleton of the primitive man! He died in his thirties,
of deep old age, curled up in this hollow.”

The woman pushed the guide aside again and thought:

“Since I love you and I love you, what place has death here?”

February 2002
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Biography

Adda Djerup (b.1972) made her authorial debut in 2005 with a collection of poetry called Mon-
sieurs monologer. Her work revolves around existential themes, with a twist of humour that suits
her personal prose style and a distinct philosophical bite. All three of her publications have
been praised by Danish critics. True to her versatility as an author, she is currently working on a
libretto for a new opera. Djgrup, who has lived in Madrid and Florence, is now back in Copen-
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Synopsis

The novel Den midste modstand provides an insightful look at a remarkable year of a young
woman’s life. Den midste modstand is about Emma, a woman who surrenders to the forces
pushing her life into new directions, and decides to drift along with the stream. When her
grandmother dies and leaves her a wonderful summerhouse, Emma decides to visit with her
grandmother’s urn. On the way, she meets a very wealthy couple who, like her, are drifting
through life. The three of them are at the summerhouse when Emma finds out she is pregnant.
What she doesn’t know is whether the father is the rich man she has met or her husband, who
is currently away in Australia. The key characteristic of the novel is its language: everything,
no matter whether speaking about the lighter or heavier aspects of life, is described with the
same unsentimental, natural and reflective tone. The irony and intellectual reflection contained
within the novel avoids glossiness and bears a faint resemblance to the great European authors

of the early 20th century. However, this style is interspersed with a young writer’s playfulness.
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Landetla badet i sol. Bolgende marker, koer pa grees og gronne
lovtraeer, der skummede livskraftigt mod himlen, bed sig til
langs deres rute. De stoppede ved et @rte- og barudsalg ved
en rasteplads i skovkanten, en af den slags sma ubemandede
boder, hvor man bare legger sine monter i kassen og oven
i handlen kan nyde folelsen af sin egen utvungne erlighed.
Emma var udemerket klar over at Dagny Dombernovsky
ikke ville have brudt sig om et ligfolge, der kom anstigende
med tre bakker jordbaer og en pose @rter, men nuvel. Inga og
John sad pa bagsadet og kommenterede hvad de sa og drop-
pede en efter en de tomte ertebezelge ud af vinduet. Hvad var
der virkelig at hidse sig op over?

Bedemand Jesper Espersens der var last, skent forretnin-
gen ifplge skiltet med dbningstider burde vere aben. De bad
taxaen om at vente og gik bagom huset for at lede efter per-
sonale. De fandt en gardsplads hvor en knaldblank rustvogn
holdt sddan lidt nonchalant parkeret. Langs muren stod et par
banke og en rakke velplejede stedsegrenne planter i potter.
Efter at have banket pa dere og vinduer og rabt hallo, slog de
sig ned pa baenkene og fik selskab af en kealen kat, der kastede
sin kerlighed pa John og pa den mest katteagtig made smog
sig omkring hans ben og til sidst lagde sig for hans fedder,
mand dog. Inga fik oje pa en vandslange der hang pa muren.
Hun tog en bakke jordbar og skyllede omhyggeligt barrene.
Tilbage ved bordet rakte hun skiftevis Emma og John et, og
tog hver tredje gang selv. Sadan sad de jordbeerspisende i hver

26 The European Union Prize for Literature



Adda Djgrup

deres bekvemme stilhed. Emma begyndte at fole sig helt godt
tilpas. En lang stund - hun fulgte med ojnene en svale, der
for frem og tilbage mellem tagspaerret og den bld himmel, der
pustede sig mere og mere op - glemte hun endda hvad de sad
der for.

Ved ellevetiden ankom Jesper Espersen pa cykel med en
bagerpose pa bagagebareren. Han havde jakken slengt over
skulderen og det reedderlige slips stikkende op af baglommen.
Med et adreet bensving steg han af cyklen og sagde dav. Han
navnte ikke med et ord at det hverken var den aftalte dag
eller det aftalte tidspunkt, men takkede ja til et jordbeer og
bed dem indenfor. De afslog hefligt, og han smuttede selv ind
efter urnen samt et par papirer der skulle underskrives. Mens
Emma skrev under fik John overdraget urnen (med skrue-
lag, sa simpelt), og Jesper Espersen mindede dem uden storre
stahej om formalia, safremt de ville stro asken over havet, for
han gav dem alle sammen hdnden og sagde at rundstykkerne
stadig havde veret lune da han hentede dem. Selvfolgelig, de
var forstaende, de havde jo ogsa en taxa ventende.

Chaufforen loftede et gjenbryn, men folte sig abenbart tryg
ved at de alle tre satte sig ind pa bagsadet. Emma sad i midten
med urnen pa skedet. Hun aede den med nogle sma forsik-
rende strog og fornemmede hvordan Dagny Dombernovsky (i
askeform) faldt til ro og faktisk ogsa befandt sig helt godt. De
korte turen hjem i stilhed, John blundede og Inga faldt i staver.
Da Emma steg ud af bilen derhjemme, var det med folelsen af
at have hjembragt en nyfedt. En skrebelig og skattet favnfuld.
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Emma forsegte sig med forskellige placeringer. Ingen tvivl
om at Dagny Dombernovsky skulle have en plads blandt de
levende. Fjernsyn, borde og vindueskarme var udelukket
pa forhand. Hun preovede oven pa reolen, men det virkede
béde risikabelt og tragisk hengemt. Inde i reolen virkede til
gengeaeld al for tilfeeldigt, naermest ligegyldigt. Under spejlet
var for dekorativt. Til sidst besluttede hun sig for en plads pa
skrivepulten, og mindede sig selv om at veere forsigtig ndr hun
skulle i skuffen med frimarker. Hun fjernede en lampe og
erstattede den med en overdadig buket Inga tjenstivrigt havde
plukket i haven. John fandt efter Emmas anvisninger en flaske
tor sherry i kokkenet og de loftede deres glas i stilhed. Emma
stod og blev helt glad for sit valg af urne. Prunkles og pen,
den passede fint til stuen, den var faktisk lige Dagny Dom-
bernovskys stil. Hun havde, skulle Emma sige det, al mulig
grund til at veere tilfreds.

Med Dagny Dombernovskys ankomst bredte sig en vidunder-
lig ro. Blaesten var stilnet af, den lovede hedebelge indfandt sig
til tiden. Det var vitterlig som om alting faldt i hak og julida-
gene forvandlede sig til intrikate maskiner af velsmurte tand-
hjul der greb ind i hinanden, naensomt og sikkert, nydende
deres egen formalslese gang mod august. Emma kunne godt
at have fundet sit liv den folgende tid perfekt, hvis ikke det var
for endnu uafleverede arbejdsopgaver og kontorchef Birthe
Bentzons gentagne opringninger. Der var ingen vej udenom,
Emma matte hver eftermiddag tilbringe nogle timer ved kok-
kenbordet med sin computer, mens John og Inga slog tiden
ihjel med badminton og solbadning, og jeevnligt forstyrrede
hende med spergsmal. Var der et par ekstra badesandaler?
Hvor kunne de kobe nye fjerbolde? Og plagede hende for at
leje cykler, spille pool pa cafeen eller spise frokost med Sos
Guldberg, der inviterede. Vidste du, sagde Inga, at hendes
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bedste veninde er gift med sundhedsministeren? Forkert,
sagde Emma. Sundhedsministeren er hendes bedste veninde,
og hendes mand danser som en drom. Really, sagde Inga. Det
skal jeg prove at huske.

Efter et par dage flyttede Emma sin arbejdsplads ned i geeste-
huset, der stod tomt eftersom John og Inga havde valgt i
stedet at installere sig i soveverelset i stueetagen, hvor der
var en mere bekvem dobbeltseng. Selv foretrak Emma det
lille geesteveerelse pa forste sal, der havde balkon og morgen-
sol. Deroppe tilbragte hun sine morgner med avisleesning og
kaffe. Med udsigt til fyrretreeets krone og havet, og avisens
olympiske blik pa verden, felte hun sig som en anden Zeus.
Eller Hera, den kviegjede.

Op ad formiddagen medtes de alle sammen pé stranden og
spadserede langs vandet over pa Helenekilde Hotel og Bade-
pension, hvis eksistens Inga til sin begejstring var kommet i
tanke om. Den kridhvide kasse pa toppen af klinten og turen
derop ad en stejl traetrappe havde abenbart de pittoreske kva-
liteter, der stemte overens med hendes fordromte forhold til
sit gamle faedreland. Hun kaldte med staedig svermerisk-
hed slet og ret stedet for badepensionen og var kommet til
en forstaelse med tjeneren om et fast bord med udsigt. Her
brugte de en magelig times tid pé at indtage en portionsanret-
tet brunch. I starten byttede de hofligt bidder (hvad du siger
du til at jeg lige snupper) men indsa hurtigt at ritualet var
overflodigt, og langede sa blot ud efter deres personligt fore-
trukne laekkerier pa de andres tallerkner. Inga var en hund
efter roreg, John holdt af anything fruity and cheesy, mens
Emmas favorit var de sma sprodstegte pikante polser, der gav
efter for hendes bid med en kak lille lyd. Efter maltidet skiltes
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de. Inga dryssede rundt pa Hovedgaden eller ledte efter kan-
tareller oppe i Hegnet. Med den glaeede det beredte hende at
stikke i et par moderigtige gummistevler og tage en kurv over
armen, nennede Emma jkke at minde hende om at kantarel-
saeesonen end ikke var ner, endsige at det ikke regnede. John
og Emma gik hjem for at spille tomandswhist.

Emma foretrak at sidde i skygge, John i sol. De fandt et smukt
kompromis under birken, der lod tilstreekkeligt meget sol
slippe igennem til at bade Emma og John og spillebord i et
flimrende menster af lys og skygge. Emma hentede kort og
John forfriskninger.

Der var en sldende lighed i deres spillestil. Ingen af dem var
ivrige efter at vinde, de var ikke emsige med at taelle kort og
lave sandsynlighedsberegning, de arrangerede ikke deres stik
i ordentlige bunker. Tveertimod. De spillede i faelles kontemp-
lering over spillets omskiftelighed. De betragtede, i tavshed
eller sludrende om livets almindelige eller spillets partikulere
gang, hvordan deres mentale bolger i overensstemmelse med
regelsettet for tomandswhist manifesterede sig pa spillebor-
det, mens spillet med usvigelig sikkerhed narmede sig den
afslutning, der allerede var indeholdt i begyndelsen, hvordan
mulighederne, der var udtenkt for det samme, en efter en
satte hinanden ud af spillet, og hvordan de, de spillende, i
takt med at mulighederne begraensedes, antog karakter af,
eller maske endda tradte i karakter som, brikker. Ja, netop.
Hvordan spillet sa at sige spillede dem. Nu vinder du, sagde
en af dem. Eller: Maske skulle du hellere have gjort sadan. Na
ja, skal jeg gore det om? Det ved jeg ikke. Prov da.
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I lgbet af disse spil leerte Emma et par ting om John. Den ene,
at han havde en livsfilosofi, og at den stod med Coca-Cola
skrift pa en t-shirt han ejede i to forskellige farver, petrole-
umsbld og meleret lyserod: Surf the wave. Og hvis Emma en
dag provede at surf the wave, sagde han under et spil med klor
som trumf og pegede pa sig selv ifert den lyserode udgave,
ville hun sandsynligvis give ham ret i at surfing var det per-
fekte billede pa den mest attraveerdige tilstand man kunne
befinde sig i, fysisk savel som mentalt. Den, nemlig, hvor
man med fa og rimeligt enkle manegvrer holder sig flydende
og lader sig beaere frem pa overfladen af vaeldige kraefter man
ikke selv er herre over. Sdledes ville man med et minimum af
anstrengelse komme gennem livet, der ellers godt kunne vise
sig at veere noget af en strabadserende affaere, det vidste han
alt om. But don’t get me started.

Og den anden, at i Johns personlige liv forlod han sig stort set
pa tre belger, som han regnede med ville aflevere ham pent
og nydeligt ved livets afslutning, safremt han ikke klokkede i
det. For det forste den sede Inga, som han erlig talt elskede,
bade for hendes vidunderligt lange ben og sere charme, og pa
trods af hendes despotiske vasen, hvis vaerste udsving heldig-
vis kunne undgas takket veere den lille vidunderpille prozac.
For det andet Ingas fars reb og ananas-formue, en pragtfuld
og i denne verden ret usadvanlig belge, pa hvilken han og
Inga sammen red hvor som helst og pa hvilken som helst
made det faldt dem ind. Og Bombay Sapphire. Love, money
and self medication, opsummerede ham. I’'m not gonna ask
for more.
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Emma var imponeret. Hun lagde sit ruder es, som John snup-
pede med en solle klor tre, hvilket afgjorde spillet til hans
fordel, 14-12. Du tabte, konstaterede han, og gettede pé at
hun havde troet at han var renonce i trumf eller at hun havde
ladet sig distrahere af samtalen. Nemlig, grinede Emma, og
sagde at den t-shirt for ovrigt kleedte ham. Det gjorde den
virkelig (og den bla version endnu mere endda).

Ilobet af det folgende spil bekendte Emma til gengaeld sin egen
uskyldige last, og gav den oven i kebet et navn. Teenkningens
minimalhedonisme, sagde hun og s& helt oprigtig ud. Hun
sammenlignede den uvilkarlige tankestrem (man kan ikke
lade veere med at teenke, det er umuligt, sagde hun belerende)
med havets overflade og tenkerens opmerksomme men
afslappede selvbevidsthed med surferens ditto krop. I medet
mellem disse to storrelser, sagde hun, fandt hun personligt
den mindste modstands punkt, hvor oplevelsen af at veere blot
var en konstant, behagelig kildren, der aldrig blev for meget
eller for lidt, aldrig for ophidsende eller for kedelig. Men, for
nu at blive i metaforen, i modsatning til Johns surfing, der
syntes at bero pa fremdrift og afveksling, segte hun tveerti-
mod mest mulig stilstand og monotoni og fandt en soleklar
fordel ved denne mentalsport: Man er ikke afthangig af andre
bolger end dem man alligevel altid har med sig, sagde hun og
bankede sig illustrativt pa panden. Enhver kan gore det, nar
som helst og hvor som helst, om end det som med alt andet
gaelder, at kun ovelse gor mester. Og du ser tilfeeldigvis pa en
lige nu, sluttede hun uden falsk beskedenhed af.

Emma havde talt med bled, deempet stemme og nu og da ladet

sin frie hand vugge blidt pa et punkt i luften, alt imens hun
stille og roligt tog stik hjem. 17-9, sagde hun, du taber. John
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sd spvnig ud, men hans smil var sart opvakt, da han sagde
at selvom han ikke helt havde fattet hvad hun sagde, var det
dbenlyst at de i bund og grund forstod hinanden. Og hvis,
tilfojede han, hun en dag skulle fa lyst, ville han med forne-
jelse give hende en lektion i wavesurfing, the real stuff. Even-
tuelt kunne de give hinanden lektioner. Her lo de begge to.
Et smigret smil blev haengende pa Emmas ansigt da latteren
ebbede ud og John narmede sig, og. Na ja.

Der var end ikke anleb til fumleri. Galant hjalp John Emma
ud af kjole og trusser for han selv i et snuptag afklaedte sig
t-shirt og shorts og bar hende ind i huset og op i gaestevae-
relset, hvor der var varmt og stovet svaevede dovent rundt i
striber af sollys. I lobet af den folgende times tid skiftedes
de til at udvise saglig grundighed og drommende eftergiven-
hed. Da deres bevegelser stilnede af, var solen forsvundet fra
verelset og siddende i hver deres ende af sengen betragtede de
smilende hinanden.
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Translated from the Danish by Walton Glyn Jones

The country lay bathed in sunshine. Undulating meadows,
grazing cows and green deciduous trees frothing vigorously to
the sky displayed their charm along their route. They stopped
at a stall selling peas and berries by a picnic area on the edge
of the forest, one of those small unattended stalls where you
simply put your money in the kitty and in addition to the
deal can delight in the sense of your own unforced honesty.
Emma was perfectly well aware that Dagny Dombernovsky
would not have been keen on a funeral cortege that turned up
bearing three punnets of strawberries and a bag of peas, but
never mind. Inga and John sat in the back commenting on
what they saw and dropping the emptied peapods out of the
window one by one. What was there really to get upset about?

Jesper Espersen the undertaker’s office door was locked,
although according to the notice showing the opening hours
it should have been open. They asked the taxi to wait and went
round the back to look for some member of the staff. They found
a courtyard in which a shiny hearse was parked rather casu-
ally. Alongside the wall there was a row of well-tended ever-
green potted plants. After knocking on doors and windows and
shouting hello, they settled down on the benches and attracted
the attentions of an affectionate cat that took a fancy to John
and in the most cat-like manner rubbed against his legs and
finally settled down at his feet, good heavens. Inga caught sight
of a garden hose hanging on the wall. She took a punnet of
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strawberries and carefully washed the fruit. Back at the table
she offered one to Emma and John in turn, taking every third
one herself. Thus sat the strawberry eaters, each in convenient
silence. Emma started to feel quite at ease. For a long time —
watching a swallow darting back and forth between the rafters
and the blue sky that puffed itself up more and more - she even
forgot why she was sitting there.

Jesper Espersen turned up about eleven o'clock on his bicycle
with a bag of goodies from the baker on his carrier. He had his
jacket slung over his shoulders and the dreadful tie sticking up
out of his back pocket. Swinging his legs nimbly over the bicycle,
he dismounted and said hello. Not with a single word did he refer
to the fact that this was neither the day nor the time they had
agreed, but he accepted a strawberry and invited them inside.
They politely refused and he dodged inside himself to fetch the
urn and a couple of papers that had to be signed. While Emma
was signing, John was handed the urn (with a screw top, how
simple), and without any great to do Jesper Espersen reminded
them of the formalities if they wanted to scatter the ashes over the
sea, after which he shook hands with them all and said that the
buns had still been warm when he went for them. Of course, they
were understanding; they had a taxi waiting as well of course.

The driver raised an eyebrow, but he obviously felt safe with them
all three on the back seat. Emma sat in the middle with the urn
on her lap. She caressed it gently and reassuringly and sensed
that Dagny Dombernovsky (in the form of ash) was settling
down and in fact also feeling quite good. They drove all the way
home in silence, John dozing and Inga lost in thought. When
Emma got out of the car on arriving, it was with a sense of having
brought a new-born baby home. A frail and precious bundle.
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Emma tried various places for it. There was no doubt that
Dagny Dombernovsky should have a place among the living.
Television, tables and window ledges were out from the start.
She tried the top of the bookcase, but that seemed to be rather
risky and tragically out of the way. On the other hand a place
inside the bookcase seemed far too casual, almost a sign of
indifference. Putting it beneath the mirror would be too dec-
orative. Finally, she decided on a place on the writing desk
and reminded herself to be careful when going to the drawer
containing stamps. She removed a lamp and replaced it with
a sumptuous bunch of flowers that Inga had eagerly picked
in the garden. Following Emma’s instructions, John found
a bottle of dry sherry in the kitchen, and they raised their
glasses in silence. As she stood there, Emma was quite pleased
with her choice of urn. Unostentatious and pleasing, it was
entirely in keeping with the sitting room; in fact, it was just
to Dagny Dombernovsky’s taste. Emma had to admit that she
had every reason to be satisfied.

The arrival of Dagny Dombernovsky brought with it a splen-
did sense of peace. The wind had settled, and the promised
heat wave arrived on time. It really was as though everything
was falling into place, and the July days were transformed
into intricate machines of well-oiled cog wheels that engaged
in each other, gently and securely, enjoying their pointless
progress towards August. Emma could well have found her
life perfect during the following time were it not for tasks
waiting to be handed in and repeated telephone calls from
Birthe Bentzon, the office manager. There was no way round
it: Emma had to spend some hours each afternoon at the
kitchen table with her computer while John and Inga spent
their time playing badminton and sunbathing and regularly
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interrupting her with questions. Was there an extra pair of
beach sandals anywhere? Where could they buy some new
shuttlecocks? And they pestered her about hiring bicycles,
playing pool in the café or having lunch with Ses Guldberg at
her invitation. Did you know, said Inga, that her best friend is
married to the Minister of Health? Wrong, said Emma: The
Minister of Health is her best friend and her husband dances
like a dream. Really, said Inga. I'll try to remember that.

A couple of days later, Emma moved her work down into the
guest house, which was empty as John and Inga had chosen
instead to install themselves on the ground floor, where there
was a more comfortable double bed. Emma herself preferred
the little guest room on the first floor, which had a balcony
and caught the morning sun. She spent the early morning
up there, reading the newspaper and drinking coffee. With
a view of the top of the spruce tree and the sea and with the
newspaper’s Olympian view of the world, she felt like another
Zeus. Or the ox-eyed Hera.

Later in the morning they all met down on the beach and
walked along the water across to the Helene Spring Hotel and
Seaside Hostel, the existence of which, to her delight, Inga
had remembered. The chalky white building on the top of the
cliff and the walk up there by way of steep flight of wooden
steps obviously had the picturesque qualities that harmonised
with her romantic relationship with her old native land. With
a dogged and exaggerated imagination she called the place
purely and simply the Hostel and had come to an arrange-
ment with the waiter that she should have a regular table with
a view. Here, they spent a relaxed hour or so eating brunch
served in individual portions. To begin with they politely
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exchanged nibbles (I'm sure you don’t mind if I just pinch
this), but quickly realised that the ritual was superfluous, and
so they simply reached out for the titbits they personally liked
best on each others’ plates. Inga was mad keen on scram-
bled egg, John was fond of anything fruity and cheesy, while
Emma’s favourites were the tasty, crackly little sausages that
produced a cheerful little sound as they surrendered to her
bite. They dispersed after the meal. Inga drifted around in the
High Street or looked for chanterelles up in the Plantation. In
view of the pleasure it gave her to put on a pair of fashionable
rubber boots and take a basket over her arm, Emma hadn’t
the heart to point out to her that it was nowhere near the
chanterelle season let alone that it was not raining. John and
Emma went home to have a game of two-handed whist.

Emma preferred to sit in the shade, John in the sun. They
reached a fair compromise that allowed sufficient sunshine to
slip through to bathe Emma and John and the games table in
a flickering pattern of light and shade. Emma went in for the
cards and John for the refreshments.

There was a striking similarity in their style of playing. Neither
of them was eager to win; they weren’t over zealous at count-
ing the cards and making probability calculations; they didn’t
arrange their tricks in orderly piles. On the contrary. They
played in mutual contemplation of the variable nature of the
game. Silently or chatting about the progress of life in general
or the game in particular, they considered, how, in accordance
with the rules for two-handed whist, their mental currents
revealed themselves at the card table, while with unerring cer-
tainty the game came closer to the end that was already implicit
in the beginning. They reflected on how the possibilities that
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had been devised for that end put each other out of the game
one by one, and how, as the possibilities became more limited,
they the players came to resemble, or perhaps even took on the
nature of, pieces in a game. Yes, exactly. How the game so to
speak played them. Now you are winning, said one of them. Or:
Perhaps it would have been better if you had done it this way.
Ah, yes, shall I retrieve it? I don’t know. Then try.

During these games, Emma learned a couple of things about
John. The first was that he had a philosophy of life and that
it was emblazoned in Coca-Cola lettering on a t-shirt he pos-
sessed in two different colours, petroleum blue and mottled
pink: Surf the wave. And if Emma tried to surf the wave one
day, he said during a game with clubs as trumps, pointing
to himself dressed in the pink version, she would probably
agree with him that surfing was the perfect image for the
most attractive state to be in, physical as well as mental. That
was to say the state in which by means of a small number and
reasonably simple manoeuvres you keep yourself afloat and
allow yourself to be propelled on the surface of huge forces
of which you yourself are not in control. In this way, with a
minimum of exertion you could get through life, which might
otherwise turn out to be a rather bothersome affair — he knew
all about that. But don’t get me started.

And the second was that in his personal life John relied gener-
ally speaking on three waves that he reckoned would bring him
to the end of his life in good shape and in an orderly manner
if he didn’t make a mess of things. First, there was sweet Inga
whom he honestly loved both for her wonderfully long legs and
her singular charm and in spite of her despotic nature, the worst

The European Union Prize for Literature 39



The least resistance

manifestations of which could fortunately be avoided thanks to
that wonderful little pill called prozac. In second place there
was the fortune Inga’s father had made from rope and pine-
apples, in this world a rather unusual wave on which he and
Inga rode together anywhere and in any way they fancied. And
Bombay Sapphire. Love, money and self-medication was how
he summed it up. 'm not gonna ask for more.

Emma was impressed. She played an ace of spades, which John
took with a miserable three of clubs, a move that decided the
game in his favour, 14-12. You lost, he pointed out, guessing
that she had thought he had no trumps or that she had been
distracted by the conversation. Of course, Emma grinned and
said that by the way the t-shirt suited him. And so it did (and
the blue version even more so).

During the following game, Emma acknowledged her own
innocent vice and even gave it a name. The mini-hedonism
of thought, she said, looking quite honest. She compared the
involuntary stream of consciousness (you can’t avoid thinking;
it’s impossible, she said didactically) with the surface of the
ocean and the thinker’s attentive but relaxed self-assuredness
with the ditto body of the surfer. It was in the meeting between
these two concepts, she said, that she personally found the
point of least resistance, where the experience of being was
only a constant, pleasant thrill that never became too much
or too little, never too exciting or too dull. But, to keep the
metaphor, in contrast to John’s surfing, which seemed to be
based on drive and variety, she on the other hand sought the
greatest possible immutability and monotony and saw a very
obvious advantage in this mental sport: You are not depend-
ent on other waves than those you nevertheless always have
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within you, she said, tapping her forehead to make her point.
Everyone can do it, at any time and in any place, although
as with everything else it is true that only practice makes
perfect. And you happen to be looking at a practitioner now,
she concluded without any trace of false modesty.

Emma had spoken in a soft, subdued voice, now and then
allowing her free hand to float gently at some point in the
air, and meanwhile quietly and calmly taking one trick after
another. 17-9, she said; you lose. John looked sleepy, but his
smile was curiously bright when he said that although he
hadn’t quite understood what she was saying, it was clear that
they fundamentally understood each other. And, he added, if
she should fancy it one day, he would be delighted give her a
lesson in wave surfing, the real stuff. Perhaps they could give
each other lessons. Here, they both laughed. A flattered smile
remained on Emma’s face as the laughter ebbed out and John
came closer, and... Oh well.

There wasn’t even the slightest hint of fumbling. John gal-
lantly helped Emma out of her dress and knickers before
deftly divesting himself of t-shirt and shorts and carrying
her into the house and up into the guest room, where it was
warm and where the dust floated lazily in strips of sunlight.
For the following hour or so they took it in turns to dem-
onstrate comprehensive proficiency and dreamy indulgence.
When their movements subsided, the sun had gone from the
room, and sitting each at their own end of the bed they looked
at each other with a smile.
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Synopsis

Palverdnd is Tiit Aleksejev’s second novel, set in the last years of the 11th century. The main char-
acter, Dieter, is a young man-at-arms, bound for Palestine with the Count of Toulouse’s army
to conquer it from infidels. Although on the surface an adventure novel, Palverdnd is above all
a meditation on human loyalty, betrayal, love and treachery. Dieter becomes involved in the
Crusades as someone who is neither really a horseman, nor a priest, nor an ordinary civilian.
Without belonging anywhere, he is able to move between different adventures and environ-
ments. Palverdnd is the opening volume of a two-part novel planned by the author, which is
why the adventure remains incomplete - the crusaders manage to conquer Antioch, but Jeru-

salem still remains a dream in their minds.
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Seigneurs, sachiez qui or ne sen ira
En cele terre ou Dex fu mors et vis,
Et qui la croiz d’'outremer ne prendra
A paines més ira en paradis
XII sajandi ballaadist.

Anno Domini 1148.
Boscodoni Jumalaema klooster Provence’is.

Mu nimi on Dieter. Kunagi olin ma keegi teine, aga sel ei ole
enam tihendust. Maa, kust ma périt olen, ei ole enam endine
ja inimesed, kes mind maletasid, on surnud. Sest mis on iiks
maa ja iitks rahvas? Veepiisk veenodus, ei enamat. Ma olen
siiski tiritanud. Olen iiritanud koduranda leida. Késikirjadest
ja kaartidelt ja rainnumeeste lugudest. Teda pole kusagil. Kuid
ma miletan pilvi tema taevas, udu tema niitude kohal ja jilge,
mis jdi tombi peaga maost, kes 1abi l6ikeheina libises. Ja ma
tean, et ma ei ole und ndinud.

Tdeline kodu on see, mille poole inimene teel on. Mida
ta oma motteis kannab. Minu métteis on linn, mille me usk-
matutelt tagasi voitsime. Minu jaoks on ta koiges ja koikjal.
Igal 60l hiilib korb tile mu lave, tuul puhub, luited liiguvad
ja palverandurid on iiletamas tithermaad. Ja siis ei olegi vaja
koltunud reisikirju lehitseda, sest igaiiks neist peab randurit
juhatama lahemale Jumalale, mitte kodurannale ja iga kaardi
keskpaigas on Jeruusalemm.

44 The European Union Prize for Literature



Tiit Aleksejev

Aristoteles kirjutab, et inimkehas on kaardistatud kogu
kosmos. Minu keha on valu maakaart. See aitab leida kohti,
kus ihu on l6igatud, muljutud ja purustatud. Iga arm on osa
teekonnast. Iga vigastus on mingi lahinguvili. Odsel lavatsil
lebades sulen ma silmad ja libistan sormedega iile inimeste
maa: Nikaia, Dorylaeum, Harem, Antiookia, Kerbola, Jeruu-
salemm, Askalon.

Valul on omad maélestused. Polvedes ja puusades
tuikab ratsutamisest. Olaliiges pakitseb modga vibutami-
sest. Pahkluud sadulast langemisest. See kéik on ainult pin-
navirvendus. Téeline valu on mujal. Palverdnnul deldi: voitle
ja dra karda, elu saab sinult votta, kuid au mitte iialgi. Aga
saab sedagi. Ning autusest saab habi, mis saadab inimest elu
16puni. Mis muserdab ja narib ja tuletab end iga Issanda paev
meelde: tina, tina, tana. Tana. Kui tina on teie paev, siis te
teate. Ja neile, keda hdbi maadligi surub, v6in ma delda: ma
tean, mida te tunnete. Ma olen teie.

Ma olen elanud mitut elu. Ma olen olnud see, kes hoiab sulge,
ja see, kes hoiab mooka. Koik on hajunud nagu suits tuules.
Téna olen ma see, kes hoiab taimi, ja homme olen ma muld,
millest taimed uut joudu saavad. Muld ei hooli, kui palju
keegi head voi halba tegi, ja digest mehest ning delast mehest
vorsuvad ithesugused viljapead. Voib-olla on tuules koikuva
vilja jaoks koik inimesed ithtemoodi 6iged.

Ma olen aednik kloostris, mis asub Montpellier’
linnast kahe paevateekonna Piihale Kirikule annetas. Issanda
aastal 1142 asus kolmteist venda Chalais’t teele, et uuele kon-
vendile alus panna. Urikutesse jdi neist kaksteist, sest kaks-
teist on apostlite arv. Viljajadnud vend olin mina, aga see
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ei teinud mulle meelehdrmi. Inimese elu sulab nii voi teisiti
moodanikku nagu kala vette. Isegi siis, kui see kroonikatesse
tiles tahendatakse. Jaab ainult kala. Ainult vesi.

Eile kaevust veendud kergitades kummardusin ma
allapoole. Siinkjal pinnal vireles kellegi nagu. Silmade asemel
oli kaks mustavat koobast. Kaks musta koopasuud. Mida
rohkem ma jdlgisin, seda hdagusemaks muutusid kujutise
piirjooned. Ndis, nagu toérjuks maailm mind endast eemale.
Sinna alla, stigavikesse, kus elusast saab eimiski ja siis jdlle
midagi.

Ma olin kohal, kui krahv Guillaume vastlaotud kloostrimiiiire
vaatamas kidis. Temaga oli kaasas korge kiilaline, Brabandi
isand Godefroy VII. Rédgitakse, et selle mehe soontes voolab
Godefroy de Bouillon’i, Pitha Haua Kaitsja verd. See niis
toele vastavat. Samasugused korged posesarnad. Samasugune
ekslev pilk. Veel raagitakse, et Godefroy oli vapraim palve-
randurite seast, ja ma vaatasin ta jarglast huviga. Et milline
tema on. Godefroy oli nork mees. See, mida vapruseks peeti,
oli ainult poikpéisus. Hirm taganeda.

Toeliselt vaprad jiid Anatoolia mégismaale ja Stiiria
korbe. Issand kutsub 6iged enda juurde. Oma vigedesse, et
nad mones teises lahingus uuesti langeda saaksid. Brabandi
késkija vaatas mulle otsa ja ma ei 166nud pilku maha. Ma
voin seda endale lubada. Ma olen ainult aednik, markamatu
ja tihenduseta nagu rohukérred kloostriduel. Oeldakse, et
markamatu elu on Jumala kiituseks.
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Téna parastlounal hakkas Boscodoni kohal vihma kallama.
Veejoad paiskusid sellise hooga, nagu oleks keegi lasuursi-
nise peekri the hooga tiihjaks valanud. Vend Glaber iitleb,
et vihm on osa lunastusest, mida taevas maale laseb osaks
saada. Kolab ilusasti, aga see on kloostritarkus.

Vihmast saavad aru ainult need, kes teda ootavad:
talupojad, kelle vili on pollul nddalate kaupa koérbenud.
Sojamehed, kes on Siiliria paikesest poolsurnud. Ma vaata-
sin, kuidas mullapinnale tekkinud tumedad plekid moéne
hetkega laugasteks muutusid. Vihm oleks nagu koéik minema
uhtunud, nii mineviku kui oleviku. Jeruusalemma miuiirid
ja kloostrimiitirid. Miiiiride vangistuse. Maailm lagunes ja
langes koost, jdi ainult taevast alla paiskuv vesi. Taevane kosk.

Hiljem, hilisohtul, liksime me kdik missale. Ma seisin
vendade keskel, aga mulle tundus, nagu oleksin neid iilalt vaa-
danud. Mungad laulsid ja nende hdiled voogasid uue kiriku
volvide all. Viljas sadas ikka veel.

T

Kloostri sisedues 6itseb magnoolia. Pdikesepaistel tundub,
nagu vireleks igas oOiekobaras kiitinlaleek. ,Post tenebras
spero lucem,” pomises ristikdigus puud imetlema jadnud abt.
Seejdrel vaatas ta mulle otsa, nagu ootaks mingit vastust. See
maailm on téis varje, oleksin voinud 6elda. Miks mitte jarg-
mine? Aga ma teadsin, et kloostriiilem ei oota minult midagi.
Ja ma hoidsin suu kinni.

Boscodoni aias kasvab palju erinevaid taimi, ainult
lavendlit mitte. Oleks kaunis, kui see siinsete maadega koha-
neks. Kloostri iimber vdiksid laiuda lavendlivdljad nagu
Languedocis, kust me krahv Raymond’i vagedega labi rat-
sutasime. Me koikusime sadulas, pdike 166mas pea kohal ja
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timberringi sinas lavendel, nagu oleks taevas maa peale lasku-
nud ja 6elnud: veel veidi kannatust - Jeruusalemm voib olla
juba jairgmine linn, parast taevasinist merd. Ainult veel veidi
kannatust. Palju pole enam jdédnud.

Anno Domini 1098. Antiookia

Parast paikeseloojangut asume Haremi poole teele. Seitsesada
riiitlit, kahvatut ja néljast sisselangenud nidgudega. Piitiame
laagrist lahkuda voimalikult vaikselt, et mitte Antiookia
kaitsjate tdhelepanu dratada. Lahingukorras liigume méoda
Aleppo teed, hailetult nagu kummitused. Vaimude armee,
motlen enda tmber vaadates. Lidbi 66 libisemas, hommi-
kuks hajununa. Need, kes iitlevad: oleks juba 6htu. Kellele on
varjud sopradeks. Ja pimedus liitlaseks. Pimeduse hirmud.

Moéned tunnid enne koitu hakkab vihma sadama.
Sadu ei ole tugev, sellest hoolimata oleme varsti labi vettinud.
Paikesetousu ajaks jouame jarve ja joe vahelisele lagendikule,
mille Bohémond on lahingupaigaks vilja valinud. Me oleme
tiibadelt kaitstud ning suutelised koike iihele ainsale s60s-
tule panustama. Nagu skorpion, kes on astla vilja sirutanud
ja valmis salvama. Pimesi, vastase suurust hoomamata, koige
lihtsama riindeplaaniga.

Ja siis on taas jarjekordne varahommik ja jarjekordne
lahingukord, aga tunne on iga kord erinev, siidame pomm-
pomm, tolmumaitse, rauamaitse ja séhvakad silme ees. Tead-
mine, et sa oled thes tiikis ja elus, nii elus, kui tldse olla
saab ja sa void elada kahesaja aastaseks nagu Aabraham, aga
rohkem elus ei ole sa surmatunnini. Me oleme jagunenud
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kuude bataille’sse, vaikivad riiitlid, palverannu loiketera ja
piigiteravik ja mida koike veel. Aga mis toimub iilejaanud
viies, sellest pole mul aimugi. Ma tean ainult seda, kes on mu
korval, ja iseend tean ma samuti, kuigi see tunne on piisimatu
ja tahab pageda, nagu pihku surutud lind, kelle stida taob ja
kes motleb ainult sellest, kuidas end vabaks rebida.

Ja siis kappab rivi ette Bohémond, mustal tdkul,
punase maoga standart selja taga lehvimas, ja lipuhoidja on
noor poiss, paris lapseohtu, ja ta kded varisevad. Ta on noor,
ta kardab. See on loomulik.

»Julgust, mehed,” iitleb Bohémond. ,Ja seiske kindlalt.
Varsti tapame nad koik. Ei suuda need poniratsanikud meie
riinnakule vastu seista. Vihm on nende vibunoorid natskeks
teinud ning ldhivoéitluses pole neist meile vastast. Moelge oma
esivanemate kuulsuse peale. Ja selle peale, et edaspidi radgi-
takse teist. Kui te sarvehdilt kuulete, siis piigid ette ja andke
minna. Nottige paganaid ning Issandal on teie {ile hea meel.”

See on hea kone. Lithike ja selge. Moogameeste, mitte
kroonikute keeles. Ja siis kolab sarvehiiiid ja me ldheme liik-
vele. Me ei tea, kui palju uskmatuid seal eespool on, aga voib
arvata, et tuhandeid. Me ei motle sellele. Korvuti iiles rivis-
tatud viis bataille’d riitndab mooda Aleppo teed lihenevat
vaenlast, kel ei paista meie kohalolekust aimugi olevat. Uhel
hetkel on nende ees pdikesetdus, lagendik, jogi ja jarv ning
jargmisel hetkel kihutab nende poole terasvall ja see terasvall
oleme meie ja sel paeval oleme me palju muudki veel. Ja ei
ole Ridwani eelvdest meile vastast, isegi mitte niipalju, et see
meie riinnakuhoogu pidurdaks. Me l6ikame sellest 1abi nagu
sirp viljast, viljapoldu laiu tumedaid tithimikke jittes. Aga
see on ainult vastase eelvdgi, mida edasi, seda tihedamaks
koik muutub. Aga ikkagi ei suuda nad meid kinni pidada.
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On neid, kes arutavad tagantjdrele, et oma osa oli siin
péikesel, mis meie selja tagant paistis, voi siis vasakut katt
jadval maANekiinkal, mis vastast segadusse ajas, sest neil
ei olnud aimu, kui palju meid veel reservis vé6ib olla. Uks on
selge — Bohémondi sojaplaan tootas ja isegi need meie seast, kes
olid sisemas surmaks valmistunud, markavad, et surm on sel
péaeval uskmatutega ametis ja meie jaoks tal eriti aega ei jaagi.
Ja meil, meil jadb iile talle tiha uusi uskmatuid ette saata, et
vikat ithes suunas sahviks ja et ta niitja kaart imber ei seaks.
See on raske t66 ja me anname endast parima ja ainus, millest
me aru saame, on see, et tagasivajumise asemel liigume me
aina edasi ja me oleksime narrid, kui me seda dra ei kasutaks.
Me kardame, et see koik voib 1oppeda, et s6jadnn pdordub ja
siis on meie kord taganeda, nagu toona, peavirava all, seepi-
rast me raiume, raiume, raiume, iihel hetkel ndib midagi mur-
duvat, vastupanu ei olegi enam, me raiume ikkagi ja siis on vili
meie ees puhas, vaenlane pogeneb ja lahing on labi. Me oleme
Ridwani véde puruks 166nud ja palverand on péastetud.

Me paneme moodgad tuppe ja laskume sadulast ja
seisame véljal, pead norus, ja on neidki, kes haavadest ja kur-
natusest pikali varisevad. Aga siis tuleb Bohémond ja itleb, et
me olete voidelnud Jumala voitlust ja et me oleme voitnud. Ja
ta titleb veel, et kui see koik ei ole Issanda ime, siis tahaks ta
teada, mis Issanda ime iildse olla voib. Aga ennekéike tahab
ta tunnustada meie vaprust, sest vapramaid mehi ei ole ta oma
elus ndinud. Ning ta paljastab pea ning kummardab stigavalt
oma armee ees, sest sel hetkel on Jumala armee Bohémondi
armee ja see on Oiglane, see on vilja teenitud. Ma vaatan
teda ja soovin, et oleksin suuteline voidur6domu tundma. Aga
ainus, mida ma tunnen, on vdsimus.

50 The European Union Prize for Literature



The Pilgrimage
Tiit Aleksejev

Translated from the Estonian by Christopher Moseley

Seigneurs, sachez qui or ne sen ira
En cele terre ou Dex fu mors et vis,
Et qui la croiz d'outremer ne predra
A paines més ira en paradis
From a 12"-century ballad

Anno Domini 1148.
Abbey of the Mother of God, Boscodon, Provence.

My name is Dieter. Once I was someone else, but that is of
no consequence. The country I come from is no longer the
one it was and the people who remembered me are dead. For
what is one country and one people? A drop of water in a
vessel, no more. All the same, I have tried. I have tried to find
my home shore. From manuscripts and maps and travellers’
tales. It is nowhere. Yet I remember the clouds in its sky, the
mist on its meadows, and the traces left by the blunt-headed
snake that slithered through the cut hay. And I know I was
not dreaming.

A man’s real home is the place he is on the way to.
What he is carrying in his thoughts. In my thoughts is the
City of God that we won back from the infidels. For me it is
everywhere and in everything. Every night the desert creeps
across my threshold, the wind blows, the sand-dunes shift
and the pilgrims are crossing the wasteland. And then it is
no longer necessary to leaf through the yellowed travellers’
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chronicles, for each of them must lead the wanderer closer to
God, not to his home shore, and at the centre of every map is
Jerusalem.

T

Aristotle writes that the whole cosmos is mapped in the
human body. My body is a map of pain. It helps to find places
where the flesh has been cut, bruised and broken. Every
scar is part of a journey. Every mutilation is a field of battle.
Lying on my plank bed at night, I close my eyes and slide my
fingers across the peopled lands: Nicaea, Dorylaeum, Harem,
Antioch, Kerbola, Jerusalem, Ashkelon.

Pain has its own memories. My knees and hips are
throbbing from riding. My shoulder joint smarts from a sword
wound. My ankles, from falling out of the saddle. All this is
only a ripple on the surface. The real pain is somewhere else.
On the pilgrimage they said: Fight and be not afraid, your life
may be taken from you, but your honour - never. But it will.
And dishonour becomes shame, which accompanies a man to
the end of his days. Which crushes and gnaws at one and brings
itself to mind every blessed day: today, today, today. Today. If
today is your day, then you know. And to those pressed down
by shame, I can say: I know what you feel. I am you.

T

I have lived several lives. I have been one who holds a pen and
one who wields a sword. It has all vanished, like smoke in the
wind. Today I am one who holds a plant, and tomorrow I will
be soil whence plants get new strength. Soil does not care how
much good or evil one has done, and from the righteous man
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and the wicked man alike the same ears of grain will sprout.
Maybe for the grain swaying in the wind all men are equally
righteous.

I am a gardener in a monastery located two days’
journey from the town of Montpellier, Count Guillaume de
Montmiral’s donation to the Holy Church. In the year of our
Lord 1142, thirteen brothers set off for Chalais to found a new
convent. The records number them as twelve, for twelve is the
number of the Apostles. The brother who was left out is I, but
that did not trouble me. A man’s life melts into the past, one
way or another, as a fish into water. Especially when one is
speaking of chronicles. Only the fish remains. Only the water.

Yesterday, raising a vessel of water from the well, I was
bending down. On the murky surface flickered someone’s face.
Instead of eyes it had two black sockets. Two black cavern-
mouths. The more I followed it, the more hazy the features of
the image became. It seemed that the world was rejecting me
from my own self. Down there in the depths, where the living
turn to nothing, and then to something again.

T

I was present here when Count Guillaume came to view the
newly-laid monastery wall. He had with him a distinguished
visitor, Godefroy VII, Lord of Brabant. It is said that in his
veins flows the blood of Godefroy de Bouillon, Defender of
the Holy Sepulchre. That appeared to be the truth. The same
high cheekbones. The same wandering gaze. It is also said that
Godefroy was the bravest of the pilgrims, and I looked with
interest at his successor. What kind of man was he? Godefroy
was a weak man. What was taken for courage was only obsti-
nacy - fear of retreating.
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Actually the brave remained in the mountains of Ana-
tolia and the deserts of Syria. The Lord calls the righteous
to Himself. To his own people, that they may fall again in
some new battle. The lord of Brabant looked me in the face
and I did not flinch. I can afford that. I am only a gardener,
insignificant and meaningless like the blades of grass in the
monastery grounds. It is said that an unremarked life is a
commendation to God.

This afternoon rain started pouring at Boscodon. The water
came with such force that it was as if someone had tipped an
azure-blue beaker out in a single shower. Brother Glaber says
that the rain is a part of the redemption granted by heaven
to the earth. It sounds beautiful, but that is the wisdom of
monks.

The rain is only appreciated by those who expect it:
the peasants whose grain has been parched for weeks in the
fields. The soldiers, half-dead under the Syrian sun. I watched
as the dark flecks on the surface of the soil changed into pools
in a moment. The rain seemed to flush everything away, the
past and the present. The walls of Jerusalem and the monas-
tery walls. The imprisonment of walls. The world broke down
and fell apart, there remained only water, flung down from
heaven. A heavenly waterfall.

Later, late in the evening, we all went to Mass. I stood
among the brothers, but it seemed to me as if I were looking
down on them from above. The monks sang and their voices
undulated beneath the vaults of the new church. Outside it was
still raining.
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In the courtyard of the monastery a magnolia is flowering. In
the sunshine it seems as if a candle-flame were flickering in
every cluster of flowers. “Post tenebras spero lucem” mumbled
the abbot as he stopped on the procession to admire the tree.
Then he looked me in the eye, as if expecting a response. This
world is full of shadows, I could have said. Why not the next?
But I knew that the head of the monastery does not expect
anything of me. I held my tongue.

There are many different plants growing in the Bosco-
don gardens, but there is no lavender. It would be good if it
were adapted to the soils here. Fields of lavender could spread
around the monastery as in Languedoc, through which we
rode with Count Raymond’s troops. We rocked in the saddle,
the sun blazed down on us, and all around the lavender shim-
mered blue, as if Heaven had descended to Earth and said:
just a little more patience - Jerusalem may be the next town
beyond the azure sea. Not much further to go.

T
Anno Domini 1098. Antioch

After sunset we set out toward Harem. Seven hundred knights,
pale and sallow-cheeked with hunger. We are trying to leave
camp as quietly as possible, so as not to arouse the attention
of the defenders of Antioch. In battle formation we move
along the Aleppo road, as noiselessly as ghosts. An army of
spirits, I think to myself as I look around. Gliding through
the night, vanishing by morning. Those who say: would that
it were evening. Whose shadows are their friends. And dark-
ness their allies. The terrors of darkness.
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Some hours before dawn it starts to rain. The shower is not
heavy, but nevertheless we are soon wet through. By sunrise we
get to a clearing between a lake and a river, which has been chosen
by Bohémond as the site of battle. We are protected on the flanks
and able to make a single swoop together. Like a scorpion that has
stretched out its sting, ready to strike. Blindly, without regard to
the size of its opponent, with the simplest plan of attack.

And so then it is another early morning and another
battle formation, but the feeling is different each time, the
boom-booming of the heart, the taste of dust, the taste of iron
and the flashes before the eyes. The knowledge that you are in
one piece and alive, as alive as you can be, and you can live for
two hundred years like Abraham, but you will never be more
alive until your dying hour. We are arrayed in six batailles,
the silent knights, the cutting edge of the crusade, the tip of
the lance, and whatever else we are. But as to what is going on
with the other five, I have no idea. I only know who is beside
me, and [ am aware of myself too, though that feeling is fleet-
ing and wants to escape, like a captured bird whose heart is
pounding and who thinks only of how to tear itself free.

And then Bohémond gallops up in front of the ranks, on
a black stallion, his standard with a red serpent fluttering behind
him, and the flag-bearer is a young boy, a mere child, and his
hands are trembling. He is young, he is afraid. That is natural.

“Courage, men,” says Bohémond. “And stand firm.
Soon we will kill them all. Those pony-riders will be unable
to withstand our attack. The rain has made their bowstrings
soggy and in close combat they will make no opposition for
us. Think of the fame of your ancestors. And of how you will
be spoken of in the future. When you hear the sound of the
horn, then - lances forward and go on the attack! Slaughter
the heathen and the Lord will rejoice.”
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It is a good speech. Brief and clear. In the language of
swordsmen, not of chroniclers. And then the call of the horn,
and we go into action. We do not know how many infidels
there are ahead of us, but one can guess there are thousands.
We do not think of that. Ranked side by side, the five batailles
rush past the enemy, approaching along the Aleppo road, who
seem to have no inkling of our presence. One moment they
have before them the sunrise, the clearing, the river and the
lake, and the next, a wall of iron is bearing down upon them,
and that wall of iron is ourselves, and on this day we are much
more besides. And the advance guard of Ridwan makes no
opposition to us, not even so much as to break the pace of our
attack. We cut through it like a scythe through grain, leaving
broad dark spaces in the field. But that is only the advance
guard, and the further we go, the denser the troops become.
Yet still they cannot halt our progress.

There are those who reason after the event that a part
was played by the sun which shone behind us, or by the hill to
our left, which drove the adversary to confusion, because they
had no idea how many we had in reserve. One thing is clear
- Bohémond’s battle plan worked, and even those among us
who were inwardly prepared for death observe that death was
at work that day among the enemy and did not have much
time left for us. And for us it remains to drive more and more
infidels before us, so that the Reaper’s scythe will flash in a
single direction and not turn back on us. It is hard work and
we are giving the best of ourselves, and the only thing we
understand is that instead of falling back we always move for-
wards, and we would be fools not to take advantage of that.
We are afraid that this might all end, that our luck in battle
may turn and then it will be our turn to retreat, as we did that
time by the main gates, and so we chop and hack and hew, at
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one moment something seems to break, there is not resistance
any more, we carrying on hacking, and then the field before
us is clear, the enemy flees and the battle is over. We have
hacked Ridwan’s forces to pieces and the pilgrimage is saved.

We put our swords in their sheaths and descend from
the saddle, standing on the field, our heads bowed, and there
are those, too, who collapse on the ground from their wounds
or from exhaustion. But then Bohémond comes and says that
we have fought God’s battle and won. And he also says that
if this is not a miracle of the Lord, he would like to know
what is. But above all he wants to acknowledge our bravery,
for he has never seen braver men in his life. And he uncovers
his head and bows low before his army, for at that moment
God’s army is Bohémond’s army, and that is right, it has been
earned. I look at him and I wish I were capable of feeling the
joy of victory. But all that I feel is weariness.
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Biography

Riku Korhonen (b.1972) made his literary debut in 2003 and has quickly established himself as
one of the central Finnish modern writers. He writes about serious and important topics, but
in an entertaining style that brings his narrative skills to the fore. Before he became a full-time
writer and columnist, he worked as a Finnish teacher in high-school and as a lecturer of crea-
tive writing at the University of Turku. His debut novel, Kahden ja yhden yén tarinoita, won the
prestigious Literary Award of Helsingin Sanomat in 2003. The novel has been adapted into a
stage play by Turku City Theatre. Korhonen’s second novel, Lddkdriromaani, established him as
one of the leading writers of his generation, winning the Kalevi Jantti prize for young authors.
Korhonen has a regular column in the newspaper Helsingin Sanomat.

Synopsis

Ladkdriromaani by Riku Korhonen is a masterful depiction of love, death and politics. It tells
the story of four entangled destinies at the frontier of an empire. The end of the summer of
2003 is hot and intense in many ways, both politically and personally. In Irag, Western troops
are promising to guide its people to the path of democracy and capitalism. But, far away from
these battles, in a Northern European coastal city, thirty-something university researcher
Niklas spends much time drinking and worrying over his girlfriend Inna, whose father is dying
of cancer. One night, Niklas sees a vision that transforms him. He believes he has found a cure
for the cause of his beloved Inna’s worries. But Niklas must face the fact that the consequences
of his procedures aren’t always easy to foretell. In his third, beautifully written novel, the Finnish
author Riku Korhonen weaves together a memorable story of intertwined destinies, a gripping

analysis of a media war and a subtly humorous imitation of a romance novel.
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Synnyin vuonna 1972 kaksilapsiseen keskiluokkaiseen per-
heeseen, jossa vanhempien poliittiset mielipiteet ilmensivit
syvaa kiintymysta epépoliittiseen elamantapaan.

Isini on laukaalaisen maanviljelijin vanhin poika,
joka muutti yhdeksdntoistavuotiaana Turkuun opiskele-
maan ja valmistui séntillisten opintojen jdlkeen ladkariksi
vuonna 1968. Seitsemankymmentdluvun puolivélissd hin
sai lastentautien erikoislddkarin oikeudet. Hin on sukunsa
ensimmainen akateeminen ja tuntee yha kiitollisuutta kou-
lunkdynnistaan. Mitd vastaan hdn olisi nuorena miehena
noussut? Minka puolesta? Talous ja politiikka olivat etddlld ja
hahmottomia, yhteiskuntaan asti ei navetan vintiltd nahnyt.
Laheistd isanperint6d olivat maa, metsi ja taivas, jotka eivit
yhtd sdysedd laukaalaispoikaa kavahtaneet.

Isin puheista olen ymmartianyt, ettd hianen lapsuuden-
kotinsa hauras aatteellisuus oli sekoitus juhlapyhind tirskah-
dellen tunnustettua herranpelkoa ja vuoroin omahyviiseen
kotiseuturakkauteen ja maailman vieroksumiseen taipuvaista
alkiolaisuutta, jotka molemmat unohtuivat, kun viinapullo
avattiin ja ruvettiin puimaan tdrkeitd asioita, tehtyjd toita,
laihon kasvua, sotaa ja riistaonnea. Turun kaduilla kdvelles-
sddn isd ndki jattdvinsd taakseen sukunsa vainiot ja maata-
lousyhteison liikkumattomuuden. Hén tunsi, ettei kumouksia
kaivattu, ettd vaivalloisesti karttuva tieto oli varmin tie mie-
lenkiintoisempaan ja parempaan maailmaan.

Aitini on syntyperdinen turkulainen, menestyneen liha-
kauppiasperheen omapdinen tytdr, joka tuotti ailahtelevilla
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rakkaussuhteillaan vanhemmilleen murhetta. Joulun 1966 alla
isd ndki hdnet kauppahallissa ojentamassa palvilihapakettia
tiskin yli. Koyha isd alkoi laittaa rahaa syrjdédn ja asioida hal-
lissa useammin kuin hénelld olisi ollut varaa.

Kevittalvella isd pyysi ditid kahville. He istuivat Huma-
listonkadun Aschanilla. Aiti alkoi peldti, ettd muuten niin
miellyttdva isd oli hdnelle liian jarkevd. Hymyileva isd kertoi
viettdneensd opiskelun alkuaikoina yksindisid iltoja hengi-
tystd pidattden ja ottaen sekuntikellolla aikaa. Han oli yritta-
nyt enndtystd. Kerran hén oli pyortynyt kello kddessa.

Aiti katsoi isdd ja mustavalkoisia Marimekon verhoja timan
takana ja ajatteli, ettd isdssd oli sittenkin mieheltd vaadittavaa
iloista hulluutta, hienovaraisessa muodossa tosin. Aiti tunsi
sisdlldidn rauhan. Ehkd hdnen rakkaussotkunsa olivat olleet
kapinaa varsinaissuomalaisen yrittdjaperheen rasvandppistéd
materialismia vastaan, romanttisen hengen ristipistoja leikke-
lekaupan pikkuporvarilliselle pohjakankaalle. Isin kanssa hin
tunsi olevansa kahden. He kumartuivat toisiaan kohden, maa-
ilman humussa sekoittuivat musta ja valkoinen, jin ja jang, liha
ja henki, eikd sen monimutkaisempia soidinmenoja tarvittu. He
rakastuivat, avioituivat ja saivat vuonna 1970 sisareni Johannan,
joka on perinyt didin itsepdisen luonteen. Johanna vaittdd didin
ja isdn liiton kestdneen yksinkertaisesta syystd: Aina kun isd
palasi matkoilta, hdn halusi ensimmadiseksi halata &itid. Sitten
hén antoi meille pennuille tuliaiset ja ajoi meidat pihalle.

Mikéli vanhempiemme liitossa on vuosikymmenten
myo6td riehunut tuhoisia intohimoja, he ovat suojanneet
minut ja sisareni niiltd. Me vartuimme ja ndimme isédn nuor-
tuvan perhoa heittdessddn ja didin polvistuvan kasvimaalle
hellyys kasvoillaan. Tdssa katkerien isdsuhteiden maassa
tunnen oloni osattomaksi. Tieddn tyrehdyttineeni monta
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kapakkakeskustelua sanomalla: Minun isdni on hyvéd mies.
Héanen pitkdnhuiskean hahmonsa hyviksyvissa varjossa on
vaikea lietsoa itseddn oidipaaliseen raivoon. Korkeintaan voin
syyttad, ettd ammatillisista syistd hdn osoitti kasvuvuosinani
tuskallisen tiivistd mielenkiintoa kivesteni kehitysta kohtaan.
Tai voin viittdd hdanen olleen suhteessaan minuun niin ylivoi-
maisen ymmartivéinen, ettd jain itselleni kdsittdmattomaksi.

Kun 4iti oli alkanut odottaa minua, isd oli myynyt vanhan
autonsa, pienen punaisen Fiatin, ja ostanut valkoisen Ladan.
Kuljin ensimmadisen automatkani tammikuussa 1972 kes-
kussairaalan synnytysosastolta kotiin. Isd ajoi, mind nukuin
didin sylissd aavistamatta, mité talvi tai kdrsimys on.

Suomalaiset ovat puineet litkaa 60- ja 70-lukujen poliitti-
sia pikaromanssejaan. Markkina-arvon ja maksutaseen aika
on synnyttinyt tylsin tunnustuksellisen lajityypin: katuva
taistolainen tv-studiossa klo 21:10. Heiddn kostuneet silmansa
kavaltavat heidat — hauskaa on ollut. Jokaiselle suodaan yksi
ihana nuoruus, jonka ylle kohoaa huojuva néyttelypaviljonki
nimeltd ihmiselama.

Politisoituneen sukupolven lasten erdstd yhteistd koke-
musta on kasitelty vihdn ja epérehellisesti. Vuosia sitten ndin
tv-dokumentin, jossa Lada-lapset muistelivat persoonalliseksi
véitettyd autoa nostalgisen lampimasti. Minusta dokumentti
oli itdautohdpedn historian vaaristelya.

Kun perheemme teki kesilomamatkoja Keski-Suomen
suvun luo, helteessd limmenneen muoviverhoilun haju sai
minut ja Johannan oksentamaan. Pimeilld talviteilld kuun-
telin vendldisen voimansiirron alkeellista jylindd vihan val-
lassa. Valvoin 0Gisin ja mietin, miten saisin isdn ostamaan
kunnon auton. Ellei hdn vaihtaisi autoa, halusin kuolla.
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Aloitin ensimmadisen luokan syksylld 1979. Minulla oli
edellytykset pdrjéta peruskoulun pudotuspelissd, olin nopea-
dlyinen, kauniskasvoinen, urheilullinen ja hyvé tappelemaan.
Heikoin kohtani oli isdn auto. Tiesin, ettd sitd kdytettdisiin
minua vastaan.

En ymmartinyt, miksi isd halusi ajaa Ladalla. Hdn ei
uskonut kommunismiin. Hén oli erikoislddkari, kylla hanelld
olisi ollut rahaa kunnon autoon. Selailin hdnen Tekniikan
Maailmojaan ja osoitin kuvia: Metallinharmaa Volvo. Taunus
on hyvi auto. Toyota Carina tehdéddn Japanissa asti. Isd naki
ndiden yritysten lapi. Yhd uudestaan haaveeni ihmisarvoi-
sesta elamdstd haaksirikkoutuivat jarkevien perusteluiden
matalikolle:

- Hintaluokassaan Lada on paras.

Isan autoiluun liittyi yksityiskohta, joka teki pihan pojista
erityisen pilkallisia. Isd kaytti nahkaisia ajohansikkaita, joissa
ei ollut sormia ja jotka kiristettiin ranteesta remmilla. Sellai-
set olisivat sopineet James Bondille hidnen kaahatessaan Kul-
tasormessa Aston Martinilla. Isd sanoi, ettd niilld sai varman
otteen ratista. Toihin ldhtiessddn hén teki aina samoin. Hén
avasi kuljettajan oven, heitti salkkunsa sisdén, veti auton vie-
relld hanskat kiteensd, kiristeli remmeja huolellisesti, istui
autoon ja ajoi pois.

Kaikki tdmi, ja alla oli Lada.

Kerran hdn vei minua nappulaliigan harjoituksiin. Nur-
mikkoa ajava talonmies katseli, kun iséd kiristi auton vierelld
hanskojaan. Tarkkaa touhua toi itdautoilu, talonmies sanoi.
Isdn vain hymyili hdnelle ja nyki remmejd kuin valmistau-
tuisi operoimaan jonkun syddnté. Isdn kddet ndyttivat hans-
koissa ilkedn vammaisen kasilta.
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Kesilld 1982 muutimme kaupungin toiselle puolelle omako-
titaloon. Pddsin muuttoautoon kahden haalarimiehen viliin.
Vilkutin ohjaamon korkeudesta entisille ystévilleni. Tunsin
heiddn kasvojensa ja nimiensd pyyhkiytyvdan pois. Syksylla
aloittaisin uudessa koulussa. Koska asuisimme omakotialu-
eella, koulussa ei vilttdmatta kuultaisi isdn autosta. Ehka han
jopa vaihtaisi sen nyt, kun meilld oli oma pieni uima-allas.

Elokuussa iséd tuli iloisena kotiin ja pyysi perheen ulos.
Pihalla seisoi uusi valkoinen Lada. Se ndytti samalta kuin
vanha. Mykistyin raivosta. Menin sisddn, nousin portaat ja
paiskasin huoneeni oven kiinni. Makasin siangylld vedet sil-
missd ja etsin pulssia ranteestani. Kauheimmalta tuntui, ettd
isd ndytti niin iloiselta. Kuin han olisi oikeasti iloinnut.

Ensimmdisend uuden koulun péivdnd satoi. Kieltdydyin
isan kyydistd ja kévelin ldmpimdssd loppukesdn tihkussa.
Istuin luokassa uudenjaykdt Adidas Jaguarit jalassa ja katselin
luokkatovereitani, mietin kenestd tulisi ystavd, kehen rakas-
tuisin ja ketd oppisin vihaamaan. Mukava miesopettaja pyysi
jokaista vuorollaan nousemaan ja esittdytymaan, koska luo-
kassa oli kolme uutta oppilasta. Esittdytymiset olivat lyhyita ja
ujoja. Kun tuli minun vuoroni, kerroin jannittyneelld danelld
kuka olin, mistd tulin ja mitd mielelldni tein. Yritin muistaa,
mitd muuta minusta saattoi sanoa. Néin tyhjalld tielld kul-
kevan suuren mustan auton, jonka kromattu keula vildhti
auringossa. Sen liikkeessa oli levedterdiselld tussilla piirretyn
viivan vakautta. Sanoin: Mun isd aikoo ostaa Chrysler New
Yorkerin. Hiljaisuus oli suopeaa. Opettaja nyokkasi. Istuin
alas ja tunsin poskieni lehahtaneen kuumiksi. Olin hetken
iloinen kuin olisin kaatanut vihollisen dominojonon.
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Translated from the Finnish by David Hackston

I was born in 1972 into a middle-class two-child family in
which my parents’ political opinions espoused a profound
attachment to the non-political way of life.

At the age of nineteen my father, the eldest son of a farmer
from Laukaa, moved to Turku to study, and after years of dili-
gent cramming he graduated as a doctor in 1968. In the mid-
1970s he was appointed a paediatric specialist. He was the first
academic man in his family, and to this day he feels a great
sense of gratitude for his education. What could he have pos-
sibly risen up against as a young man? On whose side? Poli-
tics and the economy felt distant and shapeless; from the attic
above the barn you couldn’t see out into the wider society. His
family inheritance was the land, the forest and the sky, things
that were not enough to stir even such a docile young man
from Laukaa.

From listening to my dad I'd come to understand that the
fragile ideology of his childhood home had been a mixture
of sniggering Sunday-morning fear of authority and a small-
time farmer’s mentality prone alternately to a smug affection
for the local area and a disdain for the world at large, both
values that were forgotten as soon as the bottle of liquor was
opened and people started thrashing out more important
matters: work accomplished, the growth of crops, war and the
varying success of hunting expeditions. In walking the streets
of Turku, Dad thought he was leaving behind the fields of his
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family and the inertia of agrarian society. He knew that revo-
lutions weren’t the answer, that painstakingly accumulated
knowledge was the surest way to a better and more interesting
world.

My mother is Turku born and bred, the headstrong
daughter of a successful family of butchers whose ever-
changing boyfriends caused her parents many a headache. It
was Christmas 1966 when Dad first saw her in the market
hall handing a packet of smoked ham across the counter. My
penniless dad started putting money aside and visiting the
market more often than he could afford.

Early the following spring he asked Mum out for coffee.
They sat in the Aschan café on Humalistonkatu. Mum started
to worry that Dad, who was otherwise so pleasant, was far
too sensible for her. Beaming with smiles, he told her that he
used to spend lonely evenings at the beginning of his studies
holding his breath and timing himself with a stopwatch. He’d
gone for a world record. Once he’d fainted with the watch in
his hand.

Mum looked at him and the black-and-white Marime-
kko curtains hanging behind him, and decided that perhaps
he had the unbounded craziness that a man needed after all,
albeit in small amounts. Mum felt an inner calm. Perhaps her
complicated love life had been a form of teenage rebellion
against the greasy-fingered capitalism of a family of south-
western Finnish entrepreneurs, romantic little cross-stitches
on the bourgeois canvas of the cold-cuts counter. With Dad
she felt it was just the two of them. They bowed towards one
another; the world’s commotion was a swirl of black and
white, yin and yang, body and soul, and there was no need for
any more intricate mating rituals. They fell in love, married,
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and in 1970 they had my sister Johanna who has inherited
Mum’s stubborn nature. She thinks our parents’ marriage has
lasted for one simple reason: whenever Dad came back from a
trip, the first thing he did was give Mum a hug. Then he gave
us children our presents and sent us out into the yard.

If our parents’ marriage was marked by decades of raging,
destructive passions, they certainly managed to protect my
sister and me from them. As we grew up we saw Dad rejuve-
nated as he cast his fishing line and Mum kneeling in the veg-
etable patch, an expression of tenderness on her face. In the
land of bitter father-son relations, I feel almost dispossessed.
I know I've suffocated many a pub conversation with the
words: my father is a good man. In the all-accepting shadow
of his tall, gangly frame it’s hard to whip yourself into a frenzy
of Oedipal angst. At most, I can say that during my teenage
years, for professional reasons, he seemed to demonstrate an
excruciating interest in the development of my testicles. Or I
could accuse him of being so overwhelmingly understanding
in his relationship with me that to myself I remained utterly
unfathomable.

When Mum was expecting me, Dad sold his old car, a small
red Fiat, and bought a white Lada. I took my first car-ride
in January 1972 from the maternity ward of the city hospital
back home. Dad was driving, I was asleep in Mum’s arms,
completely unaware of what winter or suffering really were.

Finns have spent far too long raking over their fleeting
political romances of the 1960s and 70s. The era of market
economies and BOPs has given birth to a banal, confes-
sional stereotype: the repentant former Communist in a post-
watershed TV interview. Their teary eyes betray them - it’s
been a lot of fun. Everyone is allocated a single, wonderful
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childhood, and rising up above it is the rickety pavilion that
we call human life.

The children of the politicised generation have one shared
experience that has been examined very little and rather dis-
honestly. Years ago I remember seeing a documentary in
which Lada children recalled this supposedly quirky car in a
spirit of warm nostalgia. To my mind the documentary was
a gross misrepresentation of the true history of Commie-car
shame.

When our family went on summer trips to visit relatives
in Central Finland, the smell of plastic upholstery warmed in
the heat made me and my sister feel sick. On the dark winter
roads, I listened to the primitive rumble of Russian power
transmission in the grip of fury. I lay awake at night won-
dering how I could get Dad to buy a real car. As long as he
refused to change cars, I wanted to die.

I started first grade in the autumn of 1979. I had all the
qualities needed to do well in primary school: I was smart,
handsome, sporty and good at fighting. My Achilles heel was
Dad’s car. I knew it would be used against me.

I couldn’t understand why Dad wanted to drive around in
a Lada. He didn’t believe in Communism. He was a medical
specialist, so he would have had plenty of money to buy a real
car. I used to flick through his copies of Technology World
and point at the pictures: a metallic grey Volvo. The Taunus,
now there’s a good car. The Toyota Carina is manufactured in
Japan. Dad saw through these feeble efforts. Time and again
my dreams of a life of human dignity ran aground in the
shallow waters of sensible arguments:

‘For its price, the Lada is the best.’

68 The European Union Prize for Literature



Riku Korhonen

But there was one aspect of Dad’s motoring habits that
really coaxed out the spite of the boys in the playground. Dad
used fingerless leather driving gloves that were tightened
around the wrist with a strap. These might have suited James
Bond swerving headlong in his Aston Martin in Goldfinger.
Dad said they gave you a more secure grip on the steering
wheel. Every time he left for work he went through exactly the
same routine: he opened the driver’s door, threw his briefcase
inside, put on the gloves standing next to the door, carefully
tied the wrist straps, got into the car and drove away.

All this, and in a Lada.

Once he took me to the under-10s’ football practice. The
janitor mowing the grass looked over as Dad was doing up
his gloves beside the car. Can’t be too careful with that Soviet
technology, said the janitor. Dad just smiled at him and yanked
the wrist straps as though he were preparing to operate on a
patient’s heart. In those gloves Dad’s hands looked like they
belonged to some malevolent cripple.

In the summer of 1982 we moved to a detached house on the
other side of the city. I got to sit in the removal van between
two men in overalls. From the elevated cab I waved to my
former friends. I could feel their names and faces being wiped
away. That autumn I would start going to a new school. And
because we lived in an area of detached houses, people might
not necessarily hear about Dad’s car. He might even get a new
one, now that we had a small swimming pool all of our own.

That August Dad came home all smiles and asked the
family to step outside. There on the yard stood a brand-new
white Lada. It looked the same as the old one. I was speechless
with rage. I went inside, climbed the stairs and slammed my
door shut. I lay in bed, my eyes wet with tears, and tried to
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find my pulse. The worst thing was that Dad looked so happy,
as if he’d actually been over the moon.

On the first day at my new school it was raining. I refused
to let Dad give me ride and walked through the warm, late-
summer drizzle. I sat in class with a pair of stiff new Adidas
Jaguars on my feet and looked at my classmates, wonder-
ing who would become my friend, who I would fall in love
with and who I would learn to hate. A friendly male teacher
asked us all to stand up one at a time and introduce ourselves,
because there were three new pupils in the class. The intro-
ductions were brief and shy. When it came to me, I told the
class in a nervous voice who I was, where I came from and
what I liked doing. I tried to think what else I could say about
myself. I saw a large black car driving along an empty road,
its chrome bonnet glinting in the sunshine. Its every move-
ment exuded the stability of a line drawn with a wide steel
brush. I said: My Dad’s going to buy a Chrysler New Yorker.
The silence was humble. The teacher nodded. I sat down and
felt my cheeks hot and tingling. For a moment I was happy, as
though I had toppled the enemy’s row of dominoes.
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Goce Smilevski (b.1975) was born in Skopje, Macedonia. He was educated at the Sts Kiril and
Metodij University in Skopje, at Charles University in Prague and at the Central European Uni-
versity in Budapest. He is the author of the novels The Planet of Inexperience, Conversation with
Spinoza and Sigmund Freud's Sister. He won Macedonian Novel of the Year Award in 2003 for
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Synopsis

Sigmund Freud’s Sister by Goce Smilevski is a novel told from the point of view of Adolfina, one of
Sigmund Freud'’s sisters. It is a personal story that mirrors the rise and fall of the era that begins
with optimism in the middle of the 19* Century and ends with the Holocaust in the Second
World War. Set in Vienna, the novel portrays the relations within the Freud family, especially
those of Sigmund Freud with his mother Amalia and his father Jacob that could be seen as the
soil from which grew Freud'’s ideas on dreams, the Oedipus complex and the death instinct. Its
narrative structure relates a recollection of memories, which draw upon the interplay between
the life of the Freud family and the theory of psychoanalysis, as well as between dreams and
reality. Sigmund Freud'’s Sister shows how the search for lost time as Adolfina grows from a girl
to an old woman, is a search for truth. It is a search that does not result in a simple listing of
memories, but instead reveals a story about self-understanding spanning from her childhood
to her last days in the Therezienstadt concentration camp in 1942.

The European Union Prize for Literature 71



Cecmpama Ha 3uemyHo Opojo
Goce Smilevski

“Aponduna... Crimemr?”

“BymHa cyMm,” pekoB. JIo MeHe Ha KPEBETOT JIEXKeIle
cectpa mu [laynwnna.

“Konky e gacor?”
“CHUrypHO MOMHHAJa MOJTHOKTA.”

Cectpa Mu ce Oypellie cekoja HOK M ceKorall cO HCTH
360poBM BO MpAaKOT Ha cobara ja 3amovyHyBallle HCTaTa
npuKa3Ha:

“Osa e kpajoT Ha EBpona.”

13 4 . . 2
Ha EBpomna MHOrymaTu u joaraj Kpajor.

“Ke Hé ncnoyOujaT Kako Kyunmba.’

“3HaM,” PEKOB.

“U ue tu e cTpap?”

Mouiues.

“Baka Gemie n Bo Bepaun Bo 1933,” mpogonxu Ilayiauna,
U jac BeKe He ce oOuAyBaB fla ja NpEeKMHAM BO OHa Koe
MH TO HMMallle packakaHo MHorymatu npep Toa: “lltom
Hamnuonanconujanuctuykata maptuja u Apoind Xwutiep
[I0jaoa Ha BIIACT, MJajiHAaTa MMOYHA Jla Mapliupa Mo yJIuluTe
0 TaKTOT Ha BoeHaTa My3uka. Kako mrTo cera mapumpa
oBie. Ha 3rpagure ce pa3Beaja 3HaMHIbaTa CO KyKacT KpPCT.
Kako mTo cera ospe ce Bear. O paauo-anapaTUTE U Of
pasriacuTe NOCTaBEHM Ha IJIOLITAJUTE U BO MApKOBHUTE, C€
caymaiie rinacot Ha PupepoT. Kako mTo cera oBfie ce ciylia.
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BeryBame egna HoBa I'epmanmja, egna nogo6pa I'epmannja,
enHa yucra ['epmanuja.”

Bemre 1938 ropuna, a yetupu roguuu npep toa [laynuna
u Mapue ro nanymruja bepnun, u gojgoa na kupear BO
JIOMOT OJ] KOj 3aMHHaa Kora ce OMakuja; BeKe YeTUPH FOiNHHA
HHUE TPUTE cecTpu KuBeeBMe 3aefHo. [laynuna Geme ckopo
cocema ciemna, U HEKOj MOCTOjaHO Tpeballe jga Oupae MOKpaj
Hea, Ma CIuelle Ha KPEeBETOT Ha KOj HEKOTalll Cliueja HalluTe
poauTeNN, a HAa MECTOTO JIO0 Hea ce MeHyBaBMe Mapue 1 jac.
Ce menyBaBMe, 3aToa mTo [laynuHa cekoja HOK ce Oyjelie,
u Mapue unm jac, cnopepi Toa Koja ojf Hac Oellle cO Hea BO
cobara, ocTanyBaiie 6e3 CoH.

“Hcro Ke Oupe u OBE, TMPOJOJIKYBAIe cecTpa MU. “A
3HaeIr Kako oerre Tamy?”

“3uaM,” PEKOB MMOCHaHo. “Mu UMaIr KaxxyBaHo.”

“Tm mMaMm KaXyBaHO. YHHU(pOpMEUpaHHM JHIa ynafaa
HaBeyep BO €BPEJCKUTE JOMOBH, KplIea cé OKOJIy ce0e 1 MaBaa
10 Hac, W HHU Bejea Aa cu oguMe. CuTe KoM He pa3MuUciIyBaa
kako Pupepor, a jaBHO ce ocMesayBaa ja I'M KaXXaT CBOHUTE
CTaBOBM, BelHAIll ucue3dHyBaa Oe3 Tpara. Ce 30o0pyBalle
leKa NPOTUBHULMTE HA HUAEAJIUTE Ha KOM Tpedame fa
O6uje msrpajeHa HoBara I'epmaHuja, r'm HOcaT BO JIOTOpH, U
TaMy OuWje NMpUHYyJAYBaHU Ha Telmka puznyka padbora, Ouie
u3MadyBaHu u youauu. Taka Ke Ouje u OBjie, BepyBaj Mu.”

7 BEpyBaB, a cenak MOJIYEB, 3aTOa ITO CEKOj MOj 300p Ke
ja morcuiene ja packaxysa ymite noseke. Hekonky Hepgenu
npej Toa FepMaHCKUTE BOEHU TPYIIM BMapluupaa B0 ABCTpHja
U BOCIOCTaBHja HOBa BjacT. HaceTyBajkm ja omacHocTa,
HamuoT O6pat AllekcaHjap moberHa co CBOeTO CEMEjCTBO BO
IIBajuapuja. [Ien nmotoa Oea 3aTBOPEHU PAHUIUTE, A CEKOj
KOj cakallle fia ja HanmymTu ABCTpHuja, Mopallle ja ce oOpaTu
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10 TYKyIITOOTBOpEeHWOT lleHTap 3a mW3maBame Ha W3JIE3HU
BU3U. njaguunu nyfe nogHecyBaa 6apama, a caMO MO HEKO)]
oj] HUB foOMBalIe JO3BOJIA J]a ja HAMYIIIU 3eMjaTa.

“Iltom ©He HE nymTaaT ciIO0OJHO fa 3aMUHEME Of
3eMjaBa, Toa 3HAYM jieKa MMaar IuIaH 3a Hac. [IekoneH miaH,”
30opysallle [Taynuna.

Jac Mmomues.

“HajnpBuH cé Ke HM of3eMaT, a IOToa CO Hac Ke MOJHAT
MynKu.”

Hexonky aeHa mpep Toa BO cTaHOT Ha Po3sa Gea Bierie
yHH(OpPMUpAHU JIHIIAa, ¥ U TOKaxkajle MOKYMEHT Ha KOj
NUIIyBaJoO feKa CTAaHOT M CUTE NPEAMETH BO HEro u ce
ofszemaar. M Taa pojae Bo cTaHOT BO KOj kuBeeBme [laynuna,
Mapue u jac. Co cebe noHece HEKONKY (poTorpaduu 1 MalKy
aNuIITa, a cé PYro UM OCTAaBHM HA BOJHUIINTE KOM CE BCEIUIIEe
BO HEj3MHUOT HekoramieH foM. “Cera Ha KpeBEeTHUTE Ha KOH
crmeja MOWTE Jielia, cujaT Hekou odutepu, pede Poza kora
ce JOCeJIU BO HAIIUOT JIOM.

“Me caymam? Co Hac Ke TOJHAT AYNKH, MH peue
ITaynuHa moriacHo.

“Cekoja HOK MU I'0 KaxKyBalll HCTOTO, 1 PEKOB.
“Tu KakyBaM 3a Jla 3Haell JicKa 1 OBJie Ke Oupie ucro.”
173 2
1 Toa MM TO UMaIll KaXaHo.
“U cenmak He MPaBHII HUIITO.”
“A mITO MOXaM J1a HampaBam?”

“Ila oguin 1 ma ro yoepuin 3UrMyHJ fila mo0apa W3JIe3Hu
BU3M 32 HAC YeTUPUTE.”

“U kapne ke ogume?”
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“Bo Ibyjopk,” peue Ilaynuna. Bo Ibyjopk kuseerie
Hej3MHaTa Kepka. “3Haenr feka beatpuca Ke ce rpusku 3a Hac.”

Jac cekoj fieH ce jaByBaB Kaj 3UTrMyH]JI, 2 OfiroBapaa Kepka My,
>KeHa MY UJIM Hej3MHAaTa cecTpa M MM KasKyBaa Jieka Toj He € loMa,
niM fieka e 3adaTeH co MalueHTUTe, U Jieka He MYy e IoOpo na
He Moxke fia ce jaBu. Ce pacrpalllyBaB Jlajiu Ke oJHece MOJIOa 3a
BH3M 3a u3je3 o ABcTpuja, a AHa, Mapra u MuHa Bejea ieka
He 3HaaT HHAIITO 3a Toa. [ToMuHAa 11e1 Mecell 0TKaKo He To OeBMe
Buzienie 6paT Hu. Ha mectu maj 1938, Ha HEroBUOT OCyMJIECET U
BTOPH pOJieHJIeH, OeB pellusa Jia nojaam kaj Hero co [laynuHa.
3eMaBMe MajleyoK MOAApOK 3a HEro, KHUra Koja MOMUCIMBME
leka Ke My ce fionajiHe, U TprHaBme KoH beprrace Opoj 19.

Bo nomoT Ha OpaT HM BpaTaTa HU ja OTBOpU AHa.

“H¢ najmoBTe BO pabora...,” pede, mpaBejku Mely cebe u
BpaTaTa IIPOCTOP 3a /1a BIE3eMe.

“PaboTa?”

“Ce makyBame. McnpaTtuBMe JieceTMHa TOJEMH MaKeTH
Buepa W 3aBuepa. Hm ocrama ymre jga ogbepeMe KOH Of
MOapoNKTe MITO T UMa JOOUEHO TAaTO Ke T'H 3eMeMe cOo Hac.”

“3aMuHyBaTe?,” Mpalas.
“He BefiHaII, HO caKaMe IITO MOCKOPO CE jia CllakyBaBMme.”

Bo kabuHeToT Ha OpaT MM Hacekaje Oea pacdpieHHu
CYBEHHPH, KHUTH, MAJIM ¥ TOJIEMH KyTHBUNHA, AaHTUKBATETHU
— cé OHa IITO HEKOj HEKOTalll My IO IOflapyJ, a TOj 'O COUyBall.
3uUrMyHJI cefiellie Ha rojieMaTa npBeHa (oTelnja Ha CpeiuHaTa
Ol IpOoCTOpHUjaTa U Tiefalle BO pacqpleHUuTe NpeMeTH M0
nopgoT. Ce cBpTe KOH Hac, caMO KJMMHa CO TJlaBaTa, W TaK
ce 3aryefa BO HepefoT. My KaxkaB fieKa CM€ JIOjIeHH fia MYy
nocakame cpekeH popueHpen. Ce 3abmarofgapu W ro OCTaBU
HaIlIMOT MOJIapOK Ha MacaTa MoKpaj cebe.
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“Kako mrro riaegain, 3aMmuayBame. 3a JIouoH,” peue.
“Bu MoxKeJa fia B IOMOTHaM, PeKoB. “Bo makyBameTo.”

AmHa peue feka Ke MU TW TIOfilaBa MpeMeTUTe Kou Tpeda
na ce prart, ja 'u cTaBaM BO KyTHjaTa CO HEOTPEOHOCTUTE,
a Taa Ke T'M CIOXYBa M30paHHUTE NMPEJMETH BO KYTUUTE KOU
noTtoa Ke ru ucnparat no noura 3a Jlongosn. Ilaynuna octana
la CTOM TOKpPaj SUAOT.

“OBaa Tabakepa?,” mpama AHa, BPTejKH ce KOH TaTKO
CH, ¥ NMOKaXyBajKu My ja cpeOpeHara KyTHjKa BO Koja Oea
BrpaJIcHN HEKOJIKY 3€JIeHKaBU KaMYeHIIa.

13 . e : b4
Toa e momapoxk ox Majka Tu. Ke ja 3ememe.

Amna ja cTaBu Tabakepara BO KapTOHCKaTa KyTHja TOKpPAj
ceOe.

“OBa JOMUHO OJf CJIOHOBa KOCKa?,” mpaina AHa.
3UrMyHj| MUCIIEIIE MUT-J[BA, IIOTOA PeYeE:
“He ce cekaBam of1 koro e. ®pinu ro.”

AHa MM ro mojaje AOMHHOTO, W jac TO CHYLITHB BO
KyTHjaTa MOKpaj MEHe, BO KOja Ha royieM Kyn 0Oea CTaBEHH
KHHUTHU, CyBEeHUPHU, ApeOynun kou Tpebdaa ga oupat QpiaecHH.

“Osa?,” mpaia AHa 1 MOJUTHA e[THa KHUTA, TPUOITHKYBajK
U ja 1o ouuTe Ha 3UTMYH]I.

“Taa ‘Topa’ e momapok of iefio Tu Jako0 3a MOjOT TpueceT
u nettu porennex. Ke ja sememe.”

AHa peuye fieka ce yMopuiia paboTejKH yIITe Off YTPOTO, U
noTpeOHU ice MUHYTa —iBe fa 3quBHe. OTHU/IE 10 TpIe3apujaTa
lla T pa3Mpja HO3€eTe U [ia ce Hallue BOJa.

“3Haum, cenak cu modapai BU3M 3a u3je3 o ABcTpuja.”

“IToGapas,” peue.
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“Me yGenyBaliie feka Hema motpeba jja ce 6era.”
“OsBa He e Oerame, TYKy IPUBPEMEHO 3aMUHYBathe.”
“Kora 3amuHyBaTe?,” o mpaimiaB 6paT MH.

“Mapra, AHa ¥ jac Ha TOYETOKOT Off jyHH.”

“A ocranarure?” mpamaB. Bpar mu momueme. “Kora
samuHyBame Ilaynuna, Mapue, Po3a u jac?”

(13 . 2
Bue Hema fa nojuere.
“Hewma?”
“Hema morpe6a,” pede.
“Hema moTpeba fja npexkupeeme?”
“He cranyBa 360p 3a npexkuByBame. Cé Ke 6uje Bo pen.”
“Cé ke ompe Bo pen? Ia Toramr 3ommro cure Gerare?”
[13 2
Toa e caMO IPUBPEMEHO.

“Ajnme u HEe 1a moberuemMe npuBpeMeHo. Jla He dugeme aen
OJ1 OHUE KOM Ke O6uar uctpeGeHn 3aToa HITO OcTaHasie opyie.”
Toj Momyemre. Jac mpopgonxkus: “3HauM, 3a Hac He nobapa
Bu3n...”

“Tu Benam — Hema noTpeba 3a 3aMUHYBame. Jac ogam He
3aToa HITO CaMUOT ro nodapas Toa, TYKY 3aToa IITO HEKOU MOH
npujareny —uniaomaru of bpuranuja u ®panunja nuucucTUpane
BO OBJICIIHUTE CIY3KOM JJa MU M3/a1aT U3JC3HN BU3HU.”

uI/Ir)”

Moxerie ga urpa apca - 1a Hu Kaxke JjekKa HeKOj CTpaHCKH
NOJIUTAYAP UM AUIIOMAT U3MOJIMJI Jla TU NYLITAT HETOBUTE
lena, HEro U KeHa My, a CaMUOT TOJ € HEMOKEH J1a CTOPH LITO
U Jla € 3a cIac Ha Jpyru Jyre; Moxelle ja urpa gapca, Ho Toa
He Oellle HeTOB XaHp.
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“Mu 03BONIMja fla HApaBaM CIIUCOK Ha JIyf'e KOW MU Ce
OJTMCKH, KOU O 3aMHUHAaJie CO MeHe o ABCTpHja,” pede.

“Vl HA CIUCOKOT CO Jyfe KOW TH ce OJUCKH HE TH CTaBH
HAIUTE UMUbA, PEKOB.

“He ru cTaBUB BallluTe HMHUIbA, pede.

“Vl BO HUTY €JIeH MUT He MOMUCIHU JieKa OW MOXKEJ Jja TH
CTABUII HAIIIUTE UMUEA.”

“Bo nuty enpen mur. OBa e camo nmpuBpemeHo. Hue ke ce
BpaTume.”

3 -~ -~ ) LR} .

M na ce BpaTuTe, Hac BeKe Ke HEHema.  Toj momyere. [ToToa

peKoB: “Jac HeMaM IpaBo jla ro 6apam Toa, HO cemnak — Koj ¢é e Ha
CIIMCOKOT CO TBOM OJIMCKM JIyFe Kou Tpeba jja ru cnacuin?”

(13 : 7 {) 2
HaBI/ICTI/IHa, KQ] €€ € Ha CIITUCOKOT/, MIpalla Hay.HI/IHa.

Bpatr mMu Moxemie fa 3aurpa ¢apca — ga Kaxe Aeka r'
CTaBUJI CAaMO MMUHbaTa Ha CBOUTE JIella, CBOETO UME U UMETO
Ha compyrata — 3Haul Ha OHUE KOM MY T'HM TOCOYHUIIE Off
CIy>k0UTe KaKo Jiyfe KOM MOKEe J1a TM CTaBM Ha CIUCOK Ha
O0nucKu ayfe Kou OM I'M ciacuJl, 1a T HaBeJl caMO THE UMW A,
caMO HajONMMCKHTE; MOXelle ia 3aurpa ¢apca — HO TOa He
Oemie HeroB xaHp. OjiHeKajie U3Bajie JUCT XapTHja, U peue:

“EBe ro ciimcokoT.” Mu ro nogaje u npogosku: “Ogn yrpe
fied 1o jied Ke 3amuHyBaat o Buena. Ilocnenuu 3amMmuHyBame
Mapra, AHa u jac.”

I'nepaB BO MMUbaTa 3aNUIIAHN HA XapTHjaTa.
“Yuraj Mu u MeHe, pede [laynuHa.

YwurasHarnac. Ha cimcokoT 6ea 6pat My, KeHa My, HIBHUTE
lera co ceMejcTBaTa, cecTpaTa Ha sKeHaTa Ha 3UTMYHJ, ABETe
KYKHH TIOMOIITHUYKH, TMIHUOT JJOKTOP Ha OpaT MU U HETOBOTO
ceMejcTBO. U cocema Ha KpajoT off cniucokoT — 2Ko-Pu.
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“XKo-®u,” ce nacmepna I[laynuna, u ce CBpTE KOH OHaMy
Ofl Kajile WTO ro ciayuaile riaacot Ha Opat Hu. “Ila ma, Tu
HHUKOTAIIl HE Ce ICJUII Off CBOETO KyUeHIe.”

Ama ce BpaTu Bo cobara, u peue:

“Jac He Be IpalaB JajJM caKaTe [a Ce HANHUETE HEINTO,
WY 1a HE cTe MOXXeOu rnajgHu.”

“H 2
W TJIaJHU, HU XXEJHU, PEKOB.

[Taynuua Kako fla HEe TW ciylIHa 300pOBUTE Ha AHa H
MouTe 300pOBU; U MPOJOIIKU:

“HaBuctuHa e 100po off Tebe MTO CH MUCJIET Ha CUTE THE
nyfe. Cu Mucien u Ha CBOETO KyYeHIle, U Ha CBOjOT JOKTOP
M Ha HETOBOTO CEMEjCTBO, M HA cecTpaTa Ha keHa TH. Ho, cu
MOKeJI fla Ce CEeTHII Ha CBOMTE CECTPH, SUTMYH[.”

“Ila 6emre moTpeOHO 1a 3aMUHETE, Ke ce ceTeB. Ho, oBa e
caMO IPUBPEMEHO, 3aToa MITO MOUTE MPHUjaTeJIu HHCUCTUPAa
na 3amuHam.”

“A 30IITO MHCUCTUPAJIE TBOUTE IPUjaTENH []a 3aMUHEIIL,
aKO He € HaBMCTHWHA OIACHO Jla ce OCTaHe oBfe?,” mpalias.

“3aroa mITO W THE, KaKO W BHe, He cdaKaaT jeKa oBaa
CHTyalija HeMa Jla Tpae JoJro, pede SUrMyH/.

“A ako He Tpae OBOj yxXac JOJro, TOram 30IITO He
3aMHWHEINI caMO TH, OHaKa Ha KPaTKO, KOJKY /1a TH CMUPUII
cBouTe mpujarenu? 30IITO HE OJUII caMO TH, TyKy co cebe
ro BOJUII HE CaMO CEMEjCTBOTO, TYKy M TBOjOT JIOKTOp M
HErOBOTO CEMEjCTBO, IBETE KYKHM MOMOIIHUYKH, 1A YPU U
KYUYEHIETO M CecTpaTa Ha TBojaTa compyra?,” mpalryBas jac.

3UrMyHJI MOTYElLE.

“A jac, 3urmynp,” peue Ilaynauna, “jac, 3a pas3juka Off
Apnonduna, Td BepyBaM. Tu BepyBaM JieKa CHOB OBOj yXKac
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HeMa Jla Tpae poiro. Ho Mojot XXuBOT Ke Tpae MOKpaTKO Off
TOj yXkac. A jac uMaM Kepka. Tu, 3urmyHp, cu Tpebdan ga ce
ceTulll Ha cBojaTta cectpa. Cu Tpeban fa ce ceTHII Ha MEHe,
M Ha Toa JleKa MMaM Kepka. T ceKako CH ce CeTHJ, 3aToa
HITO BO OBHE IOAMHM, OTKaKoO fojnoB of bepauH, a MojaTa
Bearpuca 3amuna 3a Ibyjopk, mocrojaHo ja cnomeHyBam. Ja
HEMaM BHUJIEHO YeTHPHU roAuHu. M, Tv cu MOXKeJ, caMo CO elHO
UCTINIIIYBak€ HA MOETO UMe, /]a TOMOTHEIII JIa ja BUiaM Kepka
MU yIITE egHaIl,” pede, W Ha 300pOT ‘BHIEHO’ MPEBPTE CO
OUYMTE KOW MOXea Jla BUjaT caMo KOHTypu. “Cu MOKen fja ro
CTaBMII MOETO UME Tamy, O] MMETO Ha cecTpaTa Ha KeHa TH.
Wnu nog umMeTo HAa TBOETO KyUeHIle, U Toa Ou OUII0 TOBOJTHO f1a
ycreaM jla 3aMuHam ofi Buena, u na ce cpetHaMm co beartpuca.
A Baka, jac 3HaM, Taa OBeKe HeMa jja M€ BTN,

AHa ce o0uje MOBTOPHO jja HE BpaTH Ha mojendara Ha
npeaMeTuTe Kou Tpebaa fa OupaT CHakyBaHU, U OHUE KOU
Tpebaa ga 6upat piaeHu.

“A oBa?,” mpamra. Ha qimankara gpxeliie IpBeH CyBEHUD -
rOHJI0JIa MaJieyKa KOJIKY majer.

“He 3uam ojf Koro e,” pede 3urmyna. “®pmu ro.”
“Bpeme e ma cu ogume,” peue [TaynuHa.

JaBopneB cecTpa M1 KOH HAIIIUOT JIOM, Ip>K€jKH ja 3a paKara.
ITo 3rpueHOCTa HAa HEJ3UHUTE IIPCTU 3HAEB KAKO CE YYBCTBYBA.
IToBpeMeHO ja NorieHyBaB — Ha JIULETO U Tpelepelle oHaa
HacMEBKa LITO HEKOU CJIENH ja UMaaT IIOCTOJaHo, [YPU U KOra
4YyBCTBYBaaT CTPaB, THEB UJIU yXac.

EnHo cmapHo yTpo Ha mouyeTOKOT Ha jyHu IlaynuHa,
Mapue, Po3a u jac oTupoBME Ha Kejle3HMUYKATa CTAHWUIIA,
3a jja ru ucnpatume Opat HM, Mapra u AHa. Tue Tpojuara
Oea 3acTaHaTH NOKpaj OTBOPEHMOT INPO30pEl] HAa HUBHOTO
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Kyné, HHUE YETUPUTE CTOEBME Ha IMEPOHOT. 3UTMYyHJ TO
NpKellle CBOeTO Ky4deHIe Bo palere. [IncHa cupenaTa koja ro
HajaByBallle noafameTo Ha BO30T. KyueHueTo ce cTpece of
CTpaB 1 BO N30€3yMEHOCTAa o KaCHa 3UTrMYH/] 32 IOKa3aJeLoT.
AHa u3Baje MapaMyie U My IO IIpeBp3a packKpBapeHHUOT MpCT.
Cupenara Ha BO30T NHUCHA YIITE €HAI, BO30T TprHa. bpar
MU ja KpeHa pakaTta jja HO3[ApaBd, HO €THUOT IPCT My Oelre
3aBUTKaH, APYTUTe YETUPHU IPCTU My 6ea CBUTKAHMU, U TaKa CO
HCTIPY>KEHUOT MOKa3ayell ¥ PacCKpBaBEeHOTO MapaMye OKOJY
Hero MadpTalie BO BO3yXOT.
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Translated from the Macedonian by Graham W. and Peggy Reid

“Adolphina, are you asleep?”

“I'm awake,” I said. My sister Paulina was lying beside me
in the bed.

“What’s the time?”
“Certainly past midnight.”

My sister woke up every night and always began the same
story with the same words in the darkness of the room.

“This is the end of Europe.”

“It’s often been the end of Europe before.”
“They’ll butcher us like dogs.”

“I know,” I said.

“Aren’t you afraid?”

I kept silent.

“This is what it was like in Berlin in 1933,” Paulina went
on, and I no longer even tried to interrupt her in what she had
already told me many times. “As soon as the National Socialist
Party and Adolph Hitler came to power youths started march-
ing through the streets in time to military music. Just as they’re
marching now. Flags with the swastika hung from the build-
ings, just as they hang there now. You could hear the voice of the
Fihrer fromloudspeakerssetupinthe squaresand parks. Hewas
promising a new Germany, a better Germany, a pure Germany.”
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It was 1938, and four years earlier Paulina and Marie left
Berlin and came to live in the home they had left when they got
married; for four years now we three sisters had lived together.
Paulina was almost completely blind and somebody always had
to be with her; she slept in the bed where our parents had once
slept and Marie and I slept alternately beside her. We alternated
because Paulina woke up every night and Marie or I, depend-
ing on who was in the room, went without sleep.

“It’ll be the same here,” my sister went on. “And do you
know what it was like there?”

“I know,” I said sleepily. “You’ve told me before.”

“I've told you. People in uniform burst into Jewish homes,
wrecked everything around them and beat us up, telling us to
go. All who did not think like the Fiihrer, and dared to express
their opinions in public, immediately disappeared without
trace. Word was that opponents of the ideals on which the
new Germany was to be built were being taken to camps and
forced to do hard physical labour there, were being tortured
and put to death. It’ll be like that here, too, believe me.”

I believed her, but kept quiet because any word of mine
would only encourage her to tell me more. Some weeks before
this, German troops had marched into Austria and set up a
new government. Sensing danger, our brother Alexander had
fled with his family to Switzerland. The day after, the borders
were closed and anyone who wanted to leave Austria had to
apply to the newly-opened Centre for the Issue of Exit Visas.
Thousands of people applied, but only a few of them got per-
mission to leave the country.

“Since they weren’t allowing us to leave the country freely,
it meant they had a plan for us, a hellish plan,” said Paulina.
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I kept silent.

“First they’d take everything from us, and then they’d fill
holes with us.”

A few days before this, uniformed men had entered Rosa’s
flat and shown her a document which said that the flat and
all its contents were to be confiscated. So she had come to the
flat where Paulina, Marie and I were living. She brought some
photographs and a few clothes with her and left everything
else to the soldiers who were enjoying themselves in what had
been her home. “Officers are now sleeping in the beds where
my children slept,” said Rosa when she moved into our home.

“Do you hear me? They’ll fill holes with us,” Paulina said
more loudly.

“Every night you tell me the same things,” I said.

“I'm telling you so that you know it’ll be the same thing
here.”

“You’ve told me that, too.”
“And still you don’t do anything.”
“What can I do?”

“Go and persuade Sigmund to apply for exit visas for the
four of us.”

“And where will we go?”

“To New York,” said Paulina. Her daughter Beatrice lived
in New York. “You know that Beatrice will look after us.”

I had been phoning Sigmund every single day, but his
daughter, or his wife, or her sister would say he was busy with his
patients or that he wasn’t well and couldn’t come to the phone. I
asked whether he would apply for exit visas to leave Austria but
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Anna, Martha or Mina would say that they didn’t know any-
thing about it. A whole month had passed since we’d last seen
our brother. On 6™ May, 1938, on his eighty-second birthday, I
made up my mind to go and visit him. We took a small present
for him, a book we thought he’d like, and set off for 19 Berggasse.

At my brother’s house, Anna opened the door to us.

“You've found us at work,” she said, making a space
between her and the door for us to enter.

“Work?”

“We’re packing. We sent off a dozen large packages yes-
terday and the day before. All that’s left is to choose which of
the presents father’s been given we’ll take with us.”

“You're leaving?” I asked.

“Not immediately, but we want to get everything packed
as soon as possible.”

My brother’s office was scattered with souvenirs, books,
larger and smaller boxes, antiques, all the things that someone
or other had given him and he’d kept. Sigmund sat in his big
red armchair in the middle of the room and regarded the
objects scattered over the floor. He turned towards us, merely
nodding his head, and looked at the chaos once again. I told
him we’d come to wish him a happy birthday. He thanked us
and laid our present on the table beside him.

“As you see, we're leaving. For London,” he said.
“I could help you,” I said. “With the packing.”

Anna said she’d give me the things to be thrown out
and I could put them in the box for unwanted things while
she stacked the selected things in boxes to be sent by post to
London. Paulina remained standing by the wall.
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“This cigarette case?” asked Anna, turning towards her
father and showing him a silver case inlaid with green stones.

“That was a present from your mother. We’ll take it.”
Anna put the cigarette case in the cardboard box beside her.
“This set of ivory dominoes?” asked Anna.

Sigmund thought for a moment or two, then said: “I don’t
remember who it’s from. Throw it out.”

Anna gave me the dominoes and I put them in the box
beside me where there was a great heap of books, souvenirs
and knick-knacks that were to be thrown out.

“This?” asked Anna, and held up a book, bringing it close
to Sigmund’s eyes.

“That Torah was a gift from your grandfather Jacob on
my thirty-fifth birthday. We’ll take it.”

Anna said she was tired, having been at it since early
morning, and needed a break for a minute or two to get her
breath back. She went through to the dining-room to stretch
her legs and have a drink of water.

“This means you've applied for an exit visa from Austria.”
“I applied,” he said.

“You convinced me there was no need to flee.”

“This isn’t flight. It’s a temporary removal.”

“When are you leaving?” I asked my brother.

“Martha, Anna and I at the beginning of June.”

“And the rest?” I asked. My brother said nothing. “When
will we leave, Paulina, Marie, Rosa and I?”

“You won’t be coming.”
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“We won't?”

“There’s no need,” he said.

“There’s no need for us to survive?”

“It’s not a question of survival. Everything will be alright.”
“Everything will be alright? Then why are you leaving?”
“It’s only temporarily.”

“Well, let us escape temporarily too. So that we’re not
among those who'll be exterminated because they stayed
here.”

He kept silent. I went on: “That means you didn’t apply
for visas for us...”

“I'm telling you that there’s no need to leave. I am going
not because I myself wanted to, but because some of my
friends, diplomats from Britain and France, insisted with the
authorities that they grant me exit visas.”

((And?))

He could have been acting out a farce - telling us that
some foreign politician or diplomat had pleaded for them to
let his children, him and his wife go, while he himself was

powerless to do anything to save other people; he could have
been acting out a farce, but that was not his style.

“They allowed me to draw up a list of people who are close
to me who would leave Austria with me,” he said.

“And you didn’t put our names on that list of people close
to you?”

“I did not put your names on it,” he said.

“And you didn’t for one moment think that you could put
our names on it.”
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“Not for one moment. This is only temporary. We’ll be
coming back.”

“Even if you do come back, we won’t be here anymore.”
He remained silent. Then I said: “I've no right to ask this, but
still: who all are on the list of close ones whom you have to
save?”

“Indeed, who all are on the list?” asked Paulina.

My brother was not able to act out the farce, to say that
he’d only put down the names of his children, his own name
and his wife’s, that’s to say those whom the office had indicated
as people who could be put on the list of close ones whom he’d
save and he’d only put down those names, only the close ones;
he could have acted out the farce, but that was not his style.
From somewhere he took out a sheet of paper and said:

“Here’s the list.” He gave it to me and carried on speaking:
“From tomorrow, a few at a time, they’ll be leaving Vienna.
Martha, Anna and I will be the last to leave.”

I looked at the names written on the paper.
“Read it out to me,” said Paulina.

I read it out loud. On the list were my brother, his wife,
their children with their families, Sigmund’s wife’s sister, the
two maids and my brother’s personal doctor and his family.
And at the end of the list was Sophie.

“Sophie,” Paulina smiled and turned to where she heard
my brother’s voice. “Oh yes, you are never separated from
your little dog.”

Anna came back into the room and said: “I didn’t ask you
if you’d like something to drink, or maybe you're hungry.”

“Neither hungry nor thirsty,” I said.
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Paulina, as if she had not heard Anna’s or my words,
went on: “It’s really good of you to have thought of all these
people. I mean of your little dog, your doctor and his family,
your wife’s sister. But you could have remembered your own
sisters, Sigmund.”

“If it had been necessary for you to leave, I would have
remembered. But this is only temporary, because my friends
insisted that I leave.”

“And why did your friends insist on your leaving if it’s not
really dangerous to remain here?” I asked.

“Because like you, they too don’t understand that this sit-
uation will not last long,” said Sigmund.

“If this horror will not last long, then why don’t you go
alone for a short time, enough to calm your friends down?
Why aren’t you going alone, but taking not only your family
but the two maids as well and even your little dog and your
wife’s sister?” I asked.

Sigmund remained silent.

“But I, Sigmund,” said Paulina, “I, unlike Adolphina,
believe you. I believe that this horror will not last long. But
my life will end sooner than this horror will. And I have a
daughter. You, Sigmund, should have remembered your sister.
You should have remembered me, and that I have a daughter.
You certainly do remember, because during these years since
I came from Berlin and Beatrice went to New York, I've con-
tinually mentioned her. I haven’t seen her for four years. And
you, with just a single writing of my name, could have helped
me to see her once more,” she said and at the word ‘see’ she
rolled her eyes which could only see blurred outlines. “You
could have put my name below the name of your sister-in-law.
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Or below your little dog’s name, and that would have been
enough for me to manage to leave Vienna and to meet Bea-
trice. As it is, I know that she will never see me again.”

Anna tried to get us back to separating out the things that
had to be packed and those that were to be thrown out.

“And this?” she asked. In her hand she held a souvenir, a
little wooden gondola as small as her thumb.

“I don’t know who it’s from,” said Sigmund. “Throw it out.”
“It’s time for us to go,” said Paulina.

I took my sister back to our home, holding her by the
hand. By the contractions of her fingers I knew how she felt.
I glanced at her face from time to time. It trembled with that
smile that some blind people have all the time, even when
they’re afraid, angry or horrified.

One sultry morning at the beginning of June, Paulina,
Marie, Rosa and I went to the railway station to see off our
brother, Martha and Anna. The three of them were standing
at the window of their compartment, the three of us stood on
the platform. Sigmund was holding his little dog in his arms.
A whistle blew, announcing the departure of the train. The
startled dog shook with fear and bit Sigmund’s index finger.
Anna took out a handkerchief and bandaged his bleeding
tinger. The whistle sounded once more, and the train started.
My brother stretched out his hand in farewell but one of his
fingers was bandaged and the others were bent, so that he
waved in the air with his extended index finger sticking out
with a bloodstained handkerchief round it.
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Synopsis

To Hans Frambach, what matters most are the crimes of the Nazi-era that have made him suffer
since he can remember. Itis because of these concerns that he chose to work as a registrar in the
Institute for History Management. To his best friend Graziela too, it is the inconceivability of the
past that matters — that is, until she meets a man who covets her. From then on, carnal desires
take precedence. As the story progresses, it deals with the extent to which history playsarolein
their lives. Can one hold the Nazi past responsible for everything? Is it not simply their inability
for happiness that makes Hans and Graziela such strange figures? Iris Hanika shows how the
crimes of the Nazi-era still keep a hold on Germans today, while also examining the absurdities
of professional commemorations and our helplessness in the face of these crimes.
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S.18-25

NEUE WoOCHE, ALTES UNGLUCK. Er fuhr mit dem Aufzug
in den sechzehnten Stock des Instituts fiir Vergangenheits-
bewirtschaftung hinauf, hielt seine Mitarbeiterplastikkarte
auf die dafiir vorgesehene Fliche neben dem Eingang, bis er
ein leises Klicken horte, 6ffnete die Tiir des Archivs und trat
in den ihm vertrauten Empfangsraum hinein, einen Kubus
aus kaltem Licht. Die Neonréhren, die an der Decke leise vor
sich hinbrummten, leuchteten diesen Raum bis in den letzten
Winkel aus und lieflen Frau Kermers wohlgepflegtes blondes
Haar eisig strahlen. Es umflof§ sie bis zu den Ellenbogen hin-
unter, und da sie stets darauf achtete, es nicht in Bewegung
zu bringen, kam sie ihm manchmal vor wie eine Statue, ein
gleifender Empfangsbuddha. Meistens aber wie der Drache
vor der Hohle. Oder die Hiiterin des Grals. Und manchmal
wie die Bestie von Buchenwald.

Er zog die Mundwinkel in einer Weise hoch, dafy man
denken konnte, er lichle. Man mufite das sogar denken.
Durchaus beachtete er die sozialen Gepflogenheiten, darum
hatte er die Mundwinkel nach oben gezogen, denn das war
die Art, wie der Mensch lachelte.

»Guten Morgen, Frau Kermer®, sagte er und drehte sich
gleich zur Garderobe um, wobei ihm die Mundwinkel wieder
dorthin fielen, wo sie hingehdrten. Sie sprach ihren Morgen-
grufl gegen seinen Riicken, wihrend er mit grof3er Sorgfalt
seinen Mantel aufhdngte. Er schob einen Kleiderbiigel so in
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dessen Schultern hinein, dafl er vollkommen symmetrisch
auf diesem Biigel lag, den er dann an die Garderobe hingte,
wobei er darauf achtete, dafl dieser sein Mantel so frei wie
moglich hingen konnte, kaum die Garderobe berithrte und
bestimmt nicht Frau Kermers Mantel, der dort schon hing. Er
biickte sich, nahm seine Aktentasche, die er zwischen seine
Beine geklemmt hatte, unter den linken Arm, driickte sie sich
vor den Bauch und strich sich mit der rechten Hand durchs
Haar, als er sich wieder aufgerichtet hatte. Frau Kermer hatte
ihm wohl zugesehen, denn gerade, als er sich zum Gehen
wandte, warf sie ihren Enterhaken nach ihm aus.

»Herr Frambach! “rif§ sie ihn zuriick, er geriet kurz aus
dem Gleichgewicht, und als sie anfing zu sprechen, konnte
er nicht verhindern, daf} sich seine Mundwinkel wieder nach
oben schoben. Das ging ganz automatisch.

»Herr Marschner bittet Sie, sich ab halb zwolf freizuhal-
ten. Er mochte sich gerne mit Ihnen besprechen.”

Frambach nickte.

»~Wann kommt er denn? “fragte er, um etwas Konversa-
tion zu machen und seine Mundwinkel zu entlasten.

»50 um elf® sagte Frau Kermer. Frambach nickte wieder.
Das Lécheln, das Frau Kermer nicht spiegelte, driickte sich
immer fester in sein Gesicht und tat ihm weh.

Marschner wuflte natiirlich, dafl es sehr unwahrscheinlich
war, ihn zu egal welcher Zeit innerhalb der Kernarbeitszeit
nicht im Institut anzutreffen, immerhin saf er treulich jeden
Tag von frith bis spit an seinem Schreibtisch, um ein Blatt
nach dem anderen ins Archiv einzufiittern, und hatte keine
Termine aufler Haus, aber Marschner setzte Besprechungen
dennoch immer im vorhinein fest und lief den jeweiligen
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Termin auch immer durch Frau Kermer ausrichten. Auf diese
Weise suchte er einen Eindruck allgemeiner Dringlichkeit
und hoher Professionalitdt zu erwecken. Es gelang ihm auch
ganz gut.

Die schwere Filtelung von Frau Kermers Stirn hatte ihr
Gesicht schon wieder in Richtung ihres Schreibtischs hinun-
tergezogen. Auch ihre Arbeit schien stets von grofier Wich-
tigkeit, weswegen die Bearbeitung ihrer Papiere niemals
einen Aufschub duldete. Sie hatte sein Lacheln nicht auf- und
es ihm dadurch nicht abgenommen, weswegen er sich nun, als
er in den nicht sehr hellen Flur, der zu seinem Biiro fiihrte,
hineingetreten war, kurz schiittelte, um es aus dem Gesicht zu
schleudern. Er umklammerte seine Tasche mit beiden Armen
und schiittelte sich einmal kurz und kriftig, nur kurz, aber
kraftig, da war er das idiotische Lacheln wieder los. Es lag
nun im Dunkeln auf dem Boden, der schon iibersdt war mit
all dem Lacheln, das er sich allmorgendlich abzwang, um
Frau Kermer zu begriifien. Die Putzfrau schob sein Licheln
gelegentlich in die Ecken, aber entfernen konnte sie es nicht,
dazu fehlte ihr das Gerit.

DAs INSTITUT FUR VERGANGENHEITSBEWIRTSCHAFTUNG liegt
im Zentrum der Stadt, die sehr grof ist und weit in die flache
Landschaft hinausgreift. Verglichen mit den anderen Stadten des
Landes, ist sie nicht sehr alt, sondern sogar sehr jung. Dennoch
ist sie voller Geschichte. Mit schweren Hdmmern hat die
Geschichte ein ums andere Mal in diese grofle Stadt hineinge-
schlagen, und man sieht es ihr an - gerade weil sie immer wieder
versuchte, wegzuschaffen, kleinzumachen, abzuschiitteln, was
von der jeweils vorangegangenen Periode der Geschichte zeugte.
Dieser Wille zum Wegschaffen, Kleinmachen, Abschiitteln ist ihr
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Wesensmerkmal, wie einer ihrer Bewohner schon frith erkannt
und als ihr Schicksal prophezeit hatte (vgl. Karl Scheftler: Berlin,
ein Stadtschicksal. — Berlin-Westend: Reiss 1910). Die Stadt hat
es in der Folge treulich erfiillt. Und nicht allein brache Flachen
hinterliefy die Geschichte, sondern grofie Gebaude ebenso.

Sechzehn Stockwerke ist das Institutsgebdude hoch, und
hundertzwanzig Meter ist es breit. Dieses Gebdude entstammt
der jiingsten abgeschlossenen Periode der Geschichte, doch
wurde es nicht geschleift, sondern griindlich renoviert. Sechs
Aufziige fahren seine vielen Stockwerke hinauf und hinunter,
in einem fort, und trotzdem miissen die Institutsangehdrigen
oft lange warten, bis der Aufzug bei ihnen angekommen ist,
um sie hoch hinauf oder tief hinunter zu beférdern. Denn das
Institut hat unermefllich viele Mitarbeiter. Es miissen so viele
sein, weil die Vergangenheit, die sie bewirtschaften, selbst
unermefilich scheint, und es ist kein einzelner Stein, den sie
in die Zukunft wilzen, wie Sisyphos es tat, sondern es ist ein
Berg aus Gerdll.

Alle, die hier arbeiten, begegnen sich regelmaflig und ohne
Verabredung in der Mitte des Gebdudes, vertikal betrachtet,
namlich im achten Stock. Dort ist die Kantine untergebracht.
In sie hinein gelangt man auch ohne seine Mitarbeiterplastik-
karte, denn ihre Tiiren stehen immer einladend offen. Bezah-
len kann man dort allerdings nicht anders als mit seiner
Plastikkarte, auf welche man regelméflig den Wert seiner
Geldscheine tibertragen muf3.

Die Maschine zur Geldwertiibertragung ist eine kleine recht-
eckige Sdule mit zwei Schlitzen. In den einen steckt man seine
Plastikkarte hinein, in den anderen einen Geldschein. Den soll
die Maschine fressen, aber sie tut es nur widerwillig. Sie spuckt
jeden Schein, egal, welchen Wert er darstellt, viele Male wieder
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aus, bevor sie ihn endlich hinunterschliirft, und wegen ihres
Widerwillens, das materiell ihr Angebotene in ein Immateriel-
les vom selben Wert zu iiberfiihren, gerade weil sie sich dagegen
straubt, einen Wert in einen anderen zu tberfiihren, wie es in
diesem Gebdude mit dem Greifbaren, doch Unbegreiflichen,
geschieht, ist diese kleine Maschine das Herz des Gebéudes, das
im Herzen der Stadt steht, in welcher das Herz der vergangenen
wie zukiinftigen Geschichte des Landes schlagt, weil sie dessen
Hauptstadt ist. Denn eine solche Wertiiberfithrung ist eine zu
ernste Sache, als dafy man dabei Fehler machen diirfte; es darf
der jeweils zu tibertragende Wert nicht erhoht, noch verringert
werden. Der Wert der Geldscheine ist genau festgelegt, der Wert
der Plastikkarten nicht. Die Geschehnisse der Vergangenheit
sind genau dokumentiert, begreiflich sind sie darum nicht. Auch
greifbar gemacht, bleiben sie unbegreiflich.

Die Arbeit des durch Erforschung der Geschichte die Ver-
gangenheit bewirtschaftenden und auf diese Weise den Weg
in die Zukunft bahnenden Instituts wurde nicht gleich in der
Verfafitheit des Staates, der aus dieser Geschichte entsprang,
fruchtbar und lebendig, mit der Zeit jedoch seinen Biirgern
zum Leben so notwendig wie die Luft zum Atmen.

Es erfafite das Gedenken an die Verbrechen der Vergan-
genheit mit der Zeit restlos alle Institutionen des Landes. Das
ging erst langsam, am Ende aber rasend schnell. Nachdem
das Land seine Teilung, die unmittelbare Folge des Verbre-
chens der Vergangenheit, iiberwunden hatte und ein souve-
raner Staat geworden war, konnte es sich ndmlich endlich
ausschliefSlich mit sich selbst beschéftigen. Es war keinen
anderen Staaten mehr Rechenschaft schuldig, sondern nur
noch anderen Vélkern, und die standen da und waren weder
eine Institution, noch hatten sie eine Armee. Sie hatten
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nur ihre Erinnerung an die schrecklichen Dinge, die ihnen
angetan worden waren von den Vertretern des Volkes und in
seinem Namen gar, nicht aber von dem Staat, in dem dieses
Volk nun lebte. Sie waren Greise geworden. Es waren auch
noch welche iibrig von denen, die seinerzeit das Verbrechen
veriibt hatten. Fiir die war das auch eine Jugenderinnerung.
Sie waren auch Greise.

Die meisten Bewohner des Landes waren zur Zeit des
Verbrechens noch gar nicht auf der Welt oder hochstens
Kinder gewesen. Doch lastete die Ungeheuerlichkeit des Ver-
brechens ihrer Vorfahren schwer auf ihnen, und wenn sie
sich dieser Ungeheuerlichkeit ndherten, so erwarteten sie nie
etwas anderes, als ihre Vorfahren als Verbrecher zu entlar-
ven. Das gelang ihnen problemlos und am laufenden Band. So
grof war dieses Verbrechen gewesen. So grofi, dafl es wirken
wird bis ins siebte Glied.

Dieser Zustand der permanenten Aufdeckung des Verbre-
chens der Altvorderen war nicht schon, doch nétig, und als
er nicht mehr noétig schien, war es gar nicht mehr schon. Da
besann der Staat sich auf seine Pflicht seinen Biirgern gegen-
tiber und beschlof$, ihnen diese Biirde abzunehmen, indem er
das Gedenken an das Verbrechen der Vergangenheit zu seiner
immerwihrenden Aufgabe erklarte. Die Verpflichtung, sie
zu erfiillen, wurde in Denkmaler hineingegossen, deren Zahl
um so schneller wuchs, je linger das Verbrechen zuriicklag.
Jeder Ort, und derer waren viele, an dem das Verbrechen sich
ereignet hatte, wurde in eine Gedenkstiatte umgewandelt. Es
wurde dieses Gedenken nicht mehr als eine blof} notwendige,
sondern als die edelste Aufgabe des Staates angesehen, und
nirgends war es ehrenvoller zu arbeiten als im Institut fir
Vergangenheitsbewirtschaftung, das in der Mitte der Haupt-
stadt des Landes angesiedelt war, weil hier, und das war eben
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offiziell, das Herz des Landes schlug. (Natiirlich befand sich
in diesem Gebédude nur die Zentrale des Instituts; seine vielen
Nebenstellen waren iibers ganze Land verteilt.)

So war die Dunkelheit, aus der dieser Staat vor langer
Zeit hervorgekrochen war, in das hellste Licht gestellt und
zu seinem Eigentlichen erklart worden, was nur logisch war,
schliefllich war es der Grund seiner Griindung.

Es wuflten alle darum.

Es war kein Geheimnis und mufite nicht diskutiert
werden.

Es war wirklich das Eigentliche.

Nur war es nicht mehr interessant, seit es auf dem Présen-
tierteller dargeboten wurde und wie von tausend Sonnen so
hell und von allen Seiten beleuchtet war. Aus dem Blitzkrieg
war Blitzlicht geworden und aus der Wirklichkeit dieses Ver-
brechens eine Geschichte aus alten Zeiten.

Auch dies war etwas, das er wufste. Auch in diesem Fall
niitzte ihm dieses Wissen nichts, denn er konnte trotzdem
nicht aufhoren, sich mit dem Verbrechen der Vergangenheit
zu beschiftigen.

Es war ein so grofies Verbrechen.

Schrecklich war jetzt, dafl es kaum noch wehtat. Das war
das eigentlich Schreckliche und mehr noch: fiir ihn war dies
das Eigentliche. Daf3 dieses Verbrechen, so grofi es war, hatte
aufhoren konnen wehzutun. Dafl das moglich war. Daf3 so
etwas iberhaupt moglich ist, das — das war schrecklich. Und
vergroflerte sein Ungliick.

Er kam sich vor wie aus der Zeit gefallen. Denn ihm tat es
immer noch weh.
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Translated from the German by Steph Morris — pp. 18-25

NEWwW WEEK, SAME OLD MISERY. He took the lift to the six-
teenth floor of the Institute for the Management of the Past,
held his plastic employee-card against the card-reader next to
the entrance till he heard a soft click, opened the door to the
archive and stepped into the familiar reception area, a cube
of cold light. The neon tubes, humming gently to themselves
on the ceiling, illuminated every inch of the room and lent
an icy shine to Frau Kermer’s groomed, blonde hair, which
flowed down to her elbows. She made sure her hair remained
motionless at all times and sometimes looked like a statue,
a gleaming Greeting Buddha. But mostly like the dragon
defending the cave. Or the guardian of the grail. And some-
times like the beast of Buchenwald.

He turned the corners of his mouth up in a manner which
could be interpreted as a smile. In fact it had to be interpreted
that way. He observed social mores rigorously and turned up
the corners of his mouth for this exact reason; this was the
way a human being smiled.

‘Good morning, Frau Kermer, he said, and turned straight
to the coat stand, the corners of his mouth immediately drop-
ping back where they belonged. While he hung up his coat
with the utmost precision, Frau Kermer wished his back a
good morning. He inserted a hanger into the coat’s shoulders
so that it hung with perfect symmetry upon it and returned
the hanger to the rack, taking care that his coat hung as freely
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as possible, barely touching the coat stand and certainly not
Frau Kermer’s coat, already hanging there.

He bent down, took his briefcase from between his gripped
legs and held it against his belly with his left arm, then ran his
left hand through his hair as he straightened himself. Frau
Kermer had clearly been watching throughout; as he turned
to go, she flung a grappling hook after him.

‘Herr Frambach!” She wrenched him back, he briefly
lost his balance and, as she began to speak, he was unable to
prevent himself turning the corners of his mouth up again. It
happened automatically. ‘Herr Marschner has requested that
you be available from half past eleven onwards. He has some-
thing to discuss with you.

Frambach nodded. “‘When does he arrive then?” he asked,
in order to make conversation and give the corners of his
mouth a rest.

‘Around eleven, Frau Kermer said.

Frambach nodded again. His smile, which Frau Kermer
had not reciprocated, was digging deeper and deeper into
his face and now hurt. Marschner knew of course that it was
highly unlikely he would fail to find Frambach in the insti-
tute any time within core working hours; after all he sat at
his desk faithfully from dawn till dusk each day feeding one
paper after another into the archives, and never had external
engagements. But Marschner consistently arranged his meet-
ings in advance, each time instructing Frau Kermer to inform
the relevant individuals of the appointment. His aim was to
create an impression of general urgency and utter profession-
alism. And indeed he was highly successful.
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The heavy folds of Frau Kermer’s forehead had already
drawn her face down towards her desk again. She too seemed
perpetually engaged in terribly important business; her
paperwork had to be processed without delay. She hadn’t
absorbed his smile and thus hadn’t absolved him of it, and
so now, as he entered the somewhat dimmer corridor leading
to his office, he shook himself quickly to dislodge it from his
face: he gripped his briefcase in both arms and gave himself
a quick hard shake, quick, but hard; then the idiotic smile
was gone. It now lay in the shadows on the ground, already
strewn with the forced smiles he greeted Frau Kermer with
every morning. The cleaning lady sometimes swept the smiles
into the corner, but she was unable to eliminate them entirely;
she didn’t have the right equipment.

THE INSTITUTE FOR THE MANAGEMENT OF THE PAST was at
the centre of a large city extending out into the flat landscape
around it. Compared with the other cities in that country it was
not terribly old, very young in fact. It was full of history however.
History had hit it time and again with heavy hammers. This
was plain to see, precisely because the city was always clearing
away, breaking down, casting off - anything testifying to the
previous period of history. This determination to clear away
break down, cast off, was what characterised the city, as one
of its citizens had soon noted, prophesying that this would be
its future [cf. Karl Schefiler, Berlin, ein Stadtschicksal (Berlin:
Reiss, 1910)]. The city then faithfully fulfilled his prophecy.

History did not only leave empty plots behind, but also
huge buildings. The edifice housing the institute was sixteen
stories high and one-hundred-and-twenty metres wide.
Although built during the most recently concluded period
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of history, instead of being razed to the ground it had been
extensively refurbished. Six lifts continually rose and sank
through its many floors and yet the institute’s employees
often had to wait for ages till a lift arrived to whisk them up
or down; the institute had an immeasurably large number of
employees. It needed this many because the past they were
managing also appeared immeasurable, and instead of rolling
a single stone into the future as Sisyphus had done they were
pushing a mountain of boulders.

Everyone who worked there met regularly, without prior
arrangement, at the vertical centre of the building - on the
eighth floor. Here the canteen was situated. It was possible
to get into it without your plastic employee-card as its doors
always stood open and inviting. You could not, however, pay
without your plastic card, onto which you had to transfer
sums of money from banknotes at regular intervals.

The machine for transferring sums of money was a small
rectangular column with two slots. You inserted your plastic
card into the first, a note into the second. The machine was
supposed to swallow the note, but did so only with great
reluctance. No matter what sum it represented, the machine
spat every note out several times before finally swallowing it
down, and because of its reluctance to translate the material-
ity offered it into an immateriality of the same value, precisely
because it resisted converting one value into another, which
was what happened to the palpable but unfathomable in this
building, this tiny machine represented the heart of the build-
ing, which stood at the heart of a city where the heart of the
past and future history of the country beat — because it was
its capital. Indeed such a translation of values is too serious
a business for mistakes to be allowable; the values trans-
ferred should be neither increased nor reduced. The value of
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a banknote is precisely determined; the value of a plastic card
is not. The events of the past are precisely documented; this
does not make them fathomable. Even if they are made palpa-
ble, they remain unfathomable.

The work of the institute, which managed the history of
the past through research and thus paved the way into the
future, did not immediately become a constructive, vital
element of the state which arose from this history, but over
time it became as critical to its citizens as the air they breathed.

After a while every institution in the country was wholly
taken up with commemorating the crime of the past. It pro-
ceeded slowly at first; by the end at a rate of knots. After the
country had got over its division - the immediate consequence
of the past — and had become a sovereign state, it could finally
address itself wholly to itself. It was no longer accountable to
any other states, only to other peoples who stood there and
were neither an institution nor did they have an army. They
had only their memories of the terrible things which had been
done to them by the representatives of this people - in their
name indeed - but not by the state in which this people now
lived. They were now very old. Some of those who had perpe-
trated the crime back then were also still alive. For them too
it was a memory from their youth. They were also very old.

Most of the inhabitants of the country had not yet been
born at the time the crime was committed - or were children
at most. But the enormity of their forefathers’ crime weighed
heavily on them, and as soon as they approached this enormity
they immediately expected their forefathers to be revealed as
criminals. Their expectations were fulfilled effortlessly and
continuously. So huge was the crime. So huge that its effects
would be felt even into the seventh generation.
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The situation whereby their ancestors’ crime was perma-
nently being revealed was not nice, but necessary, and once it
no longer seemed necessary, it was certainly no longer nice.
The state then recalled its obligation towards its citizens and
resolved to relieve them of this burden by declaring com-
memoration of the crime of the past for all eternity as one of
its functions. The responsibility for fulfilling this task was
poured into monuments which grew in number with the time
elapsing since the crime took place. Every site where the crime
had occurred - and there were many - was converted into a
memorial. This commemoration was no longer seen simply as
necessary but as the noblest function of the state, and there
was nowhere more illustrious to work than the Institute for
the Management of the Past, situated in the centre of the
capital of the country, because here - and this was of course
official — beat the country’s heart. (Obviously this building
solely housed the institute’s headquarters; its many subsidiary
offices were spread throughout the country.)

Thus the darkness this state had crawled from, out of
the past, was now placed under a bright light and identified
as intrinsic to it, its ultimate bottom line — which stood to
reason; ultimately it was the reason it was founded.

Everyone knew it.
It was not a secret and did not need to be discussed.
It really was the bottom line.

But since it had been displayed for all to see and lit from
all angles as if by a thousand suns it was no longer interesting.
Dark crimes had been replaced by bright lights and the reality
of the crime had turned into a history from times gone by.
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This too he knew. But in this case the knowledge was of
no use to him as he still couldn’t stop being preoccupied with
the crime of the past.

It was such a huge crime.

The terrible thing was that it barely hurt any more. That
was what was ultimately so terrible. Worse: for him this was
the bottom line. That this crime, huge as it was, could cease to
hurt. That this was possible. That such a thing was possible at
all, that was terrible. And it increased his misery.

He felt as if he had been dropped here from another time.
For it still hurt him.
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Publishing House Ultimomondo

Biography

Jean Back (b.1953) was born in Dudelange, an industrial city on the French border. After fin-
ishing secondary education in Esch-Alzette, he became a civil servant, first at the Ministry of
Labour, then at the Ministry of Culture. Since 1989, he has been in charge of the Centre National
de I'Audiovisuel in Dudelange. In 1990, he staged a photo exhibition, Lieux et Portraits du Bassin
minier.n addition to his strong commitment to visual arts, in 2003 Jean Back turned to literature
with Wollekestol, a tribute to his hometown and its steel industry. Jean Back writes in Luxem-
bourgish and German.

Synopsis

Jean Back’s short novel Amateur houses a complex narrative. Set in 2007, the narrator comes
across a short story he wrote in 1971 as an eighteen-year-old student. He rewrites the initial
story and combines it with the memory of a love story, the heroine of which is Rosa, a young
girl from Germany who is much more experienced in sexual matters than he is. Jean Back’s text
does not use a straightforward storytelling style, but deploys the complex composition of a
‘polylogue’. So, using this collage style, the different voices do not gain an absolute meaning
but a relative one, with the sense of the piece coming through the intertextual gaps. Back’s
fictional ideas extend outwards to contain much reflection on the opportunities and risks of
literary writing.
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Vor drei Jahren: die Fotos vom Mai 68 auf den Titelseiten der
Zeitungen, Aufruhr in der Sorbonne, Streiks in Nanterre,
Sartre, Schlagworter, Riesendemos, die verkohlten Autos
und Cohn-Bendit, der den CRS ins Visier lachte... ich hatte
damals den Eindruck, Luxemburg wiirde in den néchsten
Monaten von Studenten iiberfallen, und ich fand plétzlich,
dass brennende Barrikaden und fliegende Kappsteng der
chicken Groussgaass sehr gut anstehen wiirden. Die Laden-
frauleins wiirden die Rollgitter vor den Juweliervitrinen her-
unterkurbeln und die Polizei wiirde die Studenten vertreiben,
so wie sie fremde Musiker von den Straflenecken vertreibt.
Doch der Widerstand wiirde wachsen, die Studenten wiirden
gemeinsam mit den Schiilern Front machen in diesem Reich
der Binke und Banken, wie Manderscheid es 1973 in seinem
Film Stille Tage in Luxemburg bezeichnete. Ungeheuerliches
wiirde iiber das stille Marienland hereinbrechen: Menschen
vom Mars wiirden plétzlich die Zuckerbédckereien und die
Fleischerldden pliindern und johlend mit den abgeschlage-
nen Kopfen der groflen Entenfamilie auf Spieflen durch die
Enneschtgaass ziehen. Schreie wiirden im Petrusstal gehort
werden: die Ministerialsekretdrinnen wiirden nackt iiber
die Hangwiesen laufen und ihre schweren Briiste wiirden
lustig auf und ab wippen. Autorallyes wiirden im Garten des
bischoflichen Palais organisiert und der Bischof wiirde Kopf
und Hénde in den Pranger auf dem Knuedler legen und laut
iiber das Unrecht weinen, das die katholische Kirche den
Frauen wahrend Jahrhunderten zugefiigt hat.
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Nichts wiirde mehr so sein, wie es einmal war. Selbstanklage
iiber Selbstanklage wiirde die Zeitungspalten fiillen: von den
biirokratischen Kleingeistern angefangen, die ihre gut besol-
dete Zeit in Bistros anstatt auf der Arbeitsstelle verbringen,
tiber autoritdre Lehrkorperschaften und geheimnistuerische
Politiker bis hin zu den héchsten Polizei-und Gerichtsins-
tanzen, die Meister im Vertuschen delikater Affiren waren.
Luxemburg wiirde sich, welch revolutiondrer Gedanke! in
einen modernen, ganz der neuen Zeit verpflichteten Staat
verwandeln. Die Regierungsgebdude und Museen wiirden
entstaubt und all diese unzdhligen Amtsstuben und alten
Gemailde: Sie wiirden eine weite und klare Blumenland-
schaft werden, in der es nach duftenden Kerzen und Laven-
deldl riecht. Soziale Gerechtigkeit und die demokratische
Mitbestimmung der Arbeiter in ihren Betrieben: sie wiirden
endlich Wirklichkeit. Schiilerkomitees wiirden sich bilden
und miissten ernst genommen werden. Die neuen Begriffe
wie antiautoritire Erziehung, Toleranz und sexuelle Befrei-
ung: Sie schwangen bereits kriftig in den teils ironischen,
teils kritischen Kommentaren zu den Bildern der mit Steinen
tibersdaten Boulevards mit.

Ich spiirte damals eine Unruhe, die einen erfasst wenn man
ein wichtiges Ereignis, das einen betrifft, nicht sofort versteht.
Doch schien mir ein Erkennen aller politischen und sozio-
logischen Zusammenhidnge nicht unbedingt eine Vorausset-
zung zu sein, um trotzdem zu wissen, dass die Events in Paris,
in Berlin und Frankfurt vor drei Jahren richtig und berechtigt
waren, und dass die jugendlichen Helden vom Quartier latin
und Rudi Dutschke und Fritz Teufel definitiv auch unsere
Helden waren.
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Wie ein Lauffeuer hatte sich die Nachricht im Marz 1971 ver-
breitet, dass vier Schiiler aus dem Diekircher Lyzeum vom
Unterricht supendiert werden sollten, wegen aufriithrerischen
Verhaltens gegeniiber der Schuldirektion und Teilen der Leh-
rerschaft. Fiir viele von uns war es ein unerhorter Eingriff in
die Privatsphdre. Die wenigsten waren den Schiilern vorher
personlich begegnet, doch solidarisch gegen die Mafiregelung
zu protestieren, wurde plotzlich absolute Pflicht.

Die Teilnahme an den Meetings in der Maison du Peuple und
an den lauten Schiiler sit-ins in der Alzettestrafle, die Diskussi-
onen iiber die Artikel und Karikaturen in der letzten Ausgabe
der roten Wullmaus... die Schiilerzeitung bestand nur aus
einigen lose zusammengehefteten und schlecht bedruckten
Seiten. Aber wir hatten ein unzensiertes und freches Sprach-
rohr mit dem viele von uns sich solidarisierten. Die Beitrige
tiber den Paldstinakonflikt, iber die kommunistischen Ent-
wicklungen in China und Albanien und iiber die beginnen-
den Unruhen in Chile wurden, so nehme ich an, von einigen
von uns gelesen. Die Drecksschleuder, die pornografischen
Zeichnungen und die Sticheleien gegen den Grof8herzog und
seine Familie waren ein echter Kniiller. Ebenso die Stellung-
nahmen zu den jlingsten Vorkommnisssen in Diekirch und
die Sondernummer zum Schiilerstreik am 23 April. All dies
gehorte plotzlich zu dem prickelnden Gefiihl neue Freirdume
im tief katholischen Luxemburg erobern zu kénnen. Und
eine neue Freiheit ist wie ein neu erworbenes Fahrrad: ele-
ganter und farbiger als das rostige Drahtgestell, ein spleeniges
Objekt in der Garage, auf das man sich liebend gerne schwin-
gen mochte um einen Abstecher zur Bom zu machen.

g e
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Ein ordentliches Café, meinte ich.
Bom ist ok, sagte Fred. Das Bier ist ok.

Das Café war eine in die Linge gezogene, gute Stube mit
Kohleofen und Rohrpfeife. Bom war eine freundliche, dltere
Dame, ein echtes Diidelinger Original, und wenn sie mit dem
vollen Tablett hinter dem Tresen hervortrippelte, hatte man
den Eindruck, dass sie etwas Schlagseite hatte, so als ob sie
die Getranke auf einem schlingernden Passagierschiff servie-
ren wiirde.

Und? Von wo kommt ihr?

Bom stellte immer wieder die gleichen Fragen. Wir gaben
immer wieder die gleichen Antworten.

Aus Esch, sagte Rosa.
Aus Differdingen, sagte Do.

Ja, dich kenne ich, sagte Bom zu mir und servierte das Bier
und Fred zog plotzlich einen in eine Zeitung gewickelten Fisch
aus der Innentasche seiner Lederjacke hervor und faltete das
Papier sehr umstidndlich auseinander und sagte: So Kinder,
jetzt essen wir Fisch.

Thr wollt gebackenen Fisch essen? Jetzt? Um diese Zeit?

Warum nicht, sagte Fred und Bom verteilte Messer und Gabel
auf dem Tisch.

Brauchen wir nicht, sagte Fred.
Ich liebe Fisch, sagte Do.

Wir spuckten die Graten auf das Zeitungspapier und im Café
roch es nach frittiertem Merlan, dhnlich dem Geruch, der
einem in den Essbuden auf dem Wilhelmplatz in Luxemburg
entgegenschligt wihrend der Zeit der Oktave.

The European Union Prize for Literature 111



Amateur

Die katholische Frau von Luxemburg. Hatte ich mir so vorge-
stellt, sagte Rosa.

Das heif3t?

Das heif8t, Amateur, dass meine Eltern evangelisch sind und
wir iiber Luxemburg sprachen, als sie ihre Stellen hier bei der
CECA antraten.

Warum hast du eine eigene Wohnung?
Weil ich mir eine eigene Wohnung wiinschte.
Ach so, sagte Fred. Nicht schlecht.

So waren die Abende in Diidelingen geprigt von Boms Mat-
rosenauftritten auf hoher See und dem Fett eines gebackenen
Merlans auf Zeitungspapier. Rosa liebte diese Ambiance.

Echt revolutionir, sagte sie.
Was ist an Bom revolutiondr? fragte ich.

Nichts, sagte Rosa und darum gefdllt es mir so gut. Die Nor-
malitdt kann sehr schnell ins Gegenteil umschlagen. Das
spiire ich hier. Der revolutiondre Funke kann auf die Massen
der Arbeiter iiberspringen.

Ich musste lachen. Bom lachelte. Fred verschluckte sich fast
an einer Grate.

Rosa, du glaubst an das Christkind.
Genau das will ich nicht tun, sagte sie.

Wenn du meinst, die Arbeiter wiirden sich den Schiilern
anschlieflen... sagte Do. Also, an die Verdnderung glaube ich
zwar auch. Aber ich weif§ nicht...

Wir haben uns nicht umsonst landesweit mit denen von
Diekirch solidarisiert, sagte Fred.
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Ich kenne das Milieu, sagte Do. Die streiken wegen anderer
Geschichten, die Hiittenarbeiter. Aber nicht wegen uns.

Do erstaunte mich. Sie war bisher die Unpolitischste von uns.
Doch ein Auftritt, Arm in Arm mit meinem Vater, Schlos-
ser auf der Diidelinger Hiitte, mit uns Siebzehnjédhrigen vor
dem Parlament, indem wir Parolen briillen und die Polizei
mit zynischen Spriichen beleidigen wiirden: Das konnte ich
mir bei aller Sympathie mit den Pariser Studenten auch nicht
vorstellen. Pflastersteine gegen die Chamber? Mein Vater
und ich? Schon allein der Gedanke erschreckte mich zutiefst,
obwohlich wusste, dass die Luxemburger Geschichte nicht frei
war von Protesten und Gewaltaktionen gegen die Obrigkeit.
Aber damals, im Januar 1919, waren keine johlende Schiiler
mit ihren Vitern impliziert. Nur eine Handvoll erwachsener
Revolutionire, die die Republik ausrufen wollten. Und vom
franzosischen Militdr auseinander getrieben wurden. Und
dann gab es diese grofle Arbeiterdemonstration im August
desselben Jahres gegen die Teuerung. Ich erinnerte mich
Postkarten von beeindruckenden Menschenmassen vor dem
Parlament gesehen zu haben.

Unsere Bewegung wird nicht ohne Echo bleiben, sagte Rosa.
Es war unser Protest. Wir hatten gemault. Alle zusammen.
Das hat gewirkt. Auch auf die Regierung. Man muss uns
endlich ernst nehmen.

Wir waren doch nur Mitliufer von denen aus den oberen
Klassen. Wir plappern doch alles nach, sagte Do.

Na und? Es sind doch auch Schiiler, wie wir. Und wir haben
dieselben Ideen. Auch wenn wir Adorno noch nicht schaffen.

Ich habe Markuse gelesen, sagte ich.

Und du hast sicher alles verstanden? fragte Rosa.
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So weit, ja.
Dann ist es gut, sagte Rosa.

Ich glaube fest daran, dass die Ausbeutung der Werktdtigen
irgendwann ein Ende nehmen wird, sagte Fred, dessen Vater
Lehrer in Schifflingen war.

Natiirlich, sagte Rosa. Wir glauben alle daran. Die Ausbeu-
tung und die Liige und die Verdammung der Sexualitit und
die elterliche Autoritdt und die Rolle der Frauen, KKK, Kind,
Kirche, Kiiche oder andersrum... das wird sich dndern.

Ich habe kein Problem mit der elterlichen Autoritit, sagte ich.
Ich darf so ziemlich tun, was ich will.

Sieh an, Amateur.

Naturlich, sonst wiirde ich nicht bei dir ibernachten. Und
abends nicht auf Discos kellnern.

Ist auch wieder richtig, sagte Rosa und kiisste mich. Nur Do
hat Probleme zuhause. Stimmt’s Do?

So dhnlich, sagte Do. Aber nur weil ich einmal in Differdin-
gen hinter dem Fufiballfeld gekifft hatte. Und weil ich die
Tertia noch einmal machen musste. Unter anderem wegen
Mathe und Biologie.

Riicht mat der Panz duerchgefall! lachte Fred.
Biologie ist Scheife.
Biologie ist toll, sagte ich. Physik auch.

Ubertreib nicht, sagte Rosa. Naturwissenschaften sind Instru-
mente in politischer Hand. Kénnen zu allem eingesetzt werden.
Auch zur Unterdriickung und Bespitzelung. Und die Aufarbei-
tung des Zweiten Weltkrieges wird auch kommen. Die Amtsstu-
ben hier in Luxemburg sitzen ja noch voll von diesen alten Nazis.
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Jetzt Gibertreibst du, sagte Do. In Deutschland ist es so. Hier
nicht.

Woher willst du das wissen? fragte Rosa.

Ich weif3 das eben. Unsere Nazis wurden nach dem Krieg
erschossen.

Einige, sagte Fred. Die Schlimmsten von denen wurden gegen
die Wand gestellt. Nicht alle. Mein Vater hat mir das erzdhlt.

Die Schlimmsten sind diejenigen, die nicht gegen die Wand
gestellt wurden, rief Rosa. Die so weiter machen, als ob nichts
geschehen wire. Die dieselben Fiillfedern heute benutzen, mit
denen sie damals die Deportationen der Luxemburger Fami-
lien unterschrieben haben. Ich weif$ das doch! Meine Eltern
haben mich aufgeklért, ehe wir nach Luxemburg kamen.

Rosa hatte sicher recht. Sie kannte die Geschichte Luxemburgs
besser als ich. Was kein Wunder war: Das Thema wurde nicht
einmal ansatzweise in den Schulen diskutiert. Ein absolutes
Tabu im Lehrplan.

Bom schlief hinter dem Tresen. Unsere revolutionire Zelle in
Diidelingen wurde nicht von den Bullen ausgehoben. Und die
Spitzel liefSen auf sich warten. Und wir waren stolz auf unsere
Art, die auf ewige Zeiten von den Konservativen festgeschrie-
bene Staatsautoritat irgendwie und etwas diffus vom Café bei
der Bom aus in Frage zu stellen. Und lautstark dagegen pro-
testiert zu haben. Es war eine sehr gute Zeit.

ook
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Translated from the German by Sandra Schmit

Three years ago: the pictures of May 1968 on the covers of
newspapers, riots at the Sorbonne, strikes in Nanterre, Sartre,
slogans, mass demonstrations, burned-out cars and Cohn-
Bendit laughing the CRS into their visors... back then, I had
the impression that in the next months Luxembourg would be
invaded by students and I suddenly thought that burning bar-
ricades and flying paving stones would suit our fashionable
high street Groussgaass very well. Shop assistants would roll
down the shutters before the jewelers’ display windows and
the police would drive the students away like they drive away
foreign musicians from street corners. But, with high school
kids joining the university students, the resistance would
grow and together they would make a stand in the Empire of
benches and banks, as Manderscheid called it in his 1973 film
Quiet Days in Luxembourg. Outrageous things would befall
our quiet Maryland: people from Mars would suddenly raid
the cake shops and delis and, yelling, parade the cut-off heads
of the large duck family on sticks through the Enneschtgaass.
Screams would be heard in the valley of the Petrusse: minis-
ters’ executive secretaries would run naked over the sloping
meadows, their heavy breasts merrily bouncing up and down.
Car rallies would be held in the garden of the bishop’s palace
and the bishop would place his head and hands in the stocks
on the Knuedler, tearfully bemoaning the injustice which the
Catholic Church has inflicted on women for centuries.
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Nothing would ever be the same again. Self-accusation upon
self-accusation would fill the newspapers’ columns: from small-
minded bureaucrats spending their well-remunerated time
in bars instead of at their workplace, to authoritarian teachers
and secretive politicians, to the highest ranks in the police force
and judiciary who were masters in the dissimulation of deli-
cate affairs. Luxembourg would, what a revolutionary thought!,
transform into an open-minded, modern state. Government
buildings and museums would clean house and all the stuffy
administrations and old paintings would turn into a vast, clear
flowering landscape smelling of scented candles and lavender oil.
Social justice and democratic workers’ rights: these things would
at last become reality. Student councils would form in schools
and would have to be taken seriously. New concepts like anti-
authoritarian education, tolerance and sexual liberation: they
already had their place in the half-ironical, half-critical com-
mentaries next to the pictures of the stone-littered boulevards.

Back then, I felt restless, like you do when you cannot immedi-
ately comprehend an important event in your life. But it seemed
to me that understanding the whole political and social context
was not a necessary prerequisite to know, without any doubt, that
the events in Paris, Berlin and Frankfurt three years ago were just
and justified, and that the young heroes of the Latin Quarter and
Rudi Dutschke and Fritz Teufel were definitely our heroes, too.

In March 1971, the news had spread like quickfire that four
pupils from the lyceum in Diekirch were to be suspended from
class for subversive behaviour towards the head of school and
parts of the teaching staff. For many of us, this was an incred-
ible violation of privacy. Not many of us had ever met the
students in person before, but protesting in solidarity against
the punishment suddenly became an absolute duty.
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Our meetings in the Maison du Peuple and the boisterous student
sit-ins in the Rue de I’Alzette, the discussions about articles and
caricatures in the latest edition of the Red Vole... the student
magazine consisted only of a few loosely stapled and badly printed
pages. But we had an uncensored, cheeky mouthpiece with which
many of us were solidary. The articles about the conflict in Pales-
tine, about the communist developments in China and Albania
and about smouldering political unrest in Chile, were, I suppose,
read by some of us. The slander, the pornographic drawings and
the jeers against the Grand Duke and his family were a big hit.
As were the opinion piece on the latest events in Diekirch and
the special edition about the student strike on 23 April. All this
was suddenly part of the thrilling sensation of claiming new
freedoms in deeply Catholic Luxembourg. And a new-found
freedom is like a newly-purchased bicycle: more elegant and col-
ourful than your rusty old bike, a crazy thing in the garage, which
makes you itch to get on it and take it on a quick trip to Gran.

X%

Good café, I stated.
Gran's all right, said Fred. The beer’s all right.

The café was a stretched-out family room with a coal stove and
a flue pipe. Gran was a friendly elderly lady, a real Dudelange
original, and when she pattered out from behind the counter
with a tray full of glasses, she looked like she had a bit of a list,
as if she were serving the drinks on a swaying passenger ship.

So? Where’re you from?

Gran kept asking the same questions. We kept giving the
same answers.

From Esch, said Rosa.
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From Differdange, said Do.

You I know, said Gran to me, and put the beers in front of us,
and suddenly Fred pulled a fish wrapped in newspaper out of
the inner pocket of his leather jacket, gingerly unfolded the
paper and said: All right, guys, we’re eating fish now.

You want to eat fried fish? Now? At this time of day?
Why not, said Fred, and Gran laid out the cutlery.
We don’t need that, said Fred.

I love fish, said Do.

We spat out the fishbones on the newspaper and it smelled
of fried whiting in the café, similar to the odour wafting out
from the food booths on the Place Guillaume in Luxembourg
during the annual Octave.

The Catholic woman from Luxembourg. That’s how I pic-
tured her, said Rosa.

Meaning?

Meaning, Amateur, that my parents are protestants and that
we talked about Luxembourg when they started working for
the ECSC here.

Why are you living on your own?
Because I wanted to live on my own.
Oh, ok, said Fred. Nice.

And so the evenings in Dudelange were marked by Gran’s
high-sea sailoring and the grease of fried whiting on a news-
paper. Rosa loved the atmosphere.

Really revolutionary, she said.

What’s revolutionary about Gran, I asked.
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Nothing, said Rosa, and that’s why I like it. Normalcy is fast
uprooted. I can feel that here. The revolutionary spark can
inflame the working masses.

I had tolaugh. Gran smiled. Fred almost choked on a fishbone.
Rosa, you believe in Father Christmas.
That’s precisely what I don’t want to do, she said.

If you think that the workers will unite with the students... said
Do. Well, that’s a change I believe in, too. But I don’t know...

We didn’t show nationwide solidarity with the guys in
Diekirch for nothing, said Fred.

I know those people, said Do. They will go on strike for many
things, the steel workers. But not for us.

I was surprised. So far, Do had been the least politically-
minded of us. I tried to imagine my father, a worker at the
steel works in Dudelange, arm in arm with us seventeen-year-
olds, yelling slogans in front of the parliament and insulting
the police with cynical remarks. Sympathise as I might with
the Parisian students, I just couldn’t picture it. Paving stones
against the Chamber? My father and I? The thought alone
frightened me, even though I knew that the history of Luxem-
bourg was not free from protests and riots against the author-
ities. But back then, in January 1919, no bawling students and
their fathers had been involved. Just a handful of grown-up
revolutionaries who'd wanted to proclaim Luxembourg a
republic. Only to be dispersed by the French military. And
then there was that large workers’ demonstration in August
of the same year against the rising prices. I remembered that
I had seen postcards of an impressive mass of people in front
of the parliament.

Our movement will not be without consequences, said Rosa.
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It was our protest. We grumbled. All of us. That worked. Also
on the government. They finally have to take us seriously.

We just jumped on the bandwagon, said Do. We just repeat
everything the upper graders say.

So? They’re students, just like us. And we have the same ideas.
Even if we don’t get Adorno yet.

I've read Markuse, I said.

And I'm sure you’ve understood it all, asked Rosa.
So far, yes.

Good, said Rosa.

I firmly believe that the exploitation of the working force will
one day come to an end, said Fred, whose father was a teacher
in Schifflange.

Of course, said Rosa. We all believe that. The exploitation
and the lies and the condemnation of sexuality and parental
authority and the role of women, the three Ks, Kinder, Kirche,
Kiiche or the other way around... that’ll change.

I have no problem with parental authority, I said. I can basi-
cally do what I want.

Is that so, Amateur.

Of course, otherwise I wouldn’t sleep over at your place. Or
work in discos in the evening.

True, true, said Rosa, and kissed me. Only Do has problems
at home. Right, Do?

Something like that, said Do. But only because I smoked
dope behind the football field in Differdange that one time.
And because I had to repeat the eleventh grade. Among other
things because of maths and biology.
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Flunked, laughed Fred.
Biology’s crap.
Biology’s great, I said. Physics, too.

Don’t exaggerate, said Rosa. The natural sciences are instru-
ments in the hands of politicians. Can be used for anything.
Also for suppression and spying. And one day, the Second
World War will be dealt with, too. Our public administra-
tions are still full of them old Nazis.

Now you're exaggerating, said Do. That’s in Germany, not here.
You don’t know that, said Rosa.
Yes, I do. Our Nazis were shot after the war.

Some were, said Fred. The worst of them were put against the
wall. Not all, though. That’s what my father told me.

The worst are those that were not put against the wall, cried Rosa.
The ones that carry on like nothing happened. That are still using
the same pens with which they signed the deportations of Lux-
embourgish families back then. Don’t think I don’t know it! My
parents enlightened me before we moved to Luxembourg.

Rosa was probably right. She knew the history of Luxembourg
better than me. No wonder: at school, the topic was never even
broached. An absolute taboo in the curriculum.

Gran slept behind the counter. Our revolutionary cell in Dudel-
ange wasn’t broken up by the cops. And the spies took their own
sweet time. And we were proud of the way we somehow, someway
questioned government authority, written in stone for all eternity
by the conservatives, from our base in Gran’s Café. And of the fact
that we had loudly protested against it. It was a very good time.

%%
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Biography

Razvan Radulescu (b.1969) was born in Bucharest. As a student, he became a member of Letters,
one of the most important training centers for young writers at the time, led by another famous
author, Mircea Cartarescu. Radulescu’s text was published in the anthology Tablou familie in
1995. His critical reception included winning the Romanian Writers’ Union prize. His second
novel, Teodosie cel Mic, was received with enthusiasm by many commentators. He has also
written screenplays and collaborated with various magazines.

Synopsis

Razvan Radulescu’s novel Theodosius the Small, a fantasy that wraps social concerns in fairytale
attire, contains a range of characters that would not be out of place sitting at the same table as
today’s politicians, strategists or media personalities. In Radulescu’s world, the geography of
Romania is transformed: borders are jumbled in such a way that new historic roots are formed in
the resulting territories. Within a fantastical version of Wallachia, we find miniature kingdomes,
containing both familiar contemporary localities, such as Bucharest, Filiasi and Petrila, together
with places established by the narrative, such as the Mushroom Fields, Strawberry Fields and
Mushberry Valley. The backdrop appears to be historical but, nevertheless, the story has many
elements taken from the contemporary world. Although the novel concerns childhood as seen
through an adult’s eyes, itis not about childhood itself. Rather, it is about its fantasies, about the
way in which the events of today’s world are transformed by the vision of a child into a fantasti-

cal madness containing comic horrors and sad comedies.
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Capitol VI. Banchetul

In ciuda pregitirilor fastuoase pe care Pisiciinele si Teodo-
sie le facuserd pentru primirea Somnului Protector (intreaga
resedintd fusese inecatd in apa, pernele de pe divane si ser-
vetele din bucidtarie se rasuceau lent in curentii albastri, iar
covoarele se ridicasera de la podea zece sau chiar doudzeci
de centimetri si filfiiau cu incetinitorul), acesta din urma, fie
din exces de prudenta, fie pentru ca voia sa petreaca intr-un
mod mai putin obisnuit, venise in propriul sau acvariu de
voiaj si ceruse ca banchetul sa se destdsoare la umbra nucului.

Pisiciinele se conformase protocolar si adusese, ajutat de Teo-
dosie, o masa lunga.

— De scaune nu e nevoie, ficu Somnul Protector un semn de
refuz cu mina de dupd sticla acvariului sdu incapdator. intr-
adevar, prin apa nu foarte limpede a acvariului - apd de lac,
isi imagind Teodosie - se putea vedea o masuta cu picioarele
curbate pe care stateau trei farfurii asezate una peste alta, una
mai adinca, de supa, alta platd, pentru felul principal, si ultima,
mai micd, pentru desert; o frapierd cu picior si un compar-
timent separat pentru cuburi de gheatd; un fotoliu in care se
lafdaia Somnul Protector, destul de asemanator cu cel pe care-1
vazuse Teodosie pe fundul Lacului Rece, dar probabil ca mai
usor. Acvariul Somnului inchidea in el, de asemenea, o masa
simpld de serviciu, nisip si mil de lac - acesta din urma se ridica
in virtejuri la fund ori de cite ori Somnul se fitiia in jiltul sau
-, doud ghivece cu plante filiforme de apa dulce si un dispozitiv
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complicat, format in principal dintr-un tub cu articulatii, o
pilnie si multe mansoane de cauciuc, care-i servea pestelui sa
se faca auzit atunci cind catadicsea sa vorbeasca. De-a lungul
geamului acvariului, prinse pe ate, se puteau trage niste dra-
perii bogate ale cdror falduri se inghesuiau acum spre colturi.
intreaga constructie de sticla, cu tot ce continea, se sprijinea
pe un soclu de metal din care ieseau, intr-o parte si-n alta, cite
doud minere solide si iscusit decorate. De aceste minere acvariul
putea fi ridicat si cdrat de colo-colo. Pentru aceasta indeletni-
cire, nu tocmai placutd (cdci acvariul, cu Somnul in el, trebuie
sa fi cintarit destul de greu), pestele cel gras era insotit, pe linga
alti sase pesti cu demnitati mai mici, de patru pesti caratori,
inchisi si ei in acvariile lor. Evident, acvariile care asigurau
mediul natural celor care il transportau pe Somnul Protector
erau mai putin somptuoase si fard nici un fel de facilititi: nu
existau nici masd, nici scaun, nici frapiera (de altfel, pestii cara-
tori nu pusera nimic in gura pe toatd durata ulterioara banche-
tului). Acvariile lor semdnau mai degrabd cu niste armuri de
sticla prin care miinile si picioarele ieseau la aer, strangulate la
incheieturi de garnituri din cauciuc si inele bulonate. Construc-
tia acvariilor le interzicea practic nefericitilor pesti sa se aseze si,
cind Pisiciinele le facu semn s ia loc, cei patru cardtori bitiira
nervos din picioare si emiserd pe gurd niste comentarii materi-
alizate in siraguri de bule ce se adunara la suprafata apei.

— Ce bei? il intreba Pisiciinele pe Somnul Protector.

— Ce bem? se intoarse Somnul spre cei sase sfetnici care,
instalati in scaunele lor subacvatice, desficeau cite un servet
si-] intindeau tacticos pe genunchi. Nu bem nimic? Foarte
bine. Eu am sd iau vin.

— Beau si eu vin, spuse Teodosie, cum stdtea asezat de cea-
laltd parte a mesei, chiar in fata Somnului Protector.
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Pisiciinele ii turna in pahar vin cam de doud degete, isi umplu
propria sa cupd cu virf si rasturna continutul celei de-a treia peste
marginea de sus a acvariului, in apa care-1 continea pe Somn.
Vinul se desfacu in fire grase si cobori unduind ca o meduza spre
peste. Acesta deschise gura si ingloba o parte din lichid.

— Noroc, spuse el, si dacd va arde de toasturi, tineti voi.

— As vrea sa tin eu un toast, se auzi prin pilnie glasul unuia
din sfetnici. Desi n-am vin, zise el, ridicindu-se afabil de pe
scaun, vreau sd-i urez Maritului Teodosie multi ani de domnie
si sa il asigur cd, desi poate cd in trecut noi, pestii, am uneltit
impotriva lui, acum intreg Lacul Rece ii este devotat pind la
moarte — sau cel putin asa cred eu.

Somnul se intunecase la fatd si batea cu degetele in tablia
mesei.

— Aj terminat? isi chestiona el sfetnicul.

— De indatd, marite Somn Protector. As vrea sd adaug doar
ca ieri, in urma plecdrii Maritului Pisiciine, am semnat un
tratat cu Furnicile Vinete in legatura cu exploatarea minelor
de sare. Si cu Furnicile Verzi, la Filiasi, am avut o intilnire
fructuoasa...

— O clip4, il intrerupse Pisiciinele pe sfetnic, sa ne intoarcem
putin la Petrila. Cind...

— De ce sd ne intoarcem la Petrila? mieuna Somnul Protector
in directia Pisiciinelui, apoi se rasuci spre sfetnic si il fulgera
cu privirea. Sintem aici ca sd petrecem, nu ca sd vorbim poli-
ticd. Mai ales ca am constatat ca asta ne otraveste vietile.

— De acord, nu discutdam politica, zise Pisiciinele. Vreau doar
sa aflu ce e cu minele de sare.
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— iti explic eu, zise binevoitor Somnul. Stai jos, se adresa el
sfetnicului. $i arunca tubul acustic. Acum. Aruncd tubul. Si
voi, aruncati toti tuburile. Va rog sa nu mi-o luati in nume de
rau, continua el, intorcindu-se spre Teodosie si Pisiciine, dar
am ajuns sd nu-mi mai suport consilierii cind deschid gura.
Sint foarte duplicitari. ii intrebi ceva si ei incep sa o scalde, ca
marite Somn Protector, tu esti stapinul nostru, si tot asa. Nu
pot sa aud niciodata o parere sincera de la supusii mei. De-aia
ii las fara pilnii, pentru ca atunci trebuie sa-mi raspunda clar:
sa dea din cap: da - nu.

intr-adevar, pestii-consilieri aruncasera afara tuburile preva-
zute cu pilnie - acestea cazuserd cu pocnet in iarba si acum
priveau nespus de trist spre stdpinul lor.

— Ia spuneti, banda de ticdlosi, racni Somnul la ei, ceea ce
provoca incretirea apei la suprafata acvariului. Vrea sd mai
tina vreunul dintre voi un toast?

Pestii dadura din cap cd nu.
— Repet intrebarea: vrea sa mai tind vreunul vreun toast?

Tulburati, sfetnicii se consultard intre ei din priviri apoi, cu
indoiald, facura semn din cap ca da.

— Nu vd jucati cu mine, racni Somnul si cei sase incepurd sd
tremure ca varga, miscind capul in toate directiile. Somnul ii
privi patrunzator, apoi se lasa in fotoliu si incepu sa rida. Bun,
am lamurit-o si pe asta. As lua o bucata de sunculita daca esti
asa de dragut, Gavril. As vrea sa indepértezi patrunjelul de
deasupra, imi sta in git. As vrea sd ma servesti tu, Teodosie.

Teodosie tresdri. Vinul il ametise usor si il cufundase intr-o
dulce plictiseald. Se ridica de la locul lui, lua o felie de sunca
pe care o scuturd de verdeatd si o aruncd in acvariul Som-
nului Protector. Acesta o privi cum se cufunda lin, il fulgera
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alternativ cu privirea pe Teodosie, vadit nemultumit de felul
in care acesta ii aruncase bucata de carne, apoi, cind sunca
ajunse in dreptul nasului sdu, o hdpai inchizind ochii.

— Zi cu Petrila, reveni Pisiciinele.

— Cu Petrila, raspunse Somnul Protector cu gura plina, lucru-
rile stau asa: imediat dupa discutia noastra de ieri, m-am gindit
sa ma folosesc intr-un fel de privilegiile pe care esti dispus sa
le acorzi furnicilor in viitor i am pus in practica o investitie
costisitoare. Aceea de a ddrui supusilor mei o statiune de ape
sarate in Golful Balenei, cu amenajari, cu tot dichisul.

— Te misti repede, zise Pisiciinele, muscindu-si buza inferioara.

— De ce nu? Costurile investitiei sint mari. Daca faceam inte-
legerea dupd ce semnai tu tratatul, furnicile si-ar fi ridicat
pretentiile. Nu ma poti condamna pentru agerimea de care
dau dovada in afaceri. Totul e sa fii pe faza.

— De ce-i spune Golful Balenei? vru Teodosie sa stie, in vreme
ce in mintea lui luau forma cetacee lucioase care se zbenguiau
in golf si eliminau apa cu presiune prin virful capului.

— A, pentru ca lacul e atit de sdrat in zona aia, incit numai o
balena ar putea trdi acolo.

— A, da? se mira Pisiclinele. Eu am crezut tot timpul ca pentru
ca are forma unei balene cind te uiti la harta.

— As, de unde, rise Somnul. Te uiti prea mult la harti. Ce-i
aia forma unei balene? Care-i forma unei balene? As mai vrea
niste sunca si, daca se poate, brinzd. S$i eu am forma unei
balene dacd ma desenezi pe hartd. Nu, e apa sdratd din cauza
Riului Séarat. Care riu, fii atent aicea, Teodosie, o sa rideti, nu
e sarat, de fapt, decit dupa ce trece prin minele de sare. Acest
fapt le face pe furnici sd creadd cd au drepturi asupra apei din
Golful Balenei. Sustin cd sarea este a lor. Niste vin, te rog.
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Pisiciinele se ridica si turnd vin in acvariul pestelui. Cu acest
prilej, ii observa pe cei sase consilieri care se fitiiau in scaune
si indicau cu degetele spre guri.

— Vi e foame? intreba Pisiciinele Gavril.

Pestii dadura de multe ori din cap. Teodosie lua citeva plato-
uri cu gustdri de pe masa si, cu ajutorul unei furculite, deserta
mincarea in acvarii, avind grija sa faca o impartire cit mai
cinstita. Consilierii se pusera pe mincat cu mare sirg, in timp
ce din ochi le curgeau lacrimi de recunostinta.

— Ei, continua Somnul. Se punea acum citiva ani problema
desalinizarii riului. Eu m-am opus. O parte a autoritatilor de
la Petrila este pentru inchiderea minelor de sare. Asta, vd dati
seama, ar duce automat la transformarea Riului Sarat intr-un
riu cu apa dulce.

— Si din ce trdiesc dacd inchid minele?

— Chiar ca asta este treaba lor. Mie nu mi se pare ca asta e
discutia. Problema e una de principii: curentul Golfului duce
sarea de-a latul lacului pina aproape de malul acesta. E adeva-
rat ca nu foarte multd, dar orisicit. Spune-mi, strict legal, a cui
e sarea pe care o duce curentul Golfului? A furnicilor? Pentru
ca sa nu te miri daca miine-poimiine or s-o revendice si pe asta.

Pisiciinele se destinse si incepu sa rida.

— Faci ce faci si pina la urma tot nu-ti convine tratatul cu
furnicile. Se vede din fiecare vorba pe care o spui.

— Pai nu? zise pestele cu gura plina.
— Aha.

— Aha, zici tu, dar mie nu-mi convine deloc. Adica, daca
inchid minele, e una: mie mi se cam filfiie, s-a terminat cu
statiunea mea de odihna, asta e, n-o sa-mi pun eu capat zilelor
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pentru asta. insa probabil ca va incepe exodul somerilor cétre
Filiasi. Implicatiile navetismului sint groaznice. Gindeste-te
la traficul de furnici dimineata si seara pe lac. Ti-e clar cd
peste lac or sa facd zilnic naveta.

— Si atunci?

— Siatunci, delegatia mea a negociat cu acea parte a conducerii
care nu doreste inchiderea minelor. Simplu. N-ai sa crezi, dar
se gasesc destule Furnici Vinete care sd dispretuiasca Furnicile
Verzi de la est si sa doreasca ruperea provinciei. Personal, nu le
inteleg, pentru mine toate furnicile sint la fel, blonde sau brune,
imi e totuna, le gdsesc deopotriva de scirboase si deopotriva le
detest, cu muschii lor ca niste bile si cu antenele alea care se
misca tot timpul, birc, te umplu de scirba.

— Te rog, facu Pisiciinele semn cu mina, sintem la masa.

— Pardon, zise Somnul, nu m-am putut abtine. Am vrut
numai sa-ti faci o idee ca sd intelegi ce simt eu la gindul ca
barci intregi cu astfel de fapturi ar naviga in sus si-n jos pe
lacul meu. $i sa revin. Am trimis o echipd de negociatori. Si ei
au negociat si am incheiat un tratat care stipuleazad ca minele
ramin deschise si cred cd intr-un an-doi Golful Balenei va
deveni un paradis al statiunilor subacvatice.

— inteleg, zise Pisiciinele. Adicé inteleg in parte. Spui cd ai
negociat. Sint convins cd Furnicile care ti-au sustinut cauza
au primit anumite bonificatii din partea ta.

— Natural, incuviintd Somnul Protector, lasindu-se pe spate
si scotind din buzunarul caftanului o scobitoare.

— As fi curios s stiu ce.

— A, o nimica toatd. Am promis cd voi organiza, pentru
adversarii lor politici, mici aventuri ori de cite ori vor incerca
sa traverseze lacul.
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— Si vei organiza?

— Nu ma intreba, habar nu am améanunte tehnice de felul
acesta. Eu am semnat un acord de principiu. Este posibil sa
auzi sau sa citesti prin ziare ca cutare sau cutare ambarcati-
une cu destinatia Filiasi a luat brusc apa si ca echipajul a fost
silit sd abandoneze barca si asa mai departe, dar iti repet, nu
voi avea cunostintd de nici un caz concret.

— Si ce altceva ai mai promis?

— Am mai promis sprijin efectiv pentru ca guvernul favora-
bil mie sd ramind si sd conducd Furnicile Vinete ani lungi si
fericiti de acum inainte.
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Translated from the Romanian by Alistair lan Blyth

Chapter VI. Banquet

In spite of the sumptuous preparations the Catdog and Theo-
dosius had made for the Sheatfish Protector’s reception (the
entire residence had been inundated in water, the pillows
from the couch and the napkins in the kitchen were slowly
spinning in the blue eddies, and the rugs had risen ten or
even twenty centimetres aloft and were fluttering in slow
motion), the latter, whether from excessive caution or because
he wanted to be entertained in a less customary fashion, had
arrived in his own travel aquarium and requested that the
banquet be held in the shade of the walnut tree.

The Catdog had punctiliously complied, and assisted by
Theodosius he had brought out a long table.

— There’s no need for any chairs, the Sheatfish Protector
gestured behind the glass of his spacious aquarium in token
of refusal. Indeed, through the none too limpid water of the
aquarium - lake water, as Theodosius imagined - it was pos-
sible to see a little table with curved legs, on which stood
three dishes all in a row (one deeper, for the soup, another
shallow, for the main course, and the last smaller, for dessert);
an ice bucket on a stand, and a separate compartment for ice
cubes; and an armchair, in which the Sheatfish Protector was
lolling. The armchair was quite similar to the one Theodo-
sius had seen at the bottom of Cold Lake, but was probably
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lighter. In addition, the aquarium of the Sheatfish contained
a plain serving table, lake sand and silt — which eddied up
from the bottom whenever the Sheatfish shifted position on
his throne - two pots with filiform freshwater plants, and a
complicated device, consisting mainly of an articulated tube,
a funnel, and numerous rubber grommets, which allowed the
fish to make himself heard when he deigned to speak. Around
the panes of the aquarium, fastened by cords, it was possi-
ble to draw rich drapes, whose folds were now crammed into
the corners. The entire glass construction and all its contents
rested on a metal stand, from which two sturdy and skilfully
decorated handles protruded to either side. The aquarium
could be lifted and carried from place to place by means of
these handles. For this none too pleasant task (since the aquar-
ium, with the Shearfish in it, must have been rather heavy),
the fat fish was accompanied, besides another six fishes of
lesser rank, by four bearer fishes, themselves encased in their
own aquaria. Of course, the aquaria that ensured a natural
medium for those who transported the Sheatfish Protector
were less sumptuous and had no facilities whatsoever: there
were neither tables nor chairs nor ice buckets (in any case,
during the entire course of the subsequent banquet, nothing
was to pass the lips of the bearer fish). Their aquaria sooner
resembled glass suits of armour, through which their arms
and legs protruded into the air, strangulated by joints with
rubber garnitures and riveted rings. The construction of the
aquaria in effect prevented the fish from sitting, and when the
Catdog made a gesture for them to be seated, the four bearers
angrily jerked their legs, emitting from their mouths remarks
that materialised in streams of bubbles and gathered on the
surface of the water.
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— What will you have to drink? the Catdog asked the Sheat-
fish Protector.

— What’ll we have to drink? The Sheatfish turned toward his
six counsellors, who, installed upon their sub-aquatic chairs,
were each unfolding a serviette and leisurely spreading them
over their knees. Aren’t we having anything to drink? Very
well. I’'ll have wine.

— I'll have wine too, said Theodosius, sitting on the other
side of the table, opposite the Sheatfish Protector.

The Catdog poured about two fingers of wine into his glass,
filled his own cup to the brim, and poured the contents of a
third over the upper lip of the aquarium, into the water con-
taining the Sheatfish. The wine separated into thick strands
and sank undulating like an octopus over the fish. The latter
opened his mouth and engulfed a part of the liquid.

— Cheers, he said, and if you're in the mood for toasts, make
them yourselves.

— I'should like to make a toast, could be heard from the voice
funnel of one of the counsellors. Though I have no wine, he
said, affably rising from his chair, I would like to wish the
[lustrious Theodosius a long reign and to assure him that,
although in the past perhaps we fishes have machinated
against him, the whole of Cold Lake is now loyal to him unto
the death - or at least so I believe.

The Sheatfish’s face darkened and he drummed his fingers on
the tabletop.

— Have you finished? he asked the counsellor.

— Straight away, illustrious Sheatfish Protector. I should
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merely like to add that yesterday, following the departure of
the illustrious Catdog, we signed a treaty with the Purple Ants
as regards exploitation of the Petrila salt mines. And with the
Green Ants, in Filiasi, we had a fruitful meeting...

— One moment, the Catdog interrupted him, let us go back a
little to Petrila. When...

— Why should we go back to Petrila? mewed the Sheatfish
Protector in the Catdog’s direction, and then twisted around
toward the counsellor and glared at him. We are here to
carouse, not to talk politics. All the more so given that I have
ascertained that politics poisons our lives.

— Agreed, let’s not talk politics, said the Catdog. I merely
want to find out what is with the salt mines.

— I shall explain, said the Sheatfish benevolently. Sit down, he
addressed the counsellor. And jettison the acoustic tube. Now.
Jettison the tube. And you, all of you, jettison your tubes. Please
don’t think badly of me, he went on, turning toward Theodo-
sius and the Catdog, but I can no longer abide these counsel-
lors when they open their mouths. They are very duplicitous. I
ask them something and they start to quibble, about how you
are our master, illustrious Sheatfish Protector, and so on. I can
never get a sincere opinion from my subjects. That’s why I'm
leaving them without their funnels, because then they have to
give a straight answer: to nod either yes or no.

Indeed, the fish-counsellors had jettisoned their funnel-
-equipped tubes - they had fallen with a thud onto the grass -
and were now looking at their master with ineffable sadness.

— What have you got to say, you gang of scoundrels, the Sheat-
fish bellowed at them, causing the water at the surface of his
aquarium to ripple. Do any of you still want to make a toast?

The European Union Prize for Literature 135



Theodosius the Small

The fish shook their heads.

— I repeat the question: do any of you still want to make a
toast?

Anxious, the counsellors consulted among themselves by
means of glances and then, doubtfully, nodded their heads.

— Don’t fool with me, roared the Sheatfish, and the six
began to quiver like reeds, moving their heads in every
direction. The Sheatfish looked at them piercingly, then
slumped in his armchair and began to laugh. Good, we’ve
cleared that one up. I’ll have a piece of ham, if you’ll be so
kind, Gavriil. I’d like you to remove the parsley from on
top — it gets stuck in my throat. I'd like you to serve me,
Theodosius.

Theodosius gave a start. The wine had somewhat gone to his
head and he had been overwhelmed by sweet boredom. He
rose from his seat, took a slice of ham, brushing off the parsley,
and cast it into the Sheatfish Protector’s aquarium. The latter
watched it gently sinking, alternately casting glances at Theo-
dosius, visibly dissatisfied at the way he had tossed him the
morsel, and then, as the ham reached the level of his nose, he
gulped it down, closing his eyes.

— Tell me what is with Petrila, the Catdog resumed.

— With Petrila, answered the Sheatfish Protector with his
mouth full, things stand thus: immediately after our dis-
cussion yesterday, I decided to put to some kind of use the
privileges you are prepared to grant the ants in future, and
to implement a costly investment. That of giving my sub-
jects a salt water resort in the Whale Gulf, with facilities,
the whole works.

— You move fast, said the Catdog, biting his lower lip.
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— Why not? The costs of the investment are high. If we’d
come to an understanding after you signed the treaty, the ants
would have increased their pretensions. You can’t condemn

me for my business acumen. The main thing is to be on the
ball.

— Why is it called the Whale Gulf? Theodosius demanded
to know, while in his mind there took shape a gleaming ceta-
cean, which frolicked in the gulf spurting jets of water from
the top of its head.

— Ah, because the lake is so salty in that area that only a
whale could live there.

— Oh, really? wondered the Catdog. I had always thought it
was because it has the shape of a whale when you look at it on
the map.

— Pah, not at all, laughed the Sheatfish. You spend too much
time looking at maps. Where’s the shape of a whale? What’s
the shape of a whale? I'd like some more ham and, if pos-
sible, some cheese. I too would have the shape of a whale if
you drew me on a map. No, the water is salty because of the
Saltwater River. Which river, pay attention here, Theodosius,
you'll laugh, is only salty in fact after it passes through the
salt mines. That is what makes the ants believe they have
rights over the water in Whale Gulf. They claim that the salt
is theirs. Some more wine, please.

The Catdog rose and poured wine into the fish’s aquarium. In
doing so, he noticed that the six counsellors were squirming
in their chairs and pointing at their mouths.

— Are you hungry? asked Gavriil the Catdog.
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The fishes nodded repeatedly. Theodosius took some trays of
appetisers from the table and, with the aid of a fork, emptied
the food into the aquaria, taking care to share it out as fairly
as possible. The counsellors fell to eating at once, with tears
of gratitude streaming from their eyes.

— Well, continued the Sheatfish. The question of desalinisa-
tion of the river came up a few years ago. I was against it. A
part of the authorities at Petrila is in favour of closing the salt
mines. That, you will realise, would automatically transform
the Saltwater River into a freshwater river.

— And how will they make a living if they close the mines?

— That’s their business. As it seems to me, that is not the issue.
It’s a question of principles: the Gulf stream carries the salt across
the lake almost to the other shore. Not much salt, it’s true, but a
certain amount. Tell me, in strictly legal terms, whose is the salt
carried by the Gulf stream? The ants’? So don’t be surprised if
they lay claim to that as well, tomorrow or the day after.

The Catdog had relaxed and began to laugh.

— You do what you do and in the end the treaty with the ants
still does not suit you. It is plain from every word you say.

— Doesn’t it? said the fish with his mouth full.
— Aha.

— Aha, you say, but it doesn’t suit me at all. That is, if they
close the mines, it’s one thing: I couldn’t care less, that’ll be
the end of my resort, but that’s how it goes. 'm not going to
do myself in because of it. But there will probably start to be
an exodus of the unemployed to Filiasi. The implications of
commuting are dreadful. Think of the traffic of ants over the
lake from dawn to dusk. It’s clear to you that they’ll be com-
muting over the lake day in day out.
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— And then?

— And then my delegation negotiated with that part of the
leadership which doesn’t want to close the mines. Simple.
You wouldn’t believe it, but you find a lot of Purple Ants who
despise the Green Ants from the west and who want to split
the province. Personally, I don’t understand them, for me all
ants are the same, blonde or brunette, it’s all the same to me,
I find them all repulsive alike and I detest them all alike, with
those muscles of their like balls and those antennae waving
all the time. Ugh, they make you want to puke.

— Please, the Catdog gestured, we are eating.

— Pardon me, said the Sheatfish, I couldn’t help myself. I only
wanted to give you an idea so that you can understand what
I feel at the thought of boatloads of such creatures sailing up
and down my lake. However, to resume. I sent a team of nego-
tiators. And they negotiated and I signed a treaty stipulating
that the mines will remain open, and I think that in a year
or two the Whale Gulf will become a paradise of underwater
resorts.

— I'understand, said the Catdog. That is, I understand partly.
You say you negotiated. I am convinced that the ants who
backed your cause received certain bonuses on your part.

— Naturally, the Sheatfish Protector agreed, leaning back and
extracting a toothpick from the pocket of his caftan.

— I would be curious to know what.

— Ah, a mere bagatelle. I promised them I would organise
wee adventures for their political opponents whenever they
try to cross the lake.

— And will you organise them?

The European Union Prize for Literature 139



Theodosius the Small

— Don't ask, I haven’t got a clue about technical details of
that kind. I signed an agreement of principle. It’s possible that
you will hear or read in the papers that such and such a vessel
bound for Filiasi suddenly sprang a leak and that the crew
were forced to abandon ship and so on and so forth, but I
repeat, I won’t have any concrete cases on my conscience.

— And did you promise them anything else?

— I promised them effective support so that the government
favourable to me will remain in power and rule the Green
Ants henceforth for long and happy years.
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Biography

Natasa Kramberger (b.1983) was born in Maribor, the second largest city in Slovenia. She won
the Slovenian young authors prize in 2006 and her book Nebesa v robidah was nominated for
the Kresnik Prize as Slovenia’s best novel of the year in 2008. In the same year, Kramberger
won the international short story competition, A Sea of Words, which is sponsored by the Anna
Lindh Foundation, and in 2009 she won the Young Euro Connect prize. Natasa Kramberger
works as a freelance writer and journalist. She pens several articles, essays and columns for daily
newspapers in Slovenia and Italy, writes literary texts for magazines and radio, and works on
screenplays for documentary movies. In 2009, she founded the eco-art collective Green Central,
where she promotes ecology and art. She lives in Berlin and travels frequently.

Synopsis

The novel Nebesa v robidah is described by its author as “a novel in stories”. These stories consist
of multiple fragments and events that come to life as raindrops plunging in medias res, straight
into the heart of the narrative, without introduction or explanation. The story runs like a river,
sometimes wildly, sometimes peacefully, to many corners of the world. Its main character
is Jana, a girl from the Slovenian countryside who moves to Amsterdam to study, while also
working as a babysitter for a Chinese-Dutch child in order to make a living. Jana carries within
her stories from the Slovenian countryside in the early 90s, after the declaration of independ-
ence and right in the middle of its harsh transitional period. The main male character is Bepi the
fisherman, born between the two World Wars in Latisana, Italy, who lost his parents in unclear
circumstances, before travelling the world. Bepi’s many stories include tales of travels in South
America seeking gold, sacred fish and sacred rivers, tales from Asia and the Mekong, and tales
of meeting a wide variety of characters from Peruvian old ladies with long hair to a blonde
love from Amsterdam. Bepi now resides in Amsterdam, taking care of his seven-year-old grand-
daughter, who was sent to him from India by her mother. To summarise this intriguing tale:
when Jana, Bepi and the sacred fish meet one afternoon in Amsterdam, the consequences will
be extremely unpredictable...
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PROLOG

Namesto bicikla je kupila jabolka.

Tri kile, dvanajst jabolk, in branjevka se je smejala s pelerino
vred.

- Kadar dezuje, so Se bolj dobra.

V Amsterdamu ob treh so kaplje padale ¢ez svet in po pelerini.
Mlake so rasle cez mostove in po trznici.

Ob kanalu so tatovi preprodajali kolesa.

- Bike, bike.

Namesto bicikla je kupila jabolka.

*okok
Njen praded je bil vaski muzikant in je igral rog na krstih in
pogrebih.

Njen ded je bil grobokop, pred tem pa rubez za teve naroc-
nine. Tistim, ki niso placali, in onim, ki niso hoteli gledati, je
televizorje zapecatil. S selotejpom in voskom.

Njena mama je pisala pogrebne govore. In jih brala, oblecena
vcasih v ¢rno bluzo, v¢asih pa v ¢rne cevlje.

Sama ni vedela, kam naj gleda, ko je avtobus pripeljal in ko je
odprl vrata. Naprej je potisnila rukzak

in torbo in mama je rekla:
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— Imas$ denar?

Namesto da bi pokimala, se je spomnila, da bo zdaj zdaj
cvetel bezeg. Potem je Sel mimo Lojz in vse sfusal. Vprasal je,
¢e imata doma kak $tamperl, in mama je rekla, naj pocaka, in
ona je gledala v bezeg in v breze in v breg in po dolgi cesti,
potem se je za Lojzom zadrla Fanika:

- Kaj spet fehtas, ded frdamani,

potem tudi Sofer ni bil dober z njima, rekel je, gremo, hudica,
sploh $e ni prav stopila gor, sploh e ni povedala mami, daima
denarja dovolj, sploh Se.

In Se.
In Se.

In vedno je bilo tako.

A pomembno je, je rekla mama pravi cas, da imad v Zepu
zmeraj kalejdoskop.

ok

Namesto bicikla je kupila jabolka. Tri kile, dvanajst jabolk, in
branjevka se je smejala. Tudi njena pelerina se je smejala in v
Amsterdamu je dezevalo, lilo je kakor iz uma in ona je rekla:
- Kje pa ste jih nabrali, gospa, te deliSese?
Vsi so §li Ze stran, joj, kako se je ulilo, voda je prala Amster-
dam, da bi se stopil, ¢e ne bi bil iz kamna,

gospa je zmajevala z glavo, ni razumela anglescine, ni razu-
mela slovens$cine, ni¢ ni razumela, samo holandsko, in tako
je bila ze mokra, oprostite, gospodic¢na, je rekla, ne razumem.
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Potem ji je podarila zvonec za kolo, ni prav vedela, zakaj, pa
saj ni bilo vazno, joj, kako se je ulilo, in je $la.

Stala je sredi dezja z jabolki in zvoncem v roki, gledala je cez
mokri most in videla, kako ¢lovek na kraju prodaja eno samo
ribo.

Z.ivo, Zivo.

Z brki in belim trebuhom.

%%

Ce bi §li v gorah Pakaraima do gore Ayanganna, bi nagli reko
Potaro, ki tec¢e v reko Essequibo. Vmes gre cez slapove Kaie-
teur in pri slapovih Tumatumarum prinese s seboj dosti zlata
in veliko diamantov. Pri slapovih Tumatumarum mozje in
zene in otroci spirajo zlato in diamante in samo v¢asih jih
tam, v reki Potaro navzdol, med muljem in zlatom obkrozijo
svete ribe, z brki in belim trebuhom.

- Senjor, si dobro, senjor?

Ce bi §li do gore Guosongmucha v kantonu Zadoi v avtonomni
prefekturi Yushu v provinci Qinghai, bi nasli reko Zajaqu, ki
postane reka Lancang Jiang, ki se ji rece tudi Dza Chu, reka s
skal, ki precka provinco Yunnan, kar pomeni juzno od oblakov,
in tam spremeni ime v reko Mekong, v kateri so ribici enkrat
ujeli ogromno re¢no posast, z brki in belim trebuhom, ki so
jo potem pojedli, kajti posast je bila sveta in jim je podaljsala
zivljenje in jim je Zivljenje tudi osrecila. Nihc¢e od ribicev ni
vedel, od kod prihaja reka Mekong, ki so ji govorili sveta reka,
kajti reka Mekong, ki precka provinco juzno od oblakov in Se
prej Tibet in Se prej provinco Quinghai, izvira v gorah, ki so
dale¢ in visoko in so v snegu. Zato dolgo nihce ni vedel, kje
izvira sveta reka in kako se ji re¢e na samem zacetku. Sele pred
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kratkim, $ele nedavno tega, so neki popotniki sledili orlom in
se umikali plazovom, $li so naravnost do izvira in rekli, da ni
nobenega dvoma, reka Mekong se najprej imenuje Zajaqu in
prihaja odgore Guosongmucha, ki je v oblakih.

- Senjor, si dobro, senjor?

V sveti reki Urubamba pod sveto goro Macchu Picchu v ¢asu
nalivov nihce ne lovi, kajti reka je mogoc¢na in vode so divje,
inkovski duhovi pa jemljejo ribe zase in za svoje inkovske
sinove, v divjih vrtincih jih jemljejo pod zemljo in tudi v
nebo. Kdor bi takrat vrgel svoj plovec, bi ga pobralo, plovec in
tudi njega, odnesla bi ga sveta reka Urubamba pod sveto goro
Macchu Picchu, inkovski duhovi bi ga vzeli v zemljo ali v

nebo. Ni videl vrtinca pod nogami, ni slisal dezevja, ki je pri-
hajalo, in ni vedel, kam naj gleda, ko ga je starka

tresla gor in dol, da mu je bilo v Zelodcu slabo:
- Senjor, si dobro, senjor?

Namesto da bi pokimal, se je spomnil, da bo doma zdaj zdaj
zorelo grozdje. Potem se je nanj ulilo dezevije, e ve¢ dezevija,
in starka je rekla, naj pocaka. Potem se je dvignila in je bila
kakor golobica, otresla je glavo kakor golobica in dve dolgi
kiti ¢rnih las je kakor golobica povila med prste in ju spravila
pod klobuk. Potem je sla.

- Jej, senjor, jej

starka je bila dobra z njim, lupila je kuhan krompir in mu ga
polagala na kroznik, in $e druga starka je bila in mu povezo-
vala nogo in tretja starka je ¢uvala njegov plovec, kakor da bi
bil ¢udezen, kakor da.

Kakor da.
Kakor da.
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In tako je bilo do odhoda.

Starke ob rekah so pomembne, si je mislil tisti ¢as, ker imajo
zveze pri drugih starkah.

-
V Amsterdamu ob treh je stala z jabolki in zvoncem v roki,
gledala ¢ez mokri most in ¢lovek na kraju

je prodajal ribo, Zivo, z brki in belim trebuhom.

— Oh, gospod. Po koliko pa je, ta riba?

- Oh, gospodicna. Po koliko pa so bila, ta jabolka?

- Oh,..., celo premozenje za kilo.

- Oh,... , za §tiri jabolka?

Oh, je rekla, lahko se greva tudi matematiko, gospod, lahko se
greva ra¢unanje je igra in postevanko

na prste, lahko stojiva tukaj brez besed, dokler dez ne neha, in
¢e izpustiva vaso ribo zdaj, ko je svet tako

voden, nama bo nemara res odplavala v nebo.

Oh, je rekel ¢lovek, oprostite, gospodi¢na, razumem, pardon.
Pa so dobra?

- Kadar dezuje, Se bolj. Zakaj pa je ziva?
- Kako, riba?

Bela, z brki in z repom cikcak, ¢e pa si jo pogledal v pravem
trenutku in v kalejdoskop, je rekla:

- Kaj pa zdaj?
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PRVI DEL

Popoldne

je sonce vedno sijalo poSevno c¢ez cerkev in vedno je ura
kazala deset ¢ez dve. Bila je deset minut zadaj, ura na zvoniku,
in onidve sta se $pilali pri vaskem potoku, nekaj greznici
podobnega, tam, pod mostom, ki ga je enkrat skoraj odnesla
povodenj in je bil dva dni neprevozen. Oma $e zdaj dobi vrto-
glavico, ko mora preckati mostove, takrat jo je voda nesla od
cerkve do kapele in ji odnesla levi $uh.

Popoldne je sonce vedno sijalo ¢ez kamne na poto¢nem bregu
in alge so se scvrle, Ce si jih vrgel gor.

Onidve sta stali ¢isto pri vodi, prva je rekla, kaj pa zdaj, in
druga: nic se ne sekiraj, jaz vem, kako gre.

Vsekakor sta bili hecna kombinacija, obe iz prvega a, in véasih
sta §li k potoku. Prva je bila malo slabovidna, nosila je blesava
rdeca ocala z blesavo vrvico, za katero je optik vztrajno zago-
tavljal, da je izjemno prakti¢na za majhne otroke in ne ovira
pri igri. Druga je bila mala mi$ iz zakristije, hotela je postati
ministrant, pa je niso vzeli, ker je bila deklica.

Popoldne sta §li k potoku, in ko sta cvrli alge, je ona iz zakristije
rekla, ¢uj, zakaj pa ti nisi kr§cena. Kristus, kake mas, je rekla
ocalarka, nisem pa¢ (pojma ni imela, kako naj razlozi, da je
njena mama nosila Titovo Stafeto in po celem Benediktu nape-
ljala vodovod z brigado, njen ata, tudi rdec, pa je sploh verjel v
teorijo verskega posilstva, kakor je pravil krstu otroka pri dveh
mesecih). Potem pa ti nimas$ ateja pa mame, je vrtala kristjanka,
s krstom vsi dobimo sveto mater Marijo in oceta Boga. Moja
mama je tudi Marija, je rekla oc¢alarka in cerkvena mis jo je tre-
snila po nosu. Ti pa res ni¢ ne ves, saj $e imena nimas, teslo,
vsem ljudem na Zemlji da Bog ime pri svetem krstu.
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In je prva rekla, kaj pa zdaj, in druga: ni¢ se ne sekiraj, jaz
vem, kako gre. Ob deset ¢ez dve po cerkvenem casu je mi$ iz
zakristije vzkliknila, v imenu Oceta in Sina in Svetega duha
te krstim z bozjim imenom Sveta Jana. Cez glavo ji je ulila
pol potoka, da so Sveti Jani lasje $e tri dni smrdeli po gre-
znici. Zemlja je dobila novega bozjega otroka in sonce je Se
vedno sijalo poSevno. Ampak jaz nocem biti Sveta Jana, je
dejal otrok. Ko si star dva meseca, te tudi nihce ne vprasa, kaj
bi rad bil, je rekla ona, ki je vedela, kako gre. Sploh pa to ni

vazno, ime je navsezadnje zgolj malenkost.

Zvecer, ko ni bilo vec sonca, je ura na zvoniku $e vedno kazala
deset ¢ez dve. Sveta Jana je reSevala naloge Racunanje je igra
in si mislila, presneto, ono revo pa je res dobila tisto versko
posilstvo.

Cez dva dni ob deset ¢ez dve se je iz ¢iste formalnosti vpisala
k verouku. Mamo Marijo je od $oka skoraj bog vzel.

DRUGI DEL

Prijela se ga je moc¢no okoli vratu in njemu je bilo povsem
prazno. Povsem prazno mu je bilo v mislih in v krvi in v jetrih
in vsepovsod, videl je samo izvir, ki se je izgubljal v temi, in
zensko, ki mu je trepetala v narocju. Pogledal jo je, ko se ga je
drzala, in rekel:

- S tem uvodom me delas zZiv¢nega, ne vidis, pocasi bom zacel
gristi $e tvoje nohte. In e Ze hoces vedeti, vedno razumem
samo polovico besed, ki jih govoris.

- Ne, prosim, ne zbadaj me zdaj.

- V¢asih niti polovice, ¢e sem iskren. Niti polovice tvojih besed.

148 The European Union Prize for Literature



Natasa Kramberger

Vzel je njene dlani in jih spravil pod koco. Bil je tako prekleto
prazen, da se je premikal ¢isto mehani¢no, prav ti je, majmun,
si je pisnil v brado, kaj si pa mislil, z nosec¢o zensko laziti na
izvir, kdo pa si, sveti Jozef? , vstal je z odeje in jo zavihal
navzgor, ¢ez njo, da je bila ovita v odejast kokon, drgnil je po
njem, da bi ji bilo toplo, drgnil mehanic¢no in brez misli, brez
Custev, brez vsega, mojster legend, si je pisnil v brado, si pa res
mojster legend, Be p i.

- Kaj pravis?
- Vcasih ne razumem niti polovice tvojih besed.
- Niti? Polovice? To bi me ubilo.

Vrgla je glavo vznak in zamizala, Sele zdaj se je vanj vrnil tisti
prejsnji obcutek nemodi, tisti prejsnji obup, ljubse mu je bilo,
ko ni cutil nicesar, zacel jo je drgniti po kokonu, ¢e zaspi v
mrazu, jo bo vzelo, njo in njen trebuh, drgnil jo je kot iz uma,
¢e ji bo toplo, jo bo okrepcalo, spala bo tukaj ob meni vso no¢
in zjutraj se bova vrnila dol.

- Poslusaj me,

zbudila se je vsa nova, vsa sveza,

- Prej nisem mogla koncati, zdaj ti bom pa povedala.

Odprla je oci na $iroko, ¢util je njen pogled v temi, ko je rekla:

~ Sele zadnji¢ sem pomislila, da ti mogoce ne razume§ vseh
mojih besed, ker tudi jaz ne razumem, Kadar mi pravi$, saj
ves$, ko si srecen srecen ali pa jezen jezen, kadar krici$ v tistem
tvojem dialektu, ki se meni zdi kot drdranje lokomotive, to ti
ze moram povedati, da si sme$en, kadar se tako deres, zalju-
bljam se vate vsakic, ko kricis$, dio mio, dio $anto, in vse tiste
o tristo kosmatih, zaljubljam se vate, pri moji veri, v tistih tre-
nutkih si zame tako resnicen, da se mi zdi, kot da se mi odpira
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meso, odpira se mi in ti se mi zaziga$ noter, ¢isto noter, cez
pljuca in v arterije, nobene tvoje besede ne vem, a vse poznam,
govori$ iz mojega trebuha, iz mojih ust, iz mojega obstoja.

Ne spodobi se, Bepi, to ti ze moram povedati, kadar si srecen
sre¢en jezen jezen, da kric¢i§ tiste besede, bog bi ti lahko
zameril, ti pravis, da so vzdihi, vzdihi zivljenja, pravis, zivlje-
nja in ne kletvice, jaz pa ne vem najbolj, ne vem, kaj pomenijo
vse tiste besede, paziti je treba, v¢asih, Bepi, to ti Zze moram
povedati, bog bi ti lahko zameril, ko se jaz zaljubljam.

Zdaj vem, zdaj vem, da bo$ razumel, na koncu bos vse vedel,
¢etudi ne pozna$ mojih besed, ne govoriva istega jezika, nikoli
ga ne bova, ti si grozno okoren pri ucenju in jaz pocasna, tvoj
nizozemsko zveni kot hrskajoca radijska postaja in moj itali-
jansko kakor razkuhan makaron.

Ne govoriva istega jezika, nikoli ga ne bova, a isti je ta jezik,
ki zivi, zivi v mojem mesu, ko te sli$§im, zivi v tvojem, ko
govorim. Kadar me je strah blizine, zaprem meso in misli,
okoli njiju zraste koza, ki razdeli, z Zivim tkivom razdeli dve
bitji, ki se pacita vsaka po svoje, blablabla, takrat ti slisi$ le
besede, ki so tuje, in jaz drdranje lokomotive.

Rada bi ti rekla, Bepi, nekaj tako velikega, rada bi ti rekla za
otroka, ki prihaja, uci ga odpirati meso in misli, brez strahu,
uci ga, kakor si naucil mene, pri moji veri, da je beseda pesem,
Bepi, da je obcutenje pomen.
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un roman fait d’histoires

Natasa Kramberger

Translated from the Slovenian by Leni Mérat

PROLOGUE

Au lieu d’un vélo, elle a acheté des pommes.

Trois kilos, douze pommes, et ¢a faisait rire la vendeuse Et sa
pelerine avec.

- Quand il pleut, elles sont encore meilleures.

A Amsterdam a trois heures, les gouttes tombaient sur le
monde et sur sa pelerine.

Les flaques grossissaient sur les ponts et sur la place du
marché.

Au bord du canal, des voleurs revendaient des vélos.
— Bike, bike.

Au lieu d’un vélo, elle a acheté des pommes.

e

Son arriere-grand pére était musicien de village et il jouait du
cor aux baptémes et aux enterrements.

Son grand-pere était croque-mort, et avant ¢a vendeur en
redevances télé. A ceux qui ne payaient pas, et a ceux qui ne
voulaient pas regarder, il scellait la télé. Avec du scotch et de
la cire.
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Sa mere écrivait des discours funéraires. Elle les lisait habillée
parfois d’un corsage noir, parfois de chaussures noires.

Elle-méme ne savait pas ou regarder, quand le bus est arrivé et
que la porte s’est ouverte. Elle a d’abord poussé son sac a dos
et son sac et sa mere a dit:

- Tu as de l'argent ?

Au lieu de hocher la téte, elle s’est rappelé les sureaux qui
étaient sur le point de fleurir. Puis Lojze est arrivé et a tout
foutu en l'air. Il a demandé si elles avaient a la maison un petit
godet, sa mere lui a dit d’attendre, et elle, elle regardait les
sureaux, les bouleaux et la longue route, puis Lojze s’est fait
engueuler par Fanika:

- Qu’est ce que tu mendies encore, foutu grand-pere ?

Puis le chauffeur leur a mal parlé, il a dit, on y va, bon dieu,
elle n’était pas méme pas encore montée, elle n'avait méme
pas encore dit a sa mere qu’elle avait assez d’argent, méme pas
encore.

Et encore.
Et encore.

Et ¢’était toujours comme qa.

Mais c’est important, a dit sa meére au moment voulu, d’avoir
toujours dans sa poche un kaléidoscope.

6%

Au lieu d’un vélo, elle a acheté des pommes. Trois kilos,
douze pommes, et ¢a faisait rire la vendeuse. Ca faisait rire

152 The European Union Prize for Literature



Natasa Kramberger

sa pelerine aussi et il pleuvait 8 Amsterdam, il pleuvait des
cordes et elle a dit:

- Vous les avez cueillies ou Madame, ces pommes golden ?

Tout le monde était déja parti, mon dieu comme il pleuvait,
I’eau lessivait Amsterdam, qui aurait fondu si elle n’était pas
en pierres, la dame hochait la téte, elle ne comprenait pas
I’anglais, elle ne comprenait pas le slovéne, elle ne comprenait
rien a part I’hollandais, et elle était déja trempée, excusez-moi
mademoiselle, dit-elle, je ne comprends pas.

Puis elle lui a offert une sonnette pour vélo, elle ne savait pas
vraiment pourquoi, mais peu importe, mon dieu comme il
pleuvait, et elle est partie.

Elle restait debout sous la pluie avec ses pommes et sa sonnette
a la main, elle regardait par-dessus le pont mouillé et elle vit
un homme sur le bord qui ne vendait qu'un seul poisson.

Vivant, vivant.

Avec des moustaches et un ventre blanc.

%%

Si on allait dans les montages Pakaraima jusqu’a la montagne
Ayanganna, on y trouverait le fleuve Potaro qui se jette dans le
fleuve Essequibo. Entretemps, il passe par les cascades Kaie-
teur et aux cascades Tumatutumarum il améne avec lui de
l’or et beaucoup de diamants. Aux cascades Tumatutumarum
les hommes, les femmes et les enfants tamisent l'or et les dia-
mants et seulement parfois, la-bas en aval du fleuve Potaro,
entre le limon et l’or, des poissons sacrés les encerclent, avec
des moustaches et des ventres blancs.

- Senior, tu vas bien, senior ?
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Si on allait jusqu’a la montagne Guosongmucha dans le
canton de Zadoi dans la préfecture autonome de Yushu, dans
la province de Qinghai, on y trouverait le fleuve Zajaqu, qui
devient le fleuve Lancang Jiang, qu'on appelle aussi Dza Chu,
le fleuve aux pierres, qui traverse la province de Yunnan, qui
signifie au sud des nuages, et la il change son nom en fleuve
Mékong, cest 1a que des pécheurs ont une fois attrapé une
béte fluviale énorme, avec des moustaches et un ventre blanc,
puis ils 'ont mangée, car cette béte était sacrée et elle leur a
rallongé la vie et elle leur a aussi rendu la vie plus heureuse.
Aucun des pécheurs ne savait d’ou venait le fleuve Mékong,
qu’ils appelaient le fleuve sacré, mais le fleuve Mékong, qui
traverse la province au sud des nuages et avant ¢a le Tibet et
encore avant ¢a la province de Quinghai, a sa source dans les
montagnes, qui sont loin et hautes et sont dans la neige. C’est
pour ¢a que longtemps personne ne savait ou était la source
du fleuve sacré et comment il s’appelait tout au début. Il n’y a
que peu de temps, dans un temps treés proche, que des voya-
geurs en suivant des aigles et en évitant des avalanches, ont
trouvé la source et ont déclaré que sans aucun doute, le fleuve
Mékong s’appelait d’abord Zajaqu et provenait de la montagne
Guosogmucha, qui se trouve dans les nuages.

— Senior, tu vas bien, senior ?

Dans le fleuve sacré Urubamba sous la montagne sacrée
Macchu Picchu, par temps d’inondations, personne ne péche,
car le fleuve est puissant et les eaux sont vives, les esprits
incas attrapent des poissons pour eux et pour leurs enfants
incas, ils les attrapent dans les tourbillons sauvages, pour les
emmener sous terre, et dans le ciel aussi. Quiconque jetterait
son flotteur se ferait emporter, le flotteur et le pécheur avec, le
fleuve sacré Urubamba 'emporterait sous la montagne sacré
Macchu-Picchu, les esprits incas 'emporteraient sous terre ou
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bien dans le ciel. Il n’a pas vu le tourbillon sous ses pieds, il n’a
pas entendu la pluie qui arrivait, il ne savait pas ou regarder,
quand la vieille I’a tellement secoué, qu’il en eu mal au cceur.

- Senior, tu vas bien senior ?

Au lieu de hocher la téte, il sest rappelé le raisin qui était
sur le point de murir chez lui. Puis la pluie s’est déversée sur
lui, encore plus de pluie et la vieille lui a dit d’attendre. Puis
elle s’est levée, comme une colombe, comme une colombe
elle a secoué la téte, comme une colombe elle a enroulé deux
longues tresses noires autour de ses doigts et les a rangées
sous son chapeau. Puis elle est partie.

— Oui, senior, oui.

la vieille était gentille avec lui, elle a épluché une pomme de
terre cuite et I’a posé sur une assiette, il y avait une deuxieme
vieille qui lui bandait le pied et une troisiéme vieille surveillait
son flotteur, comme s’il était magique, comme si.

Comme si.
Comme si.

Et ce fut ainsi jusqu’a son départ.

Les vieilles au bord des fleuves sont importantes, a-t-il pensé
a ce moment-la, parce quelles ont des relations avec d’autres
vieilles.

%
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A Amsterdam a trois heures, elle se tenait avec ses pommes et
sa sonnette a la main, elle regardait par-dessus le pont mouillé
et 'homme sur le bord vendait un poisson, vivant, avec des
moustaches et un ventre blanc.

- Oh, monsieur. Il cotte combien ce poisson ?

— Oh, mademoiselle. Elles ont cotité combien ces pommes ?
- Oh,... , une fortune le kilo.

- Oh, , pour quatre pommes ?

Oh, dit-elle, on peut aussi faire des maths monsieur, on peut
jouer au jeu du calcul ou bien a compter sur ses doigts, on
peut se tenir ici sans un mot, jusqu’a ce que la pluie cesse, et
si l'on libére votre poisson maintenant, que le monde est si
aquatique, il va peut-étre nager jusqu’au ciel.

Oh, a dit’homme, mademoiselle, excusez-moi, je comprends,
pardon. Elles sont bonnes ?

- Quand il pleut, encore meilleures ? Pourquoi est-il vivant?
- Comment ¢a, le poisson ?

Blanc, avec des moustaches et sa queue tac-tac, si on le regarde
au bon moment et dans un kaléidoscope, il dit:

— Et maintenant?
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PREMIERE PARTIE

Laprés-midi

le soleil brillait toujours sur 1’église de biais et il était toujours
deux heures dix a I’horloge. Elle retardait de dix minutes,
I’horloge sur le clocher, et toutes les deux jouaient sur les
bords du ruisseau du village, une sorte de tout-a-1égout,
la-bas, sous le pont, qui fut une fois presque emporté par une
inondation et impraticable pendant deux jours. Grand-meére
a encore le vertige, quand elle doit traverser des ponts, cette
fois-la, 'eau 'avait emmenée de 1’église a la chapelle et lui
avait emporté sa grolle gauche.

Lapres-midi, le soleil brillait toujours sur les rochers des
bords duruisseau, on aurait pu frire des algues dessus. Toutes
les deux se tenaient tout pres de l’eau, la premiere a dit, et
maintenant, et la deuxieme: t'inquiétes, je sais comment ¢a
marche.

Bref, elles formaient une drole d’association, toutes les deux
en CP 1, et parfois elles allaient au ruisseau. La premiere n’y
voyait pas trés clair, elle portait des lunettes rouges débiles
avec un cordon débile, pour lequel l'opticien était convaincu
qu’il était extrémement pratique pour des jeunes enfants et
ne génait pas pour jouer. Lautre était une petite souris de
sacristie, elle aurait voulu devenir enfant de cheeur, mais on
ne ’avait pas pris car c’était une fille.

Lapres-midi, elles sont allées au ruisseau, et alors quelles
faisaient frire des algues, celle de la sacristie a dit, dis donc,
pourquoi tu n’es pas baptisée. Doux Jésus, tu en as de bonnes,
a dit la binoclarde, c’est comme ¢a (elle n’avait aucune idée
comment expliquer que sa mére portait le relais de Tito et
quelle avait construit 'eau courante du Benedikt avec les
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brigades de travail, son pere, un rouge lui aussi, croyait a
la théorie du viol religieux, c’est comme ¢a qu’il appelait le
baptéme d’un enfant de deux mois). Alors tu n’as pas de pére
ni de mere a dit la chrétienne, baptisés nous sommes tous les
enfants de la Sainte Mere Marie et de Dieu le pere. Ma mere
s’appelle Marie aussi dit la binoclarde et la souris d’église lui
donna un coup sur le nez. Tu ne sais décidemment rien, tu n’as
méme pas de nom, crétine, Dieu donne un nom de baptéme a
tous les gens sur terre.

Alors la premiere a dit, et maintenant, et la deuxieme: t’in-
quiétes, je sais comment ¢a marche. A deux heure dix, a
I’heure de I’église, la souris de sacristie s’est exclamée, au nom
du Pére, du Fils et du Saint Esprit je te baptise du Saint nom
de Sainte Jeanne. Puis elle lui a versé la moitié du ruisseau
sur la téte et les cheveux de Sainte Jeanne ont pué les égouts
pendant trois jours. La terre a regu un nouvel enfant de Dieu
et le soleil brillait toujours de biais. Mais moi je ne veux pas
étre Sainte Jeanne disait I'enfant. Quand tu as deux mois, per-
sonne ne te demande ton avis, dit celle qui savait comme ¢a
marchait. Mais tout ¢a n’a pas d’importance, un nom n’est
finalement qu'un petit détail.

Le soir, quand il n’y avait plus de soleil, il était toujours deux
heures dix a I’horloge du clocher. Sainte Jeanne faisait ses
devoirs du jeu du calcul et se disait, zut, 'autre poule mouil-
lée, elle I'a vraiment eu ce viol religieux.

Deux jours plus tard, a dix heures moins dix, elle s’est ins-
crite, par pure convention, au catéchisme. Maman Marie a été
tellement choquée que Dieu a failli la rappeler a lui.
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DEUXIEME PARTIE

Elle I’a attrapé avec force autour du cou et il se sentait com-
pletement vide. Ses pensées étaient vides, son sang, ses tripes,
partout, il ne voyait que la source, qui se perdait dans I'obscu-
rité, et la femme qui tremblotait sur ses genoux. Il la regarde,
comme elle sagrippait a lui et lui dit:

— Avec cette introduction, tu me rends nerveux, tu ne vois pas,
bientot, je vais aussi ronger tes ongles. Et si tu veux vraiment
savoir, je ne comprends que la moitié de ce que tu me dis.

- Non, s’il te plait, ne m’attaque pas maintenant.

- Parfois méme pas la moitié, pour étre honnéte. Méme pas la
moitié de ce que tu dis.

Il a attrapé ses paumes et les a glissées sous la couverture.
Il était tellement satanément vide qu’il bougeait de maniére
mécanique, bien fait, crétin, il a marmonné, tu pensais quoi,
se trainer avec une femme enceinte jusqu’a la source, tu te
prends pour qui, Saint Joseph? Il s’est levé de la couette, I'a
tiré par-dessus elle, pour quelle soit enveloppée dans un
cocon de coton, il a frotté dessus, pour la réchauffer, il frotte
mécaniquement et sans pensée, sans sentiment, sans rien,
expert des légendes, il a marmonné, tu es vraiment un expert
des légendes, Bepi.

- Quest ce que tu dis?
— Parfois je ne comprends méme pas la moitié de ce que tu dis.
- Méme pas ? La moiti¢ ¢ Ca me tuerait.

Elle jette sa téte en arriére et ferme les yeux, ce n’est que main-
tenant qu’il ressent a nouveau cet ancien sentiment d’impuis-
sance, cet ancien désespoir, il préférait quand il ne ressentait
rien, il se remit a frotter le cocon, si elle s'endort dans le froid,
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¢a va 'emporter, elle et son ventre, il la frotte comme un fou,
si elle a chaud, ¢a va la renforcer elle va dormir ici pres de moi
toute la nuit et demain matin on va redescendre.

— Ecoute-moi,
elle s’était réveillée toute nouvelle, toute fraiche.

- Avant je n’ai pas pu terminer, mais maintenant je vais te
dire.

Elle ouvrit grands les yeux, il sentit son regard dans I'obscu-
rité, et elle dit:

- J’ai pensé la derniére fois que peut-étre tu ne comprends pas
tout ce que je dis, parce que moi non plus je ne comprends pas
quand tu me dis, tu sais, que tu es heureux heureux ou faché
taché, quand tu cries dans ton dialecte, qui je trouve ressemble
a un grincement de locomotive, ¢a je dois te le dire, que tu es
ridicule quand tu gueules comme ¢a, je retombe amoureuse
de toi a chaque fois que tu cries, dio mio, dio santo, et tout
le reste plus graveleux, je retombe amoureuse de toi, ma foi,
dans ces moments-la, tu me sembles tellement réel que jai
I'impression que ma chair s'ouvre, elle s'ouvre et tu t’allumes
dedans, vraiment dedans, dans mes poumons et mes arteres,
je ne sais aucun de tes mots mais je connais tout, tu parles
depuis mon ventre, depuis ma bouche, depuis mon existence.

Ca ne se fait pas, Bepi, je dois te le dire aussi, lorsque tu es
heureux heureux faché faché de crier tous ces mots, Dieu
pourrait t’en vouloir, toi tu dis que ce sont des bouffées, des
bouffées de vie, de vie, tu dis, pas des jurons, moi je ne sais
pas vraiment, je ne sais pas ce que veulent dire tous ces mots,
parfois il faut faire attention Bepi, ¢a je dois te le dire, Dieu
pourrait t’en vouloir quand je retombe amoureuse.
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Maintenant je sais, maintenant je sais, que tu vas comprendre,
tu vas finir par tout savoir, méme si tu ne connais pas mes
mots, nous neparlons pas la méme langue, jamais nous ne
parlerons la méme toi tu apprends mal, moi lentement, ton
hollandais sonne comme une station radio grésillante et mon
italien comme une péte trop cuite.

Nous ne parlons pas la méme langue, jamais nous ne parlerons
la méme, mais cette langue-1a est la méme, celle vit qui vit, vit
dans ma chair, quand je t’entends, vit dans la tienne quand je
parle. Quand j’ai peur du rapprochement, je ferme ma chair
et mes pensées, autour d’eux pousse une peau qui partage
a l'aide de tissus vivants deux étres, qui boudent chacun de
leur co6té, blablabla, a ce moment-la tu n’entends que des mots
étrangers et moi le grincement d’une locomotive.

Je voudrais te dire Bepi, une chose énorme, je voudrais te dire
pour l'enfant qui arrive, apprends lui a ouvrir sa chair et ses
pensées, sans peur, apprends lui, comme tu m’as appris, ma
foi, qu'un mot est un poéme, Bepi, qu'une sensation veut dire
quelque chose.
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Biography

Raquel Martinez-Gémez (b.1973) was born in La Mancha in Albacete province. She has a PhD
in Communications Sciences from the Complutense University of Madrid, focusing on Interna-
tional Relations. Her short stories and poetry have received much recognition, and she is cur-
rently finishing her third novel at her home in Sussex, England. She combines her writing with
her work specialising in the field of co-operation and development, and her work for the Inter
Press Service (IPS) news agency. Prior to this, she lived in Mexico, where she worked on part of
her PhD and taught at the Instituto Tecnolégico in Monterrey.

Synopsis

Claudia is a journalist who was born in Oviedo but brought up in Argentina. She returns to
Spain, hoping to make a new start in life, and the first job she lands is in a Madrid cocktail bar,
The Unicorn. She meets Edgar there, who is also in flight from a traumatic past and, like her, he
soon realises it is impossible to start from zero, however hard you try. Claudia and Edgar dwell in
an ambiguous space where imagination and desires roam, and travel between what they would
like to be and what they really are. An encounter with the unicorn gives them an opportunity
to find themselves, an opportunity that is no less wonderful for being unexpected. Sombras de
unicornio is an invitation to come closer to yourself and take flight without ever lifting your feet
off the ground.
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Dunas negras

Una duna negra, de contornos difusos, permanecia
inmévil en el centro de la ciudad, abrazada por viviendas pre-
carias a un lado y casas confortables al otro. Edgar olvidaba
a menudo su existencia y, al subir al cerro de las Noas a con-
templar el horizonte, preferia imaginar un hueco vacio. Pero,
a pesar de sus movimientos esquivos, la mole negra reapare-
cia de repente, al doblar una esquina u optar por una calle.
Entonces la angustia aumentaba y pensaba en la huida.

Desde hacia afos se estaban recogiendo muestras de tierra
de distintos lugares, alejados o cercanos a la duna negra, para
detectar los niveles de plomo. Esa habia sido, por parte de
algunas organizaciones locales, una larga lucha contra el silen-
cio municipal y la compra en cascada de voluntades. Pero la
mayoria de la gente desconocia qué ocurria y muy pocos pen-
saban en mudarse. Los paseantes podian divisar la marca de la
nave industrial escrita en letras rojas desde las colonias residen-
ciales mas antiguas mientras intentaban mantenerse en forma.
Después volvian a casa y cerraban las ventanas herméticamente,
pedian a la trabajadora del hogar que fregara el suelo de nuevoy,
tras un baflo con espuma, salian al jardin a leer las paginas cen-
trales de El Siglo, orgullosos de cumplir con su deber social: el de
informarse de las alianzas entre gentes de buena familia.

Pero unas calles mas abajo, mucho mas cerca de la duna
negra, esos periddicos nunca eran del dia ni se lefan en un
jardin; tampoco se podian vanagloriar de lo bien que salieron
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en la foto. En los barrios del poniente las hojas de los diarios
tapaban los vanos de puertas y ventanas; y la tierra, la misma
sobre la que dormian, cristalizaba la sangre de sus hijos mien-
tras el papel se volvia cada vez mas opaco. En una ocasion,
sefiores de traje gris y guantes de plastico, enviados por la
empresa de la duna negra, llamaron a sus puertas para recoger
muestras de plomo. La zona se llené de maquinas limpiadoras
que absorbian la tierra y de hombres con trajes amarillos que
cambiaron los periddicos por cartones. Eso, y la promesa de
leche para los nifos enfermos, basté para acallar el malestar.

Al cabo de dos semanas todo volvio a llenarse del mismo
polvo. Los mas pequefos, ajenos al peligro que corrian, cons-
trufan con su imaginacién, sobre la tierra envenenada, los
juguetes que nunca tendrian.

Las protestas volvieron y los consejeros de la duna negra,
que era ademas la planta procesadora de metal mas grande del
pais, argumentaron que ellos llegaron primero, que los pobres
se asentaron en tierras de la municipalidad. El nombre del
duefio de la empresa, que vivia a mil kilémetros, salia todos
los afos en la revista de los hombres mas ricos del planeta.
La leyenda de la duna negra fue creciendo sobre la patina de
silencios que la cubrian. Edgar habia aprendido también a
negar los problemas. Durante mucho tiempo no quiso saber,
y evité mirarla de frente, ignorando su presencia detras de la
linea del atardecer. Pero esa negacion termind transforman-
dose en un cafionazo que lo parti6 por la mitad. Un graznido
de un chanaté, negro como la duna, penetré en su oido.

Era la tercera vez que se enfrentaba a la misma cola. Le
sorprendio la fluidez de los turnos. Delante de él, un mucha-
cho de botas puntiagudas y cabello ondulado se ponia y reti-
raba la gorra sin descanso. Parecia nervioso. Edgar cont6 el
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nimero de personas que le antecedian: una, dos, tres, la cuarta
y la quinta parecen ir juntas... , diez. Ya s6lo quedaban diez.
Entonces pensé de nuevo en la gente que se habia manifestado
en la calle Colon, muy cerca del bulevar Revolucion. Todavia
se podian escuchar algunas de sus proclamas, aunque no muy
nitidas. Era por lo del plomo. Edgar escuché en la universi-
dad que la empresa que contaminaba la ciudad habia creado
muchos puestos de trabajo: eso parecia justificarlo todo. Volvié
a pensar en las pancartas hechas de carton, en sus mensajes con
faltas de ortografia y en los ojos del iinico hombre joven que
habia en la manifestacion; los demas eran mujeres y algin jubi-
lado. Todas reclamaban para sus hijos, enfermos, con la sangre
cristalizada, las bolsas de leche prometidas.

Le lleg6 su turno. El funcionario le brind¢ la posibilidad
de pagar la mitad de la multa por la rapidez con la que habia
acudido a abonarla, lo que luego le valdria reproches de sus
compaieros de escuela: Pinche cabron, sacaso eres noruego? A
cambio del desembolso, le devolvieron su matricula. Al salir le
distrajo la crecida del tumulto en la calle. Avanzd sin pensarlo
hasta la procaduria, donde estaban concentrados los manifes-
tantes. Al cabo de unos minutos, un silencio inusual, que parecia
el inicio de algo impredecible, cubrié todo el bulevar. Sinti6 frio.
Un todoterreno de la policia se acercé muy despacio, marcha
atrds, al lugar donde se encontraba la cabeza de la manifesta-
cion. El llanto de un nifo rompid los sonidos del silencio, pero
hizo mas angustiosa la visiéon. De repente, los policias fueron
reuniéndose y caminaron hacia los concentrados. Las madres
con hijos pequefios, temiendo lo peor, comenzaron a disper-
sarse. Edgar se refugié en una tienda de abarrotes, pero per-
manecio en la puerta sin creer lo que estaba viendo. El panico
y los llantos silenciaron las palabras. Decenas de porras fueron
lanzadas con violencia contra el cuerpo del inico joven, politico
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de un partido minoritario en la regién, al que luego acusarian
de instigador. Su mirada se detuvo un instante antes del apaleo.
Después, la policia cargd contra mujeres, ancianas, paseantes,
perros. Algunas pancartas quedaron destrozadas en el suelo.

Mas frio, ausente el llanto agudo.

El periddico del dia siguiente publicé la noticia de la mani-
festacion. Parecia el dictado de una nota de prensa oficial. Se
reconocia el encarcelamiento del dirigente politico, pero se
ocultaban los porrazos que la policia repartié. Esa tarde, Edgar
pensé mucho sobre la duna negra. Se preguntd por qué no
se habian llevado los procesos productivos mas contaminan-
tes del centro de la ciudad, tal vez por la ausencia de una ley
medioambiental que lo exigiera, y por el silencio que impedia
opinar sobre la ubicacidn de esa planta. Nunca le gustaron las
diferencias de la sociedad donde crecié. Tampoco la indiferen-
cia a la que habia que acostumbrarse sin mds. Desde pequeno
le enseniaron a verlo como un mal necesario. Su madre le pro-
hibia abrir la puerta a esa prole de desharrapados que ofrecian
a domicilio, a cambio de unos pesos, todo tipo de servicios,
desde barrer el porche hasta cortar la hierba. Siempre fue a
escuelas privadas, a la que sélo acudian los chicos de barrios
de clase alta. Chicos con ropa de marca, sin picaduras ni
heridas en las piernas, sin remendados en los pantalones, con
los ultimos modelos de zapatillas de deporte. Ninguno jugaba
en la calle con la tierra, todos tenian videoconsolas que com-
praban en San Antonio, Texas, una ciudad de la que podian
imitar su modelo de vida: una casa con jardin privado, tres
televisiones, un perro con el que salir a correr. Los campos de
golf ayudarian a construir el espejismo en medio del desierto,
aunque fuera a costa de acabar con los cauces de sus rios, los
acuiferos, la diversidad del paraje. Una vez anulada cualquier
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visién del futuro, ya no importaba mucho. Ellos vivian el
presente, sobre un coche que les llevaba a su casa, a la uni-
versidad, al cine, a la discoteca... No tenia que juntarse con
aquellos sin nombre que viajaban en camiones destartalados,
aquellos que trabajaban en los ejidos o en las maquilas y que
nunca podrian vivir en su barrio. A Edgar le habian ensefiado
a esconderse, a no sentir ningun tipo de responsabilidad con
la sociedad a la que pertenecia.

Aquella noche la cena fue ligera. Su padre comenté el
suceso entre otras muchas cosas que pasaron en el dia. Estaba
enfurecido por la falta de dureza del cuerpo de policia. Creia
que una acciéon mas rapida, algin muerto quizas, habria
impedido la paralizacion del trafico a esas horas. Mientras
lo escuchaba recordaba lo que habia visto y se le revolvia el
estomago. Tal vez su padre también sobornaba a los periodis-
tas para que no informaran acerca de los salarios basura que
pagaba, la ausencia de contratos, los despidos por maternidad,
la falta de seguridad para manipular las sustancias quimicas.
Se levant6 de la mesa sin pedir permiso. Ya en su cuarto, abrid
su cuaderno y escribid la palabra esquizofrenia. Escribi6 sobre
la contradiccion entre aquello que leia y el comportamiento
que le imponia su contexto social; sobre la mirada libre y el
control férreo de la opinidn; sobre el puiiado de hipocresia
que hacia falta para construir una montana de basura; sobre
el grado de pequefiez mental que cabia en una caja de zapatos.
;Por qué destruimos la belleza con tanta impunidad? ;Por
qué nos creemos artifices de suefios infinitos si s6lo somos un
pufiado de proteinas ciegas?

A pesar de las dunas, ese afio volvieron a florecer los taba-
chines recordandole la irrecuperable felicidad de la inocencia.
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Translated from the Spanish by Peter Bush

Black dunes

A black dune and its hazy outlines remained motionless
in the centre of the city, embraced by precarious housing on
one side and a residential estate on the other. Edgar often
forgot it existed and when he climbed the crag of the Noas
to contemplate the horizon, he preferred to imagine there
was an empty void. But despite all his efforts to dodge it, the
black hump suddenly reappeared when he turned a corner
or decided which street to go down. His inner tension would
deepen and he’d think about making his escape.

For years people had been collecting samples of earth from
different places, near to and far from the black dune, to check
the levels of lead. That was the consequence of a long struggle
waged by a number of local organisations against the munici-
pal council’s silence and the wholesale suborning of individual
consciences. But most people didn’t know what was happening
and very few thought of moving. Joggers could make out the
red-lettered name of the company that owned the industrial
site when they tried to keep fit on the oldest residential estates.
Then they returned home, shut their windows tight and told the
cleaner to scrub the floor again and, after taking a bubble bath,
they’d sit in the garden and read the centre pages of El Siglo,
proud to perform their social duty by bringing themselves up
to speed on the latest betrothals between high falutin’ families.
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But a few streets further down, much closer to the black
dune, the newspapers were never the ones delivered that day
and read in any garden; and people couldn’t boast how smart
they looked in the photos. In the western districts newspaper
pages stood in for doors and windows and the earth, that same
earth on which they slept, was crystallising the blood of their
children as the paper turned darker and darker. Grey-suited
gentlemen wearing plastic gloves, sent by the firm responsi-
ble for the black dune, had once knocked on their doors in
order to collect lead samples. The area was filled with clean-
ing machines that sucked up the earth and yellow-suited men
who substituted cardboard for newspaper. That, alongside the
promise of milk for sick children, was enough to quieten the
unrest.

The same dust impregnated everything within a fort-
night. The youngest children, unaware of the danger they ran,
built toys in their imaginations they would never own on that
poisoned land.

The protests resumed and the consultants for the black
dune, that was also the country’s largest metal processing
plant, argued they had got there first, that the poor were
squatting on municipal land. The name of the company’s
owner, who lived a thousand kilometres away, appeared every
year in the magazine that published the list of the richest men
on the planet. The legend of the black dune kept expanding
over the patina of silences. Edgar had also learned to deny the
problems that existed. For a long time he refused to acknowl-
edge them and avoided looking straight at the dune, ignoring
its presence as twilight fell. But his denial finally turned into
a cannon-blast that split him down the middle. The croak of a
blackbird, as black as the dune, penetrated his inner ear.
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It was the third time he’d faced the same queue. He was
surprised by how quickly your turn came. The boy in front’s
hair was wavy and he wore boots with pointy toes and kept
putting his cap on and off. He seemed on edge. Edgar counted
the number of people in front of him: one, two, three, the
fourth and fifth seemed to be together... ten. Only ten people
left. Then his thoughts returned to the people who'd dem-
onstrated down the calle Colén., so close to bulevar Rev-
olucién that he could hear some of the slogans, though they
weren't that clear. It was about the lead business. Edgar had
heard in the university how the company polluting the city
had created lots of jobs: that apparently justified everything.
He thought once again about the cardboard placards, their
misspelled messages and the eyes of the only young man on
the demonstration; all the others were women and the occa-
sional pensioner. They were demanding the milk supplies
they’d been promised for their sick children whose blood had
crystallised.

His turn came. The clerk gave him the chance to pay half
the fine given he’d come to pay so quickly, something that
would lead to recriminations from his schoolmates: “You little
bastard, you a law-abiding Norwegian now?’ They returned
his number-plate when he paid up. As he walked out, the
turmoil in the street distracted him. He strode unthinkingly
towards the Attorney General’s Office, where the demonstra-
tors had assembled. After a few minutes, an unusual silence,
seemingly signalling the start of something quite unpre-
dictable, descended on the whole boulevard. He went cold.
A police jeep reversed slowly to where the head of the dem-
onstration had come to a halt. A child’s sobbing broke the
deafening silence, but made the scenario even bleaker. The
police suddenly came together and started advancing on the
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protesters. Fearing the worst, mothers with small children
began to scatter. Edgar took refuge in a grocery store, but
stayed in the doorway unable to credit what he was seeing.
Panic and screams of pain silenced the chanting. Dozens
of clubs violently pounded the body of the only young man
present, a minority party politician in the region, who would
later be accused of being the instigator. Edgar’s eyes lingered
for a moment on the beating he was receiving. Then the police
charged on women, old ladies, passers-by and dogs. Some
placards lay in bits and pieces on the ground.

He felt colder and the screaming had stopped.

The next morning’s newspaper reported the demonstra-
tion. It read like an official press communiqué. It revealed that
the political leader had been imprisoned, but said nothing of
the beatings the police had handed out. Edgar thought a lot
about the black dune that evening. He wondered why they
hadn’t taken the most polluting production processes well
away from the city centre: was it because they lacked the nec-
essary environmental legislation, or because of the black out
that prevented opinions being aired about the plant’s loca-
tion. He had never liked the differences in the society in
which he’d grown up. And the indifference you were forced
to accept without more ado. They’d taught him from child-
hood that it was a necessary evil. His mother instructed him
never to open the door to the gang of ragamuffins who’d
knock and offer to do every kind of domestic chore from
sweeping the porch to cutting the grass in exchange for a few
pesos. He had always gone to private schools attended only
by children from the upper class districts. Children who wore
designer fashions, had no bites and bruises on their legs, no
patches on their trousers and always sported the latest leisure
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footwear. Nobody played in a mud street and they all had
games consoles they’d purchased in San Antonio, Texas, a
city the life style of which they could emulate: a house with
a private garden, three televisions, a dog you could take for
a run. The golf links would help create that mirage in the
middle of the desert, although it meant destroying riverbeds,
aquifers and the diversity of the landscape. It didn’t really
matter once any vision of the future had been obliterated.
The lived for the present, in the car that drove them home,
to the university, the cinema, the disco He didn’t have to
mingle with the anonymous people who travelled in rickety
lorries, who worked in fields or factories and could never live
in his neighbourhood. Edgar had been brought up to look
away, to feel no responsibility for the society to which he
belonged.

They ate a light supper that evening. His father com-
mented on what had happened and on the many other events
of the day. He was in a rage because the police had been too
soft. He thought they should have re-acted more quickly,
perhaps killed someone, and that would have prevented the
untimely traffic snarl up that had occurred. As he listened,
Edgar remembered what he’d seen and felt sick. Perhaps his
father also bribed journalists not to report the rubbish wages
he paid, the non-existent contracts, the sacking of pregnant
women or dearth of safety measures for workers handling
chemical substances. He left the table without asking for per-
mission. Back in his bedroom he opened his exercise book
and wrote the word “schizophrenia”. He wrote about the con-
tradiction between what he read and the behaviour imposed
on him by his social position: on the freedom to see and the
iron control of free speech; on the colossal hypocrisy that
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went into building a slag heap; on the level of mental petti-
ness one could fit into a shoe box. Why do we destroy beauty
with such impunity? Why do we think we are the creators of
infinite dreams when we are but a handful of blind proteins?

Despite the dunes, the tabachines flowered again that
year and reminded him of the bliss of innocence that had
gone forever.
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The works of the selected winners (one per country participating in the prize on a rotation
basis) will reach a wider and international audience, and touch readers beyond national and
linguistic borders.

The Prize is co-financed by the Culture Programme of the European Union whose objective is
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- Beacitizen of one of the 11 countries selected
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The books should have been published during the five years before the prize
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Jury members are appointed by national members of EBF, EWC and FEP. National juries are com-

posed by minimum of 3 and a maximum of 5 members.

The jury reports were delivered in the national language, and in English or French translation,
justifying the jury’s choice and providing relevant information on the winner and his/her work.
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