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Ladislav Zednik

Na bfechu Vltavy
stafeny sedi
chytaji ryby

a rovnou je jedi

Ladislav Zednik transiated by Matthew Sweney

Old women sit

on a Vltava spit
baiting for fish
straight to the dish
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Pavel Kalina

Chvila meziprostoru

Aby se lidé citili byt obyvateli svého vlastniho mésta,
potiebuji k tomu pamét. ,Mésto" a ,architektura® vzdycky
ptedpokladaji néjakou formu paméti, néjakou formu ,dé&jin“
— stejné jako poezie. Vztah nového ke starému maZe nabyt
podoby negace. I negace je nicméné vztahem. Celd pamét
mé&sta by ale neméla byt pouze negaci, ani by neméla byt
zcela negovana. Pamét je podminkou identity.

Aby se lidé mohli se svym méstem ztotoZnit, pottebuji
prostor. Trajektorie nasich Zivotii se pohybuji mezi ,malym"
a yvelkym® soukromim. Skola, t¥ad nebo nemocnice
neptedstavuii jesté vefejny prostor. Opravdu vefejny prostor,
prostor, do néhoz muze kazdy bez omezeni vstoupit, zpravidla
vnimame jako negativni formu nasich Zivott. Ulici pouze
prochazime, ¢asto co nejrychleji. Za ,dobré” mésto
povazujeme mésto vybavené mnoha ,vefejnymi“ budovami,
jejichz interiér je ale opét vyhrazen. ,Vefejné“ budovy jako
divadla, galerie ¢i koncertni siné jsou ve skute¢nosti
nevefejné. Toto vyhrazeni maze kdykoli nabyt podoby
vylougeni. Vetejny prostor je ale pravé takovym prostorem,
ktery neni vy-hrazen a z n¢hoz nikdo nemtize byt vyloucen.
Vylouceni z divadla mtize mit stokrat praktické divody. A ma
i naprosto logické opravnéni - je spravné pozadovat po
Cumilovi, aby se stal divikem. To v8ak nic neméni na tom, Ze
jeden z kofenii divadla tkvi v pasijovych hrach pozdniho
sttedovéku, pfi kterych — podobné jako davno pfedtim
v klasické fecké polis — bylo celé mésto scénou a vsichni jeho
obyvatelé bud herci, nebo divaky. Problém moderniho
mésta neni v tom, Ze neni vesnici. Problém moderniho mésta
je v tom, Ze neni pfedmoderni komunou.
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Pavel Kalina transiated by Barbora Hruskovd

In Praise of Interspace

In order for people to feel themselves the citizens of the city
they live in, they need memory. “A city” and “architecture”
presuppose memory as well as “history” in some form at all
times — just like poetry. The manner in which the new relates
to the old can assume the quality of negation. Negation too,
however, is a relation. But the entire memory of a city should
not involve negation only, nor should it be entirely negated.
Memory is a prerequisite for identity.

In order for people to identify with the city they live in,
they need space. The trajectories of our lives oscillate between
the poles of “lesser” and “greater” privacy. A school, an office,
or a hospital do not represent public spaces as yet. We tend
to view public space - the space anyone can enter under no
restrictions — as a negative form in our lives. The streets are
there to be walked through, the quicker the better. We reduce
the notion of a “good” city to a city facilitated with a number
of “public” buildings, the interiors of which are appropriated.
But in fact, these “public” buildings, buildings such as
theatres, galleries, and concerts halls, are not public at all,
for their appropriation may at any time result in exclusion.
Public space is a space which must not be exclusive and
from which one must not be excluded. One’s expulsion from
a theatre might take place on a variety of practical grounds
and might be very easily rationally justified - it is just to
require that a gawker become a spectator. This nevertheless
does not go against the fact that theatre as we know it today
has its roots back in the late medieval passion plays, during
which - as in the ancient Greek polis — the whole city was
a stage, and each and every citizen was either an actor or
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Naplavka nenf normalnim méstskym prostorem.
Niébfezi s naplavkou pod arovni bézného Zivota bylo jednim
z typickych vetejnych prostorii priimyslové éry. Nabfezi
se zveda nad biehem, aby jednou provzdy odstranilo
strach z povodni a definovalo nadfazenost kultury nad
ptirodou. NabteZi se tu pfed ndmi zveda jako hranice,
oddélujici védomi od nevédomi. Neni jisté ndhodou, ze ve
stejné dobg, kdy dochazi k budovani nabtezi, je budovana
i psychoanalyticka teorie. Sigmund Freud mohl byt stejné tak
otcem velkého projektu Rozumu, nahliZejiciho svou vlastni
odvracenou tvaf, jako stavitelem tarasnich stén z kyklopského
zdiva. Po nabtezi lze korzovat. Na naplavku lze pouze sejit
k vykonani hygienickych a policejnich tkonti. Naplavka je
ponechina mezi nabteZim a vodou jako meziprostor, jako
predvédomi - virtualni prostor, kde se shromazduji ty obsahy
mysli, které sice nejsou védomé, ale nebyly vytésnény, a proto

védomi nem4 odpor viiéi jejich navratu.

Do jisté miry teprve nabiezi vytvaii feku jako soucast
nikoli ptirody, ale kultury.

Niplavka je naproti tomu poslednim prahem ptirody,
poslednim slovem ne-rozumu pted jeho kone¢nym
zmlknutim. Niplavka je vylou¢ena z méstského prostoru,
protoZe tvoti jeho vné&jsi hranici. Je pfedsunutym opevnénim.
Teprve postindustrialni civilizace (jakkoli je tento termin
neurdity a nejasny) mfize vstoupit na naplavku. Je to proto,
ze uz nechceme byt ohraniceni a od-hranieni. Sestupem na
naplavku se ziikime svéta Cisté racionality a ptijimame dité

&i primitiva v sobé&.

Niplavka mezi budovou Manesa a VySehradem piedstavuje
jedine¢nou konkretizaci hybridni povahy méstskych naplavek.
Vysehradska, do vody spadajici skila, a vystavni budova-
navodé se ustavily jako ¢elisti svéraku, jenZ definuje nékolik
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a spectator. The problem with the modern city is not that it
is not a village. The problem with the modern city is that it is
not a pre-modern commune.

A quayside is not a usual area of a city. A waterfront with
the quayside below the level of everyday life experience was
one of the public areas typical of the industrial period. The
waterfront rises above the riverbank to once and for all allay
the fears of floods and to define culture’s superiority over
nature. The waterfront rises before our eyes like a divide
separating consciousness and unconsciousness. Surely it is
not a coincidence that at the same time the waterfronts were
being developed, the theory of psychoanalysis was also being
born. Sigmund Freud could just as well have been the father
of the grand project of Reason, beholding his own averted
face, as the constructor of the flood walls made of cyclopean
walling. While one can promenade along the waterfront, the
quayside is a place where one descends only to execute police
orders and practices of hygiene. The quayside is maintained
between the waterfront and the river as an interspace, as
pre-consciousness — a virtual space for accumulation of
those contents of mind, which albeit unconscious were not
displaced, so that the consciousness puts up no resistance
to their return.

To a certain extent it is the waterfront which defines the
river as part of culture rather than nature. The quayside is
quite the opposite, in that it is the ultimate threshold of
nature, the ultimate word of non-Reason that anticipates
its eventual silence. The quayside is excluded from the city
because it forms its exterior border. It is the city’s foremost
fortification. Only the post-industrial revolution (however
imprecise and vague the term is) dares enter the area. It
is because we no longer want to be bordered and fortified.



set metrt méstského meziprostoru. Skala jako manifestace
ptirody, budova Spolku vytvarnych umélct Manes jako
symbol moderni kultury. Nikde jinde na svét€ se nesetkava
vertikala renesanéni vodarenské véze s horizontalou
funkcionalistického bloku, aby vyjadtila protnuti
ptedmoderniho a moderniho mésta. Svétlu a vodé oteviena
budova na mosté uzaviela tuto ¢ast Prahy jako zimek.

Naopak naplavka uzavfena stile jesté neni. Je oteviena
viem myslitelnym setkdnim. Na naplavce je zatim stale jeste
nejkrasnéjsi jeji nesmyslna nahodilost. (A)VOID Floating
Gallery proménila sanitarni stfeva mésta v jeho srdce. Teprve
diky galerii sestoupila na naplavku architektura. Nejprve
v podobé nerealizovaného projektu, sklenénych cocek, které
by mély uzavirat/otevirat jednotlivé kobky v nabtezni zdi,
oteviené pro galerii, poté v podobé kolesového parniku,
dovleceného k naplavce a €asteéné upraveného pro potieby
galerijniho provozu. Ptestoze tuprava lodi zatim zdaleka
nebyla dokonéena, uz jeji soucasny stav je dobrym znamenim,
ze architektura nemusi byt vzdy jen krystalizaci politickych
a ekonomickych vztaht a zavislosti, ale mtze byt zaroven
autonomni silou a zaroven piehybem vetejného prostoru.

Plovouci architektura je vlastné ne-architekturou, protoze
stavba je za normalnich okolnosti zachycena v zemi. Plout
po hladin€ znamen4 ptijmout zvla$tni zptisob pfitomnosti
ve svété a zaroven akceptovat zcela realné ukotveni.

V soucasnosti jsou paluba a podpalubi jen lehce upraveny
pro b&Zné vyuziti. Hlavnim artefaktem, ktery je vystaven,
je parnik sam. Na jeho palubé vyrostl pouze bar, ktery
nestrhava pozornost na sebe, ale naopak vyjadtuje kovove
ptesnou estetiku své zikladny, a na zimu se tu objevi
odstranitelna krabitka sauny. Pod lodi plyne nekoneény,
pokazdé jiny a stale stejny tok feky.
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Descending down on the quayside we abandon the world of
pure rationality and accept the child or the primitive within.

The quayside between the Manes building and the
Vysehrad fort represents a unique concretisation of the hybrid
character of city quaysides. The Vysehrad hill collapsing into
the river and the exhibition-building-on-water stand there
like the jaws of a vice defining several hundred metres of city
interspace. The rocky hill as a manifestation of nature, the
building of the Manes Union of Fine Arts as a symbol of
modern culture. There is no other place in the world where
the vertical of a Renaissance water-tower would thus incline
towards the horizontal of a functionalist block. This block
on a bridge, open to light and water, has closed this part of
Prague like a lock.

The quayside on the other hand has not been closed yet.
It is open to all conceivable kinds of meetings. For the time
being, the most beautiful thing about the quayside is its
irrational arbitrariness. (A)VOID Floating Gallery has turned
the city’s sanitary bowels into its beating heart. It is thanks
to the gallery that architecture has stepped onto the quayside.
First in the form of an unrealised project — glass lenses which
were supposed to un/cover each of the waterfront’s wall
cells — and then in the form of a paddle boat dragged to the
quayside and partially modified according to the needs of
gallery operation. Despite the fact that the reconstruction
of the boat is far from finished, even its present state proves
that architecture does not necessarily have to represent
a mere crystallisation of political or economic relations and
dependencies, but can actually become an autonomous power
and at the same time an overlapping of public space.

In effect, floating architecture is non-architecture, given
that in normal circumstances a structure is embedded in
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Upravou ryze téelovych kobek ve zdi a proménou
nevyuzitého vraku lodi se z nahodilého mikrokosmu
naplavky stava jeden z nejzajimavéjsich méstskych prostorti
Prahy. Architektura zde slouzi jako tykadlo vefejného
prostoru. V ni se meziprostor rozhodl byt nasim
druhym télem.
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the ground. To float on the water’s surface means to accept
both an unconventional kind of presence in the world and

a wholly tangible anchorage at the same time. Presently the
gallery’s deck and lower deck are slightly adjusted in order to
provide for some sort of regular use. Still, the main artefact
the gallery exhibits is the paddle boat itself. On the deck
there is only a bar, which does not draw attention to itself but
quite conversely expresses the metal-precise aesthetics of the
platform, and a removable sauna-box that pops up in winter.
Beneath the boat flows the river — infinite, permanently
changing, and always the same.

The modification of the purely purpose-built cells and the
reconstruction of the unused wreck of the paddle boat have
had the arbitrary microcosm of the quayside become one of
the most intriguing areas of Prague. Here the architecture
operates as the antenna of the public space. And the
interspace inside has resolved to be our second body.
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Ester Fischerové

Srpen 2010

Vztahovy a vztahovaény problémy

vSech lidi se svétem a lidi navzajem

pro¢ nemuzete jit pomaleji, vzdyt vas nikdo
nezabije

Divky chodi ve skupinkach
po prazskych ulicich a placou.
Ty osamélé se sméji, nebot
pochopily, Ze slzy zptisobuji
prazdninové povodné.

Tak pojd, uz pojd, sedneme si

na napil zatopenou lavi¢ku na nabfeZi,

budeme se smat umélym labutim

a snazit se nepfemyslet nad ni¢im,

ani nad pla¢em téch malych divek a stoupajici vodou,
ani nad pulzujici absurditou, ktera roziezava
skute€nost na pokfivené kovové platy a vichni
(kromé divek, vody a labuti)

z ni ohluchnou.
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Ester Fischerova translated by Matthew Sweney

August 2010

Relational and relationship problems

of all people with the world and each other
why can’t you walk more slowly, for nobody’s
killing you

Girls walk in groups
along the Prague streets and cry.
The lonely laugh, for
they understand that tears cause

holiday floods.

So come, come now, let’s sit

on a half-drowned bench by the riverside,
we'll laugh at the artificial swans

and try not to think about anything,

not over the crying of those young girls
and the rising waters,

not over the pulsing absurdity which is slicing
reality onto the warped metal sheets

and all of us

(except the girls, water, and swans)

going deaf from it.
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Nietzsche, feka a pivo

Pfede mnou je feka

vedle mé Nietzsche.

Neni dalezité, Ze je to pravé on. Nejde tu
o filozofii.

Sel kolem, ucitil véni piva

a tak si ptisedl.

Sikujou se mi myslenky
vybublavaji

A Nietzsche ani feka neslysi, nemluvi.

Ptizraky vyrvorené v lidské hlave
nejsou nadany schopnosti veéi, natozpak
vodni toky.

Nejspis budu nucena
mluvit s tebou

tla¢ena situaci i Nietzschem
bezvyhradng, bezvychodné
s tebou

Sly3is?
Nehraje hudba sfér!
To se jen do rytmu vini

mozkomi$ni mok.
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Nietzsche, the River, and Beer

Before me the river

beside me Nietzsche.

It's not important that it's him. This is
not about philosophy.

He walked by, caught the aroma of beer
and sat down.

My thoughts are lining up
bubbling

Neither Nietzsche nor the river hears nor speaks.

Phantoms created in the human mind
are not gifted with the capacity for speech, much less
waterways.

I'll probably be forced

to speak to you

pressed by the situation and Nietzsche
unreservedly, undeservedly

with you

You hear?

The music of the spheres is not playing!
It’s just the cerebrospinal fluid,

waving in the rhythm.
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Jakub Rehak

Past na Brigitu

hlasy se valeji na nedélni dece

lechtaji mésto na btise

nevidim z okna nic neZ patra knih

nic neZ ztracené kusy papiru

v tu chvili useddm za sttl a jen tak civim
celé dlouhé hodiny

pozdé&ji usindm

jsem plny spanku

nikdo nema vic spanku nez ja

znam ten ddm naproti

ddm na Petrském namésti

diim s mnoha zdmky a vstupnimi dvetmi
ddm s rotujicim pricelim

cely ho ptivezli z Ruska

okna v piizemi se dotykaji ¢ela
potaji pfechazime v pokojich
bloudime rozestlanymi pefinami
plisent prortista kazdy nas pohyb
nas tajny hrad z pradla

pavouci spousti se na nitich

do otevienych ast

kos zpiva pod podlahou

chytil jsem & na zvuk

Brigito

to si pamatuj na zvuk dfeva a kovu
mysi zvuk

za zavfenymi okny pr3elo nékolik dni
nikdo neodpovidal
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Jakub I‘thék translated by Veronika Francovéd

The Trap for Brigita

voices lying on a Sunday blanket

tickling the town’s belly

I see nothing but storeys of books out of the window
nothing but lost paper scraps

now I will seat myself at the table, staring

for long hours

then falling asleep

I am full of sleep

no one owns more sleep than I do

I know the opposite house

the house in Peter’s Square

the house with many locks and front doors
the house with a rotating fagade

they brought the entire thing from Russia
the ground windows touching our foreheads
we pace the rooms in secret

wandering through the outspread duvets

the mould growing with our every movement
our secret castle made of clothes

the spiders roping down on threads

into open mouths

a blackbird singing under the floor

I have lured you by sound

Brigita

remember that - the sound of wood and metal
the sound of mice

it was raining for some days behind closed windows
nobody answered
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z nohavic byl citit &aj

Cern4 smitka

z ofi mi padaly ttrzky kaze
kruhy pod o¢ima

usinam ale na schodisti nedéje se nic
jen cinkdni mé&dénych $pehyrek

udery rachoticich zdmka

dusno

sousedé najemnici vstavaji divi se
jedina noha nezvitila schodisté po celé roky
ted jsme tu my

Zivot je vic nez vzduch

#ikas mi s pfezkou na stehné

s prezkou ktera se mi tolik libi

pozdé&ji se probouzi$ mezi zdmi

co maji barvu a chut Zloutnouciho syra

uz bézi vecer

Brigito

hranice zdi a mésta
mésta a zdi

nedava odpovéd

stin sukné

tfepot papirového sacku
s pokréenou ryskou
nedava odpoved

nemas co ztratit

Brigito

uz jsi to pochopila

v ptidtim Zivoté bude$ roznaset postu
po Smichovském nadrazi

puncochy s hnédymi prouzky
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the trouser legs smelled of tea

black specks

shreds of skin kept falling from my eyes
rings under my eyes

I am falling asleep but there is no sound from the stairs
only the clinking of copper spyholes

strokes of rattling locks

close air

tenants neighbours get up in surprise

no foot has stirred up the stairs for ages

now here we are

life is more than air

you say to me with a garter belt around your thigh
the garter belt I like so much

later you wake up between walls

that look and taste like yellowing cheese

the evening has come

Brigita

the boundary between the walls and the city
between the city and the walls

giving no answer

the skirt’s shadow

the shiver of a paper bag

with a wrinkled mark

giving no answer

you have nothing to lose

Brigita

you have understood already

in the next life you will deliver the mail
in Smichov station

brown striped stockings
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v pribéhu let proméni se
v Cernou sitovinu v ¢ernou m¥iz O
tvé rty se obtisknou na sklo

kuchyné v pét hodin rano

slysis to

podél nabfezi to dyma

slysis to

auta odvazeji ranéni téla

ukryta ve sklepech na uhli

nékolik lidi spécha k barikdadam

od Rudolfina stoupa kou#

kam bé&zis?

nechces to vidét

nemas co ztratit

uz jsi to pochopila

jediné co chci je

stréit ti do zadku prst

aby ses skrz n&j mohla divat

citi$ to Brigito?

horky chodnik t& pfikryva
vchazis do kfovi a uléhas na zem IR
vlhka tézka viiné na nabfezi

hnijici kusy dfeva zborcené do vody

pobliz zelezni¢niho mostu na Vytoni

cestitky potkanich hnizd

zavéje navatého pisku podél vytazenych sukni

uléhas na zem

svlékas si Saty a potom se to stane

citi§ Ze &as se pieléva

je jako velka kapsa vody

nabyva téla

mizes jej uchopit rukou
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in the course of the years turned

into a black netting into black bars

the mark of your lips on the kitchen glass
at five in the morning

you can hear it

the smoke along the riverbank

you can hear it

the cars carrying wounded bodies
hidden in the coal cellars

several people rushing to the barricades
the smoke rising above the Rudolfinum
where are you running?

you do not want to see it

you have nothing to lose

you have understood already

the only thing I want is

to stick my finger in your ass

so that you could see through it

can you feel it Brigita?

the hot pavement is covering you

you enter the thicket and lay on the ground

heavy humid smell on the riverbank

rotting chunks of wood tumbled down into the water
near the railway bridge at Vyton

paths of the rat nests

drifts of wind-blown sand along hitched-up skirts
you lay on the ground

you take off your dress and then it happens

you feel time is flowing

like a great pouch of water

it takes shape

you can pick it up with your hand
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anebo pojmout tsty

hvizd pronika skrz seviené prsty
naha kaze uvnitf ruda

stény prsty uryvky ktize

slida nehtt ve zdi jako v dlani
zvuk bosych nohou anebo pohyb
unavenych rukou

vklinénych do cizich dlani

jen okamzik

a mé&kké prostory
v teple téla

v zakoutich latky

maji navrch

co je to

vystrazné znameni

diim s mnoha zdmky a vstupnimi dvetmi
ddm s rotujicim pricelim

slysel jsem t& dobfte

Brigito Selesti$

v masce Cervotoce

sosky na vnitini strané vicek

zaviraji ofi a ty ptjcujes jim jediny zvuk
kterého jsou schopny

pozdéji jsi okusovala jablko v cizich astech
v tvém nose bydlel cvréek

antény 3evelily na stfechach

den drolil se z opryskanych zdi

chytil jsem & na zvuk

zvuk dfeva a kovu

mysi zvuk

past sklapla

zpival jsem pod podlahou
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or swallow it with your mouth

a whistle through tight-clenched fingers

naked skin red on the inside

walls fingers shreds of skin

the mica of fingernails in the wall like in one’s palm
the sound of bare feet or 2 movement

of tired hands

wedged into someone else’s palms

just 2 moment

soft spaces

in the warmth of the body
in the nook of the cloth
getting the upper hand

what is it

some warning sign

the house with many locks and front doors
the house with a rotating fagade

I heard you well

Brigita you rustle

in the mask of 2 woodworm

the figures beneath your eyelids

close their eyes and you lend them the only sound
they are capable of

later you nibbled on an apple in someone else’s mouth
a cricket occupied your nose

antennas whispered on the roofs

the day crumbled off the flaking walls

I have lured you by sound

the sound of wood and metal

the sound of mice

the trap clapped shut

I sang under the floor
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Ewald Murrer

Nékdy sedim u okna a divim se ven
Tam kde je feka

Pied o¢ima se mi st¥id4 svétlo a tma
Jsem nehybny

a nemam strach
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Ewald Murrer transiated by Matthew Sweney

Sometimes I sit by the window and look out
There where the river is

Light and dark alternating before my eyes
I'm still

and not afraid
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Mésto slasti smutku

Zas klekani v soumraku zni nervézni.
Na stolech kavaren vody jsou tyfézni.

Zas jako ptizrak
podél zdi jdu ptikréen.
Neznim a nepoznin

zadnou z prochazejicich Zen.
Zvoni hrana ka$mirovych §al,

na nebi tichy andél laserovy
v dlanich zrcadli mgj zal.
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City of Exquisite Sorrow

Again the angelus at twilight sounds nervous.
On the café tables, the water’s like typhus.

Again like a phantom

I hobble along,

Unknown and unrecognised
by the female throng.

The bells of cashmere scarves toll,
a silent laser angel in the sky
reflects the woe in my soul.
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Medové svétlo vecera

je jako kalna voda.

Jsme blizko dna

a dlazba ulic

je bahnity breh.

Ptaci jsou ryby.

A mésic nad nami

je jen odrazem na hlading

vlnicim se v nepoznanych vyskach.
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The honey light of evening

is like cloudy water.

We're near the bottom

and the paving stones

are the muddy shore.

Birds are fish.

And the moon above us

is only reflected on the surface,
rippling at heights unknown.
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Nad Vltavou plyne st¥ib¥ity opar

Hutnymi mraky s otisky ptacich patatka
tiSe proplouvaji ryby s tipytivymi Supinami.
Lodg stoupaji spleti ¢ar perokreseb stromit
jako nesly$né paternostery do nebe.

U dna ¢iha pravéka nestviira.

Ruce se hteji na $alcich &aje,

drobky z kolatt kiupou pod nohama.
Divam se z okna a pisi basen.

Nekde velice velice daleko

vle¢e pan Mélnik t&Zkou bednu do schodi.
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Silver Mist Pouring over the Vltava

Through massive clouds scratched by birds
fish with glittering scales swim silently.
Ships rise in a maze of line-drawn trees

like inaudible paternosters to heaven.

A prehistoric monster lurking at the bottom.

Hands warming on cups of tea,

cake crumbs crackling underfoot.

I look out the window and write a poem.
Sometimes very, very far away

Mr Mélnik lugs a heavy crate upstairs.
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Nostalgie

Jako domem s prazdnou ozvénou
prochdzim méstem
v némz lidé nehovoti.

Jsou stopy ve snéhu,
které nikde nekonéi,

jsou ptaci k¥idla potrhana
v kolejnicich cest.

A krvavé kapky
bez ptavodu

sladnou na rtech mléenlivych divek.

Jak krasn& byvalo v tomto méstg,
nez ptival cizi vitr

a vzal sebou do dalky

nase nékdejsi pfani.
Nikdo uz se nepokusi
postavit most pies feku
a piejit jeji vody
suchou nohou?
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Nostalgia

I walk through town
it’s a house with an empty echo
in which people do not speak.

There are footprints in the snow
which end nowhere,

there are tattered birds’ wings
in the tram tracks.

And drops of blood
with no origin
sweeten the lips of taciturn gitls.

How beautiful it was in this town

before the torrent of the foreign wind

took afar
our sometime wishes.

Has anyone ever tried

to build a bridge across the river
and cross its waters

with dry feet?

t1



Létaji jesté nékde pavouli vlakna?
Zastavi nas jesté
medové svétlo soumraku

a pfiméje k zasnéni?

Vlci jsou bliz, nez by se zdalo,
na pfedmésti jiz stromy vristaji do doma

a v jejich vétvich se usazuje noc.




Does spiders’ silk still fly anywhere?
Does the honey light of evening
still stop us in our tracks

and spur us on to dreaming?

The wolves are closer than it seems
in suburban houses the trees are already taking root
and the night is settling in their branches.






















Viktor Spadek

Jenomze ob¢as mi v tom mém téZce vybojovaném klidu
najezi vlasy podivny, sviravy pocit.

Jako by mé néco mohutného, velkolepého
nékde tise mijelo.

Jako bych byl na té své chatrné pramicce
na néjaké veliké fece

a citil,

jak se kdesi v mlze po proudu

kolem mé pomalu sune

a odplouva

obrovska vyletni lod.

Obrovska vyletni lod
plna lidi,

kteti o mné védi,

ale mléi.
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Viktor épaéek translated by Matthew Sweney

It’s just that sometimes, in my hard-won peace and quiet,
a strange, gripping feeling stands my hair on end.

As if something big, massive

has somewhere quietly passed me by.

As if T were in my clapped-out rowboat

on some huge river

and felt

somewhere in the mist downstream

slowly pushing around me

then sailing away -

an enormous cruise ship.

An enormous cruise ship,
full of people,

who are aware of me,

but say nothing.
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Josef Straka

U Odry

nékde se ztratim

zapomnétlivy druh €asu

a mista, kterd se mi oteviraji zcela jinak

o nichz ale vim zoufale mélo

par travin, pohled na bazinaté laguny

nékolik lidi na ostrtivcich

co &ekaji, az pro né ptijede maly kluk v lodce,
aby je pfevezl na druhou stranu

splet cest, vyhled na zklidnénou feku

tikam, jesté se stale vracim

pokralovani jako natrzena stranka

ptebilim pak hluché zdi dnt

a netvrdim jiz ,dom“

prst zabodnu v mapu, kterou jsem vytahl
z batohu

pomackanou od penézenek, kazdou pro jinou
ménu, skladaci bundy a destniku
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Josef Straka translated by David Vichnar

At the Odra

somewhere I get lost
the forgetful companion of time
and place, which open up for me very differently
about which I know desperately little
some grasses, a view of boggy lagoons
a few people on the islets
waiting for the lad in the boat to come take them
to the other side
a welter of pathways, an outlook on the river now calm
I say, I still keep on returning
continuation like a slightly torn page
I shall whitewash the deaf walls of days
no longer claiming “homeward”
finger jabbed into a map taken
out of my backpack
crumpled from wallets, each for a different currency,
a fold-up coat & an umbrella
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Frankfurt nad Odrou

’

prochazim, &asti slov, které jsou uz soucasti
historie té malé, obycejné

diky vyluce na trati pak ¢ekdm s dalsimi
na nahradni spoj

nékolik vesnic v naoranzovélém oparu, zapad
slunce, kterému, zda se, jesté ujizdime

Petersdorf, Jakobsdorf, Briessen

lidé na zastavkach, kteii s velkymi rozpaky
pteslapuji na nastupistich

nikdy tady podobny autobus nejel, jejich obavy

a také dleva, kdyz nakonec ptijizdi

tésné nez padla tma

nakupni tagky, kabely ptes rameno s napisem
Adidas forever, sitovka, ¢erny kufr ptivazany
bilou tkanici k madlu

lidé ml&i, zpozdéni velera se uz neda nikterak
dohonit

St



Frankfurt (Oder)

I pass, shreds of words already part of
history of the small ordinary one,
due to the track closure I wait with the others
for a surrogate bus connection
a few villages in an orangish haze,
a sundown we still seem to escape from
Petersdorf, Jakobsdorf, Briessen
people on the stops, awkwardly
dragging their feet on the platforms
never has a similar bus passed through here, their worries
and also relief at seeing it come at last
just before darkness falls
shopping bags, shoulder bags with
Adidas Forever logos, a net bag, a black suitcase
tied to a handrail by a white shoestring
people keep quiet, the delay of the evening never
to be made up for
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¢«
,Odra

Premyslim, jaké je to zaZivat posledni rok
v cizi zemi

chiméra?

nepodatené cesty do mést konéici
na -in a -ol?

nebo do nékterych jinych

zapisky, drmlani, vy$teknuté hlasky

listky procvaknuté nemluvnym priivod&im,
ktery jen ukazuje smér na tdaji uvedeném
vpravo dole

jdu pak po hrani¢ni ¢ate, kterou pak st¥ida feka

obch4azim misto, které se pted valkou
jmenovalo Kolonie

dnes jen osamély traktor s radlici
na sekani travy

ohrada s berany a ukazatel : Cil 5 km

konéici cyklostezka o par stovek metra dal

lidé na kolech lehce zmateni v namodralém
soumraku ukrytého slunce

ted byt na chvilku ztracen

dvé zemé, kde nejsi domacim a nejsi vlastné
ani v jedné z nich

do¢asny mimoprostor

vydrzet v ném az do posledni kavy na ostrovg,

kams doputoval po dievéném spojovacim mosté
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The “Odra”

[ reflect on what it’s like to be spending the last year
in a foreign country

a chimera?

unsuccessful journeys into cities ending
with -in and -ol?

or into some others

notes, pattering, vowels yelped out

tickets punched by a taciturn conductor,

who merely points to the direction indicated below
on the right

I then follow the borderline, seguing into a river

< walking round a place
called Kolonie before the war
today just a lonesome tractor with a blade
for cutting grass
\"_’:/ an enclosure with rams and an indicator: 5 km to Destination
) a few hundred metres on a bike path ending
N~ cyclists slightly bemused in the bluish

dusk of the hidden sun

to be lost for a moment now

two countries you're not at home in, not quite present
in either of them

temporary outsidespace

%\ to endure till the last cup of coffee on the island you've reached by

— a wooden connecting bridge

SF



nékolik stolt, bily vysoky stan

pod kterym asi dvoumetrovy muz oh#iva parky

naznaluje slevu, za hodinu pry bude zhaset
plamen

slova, osaméla dvojice snici o spole¢ném zZivoté

sedi dole u trav

neruSend a bez pohybu.



a few tables, a tall white tent
under which a 6 ft. 6 in. man is heating up sausages
suggesting a discount, in an hour

the fire will be out,
he says words, a lone couple dreaming of a life together
sitting down by the grasses
untroubled and motionless.

.
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jit timto méstem a v ptestavkach - jinymi

nikdy vlastn& nebyt zcela ptitomen

pauzy a miSeni hlast

vestibuly, podchody do dolnich podlazi

podzemni trasy

nadchody nad kupnimi centry

zaznamenat, zmizet a zase se objevit u feky v pfedminulém

mésté

00

/]

oy

.



[

i |

to walk through this city and during breaks — by other means

to never be quite fully present

pauses and voices mixing

vestibules, underpasses into underground floors

subterranean routes

overpasses above shopping malls

to record, to vanish and appear again by the river in the past-perfect
city
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Tomas Cada

Mésto 1

Uz ve étrnacti byla Zena

Na svét se profezala mofem krve
Kdy?7 ji v sedmnacti

z touhy malem utopili chlapi

s kotvou na ruce

Radéji se rozcupovala o kameny
neZ by byla po vali

Od tehdy zapaluje cigarety svitkou

Co vydech Jeden namotnik

6%




Tom4as Cada translated by Bernie Higgins and Tomdas Mika

City I

Already a woman at fourteen

She cut herself into the world through a sea of blood
At seventeen

when the desire of men

with anchors on their arms

almost drowned her

She chose rather to smash herself against the rocks
than bend to their will.

Since then she lights her cigarettes with a candle
Each exhalation One sailor
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Mésto 11

Usti do ngj

rozdrobené zivoty
vykofenéna srdce

i pate¢ni smrti bez umiracku

Usti do ngj

jalové feti u piva

smutky cimbrbalovych princezen
okoralé vzpominky chmyftivych babitek

Jsi v ném vrostly vyk¥ic¢enou jistotou
Ta krajina se v tebe zasila

Jeji pupeny v tobé boli

Muceni jara ptekryje mléenliva teka
Co v3e s klidem utopi
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City II

W

All flows into the flow
fragmented lives

rootless hearts

and Friday’s unlamented deaths

All flows into the flow

idle talk over beers

the sorrows of barn dance princesses
stale memories of fluffy grandmothers

You're rooted into it by a shrill certainty
The landscape is planted in you
In you its buds hurt

The river flows silently over the torture of spring
And drowns everything quite calmly
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Sylva Fischerovéa

Praha ptichoziho

nejlip

Nikdo mi nefek jak se ma Zit a kdy se \

pije bolehlav
z ¢i rukou a na kterého svatého /K

Nikdo mi nefek jak se chodi noénim méstem

aby nebyl slyset plac :
ten neustaly pla¢ luceren a tramvajovych dveti \

co prochazi skvirami mezi lidmi

jako od nekonetna po nekoneéno natazena \

. N4 Ve ///

nejvy$si struna housli o

Praha je veliky studeny kvddr kdy? padne -
noc a ta noc je pod tim kvidrem —
chodim po jeho hrané a nahove a dole T
mluvi lidé jsou si sebou tak jisti —_—
jako labuté na Viravé -

<

ranni snidant _

ale mné nikdo nefek jak chodit
po hrané kvadru
na kterém rohu spadnout
a na kterém chytat duté ptaci kosti
Z dutych kosti jsme si udélali
syrinx
a hrajem na nabtezi
i kdyZ nam nikdo netfek
7e syrinx je a my jsme a dat to dohromady je
krasny
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Sylva Fischerovi translated by Matthew Sweney

The Newcomer’s Prague

Nobody told me how to live and when
best
to drink hemlock
and from whose hand and to what saint

Nobody told me how to walk through the night town
so as not to hear the crying
that constant crying of the lamps and the tram doors
running through the crevices between people
like the high string of a violin

taut between the two ends of infinity

Prague is a grear cold block when night falls
and thar night is beneath the block
I walk along its edge and up and down
people talk, so sure of themselves

like the swans on the Virava
of their morning breakfast

but nobody told me how to walk
along the edge of the block
on which corner to fall
on which corner to catch hollow bird bones
From the hollow bones we made
pan pipes
and we play on the bank
even if nobody told us
that pan pipes are and we are and to get it all together is
beautiful

— 1



ze Praha je veliky dryak fedény Vltavou
ze se v sob& pteléva jako prezidentska vlajka
na Hrad¢

a jako ona i Praha nékdy mizi

a to je kone¢né ¢as zjistit kdo jsme
a jak daleko je laska.

12




that Prague is a giant barrel of rotgut diluted by the Vltava
that roils like the presidential flag furling over
the Castle
and like the flag even Prague will someday disappear

and the time will finally come to find out who we are
and how far away love is.
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Vyméfovaci lod a maslové kolacky
(Praha-Evropa)

To zaslechnuté

to nadechnuté co citi3
za rohem domu

sbira se

k tvaru

Vymétovaci lod
pluje po Vltave
a MASLOVE KOLACKY

na letaku ve vyloze

Na nabtezi a v ulicich

to vydechnuté

to dodechnuté

svét neprodysny, pietfeny
Stétcem,

prelakované kvetouci
jablong,

emailové hlohy

- a ptece dech a podoba
nahody

gondoliér pluje po Vltavé
a tradice

je maska

na benatském plese,

zivé mrtvoly, sarkofagy
vedlejsich dgjin,
paralelnich vesmirt

Fr




translated by the author, Stuart Friebert and A. J. Hauner

A Measuring Boat and Butter Cakes
(Prague-Europe)

Something heard -
breathed in and felt
around the corner,
heading towards

a shape

A measuring boat
sails down the Vltava,
and BUTTER CAKES

on a poster in a shopwindow

On riverbanks and in the streets
something’s

breathed out

the world airtight, recoated
with a brush,

revarnished appletrees,
enameled hawthorns

in blossom

and still, a breath and a sketch
of chance.

a gondolier sails on the Vltava
and tradition

is a mask

at the Venetian carnival,
living corpses, sarcophagi of
next-door history,

of parallel universes
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nasich moZnosti,

vie pfemalovano

dovezenymi vzory,

Galie zaalpsks, italsti

mistfi, k tomu pfisyp

kofeni

mistnich nebes

a erotiky,

ach téch kyvajicich
akademickych paprik,

vie presazeno prevrstveno, kde
je to pavodni ryzi

Ja dgjin, svét

zasemenény symboly, sim
symbol? znak

ptelakovany, davno pfevateny a
provafeny,

jehoZ oznacované

je vzdycky za rohem

v rybim

mlCeni dé&jin,

kde? kde jinde

nez doma,

svatebni ddm Nuance na Narodni t¥idg,
svatba nuance s nuanci,

ach t&ch maslovych kolacka

a vyméfovaci lod s gondoliérem
pluje po Vltave
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of our potentialities,

all repainted with imported patterns,
transalpine Gaul, Italian

masters, pour in some more
spices

of local heavens and of

erotica,

oh those nodding academic

old geezer cucumbers,
everything’s replanted,
supplanted, so where

is the original, pure

“I” of history, a world

seeded with symbols, itself

a symbol? A sign

revarnished, long overcooked and
over, rooked, whose signifié

is always around the corner

in the fishy

silence of history,

where? Where else besides

home -

a Wedding House called NUANCE
on National Avenue,

wedding of a nuance to a nuance,
oh those butter cakes

and the measuring boat with a gondolier

sailing down the Vltava

17
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Richard Katrovas prelozil Josef Rauvolf

~3
Most inteligence §\§
R

Kdyby byl Hart Crane Cech a uracil se zit §
az do tfiapadesatého, mohl toho klidné udélat vic §
nez jen obdivovat néjaky most, protoZe v tomhle roce R
Stalinovy smrti prazsti umélci a intelektualové - \§
ale pouze ti, které musela partaj po ,elegantnim pu&i® \
v roce 1948 napravit — dokoncovali

sviij most ptes Vltavu.

Nosili si kazdé rano obéd v tasce?

Nadavali, proklinali a posklebovali se,

kdyZ se k nim mistr oto¢il zady? A byli tam mistii?
Anebo snad kazdy muz (byly tam zeny?) plnil sv@ij kol
bez toho, Ze by ho popohanél étos jeho t¥idy?

Z jedenacti mostii na patefi Prahy

stoji jako ten nejomlacenéjsi a nejméné potiebny.

Ze silnice, jez vede z mésta, jsou vidét

trsy travy a plevele derouci se zrezivélymi

nosniky, pies které, jak tvrdi nekteti, vlaky ptejizdéji
jen ztidka,

vimnete si prasklin plnych pavudin

v tmavém betonu sloupt, které se zvedaji z vody jako
mokré khaki nohavice starych rybati.

Je pro ty, které jejich touha po burzoazni slavé
odtrhla od jejich prace, aby tu dfeli,

ironickou ttéchou, ze

ackoliv je prace podstatou identity,

zlistava tolik oslavovanych délnika bezejmennych?

Anonymni kosti generaci lzou o
hadovitém rozsahu davné ¢inské bazlivosti;
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Richard Katrovas

The Bridge of Intelllectuals

If Crane had been a Czech, and deigned to live
till ’53, he might have more than praised

a bridge, for in that year of Stalin’s death,
artists and intellectuals of Prague -

but only those the Party had to fix

after an “elegant coup” in 48 -

finished their bridge across the Vltava.

Each morning did they bring their lunch in bags?
Did they bitch and curse and clown around behind
the foremen's backs? Were there foremen? Or did
each man (were there women?) pull his weight
unprodded by the ethos of his class?

Of eleven bridges down the spine of Prague

it stands the shabbiest and least necessary.

From the road leaving town one sees the tufts

of grass and weeds muscling through the rusted
transoms that trains, some say, must rarely cross,
and notes the webbed faults in the dark concrete
of columns lifting from the water like

wet khaki pantlegs of old fishermen.

To those whose ambitions for bourgeois fame

got them torn from their tasks to labor here,

is there ironic consolation that,

as work is a matter of identity,

so many praised workers remain unnamed?

Anonymous bones of generations lie
the snaking length of China’s ancient shyness;
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neznami ulednici ustédiovali rany,

které na tvafe méné vyznamnych andéla

na mistrovské hradbé nanasely nebeskou zat.

Stejni bezvyznamni, hloupi muzi&ci,

co urvali kvét generace z jeho

zivouciho uponku, sledovali, jak se ten jejich most droli,
a i kdyz tenhle $patny vtip stoji nepouzivany

a polorozpadly na okraji mésta,

mozna si jeho ,rehabilitovani® budovatelé -

dnes uz vétsinou mrevi, byt nékteti bezpochyby stale
pracuji rozhazeni po celé Praze, v malych bytech,
sami - pfipadaji ve své trpkosti pomsténi,

pokud ovsem trpkost ptezije absurditu.

Rad bych v&dél, jestli jednou, dvakrat do roka

né&jaky stary muz, jehoZ ruce jsou ochablé od

jalového hloubant,

ptijede autobusem nebo autem, aby na chvili pohledél
a jen Zasnul, Ze to je$té stoji.
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unknown apprentices applied the strokes

that smeared celestial radiance onto cheeks

of lesser angels in the master works.

Such petty, silly little men who snapped

the blossom of a generation from

its living vine have watched their own bridge crumble,
and even as this bad joke stands unused,
dilapidated on the edge of town,

perhaps its “rehabilitated builders” -

most dead by now, though some, no doubt, at work
scattered throughout Prague, in little flats,

alone - feel vindicated in their bitterness,

if bitterness survives absurdity.

I'd like to know that once or twice a year

an old man, whose hands are soft from idle thought,
comes, by bus or car, to gaze awhile

and simply marvel that the thing still stands.
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Gary Snyder prelozil Josef Rauvolf

Ohbi Vltavy

Na kamenném mosté v Praze,
kdyZ pozoroval jsem, jak voda
pode mnou vifi a st¥ika,

leti mlynskym niahonem,

temna a zpénén3,

myslel jsem na to, Ze brzy odjedu
a opustim

tohle Gto¢isté ptakd, tohle mésto,

se vemi jeho schody a cestami,
kanaly a propustmi,
svadgjicimi vodu do teky,

jez se tahne az k Labi,
Hamburku, Severnimu mofi,

N34

vinouci se Ficko,

tvou vodu vidél jsem vSude,
kam jsem zamifil
— to tvé velké Siroké ohbi u Hradu -

Budu si t& pamatovat, Vltavo,

az se na okfidlenych sandalech rozbéhnu
na zapad k fekdim mého domova.
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Gary Snyder

The Bend in the Vitava

On a stone bridge in Praha
watching water swirl and splash below
scouring stone millrace

darkly frothy,
thinking soon I leave and go,
this place for birds, this town,

all its stairs and walkways,
drains and gates
leading water to the river

sweeping toward the Elbe,
Hamburg, North Sea,
curving little river

I have seen your water
everywhere I walk
— your big wide bend at the Hrad -

I will remember you Vltava River
as I streak on winged sandals
west to the rivers of home.
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Marie lljaSenko

Vltava

Tohle je misto, kam jsi pfiSel: mésto a biech
feky, kterd nema nez slepd ramena.

Bilé svétlo ti¢nich limant zastalo jinde,
vybledl¢ jako vychodni divan.

Vltava kvete: v chatové kolonii ¢tou stafi basnici
o sobotach své opus magnum. Kdekdo néco o lasce,

ale v pralese jsou stale mista,
kde jest€ nikdy nikdo nebyl.

Ta mista je$té nemaji jména.
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Marie lljaSenko transiated by Veronika Francovd

The Vitava

This is the place you have reached: the city and the bank
of the river that has but oxbows.

The white light of the river estuaries lingers elsewhere,
faded like a divan from the East.

The Vltava is in bloom: on Saturdays, old poets read their
magna opera in a cottage colony. They mostly tell of love
but there are still places in the ancient forest

no one has ever been.

These places remain nameless.
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Michal Ajvaz

Kavarna Slavie

SVypravéjte, vypravéjte néco!“ zadonily damy.
Bylo to ve Slavii v nedéli dopoledne,

v okné byl vidét zasnézeny Stielecky ostrov,
na ktery svitilo lednové slunce.

»Hral jsem s vezirem $achy o sviij Zivot.
Misto figurek jsme méli barevné motské lastury.
Bylo tak tézké se sousttedit —

nejenom, Ze jsem presné neveédél,

kterou figurku jaka lastura predstavuje,

ale jesté ke vemu lastury byly Zivé,
vysunovaly ven masitou nohu

a lezly po Sachovnici sem a tam.

Byla cel4 polepena jejich slizem.

Horetnaté jsem promyslel tahy,

ale zaroven jsem si fkal:

M4 za této situace vitbec cenu piemyslet?
Nemélo by stejny vysledek,

kdybych lasturami strkal jen nazdatbtih?
Vezir se dabelsky usmival.

Sedéli jsme na terase jeho palice nad mofem,
za vezirovou hlavou v tyrkysovém turbanu

se rudé slunce blizilo k hlading,

na vlnach se houpaly lodé s nar@izovélymi plachtami.
Svétlo zapadajiciho slunce se odrazelo

od lesklé lepkavé sachovnice,

ktera zéfila, jako by byla ze zlata...
SVypravéjte jesté, vypravéijte, jak to dopadlo!
Vtom se oteviely sklenéné dvefe kavarny

a v nich se objevil vezir,
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Michal Ajvaz transiated by Veronika Francovd

Café Slavie

“Do, tell us something!” the ladies implored.

It was one Sunday morning in Slavie,

through the windows was Stfelecky Island all covered
with snow,

shining in the January sun.

“T once played chess with a vizier, my life was at stake.

Instead of chess pieces we had colourful seashells.

It was so hard to concentrate -

not only I was not sure

which seashell represented which chess piece,

but on top of that the shells were alive,

sticking out their fleshy legs,

crawling over the chessboard to and fro.

The board was all plastered with their slime.

I was feverishly considering the moves,

but at the same time thinking to myself:

In such a situation, is there any point thinking at all?

Wouldn't it bring the same result,

if I moved the seashells only at random?

The vizier was smiling devilishly.

We were sitting on the terrace of his palace above the sea,

beyond the vizier’s head in his turquoise turban

the red sun neared the horizon,

boats with rosy sails swaying in the waves.

The light of the setting sun reflected

off the glossy sticky chessboard

which shone bright as if made of gold...”

“Tell us more, tell us how it all turned out!”

At that moment the glass door of the café opened
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namifil si to rovnou k mému stolu.
Dabelsky se usmival.

Budu platit!

Od vedlejsiho stolu zni pronikavy smich
vystfedné nali¢ené Zeny.

Spinavy snih lezi v kolejich.

Myj boze, jak se citim unaveny.

It




and the vizier walked in,

heading directly toward my table.
He was smiling devilishly.

The bill please!

The piercing laughter of 2 woman
with flamboyant makeup
resounding from the next table.
Dirty snow lying in the rails.

My God, how tired I feel.
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Ladislav Zednik

Za kapku svétla; hlad

Kapka svétla? Ohen tece? Znam ten jez, kde feka vklece
zvyka v ustech mékky provaz. V jeji dasni — pouze pro nas —
stoli¢ka uz bez rybafte... Ptjdu po tmé

tvoji tvare
zakopnu o Snad ro znére, pFijdu si rak vysusend...
Na most - jako do rovnatek - vjede vlak

do Vytlugena,
kde se pise o mluveni, kdyZ uz davno

o ¢em neni;
kde se ¥ika Jak to ptijde, Ze kdyZ snime cely ptibéh
zalneme se sytit hladem — -

ko i

)

98



Ladislav Zednik transiated by Matthew Sweney

After a Drop of Light; Hunger

A drop of light? Fire flows? I know that weir where
the river kotows ruminating on floss in its mouth
for hours. Gumming it, making it ours no more fishermen
with their canines... I'm going after the dark lines

of your face
I stumble over Well you know, I'll be humble,
coming over, dried out... At the bridge - like braces -
the train goes to

Knockedrightoutville... these places

where they write of speaking even if they
haven’t been eking

anything out for ages;
where they regale How is it that we eat the whole tale
we're getting swollen with hunger — -
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Pavel Kolmacka

ODPOLEDNE JSEM OPOMNEL koupit par piv
&i levné vino, cokoli, ¢im bych udusil neklid.

A ted mi nezbyva nez pobihat po byté: t¥i

kroky ke sprse, tfi ke dvefim.

Oblékam kabat, omotavam si $alu. Pospicham
za parou pted usty dold, k fece. Tramvaje uz
nejezdi, na kolejich se mota opily.

Obchazim plynojem a jsem u mostu. Jasné
osvétleny asfaltovy pruh, ocelové zabradli.
Vyklanim se, na hlading leZi cary mlhy.

Lysky spi,

hlavy pod ktidly.
Vlny pleskaji o pilit.
Chlad pronika

do morku kosti.
Tusim proud,
studeny

a silny.
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Pavel Kolmacka transiated by Veronika Francovd

IN THE AFTERNOON, I FORGOT to buy beer

or cheap wine, anything to suppress my unease.

And now I have no choice but run around the flat: three

steps to the shower, three to the door.

I put on my coat, wrap a scarf around my neck. I follow

the steam before my mouth, hurrying down to the river.

There are no trams anymore, a drunk man is tottering on
the rails.

I pass the gasometer and get to the bridge. Intensely

lit asphalt lane, steel handrail.

I lean over, the water surface is covered with ribbons of fog.

The coots are asleep,

heads under their wings.

Waves lapping against the pillar.
The chill seeping

into my bones.

I can sense the current,

cold

and strong.
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Petr Borkovec

V dnoru

,TAata umiral, v tasce

jsem mél Etyfi pstruhy.

Ryby na ledu, kdyZ tata umfel.
Vybéhl jsem do mrazu,

vratil se, hodil tu smrt pod maso,
rostou z toho $edy houby,
vypadaji jako vaclavky.

Moje chytra Zena pali bordel

po mamg, ¥ika, vem to benzinem,
jesté tenhle mésic, prosim tg,
nebo to snéz; viichni tikaj,

snéz to, pieZer se, zastav se o to.
Prosté se n&jak doprav zpatky.*
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Petr Borkovec transiated by Justin Quinn

In February

“Dad was dying. In the bag

[ was carrying four trout.

Fish on ice, when Dad died.

I ran out into the frost,

came back, & threw that death

beneath the flesh - grey toadstools grew
up from it, dense like honey mushrooms.
My clever wife burns the junk

that Mother left. She says, use petrol,
do it this month, please,

or else eat it; they all say,

eat it, stufl yourself, get baulked by it.
Just somehow get yourself back here.”
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Mezi motylicemi

Mezi modrymi motylicemi

svych dcer, s ni¢im hotovy,

viem podobny, bez dilny.
»Protoze miluju barvy, je pro mé
viechno t&zké,” ¥ika motylice

a placa se v irisech a vyhlizi pfitelkyni.
A pak ji, podél stonku,

doprovodi k vlaku a iris

v jejich stopach vyroluje list.
Obvykle jsem po oti v fece,

cely den, zapisuju si.

A v noci nabizim své Zen& modry
ud, mékky, se zelenym nadechem.
Placa se kolem irisu

a piedstavuje si stonek.
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Among the Damselflies

Among the blue damselflies

of my daughters, nothing finished,

one of a crowd, & no workshop.
“Because I love colors, for me
everything’s hard,” says the damselfly,
tumbling in irises, watching for his girl.
And then along the stalk he accompanies
her to the train and the iris

rolls up a leaf in her footprints.
Usually, 'm up to my eyes in the river,
all day, and T take notes.

And in the evening I offer my wife

my soft blue member, with green tints.
She tumbles through the iris,
imagining the stalk.
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Jachym Topol

Rudé skvrny

V tom vedru

zachvaty vzteku vysilovaly

lezel jsem na posteli a u stropu pozoroval rudou skvrnu
na sitnici.

V tom vedru mé dali do malého pokoje

az pod stfechu hotelu Opera

u nadrazi

abych psal basné.

Slovni cary vale¢ného zpravodajstvi:

také o tom Ze strycek

nakonec vrazdil. Kachny i slepice sousedi

se désili sil

skrytych v jeho dusi.

Obtas jsem mohl sejit do lesknouci se

moderni kuchyné hotelu

a zadarmo se napit sodovky.

Po vylesténé podlaze lezly svirky

ze sklepti.

V otevienych dvefich mezi Skrobenymi utérkami
a haky

visela krvave Eervena

nakrojen Sunka. Dival jsem se

a pil. Pod okny ne p#ili§ daleko

tekla Viltava. Duchové ve zlaté chvéjici se sténé svétla
nad vodou

se smali.
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Jachym Topol transiated by Matthew Sweney

Red Blotches

In this heat

fits of anger deflated

I lied on the bed, looking up at the ceiling
and followed the red blotch

on my retina.

In this heat they put me in a small room

up in the attic of the Hotel Opera

by the train station

so I could write poetry.

The verbal emperors of war-time correspondence:

also that the uncle

finally killed. The ducks hens neighbours

scared to death of the powers

hidden in his soul.

Sometimes I could go to the

glittering modern hotel kitchen

and drink soda water for free.

Along the polished floor woodlice emerged

from the cellars.

In the open door between the starched towels

and hooks

hung a bloody red

sliced ham. I looked

and drank. Below the windows, not far away,

the Vltava flowed. Ghosts in the golden trembling

wall of light

above the water

laughed.
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Petr A. Bilek

Vltava jako zabity krokodil

Kdesi na po¢atku moderniho véku byl tteba
Sebestian Hnévkovsky:

Osud temny pod Vysehradem
Sidli: veslujicim hrozi tiiné.
Zehnejme se, kdy? tam pojedem.

Vitava tam mnohé chovd v ling,
Pod vodou pry zeleny md pin
KouzedIné usnovany stin.
(Nové basné drobné, 1841)

Kdesi uprostied si k poezii od préz odskocila
BoZena Benesova:

Vitava zdilky jako zabity krokodil
phchne vSemi bezlesklymi Supinami
a vitr nad ni jeci o smrti.

(Basng, 1938)

Jen ono jedno staleti, jez oddéluje knizni vydani obou
basni, ptineslo ptes sto basnickych sbirek, v nichz se feka
Vltava vyskytuje jako motiv, dil¢i téma i jako hlavni objekt
ztvarnéni. V celé skale jejiho geografického rozprostranéni -
od basni, jez zachycuiji i jeji Sumavské prameny, ptes basné
o Vltavé v Praze az po jeji mélnické usti - i v celé skale
vyznamit: od jedine¢ného symbolu feky nejéestéjsi az po
univerzalni archetyp plynuti, stalosti, energie, matetstvi ¢&i
hrozby.

Mz



Petr A. Bilek translated by Barbora Hruskova

The Vltava, A Slain Crocodile

Somewhere at the beginning of the modern age, there was,
for example, Sebestian Hnévkovsky:

Below Vysehrad grim fate doth lie:
Rowers try ro evade doom.
We bless ourselves when passing by.

The Vlitava cradles many in her womb,

The water sprite, a green-hued gent,

Erects his sunken bewitching rent.

[Nové basné drobné (New Little Poems), 1841]

Somewhere in the middle of the modern age,

BoZena Benesova turned from prose to poetry:

From afar, like a slain crocodile, the Vitava
stinks of all the dull scales,

and the wind above wails of death.

[Basné (Poems), 1938]

In just the one century separating the book publication
of these two poems over a hundred poetry collections were
published in which the Vltava River appears as a motif,
a sub-theme, or as the protagonist. Its portrayal encompasses
the whole scope of the river’s geographical spread: from the
poems which capture its sources in the Bohemian Forest, to
those which centre on its course through Prague, to those
which follow the river up to its mouth in Mélnik; and also the
whole scope of its meanings: from the unique symbol of the
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A Vltava - at uz ohrani¢ena svym prazskym plynutim,
anebo rozpusténa a pojata jako celek, ktery tece a ztraci své
jméno, i kdyZ je delsi a nese vétsi objem vody neZ Labe, které
se do ni vléva - si fikala o své ztvarnéni i za okupace, za
komunistt i v sou¢asnosti.

Poezie nicméné obvykle nebyva referenéni. Tak jako
u Smetanovy Vltavy nejde o to naslouchat, zda pravé plujeme
u Ceského Krumlova nebo u Stéchovic, ani v basnich této
antologie nejde o to, zda vyjadtuji specificky Vltavu v Praze,
Vltavu tak viibec, anebo dokonce feku tak viibec (& jinou
tfeku). Z tvorby relativné ¢i zcela soucasné jsme vybrali basné
nasledujicich autort, a to jak ,domacich®, tak i vice ¢i méné
»zahrani¢nich® Vltava sice na3e hranice neptekracuje, ale jeji
inspira¢ni sila ano. Tak jako v&dro ponotené do feky nabidne
jen vzorek, ktery nemusi odpovidat celku, jde i v ptipadé
této antologie o texty vynaté ze §irsich kontextt ptavodnich
basnickych sbirek a vlozené do kontextd novych. Jejich
byti v novych sousedstvich tu vytvaii zajimavé interakce
a dialogy; véfim, Ze nejen nové nasvécuje jednotlivé basng, ale
snad i sklada jakési stabilnéjsi podlozi — Vltavu jako basnicky
obraz.
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quintessential Czech river, to a universal archetype of flowing,
constancy, energy, motherhood or threat. And the Vltava -
whether perceived as limited to its flowing through the City
of Prague or dispersed and perceived as a whole that flows
and loses its name, even though it is longer than the Elbe into
which it flows and has a greater volume - aroused creative
expression even afterwards: during the Nazi occupation,
during the Communist era, and now. Poetry, however, is rarely
only referential. Just as listening to Bedfich Smetana’s Vltava
does not demand that we can tell whether we are currently
passing through Cesky Krumlov or Stéchovice, the poems in
this anthology are much the same in that they do not expect
us to decipher whether they refer to the Vltava in Prague, or
to the Vltava River as a whole, or even to rivers in general (or
any river for that matter). From relatively contemporary works
of poetry we have chosen the poems of the following authors,
local and foreign, for while the Vltava itself does not cross

the country’s borders, its power to inspire certainly does. But
just as a bucket dipped into the river’s water provides only

a sample that does not necessarily correspond with the whole,
the texts of the present anthology are similarly extracted from
the broader contexts of their original poetry collections and
are presented in less familiar ones. Their presence in new
proximities allows for curious interactions and dialogues — not
only does this shine a new light on the texts, but perhaps also
for a somewhat firmer bed for the Vltava River as a poetic
image.
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Geneze této antologie
Ivo Slavik

Zdanlivé prvotnim impulzem k pfipravé graficky
a typograficky originalné fesené basnické antologie, kterou
drzite v rukou, bylo bezdé¢né setkani dvou mladych
umélkyn - tehdejsi studentky UMPRUM Martiny Noskové
a basnitky, tehdy gymnazistky Ester Fischerové — na prazské
naplavce v roce 2010. Ob& mladé damy se tenkrat nesetkaly
osobné&, nybrz prosttednictvim svého uméni. Martina
instalaci dvou labuti v nadzivotni velikosti na fece i na sténé
horniho nabftezi, a Ester basni ,,Srpen 2010% do niZ vstoupily
Martininy labuté. To bylo v dobg, kdy se naplavka po ttech
letech prace ob&anského sdruzeni Dvojka sobé provozujiciho
(A)VOID Gallery a spoluprovozujictho (A)VOID Café pomalu
za¢inala stavat kulturnim fenoménem, ktery zacal ptitahovat
dalsi zajemce o provozovani kulturnich aktivit.

Abychom v (A)VOID Gallery ,odhalili“ setkani obou
umélkyn, musely uplynout dva a ptl roku a tada dalsich
setkani. Pro literaturu u Vltavy byl kli¢ovy rok 2012
s vystavami Karla Matou$e Zavadila a sochate, basnika
a knihovnika Viktora Spagka v (A)VOID Gallery na bichu,
kde basnici a spisovatelé poprvé autorsky &etli z vlastni
tvorby. Interakce ,vizualna“ s literaturou byla Gspésna,

a tak Viktor Spagek piipravil pro rok 2013 cyklus &teni pro
lodni (A)VOID Floating Gallery, kterd uvadél basnik Josef
Straka; ten pozdé&ji ptevzal i dramaturgii literarnich veéert.
Diky organizitorim a zejména diky viem, ktefi na palubg

i v podpalubi (A)VOID Floating Gallery &etli, literatura

v autorské interpretaci na prazské naplavce zdomacnéla.

V ramci spole¢ného autorského ¢teni Ester a Sylvy
Fischerovych v srpnu 2012 zaznéla na palubé lodi také basen
»Srpen 2010 stejné jako Sylviny basné inspirované Vltavou.
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Genesis of this Anthology
Ivo Slavik translated by Tatiana Fréhlich

One could say that the primary impulse to create the
graphically and typographically unique poetry anthology
which you are holding in your hands was the unintentional
encounter of two young artists: Martina Noskova (then
a student at the Academy of Arts, Architecture and Design
in Prague) and Ester Fischerova (a young poet and high-
school student), who met in 2010 on the Prague quayside
Niplavka. More precisely, these two young ladies did not
meet personally, but through their art. Martina - through
her installation of two bigger-than-life-size swan sculptures
placed on the river and on the wall of the upper riverbank
- and Ester, through her poem “August 2010”, featuring the
motif of Martina’s swans. At that time, the three-year work
of the Dvojka citizens’ association, standing behind (A)VOID
Gallery and (A)VOID Café¢ Niplavka, started to bear fruit,
and Naplavka was slowly becoming a cultural phenomenon
attracting other people interested in organizing cultural
events and activities.

It took another two and half years and many meetings to
“reveal” the two artists’ encounter in (A)VOID Gallery. 2012
was a key year for literature on the Vltava River. The mutual
exhibition of Karel Matou$ Zavadil, and sculptor, poet and
librarian Viktor Spacek in (A)VOID Gallery on the riverbank
offered the opportunity to poets and novelists to read some
of their own works in public. The immense success of this
interaction between the “visual” arts and literature inspired
Viktor Spacek to prepare a series of public readings in (A)
VOID Floating Gallery, presented by poet Josef Straka. Later,
Josef Straka also took over the dramaturgy of these literary
evenings. Thanks to the organizers, and first and foremost to
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Texty o Vltavé méli ale i jini basnici ¢touci na lodi, a odtud
uz byl jen krok k napadu uspofadat vltavskou basnickou
antologii. Aby nebyla kniha plné miniaturni, rozsifili jsme

s Josefem Strakou tematické ,zadani“ na basné, v nichz

se objevuji i jiné feky, a ptizvali Sylvu Fischerovou, aby se
probrala prvotnim sbérem basnické matérie, vyttidila ji a dale
doplnila. Ta se tkolu — s pomoci Petra A. Bilka - Gsp&sné
zhostila.

Z vyse uvedeného je ztejmé, ze kulturni i socialni fenomén
prazské naplavky, dnes tak popularni, nevznikl ze dne
na den, ale Ze je to vysledek mnohaletého tsili fady lidi
z kulturni sféry. Naplavka zkratka nemusi byt jen fadou
stank? uréenych pro rychlé plnéni btich, ale maze byt/
/méla by se opét stat i mistem pro kontemplaci a interakce
s uméleckymi dily ve vefejném prostoru a tiché rozmluvy pod
panoramatem Hrad&an.

Dnes uZ je nepopiratelné, Ze nejen Vltava, ale také
naplavka jako jedineény celek ma schopnost k sobé
magneticky pfitahnout lidi - a dat vznik nejréiznéjsim,
mnohdy jedineénym artefaktdm. Jeden z nich pravé drzite
v ruce.
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all the authors who read aboard (A)VOID Floating Gallery or
below deck, the literature in the authors’ own interpretations
became familiar on the Prague riverbank. At the occasion

of the mutual public reading of Ester and Sylva Fischerova
in August 2012, Ester’s “August 2010” and Sylva’s Vltava-
inspired poems were presented. However, the theme of the
Vltava River also appears in the works of other authors who
had public readings on the ship. From there it was only one
short step to a poetry anthology dedicated to the Vltava. We
decided to extend the book’s scope to poems featuring other
rivers, and we invited Sylva Fischerova to select and complete
the set of works collected. She rose to the occasion with the
assistance of Petr A. Bilek.

As indicated above, it is evident that the cultural and social
phenomenon of Prague’s Naplavka - very popular nowadays
— was not built in a day. It is the accomplishment of years of
efforts by many people engaged in cultural life and policy.

In other words, the Naplavka quayside does not have to be
just a row of fast food stands, it could - and should - also be
a place for contemplation and interaction with works of art
in the public space, as well as a place for quiet conversation
underneath Prague castle’s panorama.

It is indisputable today that both the Vltava River and
its riverbank, connected into a unique complex, have the
ability to attract people by their magnetism and thus initiate
various, often remarkable artifacts. One of those you are
holding in your hands.
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Edi¢ni poznimka
Sylva Fischerov4, Petr A. Bilek

Vznik této knihy je situaéni — a snad i symptomaticky. To
neni v uméni neobvyklé, naopak: fada dél vznika zdanlivé
nahodné, mtizeme Fici situaéné, a to plati i pro vétsi, autorsky
rozriznéné celky. Jen malokdy v8ak byvime schopni
vysledovat konkrétni zdkruty geneze toho ¢&i onoho dila.
Kniha, kterou drZite v ruce, je v tomto sméru vyjimkou: jeji
dosti barvitou a ne zcela jednoduchou genezi vylicil Ivo Slavik
ve vySe pretiSténém textu.

Zbyva doplnit nasledujici:

ProtoZe se prvni vybér textt této ,¥i¢ni antologie” jevil
obéma editorim knihy jako ptece jen ptili§ ndhodny, rozhodli
se ptivodni jadro doplnit o dal$i texty inspirované Vltavou
anebo - sifeji - tekou jako takovou, s tim, Ze zaostfeni na
Vltavu jakoZto protagonistku knihy ztstavalo astfedni.

Pti vybéru jsme se rozhodli respektovat skute¢nost, Ze se

ma jednat o Zijici autory, at uz zavedené, nebo za&inajici,
necitili jsme se viak limitovani narodni ptislusnosti: proto
vstoupily do antologie i texty americkych basnika Garyho
Snydera a Richarda Katrovase, stejné jako verSe v Praze Zijici
basnitky ukrajinského ptivodu Marie Iljasenko. Podobné
jsme se necitili omezeni ani co do aktualni basnické aktivity
zulastnénych a vybrali jsme také basné autort, kte#i

v mezicase presli k proze (Michal Ajvaz, Jachym Topol).
Nasim cilem nikterak nebylo vytvotit ,sbérnou antologii*
viech basni, které byly sou¢asnymi basniky sepsany o Vltave;
oSidnost sbérnych podnikt tohoto druhu je nabiledni.
Pokusili jsme se naopak vybrat texty, které se nam jevily
jako vyrazné a zaroven skladajici obraz Vltavy jako ,zabitého
krokodila“ & Prahy jako ,dryaku fedéného Vltavou® v novych
konstelacich.
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Editors’ Note
Sylva Fischerovd, Petr A. Bilek translated by Matthew Sweney

The impetus for this book was situational - and perhaps
even symptomatic. This is not unusual in art, just the
opposite: a number of works come about seemingly by
accident; we might say situationally, and this is even the case
with larger artistic wholes, of the most diverse types. Only
seldom are we able to follow the specific twists and turns in
the genesis of this or that work. The book you are holding in
your hands is an exception in this regard: its colourful and
not quite straightforward genesis is described by Ivo Slavik in
the text printed above.

It is only necessary to add the following:

Because the first selection of the texts of this “river
anthology” appeared too occasional to the editors of this
book, we decided to supplement the original core of poems
with other texts inspired by the Vltava, and/or a - in a wider
sense — rivers generally. However, the focus on the Vltava

as the protagonist of the book remains central. In our
selection we decided to respect the fact that it should stick

to living authors, whether already established or just setting
out, although we did not feel that we should be limited by
nationality; thus texts inspired by the Vltava written by the
American poets Gary Snyder and Richard Katrovas were
welcomed on board, so too the verse of Marie Iljasenko,

a poet of Ukrainian origin living in Prague. Similarly, we
did not feel limited to the contemporary poctic activity of
those taking part; we have also chosen poems by authors
whom have in the meantime turned to prose (Michal Ajvaz,
Jachym Topol). Our goal was in no way to create a “salvage
yard anthology” of all poems which contemporary poets have
written about the Vltava; the deceptiveness of scrapyards of
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Uvodni slovo, zasazujici texty do jedine¢ného prostiedi
prazské naplavky, napsal historik uméni a architektury Pavel
Kalina, autorem zavére¢ného slova, vsazujiciho basné do
kontextu &eské literatury, je literarni historik a teoretik Petr
A. Bilek, jeden z editort knihy. (A pro tplnost jesté dodejme,
ze ona rezava lod' kotvici u Zelezniéniho mostu, protagonistka
této knihy, neni schopna plavby a ze byla postavena v r. 1938
v lodénicich v Usti nad Labem spolu s lodi nesouci dnes
jméno VySehrad a uzivanou prazskou paroplavbou; ptvodni
jména obou lodi byla Kraméat a Masaryk.)

Vzhledem k propojenosti vizualniho a literarniho, obrazu
a slova, ktera charakterizuje aktivity (A)VOID Gallery od
samého pocatku, byli uz v r. 2013 osloveni studenti z ateliéru
Petra Babika na prazské UMPRUM, aby tehdy ptipraveny
soubor textt graficky zpracovali, a to s ohledem na jeho sepéti
s prostorem lodi i podskalské naplavky jako celku. Vysledkem
byla fada originalnich ztvarnéni, ktera viak ztistala jen
v podobé grafickych a dale nerealizovanych navrhda.
Vytvarnou podobu knihy poté zpracoval na zakladé svého
pavodniho navrhu jeden z byvalych studentt ateliéru
Petra Babaka, graficky designér Mat&j Cech za pomoci
fotografi Filipa Prochazky a Vojtécha Veskrny.

Finalni fize naseho podniku by nebyla mozna bez
finan¢ni i organizaéni podpory hlavniho mésta Prahy, které
antologii zastitilo v rimci projektu Praha mésto literatury,
koordinovaného Méstskou knihovnou v Praze. Protoze
podstatou projektu je predevsim spoluprice mést v ramci
celosvétové sité kreativnich mést literatury UNESCO, byla
kniha nakonec pojata jakozto bilingvni, ¢esko-anglicky
svazek. Prekladti se ujali renomovani anglisté ¢i anglicky
piici basnici pisobici v Ceské republice (Justin Quinn;
Matthew Sweney; Bernie Higgins; David Vichnar; Veronika
Francova; Barbora Hrugkov4; Tom4s Mika), basné americkych
basnikt ptelozil do Eestiny Josef Rauvolf.
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this sort is notorious. Instead we have attempted to choose
texts which seem to us truly expressive and at the same time
composing an image of the Vltava as a “slain crocodile” and
Prague as a “giant barrel of rotgut diluted by the Vltava” into
new patterns.

The Foreword, which places the texts into the unique
context of the Prague quayside environment, was written by
the art and architecture historian Pavel Kalina; the author of
the Afterword is the literary historian and theoretician Petr
A. Bilek, one of the book’s editors. For completeness’s sake,
we should add that the boat anchoring at Vyton (and the
protagonist of this book and its story) is no longer seaworthy
and was built in 1938 at the ship works in Usti nad Labem
together with the boat which now bears the name Vysehrad
and is used for Prague steamboat rides; the original names
of these two boats were Krama# and Masaryk (named after
the first prime minister and first president of Czechoslovakia,
respectively — both of whom died in 1937).

With respect to combining the visual and literary, the
image and the word, which characterised the activity of (A)
VOID Gallery from the very start, students from the atelier
of Petr Babak at the Academy of Arts, Architecture and
Design in Prague were asked already in 2013 to elaborate
graphic designs for the collection of texts which was prepared
at that time, with the idea of linking the space of the boat
and the quaysides below the cliffs as an integrated whole. The
result was a number of original creations, which however only
remained as graphic works and further unrealised designs.
The graphic design of the book was later elaborated upon
after the original concept of one of the former students of
Petr Babak'’s atelier, the graphic designer Mat&j Cech, with
the help of the photographers Filip Prochazka and Vojtéch
Veskrna.

The final phase of our enterprise would not have been
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Jednotlivé texty byly vybrany z jiz vydanych basnickych
dél nebo z rukopisu; konkrétni bibliografické udaje jsou
uvedeny vzdy na konci medailonu kazdého autora v zavéru

knihy.
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possible without the financial and organisational support

of the City of Prague, which guaranteed the anthology

under the auspices of the project Prague: City of Literature,
coordinated by the Municipal Library of Prague. Because

the basic foundation of the project is first and foremost the
cooperation between cities within the framework of the
world-wide UNESCO network of creative cities of literature,
the book was finally conceived as a bilingual Czech-English
edition. Renowned English scholars and English-language
poets residing in the Czech Republic (Justin Quinn, Matthew
Sweney, Bernie Higgins, David Vichnar, Veronika Francova,
Barbora Hrugkov4, Tom4s Mika) took up the gauntlet of
translation; the poems by the American poets were translated
to Czech by Josef Rauvolf.

The individual texts were selected from previously
published works or from manuscripts; the specific
bibliographic details are found after the biographical notes on
each author at the end of the book.
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O autorech

Michal Ajvaz (1949)

vystudoval ¢esStinu a estetiku, v humanitnich védach ale
zacal oficialné plsobit aZ po roce 1989. Vydal basnickou
sbirku VraZda v hotelu Intercontinental (1989), knihy
povidek Navrat starého varana (1991), Tiché labyrinty
(1996), Tyrkysovy orel (1997) a Padesdt pét mést (2006),
romany Druhé mésto (1993), Zlaty vék (2001), Prazdné
ulice (2004) a Cesta na jih (2008), novelu Lucemburskd
zahrada (2011), knihy esejtl, napf. Tajemstvi knihy (1997),
Svételny prales: tvahy o vidéni (2003), i fadu odbornych
praci. Jeho romany byly prelozeny do francouzstiny,
italstiny, holandstiny, Svédstiny, japonstiny, bulharstiny,
slovinstiny. V anglictiné mu vysly knihy The Other City:
A Novel (2009) a The Golden Age (2010). Je drzitelem
Ceny Jaroslava Seiferta a Prix Européen Utopiales (za
francouzsky pteklad knihy Druhé mésto - L'autre ville).
Novela Lucemburskd zahrada se v roce 2012 stala Knihou
roku v ramci cen Magnesia Litera. Uvedena basen pochazi
ze sbirky ViraZda v hotelu Intercontinental.
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About Authors

Michal Ajvaz (1949)

has degrees in Czech and Aesthetics, but did not
begin to work in the Humanities officially until after
1989. He has published the poetry collection VraZzda
v hotelu Intercontinental (Murder in the Intercontinental
Hotel, 1989), the short story collections Navrat starého
varana (Return of the Ancient Monitor Lizard, 1991), Tiché
labyrinty (Silent Labyrinths, 1996), Tyrkysovy orel (The
Turquoise Eagle, 1997) and Padesat pét mést (Fifty-Five
Cities, 2006), the novels Druhé mésto (The Other City,
1993), Zlaty vék (The Golden Age, 2001), Prdzdné ulice
(Empty Streets, 2004) and Cesta na jih (Journey South,
2008), the novella Lucemburskd zahrada (Luxembourg
Garden, 2011), collections of essays, e. g. Tajemstvi knihy
(The Mystery of the Book, 1997) and Svételny prales:
tvahy o vidéni (Luminous Virgin Forest: Thoughts on
Vision, 2003) and a number of academic works. His
novels have been translated into Bulgarian, Dutch,
French, Italian, Japanese, Slovenian, and Swedish. He has
published the following novels in English: The Other City:
A Novel (2009) and The Golden Age (2010). He has won
the Jaroslav Seifert Prize and the Prix Européen Utopiales
(for the French translation of Druhé mésto - L'autre ville).
His novella Lucemburské zahrada was The Book of the
Year 2012 within Magnesia Litera Award. His poem in this
book is from VraZda v hotelu Intercontinental.
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Petr Borkovec (1970)

pracuije jako redaktor a prekladatel. Vydal basnickeé
sbirky Prostirdni do tichého (1990), Poustevna, véstirna,
loutkdrna (1991), Ochoz (1994), Mezi oknem, stolem
a posteli (1996), Poini prace (1998), A.B.A.F. (2002),
Needle-book (2003) a Milostné bdasné (2013; druhé
doplnéné vydani pod nazvem Wernisch, 2015) a knihu
proz a basni Berlinsky sesit. Zapisky ze Saint-Nazaire
(2008; druhé doplnéné vydani pod nazvem Zlodéjicek,
2014). Nové basné obsahuije i autorsky vybor Vnitrozemi
(2005). Jeho basné byly prelozeny do mnoha jazyka,
fadu knih vydal zejména v némeckych prekladech,
naptiklad Aus drei Biichern (1995), Nadelbuch (2004),
Liebesgedichte ( 2014). V angli¢tiné mu vy3el vybor From
the Interior: Poems 1995-2005 (2008). Uvedené basné
byly publikovany ve sbirce Milostné bdsné.

Tomas Cada (1985)

je redaktor literarné-kulturniho ¢asopisu H_aluze
a knizni edice H_aluze, obCasny Zurnalista, glosator,
recenzent, moderator a spoluporadatel kulturnich
akci. Po tfi roky se spole¢né s basnikem Josefem
Strakou podilel na programu Domu ¢teni v Praze, od
roku 2011 spolupracuje s mezinarodnim festivalem
Den poezie. V opavském nakladatelstvi Perplex vydal
sbirku Spodni patra (2013, ilustrace Antonin Handl), kam
byly v upravené podobé zafazeny i zde otiSténé basné.
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Petr Borkovec (1970)

works as an editor and translator. He has published the
poetry collections Prostirdni do tichého (Placemats for
Silence, 1990), Poustevna, véstirna, loutkdrna (Hermitage,
Oracle, Puppetworks, 1991), Ochoz (Terrace, 1994), Mezi
oknem, stolem a posteli (Between the Window, Table, and
Bed, 1996), Polni prace (Field Work, 1998), A.B.A.F. (2002),
Needle-book (2003) and Milostné bdsné (Love Poems,
2013; a second, expanded edition was published under
the title Wernisch, 2015), and a book of prose and poetry
Berlinsky sesit. Zapisky ze Saint-Nazaire (Berlin Notebook.
Diaries from Saint-Nazaire, 2008; a second, expanded
edition was published under the title Zlodgjicek (Petty
Thief, 2014). New and selected poems were collected
in Vnitrozemi (Inland, 2005). His poems have been
translated into many languages, especially into German,
for example Aus drei Biichern (1995), Nadelbuch ( 2004),
Liebesgedichte (2014), etc., and into English, From the
Interior: Poems 1995-2005 (2008). His poems here are
from Milostné bdsné.

Tomas Cada (1985)

is the editor of the literary-cultural magazine H_aluze,
and is an occasional editor, glosser, reviewer, moderator,
and (co-)organiser of cultural events. For the past three
years he has worked together with the poet Josef
Straka on the programme Dum &teni (Reading House) in
Prague and since 2011 he has been collaborating on the
World Poetry Day festival. He is the author of the poetry
collection Spodni patra (Under Storeys, 2013), from which
the texts here have been taken and revised.
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Ester Fischerova (1992)

vystudovala filozofii a religionistiku na FF UK, nyni
studuje scendristiku na FAMU. V roce 2014 vydala
sbirku Ale co kdyby, z niz také pochazeji basné uvedené
v této antologii.
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Ester Fischerova (1992)

has degrees in Philosophy and Religious Studies from
Charles University in Prague, and now is enrolled in the
Screenwriting programme at the Film and Television
School of the Academy of Performing Arts in Prague. In
2014 she published the collection Ale co kdyby (And What
If) from which the poems here have been taken.
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Sylva Fischerova (1963)

vystudovala klasickou filologii a ptisobi na Ustavu
feckych a latinskych studii FF UK v Praze. Vydala basnické
sbirky Chvéni zavodnich koni (1986), Velkd zrcadla (1990),
V podsvétnim mésté (1994), Sance (1999), Krvavy koleno
(2005), Andél na okné (2007), Tady za rohem to vsecko
je (2011), Mare (2013) a Sestra duse (2015). Jeji verse
byly pfelozeny do Fady jazykd, tFi knizni vybory vysly
v angli¢ting (Tremor of Racehorses, 1990; Swing in the
Middle of Chaos, 2010, Stomach of the Soul, 2015). Kromé
praci odbornych dale publikovala sbirky povidek Zdzrak
(2005; v polském prekladu Cud, 2008) a Pasdz (2011),
prozu Evropa je jako Zidle Thonet (2012) a knihy pro déti
Jula a Hmyza (2006) a Egbérie a Olténie (2011). Je také
autorkou pisfiovych textl pro Moniku Nacevu. Basen
,Praha prichoziho” byla publikovana ve sbirce Chvéni
zavodnich koni, basen ,Vymérovaci lod'a mdslové kolacky
(Praha - Evropa)” ve sbirce Mare. Jeji anglicky preklad byl
poprvé uvefejnén v knize Stomach of the Soul (2014).
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Sylva Fischerova (1963)

has a degree in Classical Philology and works at the
Institute of Greek and Latin Studies at Charles University
in Prague. She has published the poetry collections
Chvéni zavodnich koni (The Tremor of Racehorses, 1986),
Velka zrcadla (Large Mirrors, 1990), V podsvétnim mésté
(In the Underworld City, 1994), Sance (Chances, 1999),
Krvavy koleno (Bloody Knee, 2005), Andél na okné (Angel
at the Window, 2007), Tady za rohem to viecko je (Just
Around the Corner, It's All There, 2011), Mare (2013),
and Sestra duse (Sister Soul, 2015). Her poems have
been translated into numerous languages, and three
collections into English (Tremor of Racehorses, 1990;
Swing in the Middle of Chaos, 2010; Stomach of the Soul,
USA, 2015). In addition to her academic publications, she
has also published the short story collections Zdzrak
(Miracle, 2005; in Polish: Cud, 2008) and PasdZ (Passage,
2011), prose Evropa je jako Zidle Thonet, Amerika je pravy
uhel (Europe is Like a Thonet Chair, America Is a Right
Angle, 2012) and the children’s books Jdla a Hmyza
(Julia and Hmyza, 2006) and Egbérie a Olténie (Egberia
and Oltenia, 2011). She has also written lyrics for the
singer Monika Naceva. The poem “Newcomer’s Prague”
is from Chvéni zdvodnich koni, and the poem “Measuring
Boat and Butter cakes (Prague - Europe)”is from the
collection Mare. Its English translation has previously
been published in Stomach of the Soul (2014).
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Marie lljaenko (1983 na Ukrajing)

vystudovala rusistiku a komparatistiku. Pfeklada
z rustiny, polStiny a ukrajinstiny. Knizné byly vydany jeji
preklady romant Nebeské pribytky Arkadije Rovnera
a Jeruzalémské sny bratr( Sargorodskych. PFileZitostné
publikuje eseje a recenze. V roce 2015 vydala basnickou
sbirku Osip miFi na jih. Ze stejnojmenné poemy pochazi
uvedena basen.

Richard Katrovas (1953 v USA)

je profesorem anglistiky na Western Michigan
University. Od roku 1994 Fidi akademicky Prague Summer
Program, zaméreny na vyuku tvaréiho psani. Vydal sedm
basnickych sbirek (naptiklad Green Dragons, 1983 a Snug
Harbor, 1986, The Book of Complaints, 1993 a Prague
Winter, 2004 ), publikoval sbirku povidek Prague USA
(1996), roman The Mystic Pig (2001) a autobiografické
prozy The Republic of Burma Shave (2001) a The Years of
Smashing Brick (2007). Uvedena basen byla publikovana
v antologii From a Terrace in Prague (editor Stephan
Delbos, 2011).
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Marie lljaenko (1983 in Ukraine)

has degrees in Russian and Comparative Literature.
She translates from Russian, Polish, and Ukrainian into
Czech. She has translated the novels Nebeské pribytky
(Heavenly Abodes) by Arkady Rovner and Jeruzalémské
sny (Jerusalem Dreams) by the Brothers Shargorodsky.
She occasionally publishes essays and reviews. In
2015 she published the collection Osip mifi na jih
(Osip's Heading South), from which her poem of the
same name here has been taken.

Richard Katrovas (1953 in USA)

is Professor of English at Western Michigan University.
Since 1994 he has been running the academic Prague
Summer Program in Creative Writing. He has published
seven poetry collections: Green Dragons (1983), Snug
Harbor (1986), The Book of Complaints (1993), Prague
Winter (2004) etc. He has also published a collection of
short stories Prague USA (1996), the novel The Mystic Pig
(2001) and autobiographical prose: The Republic of Burma
Shave (2001) and The Years of Smashing Brick (2007). The
poems here are from the anthology From a Terrace in
Prague (2011, edited by Stephan Delbos).
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Pavel Kolmacka (1962)

vystudoval elektrotechniku a religionistiku. Pracoval
jako asistent v primyslovém podniku, oSetfovatel,
prekladatel, redaktor, ucitel, v sou¢asné dobé se Zivi
kniznimi pfeklady a vCelafstvim. Publikovat zacal
v osmdesatych letech v samizdatu, mimo jiné ve sborniku
Bdsné (1989) spoletné s E. Murrerem, B. Chlibcem
a M. Salavou. Samostatné vydal basnickeé sbirky Vidl za
mnou smésny $os (1994), Vidél jsi, Ze jsi (1998), More
(2010) a Wittgenstein bije Zdka (2014), denikovou prozu
Jedna véta (2012) a roman Stopy za obzor (2006). Jeho
verSe byly preloZzeny do fady jazyk(, v némc¢iné vySel
basnicky vybor Du sahst es gibt dich (2001), v angli¢tiné
publikoval v rdmci antologie Six Czech Poets (2007).
Uvedena béasen je ze sbirky More.

136



Pavel Kolmacka (1962)

has degrees in Electrical Engineering and Religious
Studies. He has worked as an assistant in an industrial
firm, a hospital orderly, a translator, editor, teacher; at
present he makes a living translating books and keeping
bees. He started publishing samizdat editions in the
1980s, including the collection Basné (Poetry, 1989) with
Ewald Murrer, Bohdan Chlibec and Miroslav Salava. He
has published his own poetry collections Vidl za mnou
smé&sny $os (Ridiculous Tails Billowed Behind Me, 1994),
Vidél jsi, Ze jsi (You Saw That You Were, 1998), More (Sea,
2010), and Wittgenstein bije Zdka (Wittgenstein Beats
a Pupil, 2014), the prose diary Jedna véta (One Sentence,
2012), and the novel Stopy za obzor (Traces over Horizon,
2006). His verses have been translated into a number
of languages: into German, Du sahst es gibt dich (2007),
and in the English anthology Six Czech Poets (2007). The
poem here is from the collection More.
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Ewald Murrer (1964)

se Zivi jako novinaf a vénuje se tvorbé kolazi (také jako
kniznich ilustraci). Vydal basnické sbirky Mlha za zdi
(1992), Vyznamendni za prohranou vdlku (1992), Situace
(1995), Nouzové zastaveni ¢asu (2007), knihu basni
v proze Zdpisnik pana Pinkeho (¢esky 1993, anglicky
1995), sbirku povidek Sny na konci noci (¢esky 1996,
anglicky 1999) a pod vlastnim jménem Michal Wernisch
roman Modra knizka aneb Jeblo mu (2000). Jeho texty
jsou také zastoupeny v antologii poezie druhé generace
undergroundu U nds ve sklepé (2013). Basen ,Nostalgie”,
uvedena v této antologii, byla publikovana ve sbirce
Nouzové zastaveni &asu, basen ,Mésto slasti smutku”
vysla v Revolver Revue (. 94/2014), ostatni basné
nepublikovany.

Jakub Rehak (1978)

pracuje v Méstské knihovné v Praze. Vydal basnické
sbirky Svétla mezi prkny (2008) a Past na Brigitu (2012).
Spolu s Miloslavem Topinkou vybral Nejlepsi ¢eské bdsné
2010. Basen zde publikovana je ze sbirky Past na Brigitu,
za niz v roce 2013 obdrzel cenu Magnesia Litera.
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Ewald Murrer (1964)

makes his living as a journalist and makes collages
(also for book illustrations). He has published the
poetry collections Mlha za zdi (Fog on the Wall, 1992),
Vyznamendni za prohranou vdlku (Distinctions for the
Lost War, 1992), Situace (Situations, 1995) and Nouzové
zastaveni ¢asu (Emergency Time Stop, 2007), a book
of poetry in prose Zdpisnik pana Pinkeho (1993; English
edition: The Diary of Mr. Pinke, 1995), the short story
collection Sny na konci noci (1996; English edition:
Dreams at the End of Night, 1999) and under his real
name, Michal Wernisch, the novel Modrd knizka aneb
Jeblo mu (Medical Military Conscription Exception
or, He Cracked, 2000). His works are also featured
in an anthology of poetry of the “Second Generation
Underground”, U nas ve sklepé (In Our Cellar, 2013). The
poem “Nostalgia”in this anthology is from the collection
Nouzové zastaveni ¢asu, the poem “City of exquisite
sorrow” was published in Revolver Revue (no. 94/2014),
the other poems are published here for the first time.

Jakub Rehak (1978)

works in the Municipal Library of Prague. He has
published the poetry collections Svétla mezi prkny
(The Light between the Boards, 2008) and Past na Brigitu
(A Trap for Brigita, 2012). Together with Miloslav Topinka
he selected the poems for Nejlepsi ¢eské basné 2010
(Best Czech Poems of 2010). The poem here is an excerpt
from a poem published in Past na Brigitu for which he
received Magnesia Litera Award.
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Gary Snyder (1930 v USA)

je emeritnim profesorem anglistiky. Vydal vice nez
dvacet basnickych sbirek a dalSi desitku knih eseji, proz
a vzpominek. Z rozsahlého basnického dila jsou cenény
predevsim sbirky Regarding Wave (1970), Turtle Island
(1974), Axe Handles (1983), No Nature (1993), Mountains
and Rivers without End (1996). Kromé poezie se
soustavné a dlouhodobé vénoval i reflexi pozice a poslani
poezie, roli kultury, ale predevsim otazkam vztahu
¢lovéka k pFirodé a k Zivotnimu prostredi. Eseje a dalsi
prozaické texty ¢i rozhovory, vénuijici se témto tématiim,
vysly naptiklad v kniznich souborech Earth House Hold
(1969), The OId Ways (1977), The Real Work (1980), The
Practice of the Wild (1990) &i A Place in Space (1995).
Vedle jinych ocenéni je i nositelem Pulitzerovy ceny za
poezii (1975). Cesky vysel vybor z jeho poezie Tahle béseri
je pro medvéda (1997) a sbirka Nebezpedi na vrcholcich
(2010) i klicové soubory jeho esejistiky (Staré cesty, 1995;
Praxe divociny, 1999; Zemédum, 2000; Misto v prostoru,
2002; Hory a Feky bez konce, 2007). Uvedené basen byla
otidténa v antologii From a Terrace in Prague (editor
Stephan Delbos, 2011).
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Gary Snyder (1930 in USA)

is Professor Emeritus of English. He has published
more than twenty poetry collections and a dozen
volumes of essays, prose, and reminiscences. His
extensive poetic works include the highly praised
collections Regarding Wave (1970), Turtle Island (1974),
Axe Handles (1983), No Nature (1993), and Mountains
and Rivers Without End (1996). In addition to poetry
he has long dedicated himself simultaneously to the
reflection and mission of poetry, the role of culture,
and the question of the relationship of people to nature
and to the environment. His essays, prosaic texts,
and interviews on these themes have been collected
into volumes such as Earth House Hold (1969), The
Old Ways (1977), The Real Work (1980), The Practice of
the Wild (1990) and A Place in Space (1995). His many
awards include the Pulitzer Prize for Poetry in 1975. Two
collections of his poetry and several collections of his
prose have appeared in Czech translation. The poem here
is taken from the anthology From a Terrace in Prague
(201M).
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Josef Straka (1972)

vystudoval psychologii, je knihovnikem, redaktorem
a organizatorem literarnich Cteni a diskusi.
Je autorem dvou béasnickych sbirek: a... jiné ¢asy (1994)
a Pro¢ (1995) a ¢tyr knih basnicko-prozaickych textu:
Hotel Bristol (2004), Mésto Mons (2005),
Kostel v mize (2008) a Malé exily (2014). Jeho texty
byly pfelozeny do anglictiny, némgciny, polstiny, srbstiny,
slovinstiny a nizozemstiny. Basen , Jit timto méstem”
byla v roce 2012 otisténa v letni literarni priloze
casopisu Respekt, ostatni basné uvedené v antologii
byly publikovany v knize Malé exily.

Viktor Spacek (1976)

vystudoval sochafstvi na VSUP a vytvarnému uméni
se vénuije i profesné. Pracuje v Méstské knihovné v Praze.
Vydal basnické sbirky Zminky a pfipadky (2007), Co drzi
Nizozemi (2010) a Nejasny rozmér (2015) a knihu povidek
Néco cirkusového (2015). Uvedena basen pochazi ze
sbirky Nejasny rozmér.
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Josef Straka (1972)

has a degree in Psychology, and is a librarian, editor,
and organiser of literary readings and discussions. He
has published two poetry collections a... jiné ¢asy (and...
other times, 1994) and Pro¢ (Why, 1995), and four books
of poetry in prose: Hotel Bristol (2004), Mésto Mons (City
of Mons, 2005), Kostel v mize (Church in the Mist, 2008),
and Malé exily (Small Exiles, 2014). His texts have been
translated into Dutch, English, German, Polish, Serbian,
and Slovenian. The poem “To walk through this city..." was
published in the summer literary supplement of Respekt
magazine in 2012, other poems published here are from
Malé exily.

Viktor Spacek (1976)

received a degree in sculpture from the Academy
of Arts, Architecture & Design in Prague and devotes
himself professionally to fine art. He works in the
Municipal Library of Prague. He has published the poetry
collections Zminky a pripadky (References and Examples,
2007) and Co drZi Nizozemi (What Holds the Netherlands,
2010), Nejasny rozmér (Uncertain Dimension, 2015) and
a book of short stories, Néco cirkusového (Something
Circussy, 2015). The poem here is from Nejasny rozmér.
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Jachym Topol (1962)

plsobi v poslednich letech jako redaktor, novinar Ci
programovy feditel Knihovny Vaclava Havla. PGvodné psal
basné, jez knizné vysly ve sbirkach Miluju té k zblaznéni
(1991; shrnuije tvorbu vydavanou ptivodné v samizdatu)
a V utery bude valka (1992), a pistiové texty (Psi vojaci,
Monika Naceva). Od basni ptesel k proze. Vydal povidku
Vylet k nadrazni hale (A Trip To The Train Station, Gesko-
anglické vydani, 1995), iroky ohlas a kultovni status
ziskal jeho roman Sestra (1994; anglicky City Sister
Silver, 2000; dale také némecky, polsky, madarsky). Poté
vydal novelu Andél (1995) a romany Nocéni prace (2001;
anglicky Nightwork, 2014), Kloktat dehet ( 2005; anglicky
Gargling with Tar, 2010) a Chladnou zemi ( 2009; anglicky
The Devil’s Workshop, 2013), které byly pFeloZzeny i do
fady dalSich jazyk: némciny, francouzstiny, holandstiny,
polstiny, italStiny, Spanélstiny, Svédstiny, norstiny,
madarstiny, turectiny. Soubor Supermarket sovétskych
hrding (2007) shrnuije krat3i prozy a dramatické texty.
Z angli¢tiny prevypravél indianské ptibéhy (Trnovad divka,
1997). V roce 2010 obdrzel Seifertovu cenu, o pét let
pozdéji slovinskou Vilenickou cenu. Uvedena basen byla
publikovana ve sbirce V dtery bude vdlka.
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Jachym Topol (1962)

has in recent years worked as an editor, journalist, and
the programme director for the Vaclav Havel Library.
He first wrote poetry, published in the collections Miluju
té k zbldznéni (I Love You Madly, 1991; containing works
originally issued in samizdat editions) and V dtery bude
valka (The War Will Begin on Tuesday, 1992), and also
wrote lyrics (for his brother Filip's band Psi vojdci, and
for Monika Naceva). He switched from poetry to prose.
He published story Vylet k nadrazni hale (Czech-English
edition: A Trip To The Train Station, 1995), and his novel
Sestra (1994; published in English as City Sister Silver,
2000; translated also into German, Polish, and Hungarian)
was not only critically acclaimed but has also achieved
a certain cult status. It was followed by the novels Andél
(1995) and Nocni prdce (2001; translated into English as
Nightwork, 2014), Kloktat dehet (2005; translated into
English as Gargling with Tar, 2010) and Chladnou zemi
(2009; translated into English as The Devil’s Workshop,
2013), which have also been translated into a number of
other languages: Dutch, French, German, Hungarian, Italian,
Norwegian, Polish, Spanish, Swedish, Turkish, etc. The
collection Supermarket sovétskych hrdind (Supermarket of
Soviet Heroes, 2007) gathers shorter prose and dramatic
texts. There is also Topol's retelling of American Indian
tales Trnovd divka (The Thorn Girl, 1997). In 2010 he
received the Jaroslav Seifert Prize; in 2015 he was awarded
the Vilenica (Slovenia) International Literary Prize. The
poem here is from the collection V ttery bude vdlka.
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Ladislav Zednik (1977)

vystudoval geologii a paleontologii a v oboru nékolik
let pracoval, poté se stal ucitelem a redaktorem. Vydal
basnickeé sbirky Zahrada s jablonémi a dvéma kresly
(20086), Neosvitly (2012) a Mésto jeden kamen (2015).
V soucasnosti se zabyva vytvarenim a koordinaci
vyukovych program( v ramci centra Trilopark v prazskych
Nuslich. Uvedena basen, stejné jako motto knihy, pochazi
ze sbirky Neosvitly.
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Ladislav Zednik (1977)

has degrees in Geology and Palaeontology and used
to make a living at them; later he became a teacher and
editor. He has published the poetry collections Zahrada
s jablonémi a dvéma kresly (Garden with Apple Trees
and Two Chairs, 2006), Neosvitly (They Didn't Light Up,
2012), and Mésto jeden kadmen (One Rock City, 2015). At
present he devotes himself to creating and coordinating
instructional programmes within the auspices of
Trilopark in Prague’s Nusle district. His poem here, as well
as this book’s motto, is taken from Neosvitly.
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