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Ciato to wedrujacy kamien

czasami, cialo chcialoby porzuci¢ swoje marne gniazdo.
jednak, od domu rodzinnego po dalekie géry i lasy
wszystkie gwozdzie i patki je boda, wszystko boli,

bo spada na dno. bo jest $miertelne.

wsérdd kamieni,

nie ma ciezszego kamienia niz

ludzkie ciato. corpus delicti.

i tak fatwo kruszacego sie na samo uklucie granicy wrazliwosci
corpus delicate.

Cialo to drogocenny kamien peten krwi

ktéry najtrudniej unies¢

gdy umrze.

Cialo to kamien ktéry najlatwiej sie podnosi,

wedruje ze swego dna w gére

nawet poleci do nieba

kiedy czyjes wyczekiwane KOCHAM

przedrze sie do jego ducha, nadmucha go i sprawi,

ze 1$ni jak fontanna w Barcelonie.



pokoje skorpionéw

oprécz zapachu naftaliny

iatmosfery polarnej nocy

pokéj chronicznie chorej na agorafobie
ma charakterystyczna

twarz pijawki i twardy czarny pancerz.
to chitynowy mundur skorpiona,

w ktérym rano pocatuje

swoja ofiare i zamknie drzwi

jakby ja uktul ogonem.

Szepnie jej ,nie idZ nigdzie,

wez zostan w domu”

i zaparzy gesta kawe z zélci,

bez jezyka i jelit

méwi czule.

naukowcy ateisci

zaktadaliby sie we wszystkich kosciotach
o sto rycerskich zbroi

igroméw

ze tylko taki toksyczny pokdj
przetrwa bombe atomowa

i bedzie wedrowal przez pusty $wiat
szczedliwy, zamieszkaly tylko przez karaluchy
z naszych szpitali psychiatrycznych



Portret $niadego poety z psem

Jego twarz to brazowa, pieknie zagojona blizna
a jego cialo oplata sie wokét dalekich miast

jak steskniony bluszcz

ktérego korzen oczarowane blondynki pragng dotkna¢
zatrutym paznokciem,

zadrapac¢ albo rozgnie$¢ na proch.

On ucieka, on nie $pi,

pisze o miltosci, deszczu, rewolucjach
mianowany na przyktad

dyzurnym zegarem na dworcu kolejowym
Atlantydy.

W portowej knajpie gdzies na potudniu Frangji
przypadkiem zauwazylam ze mu z

jezyka na chodnik kapie bycza krew.

Dlatego nazwatam go Hemingway,

ale mogtam tez nazwac

Sniegi Kilimandzaro.

On nie jest stworzeniem z naszych czaséw
nawet kiedy siedzi w mostarskiej kawiarni
posypany maka czekania,

jego palce wydtuzaja sie w piekne ksigzece klucze
a plecy zarastaja polem tulipanéw

z ktérych kapie na kochanego psa i ostygtle t6zka
nektar kalwadosu

z anarchistycznych klasztoréw.



Smier¢ w Mediolanie

Niektdrzy ludzie sg zlowieszczo piekni
jak glos Marlona Brando,

jak arystokratyczne szpitale dla umystowo chorych,
jak nocny szum wodospadéw,
$redniowieczne zamki wiezienia,

jak niekonczace sie salony
toksycznych kasyn.

Tego dnia kiedy podejma decyzje
zedra z Boga swoje usta

iodejdg w ciemnos¢

z tupem.

Kiedy same sie zjedza
zwing sie w ktebek jak koty
w swoje ciepto

zgaszonej $wiecy.

Ich imiona sa

niepokojaco piekne

jak wieczorne dzwony w Mediolanie
ostatniego dnia $wiata:

Rustana, Nafisa, Hayley,

Daul, Cibele, Belmonte, Miyu,
Ambrose, Viveka, Gia,

Jennifer, Cheyyene.



Nocne pociagi

walizka w szafie jest spakowana ale

na moim stoliku nie ma ciezkiego budynku dworca

nie ma gwizdka ani zwrotniczego

tylko niezwigzane z podrdza sylwetki ksigzek i noteséw,
stygnie granatowa herbata na podr6z w miejscu

i mapa $wiata do prasowania ziemi na ptasko.

kiedy nigdzie nie jade,

jestem zamknieta na klucz niczym pisarze francuskich powiesci,

niczym natogowcy, a nocne pociagi wabig mnie z daleka

o$wietlonymi oknami, pobrzekiwaniem

machaja do mnie lopoczacymi zastonkami ktére uspionym
podréznym

dla zartu okrecaja sie wokét szyi i rgk

niczym male préby $mierci Isadory Duncan

entuzjastyczne i pelne zapetlonych opowiesci

niby mroczne Orient Expressy.

kiedy nigdzie nie jade

na kraricach miasta pociagi zeslizguja sie zbyt lekko w mroczny
pachnacy $wiat

odlatujg z dworca jak fantazje buntownikéw

leca jak dzieci rozkwitlego mlecza na wietrze

przenikaja jak sztylety przez sadlo nieruchawych stacji.

posepne zelazne pociagi uciekajg z putapki postoju, fatwo

wlasénie tak bym chciala jedno za drugim pisac te stowa

intercity alta, indian pacific, eurostar paris transsibir,

tundra express, graeat sauthern rail, train grande vitesse.

a wagony znéw wieczorem jada ku nowym czasoprzestrzeniom

beze mnie



jak brzytwy wschodnich wiatréw
ich rozwarte ostrza
tna tepe cienie

kiedy nigdzie nie jade

marnuje te noce ktére za oknami

mojego pokoju staja sie coraz czerwienisze, jasne i ciepte
jak gesty $luz potyskujacych morskich zwierzat

i gwiazdy migocza jak plankton, gumowe cukierki

a ostre zimy sa cieplejsze dla rak

niz ociezate nagrzane powietrze pokoju

stoje w oknie niby nocny portier

i nastuchuje jak pociagi

wrzynaja swoje kregostupy w geste czarne lasy potudnia.
ich noze widza i krzycza radosénie tylko drzewa,

cisy i sosny, pistacje, deby

wznoszace sie nad nieruchomg ziemia, nad morzem

i zakopanymi ko$émi ze wszystkich wojen

i kazdego pokoju.

pociesza mnie dopiero to, ze te pachnace drzewa tez nigdzie nie

tkwig w miejscu jak kosci misjonarzy, marynarzy i kierownikéw

pociagéw zakopane

w tej wspdlnej plaszczyznie dna morza,
ciezkiego koryta dna ziemi

10



Lecac z cieptymi piecami

w te dni, kiedy nikogo nie kocham
pada deszczija
w dot ulicy puszczam t6deczki z gazet
sa w nich zaniedbane cynowe Zolnierzyki
wyrwane juz dawno z boskiego ciala dla mnie
bym mogta je czysci¢, glansowac.
jednak nie bede sie tapla¢ w najblizszym $cieku
ale nie méwie nic, dziekuje nie
kupie nikomu losu na loterii ani nowymi ksigzkami nie wypcham
spodni
bo rezygnuje z przymierza z niebiblijnymi biblioteczkami.
zebym cho¢ wracajac w autobusie mogta przymkna¢ oczy az
ochtone
i w myslach naucze sie, ze wzgledu na wszystkie zywe istoty, jak
kapitan Noe
prowadzi¢ starego golfa.
wyprostuje plecy, usune krowe z drogi
wyjawie wszystkim w dole na petli nasze tajne imie wydobyte
z chleba, nasza okruszyne, nasz bilet miesieczny.
zebym cie chociaz boze w taki dzien pocatowata
jak co$ ostatniego
izanim na petli poczta sie zamknie
postata pijakowi zgubiony dowéd
w zamian nie oczekujac nic
w te dni kiedy nikogo nie kocham
niebo jest inne o zmierzchu.
jest wtedy prostacko siwe, zwazone,
niepocieszone wisi nad jedzacymi chrupki dziewczynkami
ktére w autobusowym ttoku stojg przy drzwiach i potrzebuja
matczynej milosci.
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zeby chociaz na miasto potwornie luneto

z tej rozprutej ryby,

zagrzmiato jak z grobu

zebym musiata wprost z burzy jak orkan

biec do domu na gorace nalesniki w ktére jest zawinieta
moja ukochana, jeszcze nie znana rodzinie.

tak ja

a wlasciwie jakas kobieta na dworze w nocnym deszczu
dlugo zdejmuje mokre buty

i patrze przez okno jak

moje przyszle dzieci rosng na dywanie jedzac pianki,
przystojnemu tacie czytaja wiersze z ksiegi kaznodziei
a cala nasza ulica wzlatuje w niebo o$wietlona
ogromnymi rozzarzonymi piecami

réznymi efektami specjalnymi

z jakiej$ spielbergowskiej fundacji

dla obiecanych dzieci w lokach
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Pierwsza osoba liczby mnogiej

dziewczyna calg soba wiecznie pograzona
w ksigzkach zapisuje na kosci papieru:

jeszcze jestem mloda, stabos¢ do wieczornej samotnosdi,
smutek, lustro i szczotka, to nic takiego

tylko przemijajaca nocna hipnoza, tupot ko$ci nég zmii,
ktére nie istnieja, ona jednak kusi mnie by péjs¢

i brutalnie rzuci¢ sie na wlasne t6zko jak

pod kota pedzacego samochodu albo

pod $miercionosne fale oddechu Sylwii Plath.

zamkna¢ w domu jak Rosemary Tonks, czy wrecz
potozy¢ sie i nie wstac juz nigdy wiecej!

Ale mniejsza z tym, to tylko cudowna liczba pojedyncza.

kiedy jednak szybko zjade na sankach przez wszystkie siedem
przypadkéw

w przepasc wylozona brzuchatymi lustrami buddy

ktérych marazmu, ktérych pustki nie cierpie

zacznie sie wiadomy lament gapiéw

na temat kobiety pustelnika posréd chorych $cian domu

niczym odgltos potamanej laski staruszki

podobny do szczeku protezy wielkiej Grety Garbo ktéra ledwie

czlapie

jak to zdanie ,,dajcie mi wszyscy $wiety spokd;j!”

toskot laski ze srebrna gatka kobiety

ktéra za kilkadziesiat lat i p6zniej

bedzie reagowa¢ na imie z mlodosci, co$ pomiedzy Alma,

Irena, Vesna, Ivana, Zrinka, Jana,

te staruszki umarly samotnie w jakiej$
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brudnej wannie posrodku pustyni Gospicia, Kninu

pustyni Arizony i Paszmanu

spéjrz tylko

naga kobieta w lodowatej wannie, lodowata wanna jest w niej
i puste krajobrazy w psach dingo

na szafie wywoluje sie fotografia ktéra nalezy podrzec
na skrzyzowaniu z dziesiecioma popsutymi semaforami
leza w wannie zbyt starej pieknosci uduszonej zielona
pepowing swoich nienarodzonych dziewczynek

I nikomu nic do tego, tylko ta liczba pojedyncza.

kiedy lodowaty wiatr zawieje w niedziele
czasami te dziwne staruszki o pociaglych twarzach liczby
pojedynczej
spotykam na ulicy, na targu, jak utykaja w glanach
ich mlode zielone oczy i policzki krwawia naczynkami a
siwe wlosy kosmykami spadaja na chodnik
przez trujacy kwasny oddech z ust Zle wybranego miasta
bedacy symptomem losu straconych do gtebokiej studni bez
okienka
studni bez balkonu i punktu widokowego
studni wykopanej w gorejacej czarnej ziemi
pod marianska bruzda
wypelniona nieruchomymi podziurawionymi cialami
samotnych staruszek,
ktére moze marzyly by wgryzc sie w parzystosc,
w rozpieto$¢, w plus krzyza,
w gliniany odlew mitosci. Umosci¢ sie w dziupli mitosdi,
w cieplej arterii
i odtruc swoja rzadka anemiczna krew
ktoéra krazy latami w sztucznym soku serca pierwszego byka
liczby pojedynczej,
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cho¢ w ich ksiedze jest napisane:
ale nie jest, ale nie s3
ale nie jest
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Lady Hester Stanhope

Kochana Wirginio,

ta zakrecona Hester miata wlasny pokéj i kase.

Jak umarl w spokoju i bogactwie jej pracodawca,

British Prime Minister i stary kawaler, ukochany wujek William
Pitt,

panstwo przyznalo jej

az

1200 funtéw na miesigc

a brytyjskie wysokie sfery pozostaly zachwycone

zwiniete w ksztalt jej czerwonych szpilek

nawet lata po tym jak skoczyla

z dna krysztalowych kieliszkéw przez monokle

w strone latajacych dywanéw

i czulych ptaszkéw wschodnich listéw.

Miata 33 lata.

To symboliczne.

Kiedy prowadzila badania w Aszkelonie wiedziala ze
zostang uznane za pierwsze nowoczesne wykopaliska w Ziemi
Swietej.

Romantyczni i stawni podziwiali ja;

moéwia, ze po jej przyjezdzie do Aten,

pijany Lord Byron rzucit sie do morza

by ja, niczym meska syrena, stosownie powitac.

Po katastrofie okretu koto Kairu, znika, zdejmuje
lekka tkanine, zaktada nietongcy meski stréj
irusza dalej, w strone pieprznego Wschodu.

Nie chce nosi¢ hidzabu,
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wlasciwie, targa kazdy mur i welon $wiata

i wkrétce wraz z dwudziestu dwoma wielblgdami
wylamuje miedziane futryny i

burzy nazbyt srogie prawa wschodnich miast.

Z czubkiem nosa wysunietym w strone Palmyry
przechodzi pustynie pelna skorpionéw i beduinéw
zeby w tym mie$cie, o dziwo, by¢ jedyna kobieta
przywitang korona i galazkami.

Od wtedy, turban na jej ogolonej gtowie stat sie
pniem zmii ktéra zjada swéj ogon,

ego wokét czota.

Nie tylko emir Mahannah el Fadel

nazywal ja ,krélowa Hester”. Lecz z tych tytuléw
dawna glina sie $miala.

Hester pod ziemig w poblizu Gazy szukata ztotych monet,
ale wykopata tylko siedmionozny, pozbawiony gtowy
marmurowy posag. Zly znak, rozbila go i rzucita w
glodna gardziel morza.

Wreszcie

zostawila wielbtady innym

i osiadta w klasztorze Mar Elias a potem

na wzgdrzu kolo Sydonu, dom nazwala Dahr El Sitt.
Przyjmowala tysigce uchodzcéw, rzadzita regionem
za miesieczng pensje i dostawala szczodre dary.
Tajne stowa pustynnego wiatru

tlumaczyta jak chciata:

jestem jutrzenka, pierwsza dosiadam $wiat.

W koricu, mimo jedwabiéw, kosci stoniowej i kaszmiréw
zapadta sie w staros$¢, okradziona przez wlasng stuzbe.
Kochana Wirginio,

w swojej celi nie pisala, lezala samotna z dwoma garbatymi,

17



wydawalo jej sie, $wietymi korimi

zamiast 16zka.

Gosci przyjmowala dopiero o zmroku

nie pozwalala by widziano jej nazbyt ludzka twarz i rece,
nie data nikomu wiecej nic,

zamurowana w kasztelu na wzgérzu

jak idol, jak posag.
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Freya Stark

Jeszcze w dziecinstwie jakas zta wrézka z Asolo albo,
$cislej mowiac,
dziwne nieszczescie zmienilo jej urzekajaca geografie twarzy.
Ale, wjezyku pisma klinowego to grubianistwo byto czym$ innym.
Nie tylko fabryczna maszyna ktéra schwycita jej
zlote wlosy z kokarda, a potem tez twarz.
Byt to odcisk ciezkiej magnetycznej osi $wiata albo
magnetyczny néz ktéry na obliczu wyrzyna jak w $wietym
chlebie
arabskie kliny Wschodu, los.
Blizny to przyszle bruzdy podrézy,
z poludniowego wschodu na pétnocny wschéd we wszystkich
kierunkach
poezji piasku,
na twarzy tanczace $lady tej malej niebieskiej planety
pomiedzy gazowymi olbrzymami.

Latami, od kiedy opuscila péInocne Wiochy,

przez nozdrza wdycha stare jezyki jak dym z nargili.

Lacine, perski, turecki, a kiedy wymawia nazwy miesiecy
wedlug ksiezycowych kalendarzy,

leci, plynie, pisze, jezdzi na wielbladach.

Ta kobieta tylko czasami jest troche gtodna albo $piaca,

z wedrownej lyzki zawsze toczy sie dosy¢ kalorycznego btekitu
tej najwazniejszej, gwiazdy porannej.

W Libanie, Bagdadzie, Bejrucie, Damaszku

mieszka u poetéw i przyjaciot, uczy sie i bladzi,

odbywa przejazdzki w powozie z odptywem dla haremowych tez,
wszedzie widuje i kocha ludzi,

podczas pierwszej wojny stuzy w Czerwonym Krzyzu.
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Wszedzie gdzie idzie, zamiast kopki sukni

szeleszcza woko? niej lornetki, piéra, cyrkle i mapy,

kroki szpiega w Dolinie Asasynoéw,

daktyle i wino.

Jej dni to niebezpieczne pionierskie czyny, ale tez spokdj
pisania, gorliwa praca nad trzema ksigzkami na temat dla wielu

niedostepnej krainie Hadramaut.

Zyje w wirze wszystkich znanych rekwizytéw adrenaliny.
Odkrywa zawiklane kartografie, tajne drogi i ciesniny,

$ciezki Aleksandra przemierza

w upojnej mglawicy z tysiaca i jednej nocy.

Za nia pozostaje arabeska dziwnych kobiecych sladéw na

zamarznietej

ziemi Arabskiej Pustyni.

Sprzedawcy gazet wykrzykuja jej imie, mijajace ja

damy nie wiedzg czy o piatej pije herbate czy Izy.

Arabia ja odurza jak rozdrobnione ziarna kawy

nagle schwytane w szczeki drugiej wojny $wiatowej.

Zatrudnia sie jako agentka Brytyjskiego Ministerstwa Informacji
o tym pisze ksiazki Letters from Siria, East is West,

zwraca sie ogélnie do arabskiego przyjaciela w wichrze wojny

I wish you the best.

Za maz wyszla dopiero majac piecdziesiat cztery lata,
zakochana w historyku

ale szybko uwolnita sie z jego ramion by péjs¢ znéw w $wiat.
Pisata i wyruszyla w ostatnia podréz do Afganistanu.

Kiedy skonczyla sto lat jej kosci
zapragnely prochu z jakiego powstaly,
spokojnie umarla i napita sie,

na cmentarzu w Asolo

ukochanego piasku.
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DORTA JAGIC

(ur. w 1974 r.) — studiowala filozofie i religioznawstwo na Uniwer-
sytecie w Zagrzebiu. Za swoj debiutancki tomik wierszy pt. Plahta
preko glave (1999) otrzymata prestizowg chorwacka nagrode po-
etycka ,Goran za mlade pjesnike”. Jest autorks szesciu tomikéw
poetyckich i czterech zbioréw opowiadan oraz Matego stownika
kobiet biblijnych. W 2007 roku otrzymata nagrode Balkan Grand
Prize for Poetry (Rumunia), w roku 2014 za tom Kanapa na rynku
- nagrode Europejski Poeta Wolnosci w Gdarisku, a w roku 2017
najwazniejsza chorwacka nagrode poetycka ,Goranov vijenac”.
Od roku 1999 jest dyrektorka studenckich zespoléw teatralnych.
Mieszka w Zagrzebiu.

MALGORZATA WIERZBICKA

Slawistka i dyplomatka. Ukoniczyta studia filologiczne (slawi-
styczne z dodatkowym kierunkiem polonistycznym) na Uniwer-
sytecie Warszawskim. Pisala o literaturze chorwackiej i serbskie;
XX wieku. Ttumaczyta teksty Ivo Andricia (takze jego wiersze
i proze poetycksy), Miroslava Krlezy, wybitnego chorwackiego
znawcy literatury polskiej Zdravka Malicia oraz serbskich i bo-
$niackich eseistéw pokolenia '68. Jej przektad tomu wierszy
Kanapa na rynku Dorty Jagi¢ zdobyt Nagrode Europejski Poeta
Wolnosci w roku 2014.
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Dorta
Jagic

Portrait of The Body

Translated from the Croatian
by Milog Pudevi¢ i Damir Sodan






Body is a Migrating Stone

there are times when body desires to abandon its dark litter,
but from its birth house to the distant seas and mountains
all nails and petals hit at it, everything hurts, hurts

as it falls towards the bottom. because it is mortal.

among the stones

there is no stone as heavy as

the human body. corpus delicti.

and so friable when jabbed by the boundaries of tenderness.
corpus delicate.

body is a gemstone brimming with blood

and it is the heaviest to lift up once it dies.

body is a stone which ascends the easiest

migrates from its bottom upwards,

even flies into the sky

like corpus christi

when someone’s much awaited I LOVE YOU

pierces into its spirit,

inflates it and illuminates it

to gleam like a fountain in Barcelona.
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Hard Scorpion Rooms

apart from the smell of mothball

and the atmosphere of polar night

the room of a hardened agoraphobic

has a characteristic

face of aleech and a hard black carapace.
This is the chitin uniform of the scorpion,
in which in the morning it kisses

its victim and closes the door

as if stinging with its tail.

Whispers to her every day

,don’t go at work, don’t go anywhere,

do stay home!”

and makes thick coffee of bile

without tongue and guts

soothing with a purr.

Scholarly atheists would bet in all churches
in a hundret knightly suits of armour
and thunderbolts

that such a venomous room

alone would survive an H bomb

and tramp the empty world

happy, inhabited

with only roaches

from our mental institutions.
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A Portray of the Black Poet with a Dog

His face is brown, well healed scar

and his body wraps around far away cities

like a yearning ivy

blue and enchanted women wish to touch its root
with a poisonous nail,

to cut it or turn it to dust.

He runs, he doesn’t sleep,

he writes about love, and rain, and revolutions
virtually fixed

like a timetable clock on the railway station

in Atlantis.

In a harbor tavern somewhere in the South of France
I noticed by chance bull’s blood

dripping from his tongue on the pavement.

And I called him Hemingway,

but I could named him

The Snows of Kilimanjaro.

His substance isn’t from our time

and when he sits in a cafe in Mostar

covered with a floury waiting,

his fingers lengthen and turn into dukes’ keys
and his back grows into a field of tulips
calvados nectar

made in anarchistic monasteries

drips from his back

on beloved dog and tepid beds.
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Death in Milan

Some people are ominously beautiful
like the voice of Marlon Brando

like the aristocratic lunatic asylums,
like a nighttime beech forest,
medieval fortress prisons

like endless parlors

of poisoned casinos.

On the day when they decide,

they flay their lips to God

and leave into darkness

with prey.

When they eat themselves
they curl up like cats

into their warmth

of an extinguished candle.

Their names are

disturbingly graceful

like evening bells in Milan

on the last day of the world:
Ruslana, Nafisa, Hayley,
Daul, Cibele, Belmonte, Miyu,
Ambrose, Viveka, Gia,
Jennifer, Cheyyene.
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Nights Trains

suitcase in the wardrobe is ready but

a weighty station building isn’t on my frail table

nor a whistle or a signalman

just a non-traveling shadows of books and notebooks,
dark blue tea for traveling on the spot is cold

and the world map for ironing of the earth

turns into flat board

when I travel nowhere

I'm locked like a French novelist,

like an addict, and night trains lure me from afar

with bright windows and tinkling,

they wave me with flapping curtains, and envelop

arms and necks of sleepy travelers in curtains just for fun
like Isidora Duncan’s small techniques of death

with verve and full of intricate stories

like a dark Orient-expresses

when I travel nowhere

trains on the town’s edge slide gently through the dark scented
world

detached from the station like adventurers daydreams

they fly like children of dandelions in full bloom on the wind

penetrate like daggers the fat of inert stations.

sullen steel trains escape the traps of standing with ease,

and I would like to write those words in succession

intercity alta, indian pacific, eurostar paris transsibir,

tundra express, great southern rail, train grande vitesse.

and wagons are travelling again tonight to another time-space

without me

29



like razors of northern winds
their wide open blades cut off
blunt shadows in the broad night

when I travel nowhere

I missed the nights behind windows

of my room becoming red, blue and warm

like a resin from shining sea creatures

and stars wriggle like plankton, and jelly beans
and harsh winters are warmer for hands

from the languidly warmed up air in a room

I'm standing by the window like a night porter

and listening trains

incise the thick black woods in the south with spines
only trees screaming with joy can see the knives,
yews and pines, terebinth and holm oak

overhang over the motionless land, over the sea

and over buried bones from all wars

and all peaces.

even a sweet-smelling trees travel nowhere

was my only consolation.

they stand still like bones of missioners, sailors and train operators
buried in the collective area, in the seabed,

an earth-bed
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To Fly with Warm Stoves

at days when I love nobody

it rains and I let

newspaper boats float down the street.

In those boats pulled out of god’s body long ago
there are neglected tin soldiers for me

to wipe them, polish them.

Still T do not splash into the first sewage

and I do not say thanks either, nor do I buy
someone a lottery ticket or stuff my pants with new books
for I give up the vows with nonbiblical cabinets.

if only to squint going back on a bus until I relax
and have my mind’s eye teach me,

because of all human beings, to drive

an old golf just like captain Noa did

to straighten up, remove a cow from the road

tell everyone down at the turnaround our secret name
taken out of bread, our crumb, our pass.

If only to kiss you o god on a day like that

as something final

and before the post office at the turnaround closes
send some drunk his lost id card

expecting nothing in return.

in those days when I love nobody

the sky is different at dusk.

it gets vulgary gray, congealed,

inconsolable over little girls with a smoky

that on a crowded bus stand near the door

in need of motherly love.

if only the sky now opened above the city

and rain poured out of that disemboweled fish,
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if only a thunder roared as though rising from a grave
so that I could run out of that storm

and make it home for the pancakes

with my dear, still unknow family wrapped in them.
So that I could,

in fact, some woman outside in the night rain

slowly take off my wet boots

and look out of the window at my future kids

as they grow on the carpet eating munchmellows,
read lines from Ecclesiastes to their handsome daddy
and out entire street fly up into the sky

lit by huge red-hot stoves

various special effects

from some Spielberg’s Christmas foundation

for the curled promised children
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First Person Plural

a girl with her face always buried in
a book inscribes into the bones of paper:

I'm still young, evening solitude,

desire, mirror and brush, that’s nothing.

Just a night hypnosis, the rattling bones of serpent legs which
don’t exist yet lure me

to fall mercilessly into my bed

like under the wheels of a rushing car or

into a deadly wave following Sylvia Plath.

to lie down and never rise again!

That’s nothing, however, just a singular.

when I sledge, after all, down all the seven cases

into the abyss lined with potbellied buddhist mirrors
whose inertia and emptiness I hate

notorious elegies are sung by the spectators

about the hermitess within her sick house walls

they sound like the old women’s broken canes voting

so close to the clattering teeth of giant Garbo who barely walks
like her words, “I want to be alone!”

she’s drumming her silver cane handle, this woman

who would after a few decades still

respond to her maiden name, something between Alma,
Irena, Vesna, Ivana, Zrinka, Jana...

those tiny old women passing in their sleep in some

soiled bathtub in the middle of the deserts of Gospi¢, Knin
deserts of Arizona and Pa§man

look, look
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a naked woman in ice cold water, the cold bathtub inside her
and desolate lands in dingoes

a photograph coming into existence on the wardrobe needs to
be torn

at a junction with ten broken traffic lights

they lie in their bathtubs, overaged beauties choked with the green

umbilical cord of their unborn girls

Nothing to anyone, just the singular.

when the ice-cold wind blows through a sunday
those odd old women with their oblong first person singular
I sometimes meet in the streets, hobbling in their doc martens
their young green eyes and faces bleed through capillaries and
the strands of their gray hair fall to the sidewalk
due to the poisonous acid in the mouth of this wretched city
as a symptom of the fate of those who entered the deep well
without windows
well without balconies and vistas
well dug into the fiery black ground
under the Mariana trench
filled with motionless drilled-out bodies
of lonely old women
who might have wanted to bite their duality until it bleeds,
into the shape of cross,
into the clay casting of love, to seep into the bowels of love,
into the arteries, adding antibodies to their precious blood which
flows
for years in the artificial sap from the heart of the first bull
singular,
as their book says:
yet it is not, yet they are not
yet it is not
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Lady Hester Stanhope

Dear Wirginia,

That wacky Lady Hester had her own room and dough.
After her employer, the British Prime Minister and bachelor,
beloved uncle William Pitt, died mildly in wealth,

the state assigned her

an enviable sum -

£1200 a month.

British high society was stunned -

convulsed like the form of her red high-heels.

Years later she jumped

from the bottom of crystal glasses, through monocles,
towards the flying carpets and

tender birds of oriental letters.

She was 33.

How symbolic!

Exploring Ashkelon she knew
this quest would be known
as the first modern trek through the Holy land.

Romantics and celebrities admired;
they say when she came to Athens,
the drunken Lord Byron leapt in the sea
in proper welcome, like some male siren.

After the shipwreck near Cairo she lost all, took off
her thin dress, donned men’s waterproof clothing
and continued towards the spicy East.

Refusing the veil

she tore down every wall and veil of this world
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until, with twenty-two camels,

she broke through eastern cities’ brass gates
tearing their strict laws apart.

With her nose-tip pointing towards Palmyra,
she crossed a desert of scorpions and Bedouins
became the only woman

welcomed with a laurel crown

in that strange city.

From then the turban on her shaved head
was as a fat ouroboros

gnawing at its own ego-tail.

Emir Mahannah el Fadel was not alone

in dubbing her Queen Hester. But the ancient clay
laughed at those titles.

She sought gold florins buried under Gaza,

yet only unearthed a seven-legged, headless

marble statue. Like an omen! She smashed and threw it
in the hungry gullet of the sea.

At last

she gave away her camels,

found peace in the Mar Elias monastery;

later atop Sidon hill in a house she called Dahr EI Sitt,
she welcomed hundreds of refugees, ruled the region
with her monthly pension and lavish gifts.

The secret words of the desert wind

she translated to her whim:

I am the Morning Star, principal rider of this world.

At last, despite the silk, the alabaster and cashmere
she sank into senility, robbed by her servants.

Dear Wirginia,

she did not write in her cell, just lay alone
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with two hunchbacked horses
seemingly sacred to her

in place of a bed -

received guests only at nightfall,
not wanting them to see her human
(all-too-human) face and hands,
walled into that fortress on the hill
like an idol, like a statue.
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Freya Stark

Already in childhood some evil Asolo fairy,

more precisely an odd accident, changed the fair geography of
her face.

Expressed in cuneiform, that brutality

translates into something else.

It wasn’t just the factory machine

that seized her golden hair with a bow

and then her face as well.

It was a stab from the heavy magnetic needle of the world,

a magnetic knife carving one’s face like Holy Bread,

Arabian spikes of Orient, thorns of destiny.

For those scars furrowed her future journeys:

southeast, northeast, in all directions,

the poetry of sand,

dance steps on the face of this little blue planet

among the gaseous giants.

For years after Italy’s north,

her nostrils inhaled the ancient languages like narghile fumes,
Latin, Persian, Turkish, and uttering the names of months
by their lunar calendars,

she flew, sailed, wrote, and drew on camels’ backs.

This woman scarcely ever hungers or droops,

caloric azure from that essential Morning Star

is dripping always on her traveller’s spoon.

In Lebanon, Baghdad, Beirut, Damascus

living with poets and friends, studying and wandering;

in carriage rides, with a drain for harem tears,

she sees people everywhere, and loves them -

in the Great War, served in the Red Cross.
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Wherever she goes, no rustling haystack dress,

one hears instead her clinking binoculars and fountain pens,

compasses and maps, and the footsteps of spies

in the Valley of Assassins; dates, fruit, and wine.

Her days are dangerous — pioneer exploits — but quiet with
writing too,

devoted labor for three books

on the notoriously elusive Hadhramaut.

She lives in a whirlpool of adrenalin enhancers,

uncovering perplexing charts, secret passages and straits,

walking the paths of Alexander

in ethereal Thousand and One Nights haze,

leaving behind an arabesque of weird female imprints

on the wintry soil of the Arabian desert...

News vendors call her name in passing, strolling ladies

wonder if she’s drinking five o’clock tea or tears,

Arabia exhilarates like ground coffee bones

lodged suddenly in the jaws of World War 2.

She takes an agent’s job in the British Ministry of Information

penning it in books: Letters from Syria, East is West,

telling her Arab friend, as war is waging,

“I wish you the best.”

She married late at fifty four,

in love with a historian

but soon slipped off her husband’s shoulders,
back on the road.

She wrote again - a final sojourn, to Afghanistan.

From her hundredth birthday, her bones
hungered for the dust from which they rose;
she breathed her last quietly, sating her thirst
on her beloved sand

at the graveyard in Asolo.
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DORTA JAGIC

(b. 1974) — graduated from the Jesuit Philosophy University in
Zagreb with a degree in philosophy and religious culture. She
made her poetic debut in 1999 with the book Plahta preko glave,
which received a distinguished national award, the Goran Award
For Young Poets. She is an author of six poetry collections and
four short stories volumes, and author of biblical dictionary Mali
rjec¢nik biblijskih Zena (2013). Jagi¢ received two international
awards, The Balkan Grand Prize for Poetry (Romania, 2007), and
European Poet of Freedom Award (Poland, 2014) for her poetry
book Kau¢ na trgu. She received 2017 Croatian biggest national
poetry award “Goran’s Wreath”. Since 1999 she is working as
a theater teacher as well as a director in many student theatre
companies. She lives in Zagreb, Croatia, as a freelance writer,
translator and teacher of poetry writing.
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Tijelo je kamen koji se seli

ponekad, tijelo bi htjelo napustiti svoje crno leglo.
ipak, od rodne kuce do dalekih mora i planina
svi ga ¢avli i latice udaraju, sve boli,

jer pada na dno. jer je smrtno.

medu kamenjem,

nema tako teskog kamena kao §to je
¢ovjekovo tijelo. corpus delicti.

i tako drobljivog, na ubod granica njeznog.
corpus delicate.

tijelo je dragi kamen pun krvi

koji je najteze di¢i

kad umre.

Tijelo je kamen koji se najlakse digne,

preseli se sa svoga dna gore,

¢ak poleti u nebo

kad mu netiji ¢ekani VOLIM TE

probije u duh, napuse ga i upali

da sja kao fontana u Barceloni.
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Skorpionske sobe

osim mirisa naftalina

i atmosfere polarne noéi
soba okorjele agorafobi¢arke
ima karakteristi¢no

lice pijavice i tvrdi crni oklop.
to je hitinska uniforma gkorpiona,
u kojoj ujutro poljubi

svoju Zrtvu i zatvori vrata
kao da ubode repom.

$apne joj «nemoj nigdje i¢i,
daj ostani doma»

pa skuha gustu kavu od Zudi,
bez jezika i crijeva

mazno tepajudi.

znanstvenici ateisti

kladili bi se u svim crkvama
u sto viteskih oklopa
igromova

da bi takva otrovna soba
jedina prezivjela hidrogensku bombu
i skitala pustim svijetom
sretna, naseljena

samo Zzoharima

iz nagih umobolnica
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Portret crnog pjesnika s psom

Njegovo je lice smeda, lijepo zarasla brazgotina
a tijelo mu se uvija oko dalekih gradova

kao ¢eznutljiv bréljan

¢iji korijen plave i zacarane Zene Zele dotaknuti
zatrovanim noktom,

zarezati ili rasuti u prah.

On bjezi, on ne spava,

pise o ljubavi, kisi, revolucijama

postavljen otprilike

kao dezurni sat na Zeljezni¢kom kolodvoru
Atlantide.

U luckoj kré¢mi negdje na francuskome jugu
slu¢ajno sam opazila damus

jezika na plo¢nik kaplje bikova krv.

Zato sam prozvala Hemingway,

ali mogla sam ga nazvati i

Snjegovi KilimandZara.

On nije tvar iz ovog vremena

ikad sjedi u mostarskoj kavani

posut brasnom ¢éekanja,

njegovi su prsti izduZuju u knezevske kljuceve
a leda zarastaju u polje tulipana

s kojih kaplje

na voljenoga psa i mlake krevete

nektar kalvadosa

iz anarhisti¢kih samostana.
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Smrt u Milanu

Neki ljudi su zlokobno lijepi
kao glas Marlona Branda,

kao aristokratske umobolnice,
kao noéna bukova §uma,
srednjovjekovne tvrdave kaznionice,
kao beskrajni saloni

otrovnih casina.

Tog dana kad odluce,

oni oderu Bogu svoje usne
iodlaze u tamu

s plijenom.

Kad se pojedu
uviju se kao macke
u svoju toplinu
ugasene svijece.

Njihova su imena
uznemirujece lijepa

kao vecernja zvona u Milanu
zadnjeg dana svijeta:
Ruslana, Nafisa, Hayley,
Daul, Cibele, Belmonte, Miyu,
Ambrose, Viveka, Gia,
Jennifer, Cheyyene.
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Nocni viakovi

kovceg je u ormaru spreman ali

na mom krhkom stolu nema tegke zgrade kolodvora
nema pistaljke ni skretni¢ara

samo neputnicke siluete knjiga i biljeZnica,

hladi se tamnoplavi ¢aj za putovanja u mjestu
ikarta svijeta za peglanje zemlje u ravnu plocu.

kad nikamo ne putujem,

ja sam zaklju¢ana poput pisca francuskih romana,
poput ovisnika, a no¢ni me vlakovi izdaleka mame
osvijetljenim prozorima, zveckanjima

masu mi lepetavim zastorima dok zaspalim putnicima
iz $ale zaplic¢u ruke i vratove u zastore

kao male tehnike smrti Isadore Duncan

zanosni i puni zakucéastih prica

kao mraéni Orient-expressi.

kad nikamo ne putujem,

na rubu grada vlakovi klize previse lako niz tamni mirisni svijet
odljepljuju se od kolodvora kao Zelje pustolova

lete kao djeca rascvalog maslacka na vjetru

prodiru kao bodezi kroz salo tromih stanica.

mrki ¢eli¢ni vlakovi bjeze iz zamki stajanja, lako

bas kako bih voljela i ja u nizu pisati te rije¢i

intercity alta, indian pacific, eurostar paris transsibir,

tundra express, great southern rail, train grande vitesse.

a vagoni opet veleras putuju u nove vrijeme-prostore bez mene
kao britve sjevernih vjetrova

raskriljenih ostrica u $irokoj noci

odsjecaju tupe sjene
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kad nikamo ne putujem,

propustam te no¢i koje iza prozora

moje sobe postaju sve crvenije, plave i tople

kao smola svjetlucavih morskih Zivotinja

i zvijezde migolje kao planktoni, gumeni bomboni
a o§tre su zime toplije za ruke

od tromo zagrijanog uzduha sobe

stojim kraj prozora kao no¢ni portir

i oslugkujem kako vlakovi

usijecaju svoje ki¢me kroz guste crne $ume juga.
njihove nozeve vide i radosno vriste samo stabla,

tise i borovi, terebinti, crnika

nadvijeni nad nepomi¢nom zemljom, nad morem

i zakopanim kostima iz svih ratova

i svakog mira.

tjesi me tek da ni ta mirisna stabla nikamo ne putuju.
miruju kao kosti misionara, mornara i vlakovoda zakopane
u toj zajednickoj plohi dna mora,

dna teskog korita zemlje
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Letjeti s toplim pec¢ima

u danima kada nikoga ne volim

padakisaija

niz ulicu pu$tam brodice od novina

u njima zapostavljene kositrene vojnike

i$¢upane iz bozjeg tijela jo§ davno za mene

da ih brisem, lastim.

ipak ne §ljapnem u prvu kanalizaciju

ali ne kaZe nit hvala nit

kupim nekom srec¢ku nit napunim hlac¢e novim knjigama
jer odustajem od zavjeta s nebiblijskim vitrinama.

da bar u povratku u busu zazmirim dok se ne opustim

i u mislima nau¢im zbog svih Zzivih bi¢a, kao kapetan noa
voziti starog golfa.

da ispravim leda, maknem kravu s ceste

kazem svima dolje na okretistu nase tajno ime izvadeno
iz kruha, nagu mrvu, na$ pokaz.

da te bar u takvom dane boze poljubim

kao nesto posljednje

i prije nego se dolje na okreti$tu posta zatvori

posaljem nekom pijancu izgubljenu osobnu

zauzvrat ne o¢ekujuéi nista

u danima kada nikoga ne volim

nebo je drukéije u sumrak.

nebo bude prostacki sivo, zgrusano,

neutje$no nad djevoj¢icama sa smokijem

koje u guzvi autobusa stoje kraj vrata i treba im maj¢inska ljubav.
da bar sad nad gradom okrutno pljusne

iz te rasporene ribe,

da zagrmi kao iz groba

pa da moram ravno iz orkanske oluje
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trcati kuéi na vruce pala¢inke u koje je zamotana
moja draga, jo§ nepoznata obitelj.

daja

zapravo neka Zena vani na noénoj kisi

dugo skidam mokre ¢izme

i gledam kroz prozor kako

mi buduca djeca rastu na tepihu jedu¢i munchmalow,
lijepom tati ¢itaju stihove iz propovjednika

a cijela nasa ulica uzlijece na nebo osvijetljena
ogromnim usijanim peéima

raznim specijalnim efektima

iz neke boZi¢ne spilbergove zaklade

za naviklanu obeéanu djecu
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Prvo lice mnozine

djevojka s licem vjecito zaglavljenim
iza knjige upisuje u kosti papira:

jo$ sam mlada, ljubav prema veéernjoj samodi,

tuga, zrcalo i ¢etka, nije to nita.

samo prolazna no¢na hipnoza, buka kostiju zmijinih nogu
koje ne postoje, a koja me ipak mami da odem,

da okrutno padnem na vlastiti krevet kao

pod kotace jurecega auta ili

kao pod smrtonosne valove iza daha Silvie Plath.
Zatvoriti se u ku¢u kao Rosemary Tonks, ili ¢ak

le¢i i ne ustati vise nikad!

Ali nije to nista, samo opojna jednina.

kad se ipak sjurim na sanjkama kroz svih sedam padeza
u ponor obloZen trbusastim budisti¢kim ogledalima
¢ije tupilo, ¢iju prazninu mrzim

krenu poznate naricaljke promatraca

o zeni pustinjaku medu bolesnim zidovima kuce

kao glasanje slomljenih $tapova starice

nalik cvokotavom zubalu goleme Garbo koja se jedva gega
kao ona recenica «pustite me svi na miru!»

bubnjanje tapa sa srebrnom drgkom Zene

koje ¢e se za nekoliko desetlje¢a i dalje

odazivati na mladenacko ime, ne$to izmedu Alma,
Irena, Vesna, Ivana, Zrinka, Jana,

one starice umrle same u nekoj

musavoj kadi usred pustinje Gospica, Knina

pustinje Arizone i PaSmana
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vidi, vidi
gola Zzena u ledenoj kadi, ledena kada je u njoj
i pusti krajolici u dingo psima

na ormaru nastaje fotografija koju treba poderati
na krizanju sa deset pokvarenih semafora

leze u kadi prestare ljepotice zadavljene zelenom
pupkovinom svojih nerodenih djevoj¢ica

I nikom nista, osim ta jednina.

kada leden vjetar zapuse nedjeljom

ponekad te ¢udne starice s duguljastim licem jednine
sretnem na ulici, na trznici, kako hramaju u martensicama
njihove mlade zelene o¢i i obrazi krvare kapilarno i

sijeda kosa otpada u pramenovima na plo¢nik

od otrovne kiseline iz usta pogre$nog grada

kao simptom sudbine zaslih u dubok zdenac bez prozor¢ica
bunar bez balkona i vidikovaca

bunar izdubljen u plamenoj crnoj zemlji

ispod marijanske brazde

napunjen nepomi¢nim izbu$enim tijelima

usamljenih starica,

koja su mozda ¢eznule do krvi zagristi u dvojnost,

u raspon, u plus kriza,

u glineni odljev ljubavi. Zavudi se ljubavi u duplju,

u toplu arteriju

i protuotrovati svoju rijetku anemi¢nu krv

$to kola godinama u umjetnom soku iz srca prvog bika jednine,
iako u njihovoj knjizi pige:

ali nije, ali nisu

ali nije
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Lady Hester Stanhope

Draga Wirginia,

ta je otkacena Hester imala vlastitu sobu i lovu.
Nakon §to je njezin poslodavac, British Prime Minister i neZenja,
voljeni ujak William Pitt, blago u bogatstvu umro,
drzava joj je odredila

cak

mjese¢nih £1200

a britansko visoko drustvo ostalo je udivljeno
svijeno u u obliku njezine crvene $tikle

i godinama nakon $to je skotila

s dna kristalnih ¢asa kroz monokle

prema lete¢im sagovima i

njeZznim pti¢icama isto¢njackih pisama.

Bile su joj 33 godine.

Simboli¢no.

Istrazujuci Agkelon znala je da ¢e
se taj pothvat priznati prvim modernim istraZivanjem Svete
zemlje.

Romanti¢ni i poznati su joj se divili;

kaZu da se, po njenom dolasku u Atenu,

opijeni Lord Byron kao lud bacio u more

da bi je, poput muske sirene, doli¢no pozdravio.

Nakon brodoloma kod Kaira, izgubivsi sve, skida
krhku takninu, oblaé¢i nepotopivu musku odjecu
i krece dalje, put paprenog Istoka.

Odbijala je nositi Zenski veo,

zapravo, kidala je svaki zid i veo svijeta
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pa je uskoro s dvadeset i dvije deve

probijala mjedene vratnice i

rusila prekrute zakone isto¢nih gradova.

Sa giljkom nosa prema Palmiri

proéla je pustinju punu skorpiona i beduina

da bi u tom gradu, ¢udom, bila jedina Zena
docekana krunom i granc¢icama.

Od tada, turban na njenoj obrijanoj glavi postao je
deblo zmije koja guta svoj rep,

ego oko cela.

Nije ju samo emir Mahannah el Fadel

prozvao “kraljica Hester”. Ali tim se titulama
drevna glina smijala.

Hester je pod zemljom blizu Gaze trazila zlatnike,
a iskopala je samo sedmonogi i bezglavi
mramorni kip. Zao znak, razbila ga je i bacilau
gladno zdrijelo mora.

Napokon

ostavila je deve drugima

i skrasila se u samostanu Mar Elias, a potom

na vrhu kraj Sidona, dom je nazvala Dahr El Sitt.
Primala je stotine izbjeglica, vladala regijom

s mjese¢nom penzijom i izdagnim darovima.
Tajne rijeci pustinjskoga vjetra

prevodila je kako je htjela:

ja sam jutranja zvijezda, glavna jahacica svijeta.

Naposljetku, unato¢ svili, bjelokosti i ka§miru
tonula je u senilnost, pokradena od vlastite posluge.
Draga Wirginia,

u svojoj Celiji nije pisala, lezala je sama s dva grbava,
¢inili joj se, sveta konja
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umjesto kreveta.

Goste je primala tek u sumrak

nije dala da joj vide odve¢ ljudsko lice i ruke,
nije dala nista vi§e nikome,

zazidana u utvrdi na brdu

kao idol, kao kip.
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Freya Stark

Jos joj je u djetinjstvu neka zla vila iz Asola ili, to¢nije,
¢udna nesreca promijenila ljepuskastu geografiju lica.
No, jezikom klinastoga pisma ta je grubost bila

nesto drugo.

Nije to bio samo tvornicki stroj §to joj je zahvatio
zlatnu kosu s masnom, a onda i lice.

Bio je to otisak teske magnetne igle svijeta ili
magnetni noz $to u lice zarezuje kao u sveti kruh
arapske klinove Istoka, sudbinu.

Oziljci su buduce brazde putovanja,

jugoistok — sjeveroistok u svim smjerovima

poezije pijeska,

na licu plesni tragovi ove male plave planete

medu plinovitim divovima.

Godinama, kad je otisla sa sjevera Italije,

kroz nosnice udise stare jezike kao dim nargile.
Latinski, iranski, turski, a dok izgovara imena mjeseci
po lunarnim kalendarima,

ona leti, plovi, pise, ri$e na devama.

Ta Zena jedva da je ikad gladna ili snena,

iz putne se zlice uvijek lué¢i dovoljno kalori¢ne plaveti
one najvaZznije, jutarnje zvijezde.

U Libanonu, Bagdadu, Beirutu, Damasku

zivi kod pjesnika i prijatelja, uéiiluta,

voznje u ko¢iji s odvodom za haremske suze,
posvuda vidi i voli ljude,

u prvom ratu sluzi Crvenom krizu.

Gdje god pode, umjesto plasta haljine
oko nje $ugkaju durbini, pera, Sestari i mape,
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koraci $pijuna u Dolini Asasina,

datulje i vina.

Njezini su dani opasni pionirski podvizi, ali i mirna pisanja,
predan rad na tri knjige o mnogima

nedostiznom Hadhramautu.

Zivi u u kovitlacu svih poznatih rekvizita adrenalina.
Otkriva zamr$ene kartografije, tajni puteve i tjesnace,
Aleksandrove staze prohodava

u opojnoj maglici iz tisu¢u i jedne nodi.

Iza nje ostaje arabeska ¢udnih Zenskih otisaka na tlu

zime u Arapskoj pustinji...

Prodavaci novina izvikuju njezino ime, u prolazu

dame ne znaju pije li ona u pet popodne ¢aj ili suze,
Arabija joj je opojna kao usitnjene kosti kave

odjednom uhvacene u ¢eljusti Drugog svjetskog rata.
Zaposljava se kao agentica British Ministry of Information
o tome pi8e knjige Letters from Siria, East is West,

javlja se opéem arapskom prijatelju u vihoru rata:

I wish you the best.

U brak je usla tek u pedeset i ¢etvrtoj,

zaljubljena u povjesnicara

aliibrzo sigla s ramena svog muza opet na cestu.
Pisala je i otisla na posljednje putovanje u Afganistan.

Nakon stotog rodendana njene su kosti
ozednjele za prahom iz kojega su dogle,
mirno je izdahnula i napila se,

na groblju u Asolu

voljenoga pijeska.
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