VLADIMIR HOLAN

Nac s Hamdetem
A Night witiv Hamdet




Vladimir Holan Vladimir Holan
NOC S HAMLETEM A NIGHT WITH HAMLET

Menippos: Vidim jenom kosti a lebky bez masa, a ty jsou MENIPPUS: | see only bones and skulls stripped of flesh, many of
si vétsinou podobné. them alike.

Hermés: A pravé to je to, cemu se divi vSichni bésnici, HERMES: These bones that you seem to despise are what all the
tém kostem... A jenom ty, zda se, jimi pohrdas. poets marvel at.

Menippos: Dobra, ukaZz mi tedy tu Helenu, nebot ja bych MENIPPUS: But still show me Helen; for | should not recognize

ji nepoznal.
Hermés: Tato lebka, to je Helena...

LUKIANOS

PFi pfechazeni z pfirody do byti

zdi nejsou praveé vlidné,

zdi pomocené talenty, zdi poplivané

vzpourou klesténctll proti duchu, zdi o nic mensi,
jsou-li snad dosud nezrozené,

a prece zdi zaokrouhlujici uz plody...

Poddajna zralost Shakespearova

zve ke zvali. Jeji obsah,

ktery jako Uzas mél by byti

svatecénosti, stdva se poklesem ¢asu

(pfi moznych naznacich jeho nepfitomnosti)
lichvarskym urokem vsech byt(,

do kterych se drze nastéhoval reZisér.

Jen podvod je tu jistotou. A divak,
predcéasné vylezly jako svatojirsky had,
hreje se pod Zludi kritika...

A tém, jakoZe se odvaZuji mapovat i touhu,
je lehko, tfrebaZe i oni jsou

prchlivym svédectvim ustavi¢nych hovad...
Ale pfiroda je vidycky znamenim,

které, kdyz neni mlcenlivé,

popird samo sebe. VZdyt i samec,

ten otvirac, citi mémé jen proto

Ze duch jde vzidycky kupredu

a Ze se vSechno za nim zavira...

Takovy byl ion... Hamlet!
Meél utrzenou ruku a vecer se valil
prazdnym rukdvem jeho kabatu

jako pohlavim slepce, které by vykousala hudba...

Pfiroda sdruzovala nase pohrdani méstem
se skalni moci podvracenych mechi

pfi celé zlaté vysce schopnosti

a Cekala, az housenka vina se proméni v motyla,
ale nedockala se,

nebot on pohrdal vinem od jistého dne,
kdy z Zizné musil otevrit koni tepnu

a piti krev...

To rozhodlo, Ze pripustil dzin

a vyloucil zdanlivé nezjevena tajemstvi,

a jsa mezi sebou a sebou,

pfimlouval se za propast.

her.
HERMES: This is the skull of Helen.

LUCIAN

When crossing over from nature into being,

walls are rather unkind,

walls wet from the urine of talents, walls bespattered

by eunuchs revolting against the spirit, walls no smaller
even though they may not yet be born

and still walls already rounding out the fruit of the womb...

The supple ripeness of Shakespeare

invites malevolence. Its substance,

which like amazement should be observed

with solemnity, becomes as time declines

(with possible hints of time’s absence)

a usurious interest on all the apartments

into which a stage-manager impertinently moved.
Only fraud is a certainty here. And the spectator,
having crawled out early like a snake on St George’s day,
is basking under the bile of critics...

And these, daring enough to chart even desire,
feel relieved although they too are

a volatile testimony of ever-present brutes...

But nature is always an omen,

which, if it doesn’t keep silent,

denies itself. After all, even the male,

that opener, feels mutely only because

the spirit always marches forward,

and everything behind it closes up...

He too was like that... Hamlet!

He had one arm torn off, and evening rolled

through the empty sleeve of his coat

as through a blind man’s penis that music might have gnawed out...

Nature was associating our contempt for the city
with the saxatile urine of subverted mosses

at the entire golden height of capability

and waited until the caterpillar of wine would change into a butterfly,
but it didn’t live to see it,

for he had despised wine since a certain day

when out of thirst he had to open a horses’ artery
and drink the blood...

This determined his concession to gin

and the exclusion of seemingly unrevealed mysteries,
and, being between himself and himself,

he was putting in a word for the abyss.



Hovofil pak uz jenom z ni,

i kdyZ trebas vypravél o jisté svétici,
ktera neméla uz nic, leda bolest

ze vzpominek na davného milence,

ale bolest tak malou, Ze ji snadno skryla
do vykazeného zubu...

Malo zalezi,

zda nam do toho sykaly sliny

vytékajici z ust spicich cvrcka,

stavitelé pulnoc¢nich most(,

stvorené tvorici, které si budovalo dvé hrobky,
prizraky, berouci mzdu za véstby.

Jenom uméni bylo bez vymluvy...

A také Zivot naléhal,

ale naléhal s nebezpecim, Ze prezijeme,
tiebaze bychom chtéli jesté také umfit...

Nebylo spocinuti... Nikde, ani v nevédomi...
Ale byl tu on, Hamlet, ktery jako Mozart-pijak
prevrhl Alpy, aby nejisté postavil lahev

na vrzavy schod strachu ze smrti,

on, tak tésné u sebe, Ze se mezi ného

vesla celd nesmrtelnost...

A skutec¢né: za jeho pfitomnosti

ndz pod ovci

by nemohl nic podrezat

a cin z roztavenych starych krtitelnic

ztavil by se zase do podstatného tvaru.
Ale je Uzkost. Byl na rané vécnosti

a mél ji zahojit. Byl v hrobce otce

a mél byt synem déti... Byl

pfi svatém duse hudby

a mél byt za mzdu nevéstci

nebo za cenu psa...

Oh, ne Ze by znal vSechno, nebot dobfte citil,
Ze kdyz se sobectvi prezere,

nevrhne, vytravi a zacne znova —

ne Ze by byl moudry, jako mezi kamennymi
byva jeden dfevény sloup —

ne Ze by byl stitivé se osykajici

pfi antické podlaze malované krvotokem zen —
ne Ze by z lakoty pamatoval na véci posledni

a 7e by tedy bydlil v hrobce Atreové

kde se z pokladnice vchazelo hned do marnice —
ne ze by mu zélezelo,

zda krivy krk Alexandra Velikého

narovnal néco v déjinach —

ne, ne, ale ja stale vidim jeho Skleb

nad lidmi, kterym je-li néco tajemstvim,

je jimiprazdnotou, do které

hazeji celou svou vymiskovanou zuftivost...

Uz ten, kdo davg, je jesté lakomy...

A ptece nevérime a stale na néco ¢ekame,

a je mozné, ze lidé stale na néco cekaji,

jen proto, Ze nevéfi... Jsou osviceni,

ale nevyzaftuiji... Jsou chudokrevni,

ale jako by bez vyliti krve nebylo nic,

jsou uZ zavrzZeni, ale stdle jesté nevyobcovani,
jsou zvédavi, a prece stale jesté nenasli zrcadlo,
v némz se Helena-Helena,

prohlizela zespodu-zespodu,

After that, he was speaking only out of it,

even when, say, he talked about a certain female saint
who possessed nothing more but a pain

from memories of her bygone lover,

yet a pain so tiny that she could easily hide it

inside a rotted out tooth...

It matters little

whether we were hissed upon by the saliva,

running out of the mouths of sleeping crickets,

the master builder of midnight bridges,

the created creating, who was building two tombs for itself,
the phantoms, taking a wage for prophecies.

Only art was without excuse...

And life too was pressing,

but it was pressing under the danger that we would survive,
even though we might still also wish to die...

There was no repose... Nowhere, not even in the unconscious.
But he was here, Hamlet, who, like a Mozart-tippler
toppled the Alps to hesitantly place a bottle

on the creaking stairstep of his fear of death,

he, so close to himself that between him

the whole of immortality could fit...

And indeed: in his presence,

the knife under the sheep

would not be able to slit anything,

and the tin from melted old baptismal fonts

would cast itself back into its fundamental form.

Yet, there is angst. He was exposed to eternity

and had to heal its wound. He was in the tomb of his father
and had to be a son of the children... He stood by

what’s sacred in the soul of music

and had to exist on a harlot’s wage

or the price of a dog...

Oh, not that he would know everything, for he sensed well
that when selfishness stuffs itself,

it does not throw up, it digests and starts up again—

not that he would be wise, as one wooden column

tends to be among those of stone—

not that he would queasily hissed at himself

near an ancient floor painted by the bloodflow of women—
not that out of avarice would he recall final things

and thus would dwell in the tomb of Atreus, where

one entered the morgue straight from the treasury—

not that it would matter to him

if the crooked neck of Alexander the Great

straightened out something in history—

no, no, but I still see his grimace

over the men for whom if anything is a mystery

it is also an emptiness, into which

they hurl all their emasculated ferocity...

Already the one who gives is still stingy...

And yet we do not believe and are always waiting for something,

and it’s possible that people are always waiting for something
only because they do not believe... They are enlightened,

but they don‘t radiate... They are anaemic,

but as if without bloodshed there would be nothing,

they are already condemned but still not excommunicated,
they are curious, yet still haven’t found the mirror

in which Helene-Helene

looked at herself from underneath-underneath,



ba jsou tak hlusi, Ze by radi slyseli,
hlas Pana Krista na gramofonové desce...

A prece zatim vSechno, vSechno zde
je zdzracné jen jednou:
jen jednou krev Abelova,
ktera méla znicit vSechny valky,
jen jednou neopakovatelnost a nevédomi détstvi,
jen jednou mladost a jen jednou zpéy,
jen jednou laska a soucasné byt ztracen,
jen jednou vsechno proti dédi¢nosti a zvyku,
jen jednou rozvazani smluvenych uzld, a tedy osvobozeni,
a jen jednou tedy podstata uméni,
jen jednou vSechno proti zalafi,
ledazZe by sam Buh chtél na této zemi
vystavét si dam...
Pfes zed' se prehybala zelen
a vrhala v cestu hloh své zvédavosti.
Okno otevrelo vitr, ktery pravanil:
To vase déni mnoho je a neni,
vSak déni s bytim: zazrak k zavidéni!
Noc koufila déjiny, jedla smazena kridylka
ufezana z kotnik( Merkura
a zapijela to
potem varhanika u Svaté Tragédie...
,Jen kdyZ se smifis se smrti,” fekl Hamlet,
»pochopis, Ze vSechno pod sluncem je skute¢né nové...
Nase télo neni platény hangar,
jehoZ platno by bylo na Usttizky...
Ale nase podvédomi chytraci... | kdyZ snad nezistné
davame almuznu, sobé prospivame!
Tak také souloz z omylu...Ale ne!
Tapajici pohlavi vztahl nemuze u lidi nic
nez byti v nich bez nich... Jenomze
jatra milovani lezi v hfichu.
Tak si pfipomenes podle napéti
télesného zneucténi i trest ducha...
Neni nam dobfe ani u spicich,
nebot nevime, kde se zastavi,
zatimco my jsme utkvéli...
Povazi-li ¢lovék, jak nahle tézka je kocka,
kdyz je mrtvd, zatimco nékdo
vydrZi po cely den sttilet vrabcel!...
Ale ano, je stud muze a je stud Zeny.
Muz neml(zZe uz ani vidét vatu.
A Zena? Za sucha sotva zrozen3,
uz pochlebuje lijaku...”

Po chvili Hamlet dodal: , To détem nikdy nestaci odpovéd...

Hrajou si napfiklad se skfini tajemstvi

a odnesou nakonec ten jeji kli¢ do sebe.
Nebo stlfou a tajné otviraji dopisy
véznéného basnika, ktery si v Zalari
platival zvlastni svétnicku jen tim,

Ze dopis otevrely pravé ony...

Nebo stlnou a vidi ve snach ohnivy sloup
a kFici: to je prut, Zila bozi!

Nebo stdriou a nejde jim z mysli

ta ustaviéna rucni prace Zen,

ktera jako by chtéla ohrat pravé je,
zapfisti muze nebo ucpat sebe...

Nebo jsou zdravy! Vzacna to chvile,

kdy se zda, Ze ukrojeny chléb neni nikoho...

and they are even so deaf that they would like to hear
the voice of Christ the Lord from a gramophone record...

And yet everything, everything here

is miraculous only once:

only once the blood of Abel

which was to wipe out all wars,

only once the unrepeatability and unconsciousness of childhood,

only once youth and only once singing,

only once love and at the same time being lost,

only once everything against heredity and habit,

only once the untying of agreed-upon knots and hence liberation

and thus only once the essence of art,

only once everything against prison,

unless the very God wanted, on this earth,

to build a house for himself...

Over the wall the greenery was arching

and casting the hawthorn of its curiosity in the road.

The window opened the wind, which draughted through:
Those affairs of yours are either light or heavy,
but affairs with life: a miracle to envy!

The night smoked history, ate the roasted winglets

cut from Mercury’s ankles,

and washed it down

with the sweat of the organist at Ste Tragedy’s...

“Only when you reconcile yourself to death,” said Hamlet,

“will you fathom that everything under the sun is truly new...

Our body is not a hangar made of canvas,

the linen of which would be good for cuttings...

But our subconscious plays games... Even if we may be

giving alms unselfishly, it’s we who benefit!

The same for copulation by mistake... But no!

The fumbling sexuality of relationships achieves in people nothing

than to be inside them without them... However,

the liver of lovemaking lies in sin.

So the tension of bodily profanation will remind you

also of spirit’s punishment ...

We don’t feel comfortable even close to those who are asleep,

because we don’t know where they will stop

while we are stuck...

If a man weighs up how heavy a cat suddenly becomes

when it is dead, while someone

holds on shooting sparrows the whole day!

But yes, there is a man’s shame and a woman’s shame.

A man cannot bare to look at a cotton pad any more.

And a woman? Barely born during a dry spell,

she’s already flattering the downpour...”

After a while Hamlet added: “For children, an answer is never enough.

For example, they play with a cabinet of secrets
and end up carrying off its key in themselves.

Or they are ailing and are secretly opening the letters
of an imprisoned poet, who, while in jail,

used to pay for a special little room only by

being it they themselves who opened the letter...
Or they are ailing and see in dreams a pillar of fire
and cry: it’s an osier, the God’s vein!

Or they are ailing and can’t rid their minds

of that ever-present handiwork of women,

which as if it had wanted to warm just them,

or to entangle a man, or to wad itself up...

Or they are healthy! What a precious moment
when the sliced bread seems to belong to no one...



To potom vyjdou tifeba ze stodoly

a bezdéky rozslapnou posledni zrno z loriské uUrody,
aby hned nato byly pokouseny jesté jaksi navic
nasadit na lebku ohné zlatou paruku stohu...

Jsou plny Zivota jako kan,

ktery citi jezdce ne jako cizi bytost,

ale jako svoji myslenku... Jasaji, kFici,

jsou spolu uz rok a nelituji toho,

maji mocny kazijed na vsechno, co neni zazrak —
vsechny skvrny jsou jenom ty blativé

na novych Satech, a ty se brzy vymnou...

Déti! UZ nalezly prava jména, jen vyslovit je nyni!“

Prerusil jsem ho tka, Ze vypada

jako lom na mlynsky kamen.

Napijte se, Hamlete, povidam! chcete to dohromady
s peci, tim rozumem statku,

nebo s vasni svétovych stran krve?

Ale on se neurazil a fekl: ,P6-pal”

Co? pravim, a on odvétil:

,To si tak fikaji Tibetané!”

a pokracoval: "Panny, ach ano,

ty védi, kdy stiné strom!... Ale ja poznal trestance.
Stadi si predstavit u nékterych z nich

obrovité zadnice, tak ohromné jen proto,

Ze stéle kvapici vzpominka na tyz zlo€in

nuti je k beznohému drepéni,

ledaZe by byly nabéhlé ¢astym mrskanim,

nebot pachnou dehtem...

,Nejela tramvaj!‘ pravi Zena. A muz

odpovida: ,Horsi je, kdyZ se zpozdi lod,

totiz ty, kterd jako lod zanechavas

v sobé pod sebou ustavi¢nou caru...’

Ano... KdeZto panny, ano,

ty védi, kdy stliné strom... A ovijeni muzskych rouba
se vzdycky déje platnem jejich nevinnosti,

i kdyZ uz chodi v puncochach z chlupl nevéstek...

Vite, svoboda je vZidycky rodna

s dobrovolnou chudobou...”

Noc presahovala noc... Nachylnd k zemi

nebo nahrobni do vseho,

co pravé délali Zivi i mrtvi...

Zivi se mozina ostychali a byli drzi...

A mrtvi byli ne umysInég, ale dédi¢né

nebo mstivé zavistivi...

Pochopil jsem to, kdyZ Hamlet, netuse mé myslenky,

pravil: ,,Co nas nyni jen obklopuje, zavali nds jednou...

Byl jsem kdysi u pozaru...

Nescislny plamen stacil, abych si vSiml

jediného kloubu z celé ruky pfitomného bastyre
a abych musil myslit na kostlivé fezbarstvi
ni¢eho po ni¢em...

Ale vlasy z obésence

jsou jesté nedutklivéjsi, protoZe hebké na pater,
a nemaji se k byti o nic vic

nez k chlupdim poznani.

Ale jesté prostornéjsi

pro tfesouci se chinin Elsinoru

byl zvuk stfihanych nehtl na noho Ofélie...
Znate...”

Ne, neznam, ekl jsem... Ale zrovna ted'

Then they walk out, let’s say out of a barn,

and unwittingly tremple the last kernel from last year’s harvest
so that right after they might be tempted even somehow more
to place the golden wig of a haystack on a skull of fire.

They are full of life as a horse

who feels the rider not as a strange creature

but as his own thought... They rejoice, they shout,

they‘ve been together for a year and don’t regret it,

they have a potent antidote for anything that is not a miracle—
all stains are only those of mud

on their new dresses, and these will be soon wrung out...

Children! They‘ve already found true names, just to voice them now!”

I interrupted him, saying that he looked

like a quarry for millstones.

Have a drink, Hamlet, | say! Do you wish to have it together
with the stove, that horse-sense of a farm,

or with the passion of the cardinal points of blood?

But he wasn’t offended and said: “P6—pa!”

What? say |, and he replied:

“That’s how Tibetans call themselves!”

and went on: “Virgins, oh yes,

they know when a tree is ailing!... But | have met convicts.

It's enough to imagine that some of them have

huge buttocks so enormous only because

the constantly rushing recollection of the same crime

forces them into a legless squatting,

unless they might have become swollen from frequent flogging,
for they reek of tar...

‘The tram didn’t come!’ says the woman. And the man
answers: ‘It’s worse when a ship is late,

namely you who, like a ship, leave

within you under yourself an uninterrupted line...”

Yes... Whereas virgins, yes,

they know when a tree is ailing... And the twining of male grafts
happens always with the cloth of their innocence even though
they already walk around in stockings of strumpets’ hair.

Freedom, you know, is always akin

to self-imposed poverty...”

Night was overreaching night... Inclined to earth

or sepulchral into everything

that both the living and the dead were just doing...

The living might have been shy and impudent...

And the dead were—not intentionally, but hereditarily

or revengefully—envious...

| comprehended it when Hamlet, not intuiting my thoughts,
said: “What merely surrounds us now will one day cave us in...
Once | was at a fire...

The countless flare was enough for me to notice

one single knuckle on the whole hand of an attending fish-warden

and to be compelled to think about the craft of bone-carving
of nothing upon nothing...

But the hair of a hanged man

is even more fussy, because fluffy on the spine,

and it is to being none the more

than to the body hair of knowledge.

But even more spacious

for the quivery quinine of Elsinor

was the sound of nails being clipped from Ophelia’s feet.
You know...”

No, | don’t know, | said... But right now,



¢ekam hosty! dodal jsem podrazdén presvédcéenim,
Ze miluje vlastni nestésti...

Ale on se opét neurazil a pokracoval:

,Querer la propria desdicha...Ale to,

co rozechvivad matku,

rozttiskalo by koraby na mofi...

Ostatné... Neni-li Boha,

neni-li andéll a neni-li po smrti uz nic,

proc ctitelé nicoty

neuctivaji pravé je, je nejsouci?

Pocitil jsem to kdysi

pfi lovu na bélozory... Stoupa to také

z ¢inskych hrob(... A kameny MojZiSovy
nemluvi o jiném... Ale my z pokory naruby
nebo z pychy dosud nejasné,

protoze teprve sesivajici méchy,

radéji polibime chrta mezi o¢i a koné na kopyto,
a kdyz vejdem do knihovny, nemame strach...
Pfi lovu na bélozory citil jsem rytmus,

u kamend MojziSovych pohyb,

u ¢inskych hrob rytmicky souzvuk

a u AinG bohy blizké, daleké, lehké a tézké...
Ostatné, to je ta chvile,

kdy stale jesté ¢ekas hosty

a oni uz tu jsou, nebot pfisli dfiv...

Ano, vidét se navzdjem a moci hovofit

a citit dvérivé teplo

a srdecni tep tak pravdivy jako jehla Rembrantova,
kdyz jsme prece kazdy jinak

(nebot to pravé délaji duse),

a navzdor tomu nechytat hada cizi rukou. —

Tryskovy motor neni pro basnika...

A jakozZe tyZ je strom a pfec jsou na ném plody,
jez dozravaji predcasné

a jiné v pravy €as a jiné aZz pozdéji:

ne, nelze spéchat ve slovech,

nebot jsme nebyli a nejsme

z Utrpného prava lidu

pfi touze byti ¢lovékem pro ¢lovéka!

Ucinnd laska, vis?... Kazdodennost je zazracna...

Tim vétsi basen, ¢im vétsi basnik,

nikoliv obrdcené!“ dodal a pokracoval:

»A jsi uz velky basnik, ptas-li se, s kym se zatratit...

Uméni jako dilo, abys nezpysnél...

Rikam ti, Ze uméni je narek,

néco pro nékoho, nic pro vsechny,

nebot uZ tim, Ze doufas, jsi v budoucnosti...

Stéle nés néco presahuje, protoze i laska

je jenom ¢ast nasi jistoty...Atondlni harmonie...

A bolest jako trest za to, Ze i bolest je prchava...

Nebo je tomu tak, jako by se lidska pomoc,

kterd by mohla pomoci,

vymlouvala na pomoc boZi?

Nevim, ale uz tvarem nékterych lidi uvédomil jsem si Gmérny
obsah chobotnice...”

Vitr hrdloval kominem...A nékde v hdji

rozechvival chlupy na pyji darka...

A nékde v déjinach hnal obzerné koraby Waltera Raleigha,
aby je nakonec rozparal,

tak jako si tva matka roztrhla kdysi

I‘m expecting guests! | added, irritated by my conviction
that he loved his own misfortune...

But once again, he took no offence and went on:

“Querer la propia desdicha... But that

which makes a mother quiver

would shatter argosies at sea...

Besides... If there is no God,

if there are no angels, and if after death there is nothing left
why don’t the worshippers of nothingness

worship these very same, the non-existent?

| felt it once

while hunting tawny eagles... It also rises

out of Chinese tombs... And the stones of Moses

speak of nothing else... We, however, out of humility inside out,
or out of pride not yet clear

because only now stitching up our bellows,

prefer to kiss a greyhound between the eyes and horse on the hoof,
and when we enter a library we are not afraid...

While hunting tawny eagles | felt a rhythm,

at the stones of Moses a movement,

at Chinese tombs a rhythmic harmony,

and at Ainu people the gods, intimate, distant, light and heavy...
Besides, that is the moment

when you are still expecting guests,

and they are already here because they came earlier...

Yes, to see each other and to be able to talk

and to feel intimate warmth

and a heartbeat as true as Rembrandt’s needle,

when, after all, each of us is different,

(for that is exactly what souls do), and, despite of this,

not to catch a snake with somebody else’s hand.—

A jet engine is not for a poet...

And as a tree remains a tree, and some fruit is still on it
that ripens prematurely

and other at the right time and other not until later:
no, one cannot rush in words,

for we were not and we are not

from the people’s right of torture

longing to be man for man!

Effectual love, you know?... Dailiness is miraculous...

The greater the poem, the greater the poet,
not the other way!” he added, then continued:

“And no sooner you ask with whom to be damned, you are a great poet...

Art as workmanship, so you don’t become vain...

| am telling you that art is a lament,

something for someone, nothing for all,

for simply by hoping you are in the future ...

Something always overreaches us, for even love

is only part of our certainty... Atonal harmony...

And pain as punishment for also being fleeting...

Or is it so as if human help,

which could be helpful,

were using God’s help as an excuse?

| don’t know, but through the very form of some people | realized
the adequate content of the octopus...”

The wind wrestled with the chimney... And somewhere in a grove,
it undulated the hair on the penis of a fallow deer ...

And somewhere in history it chased the gluttonous argosies

of Sir Walter Raleigh to rip them up in the end,

just as your mother once tore, out of impatience,



z netrpélivosti rukavy pfi hudbé Wagnerové...

Ale dusi, jako sysla z diry, nevyZenes pitim,

nebot i kdyZz pomysli$ na tak prsatou,

ze feknes: do foroty — jsi stale jeSté bytost,
zastavend v prechodném tvaru okfidlenou nenavisti
mezi muzem a Zenou...

Hamlet vpadl: ,Salamandr v ohni!“

A potom, smaze semeno z Loga na roztopené
slaniné jazyka, sykl:

,T0, co napsal basnik, udéld andél nebo démon...
Tak se msti sen za nepretrzité védomi!

Dosud stale hleddm bezplatnou jidelnu,
jejiz okynko by nebylo okynkem

ve dvefrich Zalarni cely, okynkem,

kterym je Zalafovany pozorovan,
okynkem, které se jmenuje jidasek...
,Kdo nepracuje, at neji!” Ano,

ale co je prace? Byt vérny svému nezistnému udélu —
nebo byt prodavacem odpustkl

¢i horlivym topi¢em v krematoriu,
zavadét teplomér do konecniku valky
nebo musit zpivat pfi vinobrani

na dikaz, Ze nejis hrozny,

prohlizet konim zuby nebo jako kat

trhat chtipi bytostem pred popravou,

byt leptdn octem a Zluci a mstit se na druhych
nebo vypalovat Zenam pravy prs,

aby z nich byly dobré lucistnice,

byt semenem osudu do klina dé&jin

nebo citem odsouzenym k dfiné

pod Sedou Sibif starych hlav —

nebo i pod ztratou hrdla prepilovat pouta
a radéji si vyloupat oci,

aby nevidély ty dnesni hrazy,

a prece jesté zaslechly ty ddvno mrtvé,
ale svobodné zpévaky?...

Kompozi¢ni sit ulovi leda ornament...

Neni mi lhostejny

ani jeden krlcek a pad

ditéte v kopfivach... | kdyz mu matka fika:
Jdi pro rum do ¢aje,

ono jde a stdle si opakuje: rum do caje, rum do C¢aje,
aZz nakonec zasepta: ¢um do rdje...

nene, neni mi Ihostejny ani jediny pad
ditéte... A prece zlo stoupa

michou lidstva krvavé poplivanou

jako schody k zubarovi... Je vékovité to zlo
a unavené a kazdé jeho slapnuti se Stiti,
ale stoupd znovu a znovu k mozku pychy,
nebot po tolikerych pokusech

svétcd a basnika,

po tolikerych pokusech svétcli a basnik( vypnout proud —
véri uz jenom v souhlasnou chuvili,

kdy dojde ke kratkému spojeni

mezi nebem a peklem.

Ale ovSem... MGzZeme také cekat,

az néco bouchne a spadne na nas laska...
Anebo Ze nadéje je v trpélivosti

a v dlouhocekani...Predstav si

konecnou stanici Zivota...

her sleeves listening to Wagner’s music...

But the soul, like a marmot from a hole, can’t be driven out by drinking,
for even if you come to think about one so buxom

that you say: what a treat in store—you are still a creature

stopped in a transitory form by the winged hate

between man and woman...

Hamlet broke in: “A salamander in fire!”

And then, frying the seed of the Logos on the melted

bacon of his tongue, he hissed:

“What the poet has written, the angel or a demon will do...

That’s how a dream takes revenge for uninterrupted consciousness!

I am still looking for a free canteen

whose serving-hatch would not be a spy-hole

in the door of a prison cell, a spy-hole

through which a prisoner is observed,

a spy-hole called the Judas...

‘Who does not work should not eat!’ Yes,

but what is work? To be faithful to one’s unselfish destiny—
or to be a vendor of indulgences

or a keen stoker in a crematorium,

to be inserting a thermometer into the rectum of war

or to be forced to sing at a vine harvest festival

as proof that you are not eating the grapes,

to be inspecting horses’ teeth or like a hangman

plucking the nostrils of creatures before their execution,
to be corroded by vinegar and bile and take revenge on others
or burning off the right breasts of women

to make them better archers,

to be the seed of fate into the womb of history

or a feeling sentensed to drudgery

under the grey Siberia of old heads—

or even with one’s throat at stake, to file through shackles
and rather gouge one’s eyes out

lest they should see those today‘s horrors

and yet still catch the voices of those long dead

but free singers?

The compositional net at best catches an ornament...

| am not indifferent

even to a single step and fall

of a child in nettles... Even if his mother tells him:

be home at seven, off he goes,

repeating to himself: be home at seven, be home at seven
until he ends up whispering: in seventh heaven...

no, no, I am not indifferent to a single fall

of a child... And still evil rises

up the spinal cord of mankind, stained with bloody spittle
like the stair to the dentist’s... Ages old is that evil

and weary, and its every footprint feels queasy,

but it rises again and again to the brain of pride,

for after so many attempts

by saints and poets,

after so many attempts by saints and poets to switch off the current—
it believes now only in the harmonious moment

when heaven and hell are

accidentally short-circuited.

But of course... We can also wait

until something bangs and love falls on us...

Or that hope lies in patience

and in long-waiting... Imagine

the final station of life...



Stal tam starec, ktery se choulil

jako slovo v desti...

,Ja tady,” povida, ,éekdam na pana,
kterej mi slibil byt, a Ze prej je bez nabytku,
coz by mné vibec nevadilo —*

Prselo. A davéfivost toho starce

byla tak slepa nebo tak velkomysina,
Ze vidéla utulnou budoucnost

a Ze jen okolostojici chapali,

Ze si z ného nékdo vystrelil

pti mezzo rilievo llny... Znate to prece:
pojednou nic, naprosto nic,

naprosto nic uz naproti,

nic jako chvile, kdy se zd3,

Ze i budoucnost je za nami.

Kdo miluje, mél by se radovat!
Jenomze vesmir, a¢ pry ukonceny,

je i bezmezny... Muzi je ndhle teskno,
Zené zima, nezabili se tedy,

pfichazeji k sobé a vdécni jsou,

Ze zase vidi néco z osudu,

i kdyZ je tim nestydaté presna

cesta do chudobince...”

A Hamlet pokracoval:

,KdyZ opustény Clovék utésuje sama sebe,

mavne mozna nakonec tou svou pabérkujici rukou.
Ale sedi-li ve dvou, ma na to pfilis mnoho

slov i pohyb(, protoze pred svédkem

zdUraznuje svou bolest... A teprve ve smrti

i jeho slova i jeho ruce jsou navzdy zkfizené

a on mléi... Ale je Stasten?

Stéstil Mate vysvédéeni od lékare? Nerozumim!

| kdyby nebylo Boha, i kdyby nebylo lidské duse,
i kdyby duse byla, ale byla smrtelna,

i kdyby nebylo zmrtvychvstani,

i kdyby nebylo pak uz nic, opravdu nic,

moje, stejné jako tvoje Ucast na takové komedii
byla by zas jen soucitem, soucitem s Zitim,

které je jenom dech a Zizen a hlad

a pareni a nemoc a bolest...

Kdysi, kraceje kvetoucim viesovistém,

zaslechl jsem détskou otazku proc?

a nemohl jsem odpovédét.

A nemohl bych odpovédét po tolika letech ani dnes
pfi strednim reliéfu lany,

nebot détem nestacéi odpovéd a dospélym otazka.

KdyZz mne daveéfivé pfijima mé détstvi,

davam se do zpévu.

Kdyz pomyslim na trnovou korunu Pana Krista,

zmlkam udésem.

Kdyz pohlédnu na trnity kef a vidim v ném ptaci hnizdo,
zacindm naslouchat.

Ale kdyz poznavam clovéka,

davam se znovu do narku...

Narek a zpév, a basen a hudba...

Predstav si nékoho,

kdo uz davno hleda svého pfitele

a dozvi se, Ze lezi v té a té nemocnici...

Co udéla? Vezme s sebou hrst nejmilejsich darki

An old man stood there, cowering

like a word in the rain...

‘I'm ‘ere,” he said, ‘waitin’ for the gent

who promised me a flat—without furniture—‘e told me,
which wouldn’t bother me at all—*

It rained. And the trustfulness of that old man

was so blind or so great-hearted

that it saw a cosy future,

and that only the bystanders understood

that someone had taken him for a ride

at the mezzo rilievo of the moon... But you know how it goes:
suddenly nothing, absolutely nothing,

absolutely nothing more coming to meet us,

nothing like the moment when it seems

that even the future is behind us.

Who loves should rejoice!

Yet the universe, though allegedly completed,

is also limitless... A man feels suddenly wistful,

a woman shivers with cold, ergo, they haven’t killed each other,
they come together and are grateful

that once again they see something of fate,

even if it is a shamelessly precise

journey into the poorhouse...”

And Hamlet continued:

“When an abandoned man consoles himself,

he may in the end wave with that gleaning hand of his.

But if he sits as one of two, he has too many

words and gestures for that, since before a witness,

he emphasizes his suffering... And only in death

are both his words and his hands forever crossed,

and he is silent... But is he happy?

Happiness! Have you a certificate from the doctor? / don’t understand!

Even if there were no God, even if there were no human soul,
even if there were a soul, but it was mortal,

even if there were no resurrection,

even if there were then nothing left, really nothing,

my own as well as your part in such a comedy

would again be just compassion, compassion for living,

which is only breath and thirst and hunger

and copulation and sickness and pain...

Once, when walking through a field of blooming heather,

| overheard a child-like question why?

and | couldn‘t answer.

And | wouldn’t be able to answer even today after so many years,
at the middle-relief of the moon,

for an answer is not enough for children, nor a question for adults.

When my childhood trustingly accepts me,

| turn to singing.

When | cast my thoughts on the thorn crown of Christ the Lord,

| fall silent with fright.

When | set my eyes on a thorny bush and see inside a bird’s nest,
| begin to listen.

But, when | get to know a man,

| begin to lament...

Lament and singing, and poem and music.

Imagine someone

who has been looking for his friend for a long time

and learns that he lies in such and such a hospital...

What does he do? He brings with a handful of the loveliest gifts



a pospisi si ho navstivit...

Ale kdyz zjisti, Ze jde o omyl

a Ze jeho pfitel je nadale nezvéstny,

zeptd se prvniho chorého, kterého potka

na chodbé Spitdlu, zda nevi o nékom,

jehoz nikdo nenavstévuje...

,Ale to jsem j3,’ fekne nemocny, ,to jsem ja,
mne uZ nenavstévuje nikdo celych patnact let!
Navstévnik ho podaruje,

ale na spitalni chodbé nestoji uz sami dva,
nebot v téZe chvili byli i zavistivé i lacné
obklopeni skoro vSéemi chorymi,

ktefi az s mstivou, ne-li pravdivou urputnosti tvrdi,
Ze také je uz ddvno nikdo nenavstévuje...

Pul kralovstvi a ruku princezninu!

Psala mi neddvno jedna divka,

zda ma chodit po obZivé,

nebo (jako neviditelny plod)

Cekat na posledni strom svéta ve vysi jinocha...
Odepsal jsem ji do snéhu pod oknem,

aby pockala, az Mozart jesté jednou

vyjadfi tlukot zamilovaného srdce

dvojimi houslemi v oktavach...

Odepsala mi: J4 uz jsem dal a dobfe vim,

Ze Janackovi stacily tympany,

aby vyjadfil smyslny Zivot zeny...

Odepsal jsem ji, Ze ke smrti

stac¢i napév klarinetu...Vim, byl jsem zly,

ale ta divka na to nic nedala

a Zije a bude Zit a bude c¢ekat,

zvédavé Cekat, i kdyz vi,
Ze lyko se dre za mizy...
Ditéti feknes: Zavfi dvere!
A ono: Co sem jde?

— Marsyova kize, milacku

14

,Zeny!“ fekl Hamlet. ,Eva, Lilith,
Kobold, Empusa, Lamie!“

Koho jste to jmenoval? zeptal jsem se.
Rekl: ,Ale jednu Zenu viech Zen
Adamovych!“... A pokracoval:

»Zeny! To jako by prchajici slovo naze zastavené
vhodilo sva roucha do rukou nasi touhy
a feklo: Nejsem laska!

Vse potom vypad3, jako by byly

jen vaten, libadlo a mli¢ny trh,

drazdivy zacatek k muzskému konci,

ktery prosi na kolenou v rozsnézeném blaté prostéradla,

paty palec do dvou stehen,

tepld Siska do studené picky,
souboj dvou slepcd,

ktefi si prirazeji v predni nenavist
za zpétné raci formy,

kdy i vrah ma svaoji protivu...

Neni poznani...Zijleme jen a jen v preludech.
A prece jsme prochvivani uzkosti,

Ze ani ty nam nezlstanou —

nebo Ze ndm zUstanou navzdycky

pfi pachu, kdy jako by zar, ktera méla milence ve slunci,

provdala se pojednou za stroj bobrd... nebo
za pojednani o predhistorickych psech...
To vsechno v lepenkovych deskach...Ovsem, ano!

and hurries up to visit him...

But when he finds out that it is a mistake

and that his friend is still unaccounted for,

he asks the first sick person he meets

in the infirmary’s corridor if he doesn’t know of someone
whom nobody is paying a visit...

‘Why, that’s me,” says the sick man, ‘that’s me,

no one’s visited me for a whole fifteen years!’

The visitor makes him a present,

but the two of them in the infirmary corridor stand no longer alone,
for at that very same moment they have been

both grudgingly and hungrily surrounded by nearly all the sick
who, with almost revengeful if not truthful obstinacy, insist
that nobody has visited them for years either...

Half a kingdom and the hand of a princess!

A girl recently wrote to me

asking if she should earn her living

or (like invisible fruit)

wait for the world’s last tree at the height of a youth...
| wrote back to her in the snow under her window
to wait until Mozart once more

expressed the throbbing of a heart in love

with double violins in octaves...

She wrote back: I'm way beyond that and know well
that for Janacek timpani were enough

to express the sensual life of a woman...

| replied her that for death

a clarinet melody would do... | know | was mischievous,
but that girl did not care,

and she lives and will live and will wait,

inquisitively wait, even though she knows

the bast should be scraped while in sap...

You say to a child: Shut the door!

And he: What’s coming here?

—Marsyas’s skin, darling!”

“Women!” said Hamlet. “Eve, Lilith,

Kobolda, Empusa, Lamia!”

Whom have you named? | asked.

He said: “Well, one woman of all the women

of Adam!”... And he continued:

“Women! It’s as if a fugitive word, nakedly stopped,
threw its garbs into the hands of our desire

and said: | am not love!

Everything then looks as if it were

just pudendum, kiss-holder and milk market,

a titillating beginning to a male climax,

begging on the knees in the snowy mud of the bedsheet,
a fifth thumb into two thighs,

a warm roll into a cold oven,

a duel of two blind people

who push together into frontal hatred

at a reversed crab form

when even a murderer meets his counterpart...

There is no cognition... We live in nothing but delusions.
And yet we are aquiver with anxiety

that not even they will remain with us—

or that they will remain with us forever

at a stench, as if a glare, which had its lover in the sun,
suddenly wedded a beaver’s machine... or

a dissertation about prehistoric dogs...

All that in a cardboard folder... Yes, of course!



A uZ jsme jini. Sami. Na vlastni vrub.

A uZ jsme smrt... Smrt v pralese... On si necha
rasti vous a nikdo ho nepozna...

A ona s nejdrazsimi zahyby na docela prostém rouse
necha si rdsti nehty, aby z nich tim lehceji
upustila pevné drzeny zeleny svah détského smichu...
Pitevni protokol pak poznamena s vyhradou:

Kdy zapomenes, duse, Zes nebyla jesté spatifena?
A kdy si vzpomenes?...

To potom pozUstali rozsviti lampy na cely rok,
zatimco vichfice, pravou rukou

v kominovém rukaveé, oblékla si uz cely dlim...

A zrovna kdyzZ chtéji ukazat, Ze se neboji:

uZ je tu strach pro nic za nic, ale strach,

strach fici to a strach to nefici,

strach pfi cerno$ské hudbé destovych kapek
tlukouci do lopuchovych lupent,

strach z veverky, ktera si loupe ananas Sisky,
strach oSetfovatelky, kterd neznd telefon Iékare,
ktery je hned ve vedlejsi mistnosti,

strach z tfikralového liti olova,

strach ze svatkl Zenskych i muzskych,

strach z bohatstvi, které chce néco drazsiho,
strach ze svobody a strach z basnika

ktery vyved| pravé Eurydiku z podsvéti.

Nebot Orfeus, odvadéje si ji, neohléd! se

a prived| ji tedy zase na tento svét.

Pravé na ném udélali nékolik krok:

ORFEUS: Jsi rada?

EURYDIKA: Nevim, nepamatuji se jesté... Budu se zase musit ucit

bolesti... Jak dlouho jsem byla mrtva?
ORFEUS: Nebyl jsem pravé statecny... Véera tomu bylo

pal roku. A pal roku bylo za potfebi, nez jsem se rozhodl...

EURYDIKA: MI¢! Svét zajde na sama hrdinstvi

tahnouci za sebou streva!

ORFEUS: Rekl bych ti rad!... Ale vidi§: ja se zase pamatuju
pfili§ na vSechno... Nevim, jak dlouho jsem Zivy...

MUj boze, jde se ti néjak Spatné...

EURYDIKA: To nic neni... Odvykla jsem strevic¢kim,

jez jsi mi pfinesl... Ty jejich

vysoké kramflicky! A i sukni

jako bych méla uvazanou na vérim v boha...

Tohleto je strom, vid?

ORFEUS: Osika, milacku! Tva oblibenal...

EURYDIKA: Vidim, Zel, jen jeji kofeny

(tyto, jak bys fekl, nervy vegetaénich démont),

tak jsem si zvykla pobytu tam dole...Ale kdo vil...

Rekl jsi: Milackul... Jaky je smysl slova apeiron?
ORFEUS: Nekone¢no!

EURYDIKA: Ach ano! Prodluzovani zkratek...

ORFEUS: Chvéjes sel... Jak jsi slabounka! Pojd a sedni si
tady na tenhle kdmen... Zde je mQj plast...

EURYDIKA: Rekl jsi: Mild&ku!

Ach ano, uzuz jsem tam dole

zapominala, kdyZ mi nahle vytanula

tvoje slova, Ze v podsvéti je vedle pramene zapomenuti
i pramen paméti...

ORFEUS: Naslas jej?

EURYDIKA: Nehledala jsem jej... Nejhlubsi byti

je pravé v nevédomi premozeném Idskou...

Stacila jeji Uzkost o tebe,

jeji soucit i rozkos i pravdivost,

abys byl zase u mne, pomahal mi, vyzaroval

And we are already someone else. Alone. At our own risk...

And we are already death... Death in a primeval forest... He lets
his whiskers grow, and no one will recognize him...

And she, with the most expensive pleats on quite a simple garment,
will let her nails grow to drop from them more easily

the firmly-held green rise of a child’s laughter...

The autopsy record will then note with the proviso:

When will you forget, soul, that you were not yet seen?

And when will you remember?...

Then the bereaved will light lamps for a whole year

while a tempest, with its right hand

in the chimney sleeve, will already have put on the whole house...
And just when they want to show they‘re not afraid:

itis already here, the fear for no earthly reason, but fear,

fear to say it and fear not to say it,

fear at the Negro music of raindrops

beating into the burdock leaves,

fear of a squirrel, peeling a pineapple of a cone,

fear of the nurse who does not know the phone number of the doctor
who is in the very next room,

fear of the lead casting on Epiphany Day,

fear of name-days, feminine and masculine,

fear of wealth which wants something dearer,

fear of freedom and fear of the poet

who has just lead Eurydice out of the underworld.

For Orpheus, leading her away to himself, did not look back

and so brought her to this world again.

They just took several steps on it:

ORPHEUS: Are you glad?

EURYDICE: | don’t know, | don’t remember yet... I'll have to
relearn pain... How long was | dead?

ORPHEUS: | was not overly brave... Yesterday it was

half a year. And it took me half a year to decide...

EURYDICE: Don’t talk! The world will perish from all those heroic deeds,
dragging their entrails behind them!

ORPHEUS: I'd gladly tell youl... But you see: | again remember
everything too well... | don’t know how long I‘ve been alive...
My God, you seem to have a hard time walking...

EURYDICE: It’s nothing... I've lost the feel for those stilettos
you brought me... Those

high heels of theirs! And my skirt too—

as if I have tied it up in a slipshod manner...

This here is a tree, isn’t it?...

ORPHEUS: An aspen, darling! Your favourite!...

EURYDICE: Alas! | see only its roots

(those, as you‘d say, nerves of vegitation demons),

so much have | got used to staying down there... But who knows!...
You said: Darling!... What is the meaning of the word apeiron?
ORPHEUS: Infinity!

EURYDICE: Oh yes! The protraction of abbreviations.
ORPHEUS: You‘re trembling!... How feeble you are! Come and sit down
here, on this stone... Here is my cloak...

EURYDICE: You said: Darling!

Ah yes, down there | was already at the point of forgetting
when your words suddenly came back to me

that in the underworld, next to the fountain of oblivion,

there is also a fountain of recollection...

ORPHEUS: Did you find it?

EURYDICE: | didn‘t look for it... The deepest being

is in the unconsciousness overcome by love...

Its anguish for you was sufficient,

its compassion and delight and truthfulness

to have you close to me again, helping me, radiating



vsim tim, co nemGzeme zvédét o sobé...
ORFEUS: Jen jako v zrcadle... Ach, mluv, mluv!
Nebot poznavam, Ze jsi zase na této zemi...
EURYDIKA: Opravdu! Pojistky praskaji... Vidim
slunecni paprsek, ktery vyznamenava

tvou Skaredou jizvu na levé tvari tak,

Ze ji musim polibit... Neni nékdo za nami?...
ORFEUS: V3echno, co jsi zde opustila...

A je tam i zvédavost, predklonéna jako soska
na prchlivém chladici auta... Neboj se,

sdilej sel... Smim té polibit?

EURYDIKA: Vi3, kdyZ jsem tenkrat...

Je laska smrtelna?

ORFEUS: Nevim... Jsou vlaky, které nezastavi
ani na zastavce, ani na hlavnim nadrazi...

Je to vSak hrubé pfirovnani... Nevér mu!
EURYDIKA: Tam dole jsme se ptali po dusi

a véechno ndm odpovidalo ztracenym télem...
ORFEUS: Ano! Ja zde nahofre libal

vSechny tvé noc¢ni kabatky. Nékteré vonély jen tim,
Ze jsi za vlastnich noci nespala...Jiné

jako bych vytahl z 10Zka kvétin,

tak byly popraseny tvym pudrem...

A tvé sukné a kosilky!

Je to Silené, ale délil jsem prostor

své paméti jen tim,

Ze jsi do ného uZ nevstupovala... UZ jsem se bal,
aby se samotarské vycitky

nepotkaly nakonec s vlastnim okouzlenim...
Nastésti tu byla Julie...

EURYDIKA: Zapomnéla jsem, bédal... Rekni: Zije?
ORFEUS: Ano!... Détska tma jejiho dneska
napodobuje vcerejsi noc... Nedovedu si
predstavit, co udéla, az té uvidi...

EURYDIKA: Nepamatuje se na mne... Jak je stara?
ORFEUS: Sest let na vychod od tvého hlasul!
Eurydika: Ale fikal jsi, Ze jsem mrtva pul roku!
ORFEUS: Draha, ty vis, Ze muz, ktery nikdy
nemél strach, nevi, co je Zena nebo vile...
EURYDIKA: Lhal jsi mi tedy...

Orfeus: Ano... Ale Zijes... Pfedstav si, aZ té uvidi...
Eurydika: Julie, fikal jsi?...

ORFEUS: Ano, Julie... holcicka... néco

mezi vidénim a zjevem... Jako ty...

Ale a7 se setkate (jako dvé déti

poloZené na préah osirelosti), vstoupite

do teplého nitra domu...

Je v ném pfilis knih, vim... Ale

jsou tam i sochy a obrazy a je tam

i kanava a klavir

a zvite stolu, které pije barvy koberce...

A je tam i vase pokora, ktera spatfi

mnoho neporadku, setfe prach a bude

chystat vecefi...

EURYDIKA: Smim té polibit?

ORFEUS: Jesté to neudélas, drahal... Uz dlouho
pozoruju, Ze jenom naslouchas

vikolnimu zpévu a Ze jen ¢ekas, az nékterému
z téchto mistrovskych ptéka selze hlas...
EURYDIKA: Osudny sobé samému, jak mi rozumis!
ORFEUS: Jsi ve mné... Ohromen neptam se,
pro€ jsme... Co s vali ve snu,

ktery prestal byti bdély?

Mohu ted konec¢né spat jen tim,

everythig that we cannot learn about ourselves...
ORPHEUS: Only as in a mirror... Ah, speak to me, speak!
For | am recognizing that you are back on this earth
EURYDICE: True! Fuses are blowing... | see

a sunbeam decorating

the ugly scar on your left cheek so much

that | must kiss it... Isn‘t someone behind us?
ORPHEUS: Everything that you left behind here...

And curiosity is there too, leaning forward like a statuette
on the hot-tempered radiator of a car... Don’t be afraid,
share yourself!... May | kiss you?

EURYDICE: You know, when | once...

Is love mortal?

ORPHEUS: | don’t know... There are trains that stop
neither at a halt nor at a main railway station...

That’s a rough comparison, though... Don’t believe it!
EURYDICE: Down there, we inquired after the soul,

and everything answered us with a lost body...
ORPHEUS: Yes! Up here | kissed

all your nightgowns. Some smelled sweet only because
you did not sleep during your own nights... Others,

as if I had pulled them out from a bed of flowers,

so much were they dusted over with your powder...
And your skirts and blouses!

It’s insane, but | was dividing the space

of my memory only

by your no longer entering it... | was already afraid

lest my solitary remorses

should, in the end, encounter their own enchantment...
Luckily, Juliet was here!...

EURYDICE: I'd forgotten. Woe is mel... Tell me: Is she alive?
ORPHEUS: Yes!... The childlike darkness of her now
mimics yesterday’s night... | can’t imagine

what she will do when she sees you...

EURYDICE: She doesn’t remember me... How old is she?
ORPHEUS: Six years to the east of your voice!

EURYDICE: But you’ve been saying that I've been dead for half a year!

ORPHEUS: My dear, you know that the man who has never
been afraid does not know what woman or will is...
EURYDICE: Then you lied to me ...

ORPHEUS: Yes... But you are alive... Imagine when she sees you...

EURYDICE: Juliet, did you say?...

ORPHEUS: Yes, Juliet... a little girl... something

between vision and apparition... Like you...

But when you meet (like two children

placed upon the threshold of orphanhood), you will enter
the warm heart of the house...

There are too many books in it, | know... But

also statues and paintings are there, and

canvas for needlework and a piano as well,

and a table animal drinking the carpet’s colours...

And the humbleness of you both is there too, which beholds
a lot of untidiness, wipes off the dust and

starts preparing dinner...

EURYDICE: May | kiss you?

ORPHEUS: You won’t do it yet, my dear!... For some time now
I’'ve been observing that you are listening only

to ambient singing and just waiting for one

of those masterly birds to lose his voice...

EURYDICE: Fateful to your very self, how you understand me!
ORPHEUS: You are within me... Overwhelmed, | don’t ask
why we are... What use is will in a dream

that had ceased being vigilant?

At last | can now sleep only through



co chci nézné budit... Jsme, drah3, jsmel!...
EURYDIKA: Julie!... Holcic¢ka!... UZ vim:

bylo ji néco pres rok, kdyz jsem umirala...
Stromy ohybaly vrcholky vétru... Byl to

UZas, nebo vykfik?... Modlila jsem se

k Bohu: za ni, za tebe! Litovala

jsem vseho, méla jsem soustrast... Ale

co v milosrdenstvi neni odpusténim,

tlumocilo by rado cizi jazyk jich obou...

Jsme u rouhani...

Orfeus: Takto v nas bloudi les a potkdva stromy.
EURYDIKA: Byl to jen jeden strom a kvitek...
ORFEUS: UZ vi§ jaky... Za chvili k nému
pfivonis...

EURYDIKA: To uZ pljde do skoly, vid?

ORFEUS: Za mésic, milacku...

EURYDIKA: Ma slabikar? A tabulku a houbu a pisatko?
A brasnu se zrcatkem uvniti?

Pojd, musime si pospisit... Kdo je

u ni? Osika?

ORFEUS: Ach, boZe mdj... Osika, pockej,
vlastné ano! Marfa, vi$? Stara marfa... Chlva...
EURYDIKA: Ta? Jesté Zije? Vzdyt uz tenkrat
musila mit slamu kolem celého domu,

jako by to byl dlim, ve kterém

leZi stonava, ktera touZi po tichu.

ORFEUS: Je u ni stard Marfa...

EURYDIKA: Tak tedy mluvis ted'ty,

ktery jsi predvidal zatméni a odvadél toky rek?
Ale... jestlipak vis... jestlipak vis,

Ze jsem zemrela jako samadruhd

(Fikavals tomu jemné: jako zamyslena)?...
ORFEUS: Pojd, drahd!... Nel.. Ponesu té

a budu té libat... Budu té libat a hyckat,

ponesu té, ponesu té, ponesu té a budu té libat a hyckat...

Ale basnik nevi jak dal —
a lidé se prestali bat...”

Dobfe vam rozumim! Fekl jsem Hamletovi... Vzdyt jsem
kdysi bezdéky prerusil v rozhovoru dvojici,

kterd se k nému uZ nikdy nevritila...

Byli to muz a Zena, oba stojici

ve brané mésta Daus...

I kdyZ jsem tenkrat nemohl uz ustoupit

(tak jsem byl oslepen krasou té Zzeny tam!),

ja jesté dnes po letech dvaciti

stéle si to mucivé vycitam...

»Ano,” fekl Hamlet, neposlouchaje mne,
»ale krasa Zeny a tesknota muze!...

Je moiné, Ze to, co se v ném ve dne leklo,
ma odvahu jit v noc... Ale i potom,

slepec, pomaha si rukou pozlacenou ubijenim mold
nebo pravdivym Silenstvim...

Ale to uz ho polibili:

kat, ¢iSnik s otrdvenym vinem

nebo sebevrazda...

Zvykne si, kdo preZil... Nebo zmoudfi

a kousa Jidase v koleno

a neda ani greslicku na obecni mary...
Znate ty mraky odsouzené na popravciho,
ktery jim oholi hlavu na krkav¢im zamku —?
Uvitaji se po latinsku a potom prsi...

what | want to wake up gently... We are, my dear, we arel...
EURYDICE: Juliet!... A little girl!... Now | know:

she was little more than a year old when | was dying...

The trees were bending the tops of the wind... Was it
amazement, or a scream?... | prayed

to God: for her, for you! | regretted

everything, | felt compassion... But

what in mercy is not forgiveness

would gladly interpret the foreign language of them both...
We’ve reached blasphemy...

ORPHEUS: In this way, the forest drifts in us and meets the trees.
EURYDICE: It was just one tree and a little flower...

ORPHEUS: Now you know what kind... In a moment

you will breathe in its sweetness...

EURYDICE: She’ll be starting school soon, won’t she?
ORPHEUS: In a month, darling...

EURYDICE: Does she have a primer? And a slate and a sponge
and a stylus? And a schoolbag with a little mirror inside?
Come, we must hurry... Who is

with her? Aspen?

ORPHEUS: Ah, my god... Aspen, wait,

why yes! Marpha, you know? Old Marpha... the nanny...
EURYDICE: Her? Is she still alive? Back then already,

she had to have straw around her entire house,

as if it were a house in which

a sickly woman lied, longing for silence.

ORPHEUS: Old Marpha is with her...

EURYDICE: Is this how you speak now, you

who used to foretell the eclipses and drain away the flows of rivers?
But... | wonder if you know... if you know

that | died with child

(you used to put it gently: like a contemplative one)?...
ORPHEUS: Come, my sweatheart!... No!l... Ill carry you,

and Il kiss you... I’ll kiss you and caress you...

I‘ll carry you, carry you, carry you, and kiss you and caress you...
But the poet knows not how to go on—

and people stopped being frightened...”

| understand you well! | told Hamlet... After all,

| once unwittingly interrupted a couple in conversation
and they never returned to it...

They were husband and wife, both standing

in the gateway of the town of Daus...

Even though I couldn’t hold back then

(so blinded was | by the beauty of that woman there!),
even today, after the span of twenty years,

| still torture myself with remorse...

“Yes,” said Hamlet, not listening to me,

“but woman’s beauty and man’s wistfulness!...
Perhaps what got frightened in him during the day

has the courage to go into the night... But even later,
blind, he helps himself with a hand gilded from the killing of moths
or with truthful madness...

But they’ve already kissed him:

the hangman, the waiter with poisoned wine,

or suicide...

Whoever survives will get used to it... Or will grow wise
and bite Judas in the knee

and will give not a single penny for a communal bier...
You know those clouds sentenced to the executioner
who will shave their heads at the Raven’s Castle—?
They’ll welcome each other in Latin, and then it rains...



A dést to vSechno smyje...
A zase slunce a zase Clovék, ktery
na pivovarském koni holubem
lovi skfivany a dotknuti nesvé Zeny.
Chamovina od nény do nesporal...”
Okno si otevrelo vitr, ktery zpival:

Vrsi se mracky, vrsi,

vesmir je laka,

kdyz vsak z nich potom prsi,

prsi jen na slimaka...
»Rad bych nasel proud, ktery by zavafil
do svych vin prvni chalupu
vystavénou z ¢ajovych cihel —
rad bych nasel feku,
ktera by po celém svém toku
byla bez mésta... Ale je to vidycky strach
byt sdm, byt sdm, byt prosté sam —
a tedy znovu Zenska lod a muz,
ktery zazehuje svoje dvé svétla
pod svym majakem!...
A potom udivna pauza,
pfipominana po celou partituru,
je to soucasnost vytvarejici souvislost,
souvislost vegetativni, a tedy tancivou,
ale uz tak schvéacenou, jako by myslenku pro pravdu
mohl pfedchdzet cit pro lez —
a potom doteky malych hrom
(asi tak do détské dlané),
a doteky stfemhlavé oblé a uzZ chlupaté
jako podlaha holirny pfed zametenim,
doteky nejisté vsim tim, co hrozi zUstat —
a potom hrubost zapfena néhou a néznost v nasili ———
at tak ¢ onak, je to vzdycky nase krev,
¢im zrudli ti, ktefi nas odsoudili —
a je to sémé, jez pocalo: zastinéno,
a je to plod zatrpkly jako pohozena pést,
a je to tézkomyslnost
zaménujici stupen se schodistém tak rychle,
Ze dojde na propast,
zatimco nékde c¢eka zhrzend harmonie
jako placici ozvéna se satkem mlhy v ruce,
Vv ruce, jez nevi, zda pamét téla nalezne misto,
na které zapomnél instinkt duse
v rozpacich, zda kterykoli pokyn
neznadi pohrazku: jim, tém amatérim!!

Laska!... Odvazuje se dfiv, nez Zije,

a nici vidy to, co ji Zivi... Obraceny snih...

Ale snih pod patou andéla abstrakce
netaje... A jakoZe osud neni zvédavy na idedl,
je panovani a je vlada... Ale laska

méla by byt, ¢im bude... Ale praveé ji
poznavame, Ze jsme odsouzeni uz ted...

| absurdno je absurdni...

Nemame na vybranou...

Nevysvétlitelnost néjaké véty,

kterou jsme nechdpali v jeji temnoté,
rozziha se nékdy do takového jiskreni,
Ze nas oslepuje... Je to praveé redlno,
které je metafyzické... Ale milenci
nemaji radi, kdyZz mezi hadankou

And the rain will wash it all away...
And again the sun and again man, who
on a brewery-horse hunts, with a pigeon,
skylarks and the touch of a not-his-woman.
Obscenity from nones to vespers!...”
The window opened up the wind, which sang:
Pile up, pile up my cloudlets
lured by the universe,
soon you will see your droplets
wetting just slugs and snails...
“l would like to find a current that would preserve
in its waves the first cottage
built up of tea-bricks—
I would like to find a river
which would be, along its entire course,
without a town... But it is always the fear
of being alone, being alone, of simply being alone—
and so again the woman’s ship and a man
who ignites his two lamps
under his lighthouse!...
And then a wondrous pause,
brought back to mind during the entire score:
itis concurrence creating coherence,
a coherence that is vegetative and ergo dancelike,
but already so short of breath as if a feeling for a lie
could take precedence over a thought for truth—
and then touches of little thunderclaps
(about a child’s handful),
and touches precipitously rounded but already hairy
like a barbershop floor before it is swept,
touches unsure of all that threatens to stay—

and then rudeness belied by tenderness and gentleness in violence—

one way or another, it is always our blood

which reddened those who condemned us—

and it is the seed that conceived: effaced,

and it is a fruit, embittered like a tossed fist,

and it is melancholy

confusing a step and a staircase so quickly

that an abyss will find its place,

while somewhere lovelorn harmony waits

like a weeping echo with a kerchief of fog in hand,

a hand which does not know if the body’s memory finds the place

which the instinct of a soul forgot,
at a loss as to whether any hint
does not indicate a threat: to them, those dilettanti!!!

Lovel... It dares before it lives
and always destroys what’s nurturing it... Upturned snow...
But snow under the heel of the angel of abstraction

does not melt... And since fate is not curious about ideals,
there is domination and there is governance... But love
should be what it will be... But it’s through this very love
that we recognize that we are condemned already now...
Even absurdity is absurd...

We have no choice...

The inexplicability of a certain sentence,

which we have not comprehended in its obscurity,
lights sometimes up into such a scintillation

that it blinds us... It is this very reality

that is metaphysical... But lovers

don‘t like when between a riddle



a moznosti uhddnuti

ostrovtip ulamuje jemné své hroty... Doslovni,
objimaji a libaji se a netusi,

Ze i nebezpedi prechazi ve zvyk a lhostejnost.
Vzdyt by jinak musili umfit. UmfFit mozna

bez mistrovstvi hrlzy, ale docela jisté

za onoho bosého ticha, které k ndm pristupuje
na kvétinové vybidnuti

a fekne prosté: dost!

To se pak jenom zahlédnem —

a aniz vime, zda jde o stfidani ¢i proménu,
musime i tomu stridani i té proméné poprat

i In(tu podavané ruky i uklonu,

aby se zatim mohly rubasové prestrojit...

Ale opravdivy milenec neuzavie pfiméri s podobiznou
a sotva ponese Asyfanim kohouta

z nezacatého jesté slova, nedomluveného pohorseni
a nevyicené radosti... Kazda predstava

je ldkava... | predstava sebevrazdy...

At tedy trva noc,

ve které zatvrzeld harmonie

opakuje sv{j rytmus tak dlouho,

az jenom osud zpretrha to jeji Zenské mZourdni
mZiknutim ni¢ivého démonal

At trva noc, ve které vSe je v nemilosti

krom umeéni, které je uz davno zatraceno
zvédavosti pekel a lhostejnosti tohoto svéta!

At trva noc, i kdyby posledni kamen,

ktery zbyva staviteli majakd, mél zabit jeho syna!
At trva noc, i kdyby pfi stavbé podzemni drahy
mél zhasnout prvni svatojansky broucek!

At trvd noc, ve které kosté létavice

uz davno vymetlo pad andélic

z vatikanskych zahrad do zadusniho lesa u Waterloo!
Srdce je tiha... Rozum jen véha...

I v posmrtné nevinnosti

jsme stale jesté zkouseni... At tedy trva noc!

A ona trvda... Jen jedno misto sviti:

tanecni sal, matecni to jeskyné pekla a zZarlivosti
s bodanim v panenstvi hudby, krutéjsim

nez nasili panné... Kdyby andél bojoval za nas,
fekl by stejné jako my: Tak ty jsi tady, Maso,

a tancis s jinymi? Jak je to mozné! Pojd! —

Ale ona, protoze za ni bojuje Eva,

odpovida: Netancim, totiz... bojim se slov...

a... vy... vy jste Sileny!

Snad! fekne on a zacina pred ni couvat
kFiZovym udésem malifského podstavce,
udésem, Ze by mél nésti obraz praveé této Zeny...
O ano: prdvé této! A uz priskodi,

a véda, Ze i vino se nékdy Cisti metlou,
zpolickuje tu jeji podle téla tvar,

kterd ted vyzyvavé precniva proti dusi

a zapira slibené desatky z pfednich véci...

Nebo ji pfinuti spolykat oba snubni prsteny!
Nebo ji leccos pfipomina zpétnou raci formou

a pak ji jenom podési svym nozem bez Spicky,
ac¢ dlouho bousenym na lodi bez pfistavu.
Nebo... ale uz sotvakdy zménime plvodni tvar
bicyklu nebo revolveru...

Nebo se ozve vystrel a on si fekne: zabil jsem se...

and the possibility of puzzling it out

sagacity gently breaks off its nibs... Being literal,

they embrace and kiss each other and do not suspect

that even danger turns into habit and indifference.

For otherwise they would indeed have to die. To die perhaps
without the mastery of horror, but quite certainly

during that barefoot silence that is stepping closer to us

at a floral intimation

and simply says: enough!

Then we only glimpse each other—

and without knowing if it concerns alternation or transformation
we must grant both that alternation and that transformation
time for the proffered hand as well as courtesy,

so that meanwhile they could change into a shroud...

But a genuine lover will make no truce with a portrait

and hardly carries a rooster to the Assyrians

from a not yet commenced word, an unsettled indignation
and an unpronounced joy... Every notion

is alluring... Even the notion of suicide...

So, let the night last,

in which a stubborn harmony

repeats its rhythm so long,

until only fate severs its female squinting

by the twinkling of a devastating demon!

Let the night last, in which everything is in disfavour

except art, which has long been damned

by the curiosity of hells and the apathy of this world!

Let the night last, even if the last stone,

which has been left to the lighthouse builder, were to kill his son!
Let the night last, even if the first fire-fly

should put out its light during the building of an underground!
Let the night last, in which the broom of a shooting star

has long since swept away the fall of she-angels

from the Vatican gardens into the forest of souls at Waterloo!
The heart is the weight... Reason only the scales...

Even in posthumous innocence

we are still put to a test... So, let the night last!

And it does last... Only one place is lit up:

the ballroom, that wombcave of hell and jealousy,

with the stabbing into the virginity of music, more cruel

than coercion to a virgin... If an angel fought for us,

he would say just as we do: So you are here, my little Mary,
and dancing with others? How is that possible! Come!—

But she, because Eve is fighting for her,

replies: | am not dancing, | mean... I'm afraid of words...
and... you... you are insane!

Perhaps! he says and begins flinching from her

with the cruciform fright of a painter’s easel,

the fright of having to bear the image of this very woman...
Oh yes: this very one! And he leaps then

and, knowing that even wine is sometimes purified with a whisk,
he slaps that pursuant to the body face of hers,

which now so provocatively protrudes against her soul

and denies the promised tithing from prime belongings...

Or he forces her to swallow both betrothal rings!

Or he evokes in her many things by a reverse crab form

and then just frightens her with a knife without a point,
although long sharpened on a ship without a port.

Or... but we are hardly ever going to change the original form
of a bicycle or a revolver...

Or a gunshot resounds and he tells himself: I've killed myself...



Nebo se ozve vystiel a on si fekne: ja jsem vrah!
O vidét lidsky hlas, vidét jej aspoti jednou,
kdyzZ toto fekne! Hlas, ktery dosud stéle

bud' Zelel, nebo obvinoval,

hlas, ktery laskal, Ihal a chvél se, ponizZoval,
obtizny sobé nebo ukojeny,

hlas Zelany ¢i odhozeny

do kouta pohlavi v paldci Priamoveé

jako acetylenova lampa

svitici na jeden chlup Helenin,

hlas, ktery ndhle citi, Ze ani toto neni pozndni\

Zatim vsak v sdle krev setfena je ubrusem,
jehozZ tfasné se zmitaji a délaji snad rozdil

mezi dychtivosti a pychou, hanbou a vinou

a zalafrem a vézenim pro pana z Inkognita...

Ten ovsem civi... Zdd se: otupél... V3ak jeho stud
byl v bedrach matky uz, pak dospél

a ted muZsky-Zensky hledi na mrtvou a Septa:
,Léta jdou a taky pradlo starne!’ A jako v prazdném byté,
odkud byl nékdo narychlo vystéhovan,

zUstane nékolik uctl — jak ucet vezmou ho

a vyvedou...

Dett mennt sich Dichter und hat keene

heile Hose am Arsche...”

Vy jste to prozil? ptam se Hamleta...

,Jen jednou!” fekl mi... ,Laska je jenom jedna

a je jenom jednou. Laska je skute¢né smrtelna!“ A zmlkl.
ProtoZe vSak vypadal jako herec nevyvolany potleskem,
bylo mné ho lito, i tahl jsem ho

z tragédie do moZnosti vymluvit se...

,Kdepak!“ fekl. ,UzZ nejede Zadny vilak pro
Love Labours Won...

a nechce se mi prekracovat hranice vzpominky
ve vysokych botach versa... Ale Marlowe,
Marlowe, ten o tom néco veédél... VSechno

je jenom jednou, jenom jednoul!

Ale Marlowe, ten o tom néco védél... a ze
trocha hudby k tomu a budem dojati...
Absurde! Ridicule! Dégoltant!“

Ale zatimco nékde v dalce

blesk se vyblil do okna boufre,

Hamlet si dal fici a vypijeje

cern své ideje pokracoval:

,,Bylo pti konci masopustu. Néco

pro jednu z blaznivé mé rubriky... Byl jsem tenkrat
uderen biskupskou holi z kazatelny

tak védecky, Ze jsem citil pohlavni rozdily na lebce...

Jsem pro nadsazku, ale Hyperbolos byl také znamy demagog:

Slo o zprznéni nejkrasnéjsi divky ve Veroné.
Miloval jsem ji k vé¢nému nekonci

a ted, kdyz jsem slysel listovat v knize klevetarum,
jako by mne ohromila moje cudnost... MiZete se smat...
Spareny ve studené vodé

cekal jsem lichym rytmem, az zamrzne feka...
Zimnice-nahlice to uspisila...

Sileny, s kosili na kabaté,

se zaplatou na masitém a kostlivém

vysel jsem tehdy k Julii...

Bylo zrovna o trhovych dnech,

vsak kde nic tu nic, a tak vratny

Or a gunshot resounds and he tells himself: I'm a murderer!
Oh, to see the human voice, to see it at least once

as it says this! The voice that untill now

always bemoaned or accused,

the voice that caressed, lied and trembled, vilified,
burdensome to itself or sated,

the voice long desired or discarded

into the nook of sex in the palace of Priam

like an acetylene lamp

shining on one of Helene’s pubes,

the voice which suddenly feels that not even this is cognition!

Meanwhile, however, blood in the hall is wiped up with a tablecloth
whose tassels shudder and maybe make a difference

between eagerness and pride, shame and guilt,

and jail and prison for the Lord from Incognito...

He, of course, stares... It seems: he’s gone dull... His shame, though,
was already in his mother’s loins, then it matured

and now, masculinely womanlike, looks at the dead woman and whispers:
‘The years go by and bedding too grows old!” And as in an empty flat
from which somebody was evicted in haste,

some bills remain—they will take him like a bill

and lead him out...

Dett nennt sich Dichter und hat keene

heile Hose am Arsche...”

You lived through that? | ask Hamlet...

“Only once!” he replied... “There is only one love,

and it comes only once. Love is truly mortal!” And he fell silent.
But because he looked like an actor not given a curtain call,

| was sorry for him and pulled him

out of tragedy into the possibility of speaking his heart...

“No, no!” he said. “No more train runs for

Love’s Labour’s Won...

and | don’t feel like crossing the borders of recollection
in the high boots of verses... But Marlowe,

Marlowe, he knew something about it... Everything

is only once, only once!

But Marlowe, he knew something about it... and thus
a little music to it and we’ll be moved...

Absurde! Ridicule! Degodtant!”

But while somewhere in the distance

lightning puked into the window of a tempest,

Hamlet consented and, drinking up

the blackness of his idea, continued:

“It was close to Shrove Tuesday. Something

for one of my crazy columns... | was struck at that time

with the episcopal staff from the pulpit

so scientifically that | felt sexual differences on my skull... | prefer
stretching the truth, but Hyperbolos was also a well-known demagogue:
the matter concerned the defilement of the most beautiful girl in Verona.
I loved her to the eternal non-ending

and now, when | heard pages being turned in the Book of Defamarum,
as if my chastity overwhelmed me... You may laugh...

Scalded in cold water,

| waited in a pseudo-rhythm for the river to ice up...

A fever-heaver hastened it...

Mad, with my shirt over my coat,

with patches on the fleshy and the bony,

| set out then for Juliet’s...

It was just during market days

but no soul in sight, and so the doorkeeper



se spokojil pytlem zazvoru a karetnim stolkem...

Vpustil mé... Vchod byl jako tfrmen pfidrZzovany archandéli

sedajicimu na koné stavitelstvi...

Srdce mi busilo jako malba olejem na plech...
Vstoupil jsem... Jak byla nddherna!

Jak stale na pocatku své krasny ve mné!
Jak nebylo tfeba se rozhodnout!...

Jak stesk byl svobodny!

Jak hadanka nenaléhala byt uhadnuta!
Jak oko bez svédku se jesté chvélo,

aby to nikdo nevidél! Jak uzas

zdivocile a zazrakem se mirnil!

Jak fihavé se jevil cely svét

co pivovar, kdyz ja jsem vino pil!

Jak vlibec nedbal jsem, co uskutecnit
anebo vtélit!... Bez podnétu,

bez divodu, bez disledkd, bez osudu
byla tu bytost v nedilné své plnosti...
Zel, u jen spatiena: krasa je ztratou,
ledaze opakuje sebe tak dlouho,

az také laska ztratou je.—

V tom okamziku otevienym oknem zaslechl jsem,
jak no¢ni metar na hromadku kupf

pomerancové kurky s krevelem...

Nahote hovno, vespod duse! napadlo mne.
Oboiji je neviditelné...

Pak jako jednotlivec, zapomenuv na mnoZstvi metard,
zeptal jsem se ji, zda smim hrat.

A Sel jsem ke klaviru a hral

Hamletiana... Asi dvacet minut

(tamquam in meridie staret sol)

jsem hral, ale tak prchlive,

jako bych vyskubaval z not

ony kruté kvétinarské dratky,

jez zabranuji rGzim v rozvijeni...

Vytkla mi to... Vadili jsem se...

Vadili jsme se zprvu se suchou nenavisti,

ale brzy tak, jako bychom méli na sobé

Zupany po cely propoceny den...

zatimco kotalnice sinusové véty opoustéla hvézdu
a zlidstujic se zacinala pachnout...

Pak jsem ji fekl, proc¢ jsem pfisel...

Vy jste to byl! vykfikla pod sebou,

a to tak, jako by méla v noci barvu

a poustéla ji nyni do hlasu...

Proc jsem ji neomaloval zada

pravici plnou prsten(?

Proc jsem s ni nezatancil obuskovy

nebo alespor metlovy tanec?

Byvalo by mozna stacilo, abych probodal
jeji pefiny a odesel

dvermi lasky laskové... Pomyslim-li,

Ze Lope de Vega ucpaval pusku

svymi versi slozenymi na Elenu Osoriovoul...
Ale ja pocitil ndhle za svym hibetem oblak,
muze-li oblak byt povalenym domem...
Zbylo-li jesté néco v zahradé,

pak leva ruka ma to ucitila

jako hrst Zenskych vlasQ;

zbylo-li jesté néco ve sklepé,

pak pravd moje dlan, tak arcicisnik,

sevrela lahev... Zel, bylo to jeji hrdlo...

was content with a bag of ginger and a card table...
He let me in... The entrance was like a stirrup, held for an archangel
mounting the horse of architecture...

My heart was thumping like painting in oil on tin...

| entered... How gorgeous she was!

How forever at the beginning of her beauty inside me!
How unnecessary it was to decide!

How free was languor!

How a riddle did not insist to be guessed!

How the eye without witnesses kept on trembling

so that no one could see it! How amazement

ran amok and, by a miracle, abated!

How belchingly the whole world appeared,

like a brewery while | drank wine!

How | completely ignored what to bring to fruition
or to epitomize!... Without inducement,

without reason, without consequences, without fate,
a being was here in her indivisible fullness...

Alas, only just beheld: beauty is deprivation

unless it repeats itself for so long

that love too becomes deprivation.—

At that moment, through the open window, | heard
the night street-sweeper piling orange peels

and blood stone into little mounds...

Shit atop, soul beneath! it crossed my mind.

Both kinds are invisible...

Then, as an individual, having forgotten the multitude
of street-sweepers, | asked her if | was allowed to play.
And | went to the piano and played

Hamletiana... For about twenty minutes

(tamguam in meridie staret sol)

| played, but so hot-headedly

as if plucking from the notes

those cruel florist staples

which prevent roses to develop...

She rebuked me for it... We scolded each other...

We scolded each other at first with dry hatred,

but soon as if we’d stayed in dressing-gowns
throughout the whole sweat-drenched day...

while the trochoid of the sinus theorem was abandoning a star
and, turning human, began to reek...

Then | told her why | had come...

It was you! she screamed under herself,

and in such a manner as if she had a colour in the night
and was shedding it now into her voice...

Why didn’t | paint her back

with a right hand full of rings?

Why didn’t | dance the trancheon dance

or at least the broom dance with her?

Maybe it would have been enough to have pierced
her feather bed and walked out

through the door of a loving love... When | think
that Lope de Vega tamped his rifle

with the verses composed for Elena Osoriol...
But suddenly behind my back | felt a cloud,

if a cloud can be a knocked down house...

If anything still remained in the garden

then my left hand felt it

like a fistful of a woman’s hair;

if anything still remained in the cellar,

then my right palm, that archwaiter,

clasped the bottle... Alas, it was her throat...



Julie! — KdyzZ vrah se setka se vrahem, nezabiji se, pane!
Tak divka touZi a nevi o tom, protoZe touii...
Poprvé jsem ji spatfil v lese nedaleko Volterry...
Bylo pfed Dusi¢kama a ona

lamala z ket ty nejmiri zbarvené vétyvky.

Ma sestru nebo bratra? napadlo mne ihned,
tak byla krasna a tak jsem Zzarlil uz...

Jeji télo proti mé pulnoci Zilo tak samo sebe,

Ze Sileny z vasné, nemohl jsem Zarlit z lasky.
Panenstvi! A ja mezi padajicimi uz spadly!
Velké stojaté zrcadlo vzduchu

vracelo etruskym boZzstviim spanek srdce...

J4 zakaslal, abych ji nepolekal.

Obratila se a byla klidna.

Jeji radost byla jesté v andéli strdzném

a jeji Stésti nebylo jesté v démonu.

A jako by jeji duse byla télem duse.

Panna! Co BUh si vymyslil, chce miti prociténo!

Z4adny sonet nem(iZe byt cukrovy,

i kdyby jej napsal Shakespeare.

Ale nejeden je jedovaty,

i kdyzZ jej neslozil Géngora...

Micel jsem tedy, a také proto,

Ze iv prirodé stény maji usi

a ze se pak vymlouvédme na smrt,

abychom mohli Zit jesté Spatnéji.

Ostatni znate... Nebyla mou milenkou...

To by dnes nedojidal zapominani

muj mozek... A také tam uz nebylo

Zadné misto, natoZ prostor...

Vzpomnél jsem si tedy na svou matku

(byl jsem jeji dvanacté dité), a byt i s osudem
v olovénych botdch, spéchal jsem k ni

v Satech po mrtvém Mozartovi...

Maminka! Ta stale na nastupisti louceni

a nakonec samal... Nejmensimi dvefmi
vstoupi, kdyZ je nam zle,

k jeji oslavé by nestacila noc,

i kdyby hvézdy jednou rukou zvedly viiz,

do kterého by usedla, jen aby, spéchajic

ke svému ditéti, dorazila dfiv nez jeji uzkost,
zatimco tma blazni,

kdesi osvétlené okno $ilha

blbé Zlutym okem v syru buddhismu

a zlé pfedtuchy jako zamasténé karty vSudypritomné védmy zdaji
se rozhodovat osud pti mariacelské svicce...

Matka!... Ta jeji trpélivost, to jeji zas a zase,

které by mohlo oddalovat vécnost,

kdyby tou vécnosti uz nebylo...

Ty jeji tiché kracky, kdyz jsi stonal,

nebo kdyzZ pfinasela chléb a stydéla se,

e ten boi dar ma zase brousek! Sla vlastné zivotem
dobrovolné i postrkem bazné...

a nikdy necekala, az si svétlo v ni

narovna zada! A vSechno dala,

i kdyZ jeji jméno nebudes nikdy Cist

v novinach vydavanych pro Zebraky...

Ale to uZ vafi¢ primus (jako volatko

postovniho holuba) pobublaval

a potom vyprskl, jako kychneme za ticha pfi pohibu ——
a uzdravujici se ptal s opovrzenim, zda clovék

Juliet!—When murderer meets murderer, they don’t kill each other,
no sir! So a girl yearns and does not know because she yearns...
| first caught sight of her in the forest not far from Volterra...

It was before All Soul’s Day, and she

was snapping off the least coloured twigs from the bushes

Has she a sister or a brother? has crossed my mind at once,

she was so beautiful that | was already jealous ...

Her body against my midnight lived so much its own self

that, maddened with passion, | could not be jealous out of love.
Virginity! And I—among the falling already fallen!

The great standing mirror of the air

was returning the sleep of the heart to Etruscan gods...

Not to frighten her, | gave a slight cough.

She turned and was calm.

Her joy was still in the guardian angel

and her happiness not yet in the demon.

And as if her soul were the body of the soul.

Virgin! What God contrived, he wants deeply felt!

No sonnet can be mellifluous,

even if Shakespeare wrote it.

But more than one is poisonous,

although not composed by Géngora...

And thus | remained silent, and also because

in nature even walls have ears,

and because we then use death as an excuse

to live even more wrongly.

You know the rest... She was not my lover...
Otherwise, my brain today would not be eating up

its forgetting... And also there was no more

any room, let alone space...

And so | remembered my mother

(I was her twelfth child), and though even with my fate
in leaden boots, | rushed towards her

in the clothing from Mozart’s bequest...

Mama! The one always on the platform of farewells
and, in the end, alonel!... She enters

through the smallest door when we are ill;

one night would not be enough to celebrate her

even if the stars with one hand raised the carriage,

in which she would sit down, only, when hurrying to her child,
to arrive earlier than her anxiety, while the darkness raves,
somewhere a lit window stupidly squints

with a yellow eye in the cheese of Buddhism,

and ominous forebodings, like the greasy cards

of an omnipresent pythoness,

seem to decide destiny at a Mariazell candle...

Mother! That patience of hers, that again and once more of hers
which could have kept postponing eternity

if it were not that eternity already...

Those silent little steps of hers when you were ailing,

or when she was bringing bread and was ashamed

that God’s gift was doughy again! Truly, she went through life
both willingly and prodded by awe...

and she never waited for the light inside her

to straighten up its back! And she gave everything

even if you never will read her name

in a newspaper published for beggars...

But by then the primus cooker (like the little crop

of a homing pigeon) lightly bubbled

and then spurted like a sneeze in the stillness at a funeral— —
and the convalescent asked with disdain whether man



opravdu sestupuje do mravenisté svéta jen proto,
aby v ném Zebral o vlastni kosti...

Ale ne, byla tu zase maminka a nahle fekla:
Vdnoce! —i kdyz to vlastné fikala po cely rok...

A kdyz uz ptiSel onen zdzrak, stdle se jeSté omlouvala
fikajic: Zrovna dneska se mi to nepovedlo,
polévka je horka Zluci, ryby jsou citit bahnem,
zavin je kornaty, vzdyt, hochu,

ja uz vlastné neumim vafit...

A predesla té, nalévajic vino,

a tehdy poprvé sis vsiml jejich rukou,

Ze zestarly, Ze jsou vrascité a Zilnaté,

ty ruce pokorné, ty ruce z fadu minimd,

ty ruce lehounké, jako by pokuseni kfidel bylo v nich,
ale ty ruce vérné vsemu vezdejsimu,

co jako polstar tfeba natrasti

pod hlavou syna, i kdyby to byl vrah...”

Ano, fekl jsem, ale kde byly ty vase ruce,

kdyz jste v Tuileriich tlachal s Robespierrem,

zda také Sibenice se ma pokrtit

(a ona se pak kftila!) —

kde byly ty vase ruce, ne-li tam,

kde se nosi mozek nad kloboukem,

kde byly ty vase pysné ruce, Ze nikdy

nemohlo dojit k vstavovani koruny

na hlavu Poézie,

kde byly ty vase ruce, Ze to nezlstalo

ani v rukopise, ba ani

v posmrtném vydani pro nezrozené-nectouci?

,Kif, Sira, fasah, sibsi,

diamba, dasa, hajum, riamba, moril“

Co jste to mumlal? zeptal jsem se.

,Ale to je jen nékolik nazvl pro hasis,”

fekl Hamlet a pokracoval:

,Kdysi jsem pravil kterési: Pfijdte, pohoupame se,
mam matrace vycpané vlasy ostfihanych jeptisek
a bydlim v patém patfre...

Prijdu, Fekla. Ale kdyz se octla pfed mym domem,
nevédéla, jak vybéhnout po schodech.

Byla to nevéstka ze stepi...

Nevim, ale ironie neumird z lasky k tragédii...
Tragicky neni Odysseus, ale Aiax; ne David, ale Saul;
ne Faust, ale Mefisto... A prede mnou,

prede mnou byl jen Alkibiadés, opily Alkibiadés

v barvé safranové, v barvé uzkosti...”

Zadalo svitat. Hamlet fekl: ,Usvit-kurva!
Ale ¢asové se mi zd3, ze je pfilis velka...”
Rekl jsem: To proto, Ze na ni myslite!
Rekl: ,Snad!“

Rekl jsem: Chcete-li

pustim vam stmivacky,

jenomze do prostoru,

a to jesté vami nestfezenym pohybem...
Rekl: ,Véechno, jenom ne &lovéka

v zablesku pfirody! Ten uz nasel

svou scénu, a to mne nezajima...”

Ale to se uZ rozednilo... Hamletovo pravé oko vystouplo,
kdyz usvit vhodil do jeho levého vicka
kopec na obzoru, kde par balvani

really does descend into the anthill of the world

only to beg there for his own bones...

But no, mama was here again and suddenly said:
Christmas!—even though she‘d been saying it for the whole year...
And when that miracle came to pass, she was still apologizing,

saying: Today, of all days, it didn‘t turn out right,

the soup is bitter with bile, the fish smells like mud,

the strudel is crusty, you see, my boy,

| really can’t cook any more...

And she was there ahead of you, pouring the wine,

and then for the first time you noticed her hands,

that they‘d aged, that they were wrinkled and veined,

those hands, humble and meek, hands of the Order of Minims,

the hands so feathery they seemed to hold the temptation of wings,

but the hands loyal to all daily things,

which like a pillow need to be fluffed up

under a son’s head, even if he were a murderer...”
Yes, | said, but where were those hands of yours
when you chatted with Robespierre in Tuileries

as to whether the gallows too should be baptized
(and they were later baptized!)—

where were those hands of yours if not

where the brain is worn on top of one’s hat,

where were those proud hands of yours that it never
could come about placing a crown

on the head of Poetry,

where were those hands of yours that no trace was left
either in a manuscript or even

in a posthumous edition for unborn non-readers?

“Kif, shira, fasah, sibsi,

diamba, dasha, hajum, riamba, moril!”...

What were you mumbling there? | asked.

“Well, that’s just some names for hashish,”

said Hamlet and went on:

“Once | told a woman: Come, we’ll do some rocking.

| have mattresses stuffed with the hair of cropped nuns,
and | live on the fifth floor...

I'll come, she said. But when she found herself in front of my house,

she didn’t know how to run up the stairs.
She was a strumpet from the steppes...

I don’t know, but irony doesn’t die from love for tragedy...

It's not Odysseus who is tragic, but Aiax is; not David, but Saul;
not Faust, but Mephisto... And before me,

before me, there was only Alkibiades, the drunken Alkibiades
in the colour of saffron, in the colour of distress...”

It began to dawn. Said Hamlet: “Daybreak, dammit!
But, on the time scale, it seems to me too large...”
| said: That's because you are thinking about it!
He said: “Perhaps!”

| said: If you like

I'll switch on the dusk-lamp for you,

but only into space,

and, at that, by a gesture not guarded by you...
He said: “Everything but not man

in the flash of nature! He has already found

his stage, but that does not interest me...”

But by then dawn already faded... Hamlet's right eye bulged out
when daybreak threw into his left eyelid
a hill on the horizon, where several boulders



usilovalo o navraceni celého hradu...

»,Nedavno,” ekl Hamlet, , byl jsem s nékolika mladymi
u starnouciho Shakespeara v Elsinoru...

Cetl ndm své verse... Koufili jsme je,

pili je a chvalili je, byli jsme upfimni,

vyznavali jsme mu lasku, toutzili slySet dalsi,

a kdyz pak s nami hovotil o knihach,

slavili jsme ho jako bibliotekare samého Boha —

ale on se nikdy nedozvédél, co jsme fikali,

kdyZ jsme potom vesli do ulic z casa del poeta tragico...

Ovsem, ani nevédomost neznamena Stésti...
Ale basen je dar!”

(1949-1956, 1962)

struggled for the reversion of the whole castle...

“Not long ago,” said Hamlet, “I was with several young people
at the ageing Shakespeare’s at Elsinor...

He read us his verses... We smoked them,

drank them and praised them; we were sincere,

we declared our love for him; we longed to hear more,

and when he later spoke to us about books,

we celebrated him as God’s own librarian—

but it never came to his knowledge what we were saying
after we walked out into the streets from casa del poeta trégico...

Of course, not even ignorance means happiness...
But a poem is a gift!”

(1949-1956, 1962)



