


Prohlidka bez pruvodce

Prelozil Tarik Plewnia

Nikdy jsem se nepfiznala tak rychle. Podivam se na tebe
a hroutim se pod tiZi pfiznani. Forma upfimnosti, ktera
patfijen pisnim. Chci znicit vSechno, aniz bych nékomu
ubliZila. Ale niceni je obtiZné; je tak obtiZné jako tvorfeni.
Pokuta za trhani pise¢nych lilii je 244 315 TL. Jsem
nedbale opatrna, délam nespravné pohyby ve spravném
poradi a spravné pohyby ve Spatném poradi.

Tehdy se nic nenechavalo nevyslovené, nezlomené. Ale
ted vedu viiz jiného Zivota. Niceni je tak obtizné jako
tvoreni.

Proc¢ Zebraci v tomto mésté Zebraji s hlavou sklopenou
a zadkem vzhiru, jako by byli v prostraci? Co je tak
hanebného? Chci je vSechny obejmout, jen abych jim
fekla, aby se nestydéli.

Mezi rozenim a zabijenim, tvofenim a ni¢enim, je tenky
kyvadlovy pohyb mezi myma nohama; kdyz se oto¢im,
zamota mi nohy, takZe stojim na misté, neschopna
obejmout Zebraky, ani vykrocit vlevo do kavarny, ani
vpravo do Alchymistického muzea. Stojim pfimo
uprostred sklonénych Zebraki, astronomického orloje
a pronikavych ostrych zvuk vychazejicich z katedraly,
not nasekanych na dvakrat.

Vsiml sis viibec, Ze jsem tu byla?

Zustavam dlouho vzhiru tady na namésti. Turisté
prichazeji a odchazeji. Historie se prepisuje v ustech
pravodce méstem. Jsem tady jen proto, abych té vidéla
prijit. Az se hodina naplni, odejdu. Jakmile vyjde slunce,
necham své svétlo. Nechavam ti rano, protoZe jsme nikdy
zadné spole¢né nesdileli. Rozlévam rosu, ptijimam rano,
kolébam se skrz zrnity, bezstinny vzduch.

Vsiml sis viibec, Ze jsem tu byla?

Jsme k sobé pfipoutani dlouhymi neviditelnymi vlakny,
ztlumenymi, vy¢erpanymi, Zilou trvajiciho nerostu
plynouciho pod myma nohama, je$té neobjevenou.
Alchymie. Muzeum. Je tam? Mohla jsem se naucit, jak
promeénit své srdce ve slovo, vyslovené.

Fresky. Potlesk. Duzina. Bach z katedraly. Moudrost nebo
extaze. Malé kroky mezi kopem a baletem.

KdyZ drzi$ touhu pod jazykem pfili§ dlouho, zméni se na
krevni sraZzeninu presné sedm milimetrd silnou. Niceni
stoji presné 244 315 TL. Silenstvi chutn4 pfesné jako
rezavé zabradli balkonu z tvého détstvi.

Jsem zarazena do prohlidky s privodcem, znovu
indexovana do normalnosti. Hraji roli v tvorb¢ historie,
byt jen jako ucho. Cisarsky edikt zahajuje krvavé stoleti:
popravy téch, kdo trhaji lilie v zahrad¢ dvora, prodej
zebraku do cizich zemi a ponechani odsouzenych, aby
se udusili vlastnimi krevnimi srazeninami.

Unguided Tour

I’ve never confessed this fast. I look at you and I am
doubled over in confession. A form of honesty peculiar
only to songs. I want to destroy everything without
hurting anyone. But destruction is difficult; it is as
difficult as creation. The penalty for picking sand lilies is
244,315 TL. I'm carelessly careful, making wrong moves
in the right order and right moves in the wrong order.

Back then, things weren’t left unsaid, unbroken,
unsqueezed, untethered. But now, I lead the carriage of
another life. Destruction is as difficult as creation.

Why do the beggars in this city beg with their faces down
and backsides up, as if in prostration? What is there to
be so ashamed of? I want to embrace them all, just to tell
them not to be ashamed.

Between giving birth and killing, creating and destroying,
there’s a thin pendulum swinging between my legs; if
I turn around, it will entangle my feet, so I stand still,
unable to embrace the beggars, nor step left to enter
a cafe, nor step right to head to the Alchemy Museum.
I stand right in the middle of the face-down beggars, the
astronomical clock, and the piercingly sharp sounds
coming out of a cathedral, notes minced twice.

Did you notice I'd been here at all?

I stay up late here in the city square. Tourists come
and go. History is rewritten in the mouths of a city tour
guide. I am here, just to see you come in. Till an hour is
spent. I take my leave. As the sun comes up, I leave my
light. I leave the morning to you, as we’ve never shared
one. I spill the dew, take the morn, wobble through the
granular, shadowless air.

Did you notice I'd been here at all?

We are bound to each other, with long invisible threads,
muted, exhausted, a vein of abiding mineral flowing
under my feet, not discovered yet. The alchemy. The
museum. Is it there? I could have learned how to turn
my heart into a word, outspoken.

Frescos. Applause. Pulp. Bach from the cathedral.
Wisdom or ecstasy. Small steps between a kick and ballet.

If you hold your desire under your tongue for so long, it
turns into a blood clot exactly seven millimeters thick.
Destruction costs exactly 244,315 TL. Insanity tastes
exactly like a rusty balcony railing from your childhood.

I’'m herded into a guided tour, indexed back into
normalcy. I play a part in history-making, albeit as an
ear. An imperial edict inaugurates a bloody century:
executing those who pick

lilies in the court garden, selling beggars to foreign lands,
and leaving the condemned to choke on their own blood
clots.
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