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Preface

For all the years between 1939 and 1989 (except during a short period in
the sixties that ended with the Russian invasion of 1968), no poem could
be published in Czechoslovakia without prior approval from the
government. Poets whose work did not suit the regime were banned
from publishing, gave up writing entirely, or passed their manuscripts
around only among people they knew. Others left the country. Eleven
years ago, with the fall of Communism, poetry was freed in the Czech
lands.

However much we Americans may have learned about Communism,
the idea of blanket cultural repression remains astonishingly foreign to
us. So it is particularly interesting that almost as soon as all restrictions
on Czech cultural life were lifted, a large community of English-speaking
expatriates began to assemble in Prague. In the early nineties, writers of
all sorts arrived, many of them Americans—some, it seems, as though
they were coming home.

New Orleans Review is fortunate to count poet and teacher Richard
Katrovas among its friends. As a resident of Prague over the last ten
years, he has been able to open for this journal a wide and bright
window onto the literary world of the Czech Republic, where both
Czech and expatriate poets write and publish. We thank him and the
people who worked with him, Petr Bilek, who collected the Czech
poetry included here, and Gwendolyn Albert, who collected the
expatriate work. Special thanks also to Bill Lavender of Lavender Ink for
the initial typesetting work for the issue. Finally, we are most grateful to
the Prague Summer Seminars of the Division of International
Education, Metropolitan College, University of New Orleans for a
generous grant in support of this special issue.

N E W O RLEANS REVIEW

Guest Editors Preface

I'm honored to serve as guest editor for this issue of New Orleans Review,
and to offer up herein a sampling of two Praguesian literary cultures that
have coalesced over this remarkable decade, the native one and the one
born of the fluctuating expatriate community that has thrived here since
the Velvet Revolution. Globalization is one of those abstractions that has
particular resonance now, but only acquires substantive meaning when
we point to something in our lives that seems to embody it. You are
holding globalization in your hands.

The following anthology of poetry written in the Czech lands
attempts to present poetry as the vital sounding of a culture in a state of
becoming. We proceed on the belief that poetry reveals something vital
about a people that no other form of expression can, and that indeed
something vital about the Czech lands, the nexus of European history
and culture, is revealed in stunning fashion by this sampling of lyric
poetry. We believe that this special issue of New Orleans Review will be
of interest not only to the poetry aficionado, but to anyone interested in
the culture, the spirit of the Czech lands, the geographical and historical
heart of Europe.

Translation is an art, and though art may be produced against a
deadline, it prefers to languish. We've done our best to bring the Czech
portion of this work into English, and to this end I have been a heavy-
handed editor, tinkering with other people’s translations such that any
false steps and instances of infelicity one may perceive here I cheerfully
take full responsibility for. My own facility with the Czech language is so
weak I cannot proceed unassisted in translating, and Dominika
Winterovd, my brilliant and gifted spouse, was the Czech-language boss
throughout. Besides editing and/or reworking thoroughly the
translations of others, we collaborated on and argued through the
translating of many of these poems, and all that is good is because of her,
and all that is not, well, reflects my limitations. I thank all the
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PETR A. BILEK

Introduction

A year or two after the November 1989 revolution, Western journalists
and graduate students in Prague were all asking the same question: How
is the writing of today different from that produced under Communism?
They meant, I presumed, in terms of subject matter, theme, poetics, and
inspiration. At first, I felt a little ashamed to admit that prose fiction and
poetry did not seem to have changed much, since most of the work
published in the early nineties had been written in the seventies and
cighties, but repressed by the old order. Then, a few years later, it became
obvious to me that an important change had already occurred. While the
quality of the writing was no different, the context and the role it had
played in Czech society for the past two centuries had undergone a
radical change that could be compared to the one experienced by Kafka’s
Gregor Samsa: internally, in its soul, literature had remained the same,
but externally it had become so different that even its essence was
perceived as altered. At the same time, mass media and culture, which
could be compared to Gregor's sister, Greta, had recognized its own
identity. As in The Metamorphosis, with Gregor and his sister Greta, the
decline and fall of the one had gone hand in hand with the growth and
integration of the other.

To understand what had been happening, some historical context is
necessary. Czech literature is a typical literature of a minor nation.
“Modern” Czech literature was viewed as an essential tool for the
construction of a new Czech national identity when it was born at the
beginning of the nineteenth century. The new writing was supposed to
fill the need for big historical narratives that would encourage the
inhabitants of Czech lands and Moravia to identify with the concept of a
Czech nation. Because there was no distinct region inhabited by Czechs
only, no heroic epic describing a gorgeous past, no unifying religion, and
most of all, no Czech state, the Czech language became the rallying
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point in the people’s search for belonging. During the first half of the
nineteenth century, Czech literature established the notion of the writer
as instructor to the masses. Literati became the “conscience of the
nation,” the soul, or heart, around which all the people of the Czech
nation could unite. Poets served as motivators and advisors, as tutors on
subjects such as political theory, sociology, and philosophy. They
supported the people, serving them, solving their problems, praising and
encouraging them.

Assigned the function of fighting putative enemies of the Czech
nation, the literature of National Revival held great power. In this role it
was not intended to demonstrate a writer’s uniqueness or the originality
of his poetics. Authors were valued who provided the people with
“beautiful” and “poetic” narratives, heavily-ornamented allegories that
illustrated a set of predefined values. The masses were supposed to peel
away all poetic devices and artifice from poems, stories, or plays in order
to decipher their messages. A work of literature was highly praised if in
this way it promoted commonly-held ideals. If its values differed, a work
was expelled from the collective context. Until the 1890s, Czech
literature refused to recognize the idea of individual uniqueness that
belonged among the important values of Western culture (expressed in
the works of Wordsworth, Byron, Whitman, and Melville, for example).
While the writers of the “big” national literatures of the nineteenth
century focused on the universe of a character’s soul, which replaced the
universe of the external world, writers in Czech established the concept
of the writer as a role model in the drive for social unity, an idea that
later inspired both Vidclav Havel’s philosophy of “living in truth,” and
Communist presidents’ participation at writers' conferences and their
attempts to write novels.

When the “Czech Modern” movement discovered subjectivity, a split
occurred between a few experimenting avante garde writers on the one
hand, and the public taste on the other. While the public continued to
prefer the “beauty” of intelligible ideas, the new writers discovered
poetics as a game, as a gesture; they used hyperbole in place of allegory.
The image of the poet shifted to visionary, decadent, dandy, rebel,
satanic apprentice, and other similar characterizations. But this new style
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did not last long: the outbreak of World War 1 and the establishment of
an independent Czechoslovakia returned poetry to its former role while
during the same period prose fiction continued to debunk the
nineteenth century idea of a collective identity.

Franz Kafka, Jaroslav Hasek, and Karel Capek, coming from very
different directions, all arrived at the idea of “the man without qualities.”
They offered no immense realms of self like those presented in the works
of Fyodor Dostoyevsky, Leo Tolstoy, Henry James, or, in its most
exaggerated and luxurious forms, Marcel Proust and James Joyce;
instead, these writers joined Robert Musil, Hermann Broch, Bruno
Schulz and Witold Gombrowicz in establishing a distinctly Central
European conception of existential humanity, a universe of beings denied
all means of a collective or personal identity. Predictably, at the time they
appeared, the novels of these latter writers were read as bleak aberrations,
products of insane minds, or simply as texts void of meaning.

After a decade-long period of innovation, during which Czech writers,
including poets, explored surrealism and existential analysis, under the
threat of Nazi occupation in the mid-thirties, writers gave up creating
clowns and explorers of the Realm of Nowhere, and reclaimed the role of
moral leaders and patriots. Once more, Czech literature reverted to
allegories and addresses to the masses. Archetypal settings and exotic
topics were abandoned for motifs of Home and Native Land, and
references to important historical figures whose lives stood as emblems
for “living in truth.”

During fifty years under two totalitarian regimes, Nazi and then
Communist, poets were expected to produce ideologically-correct
narratives. A set of binary oppositions (“Us vs. Them,” Czechs vs.
Germans, “Normal People” vs. Communists, Ideology vs. Reality, etc.)
created a need for Czech writers to develop a set of poetic references to
familiar emblems and situations that were the stock subject matter for
writers at both ends of the political spectrum.

Writers who began publishing in the fifties seemed to have complete
faith in Communism. These regime poets could boast that there were
thousands of copies of their books in print, even though they were
distributed free to libraries, or recycled unsold to make way for new
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editions. But most members of the following generations began their
writing careers believing they could play a game with the regime: they
thought they could publish officially while keeping a distance from
official rhetoric, that they could write “normally.” The characteristic
poetic device of “independent” but officially-published poets was the
hint or allusion renaming subjects that for political reasons could be
safely mentioned only indirectly. However, because there existed only a
few publishing houses, all state owned, such writers either increasingly
accepted the demands made by the ideologists of literature and culture,
or were expelled from the ranks of those allowed to publish at all.

During both the Nazi and Communist periods, however, two streams
of Czech literature existed outside the aegis of the regime. Writers who
left the country were often able to publish with small, exile presses,
although there were only limited opportunities for them to get their
books into the hands of the countrymen they had left behind. The exile
community was relatively small; and, especially since the seventies, its
members were more concerned with their own economic well-being
than with reading poetry. Most of the poetry written in exile had few
original ideas to offer; it reiterated views already shared by its writers and
readers. And, paradoxically, this poetry exhibited many of the same
features as the official poetry published by the Communist regime in
Czechoslovakia, supporting a world of binary opposition, and
ideological emblems and blueprints, and advocating the subordination
of the individual to the collective. The only difference was that the poles
of the binary paradigm were reversed.

The other stream was produced by those who remained in the
country, but either chose not to publish officially, or were not allowed
to. From the fifties on, many such unofficial writers circulated their
work in samizdat editions, typewritten manuscripts distributed among
friends, acquaintances, and literary critics who had been banned by the
regime. Among its readers and writers, unofficial poetry carried an
ethical authority that translated automatically into aesthetic value. What
or how anyone in this situation wrote was far less important than the
fact that the writer was “living in truth,” in opposition to the regime.
Writing was seen as a by-product of this exemplary life choice. Unofficial
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poets considered their thoughts and the social context of their lives to be
worthy of direct textualization. They stressed authenticity, the
unadorned recitation of personal attitudes and everyday experiences.
Little room was left for topics other than the Individual vs Society.

Czech poetry of this period was extremely context bound. Yer for this
reason, in a way that may seem anachronistic to those familiar with the
present role of poetry in the West, poetry held a prestigious position in
Czech culture. Books of poetry were regularly reviewed in literary
reviews and in newspapers. In 1984 the awarding of the Nobel Prize to
Jaroslav Seifert boosted the sale of poetry books to fifty thousand copies
in a single day, and even books by formerly-banned poets allowed to
return to official publishing typically reached five thousand to ten
thousand copies.

The fall of Communism created a completely new situation for poets
and poetry. After the revolution, almost two thousand private publishers
emerged. Instead of two periodicals covering all of contemporary
literature, suddenly there were dozens of monthlies and quarterlies
appearing and disappearing. All at once, anyone could publish anything
he or she liked; and although there was no way to count them, due to
the lack of a central registrar or a single distribution channel, the number
of new people publishing poetry immensely increased.

But another change accompanied this one: no one cared any more.
Soon, almost all the big publishers stopped publishing poetry because no
one was buying it. Under Communism, writers devoted to the regime
had lived quite comfortably, but today there are only five or six writers
who make a decent living from their books. None of them is a poet.
Since 1993, except for books by a dozen big names, almost all Czech
poetry has been self published or produced by presses whose names
appear only on one book. At most, newspapers review collections of
poetry two or three times a year. Booksellers refuse to sell poetry because
théy say readers are not interested; readers say they cannot find new
titles, and even if they could, have no money to buy books. And poets
are not familiar with one another; most, while they find some time to
write, say they do not have time to read the work of other poets. The
only efficient way to get a book of poems is to ask the writer.

N E W O RLEANS R EVIEW

Still, poetry has been written, published, and read in the Czech
Republic since the revolution, and I believe this anthology offers an
illustrative sampling. The question is: what s its vision of the world?
Czech poetry is still trying to create a comprehensive picture of itself.
Czechs have been questioning the role of poetry in society since the end
of World War 11, although it is hard to reach any conclusion on the
subject since the same people who have no faith in it continue to write
it. But while nobody in the nineties expects poetry to function as a tool
for social reconstruction, the old slogan of the post-World War 11
hangover days, coined by poets themselves, that poetry is a whore, seems
to have disappeared as well.

There is no common view any more. With dozens of poets banned
after the Communist takeover of 1948, and almost 2 hundred more
banned after the Russian occupation of 1968, the nineties have become
an era of “returns’ and “discoveries.” Poetry that dates as far back as the
fifties is now being published for the first time. Many poets are
publishing poems from different decades side by side, so there is no fixed
line between the past and the present. Some poets, old and new; have
even returned to the old theme of the Czech lands, Czech identity,
“Czech-ness,” partly because political events, like the split between the
Czechs and the Slovaks in 1993, reopened the issue of who we are. But
there is also a nostalgia for a world that was easily intelligible, and even
adventurous, due to the constant presence of an obvious enemy of the
Czech people.

Life under Communism has become as much a part of the Czech
historical consciousness as life under the Hapsburgs. But this
consciousness is accompanied by an impulse, almost unanimous among
us, to distance ourselves from any utopian dream of a collective, nation-
based identity. Messianic rhetoric and patriotic feeling have been
replaced with a sober, analytic skepticism. Living under Communism for
so long made many Czechs acutely aware that poetry needed a moral and
ethical dimension, and there are poets today who affirm this belief, some
of them publishing poems on religious themes banned decades ago;
others deny it entirely. Surprisingly, their choices do not seem to be
determined by their ages.

P ETR A . Bl L EK
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No longer do poets assume that everyone experiences reality in the
same way. Today’s poems do not grant the reader the pleasure of
discovering the key to and then joyfully deciphering an allegory that
refers to universally-recognized enemies and representatives of virtue.
During the last decade, Czech poetry has become a venue for private
rather than for public discourse. Sometimes it seems as though poems
have appeared in public only by accident. They read like entries in an
intimate journal and risk alienating the reader through their lack of
intelligible references. Where titles used to offer key ideas or summaries
that completed the reading of poems, titles may now simply consist of
asterisks, or the initials or names of the poet’s friends, so the poem seems
to be a private address to those friends. Furthermore, writers expect all
their collections to be read as a whole, as a series of attempts to name the
same thing, or as variations on an idea. In general, inter- and mera-
textual references have taken the place of a direct exploration of the real.
Books refer to the author’s previous books, and the poems to each other.
Poems are given archetypal or even fairy tale settings and motifs, and are
filled with deliberate ambiguity, textual games where signifiers seem to
float free of their signified. It is as if the poet says: Please attach any
meaning you like to what I write, because so far there is none.

Up until 1989, besides holding in common a generally generation-
based set of assumptions about the world, Czech poets of a given period
shared the same poetics. Their texts alluded specifically to each other’s
texts, as well as to cherished works of the past. Now each book of poems
seems to start over from the beginning; and when poets do allude to the
work of other writers, the influence is not acknowledged. Poems are
filled with deliberately appropriated motifs, images and devices, but no
source is offered. It does not seem to make any difference from whom
they have been taken. Even the significance of originality seems to be
evaporating. And in spite of their intertextuality, texts by the same writer
do not seem to belong to the same oeuvre, because each writer's poetics
change from book to book.

In the realm of the poetics, black humor, surrealism, and stream of
consciousness have all reappeared in the past ten years. One of the most
“contemporary” Czech writers is Jit{ Kold¥, not included here, who
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stopped writing poetry in the early sixties. Decades ago, Koldf
constructed a poetics based on a refusal to use metaphor, analysis, or
coherent structure. He wrote with no intention of delivering a message,
recording fragments of language from everyday life, including political
banners and newspaper headlines. Because he created open texts whose
meanings are left entirely to the reader to discern, Koldf now appears
completely up to date, even though he has not written poetry in almost
forty years.

There was a time, mainly in the sixties, when Czech poets believed in
linguistic experimentation. They inclined toward visual poetry, and
toward a kind of invention that returned to the roots of the language.
They believed in the capability of poetry to name new ideas. Today, with
the exception of a few older poets, Ivan Divis, Karel Siktanc, Miroslav
Cervenka, Czech poetry has become much more easily translatable
because its expression is less complex; its effect is not dependent on the
use of false or true etymologies. One major poet of the nineties, J. H.
Krchovsky, is wholly untranslatable, because his rhythm and rhyme
patterns are so intricate that both form and meaning cannot be
reproduced in the same translation.

A dramatic change in the audience for poetry, the move of poetry
from a public to a private context, has inevitably been followed by a shift
in the way readers are addressed, and in the roles and selves adopted by
lyric voices. Although these changes also occurred in Western poetry, an
essential feature of Czech writing has been that they occurred over the
course of only a few years, rather than many decades. Czech poets seem
to be shocked by the sudden silence around them and all the more ready
to speak in new and radically different voices. However, because in
“new” poetry there is no boundary between past and present, and older
poets are having to come to terms with the burdening legacy of what
they wrote long ago, the impulse toward change is juxtaposed with the
impulse to stand still. This anthology, a limited sample of Czech poetry,
attempts to represent both tendencies.
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IVAN DIVIS

Z okna jidelniho vozu pri neskodném pivu

vidéls uZ po kolikdté mfjet svou rodnou zemi,
kde ses narodil, ale ve které neZijes,

aby ses vracel do zemé sousedn, kde Zijes

a kde m4$ rodinu.

A vidy nanovo ti tvoje rodnd zemé

z téch oken ptipadala bud’ jak pobélohorsk4
anebo husitskd. Pozorovals ji

s jistym opovrzlivym napétim, ale i
neuvéfitelnym soucitem, soucitem,

jak ji probouzi opakovand vrazda.

Hledal jsi zimky, hledal jsi hrady,

jimiZ je poseta jak album zndmkami,

ale nic jsi neuzfel. Bud’ je zbourali,

anebo zavieli, takZe tam nikdo nemiiZe,
anebo je prosté zapomnéli,

coz je to nejhorsf.

A tak jsi pohyboval zidy,

aby ten vlak uz tu zemi ptejel,

aby to uz bylo za tebou,

taky proto, Ze se zkracuje tvij Zivot ...

(Verde starého muze, 1998)
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IVAN DIVIS

From the Dining Car Window Over a Harmless Beer

Several times you have gazed out at your motherland
where you were born but no longer live slipping away,
and returned to her neighbor where you now live

and where your family resides.

And yet again from these windows your motherland
appears as you imagine her after defeat at White Mountain,’
or even after the Hussite Movement.* You observe her
with a certain scornful unease but likewise

with unbelievable compassion, compassion

as if a recurring murder awakened her.

You scan for manors, the castles

with which she was studded like an album with stamps
but you see nothing. Either they are torn down

or closed up so no one can get in

or they are simply forgotten

which is worst of all.

And so you shift in your seat because to do so

seems to make the train move faster move

the country farther behind

and because your life is running out ...

trans. Deborah Garfinkle

N E W O RLEANS REVIEW
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Zivot a dilo bdsnika by se nemély oddélovat,

bdsnik by se mél poddvat lidem takovy, jaky je vskutku,
se v§im svym utrpenfm, prasirnami,

dobrymi skutky, skromnostf i naopak haurstvim,

to viechno by se mélo hlasem zvefejriovat na ndmésti,
odkud bychom z davu zaslychali tu smich, tu fehort,
tu jasot i potlesk;

necini-li se to,

dochdzf pozdéji k pomluvdm a vyvy$enostem,

kde obojf vede ke zméndm ve védomi lidi,

koutové se v ném kotoucujf a vyspirdlujf myty,

ale prévé z mytu fale$né Zij{ ndrody,

které se pak zdkefné vrhajf na ndrody sousednf ...

(Verse starého muze, 1998)
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The Life and Work of a Poet Should Not Be Parted

A poet should offer himself to the people as he really is,
with all his suffering, piggishness,

good deeds, modesty, even swagger;

all such should be made public in the square

where he may hear the crowd’s laughter, guffaws,
jubilation and applause;

failing this,

he'll resort to slandering and haughtiness

both of which cause transformations of the people’s minds
wherein the myths by which they falsely live

spiral off like smoke, myths

which precisely are the lies and treachery

of nations stoning nations....

trans. Deborah Garfinkle

IVAN DIVIS
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Stephen Hawking

CHTEJI TEORII V3EHO,
T). CHESJI SADU ROVNIC,
z nichZ by se dalo vyéist vse, co a kde se privé déje
v nesmirném veskerenstvu.
Ne, ne ze bych byl proti tomu, ne
ze bych jim neptal dosazeny tspéch, provézeny
burdcenfm triumfu,
ne, Ze bych si nepfdl poznat Steve Hawkinga
ne, Ze bych si neptdl poznat Paula Daviese,
ne, ze bych si s nimi nepf4l pohovotit
u skotské a borového difvi,
ale obdvdm se, Ze onou sadou nepostihnou &lovéka,
tuto spanilou nestviiru, tohoto ozralého netvora,
vzpérade bfemen, milovnika,
coz je uménf ze viech nejlacinéjif.
Ptél bych si obecnou teorii Elovéka,
kterou by bylo mozno vysvobodit ho
ze sebe sama, vytdhnout jeho ttroby
pfes prepdzku vlasi a poru¢it mu,
aby se choval slusné, a to i tenkrdt
kdyby nebylo Boha. A porudil bych,

aby umén{ bésnické bylo rovnomocné uznéno s silim jejich

co vic, aby kralovalo i astronomii, a to proto,
ze, je-li dobré, \itolf pfimo na srdce,

jde t&snéji na télo,

zatfmco teorie vieho je mrdz a led,

takové, jaké nachdzime v kosmu.

(Verse starého muze, 1998)
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Stephen Hawking

they want a theory of everything,
i.e., a set of equations
with which you could read all, what's happened and where, right now,
in the great immensity.
No, it’s not that I'd be against such a thing,
that I wouldn’t wish them easy success attended
by resounding triumph,
nor that I wouldn't wish to know Steve Hawking,
nor that I wouldn’t wish to know Paul Davies,
nor that I wouldn’t wish to chat with them
over a scotch by the fire;
but I'm afraid this bunch won't touch what's human,
the charm of that freak, that drunken monster,
lifter of burdens, lover
whose art is the cheapest of all.
I'd rather a theory of all that is human
by which it would be possible to set us free
of ourselves, to take out our bowels
over the barrier of hair and command us
to behave ourselves even in the event
there is no God. And I would decree
that poetry be as powerfully celebrated as their efforts,
what’s more, that it reign even over astronomy because
when it’s good it drives straight into the heart
into the body
while the theory of everything is frost and ice
the likes of which we find throughout the cosmos.

trans. Deborah Garfinkle

I'VAN DIVIS
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Jak je mozno zastavit pokracujici zkdzu,

jaké jsou hodnoty, o néz m4 &lovek a spolenost usilovat
aby byl zachovdn a obnoven Rdd?

Tot’ Konfucius.

Pupkaty Buddha s o¢ickama zalityma sddlem

broukd: vyhnout se bolesti a hledét,

kde tesaf nechal diru.

Sokratovym hlavnim povoldnim bylo obtéZovat lidi na agote
a kldst jim kladné otdzky.

A Platén, ktery jeho pocindnf a pouli¢ni rozmluvy zapsal
ndm jej zachoval, jenZe vykazuje fasistoidn{ rysy
pozadavkem vyhndni bsnikii z obce

a sklonem stranit euthanasii.

Ne, nejde nic. A tak tu strm{ ohnivy sloup Kristiv

s jeho Zmrtvychvstdnim

o némz, alas, alas! nemdme sebemensf dikaz,

natozpak prikaz. O éem se nemize mluvit,

o tom se mus{ mléet, pravil Wittgenstein,

a tak jsem vyddn fantasmagoriim,

ptizrakim promftanym na zed prazské

¢i newyorkské podzemky

a jak se vagény natidsaji

jobovsky ve mn¢ jsou roztfeseny

viechny kosti.

(Verse starého muze, 1998)

N E w O R LEANS R EVIEW

How to Put a Stop to All the Continuing Destruction

What values should humanity strive for

that order may be restored and preserved?

That’s Confucius.

Big-bellied Buddha with tiny eyes half closed

by fat little lids

cooed: steer clear of pain and get going

while the gettin’s good.

In Agora Socrates’ chief duty was to annoy,

ask people devious questions.

And Plato who recorded his deeds and lingo
preserved both, but shows too

his Fascist tendencies

as when he demanded exile of the poet

and advocated euthanasia.

Well, nothing works. And so here looms Christ’s fiery column
with his Resurrection

of which, alas, alas! we haven't the slightest evidence
much less proof. Of which one must not speak,
about which Wittgenstein said one must hold his tongue
and so I'm given to phantasmagoria,

specters projected on the walls of Prague

or New York subways,

and as the cars rattle,

Job-like in me tremble

all my bones.

trans. Deborah Garfinkle

VAN DIVIS

31



32

VIOLA FISCHEROVA

Nic mi tu nepatif

Rodny diim zahradu détstvi
drif synovci majetnici

pod klf¢i

V ulicich

sbirdm do ndruce
ddvné drahé hlavy
které se po letech

a po dnech vytratily

(Divokd drdha domevi, 1998)

NEW ORLEANS REVIEW

VIOLA FISCHEROVA

I own nothing here

Ancestral home, childhood garden
are kept by proprietors, the nephews,
under lock

On the streets

I gather in my arms
dear long-gone heads
vanished

over years, days

trans. Dominika Winterovd and Richard Katrovas

N E W O RLEAINS

REVIEW
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Potkala jsem opilého starce

Dévno se chvélo jeho milované télo
na mém

Poznal mé ale Soural se

podél zdi

obklopen mrtvymi

ktef{ jsou zapotieb{

svétu

(Divokd drdha domovii, 1998)

O RLEANS REVIEW

I came across an old drunk

whose beloved body long ago shivered
over mine

He spotted me but shambled on
along the wall

encompassed by those dead

whom the world

requires

trans. Dominika Winterovd and Richard Katrovas

VI1O0oLA FISCHEROUWVA
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Lekal ji jako Zivé
maso pod kladivem
A ona sahala

jesté po stésti

[ ucile

kam se navraci
hledajic jenom jeho
ji predbéhnul

Na téie drdze
méfené pouze
jinymi stopkami

(Odrostld blizkost, Brno, 1996)

36 NEW ORLEANS REVIEW

He was scary as living
meat under the mallet
and she was still

grasping for happiness

And even at the finish line
to which she returned
searching only for him

he passed her

On that same track where they
were gauged only by
different stopwatches

trans. Dominika Winterovd and Richard Katrovas

VIOLA FISCHEROUVA
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Jak ho milovala
a kolik hodin
prostéla pfed jeho dvefmi

Jesté po letech
mu dala podrzet
své dfté

$ jinym

Uz se netrdp(
Mrtvy ted’ pattf jenom jt

za dnii a za nocf
jak vérné milujicf zvite
které j{ lehd u nohy

(Divokd drdha domovii, 1998)

ORLEANS REVIEW

How she loved him
and how many hours
she spent standing at his door

Still after years
she let him hold
her child by another

No longer is there suffering
The dead are hers alone

all through days and into nights

an adoring faithful beast
lying at her feet

trans. Dominika Winterov4 and Richard Katrovas

VIOLA FIE M ER G VA
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Jeji nddherny zdrivy Her resplendent

tGsmév kdysi smile then

Dnes mi nabizf Today she proffers

baculatyma staryma rukama from her plump old hands

dobrotivy dotek a kindly touch

ktery se ujal which assumes

a kvete and blossoms

navzdory Zivotu in spite of life

(Divokd drdha domovii, 1998) trans. Dominika Winterov4 and Richard Katrovas

NEW ORLEANS REVIEW VIioLA FI1SCHEROVWVA a
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EMIL JULIS

Ddvnd krajina

Jakoby tu jesté t4hli cikéni
podél doutnajfcich ohrid ml4df.
A nedaleky hibitov, zed; tije...
Nic se za ta léta nezménilo,

jen nékolik hrobi pfibylo,

jiné srovnal &as.

Sem tam prejede auto po staré
popraskané betonce,

nad nf na vysokém sloupu tréf

bezhlavy svaty v mirném zdklonu,

po vypjatych prsou se mu fine zelend krev.

Vsechny vrstvy krajiny jsou nehybné,
jen v mych Zildch roste sladce krutd
touha trvat,

zlistat tvaif v tvéf.

Uz dévno viak je vyslovena cena,
kterou splatim viechny tvéfe svéta.

Ptes rudnoucf &elo slunce tdhnou
nezmarn{ havrani,

a mlcky.

(Hra o smysl, 1990)

O RLEANS REVIEW

EMIL JULIS

The Antique Landscape

As if Gypsies still passed here

beside smouldering campfires of youth.

And the local cemetery, the wall, arbor vitae...
Nothing changed over years,

just a few more graves

as others disappeared.

Once in a while a car goes by on the old

cracked concrete road,

over which on a high pedestal

the headless saint pokes out a little, bent backwards;
down his exaggerated chest gushes green blood.

All strata of the landscape are stagnant,

except that in my veins grows sweetly that cruel
desire for self-preservation,

to remain face to face.

But long ago the price was fixed

at which I'll pay for all the faces of the world.

Across the blushing forehead of the sun trawl

quiet dichard

ravens.

trans. Dominika Winterov4 and Richard Kartrovas

N E W O RLEANS REVIEW
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Boure

Kapky na plechovém parapetu

a &fm ddl blizs{ hfméni.

Déti zahnal domi dést]

ted’ se ozyvajf ve zdich, veselé hlasy mlddat, pld¢.
Perlet’ obilf

se zmitd v zdSlezich vétru, na obloze

se hrozivé pteskupujf mraky.

Jimi proj{zdéjf na svych vozech bozi, pokud nelétaji,
v z4fivém smichu blyskajf jim obnazené zuby.
Jenom Narcis se kochd vlastn{ krdsou

a ohlufend Echo opakuje duty chropot hromu.
Davy lidi se hybou v prostoru a ¢ase —

jsou zrny ndmelu, kdyzZ hlasy bi¢uje boufe.

Na mé tvéfi se usadil

popel shofelého déni, v srdci jesté doutnajfci,
kdyZ uz kdosi ve mné touzi

v nové pozéry a blesky.

(Hra o smysl, 1990)

ORLEANS R EVIEW

Storm

Drops on the sheet metal sill
and the thunder easing closer.
Raindrops drove the children home;

now one hears in the walls some merry, some weeping little voices.

Pearly corn

sways in the gusts; in the skies

chunderheads rearrange menacingly.
Through them gods fly chariots, or just fly:
bare teeth glitter in their shining smiles.
Only Narcissus dwells in his own beauty,
and deaf Echo reissues the hollow thunder.
Crowds are off through space and time,
grain spurs when ears are whipped by storm.
On my face ashes of events, still smoldering in my heart, settle,
whereas someone inside me desires

into new flames and flashes of lightning,

trans. Dominika Winterov4 and Richard Katrovas

EmMmIL FULES
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U rybntka

Labuté chriapajf kousky rohlfki a chleba.
Jejich flotila zvolna odplouvi,

slunce se oslnivé rozlév4 hladinou.

Muz s obli¢ejem Quasimoda

— md na tvéfi a odulém rtu oherd —
koupi &erného vlédka. — Apor —, k4
a vl¢dk se divoce vrh4 do studené vody
pro kus klacku. Obnazuje bilé tessky,
bilé jak sliny ditéte, jak statecké vlasy,
jak zahryznuty ¢as, keery nepustf a drif vie,
dokud neorve kofist na holou kost.

(Nevybnutelnosti, 1996)

ORLEANSTS R EV I EW

At the Pond

Swans grab bits of rolls and bread.

Their fleet is slowly moving off;

sun spills dazzlingly on the surface.

A man with Quasimodo face,

red birthmarks and swollen lips,

is bathing a black Shepherd. “Fetch,” he says

and the dog hurls itself wildly into the cold water
for a stick. It bares white fangs,

white as children’s spit, as old men’s hair,

as time whose teeth sink deeply in, holding on to everything
until it’s stripped to the bone.

trans. Dominika Winterov4 and Richard Katrovas

EMIL JUuLTIS
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KAREL SIKTANC

Tady vysoko

Miroslavu Cervenkovi

Zimy tak mdlo
ze snfh Zdrlivy i na veselku v bilém

Jen tady vysoko

jen tady na té hanbé z uchlastanych
okapli azhltd do hrst¢  a oslintanych
tlam

ptdk vykiik hofek strom
ledovd pila kousek od biehu
plive drahokdmen

a zuby

V kredenci lesa cingrldtko hrom

A nase hold bytost

bézlivé naznak prekocena pod ndmi
osahdvd néds nhle slepé ukrutnyma
rukama

a  k pldéi suchd

bije hlavou hihri4 se

afve

jak pominuta $téstfm
Ttesou se stehna vod

Tenk4

rezivd hra na lesendfskou trubku

O RLEANS REVIEW

KAREL SIKTANC

Up Here

for Miroslav Cervenka

There’s so little winter
the snow’s jealous of a white wedding

Only up here

only here in the infamy of boozy

eaves from swigs of fistfuls slobbering
snouts

birdery  dolorous trees
frosted handsaw close to the bank

hawks up precious stones
and teeth

In the forest sideboard a trinket thunders
and our naked essence

timid supine turned over beneath us
patting us with hands

of one brutal and blind

and dry to rears

pounds its head  giggles

and roars
as if crazed with joy
The thighs of the waters tremble

Slight
rusted game with scaffolding pipes

N E W O RLEANS

REVIEW
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Jesti nds vidf Bih
jsme ozlaceni pronikavou litosti
ndvratu do vlastnfho téla

Ale kam

jinam  virbl zdf

houf spratkii tryskem tlaéf po délnici koé4rek
a k hlavé sklonéni

— jako by vystithdni z bronzového papiru —
kéci se smichy olizujou niz

upénlivého plice

Kdovf kdo narozen?

A kterej z nich je Zena?

(Hrad Kost, 1995)

O RLEANS R EVIEW

If God sees us now
we're gilded with the oozing pity
of restitution to our bodies

But where

else this tattoo thumping on a wall

a gang of brats helter-skelter shoves a pram down the hall
then bows toward the head

—like holiday figures cut from bronze foil —

they roll about laughing they lick the knife

Who knows who gets born?

And which of them is a woman?

trans. Jif{ Flajar

KAREL SILKETANC
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Biih se myje

Svlékd se... A voda chrstd

do neci¢ek P4né.

Trnou

lodi leradlové
v Tichém ocedné.

Dtiv si hrdl.
Difv chtivé lezl
na htbet kazdé viny —

a jak voda tekla z nestoudného rdna,

ocedn byl po zem
divéich riader plny

a zemé jak sukné
k fadrim vykasand.

Ted’— co den —

to z pevnin &pi
jak z vykficenych domd.

Strmf trosky z moi, hladovych jak chrti.

Ted’ si kdekdo chodf
do svatyf jak domi.

ORLEANS REVIEW

God Washes Up

He undresses ... And water splashes

from God’s little washbasin
Aircraft

carriers in the Pacific
are stupefied.

He used to horse around.

He used to climb lustily
the crest of each swell

as water flowed from the impudent morning,

The ocean was earthdeep
full of virgin's bosoms

and the earth like a skirt
tucked up breast high.

Now— each day—

it reeks from continents
as from houses of ill repute.
Towering ocean debris, hound-hungry.

Now everyone goes
to shrines as to home.

KAREL SIKTANGC
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Ted’ mé kdekdo hibitov Now everyone has a graveyard

z té&ch, co dohnal k smrti. of those he haunted to death.
Tte si tvdf. He rubs his face.
A hrozi z vody He shakes his fist from the water
ptakim na dtéku, at birds scattering
jako by ho znali, kdyz bejvéval mladsi. as though they knew him when he was younger.
Nahy stary ¢lovék Naked old man
sdm sobé¢ az k vzreku. alone with himself unto tears.
Nahy stary Pdmbu He now knows
sam sob¢ az k plé¢i. omnipotence
which once sought survival
Ted’ uz vi, ends up a noose in the Other World.
ze v§emohoucnost, That there even exists a fear of power
co kdy prezit chtéla, which turns you
sama sob¢ kroutf na vysostech smycku.
Soul from body
Ze i strach z moci.
Ktery dusi z téla inside out
zobracf ti narub like a glove.
jako rukavicku. He kneels,

Poklekd

NEW ORLEANS REVIEW KAREL S1KTANGC 55
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a v patdch za nfm
zmlkd sous i mofre.
Vsichni chtéjf slyset, jestli jesté dychd.

Stdr, ptemlouvd P4mbu
1 své vlastn{ hofe.

At se jesté zdrzi.

At tak nepospich4.

Couvd z vin... A voda prysti

zpod neci¢ek Pdné.
Trnou

lodi letadlové
v Tichém ocedné.

(Tanec smrti, 1992)

ORLEANS R EVIEW

and behind his heels
the land and sea fall silent.
All want to hear if He’s still breathing.

Being old, he tries to convince
his own grief.

To stay a little longer.

To slow down.

He backs our of the waves ... And water rushes

from under His little washbasin,
Aircraft

carriers in the Pacific
are stupefied.

trans. Jif{ Flaj$ar and Richard Katrovas

KAREL SIKTANSGC
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Néjakd krutost

N¢jaké krutost
diepf
dejchd az smrdf{ dim az mokrd okna

Zerziazvlkd zrozpakd plisné
jablka lezou nalitd krvi

vSe nase prazdné ruce kiffem posklddané
do mechu jako metrové dfevo

Nékde tu v kdlné

nékde v tom $eru topory seker

hladké aZ zima  ai ledovd

bézeri ...

Simpdny stehna jesté je

potkat  jesté je jednou obejmout v hrsti
jesté se s jednou rozdupat kolem

koletko

mlynsky

uz se to to¢f uz ti jdou Sejdrem
nohyiodi uztéto

nese uz to jde samo

takovy krdsny

laciny

drédmo

O R L EANS R EV I EW

Some Cruelty

Some cruelty

squats
panting till the house stinks windows moisten

From rust and wolves  from strips of mold

apples creep drunk with blood

all our empty hands are crosshatched
in moss-like tailored planks
Somewhere here in the shed
Somewhere in the gloom ax handles

sleek unto winter unto icy

dread...

apemen  a thighbone is yet

to come to terms with them  to embrace them once again in a fist
yet again to trample yourself

tiny spinner

grinder of grain

ityet twirls now they go away
feet and eyes now it carries
this now it goes alone

s0 beautiful

like cheap

drama

KAREL SIKTANSC
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psi pupkem do kfovi
zebitky klekaji v kouté
otec jde z tfe§fovy maminka z Svestkovy pouté

kruci,
ted’ to tak pustit...

nacimprcampr jeslicky a les

braviira bravu  cukrovi fara

matéiny pifkazy jak Biih je nad nimi
ver-$ic-ky  kusovy

maso

Jeseri se lisd  tie se luft
hraju si s prsteny na jejfch hubenych prstech

Néjaky stafec v patfe  zalit smrtelnosti
dne
zmatené vstdvd  k slzdm oslnén

tryznivou krdsou stolu

Himi
Zvony zaplatpdmbu jenom v nedéli

Véze tu mluvi mdlo

(Hrad Kost, 1995)

ORLEANS REVIEW

dogs belly into the shrubs
ladders kneel in the corner
father leaves the cherry mother the plum festival

christ

to set it loose now

allfuckedup the haytroughs and the woods
barnyard bravado  sugary parsonage
mother’s orders as God is their judge
lit-tle ver-ses  piecemeal

meat

Autumn cuddles rubs the drafts
I toy with rings on her thin fingers

Some old man up there soaked in immortality
befuddled he gets up  blinded by tears
by the torturous splendor of the table

Thunder
Bells thankgod only on Sunday

The spires here say little.

trans, Jif{ Flajiar

KAREL SIKTANGC
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Je pryé den dva

Je pry¢ den dva,

obec i pamét’ néiné vylidnéna

Jen silou vile tvary trnou z par  jen
soumnrak pfeveliké postavy...

plnd sedla, prdzdn4 st4n{

riist plériac von{ jako spanek,

vie v teplém domé — kde bylo tak mélko —
po vysoky pas

Zlud hyHf Tone zapafeny sad

Kotatdm stoji v oéich svicky

A dét se do smichu znamend jenom obavu
se smdt —

vSak prvné bez nf
na téch samych cestdch,
jak by t& teprv stihla nddhera jit ve dvou!

Rumélkou hrad

Modry plét ledu pod skdkacim prknem
A Zacky jako nic:

jde od nich kuzel zéte jak olizujf
staniél  a horko od p4rki lochtd je

v obli¢eji

Ano, dej uhF4t

Kropf perény
Kdyby dnes ptijela bude mit uplakané boty

ORLEANSTS REVIEW

Gone a Couple Days

Gone a couple days,

and the village and the memory tenderly depopulated

Only by strength of will do figures of steam grow rigid only
the twilit giant shape...

complete saddle rigs, empty stalls

growth of crab trees smells like sleep

all in a house whose warmth was shallow:

up to the waist

The Yellow lavishes, steamy orchard grows waterlogged
Candles stand in kittens’ eyes

And to burst out laughing means only fear

of laughter—

but the first time without her
on that often-shared path
is to be struck suddenly by the beauty of walking together!

Vermilion castle

Blue ice sheet under a spring board
And schoolgirls as nothing:

they emit cylinders of light as they lick
the foil and hot sausage steam

tickles their faces

Yes, the plot heats up
The platforms get sprinkled
If she arrives today, she will wear weepy shoes

K AREL SI1KTANSC
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Bdsi Echa pod mosty... vyjevy sladkosti,
jen zvuky nakrdtko

jak by je ufik nozem

M4s obé prdzdna. S nf i sdm.

A kef kus od zévor oslepen oranif

(jak vechtr pod sakem rozsvitil baterku
aby si nahmdt bolest)

Oblastni mapa  Kasy Odjezdovy #4d
V dilce blesk téla nad piskovym Sutrem

A ve skle Eekdrny ti leskld scenérie
tvého stinu  rozhyband privanem
pfipadne topornd

jak ndru¢ bez rukou

jak touha bez prudkosti

(Sarlat, 1999)

ORLEANS REVIEW

Echo chamber under the bridge ... spectacles of sweetness,
resoundings are brief

as though whittled down by a knife

You've both vacancies. With her and without.

And shrubs near the crossing go blind with orange

(as the watchman flicks on the flashlight

under his jacket to touch his pain)

Regional maps Counters  Schedules of departures
[n the distance the flash of a body over sandstone

And in the glass of the waiting zone glossy scenery
of your shadow, stirred by the updraft.
seems stiff

as an armless embrace

as a toothless longing.

trans. Dominika Winterovd and Richard Katrovas

K AREL SI1KTANSC
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MIROSLAV CERVENKA

On TV: Pfedpoved’ pocasi

Ptes Island bily vitr

okluzfva klouze koulf Ale ty
neposlouchds zas uz je ti u prdele

jak bude zejtra zas uz jen vejras

na ten bizarni povédomy ttvar uprostfed
fézované fotky ze satelitu

tlustou ¢drou obtazeny navidy
nerovnovdiny kupfrovany

navzdy tobé kusy Ted’ TO

zvétSili okrové TO sviti na modrém pozadf
n4hld krabatost obvodu imérnd
krabatosti geneze Jo to nenf

Wyoming s pravymi thly Divej

zleva se to topf zprava

krvdci Divej se na TO

divej zvykej divej nevejrej vyjevence divej
jak bude

u

nds

(Za rekon, 1996)

ORLEANS R EV I EW

MIROSLAV CERVENKA

On TV: Weather Forecast

White swirls across Iceland

glides occlusive rolls But you

don't listen again you don't give a shit

about the weather tomorrow you just walleye

at the bizarre familiar shape at the center

of a phased satellite photo

outlined forever with a thick line

disproportionate and cropped

to you forever mottled Now IT

is enlarged ochre IT lights up on the blue background
suddenly its wrinkled borders match

the wrinkles of its origins Well it ain’t

right-angled Wyoming Look

it bleeds Look at THAT

look get used to it look don't just stare you zombie look
at the weather

in

us.

trans. Jiff Flajiar and Richard Katrovas

N E W O RLEANS R EVIEW

67



N

E

w

Cechy ti pustnou

Cechy ti pustnou pod nohama
Kudy kmit4$ dspésny s knirkem
S karafal¢fkem diplomatky
Pristl $éfe

Mych syné

Cechy vim pustnou pod nohama

Za kazdou saunu vasich vil

Pupkovy chrdm kapli¢ku infarktovou
Sto kmeni padlo

V pohraniéf

écchy jim pustnou pod nohama
Mosty jim hoff za patama
Vagén jak vydéSené zidy

Do Némec veze

Ornici

Cechy mi pustnou pod nohama

Z hoven maldtnych mést vybirdm

Slivka kdys Inoucf k padlym virdim
* Jak nestrdvené

Peci¢ky

(Za Fekon, 1996)

ORLEANS REVIEW

Bobhemia Is Laid Waste

Your Bohemia is laid waste

You mustachioed workaholic

With the briefcase like a tiny sarcophagus
You boss of the future

And my sons

Your Bohemia is laid waste
For every sauna in your mansions
Beerbelly shrine to heart attacks

On the borders
A hundred species collapse

Their Bohemia is laid waste
Bridges flame up at their heels
Freightcars haul arable land
Like scared Jews

To Germany

Bohemia is laid waste

And as from the shit of somnolent villages I peck
Out little words encrusting ruined faiths

Like undigested

Seeds

trans. Jiff Flajsar and Richard Katrovas

MIROSLAYVY CERVENEKA
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Vecerni zprdvy

Z dusf ¢pf vymluvn4 bahniska
Vymbkni se, touho m4
ze srdce vylom se kiehce.

Zemé si po bohu nestyskd
Bud’ ho m4
¢i ne, a pak uz ho nechce.

(Za rekou, 1996)

O RLEANS R EVIEW

Evening News

The souls stink of sloughy alibis.
Break loose, my desire,
delicately chew out from my heart.

The earth’s not lonesome for God.
Either she’s got him
or not, and then she doesn’t even want him.

trans. Jitf Flaj$ar

MIROSLAVYV CERVENEKA
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ORLEANS

PAVEL SRUT

stroj casu

vidim je pfed sebou
kamarddy u plného stolu
plného nddob na vino

a nédob na popel

viem je

dobfe

bdsné ném kouti z hlavy
vie Spatné

je zapomenuto

blézince a sebevrazdy
dokonce i pfirozend
smrt

snad tak i zlistane
jenom

nesmim

oteviit o¢i

(Zld mild, 1996)

REVIEW

PAVEL SRUT

from Time Machine

I see them in front of me
friends at a plentiful table
covered with wine bottles
and ashtrays

everybody feels
fine

poems are wafting from our heads

all bad
is forgotten

asylums and suicides
even natural

death

maybe this will not change
only
I must not

open my eyes

trans. Dominika Winterovd and Richard Katrovas

N E W O RLEANS REVIEW
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C R LEANS

venkouvsky dim

Pes lital od plotu ke zdi
tma byla kulat4 a tichd
ze slySet Sepot rzi

av polich porzdval vlak:

to ona lyrika ta cizopaska
podobna pornografii
hrozi se smichu

to ona lyrika ta cizopaska
to ona lyrika ta cizopaska

tak zvolna a tak temné

neuprosné netecné
osamocené vdechuje mé

(Zld mild, 1997)

REV | EW

from Country House’

The dog was running between the fence and the wall
the dark was so round and quiet
one could hear the whisper of rust

and in the field a train was whinnying:

lyric poetry that parasite
like pornography

is scared of laughter
lyric poetry that parasite
lyric poetry that parasite

so slowly and so darkly
merciless and uninterested
it breathes me in

trans. Dominka Winterovd and Richard Katrovas

P AV EL
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O RLEANS

Rodice Novikovi

Zcela holohlavy

Biih z nekoneéné vysky
hledi do mote

jako do talffe polévky

A dole
dole
za stolem
ten nds

Hledi do polévky

jako do mofte

Zcela holohlavy

Biih z nekoneéné vysky
na pospas vétru
vytrhne si vlas

A dole
dole
dole
nad talffem
ten n4s§

Kdyz vlas padne do polivky
bude Mesids

(Papirové polobotky, 2000)

REVIEW

The Novaks*

Completely bald

Eternal Father from eternal heights
peers into the sea

as into a bowl of soup

and down
down
at the table
our dad

Looks into his soup
as into the sea

Chrome-domed
God from endless height
at the wind’s mercy

will pluck out a hair

And down
down
down
into dad’s bowl

There will be, when a hair falls into the soup,
a Messiah

trans. Ema Katrovas and Richard Katrovas

P AV EL
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Pod jabloni

Novék seddval v 1été pod jabloni

Rino slunce dralo se listovim
Vecer tma se listovim nedrala

Nékdy si privstal a padla mlha
Nékdy si ptivstal a mlha stoupala

Nékdy mu na hlavu padlo zralé jablko
Nékdy ho jablko minulo nebo bylo nezralé

Celd léta se Novék z téch tikazi
snazil vyvodit néco prospéiného

KdyZ ne pro sebe
alesporn pro lidstvo

Byl uz takovy

(Papirové polobotky, 2000)

O RLEANS REMIEW

from Under the Apple Tree

In summer Novak used to sit under the apple tree

Mornings sunlight seeped through the leafage
Evenings dark did not seep through the leafage

Sometimes he rose early and the fog descended
Sometimes he rose early and the fog lifted

Sometimes a ripe apple fell on his head
Sometimes the apple missed his head or was not ripe

For years Novak attempted to draw from the phenomenon
a useful conclusion

If not for himself
then for humankind

He was just like that

trans. Dominika Winterovd

P AV EIL
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Vindrna u posledniho penizu

Vypravéci slusi rozvleklost

ale text Iliady se musf

vejit na i¢tenku

$tamgasti mi fikaji charén
a: nesnd$im symboly

vite co je to styx?

v kodani bar pro transvestity
pracoval jsem tam

jako $atndf

pod méstem chodf rypadla
slysite to chroustdn{?

u posledniho penizu?
odstieleno vyvito

nadraz{ Ténov?

$koda tak pékného slova

pinglovskd samomluva
varujte se podobnych mist

(Zld mild, 1997)

O RLEANS R EVIEW

from The Last-Penny Wine Bar

Verbosity Becomes a Raconteur

but the text of the Iliad must
fit on a tab

the regulars ask for Charon
and: I can't stand symbols
know what the Styx is?

a transvestite bar in Copenhagen
I worked there

as a coat check

below the city excavators stroll
hear the crunching?

to the last cent?

blasted blown away

Tesnov Station

shame such a nice word’

waiter’s soliloquy
avoid such places

trans. Deborah Garfinkle

P AVEL
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IVAN M. JIROUS

Vi§ ty, Boze, viibec 0 mné,
zes mé zavrel v tomhle domé?
Vzpomenes si nékdy na mé,
jak tu sedim v hnojné jémé?
Stvofils vaviiny i oméj,

co z toho jsi schystal pro mé?
Odsoudils mé k marné sldvé
nebo pojdu nékde v sldimé?

S kiz{ v ruce Bartoloméj
pokorné T¢ prosfm, Pane:

Uz mé nenech vézet marné
v Leviatanové tlamé.

(Magorovy labuti pisné, exil, 1986; Magorova summa, 1998)

O RLEANS R EVIEW

IVAN M. JIROUS

Do you know, Lord, of me at all,

that you've bolted me in this cell?

Do you ever even think of me,

sitting in this shithole?

You've fashioned laurel and Monk’s Hood,
yet which of those is reserved for me?
Have you bid me to vainglory

or to give up the ghost on a straw bed?

My fate in hand, a Bartholomew,
I beseech Thee meekly, Lord:
Don't leave me stuck much longer
in these Leviathan jaws.

trans. Jiff Flajsar

N E W ORLEANS
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Rockeriiv ndvrat

Vénovéno Petrovi 2 Dagmar Kadlecovym
v upominku na 11, rockersky zdjezd.

Koneéné zase doma.
Zahrada zarostl4.
Koptiva dvoudomd,
lebeda,

chybi jen otep indiga

na provaz konopl.

V mastali Ziznivy ki

a kocka sere v lilijich.

V kuchyni holka asijsk4

smutné a vyhruzné o¢ima zablysk4.
A v krvi lih.

Pod4v4s &ertu prst
a on ti Zere z ruky,
hlasivky odumfely v krku.

Jak moudry Voskovec byl,
teprve ted’ opravdu vis.
Doma jse$ tam, kde se obésis.

(Magoritv Jeruzalém, samizdat, 1987; Magorova summa, 1998)

O RLEANS REVIEW

Rockers Return

Dedicated to Petr and Dagmar Kadlec

in remembrance of Rocker’s Round Trip 11,

Home again at last.

The garden is overgrown.
Stinging nettles

orache

everything but a faggot of indigo
to dye the rope of hemp.

The horse in the stable is thirsty;
the cat is shitting in the lilies.

In the kitchen an Asian girl

is sad and angry, eyes glinting.
In your blood are spirits.

You offer your fingers to a devil
and he eats from your hand,
speech cords wither in your throat.
What a wiseass Voskovec® was

only now you truly know.
Home is where you hang yourself.

trans, Jif{ Flajdar

I VvV AN M.
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V. B. a jeho Marii

Moje Zena odesla spit,

nez §la spét,

zeptal jsem se ji,

jestli mi to md za zly, jakej jsem,

sed jsem k psacfmu stroji a

zacal psdt tohle blis nebo jak se to jmenuje a
chtél jsem napsat, co sem se zeptal svojf
Zeny nez mne opustila mezi dvefma,

a zatal jsem psdt a rozpominal jsem se

a musel jsem jit ke dvefim koupelny

k prosklenejm dvefim

a zeptat se svoji Zeny,

zatukat a ona oteviela co chces

prosimté

piSu blues Vritovi a mdm to tak vylizany

Ze si nepamatuju na posledn{ otdzku co jsem ti fek

a ona mi fekla ptal ses
mds$ mi néco za zly
tekla jsem ti nemdm

BoZe mij ve své sldvé

ovénceny v§emi prapory a korouhvemi
zahaleny v§emi purpurovymi pldsti

pro¢ mi neumozni$ psit jako Ch. Bukowski?

Pro¢ jsi mne obdafil jenom tfm, abych byl sviridk?
Pro¢ jsi mne nadal jenom tim, abych byl hajzl?

Proc jsi mi dal talent tak mizerny, abych skrze
skrze dvefi svétlo koupelny

C RLEANS R EV I E W

To V. B. and His Marie

My wife went to bed

but before she slept

I asked

do you hold the way I am against me

then I sat at this typewriter and

wrote out this blues or whatever you want to call it and
[ wanted to write about what I'd asked my wife
before she got up and walked through the door

and I wrote and felt the pain of remembering

until T had to go to the bathroom door

the glass door

and ask my wife

[ had to knock and she opened What do you want
PLEASE

I’m writing this blues for Vrata and I'm so fucked up
I can’t even remember the last question I asked you
and she says you asked me

do I hold anything against you

no 1 don't I hold you

Oh God in Thy glory

all wreathed with flags and banners

and clad in purple cloaks

why don’t you let me write like Charles Bukowski?
Why did you make me just a prick?

Why did you give me only the talent for being a shit?
Why were you so sparing with my talent that
through the light of the bathroom door

v A N M. J I RO US
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zeptal se svoji Zeny I have to ask my wife

co jsem ti fek what did I tell you

aona za zly and she says against you
nic ti nemdém I hold nothing

(Magorovi ptdci, samizdat 1988; Magorova summa, 1998) trans. Jif{ Flajfar
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Pavlovi Bergmanovi

Nikomu uz to nevysvétlis,

kdo tam nebyl.

Na to je ndmitka

stard, zndmd:

Mél jsem se proto nechat zabie?
Do koncentrdka se nechat odvést?
Meél jsem se narodit proto dfiv?
Meél jsem snad proto trpét s témi,
keetf to $téstf méli,

ze driv a hift se narodili?

Nevfm.

Nikomu uz to nevysvédis.
Dneska matka mé Zeny tekla,
ze Svati Otcové dobie méli,
ktery hiich nejtézsi

mate hlavy.

O $estém hovotila.
O Selesténf listi na podzim nikdo se nezminf,

je jaro.
Nikomu uz nic nevysvédfs.

Skrz okno moind paprsek svou pavuéinou tmu proziti.

A kdyZ ne, o nic nepfijdes.
Ani tak snad nic neuvidis.

O RLEANS REVIEW

10 Pavel Bergman

You can't really explain anything to anyone
who wasn't there.

There are always such

old objections:

Should I have let myself be killed?

Be taken away to a concentration camp?
Should I have been born sooner?

Should I have suffered with those

so lucky

as to be born, and worse, back then?
I don’t know.

You can't really explain anything to anyone.
Today my mother-in-law spoke of

how well the Holy Father knows

which of the Mortal Sins

is most confounding.
She mentions the Sixth.

No one mentions the rustle of leaves in autumn,
for it is spring.

You can’ really explain anything to anyone.
Rays through the window may web the dark.
And if not, you lose nothing.

Maybe you wouldn'’t see anything anyway.

1 Vv AN M. J 1 ROUS
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A néhodou kdybys to uvidéla,
tém, co tam nebyli,

nic nevysvétluj.

Nic nevysvétlis.

(Magoriv soumrak, 1997; Magorova summa, 1998)

O RLEANS R EV I EW

And if by chance you see something
don’t try to explain

to anyone who wasn't there.

You can't explain anything.

trans. Robert Hysek

I v AN M.

JJ1ROWUS

93



N

E

JIRI RULF

Pront elegie

Ach, kdo ndm fekne, pro¢ jsme sem vlastné pfisli,
a kdo si najde alespori chvili k vysvédleni.
Jdem Aleji vzdechii a jeji jméno ném ne¥ik4 nic,

nebot’ my nevdechnem rozkos, kterou vyvolal patravy dotyk.

ba ani smutek nad tfm, kdo tady lezi za hibitovni zdf.

Jediné, co jsme schopni vyslat jako vzkaz nebi,

je sipavy dech — ten stoupd prostredkem ostruzin{.

Co chvili se ohlédnem jesté, nékdo se ale dokdzal ukryt
za tenké kmeny tfesnf a my se mu marné

snazime podat ruku. Ach, kdo ném tekne,

jak daleko jesté a jak se jmenuje vesnice na obzoru.

Ale lopuch uZ brzy rozprostte nad ndmi stan

a stievlici najdou si cestu Zivitkem tvych letnich &t
Jen kdyby alespori na chvili odhalil tvéf a Fekl:

» Tato cesta vede ke Lhotce a ddl pak je les a smrt.
Pfedtim je tieba po viklavych kamenech prejit vodu.”

(Malomésiské elegie, 1999)

W ©RLEANS REVIEW

JIRl RULF

First Elegy

Oh, who will tell us, to begin with, why we came here,

and who will spare at least a small while to explain.

We move down the Avenue of Sighs whose name says nothing,
for we'll not inhale the lust engendered by a searching touch,
nor sorrow for who's lying here behind the graveyard walls.

The only message we may send to heaven

is wheezing breath that rises from the midst of blackberries.
Now and again we still glance back, though someone could hide
behind slight cherry stems and we try, in vain, to

extend to him a helping hand. Oh, who will tell us

how far yet is that village on the horizon and its name.

Bur over us burdock will soon unfold its tent

and beetles will meander through the bodice of your summer dress.

If only he'd shown his face a while and said:
“This way to Lhotka and further on but woods and death.
Before that, one must cross over loose stones in water.”

trans. Jifi Flajsar and Richard Katrovas

N E W O RLEANS REWVIEW
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Druhi elegie

V3ak kdo ndm velf pfekonat tento stesk?
Jen placte, platte, vy vypélené tije!

Az k samé dfeni doshl ¢épavy louh

z nevédomé ruky a marné provazy desté
potok slz chréni. Jeho jméno je bystré

jako je bystry béh &asu, jehoz svalnaté nohy

mfhaji se ndm pfed o¢ima.

Ale kdo musf pélit naSe mrevé? Nendvist k smrti
je zridnd a kupi se ve slepém ramenu potoka.
Tam kdyz sestoupf divka, bude navéky mladd

a na tvdf ji nasadf prezervativ

bez vzpominek a budoucnosti.

Jen lehce vrtét hlavou bude ta loutka

a pak se vydd s konvicf louhu na ciz{ hroby.

A bilym vdpnem, tim bldtem ¢asna,

bude se snaZit vymazat prvotn{ h¥ich.

Vsak kdo ndm velf pfekonat tento stesk?
Snad andél, jehoZ urazend ruka

opisuje v noci ohnivé kruhy nad ddolim.
A pak jdeme my zhola nevédouce

do zdroky, kde bubliny bahna

vedou k ndm sotva slychanou fec.

A proto touzime, nebot’ jazyk je touha
a za nf ndm ukazuje andélova urazend ruka.

* kX

ORLEANS R EVIEW

Second Elegy

Yet who commands us to outlast this languor?

Weep on, weep on, oh scorched arbor vitae, you Cyprus shrub!
To the very marrow reaches the acrid lye

from the untrained hand and the ropes of rain fail

to cordon off the brook of tears. Its name is agile

as time, whose muscular legs flash

before our eyes.

But who must burn our dead? Loathing of death

is perverse and collects in a blind branching of the brook.
If a girl descends there, eternally young she'll remain
without memory or future

but with a condom drawn over her face.

The puppet will only wag its head slightly

and then embark with a can of lye for strange graves.
With such whitewash, that mud of timeliness,

it will try to delete the first sin.

Yet who commands us to outlast this languor?
An angel, maybe, whose arm, severed,

makes fiery circles over the valley at night.
And then we're traveling, utterly unaware,

to the cove where bubbles from the mud,
almost inaudible, speak to us.

And that’s why we desire, for language is a craving
beyond which the severed hand of the angel points.

E I -
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Ach, placte, plaéte, vy vypdlené tije
na hrobé otce a matky.

O vysaj, matetidousko, louh

z kofend, jimiz jsme pfisli.

Klesime dolt, za ndmi gothardsky vrch

s branou vééného miru a nad ndmi krouz{

urazend andélova ruka.

Proé¢ ten prst stile mén{ smér,
pro¢ jsme vtahovini do fale$ného svéta?

Divka s prizdnym bélmem mihla se
dole v sadu — ty, vyspo vysky,
zachrari nds pfed dal$im pddem
hlubsim nez je nds stud.

Kde jsou dnes hranice pekla?
Roztrhani vybuchem, zmitaji se
$askové na visutém lané

a kostra politd benzinem

sndsi se z kostela na ndmésti.

Dej ndm udrzet smér, keerym jsme vysli.

Vsak kdo ndm veli...

(Maloméstské elegie, 1998)

O RLEANS REVIEW

Oh weep, weep on, you scorched arbor vitae,

on the grave of the father and mother.

Oh maternal thyme, absorb the lye

from the roots through which we arrived.

We are descending, Gothard Hill behind us

with its Gate of Eternal Peace, while overhead circles
the severed hand of the angel.

Why does the finger point first there, then there,
why are we drawn back into a false world?

A girl whose eyes were vacant white flickered
through the orchard—you great promontory
rescue us from this freefall

deeper than our shame.

Where are the borders of hell today?

Torn by the blast, they are clowns

swaying on a high wire

and a skeleton drenched in oil

descends from the church on the square.

Let us maintain our direction.

Yet, who commands us...

trans. Jiri Flajar and Richard Katrovas
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Pitd elegie
(Sadar)

A prvni, kdo nds tu nasel,

byl ov§em sadaf,

co nahnilé hrusky napichoval

na zéernaly trojzubec.

Jak jsme se béli v pitmi,

kdyz do kfovi dolehl jeho dech,

ta slabd viiné neddvno strdvené kminky.

Co se ozvalo v nadich Zaludcich,
obracejicich se strachem,

jiného nezli dés z toho,

Ze nejsme pravi, Ze nemdme privo
vztahovat ruce —

Ten okamzik trval

po celou dobu Zivota naseho otce
a moznd i déle: Mdme se zeptac?
Do kfovi se opfel najednou vitr,
zacaly padat prvnf kapky desté

a ze tmy sadu se ozval hlas:
Holoto, dost! Smrdk4 se. Polezte!

(Maloméstské elegie, 1999)

O RLEANS R EVIEW

Fifth Elegy
(The Orchard Keeper)

And the first to find us here

was of course the orchard keeper

who impaled rotten pears

with a blackened pitchfork.

How we trembled in the twilight

as his breathing reached the shrubs

with the mild scent of just-drunk cumin brandy.

What echoed in our guts

upended by dread

what else but dismay

that we are untrue, that we have no right
to hold out our hands—

That moment persisted

the whole life of our father

and perhaps even longer: Should we ask?

The wind suddenly turned full force on the shrubs,
raindrops began to fall

and a voice rose from the orchard dark:

Enough, you brats! It’s getting dark. Get out!

trans. Jifi Flajsar
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Osmd elegie

Kdyby se tak objevil a fekl,

proc jsme stdle pfitahovdni noci.
Pes Stékne a obzor dostane barvu
kdvového mléka. Kohourt zajeci
a ndhle proniknuvs{ svétlo
donuti stiny klesnout na kolena.

Ale my uZ stojime na podméaceném biehu
a vime, Ze je ¢as sbalit rybdfské n4cini.
My vime, e zas budem kropeni
hvézdnym zrnim a e ndm za noci
vykvete v kiizi tisfc malych ranek.

Nase objevy jsou za ndmi uz z rdna,
nasi krev vypila v noci kuna,

nd$ dim stoji ohvézdén na kopci

a je domovem Zivych mrevych.

Nase schopnost se oddat je bezptikladnd —
ale i ticho nds odvede od Zenina prsu.

A my naslouchdme tak ostrazité,

ze sly$fme i myslené zvuky.

Noc v nds nalézd své déti.

A my se zastiriujeme

haluzemi ¢erného bezu,

jak ti, co na hibitové kropi cesty

ve stinu sochy Andéla Blazené Smrti
a z konvicek jim kape ¢ernd krev.

ORLEANS R EVIEW

Eighth Elegy

If only he'd appear and say

why we are ever drawn to darkness.

A dog barks once and horizon turns the color
of creamed coffee. The rooster screeches

and suddenly a piercing light

compels the shadows to fall on their knees.

But now we stand on the crumbling bank

and know it’s time we pack our fishing gear.
We know the grit from stars again

will be broadcast on our skins, and at night
thousands of infinitesimal wounds will bloom.

We've made all our findings by morning:
our blood was drunk by a marten last night,
and our house stands starred on a hill,
home to the sentient dead.

Our capacity for devotion is exemplary,

but even silence repels us from a woman's breast.
And we listen so warily

we can even hear the sound of thought.

Night finds its children in us.

And we shelter each other

with berry-thick branches of European elder,

like those who dampen the graveyard aisles

in the shadow of the Angel of Blessed Death’s statue,
black blood dripping from their cans.

J 1R

R UL F

103



104

N

E

w

Ve tmé vody se mihl stin
§tiky véts{ nez lze ulovit.
Vizka md vétsi rozpétf kiidel
nez my rukou, vodomérka
krci po vodé jako Mojiis.

Ale co je to proti zvyku,

ktery opét pfinesla noc.

My jedin{ jsme schopni

plavat v tom nehybném proudu —
a kdyby se objevil ten, kdo to vi,
slySel by jen suché praskdni kloubd,
kdyz si myjeme ve tmé ruce.

O, my Pil4ti! Propoustime p4tele

z naseho biehu jen proto,

ze citime koprovou viini noci.

Ale uchovat ji, kromé nds nedokdze nikdo,
ani ten, kdo sem pfivedl rino—

jen tak na zkusenou, jen na kus fedi.

Protoze my mdme svou noc v hlavich,
my ji rino jime jako kold¢

a mluvime s nfm. Drobinky noci
odpadajf ndm od dst

a riny, hvézdné prohlubné, rostou.

O RLEANS REVIEW

In the watery dark flashed

the shadow of a pike too big to hook.
The dragonfly’s wingspan is broader
than ours; the water strider

traverses water like Moses.

But what is all that

compared to habitual night.

Only we are able to swim

in that static stream;

even if one in the know should appear

he'd hear only the dry cracking of knuckles
as we wash our hands in the dark.

Oh, we are such Pilates! We release friends
from our bank just because

we scent the dill of night.

But to store it up...only we, not even

he who bore the morning here, can do that—

just to try it out for a little conversation.

Because we have our night in our heads,
we eat it like a tart each morning

and talk to it. Crumbs of night

fall from our lips

and wounds, starry craters, deepen.
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Pes $tékne a kohout jeci.

A on odchdzi, bezradny z toho, co se tu stalo.

(Maloméstské elegie, 1999)

O RLEANS REVIEW

The dog barks and the rooster screeches.

And he departs, uncounseled as to what has happened here.

trans. Jifi Flajsar and Richard Kartrovas
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JACHYM TOPOL

Z obilky dopisu

co ¢ekal sem Ze je lfbesbrif

straslivé se Skleb{ Antonin Zdpotocky
ale jsem tak namékko ze ohleduplné
rvu obdlky druhou stranu

a ¢tu o svych zhroucenych nadéjich
»drahy, to je konec®

ard. atd. atd.

kdo jinému ldsku kopd

sim do nf padd

stard jdma nerezav{

potrhany je zas vnfmdn{

skute¢nosti ztraceny ztrhany

jak milosti striiny

co ani nebyly

tak jo, odpovim ti

ale pouziju zndmku

s masovym vrahem

Klementem Gottwaldem

je to fajn zem tady

sta¢f vlastné posflat zndmky
a na psani mizZe$ kaslac
jisté taky dobrej je kousek:
Hus v Kostnici

ORLEANS R EVIEW

JACHYM TOPOL

From the Envelope

from what I thought to be a love letter
Antonin Zapotocky’ grins real nasty
but I'm so moved I gingerly

tear the envelope on the other side
and read my crushed hopes
“sweetie, it's over”

etc. etc. etc.

who digs love for the other

falls in himself

old pits don't get rusty*

my sentience cracks up

of reality lost and broken

like love strings

which were not to be

O.K. I'll write back

but I'll use the stamp

graced by mass murderer
Klement Gottwald’s head

this here’s a fine country
you can send just stamps
and fuck the writing
here’s another juicy bit:
Huss® in Kostnice

N E W ORLEANS

REVIEW
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anebo: or:

Se Sovétskym svazem na vé&né tasy hogtied to the Soviets for all time
s hvézdou a rozesmétou hol¢ickou with a Star and a Smiling Girl
(Miluju ¢ k zbldznént, 1990) trans. Dominika Winterovd and Richard Katrovas
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My psant bude nehezky

zatimco myho bratra zavieli
potloukdm se po hospoddch
zvanim spim s holkama

a myslim si Ze pisu

zatimco se preddk kmene sebevrazd{
dfinou ty svy hlavy
nechodim nikam jen blbnu

s variacf na 6otej ver§ o nicem

zatimco se moje prvnf panna modlf v bldzinci
rvu se na nddraz{ zkousim balit kurvy

flikdm se hulim startky sedim v kiné

piju pivo a Uplné tuhej dopisuju

pekelnou prézu

zatimco se my pidtelé Zenéj
vodmodlivaj potraty a vomdlivaj
v $ilenstvf a emigrujou

a zakl4daj existence

lftdm jak bés z jednoho prisvihu
do druhyho a zpét

do priisvihu prvniho

zatimco sem zavienej zasebevrazdéne]
zes{lenej vozralej a mrivej
vodpotratovanej a téhotnej a $tastnej
ta kniha bobtn4 a $klebf se

O RLEANS REVIEW

My Writing Won't Be Pretty

while my brother rots in the joint
I kill time in bars
talk bullshit make it with girls

and think I write

while the tribal boss commits somebody else’s suicide
by the drudgery of his brow I get nowhere but stupid
with the sixtieth variation of a verse about nothing

while my very first virgin is kneeling to pray in the asylum
I get into fights at the train station try to romance whores
do nothing smoke the cheapest cigarettes sit in movies
swill beer and totally stiff my writing

some hellish fiction

while my friends are getting married
fainting from abortions and fainting
in madness and emigrating

and establishing decent lives

I run like crazy from one mess

to another and back

to the first

while I am jailed, suicided

driven goofy drunk and dead

aborted and knocked up and happy

the book swells and grins from cover to cover
and spooks me from the corner

to the center of the room

JACHYM TOPOWL
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a stra$i mé a honf z kouta pokoje the street named Angel

do stiedu pokoje will now be called Moscow
kfizovatka Andél and it won't be pretty
se bude menovat Moskevskd
a bude nehezk and my writing neither
I am fish lips in the sparkling sky
my psani bude nehezky a chunk of water on a hook
sem ryba kus tlamy v lesku nebe
vody kus na hdku

trans. Dominika Winterovid and Richard Kartrovas

(Miluju 18 k zbldznént, 1990)

M4 N E W ORLEANS REVIEW JACHYM TOPOL 115



116

Zatim je vecer

Pani v byté v patfe nade mnou

si asi zrovna ted’ lakuje nehty

ta lvice na né dychd

lakuje si nehty a dfvd se do zrcadla

dévd se do potddku.

Budu se dfvat jak jde po schodech.

Budu se ji divat do o&f.

Obheri se zapaluje sdm od sebe

tobé zapdll mutant.

Tady v fece je ostrov. Bylo to tak vzdycky

a ty dostanes ptes drzku. Tak to prosté je.

Cestdk na mé zfrd

vykloubenym okem Fidi¢ si zap4lil

here¢ka pohodila hifvou

zaviu okno a pak ho oteviu. Anebo ne nechdm to jak to je.
Chlapfk od pumpy

mi proddvi cigarety chtél mi prodat hodinky. Divdme se
na sebe.

Ptdm se ho na cestu pozndvdme se.

"Pak budu studovat plyn pozném bombu

budu chtit ochutnat kdejakou krdsku

a pak se mozn4 budu fdit

nebem s blesky.

Zatim je vecer stojim mezi bardkama

na ndmésti u kasdren

u telefonn{ budky v ruce pevné svirdm svy penize
dnes vecer chci opit néjaky lidi potfebuju

N E W O RLEANS R EVIEW

Its Only Evening

Maybe the lady in the apartment above mine

is painting her nails

a lioness she breathes on them

polishes and looks in the mirror

she puts on make up.

I will watch her walking down the stairs.

[ will look into those eyes.

The fire is self-combusting

you will have light from the mutant.

There is an island on the river here. Always has been
and you'll get your ass whupped. That’s it.
Traveling salesman stares at me

through a mangled window the driver lit a cigarette
the actress shook her mane

I close the window then open it again. No, I leave it as it is.

The guy from the gas station

sells me cigarettes, wants to sell me a watch. I ask him
for directions.

We are getting to know one another.

I will then study the gas get familiar with the bomb
I will want to taste any beauty

and maybe then I will steer

the skies with lightning.

It’s only evening and I stand among houses

on the square of the barracks

by the phone booth clutching my money

tonight I want to get people drunk I need to

JACHYM TOPOL
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mluvit s mnoha lidma chci aby tam byli duchové
obrazy Zivy ptibuzny dnes v hukotu tramvaje ted’ v hukotu morte
zatim je vecer néco je skute¢nost a néco kulisa

(V sitery bude vdlka, 1992)
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calk to lots of people I want ghosts to be there

a picture of my living relative today in the rumble of a tram
now in the rumble of the ocean

i’s only evening, something’s real and something’s a stage set

trans. Dominika Winterovd and Richard Katrovas
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Zbrané

Odjakziva touZim po zbrani

nejdifv to byl luk a $ipy

kavaleristi padali jak mouchy

stranil jsem Navahim

pak Jack London v pleteny &epici s kudlou
chudik kluk na lodi s vlkama

do skute¢ny vélky jsem se zapletl potom
byla ale papirovéd

niiZ jsem zacal nosit pozdéji

s anonymn{ma dopisama

taky jsem se ozbrojil spole¢né s Petrem P.
za chiize v lese o§tépama

tehdy u Radarovy hory...a nedostali nds.
Maceta stojf 9o a kesr 120

a nebezped( je vsude a ve viem.

Manzelce jsem koupil plyn

chei jf sehnat pistoli

brén{ se tomu Fk4: ,kam by to $lo

kdyby takhle uvazovali v$ichni?” a

v 3

sjen bys rozmnof?il zlo na svété.
Cekéme na nésilntka

za dlouhy noci plénujem jak ptejde park
vynofi se §ikmo zleva

a zauro¢{

a co ti mizerové v metru

dnes jsem potkal hned dva povidali si:
ykams ho Ffz?“

»do ksichtu“ pohupovali pdlkama

O RLEANSTS REVIEW

Weapons

Since I can remember I've wanted a weapon
first a bow and arrow

the Cavalry dropped like flies

I was with the Navajos

then Jack London in a knitted cap with a blade
poor boy on the ship with wolves

only later was I in a real war

a paper one

then I started toting a knife

when the anonymous letters came

walking through the woods

Peter P. and I got armed with spears

near Radar Hill then... but they didn't catch us.
A machete costs 9o and a kesr 120

and the danger is everywhere and in everything.
For my wife I bought tear gas spray

but want to get her a gun

she protests: “Where would it lead

if everybody thought that way?” and

“You would only add to the evil in the world.”
We are waiting for the perpetrator

over a long night we surmise how he will cross the park
emerge on the left

and attack

and how about those bastards on the Metro

I overheard two say:

“Whered you cut him?”

“Right in the face.” They were swinging their clubs

JACHY M TOPOL
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nohama sotva dosdhli na zem

zrovna nchajlovali

piél jsem si aby byli mrovi

»ale stejné je nemizes viechny pobit” ,a kdyby
tak bys byl jako oni® f{kd mi. Nutim ji

aby nosila alespori ten plyn

ale je to jen vymluva

abych na ni nemusel éekat vecer kdyz se vraci z kostela
a nemd pravdu

nebyl bych jako oni

byl bych Zive;j.

(V ditery bude vdlka, 1992)

W ORLEANS R EV | EW

their feet hardly touching the ground

they weren’t sieg heiling just that moment

I wished them dead

“But you can’t kill them all and if you did

youd be just like them” she tells me. I make her
carry at least the tear gas

but that’s just an excuse so I don’t have to wait for her at night
when she comes back from church

and she’s wrong

I wouldn't be like them

I'd be alive.

trans. Dominika Winterovd and Richard Katrovas
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MIROSLAV HUPTYCH

Kiné lesni nebo-li mysilov

Janu Skicelovi

Pouze kdnim vedlo se hiife v r. 1848. Roku téhoZ a ndsledujictho
sedldci, postfilevie neobyéejné mnozstvi velmi nedkodnych téchto
dravci na hnfzdé nebo na é&fhané, piibijeli je z chlouby na vrata u
stodol, a to pouze proto, Ze tvorové tito piili§ byli velcf, aby ostali
nepov§imnuti.

A.E. Brehm — Zivor zvitat

Hled¢li jsme podzimnim smérem

Lovei stifleli divoké husy

Kazdym rokem se hloubily

nové a nové

jdmy v nebi

az jsme cftili docela hmatatelnou prézdnotu

Nékdo tekl: Pro¢ divoké husy nelet{ tmou
ernéjsf nez nase svédomf?

A nghle bylo zfejmé

ze i kdyby andélé sndseli
vejce

nebudou to # vejce

Ndhle bylo patrné
ze i kdybych tfikrdt denné
kloktal dése

neoCistim sviij jazyk

N E W C RLEANS R EVIEW

MIROSLAV HUPTYCH

The Mouse Hawk

for Jan Skdcel

...only those large buzzards called mouse hawks were worse off in
1848. In that year and in the following, farmers shot an enormous
number of these harmless birds of prey in their nests or in ambush,
and nailed them proudly to barn doors; one may speculate that
these creatures were too big to go unnoticed.

A.E. Brehm — The Lives of Animals

We were gazing toward autumn

The hunters were shooting wild geese
Each year they'd punched
newer and newer

holes in the sky
until we could feel a quite tangible vacancy

Someone said: Why do the wild geese not fly in blacker dark

than our conscience?

And suddenly it was self-evident
that even if the angels laid

eggs
such wouldn’t be exactly zhose eggs

Suddenly it was obvious

that even if three times a day
hard rains should sizzle
my tongue would not be cleansed

N E W O RLEANS R EV I EW
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Protoze uz pro vidy bude slovo because evermore a word will be

tak trochu vejdumek a little like a shell sucked clean

tak trochu podkladek a little like a painted egg shell

tak trochu kraslice a little like an empty, painted shell

Nékdo z nés fekl: Ale vidyt’ my byli slusnf... One of us said: But we were polite...

a byl citit pukavec and there was a smell of rotten eggs
(byvd zle a byvd hiire (sometimes evil or worse may prowl
po dvore chodt Cerné kuve) through doors will come the bleakest fowl)

a oknem mésic _ and through a window the moon

jako kuna like a marten

jako nespavost like insomnia

Zejf vrata do stodoly the gaping barn

v prizdné sldmé krysy rats in the hay

a v bukovych kifdlech and in the beechwood doors open like wings

diry po hfebech holes where nails had been

(Ndzorny prirodopis tajnoksidlych, 1989) trans. Ema Katrovas and Richard Katrovas
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Nobh sedoblavy

Je ndramné hltavy a mnohdy tak dlouho Zere, aZ ani z mista, kde
zdechlinu nalezl, odletét nemiZe. Mrtvym koflm a hovézimu
dobytku d4v4 ptednost pted zdechlinou prasat.

P. Jehlicka — Nézorny ptirodopis practva

Tady chcip” Pegas!

I slétli se Nohové
z bticha rvali noetiku
vyklovévali z hlavy sofismata

srkali metafory Zvykali kantilény
mlaskali jambicky chlemstali realisticky

Kojoti a hyjeni

tu a tam urvali cancourek

smutny epigram srandovn{ epitaf

zatimco Nohové pracovali svymi zobdky
az nezbyl ani pfechodnik z mimochodnika
ani hdéek z klizky

jen hrudnf klec

Poslechni si vitr

jak hraje Davidovy pisnic¢ky

na harfu Zebern{

poslechni si ptesypén{ pisku v koriské hlavé
sly$ temné ordkulum: Kopati sobé hrob budes

abys v ném nakonec brambory

skladoval...

N E W O RLEANS R EV I EW

The Griffin Hawk

The griffin hawk is voracious and often eats so long that it can’t fly
from where the carcass lies. It prefers the carrion of horses and cartle
to that of pigs.

P. Jehlicka—A Field Guide to Birds

Here rots Pegasus!

And Griffins of a feather flocked together

wrested epistemology from the gut

pecked sophisms from the head

sipped metaphors chewed cants

lip-smacking iambically slurping down realistically

Coyotes and hyenas

snatched tatters hither and yon

sad epigram humorous epitaph

meanwhile, the Griffins worked with their beaks
until there was no meat left in the metaphor

no sinews in synecdoche

just the rib cage

Listen to the wind

how it plays the psalms of David

on a harp of ribs

listen to the sand coursing through a horse’s skull

hear the mysterious oraculum: Thou wilt dig thine own grave
even if at the end thou only store
potatoes in it...

M1 R OSLAWV HUPTYCH
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Aj aj na Parnasu

chiestyse s chiestem vaf{

snad i prase¢i hlavu

Z nejkvalitnéjsiho éerného svédomf vyrdbéji brikety
Na zimu tficet metrdkd sebranych spist

a nenf to k ni¢emu

studf to jako cumdk vlka

Kdyz schdz{ vniténi oherd
nepomiiZe ani Zivoéisné uhli

Bejvévalo

ze kdyz si smrt brousila kosu
basnik j{ plival do ksichtu
nikoliv na brousek

A kdyz uz se lhalo

tak snad s vét§im zédpalem
Kdepak ty loriské laviny jsou —

Dost dlouho padal snih

Dost dlouho si vilelo nebe oblaéné sunky
Dost dlouho bdsnik Nimra

pdchal na sobé v tichosti

samohanu

Ale ted’ uZ na to md

za dva zlaty koupil sekeru

tuzku st pfitesal

a pise a tvoff a trdpf se a mucf se
a vida: na simla si vydélal

W ORLEANS REVIEW

Ah ah on Parnassus
vipers cook with capers
)
maybe even a pig’s head
From the bestest blackest bad conscience they make briquettes
For the winter, three cords of collected prose
and it’s useless
it’s cold as a wolf’s nose

When the inner fire goes out
not even charcoal tablets will help

There was a time

when Death sharpened his scythe
and the Poet spat in his face

not on a whetstone

And now when there are lies
perhaps they have greater ardor

You wonder where last year’s avalanche—

Long enough snow has fallen

Long enough sky has propped its fat thighs on clouds
Long enough the Poetaster has abused himself
quietly alone

But now he can

buy an ax for two gold pieces

and sharpen his pencil

and write and create and suffer and torture himself
and see: he’s earned enough to buy a white horse

M1 R OSL AV HUPTYCH
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O piilnoci v paneléku Around midnight in the housing project

tancuje s nim madéru it dances a madera with him
Copak tohle se smf? Is that permitted?
Co se furt nimré pfi zemi Why’s he always dabbling about on the ground
at’' uz ndm kone¢né ukdze let him finally show us
tu svoji bejkdrnu what he’s got
at’ leti! and fly!
Odedédvna povzbuzujf Nohové Long ago Griffins encouraged
bdsniky poets
k létdni to fly
nakopnutim by kicking them in the ass
je jen podivuhodné it’s only weird
ze nékeeff opravdu vzlétnou that a few actually shot up
aled — and soared—
(Ndzorny piirodopis tajnokrtdlych, 1989) trans. Martthew Sweney
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Cdp bily

Také jedovaté zmije jsou mu lahiidkou; ale défve ne? je polyks, tepe
je zobdkem tak ¢asto a prudce do hlavy, Ze jim prechdzf zrak i sluch.
A. E. Brehm — Zivot zvitat

Bdsnici hnizdf na stromech

na vézich ano i na domech

kam jim musi mlddenec za pomoci divky
vytdhnout kolo

aby si mohl basnik hnfzdo upravit

Ani blesk nezapdlf staven(

na kterém bdsnik své hnizdo m4

A kdyby ptece ve staveni tom

vysel oheri

bdsnik u¢in{ hromovy povyk a vol4: Hohohoho!
Az lid se probudf

§lehd-li velky oheri z komina
bdsnik usednuv nari
kifdloma jej zakryje

a plamen udus{

Kdo by zboural hnizdo bésnikovo
nebo idedly jeho o zem rozbfjel

¢i jeho zabfti se opovazoval

tomu se bdsnik hrozné pomsti

Odletév
ptivede si zanedlouho

N E wW ORLEANS REVIEW

The White Stork

It also finds poisonous adders delicious. But before it swallows one
it pecks the thing so rapidly and hard the victim loses sight and

hearing,

A.E. Brehm— The Lives of Animals

Poets nest in trees

on spires, yes, and on houses

where a young fellow, assisted by his lady friend,
may install a wooden wheel

over their chimney to mark where the poet may build its nest.’

Not even lightning may enflame

a domicile where a poet has nested,
and if flames originate from within
the poet shricks: Hohohoho!

to awaken all inhabitants.

When a huge fire blasts from the chimney
the poet blocks it out,

covers it with wings

to smother the flames.

Whoever would destroy the poet’s nest

or smash its ideas to the ground

or even try to kill it

on that person the poet will exact revenge:

It will soar away to enlist
in a brief while a flock of fellow poets

M I ROSLAYV
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hejno jinych basnikd

a vSichni nesouce v zobdcich zhavé uhly
z nékolika stran

zapalujf dm

Nenf{ pravdou
ze bésnici nosf Zendm déd

sic je to péknd a prastard legenda

Aviak pokud se narodi dfté

v domé

kde na kominé klektd zobdkem bdsnik
dostane robdtko do vinku

tak jemny sluch

Ze rozum{ Sepotim

i kvflen{

Jen $koda
ze basnfki je méné
nez komind

Moini by se obecnéji vic védélo
co tim chce basnik Fici

kdyZ na nasi stiede
melancholickou meluzinu
vysed(

(Ndzorny prirodopis tajnok¥idlich, 1989)

O RLEANS REVIEW

and all in their beaks
will clamp white coals with which
from all sides they’ll enflame that house.

It is not true
that poets bring children to women
though it is a nice old legend.

Nonetheless, when a child is born

in a house

where on the chimney a poet clicks its beak
the wee one will thereby achieve

so delicate an ear

it will comprehend all whispers
and howls.

What a shame
there are fewer poets

than chimneys

It would be more commonly known
what poems are saying

if on each roof a poet incubated

the melancholy drafts

through the chimney.

trans. Ema Katrovas and Richard Katrovas
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SYLVA FISCHEROVA

Posledni milovnici jasnych obrazii

Byla tak nesmyslné krdsnd

pfed starym rozpadlym domem
chybéla jf jen sit’

plnd lesklych mrevych ryb
anebo sklenice melounové stivy
sponka ve vlasech

néco osobniho

jako kdyZ feknete

»Vskutku Uhl{ hot{”

anebo

»Holubi se nejradéji prochdzejf
po zeleném pdsu duhy”

Byla tak nesmyslné krdsnd
jak voda kdyz spadne

do jiné vody

jako diim nad jezerem
ktery m4 dva Zivoty

a druhy marnotratné ddv4
rybdm

a noénim plavcim

A prali se —

proc stoji

u starého rozpadlého domu
ona keerd se narodila k tomu
aby pfivazovala $dtky

k mofskym vlndm?

ORLEANS REVIEW

SYLVA FISCHEROVA

The Last Lovers of Clear Images

She was so blankly beautiful

before the old crumbling house
that the only thing she seemed to lack
was a net filled with shiny dead fish
or a glass of melon water

a hairclip

something private like if you said
“Indeed, coal burns”

or

“Pigeons prefer to stroll

on the green stripe of a rainbow”

She was so blankly beautiful
it was water spilling

into water

like a house

of whose lives over a lake
one is wasted

on fish

and night swimmers

And some asked

“Why does she

who was born to tie scarves

to ocean swells

stand before the old crumbling house?”
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Nahote nékdo se skifpotem When someone upstairs creaked open a window

oteviel okno she pulled from her pocker

a ona séhla do kapsy a slice of buttered bread

a vytdhla chleba s mdslem

a oni se odvritili and the last lovers of clear images
a odedli turned away.

posledn{ milovnici jasnych obrazii

trans. Dominika Winterov4 and Richard Katrovas

(Chvéni zdvodnich koni, 1986)
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Mirtvi

Mnozstvi mrtvych roste
ale zem¢ je pofdd stejné velikd
a nebe i peklo taky.
V lese je tésno
nedd se dostat z mista na misto
mezi kmeny a podlouhlymi
stiny mrtvych.
V lese je tésno a vzduch houstne,
je to bily dech mrtvych,
jejich vydychany dech ktery my
vdechujeme
a vydechujeme
a vdechujeme
zat{mco na piil cesty mezi ndmi a jimi
20stdvd
hebk4 tfeskutd zivd
jedind skute¢nd
nicota

(V podsvétnim mésté, 1994)

O RLEANS REVIEW

The Dead

Their numbers grow
but the earth has not
nor heaven nor hell.
[t is cramped in the woods
one cannot move from point to point
amid the tree trunks and elongated
shadows of the dead.
It is cramped in the woods and the air is thickening,
the white breath of the dead
is the staleness we breathe in
and breathe out
and breathe in
as halfway between us and them
remains
soft severe alive
the only genuine
nothingness.

trans. Dominika Winterovi and Richard Katrovas

SY LV A FISCHEROVA

143



144

N

* % %

Je tu louka plnd starych bilych
pampelisek,
24dnd lidskd sfla je nemiZe rozfoukat
do tplné smrti.
Jsou tu jednolité bloky koleji, ty
dvefe vedle dveff,
fizlovskd vrdtnd,
zluté a Eervené kachlicky:
sezerou za¢4tek a nenechajf konec.
Kdyz se oto{m, na louce starych pampeli§ek
lezi miij mrtvy otec a na ném
nestviirné télo détstvi: tak tohle byla matka,
tamto zest4rl4 sestra
a ten vitr v ovzdusi, co sfoukdv4
bilé chmy{ na mrtvolu, to jsem j4,
v puntikovanych $atech
a s déeskou kabelkou
§lapu na ruku, nohu, na rameno.
Tohle je myj hibitov.
Chodim po ném casto
a bez kvétin — rozplemeriujf se tu samy
désivou rychlostf, jsou ptece od toho,
a vyrustaji staré, vratké a bilé.
&ekaji na vitr od boha détsevi.
Ale bih détstvi jsem ted’ uZ jenom jd.

(V podsvétnim mésté, 1994)

W O RLEANS REV I EW

Here is a field of old white dandelions
and no human power short of death
can blow them away.
Here are dormitory blocks and blocks
door beside door
snooping receptionist
yellow and red tiles:
they eat the beginning and will not leave the end.
When 1 turn in the field of old dandelions
my dead father sprawls and on him
are the indistinct bodies of childhood: this was my mother
there my old-maid sister
and the wind scattering
downy white over the corpse
is I in a polka-dot dress
holding a child’s purse
and stepping on an arm, a leg, a shoulder.
This is my cemetery.
I walk here often
without flowers, for they procreate unto themselves
at a frightening rate and that is their reason for being;
then they grow old, wobbly and white.
They wait for a wind from the god of childhood,
but the god, the wind, is but L

trans. Dominika Winterov4 and Richard Katrovas
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Jsou dny kdy mrevi pFichdzeji jako hlas

tikajici Ze neni dtim

v krerém mé détsevi

sedf u dfevéného stolu

s dfevénymi loutkami

pdna a panf;

hlas opakujici, ze dim détsev
neni,

ze nenf{ dim smrti,

ze dnem i nocf

nitra véci hof{ bilym

plamenem.

(V podsvétnim mésté, 1994)

O R LEANS REV I EW

There Are Days the Dead Come as Voices

saying there is no house

in which my childhood

sits at a wooden table

with wooden dolls

of 2 man and a woman;

a voice repeating there is no
house of childhood,

no house of death,

that day and night

essences burn with a white

flame.

trans. Dominika Winterovd and Richard Katrovas
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BOZENA SPRAVCOVA

Fz'l{pika proti nevérdm

Kdo z vés, urozené panf, nékdy nespal s Barnab4sem.
Kdo z vés si s nfm nepohril A7 fval ,Ses sari” a tak.
A to je s nim ta potfz.
Totiz Ze se z néj v rozhodujicim okamZiku stal hvézd4f
tak tak se nedloubal v nose Zival do oblak
a olizoval si tlapky Hospodyrika v ném sklopila oéi
a nakonec vdééné ptijal Kdyz ta Zensk4 padla smichy
ze ji nemusel srazit péstf na nestydatou zem
Aristokrat. Bez legrace —

kdo kdy spal s hvézddtem Chrarite si to jako poklad
Uspinit se — co to udéld

To jd jsem ta $pinavd
Kdy?z j4 ostry hochy Zeru

Visf tu stin co md sedavou povahu jako jé
Hvézdé4ii upaluj Lhan{ t& zachrdn{

Hod’ po mné sekeru
Nespadla obloha

to jenom

stin

used

pod jabloni.

(Gulds z modry krdvy, 1993)

W ORLEANS REVIEW

BOZENA SPRAVCOVA

Philippic Against Infidelity

Who among you, honorable ladies, has not slept with Barnabas.
Who among you has not toyed with him to make him shout
“You bitch” et cetera.
And that’s the trouble with him.
He becomes an astronomer at crucial moments
and he might as well pick his nose yawn into clouds
and lick his paws The little housewife in him casts down her eyes
and finally he gets why 2 woman falls down laughing
Because he didn’t have to knock her down into the shameless dirt
What a gentleman. No joke:
those who've slept with an astronomer treasure it
Getting dirty’s no big deal
I'm the filthy one
I'm just crazy about tough guys
Here's suspended a shadow whose nature is as sedentary as mine
Astronomer go to hell. Lying won't save you
Toss your hatchet at me
The sky didn’t fall
only this
shadow
slouching

under an apple tree.

trans. Ema Jelinkovd and Richard Katrovas
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Blue

A copak ty,
tady
v zahradé jinu
pocasf vr$i se Den za den
za hlubokej Pafez
Zlej
Kril
K nasrdni sim
vinu dfvds se do o&f
A pak putujes tramwajf Lehoucky jako smitko
A pak putujes pasizzf krokem dinosaura
Jsi luéni kobylkou
Jsi princeznou Pampeliskou
No jenom mi velmi pfipadds smutny.
Takovy néjak... smutny
Smutny, nebo tak.
Rdda bych ti uvafila gulds. Takovej modrej gulds
z néjaky hodny krdvy.

(Gulds z modry krdvy, 1993)

W ORULEANS REVIEW

Blue

What are you doing
here
in the garden of white frost
weather piles up day after day
behind a deep Stump
A bad
King
So alone it sucks
You look wine in the eye
And then you wander by tram Light as a mote
And then you wander an arcade at a dinosaur pace
You are a grasshopper
You are Princess Dandelion
You just seem very sad.
Well, someone...sad
Sad, or something like that.
I'd like to cook you goulash. A blue goulash

made of some nice cow.

trans. Ema Jelinkovd
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Je 26 hodin

Je 26 hodin a nékdo mi chodi za plotem.

Jako by sekal travu.

Jako by jedl trévu.

Kousal.

Pes je na rozpacich.

Stekat?

Nebo.ne? Vysfl4 stanice Hvézda, je 26 hodin.

Sedim na schodé a nékdo mi chodf za plotem.

Cekdm, ai mi uschne plétno.

P4lim cigarety, abych to nemusela ¢uchat.

P4lim cigarety. Plitno hrozné smrdf.

Hotf taky svicka prilepend na smetdku, vysil4 stanice Hvézda.
Je 26 hodin a pomalu prichdzim na kloub kdo to:

To je Désa.

Za plotem chodf k. Starej, nemocnej, osklivej jak noc
a jf trdvu.

Je to kin Désa.

Plitno schne a smrdi.

Svicka zalepuje chlupy od smetdku — zapaluju dals{ cigaretu.

Bude 26 hodin.

I (Gulds z modry krdvy, 1993)

N E W O RLEANS R EVIEW

2600 Hours

I¢’s 2600 hours and someone’s walking around my fence.

Like he’s cutting my grass.

Like he’s eating my grass.

Chewing it.

The dog is confused.

Should I bark?

Or not? On TV Star Station is transmitting, it's 2600 hours.

I'm sitting on the step and someone is walking around my fence.

I'm waiting for my linen to dry.

I'm lighting cigarettes so as not to smell it.

I'm lighting cigarettes. The linen stinks awfully.

A candle, stuck to the broom, is also lit, Star Station is transmitting.
It’s 2600 hours and I'm discovering who it is.

It’s Dasa.

There’s a horse walking around my fence. Old, sick horse ugly as night
munching grass.

It’s Dasa the horse.

The linen dries and stinks.

The candle has stuck the broom strands together—1I light another cigarette.
It will be 2700 hours.

trans. Ema Jelinkovd
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Ten, ktery pfichdzi, kdyz usindm

Mésic uZ rozkvétd, kde zaleskly se tvé stopy
a j4 se rozesazuji v korundch stromi
nebot’ ptidel ¢as, abych ti vymyslela jméno.
Ten, keery prichdzf, kdyz usindm.
Lesn{ po#dr Jeho? télo je hebké a krdsné
a proto odejde

Jako zlf odchazeji

Ten, ktery pfichdzi, kdyz usindm
Kdyz z chys{ unavené stoupd kouf a rozlévd se po tudoli
Trivou se plazf vzdcni hadi a oi jim z4fi
zatimco ten, keery pfichdzi, kdyZ usindm
se pomalu oblékd do téla
Kterym jsem jiz od setménf prikryta
Které je mym lizkem, mou pfikryvkou i polstifem

Zvyk a nezvyk spolu zépasi

Jsem velky harém Mnoha Zen

On je tisic bratfi zvldstniho fidu

A velky chrdm, Kde j4, harém, ten f4d potkdvim

Na kazdém olt4fi se pomiluji oble¢ena v smaragdy s tebou,
keery-pFichdzi§, kdyz usinim

A viibec nezdrlim na ten dav ¢ernych cour Na plavé krisky

~ na bohyn¢ pravdy To viecko jsem jd

A i v pfedsini na tebe ¢ekdm, Sedd poldrni liska, velice
hebk4 na tebe, ktery prichdzis, kdyZ usindm

N E W ORLEANS R EVIEW

The One Who Comes as I Doze Off

The moon blossoms where your tracks sparkle

and I assume a seat in the crown of a tree
for it is time to name you.
The one who comes as I doze off.
A woodland in flames whose body is plush and lovely
and therefore he withdraws
like one who is wicked

The one who comes as I doze off
as smoke curls from the shacks, spreads over the valley
and exotic snakes glitter in the grass
the one who comes as I doze off
is slowly donning his body
the body I have used as a blanket since sunset
the body which is my bed, my blanket and my pillow

The habitual and non-habitual struggle together

I am the great harem of many women

He is the thousand brethren of an odd order

A huge temple where harem and brethren meet

Dressed in emeralds we make love on every altar

I and you who come as I doze off

By no means do I envy the crowds of dark sluts or fair beauties
or the Goddesses of Truth for I am all of them

Even in the hall it is I waiting for you, a grey polar fox, waiting
to be tender to you who comes as I doze off

B OZENA SPRAVCOUVA
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Beru té za ruce
Je noc
Pfind$i§ mi olovény $perk.

(Gulds z modry krdvy, 1993)

C RLEANS REVIEW

I'm taking your hands
It’s night
You bring me a gem set in lead.

trans. Ema Jelinkov4 and Richard Katrovas
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GWENDOLYN ALBERT

Allegiance to the Strange:
Prague Expatriate Writing of the Nineties

I once asked my dear friend, the translator Vladimfra Z4kové, how you
say “expatriate” in Czech. It turns out you don’t. The strongest Czech
approximation is like the English “exile,” the weakest something like the
aristocratic-sounding “émigré.” For many around the world, including
Czechs, withdrawal from residence in or allegiance to one’s native
country is almost impossible to fathom as a desirable state. It is, however,
a state in which some have found themselves in recent times, whether by
accident or design.

The present-day connotations of “expatriate” among English speakers
in Prague are twofold. The adjective “expat” in travel guides refers to
bars or restaurants which cater to the large Anglo-American colony here
with high-priced drinks, English-speaking waiters and almost a toral lack
of connection to Czech culture. The clientele work for Western
companies, earn Western salaries and pay Western rents. Their stay here
is temporary and their allegiance to home profound. They are primarily
here because someone told them, or told someone they love, to come
over to Prague and make some money.

Apart from this easily identifiable population, the rest of us non-
Czechs are as various as our countries of origin, motivations, and
interests, whether those interests and motivations are political, aristic,
academic, or simply stem from the desire to escape from the maze of
hypercapitalism. Those for whom the term “expatriate” recalls the
literary founders of Modernism—Hemingway, Stein etc.—are probably
the “writers,” and we are periodically subjected to the notion that Prague
is somehow the postmodern equivalent of interwar Paris. Be thar as it
may, regardless of what you do as vocation or avocation, if you live here
long enough you begin to feel like what the Czech Republic calls you: a

N E W ORLEANS REVIEW

foreigner. And it is on this basis that people from all over the world have
met and attempted to communicate with one another in post-1989
Prague. English is quite definitely the primary language of this
continuing cultural encounter.

Even among those who have totally assimilated—gaining citizenship,
fluency and family—it is hard to avoid the daily reminders of one’s
outsider-ness in this place that was closed to the outside for so long and
feared it so much. Part of this has to do with the rapidly changing
political landscape of the country surrounding Prague. As the country
has shrunk geographically, the definition of who is now foreign has
widened to include many who were once citizens, Slovaks being the
prime example. Czechoslovakia is no longer, despite the stubborn
celebration of its birth every October 28. Also, returning Czechoslovak
exiles are sometimes treated unfavorably indeed by those they left
behind.

Editing a collection based on the geopolitical origins of the writers
(rather than on the characteristics of their works) underscores the
complexity of how humans identify themselves and the fundamental
inability of our political entities to reflect that complexity. How is
someone whose mother was Slovak and father was Czech, who spent the
first six months of life in Prague, was subsequently raised in Scandinavia,
lives three languages equally well and has chosen to return to Prague
after twenty years in the U.S.—on that passport and retaining that
citizenship—to be considered? This is a person for whom “native” is an
obsolete category. Is this person “Czech”? Is she an “expatriate” And if
you turn to her writing, what do you find and where did it come from?

We foreigners do not only write. We also edit, translate and publish.
The very best of the recent English-language literary contributions from
Prague have not necessarily involved writers who live here, but editors
and publishers who do. The gorgeous Prague-based journal TRAFIKA,
whose high-quality translations of work from authors around the world
are a stunning achievement, has only published one writer in seven
issues who fits the definition of an expatriate in this country. Publisher
Howard Sidenberg’s Prague-based Twisted Spoon Press offers the works
of Central and East European authors in English translation. Slovak

GWENDOLYN ALBERT
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dissident Fedor Gdl’s Prague-based G plus G publishing house has
produced historical and literary works on many issues relating to
regional history and politics, some by “foreigners,” in Czech, English and
Slovak. The often-unnoticed translators are the real heroes of a Prague
that today features English and German-language weekly newspapers as
well as countless new titles in print.

I don't know that a reader will find much in common among the
pieces included here, and it can be argued that what is here reflects
primarily the editor’s taste. To my ear the voices of these writers are
unique, and identifying this quality as positive is doubtless the result of
my individualistic upbringing in the U.S. It was not my original
intention to present the work of mostly people with U.S. passports as
samples of expatriate writing, since there are writers in Prague from every
imaginable point of origin. But we cannot help where we are born,
though it dogs us to the end of our days. Therefore, please consider this
a brief glance along just one axis of the many worlds which overlap in
this strange place during this very strange time, a place and time to
which many outsiders have tenaciously pledged their allegiance.

My fellow strangers, enjoy your time outside.

N E W O RLEANS REVIEW

JUSTIN QUINN

Sky

(beginning with half a line by Louis Armand)

The illusion concrete, the architecture solid, and yet the shoals plunge out
toward it, and suddenly it arches—supple, eloquent—revolving
through the air in total concert with them, chivvying, spurring, lifting
up their millionweight to excellence, to parapets that have the whole

land laid out fatefully below.

And then I turn onto the street and see them massed at the other end: —
Waiting, black, the visors glinting in the sun, the perspex riot shields like
scales; small waves of movement travelling across their numbers as they
shift their weight from foot to foot, readjust their belts, or merely gaze
off into the distance.

Filaments of syntax whip and couple through the air. Coruscations
shimmer. The stitching gives and glints back in and out of blue and
black and green and grey; it ripples, switching its allegiance in the
changing sun rays; it is part, intricate part, of something which solicits
furtherance. Observe the sky

above this empty street right now—the offing whelms and hisses with
event—and them up there immobile, having stiffened, standing waiting

for the word.

N E W O RLEANS R EV I EW
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Manumission

Recently illiteracy, murder and malnourishment
were reinvented; the logo designed so that

these new products will leap out
from the shelves when you wheel down past

to get your week’s stuff—books, food, things
to wipe the baby’s ass and your own; designed

so that when you lift your hand out through the space,
the very air of the supermarket that's faceted with choice,

you'll feel that this product is for you,
that your personality is best expressed

through its purchase; it’s you; you know it too
and ferry it home with the kind of consumer pride

you associate with the 1940s and ’sos
when the world was a better place, and Ma

was not your Da in drag (like now)
and men in suits met in high-ceilinged rooms to

sa..)r that there are rights, that there are
human rights, and you could look out the

window into the suburban haze and not feel

16 N E W O RLEANS REVIEW

that any moment your own hands

would swoop down from the skies
with exceptionally intricate weaponry destroying

foliage, cats, schoolchildren, you also,
while voiceovers promise plenitude, the trickle-down

effect, World Bank suits arriving any minute now, they say;

a time when your hand moving through

the air, whatever air that be,
was not what it (lift it up and look) is today.
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JENNY SMITH

Poem

A blue gull.
A history lesson.

You learn the names of some new pills.

A safety match.

Mail.

Wild dogs.

Seaweed candy in blue paper.

A gull, a bird inhabited by houses.
A bird.

A hand.

A bird inhabited.

O RLEANS REVIEW

The little match girl

Three’s for the blind boy lives down the lane.

Three’s for the dairymaid, lives with the dairymaid
lives on a farm in seattle, lives with the press.

Speaks finnish, stopped talking to her mother.

Three’s for the housemarten, lives in his house.
Three’s for his house.

I'm the nurse that closed the nursery.

I learned that things outside my house exist.

I knit professionally, I make things close.

I learned today that things outside my house exist.
The tables are uneven, I even them.

The children are uncertain, I steady them.

I am the nurse that holds the nursery in her hands.

I learned today that things outside my house exist.
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Down, ghost, honey

for Sonya Kennedy

Down, ghost, honey.

I think I will replace my love. See this poor man
next to the recording equipment? See the recording
equipment shine? Here almost alone in this room,

I think I will replace my love. This

is a terrible recording.

See how good the recording equipment was

in 1956, how solid, like you look at a parrot

and say oh! What a solid bird. A parrot is

large, that’s why. And oh. In 1956. The microphones
were large, the tapedecks larger still. And

they hummed when they ran.

Down, ghost, honey.

You just walk around on your “feet.” You just walk into things.

You think you know enough

to make a decision. But the thing is,
you think you know enough.

Life is full of surprises.

You think you know enough.

You don’t.

Down, ghost.
Your body’s not so heavy. Your heart is not so heavy.

N E W O RLEANS R EVIEW

Your face is so lovely I had to say so. Ghost, honey, you're

all in tinfoil, you're so fragile. Don't

think I don’t want you to interrupt my writing. Don't.

Down.

J EN NY
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LOUIS ARMAND

from Anatomy Lessons

I

it was an anti-climax “in no uncertain terms”
the strange light of ending, “strange” (they),
like a memory of x—flickering in &

out of sight, between frames & parentheses...

the pronominal romance a little further along
a dreary road—that channel (or door, or
issue, or borehole) —thrusting towards it—
speed & no afterthought—motionless...

the sudden equivalence of all the coordinates
waning in febrile constellation, in their pale

sheep’s clothing, too far short of 2 miracle—
only conditionally, finitude, to kill & to eat:

a vaguely sinister intent all but naked now—
in the placenta, locked up, something, born at last

i arrive knowing nothing about you—appropriate
your anonymity, dispassionate as the weather...

so many possible scenarios & then everything
seems to be exhausted, already—stumbling towards
resolution (it’s not there, though, in that place,
anywhere— obsessed with the usual symmetries. ..

O RLEANS R EVIEW

a tear in the curtain, a nail sticking out

from the wall—which we end up not realising
is virginal, is always virginal, insisting instead
that there have been & will be other lives

but as for putting them into words...)
fading in & out till we're short of breath—

& the memory it leaves with us, in its image
scarcely conscious of having nothing to belong to

X1

like glass, ready to shatter at any indefinite touch—the un-
intention intrudes, rushing up to mar the scene, so arbitrary
in the green light...it was a late winter that left the script
with so many irresolutions—things of unstable menace
lurking in the margin, the movement of attention through
an eye, jealous & unslept, the dissonant mocking applause,
the pathology wake in the guilt-plagued stage-phantom...

without a breath of separation the monologue resumes
(though the blood is fake, & only there for the sake of
appearance, not speaking in the present but as a dewus ex
machina recalling lost life & longed-for resurrection) —

objects mutely differentiated: somebody switches on a light
& everything goes numb—the intervention without ever
seeming to begin is over, the ushers gone, the theatre empty

Lo U1t s AR MAND
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VINCENT FARNSWORTH

particulate matter that my job is to arrange

sometimes I just use my hands to sweep it
little piles  but sometimes

I have to transfer it without tools

once [ just eyeballed it

when I stopped it was a job well done
there were skin flakes and scales

litcle bits of the bikini atoll

finally come down to demand justice

I used my nails to pick one big piece up
each one is different like snow or the ocean
even the sea that ended up in the upper atmosphere
at the end of the day I shake

out my clothes and my hair

[ don't like to take my work home with me

W OWRLEANS REVIEW

all this cumulus

the tunnel of the road through the trees
some words fell off the wall of rock

peeled senselessly did curlicues and
shangri-las  susie kept away from me
stayed in austria dancing all catty:
beware scratching

beware: thoughts are like magnets and
skin iron filings

away under the heading

southeast aphasia nicht sprekken it
built up and amounted to

people on the street

hiding under their coats

little shrunken bodies

they reveal with the right password

or grimace

VINCENT FARNSWORTH
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first snow in Tabor

when your gaze is a

bright light

forgive my turning away.

life holds potential like

a bee trapped in a flower.

buzz buzz.

as the snow sinks into the grass
lately even a candle refracting
through a glass

is an interrogation lamp.

I didn'

do it.

a rose under snows juxtaposed
these humpy banks new on the list
of things that seem to be
staring at me.

the view

is dim

like my memory.

O RLEANS R EVIEW

comb together

if I dreamt I dropped

like a spinning ankh into fire

I'd be embarrassed

the symbols were like cheap candy

I know the Easter Bunny
yawns like the phoenix
smudgy ashes ruin the soft

fur I like to pet

& dreams comb together the split
ends of our collective unconsciousness
or peek in the dirt bag

of the vacuum cleaner for

thoughts we forgot to think

the earl of sandwich nightmared
of islands not food, bucky fuller
dreamt standing up like a horse
of geodesic corrals

in all my dreams I'm lucid
like a person with rent money.

VI NCENT FARNSWORTH

175



176

SHARON SWINGLE

Time Passed

It was the kind of city where half the people carried violins, the other
half reused grocery bags. Tragic weeks were marked by a failed audition
or a torn plastic handle. Both might well entail suicide. They did not
know what to do when the darkness first came. They were acccustomed
to the neon twenty-four-hour city life. After setting upon the burning of
Gucci bags, they decided to stay for the winter. “There is more Kant
than Nietzsche here,” the giant muttered. “Its just that kind of place.”
And he threw away his balloons and went back into the manhole. “The
sheets are so white.” “Perhaps we can export bleach, along with old
women and washboards.” They were always looking for money-making
projects. “Reupholstery? Car washing, coffee brewing or candy cane
production?” Unfortunately, those ideas were rejected, as were Good
Humor truck maintenance, light bulb installation, walnut gathering and
others too numerous to mention.

“Tell me a story,” she said, “one with a happy beginning, sad ending and
many inexplicable deaths.” He clipped his nails carefully, noting the
condition of each cuticle. He could bring her to climax in under fifteen
minutes, given favorable conditions and an ample supply of hairspray.

“Tell me a story,” she begged, “about bus drivers, hash house waitresses
and the international stock market.” They sat at the table hurling
masked insults, waiting for rich relatives to die. Solitaire was the game of
choice, played for bus tickets and tea bags.

“Tell me a story,” she cried, “of goat herders, pomegranate trees and a
transatlantic ocean voyage.” She grew tiresome, and cultivated a drinking
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habit. He proclaimed her bourgeois, opting for oil drilling and mustache
twirling. Months were spent searching for lavender-scented wax.

“Tell me a story,” she demanded, “with two characters much like us who
- - »
commit bloodcurdling murder due to a fatal misunderstanding.

S HARON
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PAUL POLANSKY

In the Warm Womb of Violence

I've never known pain
in the ring.

No matter how often you get hit,
cut, there’s only this warm,

inward feeling you're doing
what you were born to do.

I've broken my thumbs,
my hands.

Taken cuts around the eyes,
been clobbered on the ears,

smashed on the chin.
Never felt pain.

It feels good to hit, to be hit.
To feel that you and the other guy

are really blood brothers
in the warm womb of violence.

Pain only comes
when they unwrap your hands
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and you're back to reality
suffering

like a normal human being.

P A UL
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ORLEANS

On the Road 11

I always dreamed
that some day
Hemingway would

pick me up
hitchhiking
across the States.

We'd have a beer.
I'd show him
my short stories.

I spent a lot of time
thumbing my way

across the great American desert

hoping to meet
and drink
with the man himself.

If he drove by,
he never stopped
to pick me up.

But three poets
in a beat-up convertible
gave me a lift.

R EV I EW

After a few miles they opened
the glove compartment
and showed me a gun.

Asked if I had
any money for gas,

for food.

Ginsberg filed his nails
while Cassady drove.
Kerouac was stretched out

on the back seat
sipping wine from a milk carton.
The air smelled like burnt cabbage.

After I wrapped

a white hanky around my knuckles
they let me out.

P AU L

POLANSEKY
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LUCIEN ZELL

So Many Feathers of Joy, and Where is the Bird?

When angels decide to give up their wings,
They are like blind men

Willing to circumcise their eyes again

For the sake of a Vision.

What would you do if you were to learn
That everything in your life

Up until your encounter with this poem
Was a misappraisal?

The very people closest to you...

Spiritual puppeteers.

Could you find the courage to sever the strings?
The same strings

Which bind the very tightrope you were born upon?

The next time you meet a stranger,
Stare deeply into the postbox of his eyes,
And read there:

The love letter— perhaps unsent—
Written and meant

For you.

N E W O RLEANS REVIEW

Preludes to a Monster

Disturbed by infinity,

The revolution revolves.

Disturbed by infinity,
The thought of Love evolves.

Your heart makes

The path of music secem
A telepathic dream

Of God to God.

It’s true, the architects crumble,
Along with their plans—

But just look at Death’s piano,
And how it plays our hands.

LUCTIEN
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RICHARD KATROVAS

In Memory of Miroslav Prochizka
Scholar of Czech Literature

A smart little guy in love with his pain,

Franz Kafka made a bride of suffering.

In Prague today one sees in some young faces
exquisite torment of the heart that has,

it seems, no mortal object but their hearts.
Skinny goy Kafkas stare from trams and make
in sad reveries lives fashioned of sighs.

Prague’s wan saint of odd angles and paradox,
of father haters everywhere and funk

of youth, still lives in footfalls down back streets
of Old Town at night, when men shuffle from pubs,

neither singing nor cursing, toward sleeping wives.

Late that June we argued in your office
about our jobs and your remuneration.

I stomped away certain my point of view
prevailed, and that our little global venture,
in which Americans soak up your culture

for a month, would flourish in spite of you.

Aficionado of a small republic’s

grand tradition; seven years free to write

about the “unofficial” genius of

the old regime: that which stayed and suffered,
that which fled; you seemed in perfect conflict
with yourself, equally loving and resenting

America and things American,

ORLEANS R EV I EW

and so it is from your good life I learn

the colonized would rout the colonizers,

except that they become, in part, the things

they hate in those who live to leach quick fortunes,
or live to search the lives of others for

some sparkling meaning lacking in their own.

Somewhere in Prague a girl is scribbling on

a pad, or daydreaming out a window.

She will, perhaps, someday embody all

her generation feels about itself.

Perhaps she’ll suffer for her art, and just

as likely she’ll exult, as Kafka did,

in how, in art, the selfish making of it,

all our sorrows blossom into grotesque joy.
She is not diminished by your death.

She will be the monster your life’s work feeds.

RI1 CHARD K ATROVAS
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GWENDOLYN ALBERT

The Rapture at Lety

As the first spring rain of the new millenium
falls on the mass graves

a tiny fist pokes up through the earth
and blossoms into a hand

then out of the pond the children come
their cries drowning out the frog song

they ravage the wreaths from Parliament
to play with the faded ribbon

they roll the boulders down the road
bust open the pig farm gates

they let the pigs go squealing
over the South Bohemian hills

they hear the steps of their mothers and fathers

retraced by the impatient shoes

who couldn’t wait any longer and
broke loose from their cage at Auschwitz

a litcle girl runs to her mother’s shoes
and feels herself rising above the earth.

O R LEANS REV I EW

They fit. She puts them on
and starts walking home.

Auschwitz. The site is now occupied by a pig farm.)

GWENDOLYN

A LB

(Editor’s note: During the period of Nazi occupation, Lety in southern Bohemia was the

site of a Czech-run concentration camp for Gypsies, many of whom ended up in
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living without pictures of mars

I

red blue yellow and sometimes black
the dragonflies give each other a tow
or maybe a jump start. they are as big
as she said they would be and I

am flat on my back in the heat
dragonflies scattered above me like
points on an infinite grid. they skid
backwards and sideways the summer breeze
pushing relentlessly out to sea

as they resist without motors or sails
dipping in front of my eyes like yo-yos

2

one of our friends has broken his rib

and burned his face and look at his rash
the sun and the drink are diagnosed

but we know different his inner bird

is singing its forgotten eastern song

their word for vacation means release

and he hurls himself over rocks and cliffs
grabbing hot mussels from over the flame
forming the trumpeter’s embouchure

from habit when liquor glides down his throat

it doesn't work he can't stop thinking

O RLEANS R EVIEW

3

I believe that mars is red, a kind

of red beyond understanding

as if our digitalized transgression

could bring us a color undeformed anyway
who wants to go there raise your hand
virtual curiosity reigns among the
cubicled mountain climbers. hey

let’s stage a mock landing on earth
otherwise flat on her own horizon
everyone wants to see her too but

no one wants to be here much longer
the dream of the exodus is being formed

4

our friend with the broken rib wakes up

a cigarette in his hand to report

he never called in to work like he promised
has no clue about his papers. release.

no puritan guilty enjoyment he simply
launches himself to his fate self-propelled
upon the harsh rocks and then he submits
to gravity, saying: I have no money

my passport is red I've gone as far west

as they’ll let me and I've seen all [ want

to see of life outside

GWENDOLYN
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communication is not impossible.

we understand so much of each other

already without the words and gestures
getting our way is the hard part.

the earth is blue like dragonflies

passports of fortune blue like the night

but isn’t it all just fate? or was

there something in those pictures

of swirling clouds from the weather balloon

to forecast this unlucky roll of the dice for red?

6

I've seen all I want to see he says

at less than twenty-five years of age and |
can imagine what this all looks like

to you: the stinking open toilets

mafiosi with videocams, decrepit
women selling the guts of sunflowers
food without refrigeration, spoiled
children and endless card games

sweet port wine and vodka at ten a.m.
don’t ask me why you wanted to see this
or what you thought you would find here

7
I believe that mars is red, the bloodshot red

of the eyes of a drunken ukrainian soldier
red of corrections red of a passport
entry stamp the borderline red of a highway

O RLEANS REVIEW

map red without seeing, red without being
red from lack of curiosity, red with
embarrassment red love and ire. I have looked
[ have beheld I have pressed my nose to the
glass I have switched the set on and off
enough, red as the dawning millenium which
for two billion chinese means nothing at all

8

back home we are still martians,

foreigners: ugliest word in europe

of miracles, modern sewage systems

hot running water and working streetlights
while by the black sea on a dusty road
dragonflies mate in unfinished hotels
stuck waiting twenty-five years for a roof
and mars is the red of rusting cranes

red of a diode blinking away on the side
of the compliant, sailing robot

taking two years to get there, blind as a bat.

GCWENDOLYN
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ALAN LEVY

Whatever Happened to
the Left Bank of the Nineties?

Prague’s Left Bank was conceived on a bench in the Wallenstein Gardens
of Mal4 Strana one sunny Saturday afternoon in the summer of 1991.
Patrick Cunningham, an intellectual entrepreneur from Santa Barbara,
California had imported a group of high school students from the Cate
School there to meet their future exchangees from the Korunnf{
gymndzium in Prague 2 and I'd been invited to chat with both groups
abourt life in the Czechoslovak capital before and after the Velvet
Revolution. As Patrick and I and the local host, ad man Viclav Senjuk,
talked about the remarkable synergy going on between young Americans
and Czechs of all ages, one of the kids asked me how Prague in the
nineties compared to Paris in the twenties.

I surprised them with the news that I hadn’t yet been born then, but
added that I'd interviewed and written about one of the Left Bank’s
founding fathers, Ezra Pound, and yes, thinking aloud, what was
happening in and around Prague did indeed reek of Pound’s enduring
admonition from the twenties: “Make it new.”

The seed germinated and two or three months later, when The Prague
Post was born on October 1, 1991, the first words in its first issue were my
exuberant proclamation:

We are living in the Left Bank of the Nineties. For some of
us, Prague is Second Chance City; for others a New Frontier
where anything goes, everything goes, and, often enough,
nothing works. Yesterday is long gone, today is nebulous, and
who knows about tomorrow, but somewhere within each of
us here, we all know that we are living in a historic place at a
historic time. Future historians will chronicle our course—
and I have reason to believe that theyre already here—but
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even they will need to know the nuts and bolts of what it was
like and how it felt to live and be in liberated Prague in the
last decade of the twentieth century.

If ever there was a self-fulfilling prophecy, this was it. Disseminated by
travelers and quoted in the Los Angeles Times and Associated Press and
given coverage on the major television networks, it rang out around the
world like a clarion call. In Nova Scotia, twenty-four-year-old Paula
Arab heard my words and gave three-months’ notice at The Halifax
Herald, ook some Czech lessons, sent some appealing clippings, and
had a proofreader’s job waiting upon her arrival that winter. Across
North America in the San Francisco Bay Area, Ross Larsen, twenty-nine,
of the Fremont Argus, just packed his bags and showed up unannounced;
he became our news editor and married our first Czech columnist to
write in English, Markéta épinkové, twenty. Petula Dvotdk—conceived
in Communist Czechoslovakia and born in California after her mother’s
fourth attempt at crawling under the Iron Curtain—warned us she was
coming, but didn’t tell us she was bringing along another recent
University of Southern California journalism graduate, Glen Justice;
confronted with that name, I put him on the crime beat. We also
attracted contributors named Tanya Pampalone and Tiffany Harness.

It was not just a journalistic phenomenon, however, and much of the
raw material was already on hand here when I coined my notorious
phrase. Returning in 1990 after nineteen years of enforced absence from
Prague, I found the cobblestones aswarm with young American, British,
and Canadian volunteers who had arrived in the first bloom of the
Velvet Revolution to teach English under the auspices of the Charter
+7—New York and Education for Democracy movements, and stayed
on, waiting out a seemingly endless recession that hit liberal arts
graduates in quest of entry-level jobs particularly hard. Of the friends
and relatives who came over to see why they stayed, some liked what
they saw and crashed with them or came back as soon as they could
wind up their affairs back home.

It sometimes seemed to me that two-thirds of Santa Barbara and one-
third of Sacramento were in Prague at any given time. For searchers
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who, over the generations, had wandered westward in quest of
something better, there was nowhere to go but east—beyond Hawaii to
the Far East or, in the seemingly opposite direction, to Eastern Europe.
Many were lured to Czechoslovakia as a Land of Opportunity by the
saga of Vdclav Havel, the jailed playwright who had gone, in that
eventful year of 1989, from prisoner of conscience to president of his
country. They were artists, writers, talents, and lost souls in search of
themselves, as well as carpetbaggers, wheeler-dealers, and other operators
looking to get in on the ground floor of an unleashed economy that also
seemed to have nowhere to go, after shock therapy, but up.

The Americans, in particular, found needs to fill, and put down roots.
Many resolved their language and licensing problems by mating with
natives, energizing with American can-do spontaneity and ambition the
Czech genius for ingenuity and improvisation. (“Let’s invent the wheel.”
“Let’s write classics.”) They opened pizzerias and piano bars, McDonald’s
and Tex-Mex restaurants; they revitalized the kitchens of the splendid art
nouveau municipal house, Obecni diim, and introduced the bagel,
Czech nouvelle and California cuisines to Prague; they combined
bookstores with coffechouses, started amateur and professional theaters,
fused twenty-first-century computerized quality control with the
sixteenth-century craft of lute-making while learning from the masters
they taught. And they published English-language periodicals.

One of the first YAPs (Young Americans in Prague) was John Allison,
a thirty-year-old journalist who met the mayor of Prague in New York in
1990 and signed on to write letters and speeches in good English for
him. When the mayor was ousted and landed what he considered a
higher position as editor of the Czech-language Playboy, Allison jumped
to a job at Prague Castle and then became editor of Prognosis, a
counterculture English-language fortnightly newspaper. By the time
Prognosis folded in 1995, when the backpackers went home and yuppies
began arriving in droves, Allison had realized a boyhood dream and
joined his hometown newspaper, The Pittsburgh Post-Gazette, as an
opinion-page editor.

Like Allison, some of the young lawyers and accountants who'd
jumped off the Stateside treadmill of working 128 hours a week while
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bucking for elusive partnerships and going bald at thirty-five, went
home with credentials that let them leapfrog the hierarchy.

In the dawn of Prime Minister Viclav Klaus' “Economic Miracle” —
with Prague threatening to become “the Wall Street of the East” —the
Left Bank of the nineties hardly lost its fascination for the media. I
maintained that the career-minded, money-conscious if not money-
oriented, Young Urban Professionals and Young Upwardly-Mobile
Professionals, not all of them terribly young, provided the same glue to
solidify the phenomenon that dilettantes like Harry and Caresse Crosby
had imparted to the rive gauche seven decades earlier; the first three
issues of the literary magazine One Eye Open ( Jednim okem) were put
together during lulls on the night stenographers’ shift at the Prague
office of the Squire Sanders & Dempsey law firm.

“But where, then, is the first novel by Hemingway or Fitzgerald?”
asked the local correspondent of the staid Christian Science Monitor
Radio. Invoking Ezra Pound’s motto of “make it new,” I replied that, “it
probably won't be a first novel; it might be a collage of pubic hair.”
When the interview was aired unedited, the gentleman was fired.

In 1994, a London newspaper, The Independent, send out Humphrey
Carpenter—the Oxford-based author of Genuises Together (1987), the
definitive history of Paris in the twenties—to examine the Prague
phenomenon. His findings were distinctly affirmative:

You carry the Left Bank with you. Paris or Prague, the
Twenties or the Nineties, it isn’t a matter of discovering a
European city and its culture. For Americans, in both places
at both times, it’s been the realization, or the hope, that
something of the laid-back lifestyle and appetite for artistic
experiment of these bohemian communities might filter into
the national character back home.

ALAN L EVY
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RICHARD KATROVAS is the author of Green Dragons (Wesleyan
University Press, 1983), Snug Harbor (Wesleyan, 1986), The Public Mirror
(Wesleyan, 1990), The Book of Complaints (Carnegie-Mellon University
Press, 1993), Prague USA (Portals, 1996), Dithyrambs (Carnegie-Mellon,
1998) and The Republic of Burma Shave (Carnegie-Mellon, 2000). Sweet
Resistance: New and Selected Poems is forthcoming from Carnegie-
Mellon. He has taught at the University of New Orleans since 1983, and
is the founding academic director of the Prague Summer Seminars.

CZECH POETS

MIROSLAV CERVENKA (b. 1932) began his career in 1953 as a regime poet
with a volume of “constructionist” poetry. By the second half of the
decade he had become one of the most vigorous promoters and
practitioners of “the poetry of the everyday” which reinvested Czech
poetry in private life, in individual experience and fecling. In the early
sixties he established himself as one of the nation’s leading literary
theorists, building on the legacy of the thirties’ Prague School of
Linguistics and its related structuralist lines of inquiry. He published on
theoretical issues of poetics, prosody, and “textology” (The Semantic
Structure of the Literary Work, 1978 in German, 1992 in Czech), as well as
on Czech literary history. After 1968 he was banned from publishing and
teaching. His poetry from that period was collected as Tjpewritten
Trilogy (samizdat 1985; 1992). His most recent work, full of irony,
skepticism, highly allusive and brimming with intellectual puns,
appeared in Behind the River (1996).

IVAN DIVIS (1924-1999), early on, was concerned with ethics and
morality, although his work proceeded from a poetic based on word
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enumerations, influenced by stream of consciousness, particularly the
kind practiced by surrealists. In 1969 he left Czechoslovakia for exile in
Germany where he wrote some of his best poetry. His work incorporated
both a longing for his motherland and a powerful indictment of those
who remained behind. At its core, his poetry seems to center on a primal
conflict between an abiding spirituality and an unvarnished nihilism.
His poems since 1989 reflect a desire to be the proverbial “conscience of
the nation.”

SYLVA FISCHEROVA (b. 1963) began publishing in the late eighties. Her
poems from the beginning centered on generational distinctions,
characterizing, often in a tone of ironic politeness, the old regime’s
ideology as the vestige of a spoiled generation of fathers corrupting,
slowly and inexorably, the young (The Trembling of Race Horses, 1986).
Subsequently, her work became more reflective and intellectually
complex (Big Mirrors, 1990), tending most recently toward symbolic,
existentially skeptical perceptions of the world (/n the Underworld City,

1994).

VIOLA FISCHEROVA (b. 1935) left Czechoslovakia in 1968. In exile, she
published sporadically, but her work wasn't “discovered” by Czechs in
her native country until the nineties. Her poetry stands in stark contrast
to the (very male) Czech tradition of strong voices and (often) over-
wrought imagination. In her poems, imagination is less a marter of
artifice than of timely silence. In this respect, her work is reminiscent of
High Modernist Imagism, though she achieves in this minimalist mode
a remarkable degree of personal disclosure.

MIROSLAV HUPTYCH (b. 1952) tends to compose collections of poems
with strict unifying patterns. While his earliest work touched lightly on
principles of the zodiac, subsequent collections have been strongly
concerned with evoking and manipulating the resonances created by
extracting fragments of antiquated zoological textbooks from their
original contexts (An Illustrated Zoology of Species With Hidden Wings,
1989); much of his work has also focused on the juxtaposition of abstract
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tarot symbolism and concrete human experience. His literary activities
have led, quite naturally it seems, to an interest in visual collages; he has
published hundreds of collage illustrations and two calendars, and has
exhibited widely.

IVAN M. JIROUS (b. 1944), originally an art critic, became a leading
figure of the Czech dissident culture during the period of Communist
“Normalization” that followed the Soviet invasion of 1968, and on into
the eighties. He spent several years in Communist prisons for organizing
illegal rock concerts, art exhibitions and “happenings.” His poetry is
based on an extreme iconoclasm, relative to all social stereotypes and
“official” values, contrasting with a deep sense of spiritual devotion
grounded in Christian faith. His poems mix the banal and vulgar with a
sense of the divine, and are often cast in traditional forms of rhyme and
meter. Under the communist regime, he published only in samizdat.
Magor’s Swan Songs were published in exile; a collection of his poetry did
not appear in the Czech Republic until 1998.

EMIL JULIS (b. 1920) developed in the fifties a style of composition
centered on recording everyday events and utterances in textual collages
to stress the cruelty and meaninglessness of social existence at thar time.
He was not published until the Prague Spring of the sixties when
restrictions on publishing were temporarily eased (Progressive
Unhappiness, 1965). He became one of the leading practitioners of
“concrete” visual poetry, exploring graphic presentation, textuality, and
the relationship between verbal and visual arts. His experiments
developed into mathematical constructions. In 1970, under the post-
1968 regime, all copies of The New Land, a collection based on these
experiments, were destroyed as soon as they were printed. The book was
reprinted in 1992. Since the seventies, when he was banned from
publishing, his poetry has become more meditative and reflective.

JIRT RULF (b. 1947) was published “officially” near the end of the

eighties; the best of his work analyzes the loss of values and the bad faith
of the period following the Prague Spring of 1968 and ending with the
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Velvet Revolution (A Prospect For an Observation Tower, 1988, and Radio
Bat, 1992). Since the first half of the nineties, during which his work
tended to be extremely abstract and even moralistic, he has regained and
even exceeded his earlier form with The Provincial Elegies (1999), offering
a poetry that blends narrative and meditation focused through a
vivifying and condensing imagination. He brings back into Czech poetry
a strong stress upon cthics without presuming to preach. He is also a
journalist and translator of librettos.

KAREL SIKTANC (b. 1929) began writing “politically correct” Party-line
poetry, but then found his real voice and developed his own style at the
end of the fifties. His poems embody complex sound play, by turns
cuphonious and cacophonous. They are highly allusive parables that
reference Scriptures, myths, and literature but always center on everyday
experience (Adam and Eve, 1968). The speaker of his poems, the fictional
self from whom they issue, seems by turns a priest and die-hard skeptic
confused and lost in the world (Czech Horologe, samizdat, 1978; 1990).
Grounded in quotidian detail, his poems address the universal themes of
love, death and the mystery of existence directly and broadly (7he Dance
of Death, 1992).

BOZENA SPRAVCOVA (b. 1963) writes whimsical and dark poems that
center on fragmented narratives. Her work reflects a decidedly
postmodern reality in which rotten “traditional” values and institutions
have been replaced by mere fakery and crassness. Her poetry is unique in
its exploration of feminist issues. (Goulash Made from a Blue Cow, 1994;
Warnings, 1996).

PAVEL SRUT (b. 1942) developed a poetics in the sixties, based on
“demetaphorization,” fragments of stories and utterances reflecting a
sense of the limits of meaning (Vowel Changes, 1967). Banned after the
Prague Spring, he made his living translating, writing lyrics for
underground rock bands, and books for children that are famous for
their wit, wisdom and humor. After twenty years of “official” silence, his
work began to appear again after 1989, reflecting archetypal modern
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tarot symbolism and concrete human experience. His literary activities
have led, quite naturally it seems, to an interest in visual collages; he has
published hundreds of collage illustrations and two calendars, and has
exhibited widely.

IVAN M. JIROUS (b. 1944), originally an art critic, became a leading
figure of the Czech dissident culture during the period of Communist
“Normalization” that followed the Soviet invasion of 1968, and on into
the eighties. He spent several years in Communist prisons for organizing
illegal rock concerts, art exhibitions and “happenings.” His poetry is
based on an extreme iconoclasm, relative to all social stereotypes and
“official” values, contrasting with a deep sense of spiritual devotion
grounded in Christian faith. His poems mix the banal and vulgar with a
sense of the divine, and are often cast in traditional forms of rhyme and
meter. Under the communist regime, he published only in samizdat.
Magor’s Swan Songs were published in exile; a collection of his poetry did
not appear in the Czech Republic until 1998.

EMIL JULIS (b. 1920) developed in the fifties a style of composition
centered on recording everyday events and utterances in textual collages
to stress the cruelty and meaninglessness of social existence at that time.
He was not published until the Prague Spring of the sixties when
restrictions on publishing were temporarily cased (Progressive
Unhappiness, 1965). He became one of the leading practitioners of
“concrete” visual poetry, exploring graphic presentation, textuality, and
the relationship between verbal and visual arts. His experiments
developed into mathematical constructions. In 1970, under the post-
1968 regime, all copies of The New Land, a collection based on these
experiments, were destroyed as soon as they were printed. The book was
reprinted in 1992. Since the seventies, when he was banned from
publishing, his poetry has become more meditative and reflective.

JIRT RULF (b. 1947) was published “officially” near the end of the
eighties; the best of his work analyzes the loss of values and the bad faith
of the period following the Prague Spring of 1968 and ending with the
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Velvet Revolution (A4 Prospect For an Observation Tower, 1988, and Radio
Bat, 1992). Since the first half of the nineties, during which his work
tended to be extremely abstract and even moralistic, he has regained and
even exceeded his earlier form with The Provincial Elegies (1999), offering
a poetry that blends narrative and meditation focused through a
vivifying and condensing imagination. He brings back into Czech poetry
a strong stress upon ethics without presuming to preach. He is also a
journalist and translator of librettos.

KAREL SIKTANC (b. 1929) began writing “politically correct” Party-line
poetry, but then found his real voice and developed his own style at the
end of the fifties. His poems embody complex sound play, by turns
euphonious and cacophonous. They are highly allusive parables that
reference Scriptures, myths, and literature but always center on everyday
experience (Adam and Eve, 1968). The speaker of his poems, the fictional
self from whom they issue, seems by turns a priest and die-hard skeptic
confused and lost in the world (Czech Horologe, samizdat, 1978; 1990).
Grounded in quotidian detail, his poems address the universal themes of
love, death and the mystery of existence directly and broadly (7he Dance
of Death, 1992).

BOZENA SPRAVCOVA (b. 1963) writes whimsical and dark poems that
center on fragmented narratives. Her work reflects a decidedly
postmodern reality in which rotten “traditional” values and institutions
have been replaced by mere fakery and crassness. Her poetry is unique in
its exploration of feminist issues. (Gowulash Made from a Blue Cow, 1994;

Warnings, 1996).

PAVEL SRUT (b. 1942) developed a poctics in the sixties, based on
“demetaphorization,” fragments of stories and utterances reflecting a
sense of the limits of meaning (Vowel Changes, 1967). Banned after the
Prague Spring, he made his living translating, writing lyrics for
underground rock bands, and books for children that are famous for
their wit, wisdom and humor. After twenty years of “official” silence, his
work began to appear again after 1989, reflecting archetypal modern
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motifs: vanity, loneliness, the inability to rise above the quotidian and
petty. Fragments of stories throughout his work are continually
rewritten, re-conceived and reevaluated such that it is almost impossible
to extract a poem not only from the context of the particular book in
which it appears, but from the context of all his writing.

JACHYM TOPOL (b. 1962) was banned from attending a university or
seeking any other form of higher education because his father was a
famous dissident playwright. He became one of his generation’s
underground cultural leaders. His poetry creates a simple flow of
associations and utterances that cry out against a lack of authenticity and
social virtue (/ Love You Madly, 1990). What began as an acid-tongued
attack on Communist culture has broadened into a more general critique
of Western civilization (7here Will Be a War on Tuesday, 1992). Most of
his poetic production occurred before the Velvet Revolution and the first
couple of years after. He has through the nineties concentrated on
writing prose fiction. His postmodern, polyphonic novel Sister received
broad critical acclaim at home and abroad. Two novellas, A Trip to the
Train Station (1995) and Angel (1995) followed.

EXPATRIATE POETS

LOUIS ARMAND, an Australian, is a poet and painter who teaches
literature at Charles University in Prague, where he is completing
doctoral work. His poems are reprinted from Anatomy Lessons (x-poezie,
Prague/New York, 1999).

VINCENT FARNSWORTH was born in rural Las Vegas, Nevada, U.S.A. In
the nineties he edited the Bay Area newsletter AMP before becoming the
Managing Editor of JEJUNE: america eats its young magazine. He is the
author of Little Twirly Things (Norton Coker Press, San Francisco, 1991).
He is also a musician and collage artist.
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PAUL POLANSKY is from Mason City, lowa, U.S.A. These poems are
from Stray Dog (G plus G, Prague, 1999). He is the editor of Antonin
Duvordk, My Father (Czech Historical Research Center, Spillville, 1993),
Otakar Dvorék’s biography of the famous composer, and the author of
the poetry collection Living Through it Twice (G plus G, 1998), an oral
histories collection, Black Silence (G plus G, 1998) and a novel, The
Storm (G plus G, 1999).

JUSTIN QUINN is an Irish poet teaching literature at Charles University
in Prague.

JENNY SMITH is a founding member of the Prague School of Poetics,
and the author of Egon (Involute Press, 1999), and several plays.

SHARON SWINGLE once wrote by day and worked for an opulent
American law firm by night in Prague. This piece originally appeared in
the 1992 debut issue of YAZZYK magazine, a short-lived but powerful
English-language publication published and edited by Anthony Ozuna,
Doug Hajek and Laura Busheikin.

LUCIEN ZELL was born in Los Angeles. He has traveled widely and
currently lives in Prague with his spouse Aniko and their daughter Eden.
These poems are reprinted from 7he Sad Cliffs of Light (Dharma Gaia

Press, Prague, 1999).

ESSAYISTS

GWENDOLYN ALBERT is the California-born editrix of JEJUNE: america
eats its young magazine. A 1989 Fulbright scholar, her poetry, essays,
fiction and interviews have been published in the small presses of the
Czech Republic, the Ukraine, and the U.S., and in many on-line venues.
She is the author of dogs (1991) and green, green (1992), both from
Norton Coker Press, San Francisco.
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PETR A. BILEK teaches literary theory and modern literature in the
Czech Literature Department of the Faculty of Philosophy and Arts of
Charles University in Prague. In 1992 he published two definitive books
on contemporary Czech poetry and poetics (The “Generation” of Lonely
Runners, and The Windbuilders). He has numerous published articles,
essays, and reviews in Czech and in English. In the spring of 2000, he
was a visiting professor at Brown University.

ALAN LEVY is the founding editor of the Prague Post. His forty-year
career as an expatriate journalist has included publication in leading
English-language journals including Life, The New York Times, and the
International Herald Times. His books include So Many Heroes, an
eyewitness account of the Soviet invasion of Czechoslovakia, and the
controversial and critically-acclaimed The Wiesenthal Files, for which he
was named U. S. Author of the Year in 1995.

TRANSLATORS

JIRI FLAJSAR is a Ph.D. candidate at Palacky University where he also
teaches creative writing and American Studies. His dissertation will
concentrate on, among other American poets, Richard Hugo and Philip
Levine. His English-language poems have appeared in Ellipsis and
Sequoya Review.

DEBORAH GARFINKLE is completing her dissertation in the Slavic
Studies program at University of Texas at Austin. She is a poet and

translator whose work has appeared widely. She lives in Prague as a
Fulbright scholar.

ROBERT HYSEK is a Ph.D. candidate at Palacky University, where he is
also a teaching assistant.

EMA JELINKOVA, a Ph.D. candidate at Palacky University, teaches
nineteenth century British literature.
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EMA KATROVAS attends school in New Orleans and Prague.

MATTHEW SWENEY, M.A., teaches American Literature at Palacky
University.

DOMINIKA WINTEROVA holds a Ph.D. from Charles University in
Comparative Linguistics and Literature. She is a freelance interpreter
and translator, and in-country coordinator of the Prague Summer
Seminars. Her translations of Czech poetry and prose have appeared in
Indiana Review, New England Review, New Orleans Review, and Poetry
East.

VISUAL ARTISTS

A. E. FOURNET, the recipient of many honors for her photographs, has
both taught and exhibited widely in the U.S. and Europe. She is the
Director of Photography for the Prague Summer Seminars, and she lives
in San Diego, California. In these images from her Litost series, she
works with a sense of nostalgia and regret for the things that have been
disappearing since the Velvet Revolution under the onslaught of change
in the Czech Republic.

JAN VOLF attended the school of graphic arts on Hollarovo Ndmést{ in
Prague. He does not swim in the dim and muddy waters of hardly
recognizable and ambivalent philosophical abstractions. He expresses
real conflicts. We are in a situation. There is no way out. We have to
swallow or be swallowed. We are an imp, a flying beast, a bird-eater, a
flydragon or dragonchap. His work is created in the isolation of his
studio, where a man is separated from the rest of the world. Here in
lights, or rather in shadows, minimal creatures are born. Fresh lines are
brought to life by cigarette smoke. The artist is attacked by those tiny
creatures. The beasts bite the very hand that gives them life, and the
artist suffers, and is happy to suffer, because suffering is a form of love.
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