S€s genoux,

IIs ont dit que c'était tout froid et ol donc vous étes — dit Keka
€N passant. Elle me caressait les cheveux en Tépétant: y a Pas de mal,
¥ a pas de mai,

Qu'ils aillent iSe faire tout froid dans la tombe, je vous jure y—
gémit ma grand’mere; et levant les bras, elle trordt la serviette, si vio-
lemment que de ETosses gouttes de vinaigre vinrenr tu; €clabousser Ia
poitrine. Qui a Inauit Uenrant en tentation, c’est Pas eux, hein, ¢est pas
eux?... Combien de fois §ai dit 5 cet imbecile que lenfant ne dojt pas
coucher avec eux dans Ia chambre. .. Mais cause canse Pas... ah! —
elle cria, ef, interloquée, ejle se donna un grand coup sur [a bouche. Le
diable m'a Picoré la raison jusqu'au dernier grain...a ta santé¢, Béelze-
buth, patron de I'enfer, trinque avec le cerveau de la vieille Ana . . il doit
Ies rouler dans 1a farine avant de les mettre 3 1a poéle, hein Keka? . o Je
n'en ai plus, voila, ma tate résenne comme une coloquinte sur un filet
de péche, tiens — et elle faisait deg clins d'oeil 3 Keka, eile braniait
du chef eg ¢clatait d’un rire amer. Quand je vois comme je parle devang
un enfant... Alors c’est tout froid: Sainte Vierge! s; Y a pas de quoi
tomber fou quand on entend fa... Lave bien, que ca soit bien desin.
fecté ... Lave lai ses petites dents, tu vois bien qu’elles sont pleines
de sang, ah Sainte Vierge, aidez.nous! Elles sont toutes bien a leur
Flace? Ah, Saine Vierge, c'est que la catin, elle g un beau morceay de
main et quand eile tg retourne une caleite ... pauvre petit enfant 3
Sa grand’meére, on va tout bien nettoyer... va t'en bobo, allez, va t'en.,,

Keka m'a ouvert la bouche toyte grande et [g grand’'mére s
baissée en sappuvant suyr I'épauie de Keka, eile touchait et Keka tavajt
mes lévres, humecrair Mes gencives . | | La, ca fait Pas mal, Ja, pas mal
du tout, 4, 1a, un sucre d'orge, I3 — disait ma grand'meére, quj remuait
les joues et |os Yeux dés que le vinaigre me mordait |a Muqgueuse. Moj,
je [roncais [e 1ez, et elle me tatait lag dents du bout dy ddigt, I'une apres
l'autre, pour voir s'il n'y en avait pas une de déchaussée.

Va t'en, démon, allez, va ten — cria Keka en jetan:t le reste de
Veau er dy vinaigre dans fe buisson,

Ca ne luj passera pas sj vite, faut Das croire — dit mgq grand’meére
C se passant ja serviette humide sur le cou et gy la nuque. Je lui
tordrai I'échine comme 4 un chat ef Que sa mére ne vienpe Pas se pré-
senter devant mg porie parce qu'elle verra, .,

Nous NOUS sommes mis en TOUIE 4 petits pas, ma grand'meére
d’abord puis TEOL, appuyé sur Keka,

Extrait duy roman »Soirs d'été«

Traduit par Tanine Matilion
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VLADO GOTOVAC

Elements of Silence

Introduction or the Network of Our Time

WE CANNOT 5ay 1o what extent we depend on each other, bur the
interdependence is genera]. For, even the isolation thar S0mMeE attempt 1)
achieve, is 3 form of dependence. Thjs does not mean that modern
societies are merelyv accidenta; results of that intricare network bv which
this age is to be distinguished from ajl others; when the network means
danger, the age tights it in various ways. ’

Considerable uncertainty, naturally, causes, anxiety, and it is cagv
to understand the efforts directed towards controling those elemenis
whicly if, let loose, could threaten the modern world, The wish to bri z
at least the elementary security from annihilation intg the spontansous
community, holding many discords and cnmities, g growing ever more
intense. And, although that wish might be taken for granted, it is in
dispute ail the time. The instinet for survival has been vanquished by
the ideas about the organization of the world to such an extent that
the very burpose of Srganizing it has heen forgotten. Wil our descen-
dants, provided they are given the chance to live, be able 10 understand
OUr present position? I doubt it, [ greatly doubt it, The world can look
as it now looks once only and then it must either disappear, or become
4 complete enigmy to our descendants,

The modern man looks at hijy own life, at hig own fate as il it were
something happening before his eves quite independem}y of him. Al
aspects of an evens Seem to belong to g Story which he merely has 1p
estimate. The Present situation, thag absolutely incomprehensihle po-
sition of man surrounded by danger from al] sides, created b man
himself, can be explained only by thig alienation. He found himself
unprepared: looking in the mirror he seems Lo see the face of 5 mighty
apparition instead of his own features. And that is the riddle of his
own heart, of hijs own being, the ridd]e he forgot whilst conguering
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things, Everyone has his counterpart, but they do not recognize each
other,

The ghost is in our hearts then: it has left its traces wherever man's
cautiousness failed for a moment, where he hesitated, however brietly,
withdrew, or gave up. When he learnt 1o recognize his own story in these
fraces, paving the price with the maximum of suffering, he easily came
to believe that the story was finished for good. Let us say frankly: it is
hard to get man to actepl responsibility for his world. This explains the
horror of fascism — and the irony directed towards the handfu] of
those who. lost somewhere in the world, protest against nuclear weapons,
We are not ashamed by our own helpiessness, we admit to it because
this sets us free of responsibility. But the peace we buv with forsaking,
or giving up, that sacrilice of the worid and of oursejves ends in a
dangercus weakness which crime exploits quickly and ruthlessly.

The network of interdependence is also the net of danger. We have
to accept i, for ir is the way of existence of the modern world. We
are all open to cur personal as well as 1o the general weakness — angd
virtue, 1t is not possible to share only good with the world — no
matter who creared it. If we accept that co-operation as a responsibility,
40l as a anonvmous eXpanse in which we can disappear free of any
obligation, we must address the worid and ourselves simultaneously, It
would be ideal 1o Larry out every plan as if it were part of a warld-pian,
ho matfer how ifAsignificant it might be — and no matter how paiireric
and faise ir might look |this remark is for the ironic and weary who
pay attention g dppearances .. )

There are customs completely opposed to each other all over the
word, and their first sign, a sign which attracts many as a promise of
Some good to come, is silence. Once more, it deludes many, its warmt
fauses once more man's heart 1o beat more stowly, deceiving the heart
which so often believes in the gradual and life-saving expansion of that
silence which, in fact, means 2 growth of danger. For silence is not
a dream of passion; it is man's dream. .

Stage and Auditorium at Once

TODAY, the whole world is both a Stage and an auditorium, But no
one knows when they are actors and when spectators. The frontier is
only within us, i js something ing i i
of us is both actor and spectalor at the same time. At the moment when
we are watching a scene, we are, for others, its participants. And, vice
Versa: it comes down to the same thing. Each of us tries to oppose that
uncertainty first nof gjf by creating situations with single meanings.
The art of acting is of little help in this attempt. That is why we try
to transform the world, or as much of it as possible, into a spectacle
of which we are merely onlookers. By puitting uncertainty aside we
abandon the world.

But the world in which we take no part is a fading scene turning
into  emptiness which destroys us in the end. Running away, man takes
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the place of vanished gods, the place where he, too, disappears. For,
the downfai] of ihe gods began when they turned into sSpectators.

Coming so dangerously cloge to selt-annihifation, man turns to
things: by nelping a blade of grass we are heiping ourseives. The scene
tn which man finds himself enclosed is of his own choice ang has no
other meantng. For others it ig a private game. Long ago homgo ludens
may yet have had some mmeaning in the tace of God. But before an
empty heaven his Zame s a sad display of impotence. The world does
not disappear ip it, but time disintegrates; the Private man loses fiis
contemporarics. He takes part in a scheme, made by others: he hag a
walking-on part in history. His pleasure is due to the fact that he has
RO responsibility, And, on the other hand. the fact of his being able
to see who is tht actar and to follow his faia which never invalyves him,
is the basis of his illusion abour his OWIt superiority.

Yet, in spite of turning the worlg into a stage, we cannot escape
its atmosphere: the doom of our time is in our hearts. And just as a
flower cannot make the Spring come before its time, in the same way
Wwe cannot build a finjte certainty in our lonely hearts unless we turn
to the world and seek certainty for everyone. But this is then ng more
a voice of a private individual, bur the voice of the one crving in the
wilderness, under ap unknown sky which through his words becomes
man's property for the first time. The private individual is no loneiy
hermit, he is runaway. That is why only impotence blossoms in him,
caused by his inability ro AcCept uncertainty, the only wav to beauty.
That simile exhausts man’s existence, but not hig fate. The danger of
running awayv lies exactly in making a final break with the only difle-
rence between us and all existence, for only man has creazed his world.
That privilege, the core of his Ereainess, does not lead him away from
the earth, but it does make his harvests from the earth taste bitrer.
And because of those crops and harvests he always dreams of Hlowers,
birds, and of everything which recieves its skv along with its Hfe. The
private individua] goes back to that dream ard quietly disappears into i1

Heaven and earth have a mutualiy corrosive effect ot our whole
horizon. Buyt, by opposing our private dream we do not doom urselves
to eternal unrést, bur show our decision 1o create a world in which
we can flourish without any loss wharsoever,

The Private World as a Renunciation

THOSE WHO in their own loss see a rossiblity [or the world's gain
are fewer and fewer, We have come to long for peace, silence, ceriainty.
balance. The desire is justified, but the Way 1o achieve it is wrong: e
do not abolish that which threaiens ugé: “we merely give up asking
questions. To general Uncertainty we oppose our private world believipe
that there is no use in meddling with things we cannor change, This is
true, but only when proven. Every one of ns has to underigke cvorything
after all the Others, regardiess of their results. The modern world is
a great theme not to be relinquished any longer.
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We are no nihilists — though we have accepted many forms of jife
which oniy nihilism makes possible — because we do not negaie anvth-
ing. We are melancholic, we suffer from nostalgia. Great thoughts, great
ideas are stil] réspected in our world, but in g way as though we cop-
sidered them obsolere and useless. Qur reasons are not lacking in
warmith, but in passion. We have the look of a man careful not to trip
over something whilst a whole building totters about him. Men defend
themselves from danger by living their private lives only.

Our world is becoming a contrast to our time, an ever increasing
contrast. We have divided the world's fate from our own — and thus
lost them both, Every one of us is creating his own peace only, his own
safety, forgetting that the creation of an exclusively private world is
the greatest danger of all. Turned towards our own centre we are lost
to others.

Our feeling of helplessness has valid Feasons: our hearts are stij]
in our withdrawal, For, in spite of evervthing we still do not withdraw
from tife. This means that our trust in the world's fate is still aljve
in us, and that we are optimists who prefer not to act. But it is dan-
gerous to exhaust one's confidence for private purposes only. The world
needs a less reasonable-energy, be it even darker by its attitudes: the
future is rea! only for those whe fight for it,

There is another equally great danger of abstract work for g world
which docs not realiy exist anywhere, of work for an idea, work which
floats in a vacuum unrelated to anything. This oaly shows that we have
grown impotent in g different way, but the result is the same, Each
single one of us has to live the necessary forms of his own private
world, of his own irevitable measure of loneliness. He who attempts
to iavri the world without thinking of himself i that world is dangerous
to both,

. The basis of our world is reasonable, boring and dead. Every choice
Is made according to its practical value. The modery man is just sen-
sible envugh to save his own skin. The tivial optimism of g businessman,
the egoism of ruthless sensualiity. the paranocid imagination — they are
all elements of thig time of which sensible instruments in the power
of irrational forces are characteristic. The decrease of ideals ig accom-
panied by the increase of obsessions, by the loss of convictions — fana-
ticism, weakening of the spirit — sirengthening of instincts, This con-
tradiction leads to annihilation.

Reason cannot conquer the irrational. Its results are, inzvitably,
merely the means 1o an end. However oppused to instincts, it finaljy
leads 1o thejr victory, Only in the world where reason i subject to spi-
rituq[ AMMS. where it works with those aims in view carried by hostile
passion, oniv there can it work in accordance with itself, for iis rights
and duties always lie outside it The private with its material order
of things as an exclusive realm of the human is in agreement with the
realm of reason. It is there that forces which are quite opposed to it
and stronger than it, come to life, for thev are basic and general, To
destroy man does not mean o destroy life. That is why we still are
under the delusion that the reason can Serve as the basis of the human,
— Reasonabie life g a life in which man disappears.

The adventure for the modern man begins on his own threshhold.
But by stepping over it he does not become g hero: the journey outside
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is undertaken only as a requital for the freedom in his gwn home, for
his own peace, — Loneliness weighs heavily on the Private man whe
joins the others only in fun, in obiivion.

A nobler death, death better than that by anaemia, or playing about
in the void, awaits those who Jjve by memories. Looking at the world
of the dead, at ali that is living or dead in their works, fike all beings
to whom any time is the same time, they lose themselves graduailv,
holding on to the completed pasr, replacing by their own life the void.
For there is no completed past for those whe create: tor them exisis
that which still is as well as that which never was. In everv creation
a new past emerges.

Life obviously, in our time at least, goes on regardless of anv
knowledge. No one can say that this age knows little, ver there was
no world in which knowledge meant so little, I am not speaking of
solutions which were Suggested, but of a generally agreed opinicn of
evaluation of the facts. As for the solutions, there are sg many of them
just because none of them was carried through to the end. In the general
lack of stability man decided 1o undertake a total experiment. All plans
oifer the minimum of safetv and were made, one could aimost say, only
with the purpose to show what was wrong in them or how long thev
were going to last, if they were arbitrarily made. The most clear-sighted
among us are the least cheerfui, They often dream abour the renewal
of the myth and sq, through their passion for man, lose touch with
reality. That contradiction results in the hitherto unknown impatence
of creative people. Great ideas are without exception proclaimed beauti-
ful, in other words futile.

The modern creative minds are threatened by the worst of all
dangers: to remain without a task. The dilemma between play and
work is the dilemma of a choice of deaths. To create today, comes ever
more 1o mean to live a worthwhile life. All forms of individual defensle
of worth show that it is stil] being looked at frem a vanishing worid.
We cannot Justify any work by itself, Instead of turning to creation we
turn to facts; we live in the certainty of individual experience, of col-
lective awareness of practical, reasonable activity,

Along with the dying or already dead world dies a part of us, We
are the last survivors of a past time and the first of the future — 3
generation on the brink of the abyss. With a new Cconsciousness appear-
ing on the horizon, trained te guess its presence but unable to se¢ it with
these eyes looking from a great distance (of the past), we are justified
in our anxiousness, for the end of this history may also mean the end
of man himself. For the first time this is no mysticism of apocalyptic
visions, but a real possibility of modern techrotogical means. The
laying of blame on the tools shows how great the danger is. That unrest,
removed at a certain distance from everyday forms of life on which it
throws trembling reverberations through apprehension, is the cause of
the present denial just as it will become, when it reaily reaches everv
life, death or the driving force of & future world. That 1s why 'wve have
to find at this moment not the image of things to corae, but a way to
become familiar with al the dangers,

The only task is to make evervbody face the same question. What
cannot be seen or understond, cannot he avoided. I believe only those
who help our time to become what it really is for everyone, which means
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I believe those wheo understand that a private world leads to annihi-
Iat}on. to that from which we ought to brotect ourselves, and that the
private is a death trap, which, again, means [ believe those who are
:'iegl(i_vttod overtake the worfd’sb fate by their own fate in a passicnate,
lolent  dramatic way accessib) — i ibli
exists in (i S was sible to everyone if such a possiblity
We can be saved only by the poignant emptiness appearing there
where greatness was. The sight of those who have taken upon t?lemsel»
ves the »sins of the worlds tike saints and children, has never made
the world happy, but it always reminded it of greainess beginning at
" the point swhere privaieness ends. For: everyone is responsib[ecfor
evervihing — only this attitude leads to salvation.

The Need For Truth

ONE DOES NOT die for truth any more. Pilate’s question lost its
dramatic etfect by the dint of different interpretations. In the past, the
atgument lead o conviction, and that was enough for acting and dying.
T_hr: world was activated by righteousness and fréedom, the two createst
discoveries of truth. Stretched between the endless poles of eternvity and
af the evervdav, the independence of truth lost its efficacity, not its
mearming. Indifferent towards those who possessed it, the same in every
service, it finailv became part of policy. That is why there were no
more those who were willing to die for it regardiess of other aims.
Man responded to truth by indifference, -

The long story of that cold association begins to kindle again: as
the world becomes more just and free, truth becomes*more and more
a question of man’s climate of opinion. But its one time dramatic ways
Teturn no more, for the part it plavs in our fate is based onlv on its
relation 1o eternity. The return of passionate desire for truth does not
necessarily mean the return of the danger that passion brings.

The first sings of this development are overshadowed by our time
shatiered bv hitherto unknown threats tg human existence. But annihi-
lation can uever be a substitute for pain and suffering in man's creation,
Death results in impotence, suffering in action. That is why the modern
man withdraws replacing the private expanse of his own creation, which
comes to COVEr ever more Increasingly his whole existence, with the
general unceriainty. Within this areg lies the scope of his own truth,
There_are fewer-and fewer of those who accept the new positiun of
truth in the world, and so the gap between the individual fate and the
fate of the world grows wider all the time. The apparent authenticity
of man’s custence without responsibifity towards the world, created
by his rerounciation of it, is a fertile soil for the horrors to which we
are exposed. Instead of 5 person, appears the dual man who is an empty
space berween two different shores: the shore of authentic existence
and the shore of the world, The more his being is corroded by a feeling
of futility, the more are his actions deprived of hypocrisy, and thev
become more and more indifferent. On lossing his responsibility, he
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awalts commands. This readiness, opposed to freedor_n, this passive ni-
hilism of man without a world, threatens in its basis existence itself.
Horror becomes a part of man’s heart.

The old habit of relinquishing the world to those who act withoust
asking themselves how much they really can influence events or to
what extent they can direct them, who wonder about their ability to
direct them, still creates a pleasant haze of Irresponsibility, By ceasing
te worry about the world, man feels secure. This is a paradox of every
outlook which claims that human existence has a meaning cutside itself.
But the atmosphere of that dream has vanished: we are awake and
doomed to the world. Who does not find reason for rejoicing in this, will
never find it.

The position of ‘this greatness without hope is simultaneous with
the ever greater anonymity in man's work: there is an increasing number
of fields of activity in which the subject is a group of people. Collective
work is not, and cannot be, a sum of individual work; it is thar which
is common to all individuals, that is impersonal. And the spreading of
anonymity brings an increase of irresponsibility. This suppruzsses the
individual person who then resist through collecting stamps, nursing
rabbits, making excursions in the COUNLrY, or in some other similar
fashion. The private world becomes a sterile toy and man becomes 2
childish amateur taking part in a specialized field of ac:ivity. He is the

ideal representative of a truth which may or may not exist. Awakenine
from one dream, man tends towards another: to material well-he: 2
which makes fewer and fewer demands on him. A haze of oblivion
rises between a purposeless world and our murual requests. That
anaestherizing of the need for truth is the result of our progress, of
the truth of its discoveries, of its achievements. But they are completety
indifferent to man and to whatever might befall him in his search for
them or in his use of them, they do not care what man is and what
he wants. Progress is in the final analysis an increase of known facts.
That accumulation is connected with a growing wealth which becomes
the basis of life’s values. There is an sver increasing number of instru-
ments in the orchestra which plays us to sleep,

The opposite to the dream surrounding us can be only the guestion
about the meaning of truth, not the question: what is truth. And that
meaning always claims to posses the dignity of truth about any other
relevant fact. By limiting the coice of truths which he evzluates, a
person shows what man represents for it in the world. From the moment
the choice has been made those truths have become different from what
they were before: they acquire their meaning within an outlook on life,
a meaning which that outlook attempis to prove true. The individual
who does not need such a relation to truth, the individual indifferent
to the meaning of truths forsakes the world and himself by such an
attitude. For truths may be in the service of justice and frecdom, but
they alss may be used for servitude and lawlessness. And only when
man puts an end to this lasr possibilitv through the awareness of a
certain meaning of his own existence, onlv then will truth return to its
original place: it will affirm that the world has no purpose and tha: it
is us who must create it. The command inherent in the first, ariginal,
position of truth has once revealed justice and freedom; today that
command reveals that man has nothing left but man himself and that
this is the only help we can reckon with in surviving within the limits
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