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NOTE ON THE POET

Born in 1966,
tio books of poeis,
essatys ow fili, literature, comic books, and rock’n"roll

A journalist af “Nedjeljna Dabmacija” (Spiit).
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BILJESKA O AUTORU

Miljenko Jergovic roden je 1966,

Doije kifige pjesama,

eseji o filinu, knjiZevnosh, striptt | rock-1e.
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Novinar “Nedjelfne Dalmacife”.
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CARVER

F've done almost everything

To make things right

Every part of the day fus its own piciure

Sleep carty in the morning, { imagive a millonan in white
Out of sone other recent tme, ntoon is a truck

Turning i a narrow strect, among pedestrians

Adear dog shakes off leas in the warm exlanst's breath
Night is slecp again, lights of bygone neon lamps

The hife of  ticket punclrer i a disco-club, pissiig,

['ee done alwnost everything

To niake things right

T've got eitough money io do this

Words muke me happy when I read them the next day

18

CARVER

Utinfo st vec skoro sve

Da stvari budu kako freba

Suako doba dana fma svoju sliku

Rentimt jutrom san, zmistjant mijekare i bijefom
Iz drugog nedavniog vremena, podne je kmnion
Okrede se na uskof ulici, izmedu pjesaka

Dragi pas otresa buhe na toplom dali auspuha
Nocu je opet s, sujedla prostilt neona

Zivot cjepacn kuraln n disco ki, mokrenje
Ucinio san vec skoro sve

Da stoard brdu knko treba.

Tunam dovoljno novea dn ovo mog Ciniti

Rijeci me rnduju knda il sutrn procitam
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A SICKENING SCENE FROM THE MESS-ROOM, MUCNI PRIZOR [Z VOJNICKE BLAGOVAONICE,

FALL1984 _ S JESENI1934.
i
Smifing cows on corned beef cans, Nasmijana goveda ia konzervi mesnog nareska.
We clew their fiees for breakfnst. Nijihova lica Zvacemo 2 dorucak.
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CITY BOMBING

Tn & tivifight shadow I read a book

Words getting almost inzisible, but I dare not
Switch en the light

Foriflde

Everything will change

I the arrangement of things within e room
In the arrangernent of things within myself
Thie souls in a plastic pail filled with water
Turn inside

And darken long and painfully

Wihile int the distance one can Jiear

The engines of supersoittc guils

Co———-—

BOMBARDIRANJE GRADA

U sjent sumraka Cikum knfige
Swve slabije vidim, ali ne smijem
Upaliti svjetlo

Ako upalim

Sve fe se provjenitt

U rasporedy stvart u sobi

U rasporedy stvart u sebi
Duse u plasticnoj kantict sa vodom
Okreu se wnulra

{ tamne dugo i bolio

Dok se iz daljine cuju motori

Nadzoucnih galebova
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BLUES OF A STOPPED CLOCK

Once in a hundred years

Auetremn arrives the lnst day of july
Twake up, it's sunday

The streets are covered with fallen feaves
Like in first homeworks

Drops freeze on checkbones

In fact

1t was onty an unexpected hail

Seldiers freezing in open-air restauranits

The wonided laying dows on checkered tablecloths
T fightinng stopped becanse of hail

Everything is fike in Hhose old tines

Whe tonrists suiking becanse of bad weather

Drted their fowels in hotel rooms

{2
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BLUES ZAUSTAVLJENOG SATA

Jednom u stoljecn

Jesent dolazi postiednjeg srpanjskog dana
Budim se, nedjeljn je

Seuda po ulicama opalo je lisce

Kao 1t proim skolskim zadacama

Mrzmt se kapi na jogodicama

Zapravo

Bila je to samo iznenadna tudi

Vojiici se mrziy po bastama restormna
Ranjenict su polegli niz kockaste stofnjake
Borbe st prestale zbog grada

Sue e ko 1t davno doba

Knida ste turistt mrzovoljui zbog eremena

Susili frotir u sobaina
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HIMMEL COMANDO

At the square the albanians light
Candies for the dead

A hmm‘red_for one

The whole square ablaze

Every half hour planes s000p in

Pnffz'ng tfem ont

Yot H:e)."?:'cken'rsgﬂnmes remain

Numberin ¢ i dead

Ddifferent wwe watch aside

Do see titat will run out first
Ment of matchies

Or plases of futel

(Pristina, 1 990)
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HIMMEL COMANDO

Ni trgu albanci svojim mrivima

U pomen pale svijece

Sto za jednoga

Cijeli trg gori

Svakih pola sata  brisucem letu

Avtoni il gase

Ipak ostane plumicaka
Kofiko je bifo mrivih

Mi ravnodusni gledamo sa strane

Koga ée prije nestati
Ljuifi sa Sibicama

1 avionskog goriva

{Pristina 1990)
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RABBIT SHRIEKS

It & wooden floor basemeny
He used to slaughter rabbits every saturday
Their voices resembied 2 man’s whe after years of silence
Wits driven fo unbearaple despair
But soon they fell stfent
Long before pigs
And inucl: more clen] Iy
Their skin crucified af the doors,
Nailed dowon, it appearaice
To me insulting to christ
Sunday Iunch was filled with shrieks
Suddent sansen gnd staps across the table
That made the plates clay g
And the pride swell foralong future
Until I mapaged fo escape from that rabbit slaugliter,
Submcrgm’ inotler sotds, sirens, Jeaves,
Power drills, Dloodstream, byt blows
Against a log which in mopjes replace
The sonnd ofa cracking skull
Lam quite good in tolerating ait these afready
Detached from infierited rityajs
Upsct stilf
Before the wooiden foor, al that blood 0ozed somewliere
Betweent e boards, alf those shtricks of rabbit fear

And I do 1ot know what became of them
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ZECJLKRICI

U podrimn drvenog podit
Suake bi subote ko zeceve |
Niiltov glas slicio je Covjeku kojey nakon godina Sutnje
Uheati nepodnostiio ocnj
Medutin breo b utiltnui
Mhnogo prije svinja
L mnogo distje
Na vratima Je ostajala razapeta koZa
Zakucana ekserima, za koju sam wisiio
Da pogled na mju vrijeda krista
Nedjetfni rucak bio je punt krikova
zrensdne wmucning i plinski preko stola
Odd kojil b1 zveckali tanfuri
A ponos bujao 20 dugt buduénost
Dok suistn uspio izbjeci Kanje zeceva
Utapfjen u druge roukove, sivene, lisce
Busilice za beton, krootok, tupe ndarce
O cjepanicu kojin u filmovima sinfironiziraju
Pricanje fubanje
Ste to lako poduosim odvojen veé
Od nastijedenih rituala

Wzneniven jos

Pred dreenint podomn, negdje inmedu dasaka
Shila se sva tu kry, krici zecijeq strala

Lite zuaim Sta je postalo od njilt
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WARTIME

i
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"Blood on my tongue! Either Yyou have your period or [ T, B."

Haugh dryly as if 1 reafly
Got tuberculosis

Listen to the shots downtown
The wind caressin 8 1y face manly

Througi the windows

Since the sound barriey was broken over He city

There a¥e no more panes between s

It seens to me that now

Tsee everything much more clearly

Little pictures from the time when nonsense was 50 cutely amusing:
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WARTIME

Slicice iz vremena kada su besmislice slatko uveseljavale:

*Krv na jeziku! i # imas menzes i fa tuberkulozit.”

Stiifen se sulio kao da zbilji

Imam tuberkulozu

Osluskujem pucnje iz donjeg grada
Vietar mi kroz prozore iuskim dodirom

Miluje lice

Otkad je nad gradom probio rvudni zid

Stakali izedn nas vise nema

Cini nti se da sve stvart

Sad vidim puno bolje

37
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NOVEMBER 1991 -

AL it time posteards do not €ross the border

The sea lies behingd tent front {intes, tanks demotish

Stone tobogeans af te beaches, crush pebbles into

Thousands of blades driving them into your skin

Hurting you at cvery touch, the sea being turned by explosions
Info millions of white drops, laking the shape

Of a nostalgic foan that Jades away in long migraives till

You get used to another time, wnother space

Where it seems enh’re!y decent g stay put and

Dead, I wipe my eyes, betteaih them g swarm of grey locusts
Painiful bursts in the sockets of nner darkness

The best thing to do is put o a woolen cap, throw ¢ Jacket

over your shoulders

Like de niro in that movie qbout q deer which doesn’t get shot
And then take the car into the night, the radio crackling
Somme symphony, some étude, some phitharmonic orchestr

veryihing being lanmonious among broken lines
One way routes, white isfands on the highway,
You leqve the city far beliind, the ity remaining fike an ice
Crystal in the night filled with pine sinell and the expected

odor of powder
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STUDENI 1991,

U ovo doba razglednice ne stizu preko granica
More je izn deset frontova, na plazuma tenkovi

Ruse kamene tebogene, drobe oblutke na fisuce
Ostrily sjecton koja se zabijaju pod kozu

I'bole pri soakom dodivu, nore eksplozijnma
Dobija oblik nfijuna bijelih kapi, nostalgicie

Piene sto se gubi u dugim migrenama dok se

Ne naviknes na drugo ortjeine, drige prostare

U kojim sasvien pristojnim biva ostaii na ntjest
Mriay, brisem o, poit njima je jato sivih skokavaca
Boina rasprskavanja u du pliama wnutarnjeg mraka
Najboife je navuci vunenu kapu, ogrnuti vijetnamku
Kao de niro u filmu o jelenn kafi niece biti ubijen
Londa se autom zaputiti u noé, na radifu krcka
Neka simfonija, neka etida, neka Sfitharmonija

Ste Je harmonicno wed Isprekidatin finijama
Obiveznim praveima, otocima Djeline na auto stradi
T odlazis dalcke od grada, on ostaje kno kristal

Leda 1 nods pitto] borovine i ocekivanog niirisa baruta
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ACATHEDRAL

War blares through radio wapes

Thie south wind smefls iy 4 closed room
Acherry tree foudies tself under the window
Nervousness shigkes e body i the dusk
Vampires wake up it the souls of the loved ores
War blares through radio waves

IF's five minutes it evening otlting

I a city God has bestowed silenice on

Orie cast oni y frear, through branches and the wind,
The beils of a cathedral fallin ¢ down

32
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KATEDRALA

Na valovima radifa tresti rat
U zatvorenof sobi mirige fugo
Tresnja se miluje pod prozorom
Nervoza u sumrak trese tijelo

Vapiri se bude 1 dusama dragih

Nz valovima radijn tresi rat

Det je minuta do vecernjeq izlaska
U gradu kojem je Bog podario tisinu
C Wt se samo, kroz grane i vjetar

Zuoug katedrale koja se rusi




BLUES OF A SHOT GULLIVER

You had the heart of a buffalo while carrying out
Four fysons

Into the snow where blgod drops were little holes
Deeply burned through

Like fung caverns in that tender night

You had the heart of o buffalo slow like b.b, king
Inits last quivers

The slashed artery

Wil catch that crazy aisco~rhythm

You had the heart of o buffalo while carrying
Four tysons on your shoulders

Monwumental Iike o champion of human rights

You banged your head against the granite curbstone
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BLUES USTRIJELJENOCG GULIVERA

Imao st srce bivola dok si Cetiri tajsona
Iznoéio van

Na snijeg u kojern su kapi krvi duboke
Pregorjele jamice

Kao kaverne na plucima te njeine nofi
Timag st srce bivola sporo kao b.b. king

Uhvatit taj e fudi disco-ritam

U postiednjim treptajima

Rasjecena arterija

Iinao si srce bivola dok i Cetiri tajsona
Nosio na sebi
Monumentaian kao borac za ljndska prava

Tresnuo si glavom o granit ivicnjaka
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ZINC

The other side of the street gets Blurred thron gh the fogey window

Fingers tonch the glass, children’s draiings, names
Once you scratched the wall paint under the window fog

A rough taste of carbon under Your nails, a nuld shiver

Through the spine, the fever having twisted things through nemory

Which now seem to be meiting, like a film
Inahot projector. Soon nothing will remain
Except frequent detonations, a hard steel pear
Of an exploding bomb, the steef that will tuke
Oter bodies into statistical data, our sonls
Into morgue refrigerators, reseniid g beef, military -
Supplics, dead proletarians, frankensteins
That suddenly become ative and scare the coroners
They die of hieart attacks, in the softness of plenra,
Of a mighty ntuscle contraction, They see death which rose
Ot of a sheet iron coffin, spillin ¢ the organs across Hie green
Steel of the morgue, idratving closer to the window pane
Panting lefore if, fonching the glass with icy finger
Tips, leaving o trace beltind heeself
No enptiness but #iaf sownd ~ zine

Which makes the {iving coniract in their dreams

28
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CINK

U taagli prozora gubi se druga strana nlice

Prsti dodirujn staklo, diecji cric3i imena

Nekad si ispod prozorske magle grebao bojn su zidn
Pod ntoktima je hrapavi okus karbona, blago jeZenje
Kicime, u sjecanju je vrucica iskrivila stoan

Lo sad izgledajut kao da se fope, kao filin

U vrefom projekforu. Uskoro ece ostati mista

Osim Cestih detonacijn, Corste Celicie kruske

Botnibe koja se rasprskava, celika kofi Ce inda

Tijeln wvesH w statisticke obrasce, u rise duse

U friZidere mrtvaciica, slicne govedini, rafsim
zafibaina, mrtvim proleterima, frankenstaptima

Sto izienada ozive i onda prepadaji mrtvozornike
Oni nmiru v infarktima, u mtekoti syCane marantice
U siaZnont skisku misica. Oni vide smrt koja se eto
Digla iz limeniog sanduka, rasula organe po zelenon
deliku yrtvachice, primakia se prozorskon staklte
Daittaln pred wjim, dodirivala staklo ledenint vrhovima
Noktifi, za sobomt ne ostavljajudi nikiakeog traga
Nikakve praznine osim fog zonka - cink

Od kojeg se Fivt u snovima gree
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BUDDHA

The melody and the thythm of a washing machine
White powder criumbles from the celling

Years flash by, centuries pass by

1o the riythm, to the sound of & supersonic automat
The muddy ganges cozes out of it, white fabric

Comes out of it. The miracle of bach's fugue in the fietds
Of applied arts - I sit here and muse

At a shell that leads straight o hades, the brown
Underground. I catch the thythm with my left foot
Close my eyes, surrender to the sound

Do you kntow anythin 3 of this unknown stranger

You sirile on a white porcelain, touching

Your belly brings happiness, and maity other things
In the washing machine’s mad dancing over icy tiles

Covered with white intoxicating powder

%

BUDA

Melodifa i ritam stroja za rublje

S stropa se osipa bijeli praft

U Casu promicu godine, prolaze stoljeca

U ritmu, u zouku supersonicnog automata

Iz njega izlazi mutni ganges, iz njega izlazi
Tkanina bijela. Cudo bahove fuge  poljima
Primjenjene umjetnosti - sjedim { mudrujem

Na skaljki koja vodi ravio u had, u smedi
Underground. Hoatam ritam Iijevim stopafom
Zatvaram odi, prepustam se zouku

Znas i ti nesto o tome nepoznati strande

Smiesis se na bijelom porculany, dodirnuti

Tvof trbult donosi srecu, kao i mnoge druge stvari
U ludomn plesu stroja za rublje po ledenim plocicama

Punim bijelog opojitog praha
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AN OAR NOISE

It those years back ice dropped out of planes’ tails _
From titne to time passen 9ets as well, together with their seats
Their screams psetting plowmen wio with ¢ piece of stratw
between their teeth
And a libido in their calluses tifled the soil determined fike oxen
Patriotism flinched faced with such a horror scene
People foll from tie koweland’s sKy like leaden bafls
Droze themselves into the grownd Itke drops of biood
Little drops of organic solution and the simail intestine
That wmwound itself for miles in the spring sun
Onapril 4 they killed policemen i tte town
Waited for them belind the corner with pitchforks is thieir hands
Stabbed them in Hieir bellies, trree tips flashing out from their backs
Sharp, long and reguiar like Sparse orgasms
Of the peasant class that wakes wp before mam.iug erection
And hurries into the fields marked with red flags
Witere ceery e Years people drop from e sky together with their seats
Those wiie il moments ago lived normally
Melaucholic tike an oar noise i the eveRing sen

Totally adverse to fatling
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Tih goding iz repova aviona ispadso je crai led
Povremeno su ispadafi i putnici, zafedno sa sjedistima
Urlict Wi uznemirili ratare dok su sa shumkom w zubima
Ilividom u Zuljevima, volujski odlucno obradivali zenlin
Patrioiizam je ustukuo pred prizoron ninsa

Ljedi su padali sa neba domovine kao olovne kugle
Zabijali se u zemlju kao kapi krei

Sitne kapi organskog rasteora § tanko crijevo

Koje se do u kilometre razmotavalo na proljetnon sunci
Ceotertog aprifa w mjestu su wbijall poficajee

Sucekivall ift sa vilama iza wgla

Probadduli kroz trbuh, sn one strane sjevnuln bi i vrika
Ostra, visoka i pravitng kao rijetki orgazmi

Kiuse seljaka koja se budi prije jntarnjih erekcija

FZuri w polju obiljeiena croenim zastaeaima

Nakofa soakil deset godina prdaju [judi zajedno sa sjedistima
O xoji s ddo maloprije Zivjelf noruaina

Melankoliéni kao Swm vesla u iocnont mont

[ sasvint nesklont padu
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LOVE WILL TEAR US APART

Lady godzilla smooches with boys

In underground passages, parks,

On escalators which separate men and women

Clothing. Lady godzilla gives them fongue work

Not worrying about a citizen president or moral renaissance
The soot of factory smokestacks rustles

In her hair. Processions bow their bald

Hends, black shawis get turned off over dried clits

Lady godzilia swings to the rhytium of rotten—rofl

Tonight she’s like a blazing ball over the antarctica, the red star
Of communism, lady godzilla wists like q bakelite

Figure in fire, among the boys, whe worry about the performance
Of their physiology, the shimimering bacteria dance

Before their tightly closed eyes, they fuck down the strict base
Line, their pricks wanting to connect the ever separated shores
Lady godzilla is an unreal atiantis

I

LOVE WILL TEAR US APART

Lady godzila se ljubi sa djecacima

U podzemnim hodnicima, parkovima, na pokretiim =
Stepenicama Sto dijele muske od Zenskih

Konfekeifa. Lady godzila se ljubi duboko i oStro

Ne brine za gradaning predsjednika { moralni preporod

Gar sa toornickih dimnjaka sust

Po njezinoj kosi. Procesije saginfu celave

Glave, gnse se crae marame nad osusenim drazicama

Lady godzila se nfise u ribins rotten-rolla

Noéas je kao goruca kugta nad anktartikom, croena zvijezda
Komunizma, Indy godzila se povija kao bakelitna figura

U vatri, izmedu djecaka, zabrinutih funkcioniranjem

Suvoje fiziologije, poigravajit im svijetlece bakterije :
Pred cursto zatisnutim ocima, jebu se niz strogu bass . R
Liniju, kurcevima bi da spoje zauvijek razduojene obale

Lady godzila nestvarna je atiantida ;



DOWN THE STREET OF FALLEN BOYS

There's an adult story saying that ciildren Jull painessly
They stip on a banana peel, a grease puddle, ice

Ezery jansary. Their boues do not break

Thetr skulls o not crack the curbstone. Their muscles
Are relaxed ab each fall. Chilidrert in a story

Fill the way a leaf falls

Barely touching the ground, they sink soft iy into the snow
Their blood rops burn intocently Hirough the whiteness
Like the babies urine in g malernity home

Anadult story says that children Jall lightly

Pick scabs off their knees, peel them passionatel Iy

To the new whiteness, Cliildren do not remember aiyliing
Thiey futl with the smile of a kamikaze pilot

Their names are sontetimes writton with red
I white granite. Thelr fall is split by a screans

Whiclva TV roaring easily drowns out

Cluildrer lift themselves up fast and without shame

Ouly frou time to tine they remaint prostrate
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ULICOM PALIH DJECAKA

Jeddna odrasia priéa kaZe da djeca bezbotno padaju
Okliznn se na korw banane, na kolomast, na led
Seakoga stiecitja. Njima ne pucaju kosti

Oni fubanjama ne krnnte ivicnjak. Njihovd miuskutust
Opusteni u spakom su pady. Djeca u prici

Padaju kao sto pada list

Tek dodirnu tle, lagano potont u snijeg

Kapi njihove krvi nevine progore bjeling

Kao mokraca beba u porodilisiu

Jedna odrasla prica kaze da djeca padaju lako

St koljena cupkafu kraste, strasno il gule

Do nove bjelive. Djeca ne pante nista

Pacdaji sa osiijeiom knintkaze

Njifiova imena kaikad su napisana crvenoin bojom
L ddielom gravitu. Nijthow je pad pocijepan vriskom
Kog lako zaghusi tutany televizora

Dreca se din lnkonogo { bez srama

Tek povremeno se ne digin nikad
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CONCENTRATION CAMP

In special imoments you suddenty feel one should not have
talked of socrates
One should have talked of pigs. Of kis honor many
a generation murmurs
Because of him girls studying philosophy become numb with fear
And during crazy spring days the room smells of hemlock
Oh fo render judgement on oneself, ot to cut off one's own head
In special morments it becomes clear - we should talk of pigs
They have ot et their own death proudly
Erom the early morning they weep in their stums at the end of towm
Tears stream down their pink snouts
Fear flows in thetr veins, it's wartime
And the time has come for us to finally start tafking of pigs
Scorn was the prophet's punishment, they wallow in mud dreaming
Of a deep clear lake, pines rustling in the morning, glacier peaks
Perhaps, chilihood scenes in the distance. Pigs bid fareweil to everything
While muddy with shame they receive their last supper
Nobody is going to meet them in the aftertife
History textbooks will absork aff their blood
And nothing will remain, nof even a printing error, a hand quiver
on the paper,
Or their tears. At least that much has been left after socrates

Therefore t those special moments let us close our eves and start

talking of pigs

18
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KONCENTRACIONI LOGOR

U posebnim trenucima osfetis da nije trebalo govoriti o sokratu
Trebalo fe govoriti o svinjama. O njegovoj asti pokoljenja Sume
Zbog njega studentice filozofife dobijaju fras
A sobom za ludih proljetniht dana Siri se miris kukuie
Ah sarmom sebi presuditi, ah samom sebi odsjeci Flavy

U posebnim trenucima odito Je - trebamo govoriti o svinjama
One svofu smrt ne docekase gordo

Od ranog jutra placu u cumezu na kraju mjesta

Niz njihove ruficaste njuske teku suze

Kroz nfihove Zile tece strah, rat je

Tvrijeme je konacno da progovorimo o svinjama

Prorok il kazni prezirom, u blatu se valjaju sanjajudi

Duboko bistro jezero, borove $to Sume kroz jutro, vthove glecera
Mozda, prizore djetinjstva u daljini. Od svega se oprasiaju svinje
Dok blatnjave od srama posljednju primaju veceru

Na onom svijetu il nece doekati nitko

Udzbenici historije upit ¢e svu njilovn kro

I'nista ostati nece, ni Stamparska greska, ni drhtaj ruke na papiru
Ni suze. Za sokratom je ostalo makar toliko

Stoga u posebnim trenucima, sklopimo odi i progovorimo o svinjana
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CHRIST THE MAGICIAN

He came like a stiddden feeling of shame
Closed the door with a north wind breatiy
Snuling quietty for i fong time

Men's glances stuck

To s palins
Men's glances sank

That man walks on waler

He cante like a sudden feeling of shame
Unider the strobo light of the wniverse
Bosutb shells felf alt around

But none was Marifyn

1o
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CAROBNJAK KRIST

Dosao je kao iznenadni sram
Zatvorio vrata dahom sjeverca
Smijesio s dugo u tisini
Pogiedi ljudi lijepili su se

Za njegove dlanove

Pogledi Ijudi tonuli su

Toj Covjek hoda povrsinom vode

Deosito je kao iznenadni sram
Pod strobo svjetlom vasione
Okolo sut padale bombe

All wijedna nije bila Merilin
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The phone rings no more, miltions of smait black and white elefort vise ne zvoni, eknanom televizora promicu milijuni
insects swarm Sih-zih, crriht i bijelth, insekata. U kupatilu prisni zvuk

Across the TV screen. A famitiar sound of the washing machine Stroja za rublje. I to je 2apravo sve. Dovoljno da covjek

In the bathroom. And that is in fact all. Enough for a man G bogat i srefan sve dok ga smrt ne rastavi od foga

To live happy and fulfilled till death takes him away from alf this




NIGHT IN MY BLUE VOLKSWAGEN

The mmonncer’s voice, ueies from the compifer world,
The phone ringing, unecessary information abont road conditions
Broken sentences, Yes and No fike substitute players
They think they have it bad, and [ did not feel such a joy for a fong time
A confused feeling of happiness takes me out
My blie volkstonagen, fat fine nazi beetle,
Alweays starts intmediately, A foggy night and smog ontside
Asense of excitement inside like in those years
When I drove with my folks to the coast
The engine sometimes stalls af the light, I get a hit panic-stricken
Before those bigger and more powerful cars. With all their might
They rush on like tanks info the night fog, the screeching of their tres
Truly sounds postmodernistic, like the noise of the last london night
We are both old-fashioned, our strengtit lasts long, our speed
For a long time. The eNgiNe s on seconds before it's
Red again. We move on into the night, the poter in front of us
The power belind us. Undernenth the wet road, white lines
1t Hie black night. Somewhere in these buitdings somebody is
unliappy now
Theusands of those I could immediately fall in love with peek
Through the windows. Such is the night in miy biwe mt’kswagen

We finally come back home, it’s ilready tender sitence there
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NOC U PLAVOM FOLKSVAGENU

Glas spikera, vijesti iz svijeta kempjittord,
Zrono telefona, nepotrebne informacije o stanju na putovima
Iskidane recenice, Da i Ne kao rezervni igraci
Misle da mi je lose, a ju odavito nisum osjetio takvu radost
Zbrkano veselfe odvodi me van
Moy moddri folkseagen, liiepa nacisticka buba
vifek pali iz pree. Nod je puna magle { smoga
Unutra je uzbudljivo kao onth goding
K sume s starina isno na move
Nu semaforn se poviekad ugasi mofor, kvata me sitna panika
Pred onim vecim i jacim. Oni kao tenkovi grabe naprijed
Svim silama u noény magh, skripa njiltovilt guina zoudi
Cisto postmoderno, kao noise posljednje londonske noci
Ona i ja sino starinski, nasa snaga traje digo, nasa je breina
Odduvno. Njen mofor konacito pali sekund prije nego se opet
Upuii croeno. Idemo dalfe « nod, ispred nas je mo¢
L2 as je moc. Pod sama je vlaZan put, bijele crie
U crnoj nodi. Negdje 1 ovint zgradama netko je sada nesretan
Kroz prozore izviruje tisuce omi u koje bi se odmah

Zaljibio. Titkva fe noc 1 plavom folksvageny

Ch e

Napokon se vracamo kuci, tamo je veé meka isina
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Your muscles ache, and green sparks spurt out of your eyes, like
The green letters of your screen; while through the other glass
the snow falfs
While on the other screen the war rages and nothing except memory
is strmilar
To things we learned at school in nature stidy and onr language
Whicl before the war began to fork, finadly not knowing what to xpress
Tkept calling to my mind the green light of korcula ant the words
That like istands divided into syllables of first-graders:
THIS COUNTRY IS BEAUTIFUL TO ME THE DEAREST
NOWHERE SO MANY ALGAE AS IN AN
INLET

1
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Zabole misici, a iz odiju poinu freali zeleni sufetlaci, kao

Lelena slova tvoga ekrana; dok kroz druge staklo pada snijeg
Dok na drugom ekranu viada rat { niSta osim sjecanja nije onako
Kako st nas u skoli ucili iz poznavanja prirode i naseg jezika
Koji se pred rat poceo racvati, a onda vise nije znao $ta da kase
Meni je padala na pamet zelena svjetlost korcule i rijeci koje se

Kao etoci razdvajaju na slogove proacica:
LIJEPA JEOWA ZEMLJA MENI NA}DRAZA NIGDJE TOLIKO

ALGIKAO U
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A COMPUTER WRITTEN SONG

Green fireflies of your letters stream across the screen
Resetnbling sumimer of 1989 pines of korula and the warmsh of
the soutl long ago
We reaclied the camp site dazed by n gentle rocking of e ferry
The sea foamed by @ propeller, the air full of gnsofine and saft
Linew Lwould rementber s, shie was totally unaware of it
Ruamraging worrieadly through her bag; "I've forgotten so many hings
That I think I've faken absolutel y nothting, " she said and [
Stiled; the words whose meaning I had not discerned moved me
Laticte’t think of forgotten facial creams, T did nof feel
The pins and needles of feminine nervousness, I knew [ had to
remember Hat some fHine
A tent siext to ours was occupied by slovenes; they hrew across the rope
A big blue ball with NIVEA wriiten o it, there were seven of them
Sevent slovenes, @ woman and a child, @ trailer, an andi, a berbece and
God knows what not: theyy taught us what satgria meant, we dramk
And said we were going lo make i the moment we retiured to sarajevo
Thouglt we never did; Iteatched a boy siapping the water witl fis palims
Working them like a propetler, lie saw me, we wnderstood cach otfrer,
Twwas the only one
Wheo figured things out: the palms milled the sea like the bedes of a pro-
Petler, cutting it into wiiltions of itrops, into an erddless

wititeness Huat inade
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PIESMA NAPISANA KOMPJUTEROM

Zeleni svict tvofih stova plove ekranom

Slichi tetu 1989; korculunska boroving | toplina davnog jugn
Doslt smo w kamp omamijeni blagim ljuljuskanjen trajekta
Elisa je pjemla more, zrak je bio pun benzina i soff

Ja sam znao da cu se ovog sjecati, ona nije zrata nista

Zabrinuto prebiruci po torbi; " Toliko sum stvari zaboravila

D i se cini da nisant ponijeln nisia" rekln je 1 ja sam se
Nasmtjesio; dirale su me rifect kofim nisam odgonetao znacenja
Nisant wislio 0 zuboravljenim kremama 2a lice, nisam osjecao
Trnce Zenske nervoze, znao sarm da se toga jediom moram sfecati
Sator do naseg bili su slovenci; prebacivali su preko konopea
Veliku plavu loptu na kojoj je pisalo NIVEA, bilo il je sedam
Seidam slovenaca, Zena 1 fijete, prikolica, audi, roshlj i

St # ja znam sta; nancil su nas $ta je fo sangrija, pili smo

[ goverilt kako cemo je napraviti i dodemo u sarnjevo

Altje viismo napravili nikad; gledao sam djecaka kako dianovima
U oy radi kao efisa, pogledao me fe, razumeli smo se, ja sam
Tit jeding kontao stear; dlanowi s mijeli more, kao ostrice pro-

Petera, sickli ga na milifun kapi, na beskrajiu bjefinu od koje



AMERICAN DREAM

Ishall never walk
The hot pavernents of arizona
Lshall never drive
A big american truck
Move trough a world which does rot know
The smalt-change of everyday hate
Bloody jeafous blows
'd like to own a transcontinental fruck
A sixteen wheeler
Big like the efizabethan nge the lowvre and athens
I'd like to feel trough oit odors
The rock"n’rofl of seething american July
Without siain partisans
Without daily communisms
Without tie shitty pants of balkans patriotism
lts populist ingenuity

AMERICKISAN

Nikada necu gaziti

Po vrelom asfaltu arizone

Nikada netu biti vozaé

Velikog americkog kamiona

Prelaziti svijetom kofi ne poznaje

Sitnice suakodnewme mrinje

Krvave ljubomorne udare

Hto bilt imati transkontinentalnt kamion
Na desnaest tockova

Velik kao elizabetanska e luvr i atena
Hiio biht u mirisu nafte

Osjetiti rokenrol vrelog americkog sroma
Bez zaklanih partizana

Bez svakodnevmih komunizama

Bez usranilt gaca balkanskog patriotizma

Niegove narodnjacke gentjalnosti
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