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Tento editorial vznika za velikonoc¢niho
pondéli, venku slysim déti s pomlazkou, ale
nas byt jesté spi, jen kocky si hraji a udrzujt
stalou miru chaosu. Az tento obcasnik
otevfete pfed zacatkem zkouskového,
tady je okénko do rozpuku jara:

Priznam se, Ze téma tohoto Obcasniku, Krok
do nezndma, vychazi v mnohém z mych
soucasnych prozitkd. V mnoha ohledech si
pfipadam, Ze stojim na rozcesti a nedovedu
dohlédnout, kam az mé kazda z cest dovede.
Ta nejistota ale nestoji jen na tom, Ze se mi
blizi posledni, statnicovy rocnik a studentska
léta se mi nachyluji a vyhlizim, kde za rok
budu bydlet. Myslim, Ze nejistota z toho co

bude, je dnes protkana napfi¢ celym svétem.

KdyZ si vzpomenu na svij druhy ro¢nik na
fakulté, vybavi se mi bezstarostnost, volnost;
pravda je vsak, Ze tehdy jsem byla na vrcholu
Uprku z mé opravdové situace. Tehdy svét
udefila pandemie, zménila Zivoty nas vsech,
zatrasl se status quo a najednou nikdo z nas
nebyl v bezpeci, kazdy mohl druhé ohrozit,
kazdy mohl umfit, a a¢ vakciny pfisly pfi pohledu
na celkovy obraz rychle, utrpeni a strachovani se
o nase byti bylo uz tak prilis dlouhé. A pak prisla
valka; valka sama o sobé by nas neprekvapila,
nebyl rok, co by se na svété nevalcilo, ale to

bylo nékde daleko a divody nam prisly cizi,
nebyla to nase valka, ale ted je za dvermi

do Evropy. Pokracujeme energetickou krizi,
inflace, co bude dal? Jaky je nas dalsi krok?

Uz konc¢im s tim hroznym vyctem, mizete

si oddechnout. V této situaci, kdy kazdy rok
pfijde dalsi rana bicem, chceme jit viibec dal?
Nebo je lepsi se zastavit, vratit se k tomu, co
zname, vratit se k tradicim? | tohoto si v§imam,
“tradicni hodnoty je tieba ochrariovat”, “ten svét
se dneska zbldznil” jsou zcela logické argumenty
vyplyvajici ze strasidelnych casu, ale za jakou
cenu je rikame? Nase povédomi o svéte,
mnozstvi informaci, které mame k dispozici,

a tlak na to pochopit cely svét je dneska uplné
jinde, neZ pred prelomem tisicileti (doplnte si
jakykoliv letopocet vzdaleny vice nez pét let).
Mediciné, kdy jeden lékar [éCil celou komunitu,
jsme se vzdalili na sto hon(, jsme v obdobi
subspecializaci a stejnym smérem kraci cely
svét. Jak mam ve svych Ctyfech sténach pokoje
pochopit, proc se cely svet hybe zrovna takhle?
Kolik subspecializaci bych musela ovladat?

Ale proc se pfi tom silném proudu vpred
vrhame do feky a plaveme zpatky k tradicim?

Velikonoce jsou svatkem jara, kdy se ma do svéta
navracet svézest z konct vrbovych proutkd.
Jako mala jsem méla Velikonoce réda, prosli
jsme vesnici, dostali kopu ¢okolady a doma nas
Cekal salat z vajicek. KdyZ mi bylo dvanact, uz
jsem ¢okolady z celé vesnice najednou dostat
nemohla. Asi jsem rychle vyrostla a zapinani
podprsenky na zadech mi znemoznilo udrzet

v ruce pomlazku. Pak jsem stéla ve dvefich,
doufala, Ze nebudu mit modfiny, a nalévala
jsem panaky vzornym tatink@im ve véku mého
otce. MoZna by ti na zaprazich mohli taky dostat
néco lepsiho neZz modfiny. Ale ne, tradice, jak
bychom toto mohli zménit? Krok do nezndma?

V§imam si, ze feminismus je v Ceskem prostredi
témér sprosté slovo a vlak rozvazejici prava

Zen svétem najednou couva, jesté ne u nas, ale
nemusime se podivat pfilis daleko. Nedavno
jsem byla na divadelnim predstaveni Sylvia,
veskrze feministicka zalezitost o volebnim pravu
Zen v Britanii. Pfedstavte si tu dobu, prelom
devatenactého a dvacatého stoleti, socialismus
v rozpuku, i délnici maji sva prava, prvni svétova

valka za dvermi, jak se v tomto Case daji zbourat
tradice? Nebude to krok... vite, co myslim.

Tohle jsou okamziky, kdy se méla prvni tfida
vlaku (Cti spolecnosti) otevfit vSem. Ale néjak
se stalo, Ze zejména jedna polovina z nas

v prvni tfidé je popleskavana po zadku a ma
za to idealné jesté dékovat. Ano, kracime
dél od téchto tradic, ale pfiznejme si, Ze se
nevzdalujeme tempem Usaina Bolta. Mné
bylo jedenact, moZnéa dvanact let, kdyz

na me poprvé nékdo zahvizdal na ulici

a komentoval mUj dekolt — asi nemam nosit
v |été tilko a neméla jsem si dat vecer drink
anemélajsem...omlouvam se, to je uz

jiny pfibeh. Zmeénit tohle a nepolemizovat

o tom, co je vtomhle pfipadeé tradice, je

krok ke slusnosti, tady vime, co nasleduje.

UZ se blizime ke konci, pfece jen vas nem(zu
v tomto editorialu drZet na vé¢nost —

ty skvélé texty vas teprve Cekajil

Asi jste ted uz pochopili, Ze mam k tomuto
tématu mnoho co fict. Vim, Ze se svét meéni,
formule nemaji zvuk, co mivaly, zase se
bombarduji mésta, kradou se deti, umiraji blizci.
MoZna ale prave proto je tfeba se podivat dal,
podivat se, co mizeme udélat jinak, a v té dobé
strachu najit odvahu. Odvaha ma mnoho podob,
neni to jen narukovani do valky, neni to jen
zachranovani Zivotl na JIPkach v nekonecnych
sluzbach. Odvahu mdzeme najit kazdy jen v tom,
Ze se podivame na svét zpfima a pfipustime si

i ty jeho kouty, které tfeba tak Uplné nechapeme.
Je v poradku se ptat, je v poradku nerozumet.

Je dost mozné, 7e jsem vas ztratila nékde na
plli cesty, mozna souhlasite jen s nekterymi
odstavci. Nechci vas tu presvédcovat o tom

¢i onom, soucasne jsem si véedoma, Ze tu
prezentuji svoje zkuSenosti a svou perspektivu,
kterad vynechava mnohé a kazdy z vas by mohl
mnoho odstavcl pridat. Co si od tohoto textu

ja slibuji, je zvednout otazku, odlepit oci od
béZnych tras a podivat se na rozcesti dal.

Pokud se podivate dal v tomto casopise, ktery
vas tentokrat vita v novém formatu, najdete

umeélecka dila vseho druhu a jsem sijista, 7e
si kazdy najdete néco, co vam prijde k chuti.

Za kolektiv autort vém preji pfijemné a snad obohacujici cteni,
Barbora DZerengova.
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VRATTE Ml MOU DUSI

Mat&j Balik

To se fakt neslusi

hrat nahlas, kdyZ nemam Spunty do usi
Tusim, Ze bych si mél vybrat

jakou se mam vydat cestou

S tou myslenkou bloumam

na prasny ceste i ve meste

Nalevo ¢okoladova poleva

a napravo krvava poprava

Nejsem pravicak, ale fika se nevol vlevo vole
a nepolevu;j

Popravdé poprava je nékdy lepsi

nez doprava po ranu

Uz visim na rahnu

Po pravu nastane bezpravi

prave mi dochazi

bez dechu nastane duseni

mam takovy tusenf

Ze i srdce buseni se rusi

Jen mi pak vratte mou dusi

KRATKOZRAKOST

Jakub Lukac

Rozslap’ jsem si brejle

a jsem kratkozraky

jako touha nahodné té potkat
na protéjsim eskalatoru.

V kazdym kulatym béZovym fleku v dalce
vidim tvoji tvar.

Velky hnédy oci,

ktery se kamsi zahadné ztrati,
pokazdy, kdyz se usmejes
atyrty, boze...

Stovky tvych tvari se priblizuji

a postupneé se roztékaji v neznamy obliceje,

kdyZ dosadhnou vzdalenosti,

kde ostrost obrazu zacne prevazovat nad mou fantazif.

Na zlomek vtefiny se zamyslim,
jakej pribeh se skryva v cizi schrance

nez propluje kolem a nahradiji dalsi
z nekonecnyho orloje drobnych zklamani.



TICHE SETKANI

Martin Stanek

Sedeél jsem v metru
Cetl jsem knizku

Cekal na kamarada
nejspis se zdrzel

na okraj mé lavicky
nezne dosedla slecna
NejspiS se na nastupisti
citila sama

nevim,

neptal jsem se

ani jsem se neotocil
nevim,

jak vypadala

nechtél jsem prerusit
nasi sdilenou samotu
jenom na kraji jsem vidél
praminek jejich vlast
byl cerny

jak tunel

ze kterého pred chvili
prijelo posledni metro
Pak vstala

ajasedival,

na jeji zada

jak nastupuje

a odjizdi pryc

Nikdy se nedozvim

jak vypadal jeji oblicej
nebo kam jela

ale pramen jejich vlasu
jsem si do pameti ulozil

Veronika Vajdovd
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Adéla Rotreklova

dotyk

ne vsechny sovy

zrcadli se stejné

vzpominam na tvou ruku

mezi fadky

a dosvit car

(zas tak hluboky to neni)

(prosta otazka vzdalenosti)

ale tehdy jsem to jesté nevedeéla
a to na tom bylo krasny

sterk

mam v hlaveé ¢ast
druhé doby
tvyho masa

hrnecek s kavou

stejné si myslim, Ze jsou ty hrany

jen kifupani cukru

krysy pry maji vetsi smysl pro rytmus nez lidé
a slon zase spocine tak tise

jako to neumi ani tvdj stin

krepitus

pocit vyvolany trenim ulomku kosti
0 sebe

VERTE BASNIKOVI

Martin Schwarz

Uz dodymilo

Len tisko tlie

Dobra pahreba odvahy
A z mokrej podlahy
Zlom nohu ruku vaz
Daj vsetko do dlahy
Strmy zraz stale v nas

Tvoju pruznu Cervenu pumpu

Benzinom poliali

Fajcili pri tom obscénne hrubé cigary

Ktoré usulal José niekde v Strednej Amerike
Pocuvajuc zmatené radio

Sum $um $um

Vin

Kratkej i strednej dlzky
Mensej aj vacsej vysky

Dnes opravil som mnoho veci
A dalsich snov
Bez nejakych vacsich reci
Kracam uz niekolko hodin
Do rytmu ¢o pocujem len ja
Neda mi

Anina sekundu

Pokoja

Skus zaliat ten popol vinom
Ze ¢o z neho vyrastie

Lulok malomocny

Agat velkonocny

Kebyze nic najdi urnu
Z pradavnej dynastie
Postavime ju na policku
Vedla dalsich
prazdnych
modiel

Ten Vas vyklad

Nezda sa mi velmi Ustretovy
Skleneny ¢i snovy

Preto vyzyvam Vas

Verte radsej Basnikovil
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CESTA CASEM S PIVEM V RUCE
aneb
Podivny pribéh nezletilyho capka
Martin Metelka

Jednoho krasného semicovidového obdobi
jsem Sel s mym dobrym kamaraddem svlaZit
hrdlo zlatavym mokem do Speluné. Venku se
snoubila temnota vecera se svétlem poulic-
nich lamp a ja si pfipadal zase o trochu vic
normalni, vlastné jako s kazdym dalsim ve-
Cerem stravenym ve spolec¢nosti mimo mou
rodinu drahou a kolegy nelevné. Co nasledo-
valo, si vskutku neumim jakkolvek logicky vy-
svétlit. Mozna ze bych alkoholu odvykl? Ze by
mé tehdy byvala byla stihla pfechodna ataka
ischemicka? Anebo mi snad kolemjdouci do
piva vsypal lysohlavky? Toho uZ se asi nikdo
nikdy nedopatra. Tim Vam vSak nechci branit
o tom svévolné spekulovat a utvorit si o etio-
logii onoho vecera svlj vlastni nazor, prave
naopak.

Nase inspekce zminéné prazské nalivarny za-
pocala jako kazda jina. Lidu nebylo mnoho,
ale tak akorat. Cidnice nepfisla hned, ale pres-
né, kdy méla. Zacatek shrnu zrychla: Citim
ciga, hmatam madla, vidim vycep, slySim ju-
kebox, chutnam pény a nic divného mi zatim
neni. Mezi cestou od vstupu k zidlim u stolu

mijim malyho piva, netuse, co mi osud ten ve-
Cer prichystal. Dopiji si hnedka prvniho pivka,
a jak se otocim, abych zavolal pingla, vSimnu
si typka o kus vedle. Nemél pred chvili knira?

.....

mou o to vic zlehka konverzuji. Politiku stiha
nesmrtelnost brouka, a jak vSichni, co u stolu
nesedi, jsou vlastné uplny kreténi.

Skon¢im druhyho kouska a — ted uz na-
schval — podivam se na typka. Pfed chvi-
li mél sice vousy, ale ted vypada Ze nejenom
knira Uplné postrada, ale jako Ze mu chybiita
blbd obcanka. Oka, zacina mi to pfipadat...
fakt divny.

Prvni rozbilo ledy, druhy inspiraci dodalo
a ted uz tretim udrzuji hladinku kontinualni
p.o. infuzi. Typek zacina vypadat, Ze se jesté
loni ucil, jak nohama se chodit musi a Ze do
zasuvek se v zajmu sebezachovani vidlicky

strkat zasadné nemaii.

Quatro pivéni mi uz tolik nejde do huby, bo-
jacné, ale prece otacim se za sebe na typka.

A onevidim? Batole, jak na stole cuca pullitra!
Patou ¢arku na uctence jen velmi zlehka do-
pliuji malym panckem, a jak tak loknu, dosta-
ne se mi kuraze. Pomalu na zidli zrotuju a vi-
dim ... porodni babu, jak drzi téhulku za ruku
a razné radi: Tlacit! Dychat! Tlacit! Dychat!
Otirdm z cela studeny pot. Uplné jsem nepla-
noval vidét dneska porod.

Panak za pivkem a pivko pred panakem pingl
ke mné vali a prvni za druhym je klopim. UZ si
fikam, jestli neni spravna chvile na to blinkat.
Za zada se statim otocim a vidim... Husaka.
Cumim jak vejr na toho komouse, jak rozda-
va garsonky Uplné vsem, co si v zajmu sovet-
ské lidové nechali kondomy v Supliku doma
u maminky. Kouknu na kdmose a ten vypada,
Ze mu jako normalni hospodska rutina vsech-
no kolem pfipada. Zakomoduji smérem, kde
jsem vidél Husaka a misto néj se na stole vali
podepsana Mnichovska dohoda. Chce se mi
blejt jak z piva, tak z Chamberlaina, jak méava
papirem a o obéti na Ukor miru néco keca...
kokot jeden britska. Zase hlavu otoc¢im k pfi-
teli, a Ze mé to zacina bavit, kouknu, kde byl

Chamberlain, atamje jen hromada lejn a hla-
vou svisti otézka: Cholera, tyfus, ¢i shigell-
ka? Takhle porad tam a zpét, zpét a tam oci-
ma a hlavou kmitam a pokazdy se podivam:
Bila hora, Zed hladovd, jak bodaj Vaclava
na schodech kostela, Samova fiSe rozpad-
la, doba zZelezné, bronzova a Sutrova. Vidim
posledniho dinosaura se z vejce klubat, jak
v nekonec¢nym mofi RNA polivka se mnoZi,
Slunce je jeSté vlazné, a jak nase Galaxie jako
mliko kondenzuje.

Zvedaje se od nakladanyho hermelinu, dnesni
Utratu radsi honem zacaluju, a jak vravorave
opoustim kamose a restauraci smerem dom,
necitim ani trochu stesk, ze jsem si nepockal
na velkej tresk.

13
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TY

Matéj Balik

Uprostred my hlavy ses ty

Sesity a v nich tvy akty

urcujou my duse takty

taktilné té zkoumam

jakou mam to kliku

ze nejedna se o repliku

ProSel bych celou republiku
aited v publiku hledam tvoje oci
Jen kvuli okamziku

Co vidi my prostfedni oko
kdyZz okolo mé prochazis
Schazis mi kdykoliv ses jinde
Vyndej sesit z tasky

uZ cinkaj flasky na vecer
Cervena se moje duse

suse ivlhce té chce

télo co kolem proletélo

Uprostfed my hlavy ses ty
Sejes na Urodnou pudu
aja podléham pudidm
pljdu zas o vers dal

Bal bych se té€ basni srat
Kdyz té mam tak rad

Eliska Janekova

15
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OCEAN

Martin Schwarz

Antidepresiva splachnem single maltkou

Tuziac ani nie tak po chlaste ako po dobrych casoch
So svojimi démonmi si tykam, stoja za mnou
Nalepeni na mne su jak pavuciny na obrazoch

VyloZil som svoje Cierne karty na stol

Hukam na diktafon, som zodpovedny diktator
,To malo. Cely Ocean!” si vravim ked z hor
Stastie aj na mna na chvilu sadne

A ked ho ti rohati

NevyZenu raz dva tri

Varuj dusu na doline!

Ale dusa tisko hynie

V ¢iernu mlaku vetko splynie

Styri stuprie celzia
Su aj dnuka vo mne na dne

Adéla Rotreklova

obcas se vSechno — Uplné vsechno
zkondenzuje do krychlového centimetru
jable¢ného koncentratu

a levného piva

virbl — ruka — doba

pod prahem zpozdéni

dopadu studentskych pajzld

a pak panak

dalsi panak — aniz by tusil

odstup (a zitfejsi vinu)

a dvefe aticho a pénu

tikajici jako

do pasu nahy den

ale pravé z mé paty

klici vSechna ta vybledla mlha

a provlhla vina

misty az pfilis tenka

co myslis

da se krev odpustit?

17
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TONY NOCI

Martin Stanek

Z oken slysim tony noci
Zacinam byt v jejich moci
Jako kocka lovi mys
Slysim vSechny tony spis
Nez bych slySel tvoje zvani
Javsakvim, ze nejsi k mani
Javsak vim, Ze neméas cas
Z oken neslysim tvdj hlas
Na vetru odchazi

Moc lidskych nesnazi

Ve stinu za hrazi

Vitr je zahazi

LOUCENI

Eva Illiasova

Odjela na dlouho
Doma po ni zbyl jen teply Caj
A ze mé kus chybél

Vypral jsem pradlo
Vyvencil psa
Vydélal penize

Caj po ni vychladl

A zapomnélo se na to
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THE MOUNTAIN

Barbora DZerengova

The mountain was the mightiest opponent
she could have chosen. Only mere weeks
ago she was sprawled by the lake, listening
to birds’ springtime-songs and the harsh
sunlight down there still bore warmth. All
was at peace then. All but her. She had
arrived in the valley for the sole reason to
conqguer the mountain. She longed to climb
to the highest peak and scream from the
top of her lungs. She imagined that would
finally make her feel free. So while she was
staying in the valley, she could not find any
joy in it. She spent her nights in a beautiful
alpine cottage with cranesbills dangling
underneath every windowsill. The lady of
the house served her eight types of cheese
for dinner and afterwards always counted
every other beer she drank sitting on the
porch at night. But she couldn’t care to notice
any of it. She was able to focus only on the
preparations she needed to make before
the ascent — she packed her backpack
every morning, yet in the evening she was
certain she forgot something crucial, so she
unpacked it again, thus in the morning she
could start all over again. The wait tormented
her, she felt trapped — like a mouse that

is caught in a field without a place to hide,
so it only waits for the hawk to strike.

But then she could finally move, the climb
began and her whole body hurt. The

spikes on her shoes pierced the hard snow
underneath herin a steady rhythm. Each
step sounded like the ticking of a clock. The
frozen wilds were endless at this altitude.
Only her steps were counting time and space,
they and the sun. By then she could barely
see the sun — her lashes were covered in tiny
snowflakes, forming an icy veil. Her throat
and lungs were burning from the cold, her
heart was racing, trying to fight the thin

air. Her mind narrowed into a singularity

of continuing forward. In this perpetual
motion she finally gained the control she
was yearning for. And she could not stop.

Of course she spent an inhumane amount of
money to have a local man go with her. He
carried most of her equipment, deciphered
the weather for her and if they encountered
anything more than they could handle,

he was supposed to save her from anicy
death. She could not allow herself to fail

Barbora DZerengova
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and not reach the summit — there was only
triumph or failure, nothing in between. It was
at that moment he turned around to face

her and gestured at the imaginary watch

on his wrist. In the sky the sun neared the
horizon forecasting the evening to come —
they were forced to either speed up to reach
another camp up the mountain or find shelter
somewhere soon. She only nodded and sped
up. The man watched her go past him and
shook his head in disbelief. To find shelter
somewhere near would have been the wise
decision, they could have properly rested,
eaten supper and relieved some of the weight
from their shoulders; and the following day
they would safely reach the penultimate camp
before the summit. But it seemed to him

this lady was anything but wise. She would
sooner freeze her nose and all the fingers

off than add one more day to their journey.

The day they met, the man took her for
another tourist who wanted to take a few
pictures, pat their ego and waste their money
just to prove they are able to. But as soon as
they set out for the mountain she was like

a wolf when it finally gets a sniff of its prey —
she buried her nose deep in the snow and
followed his steps as if her life depended on
it. During the first days he was impressed

and secretly glad she didn’t resemble the

usual sort. But as they continued to ascend
and the weather started to put them to the
test, the fear for her gradually grew in him.
Each evening the lady looked like she was

on the verge of death, but every morning

she gathered all her strength and willpower,
stood up tall and continued walking. He

saw the blisters on her feet bleeding more
profusely each day, he noticed her step losing
its firmness as every fibre of her muscles was
on fire and longed for a proper rest. At last the
distance they were able to cover diminished
as they advanced furtherinto the glacial
wilderness. He tried his best to halt her foolish
advances but she just brushed his suggestions
off and stubbornly pursued her goal.

Frankly, even she hadn’t realised yet, what
exactly she came to find there. All she wanted
was to ease the restlessness that resided
deep within her and the only way she knew
how to achieve that was to pursue something,
anything, really, the more challenging the
better. So anytime she wasn’t advancing,

the tension inside her grew and prompted
her to move again. It was not as if she hadn’t
tried to find peace, oh how hard she tried,
but it seemed there wasn’t a place of peace
anywhere on earth for her. And so she could
only move to experience even a glimpse of
freedom — a moment when the ever-present

ropes straining her self loosened a little. If
only she could reach the top of the world
she would... What would she do? After she
would achieve all there is to achieve, where
would she go? Where would she go after
the happiness that flooded her body at the
pinnacle of the world and hoisted her up
to the sky dissolved and she plummeted

to the ground once more? Would the ropes
vanish completely then? Or would she

feel as empty and hollow as she always

did after accomplishing yet another of her
superhuman feats? She knew for certain
there wasn’t a place for her by the oases of
the world — in the valleys with welcoming
people, by the lakes where children cried with
laughter splashing the water in a summer
bliss, in the meadows filled with flowers
radiating wondrous scents. But was there
a chance of finding herself above the clouds
in the freezing mists of the earth’s claws
that aspired to scrape the heavens?

The man was setting a tent by the cliff. By
this point there was a tear in the sky and the
sun lazily sneaked a few sunrays through the
clouds and bled its colours onto the snow-
white canvas around them warning them the
day was about to vanish. She had to admit
they couldn’t manage to arrive at the camp
that day. It was futile to struggle against the

snow, she relaxed her steps and took her
time. When she reached him, the tent was
set up and there wasn’t much to do but to

go inside. He checked the tent was secure
and soon followed her. Inside they stripped
from their snow-covered jackets, took off the
boots with crampons and crawled in their
sleeping bags. She barely felt her hands, they
went numb hours ago, but her bleeding feet
ached terribly and she deduced if she didn’t
tend to them, they might halt any ambitions
she had for the following day. She quickly
applied soothing ointment and wrapped
them in a new layer of bandages. Then they
laid down side by side, wrapped in their
sleeping bags up to their ears, and waited for
the sun to go down. Then they fell asleep.

She was woken up by a distant omnipresent
humming in the air. She yawned and tried to
crawl further into her sleeping bag, but the
humming wouldn’t cease no matter what she
did. She attempted to ignore it and closed her
eyes only to accentuate the roaring of blood
in her ears. She groaned, she needed sleep.
She shifted in her sleeping bag once more
but it didn’t bring her any comfort. She felt
like she was tied up inside, like a butterfly in
a cocoon made by its predecessor unable to
inhabit its true form. She sat up and noticed
the insides of the tent were illuminated in a
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soft amber glow. She looked at her guide —
he seemed to be unbothered by the strange
occurrence and enjoyed his sweet dreams.
The humming only grew more intense, by
now it was almost deafening. She wriggled
out of her sleeping bag, put on her boots and
disappeared into the frosty desert outside.

The blizzard raged twice as hard as she had
ever experienced before, but even in the
middle of the storm it appeared it was he,

the sun, who seized the power in the current
upheaval. He burnt like a solid beam through
the tempest pouring strange colours over the
mountain. He turned into a dark ruby in the
scarlet sky and in turn transformed the snow
into liquid gold. The crystals of wind-barrened
ice glistened like a thousand fireflies. She
ventured further through the deep snow,
burying her legs up to her calves in it,
constantly eyeing the behemoth of a rock
above her. The wind was howling high but she
could still hear the humming, it grew stronger
with every step she took. The ropes tying

her soul seemed to loosen, the tension in

her subsiding as she walked. Just one more,
one more stride, they would come undone
and she would finally experience freedom.
But the ties still held her strong. She was
fighting them, rallying all her strength — her
bones ached and her muscles whined with

the strain — but the peace in her soul slipped
through her fingers time and time again. She
could almost feel it then and the humming
changed into a different tune. Oh, the sound,
distant quivering of springtime songs was
calling to her. It whispered, it murmured
telling her all the secrets of the storm. It felt
like a distant memory or something woven
even deeper inside of her. She whirled
around in a trance reaching with her hands
beyond her body. The murmurs turned to
cries yelling at her to cease her struggle, to
halt her vain march. She stood tall glaring

at the heavens with her bewitched eyes.

“Cease this,” she heard the mountain say,
“this is not the way, you won’t find answers
in the sky.” Her eyelids flickered but her
stare was glued to him, the ruby above

her. She knew she still had not reached

the ultimate feeling she was longing for,

but how could she stop now? She must

be so close, it surely is just a grasp away.
She had to push harder. And so she did

as it was the only way she knew.

“There isn't a precipice steep enough to find
the feeling you're searching for,” quivered
the mountain. At that she began to advance
again. She mustn’t listen to the voice, it
could not comprehend her desires, she
could not turn back. She was so close.

“You will die if you don’t stop.” The wind
blew even harder against her, making

her take a few steps back. Surrender

was unimaginable. The ties loosened

ever more, her body was falling back

and only followed her from behind.

“The peaks you seek to conquer are
elsewhere,” the mountain warned her, “look
deep inside — all the hurdles are there. The
shallow waters don't heal these wounds.”
She wrestled with the wilds, but she could
no more, the muscles began to tear, the
bones shook, her extremities went numb.
The warm glow was slowly disappearing.
She did not push any further. She did not
want to die. She fell to her knees and buried
her hands in the snow. She saw herself,

as if for the first time, in the tiny mirrors

of the snowflakes which turned to her.

She was terribly thin, her eyes stared at her
form as two oddly big golf balls from deep
sockets lined with dark circles. Her sweat
glued her hair to the sides of her head, just

a few loose strands were flickering in the
wind. Her lips were bitten to the raw meat
underneath them. Her arms hung aimlessly
from her shoulders, she could barely lift them.
All her muscles and fat dissolved in this chase
for freedom, but then she didn’t do this to feel
free. She did this not to feel trapped, not to be

a canary in a cage. But it did not occur to her
to escape the cage until then, she only cared
to conceal the individual bars and so instead
of opening the doors, she blinded herself
with pain and excused all of that by a few
minutes of joy. She felt her tears freeze on
her cheeks. She could not stay on the shore,
she had to open herself to the ocean and
unlock the cage. And so her lips turned blue.

He woke up and lazily rolled over. She was
nowhere to be seen. He rubbed his eyes
wondering if they were fooling him. She

had to leave in the middle of the night. He
quickly slithered out of the sleeping bag, put
on all his equipment and darted out of the
tent. It was dark outside and the wind was
shrieking, the blizzard was biting on his face.
He could barely see ten feet in front of him in
the storm. He turned on his flashlight. In the
distance a shadow appeared. He had to push
through as he buried his calves in the snow.
Finally, he reached her. She was kneeling in
the deep snow, her blind eyes looking far into
the frosty blanket. There were frozen tears

on her face. He cursed out loud and shook
her. Her frozen body dropped into her eternal

tomb of ice. The mountain could not save her.
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ZE DNA

Maté&j Balik

Pristihnout sam sebe pri placi
je néco co me vytaci

Ptaci perspektivou zirdam

jak vicka uzaviram

kdyZ mi roztoci lezou a7 do oci

Pristihnout sam sebe pri placi
je néco co mivadi

radi mi mi roztoCi

na druhej bok se pretocit

Mi roztoci mi rozumeji
rozumnéji se hleda rozdil

kdyz koukas do pokoje a ne do zdi

Pristihnout sam sebe pri placi
je néco co me sere

Bere mé nekdo vazné?
Prevazné andélé strazni

jsou dneska nejak vlazni
tazni ptaci uz jsou v praci
ajauzsevtom taky ztracim

Pristihnout sam sebe v klidu
Nejde tak snadno
Kdyz sahnul jsem sina dno

ZEBRY

Martin Schwarz

Rozsirena realita

Rozum na volnobeh
Prchaveé ostrovné techno
Nikomu akosi neslo
Netopiere mohli byt ¢ajkami
MZiky pred ocami

BUSia na tamtamy

Nesahaj na rebra zebram
Ja nie som z Oravy debnar
No trocha palenky nedbam

Premietacka blikoce
Slajdy sa menia
Stavy sa menia
Certi sa Zenia

Schody nahor do priesmyku
Mozog skace v lebke

Ako v chvoste Strkaca

Zrazu sa rozpada

A zostal z neho len

Strk, $trk, strk
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VYKRIK
Martin Stanek

Rudé nebe

Zaléva jak krev

Podvecerni krajinu

Av siluetach lidi

Se strach misi s vodou

Aby se znovu objevil

Na druhém brehu

Kam se ani Cerny proud
NeodvaZuje vstoupit

VWkfik protina azbestovy vzduch
Ktery se vari pod tihou existence
Bubla a kypi

A protina barvy vecera

lidé se jak lodé

Houpou na vinach

Té straslivé euforicke

Chladné zhnouci

Chvile Zivota

Veronika Vajdovd
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VECERNI
DRAMA

Natalie Masterova

Bylo jednou jedno Sedivé podzimni odpoledne. Vlastné uz skoro
vecer. Kdo vi, kdy skomirajici ¢tvrta najednou prebéhla do tmy.

V mlze se takové prechody daji jen teézko urcit.

Tahle tma byla totiZ barvy horké cokolady s mlékem. Zakotvila nad
méstem, usadila se odéna mlhou na tramvajovem vedeni a cenila
zuby na spéchajici pidilidi, co se pfed ni snaZili bezvysledné skryt
do podchodl a pasazi. Jako kdyby po kazdém natahovala své

dlouhé nenechavé prsty, a kdyz ji doty¢ny unikl v teple a bezpedi
domova, alespon za nim se zufivosti sobé vlastni zabouchla dvere.

KdyZ tu néhle spatfila svoji dalsi obét. Mlady muz zabaleny v $ale
a dlouhém kabaté spéchal, natahuje své kroky mezi jednotlivymi
ostrlivky svétla lamp. Skoro to vypadalo jako kdyby zapomnél, Ze
po setméni seda na stiechy ten cerny, mraku podobny drak a vy-
¢kava na prince ¢i princeznu, ktefi jej vyzvou na souboj a zachrani
kralovstvi sveho mésta.

Zapomnél a nyni snad doufal, Ze proklickuje témi zachrannymi
kruhy svétla, kterymi se mu mésto snazilo pomoci, do bezpeci
sveého cinzaku.

Najednou vSak vybéhl z podchodu. Zakymacel se a jeho kabat se
nadzved|, jako kdyby se tajemny bojovnik prave chystal k vypadu.
MoZna byla pricinou pouze necekana kaluzZ na chodniku a stale se
zvedajici vitr. MoZna ho tma prece jen dostihla. Zastoupila mu ces-

tu, a kdyz se ji pokousel mrstnym obloukem vyhnout, tak jej ales-
pon drapla kfivym paratem za plast, az ho malem srazila na zem.

On se vSak nenechal, dva dlouhé kroky a iz byl v dalsim svételném
ostrdvku, nahle zménil smér a misto dale po chodniku se vydal
spésné Sikmo ulici, skryvaje se temnému mracnu mezi zaparko-
vanymi auty.

Pomobhlo to, malem vrazil do skupinky ovinénych mladikl a v tu
chvili, jako by se kolem néj temna mlha na chvili projasnila. Stahla
se pfed necekanou pozornosti. Dusivé ticho vSak zlstalo a za par
minut v ném zanikly hlasy opozdilct a zUstal jen pravidelny klapot
podpatkd polobotek na mokreé dlazbé. Signal. Znamenli, aby prise-
ra opét vyrazila.

Na to vSak uZ bylo pozdé. Muz tasil nacvicenym pohybem kli-
Ce, jako Bajaja svlj mec, a dvéma kroky zaplul do dlouhé matné
osvetlené chodby cinZéku. Jenom cCerny kabat za nim na chvilku
zavlal jako posledni vysméch temnému oblacku, ktery za nim z0-
stal trucovité preslapovat na chodniku.

KdyZ se o dvé patra vyse rozsvitila svétla a teplo zacalo salat spa-
rami mezi okenicemi, chomac mlhy na chodniku vzdal vyckavani
a vznesl se zpét ke strecham domu. Sem tam nékomu houkl do
komina ¢i nekde zaklepal na okno. Pak vsak ulehl do ulic, objal
meésto jako pefina a ¢ekal, zda ho zase néjaky ten opozdilec neza-
Simra na jeho dlouhych tenkych prstech svymi znélymi kroky.

CiTIT TO DOBRE

Eva Illiasova

Chci jen citit

Lithium 300 mg

Srovna mé do late

Oplostuje sinusoidu

Vsichni se divaji, tak si udrzuju zachovalou schranku
Ale vecery jsou tézké

Rano

Prijde nové rano

Zaludek na vodé

Kocour za zamlzenym oknem

Tabula rasa

Piju kafe, poliju si kosili, a pak ji Cistim na zachodech
Ujel mi autobus

Hloupy véci

Rikaji $patny véci

Slova

Bodaji

KFici

Viskaji 3]
Aha, to jsem nevedeéla, ze si to tak beres

Stropy jsou nizké

A zdijsou tmaveé

Okna netésni, tak mam na sobé dva svetry

A snéhove vlocky litaji
Oci oslepené

Kde je uzel B?

Tvary, obrysy a linie
Jsou nedprosne
Realné a uchopitelné
Narozdil od Uzkosti

Jiz vzbuzuiji

Nezfidka Uzkost

je spiSe viskozni

Slova jako vodopad

Kapky rezaji

Mé do prdele

Do prdele, uz mé to nebavi
Nebavi mé to tady
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CELLS

Eva Illiasova

It's beyond the physical possibilities
They can be painful

But | want a different fusion

Of our selves

| am squeezing you

But I can't get any closer

| wish that

My innermost cell would touch yours
Gently

You would feel the warmth of its nucleus
You would swim in its cytoplasm
Breathe its oxygen
HHHHhhhhHHHHhhhh

Perfectly synchronised

ZAZVOROVE LIMO

Martin Schwarz

Najprv kino

Potom zazvorové limo

Po vine len trochu mimo
Nemusis sa brodit dymom
Dva sedemnast zrusili ho

Zanoreni do pohovky

Z repra hipsterské ludovky
Zopar songov z Pustvopolu
Nie si sama, nie sme spolu

Ale aj tak

Sedim, drzim, neptstam Ta
Lebo stale mi je malo
Tvojich ruk a Tvojich bozkov
Prelozenych svinou vinou
Kolo sa nam polamalo

A do vody popadalo
Urobilo bac

Chcem Ta

Stale viac a viac

Povedz ako médm odolat
Ked si taka
Na basnicku pekna bola
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ZASCHLY BARVY

Jakub Lukac

Zavsechny ty zaschly barvy
a nedokonceny véty
vSechny lasky — zmrzly larvy
co chtély bejt motyly

nech vytrysknout slzy
proudem oplachni palety
nech je téct at v nich uz brzy
at v nich uz za chvili

namocis svUj starej Stétec
a zkusi$ to zas

Adéla Rotreklova

zase ti pisu dalsi
i kdyz je vlastne nemas rad
(ani nerad)
ale copak mdzu jinak
kdyZ otevienou fixou
(dva krat dva)
vepsal jsi do oken ticho
aspon pro obcas
a podzimujici pohyb mysi
jako otisky tvych krokU
schovavaji mé pred zimou

(Ctyri)

samootvirani dveri horicimu kefi

jsme uveéreni
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VZKAZNIK

Zde mUzete zanechat drobny komentar, vzkaz ¢i kresbicku pro dalsi ¢tenare.
Tomuto vytisku tak vdechnete trochu jedinecnosti a umoZnite mu ziskavat
stale Cerstvy obsah, i kdyzZ je jiZ na hony vzdalen tiskafskému inkoustu.
Ctete ¢asopis doma ¢i v e-verzi? Nevadil Poslete nam svij pfispévek
na e-mail sefredaktor@motolak.org a my jej zvefejnime.

A abyste se prili$ neostychali, Tomas Mikyska vykopéava...
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