Pavel Reznicek

From: Hrozba vytahu (Prague:

Petrov, 2001).

Three Poems

Nenavidim listopad nenavidim lidi

Listopad ma kfivou hubu

Listopadu rostou z usi chlupy

Listopad je nejSkaredSi mésic v roce

Boji se orla ktery ho stale oblétava

Boji se sém sebe protoze listopad je orel

Se zldmanyma nohama a pferazenymi kfidly
Listopad zebrinak pfevraceny na cesté

S nakladem vysypaném na kfiZzovatce

Kdosi busi na dvere

Je to zlomena cigareta

S vysypanym tabdkem

Nenavidim listopad nenavidim lidi

Lidem rostou z usi chlupy

Lidi jsou nejSkaredsi v listopadu

Lidi se boji orla ktery je stale v listopadu oblétava
Lidi maji kfivou hubu nejvic v listopadu

Listopad je otluc¢ené plechové umyvadlo
Na jeho dné vedou Japonci valku s lidmi
To uz je jedno s jakymi

Jsou to listopadovi lidé

Lidé ze suchého listi z vysypaného tabaku
Lidé s rozervanyma blizama

A s oima z tésta

Ze kterého bude brzy Stradl a tac

Pro bohy zapfazené do dvoukoldku
NaloZzeného rukama nohama a zubama
Ze viech listopadu s kiivyma hubama
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I Hate November English translation:
James Naughton
November has a crooked mouth

Hairs grow out of November’s ears

November is the ugliest month of the year

It fears the eagle that constantly circles around it

It fears itself because November is an eagle

With broken legs and broken wings

November the farmer’s wagon overturned on the road

With its load sprinkled out at the crossroads

Someone hammers at the door

It is a broken cigarette

With sprinkled-out tobacco

| hate November | hate people

Hairs grow out of people’s ears

People are the ugliest in November

People fear the eagle that constantly circles around them
in November

People have a crooked mouth most in November

November is a chipped tin washing basin

On its bottom the Japanese wage war with people
It doesn’t matter who they are

They are November people

People made of dried leaves of sprinkled-out tobacco
People with torn blouses

And with eyes of dough

Which will soon be made into strudel and ta¢

For the Gods that are harnessed to a pushcart
Loaded with arms and legs with teeth

From all the Novembers with their crooked mouths
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From: Kakodémonicky kartac
(Prague: dybbuk, 2006)

Vsech Svatych

Mrtvi fizek nedostanou

Mrtvi musi kuSovat

Mrtvi musi pandctkovat

Kdykoliv jim hodim kostku cukru

Plnou haraburdi ze staré skfiné

Mrtvi se musi culit na papirového draka na obloze

| kdyZ jim nenese nic jiného

nez pot krev a slzy

Toto vSechno mne napadlo kdyz jsem se prochazel

Na Dusic¢ky na Olsanech

Mam tam svého nejlepsiho kamarada

Stépana Kolare

I nas rodinny hrob na sedmém hrbitové desatém oddéleni
hrob €. 249

Mym sousedem o nékolik fad dél ale na stejném
oddéleni

Je spisovatel Karel Pecka

| podivny baron von Wurm

Zajimavé Ze Stépan Kolaf ma pobliz svého hrobu

Barona Villaniho

Na Dusicky byla zima tésil jsem se z Olsan domd
ProtoZe mne ¢ekaly fizky

Byla sobota a ¢ekal mne obéd

Na ktery uZ nikdy nepfijde Stépan KolaF jako kdysi
Jeho fizky mu ted sezeru ja

Ale draka pro mne na kterém je napsano:

Slzy pot a krev

Mi ted ze svého hrobu pousti on

Da kann man nichts machen

Opravdu se neda nic délat
Mrtvi musi kuSovat
Ajejich fizky jim seZeru ja
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All Saints

The dead will get no schnitzel

The dead must keep mum

The dead must sit up and beg

Whenever | chuck them a lump of sugar

Full of junk from an old closet

The dead have to simper at a paper kite in the sky

Even if it is bringing them nothing other

than blood sweat and tears

All of this struck me as | was walking along

on All Souls’ Day to OlSany

My best friend Stépan Koldf is there

And our family grave in the seventh cemetery tenth
section grave number 249

My neighbour a few rows along but in the same section

Is the writer Karel Pecka

And the unusual Baron von Wurm

Interesting that Sté&pan Kolarf has in the vicinity of his
grave

Baron Villani

On All Souls’ Day it was cold | was keen to get home from
Olsany

For schnitzels were awaiting me

It was Saturday and lunch was awaiting

To which as formerly Stépan Kolar will never come again

And | am going to eat his schnitzels

But the kite for me upon which is written:

Tears sweat and blood

Will now be flown from his grave for me by him

Da kann man nichts machen

Really there is nothing to be done
The dead must keep mum
And | am going to eat their schnitzels
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Obraz mého nepritele

Rozhodné nema masku

jeho jedinym znamenim je obrovsky monokl

modry jako $vestka zpUsobeny mu pésti pravékého
lovce Otziho

kterého nasli v ledovci na pomezi Rakouska a Italie

MoZna Ze mym neptitelem byl Otzi

ale narodil se pfilis brzy o néjakych pét tisic let

a nedorazil tedy do spravného tasu

aby mne zabil

nebo vyvalel v pefi a dehtu a pak zapalil

Tvrdil jsem Frantovi Dryjemu v hostinci
Na Klikovce
Z7e nemam nepratele
lhal jsem (ted nevim... védomé nebo nevédomé?)
mi nepratelé se jmenuji... ale nechme toho
nat délat dusno
ale ne musim to fict (nebo Ze bych si to nechal
pro sebe? co tim ziskdm
kdyz vytroubim do svéta jména svych nepfatel?)
ne ne nechdm si to pfece jen pro sebe
obraz mého nepfitele jako Obraz Doriana Graye
jako obraz KristUv na rouSce Veroni¢iné
jako obraz statnika na vytrusnici houba
na Bahamskych ostrovech
kdesi si kdosi zase plete loutkové divadlo s jatkami
Kaspdrek potiisnén krvi nedospélych divakd
Grand Guignol
po horizontu hor utika kdosi s pytlem plnym
détskych hlavitek
a kutecich stehen firmy Kentucky Fried Chickens
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The Picture of My Enemy

Decidedly he has no mask
his only mark is a huge monocle
blue as a plum caused by the fist of the ancient
hunter Otzi
whom they found in a glacier on the border of Austria and Italy
Maybe my enemy was Otzi
but he was born too soon by some five thousand years or so
and so did not arrive in the right era
to kill me
or roll me in feathers and tar and set me alight

| alleged to Franta Dryje in the pub
Na Klikovce

| had no enemies

I lied (and now no longer know... consciously or unconsciously?)

my enemies’ names are these... but let’s leave it be

why make a fuss

but no | have to say it (or should | just keep it to myself? and
what would | gain

by trumpeting the names of my enemies across the world?)

but no | really will just keep it to myself

the picture of my enemy like the Picture of Dorian Gray

like the picture of Christ upon the Veil of Veronica

like the picture of a statesman on fungal sporangium a sponge
in the Bahamas

somewhere someone again is mixing up puppet theatre with
the slaughterhouse

Caspar stained with the blood of under-aged spectators

Grand Guignol

across the mountainous horizon someone runs with a sack full
of children’s heads

and Kentucky Fried Chicken drumsticks
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mUj nepfitel ma metr osmdeséat dva na vysku
je bezvousy
protoZe vous je vysadou laryngologl
a hluchoslepych
muUj nepfitel je Lhaf a $pinavec jeho pradlo
je pradlem
rakoviny a jeji kamaradky olihné rakovina si zdsadné
nemyje nohy
a labia majora z olihné cdka Spina jako ze vSech
téch kdo lZou o0 mné Ze miluji hrocha z kfemene
a kadidlo
z cukrl vydolovaného z kiidel archeopteryxe
byl jsem to ja kdo vpalil hrot zrezivélého Sipu
Otzimu
pod pravou lopatku tak jako se zapaluje sirot¢inec
nakonec... proc bych lhal;
mi nepfatelé se jmenuiji: J. K., B. B. (ale ten je uz
po smrti),
J.E.,J.J.,).B.,,P.H.,R.N,, J. 0. a studené nohy...
nebo Pseudodionysios Areopagités

Kousek mydla ze zaschlé krve pro mého nepfitele,
prosim!
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my enemy is one metre eighty-two in height

he is clean-shaven

for whiskers is the privilege of laryngologists
and the deaf-and-blind

my enemy is a liar and a dirty thing his laundry is the
laundry

of cancer and its mate the squid and cancer
fundamentally does not wash its feet

and labia majora dirt splatters out of the squid as it does
out of all

those who lie about me alleging | love the hippopotamus
made of flint and incense

made out of sugars extracted from the wings of an
Archaeopteryx

it was | who shot the point of the rusty arrow
into Otzi’s

right shoulder blade just like burning down an orphanage

and in the end... why should | lie;

my enemies are called: J.K, B.B. (but he’s now dead),

JE., J.J.,).B.,P.H,R.N,, J.O,, and also cold feet...
or Pseudo-Dionysius the Areopagite

A piece of soap made of dried blood for my enemy, if you
please!
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