








o1 MEHWA
PETR BORKOVEC

Tvé dopisy Jjsou tenké jako platky

hrusnovych kvéta, které trikrat

oderval vitr. Kdyz rozhlizim se po svém pokoji,
marné k nim hledam vhodny primér.

To, co mi pises$, neni podobné

ni¢emu z toho, co méam na ocich.

¢im krdsnéjsi, tim tissi jsou tvé radky,

jako by dédlka s krasou mély stejnou tvar.

A tak tvé listy, jeden na druhém,

svazuji zbytkem zeleného hedvabi

a vkladam do truhlice vedle jinych véci.
Rédda si prohlizim tu skrinku se slovy!
Cos odesel, 1 nit plynouci latkou

dovede prehlusit tvé kroky, v néz tak doufam.
Siju jen v noci. Ke psani si seddm,

kdyz tma se v hloubce shodne s bezvétrim.
Stinitko lampy uhladim a sklopim,

rozetru inkoust. Papir na stole

je bélejsi nez 1licidlo

na moji tvari. I tohle pat?i k psani!

Vzdyt vim.. Tak tedy asporn stin

papiru, pera, pismen, rukavu,

co Susti, hlavy, co se sklani

nad na$i dalkou! At tedy aspon stin

ruky, co klade pismo na papir,

v pestrého motyla se zméni

a k zdhybu tvych Satd dolétne.

Anebo ve vazku! V dést, stékot, jiny stin,

v cokoli, je tak pozdé!






02 PRAMENY
BEATA HLAVENKOVA

Krajim slova

do uhlednych slabin duse
Tvaruji dny a hodiny

bez retuse

Na hlavu popel si nesypu
vitr ho dédvno odval
Nedélam véci ze zvyku
stroha slova

Lez procedim na zrnko
pustim na dno

Voda ho odnese

hu¢i a nauci

Obrousi kameny
zjemni hrany
proc¢isti slova

Prameny nalézém
pak ztricim
a musim hledat znova






03 U RYBNIKA
BOHUSLAV REYNEK

Z rouna mlh se pavucina
v prstech slunce vyprada.
Zachvéla se zlatd trtina,
procitd vod zahrada,

v zavrat zrcadel se stromy
divem lesku stapéji.
Prvym vénkem hlat se lomi:
rostou kruhy nadéji.






04 SLAMKA A SLEPYS KREHKY
PETR BORKOVEC

Slamka si rekla pro sebe,

Z%e neni slémka, ze Jje slepys krehky.
Slysel to slepys$ krehky a pomyslel si,
ze neni slepy$ krehky, zZe je slamka.
Kazda véc mé néco spolec¢ného

se Stéstim! I kazdé zvire!






05
BEATA

Kolem dokola jde
Zena s parem koni
jednim silnym
druhym slabym -

ten slaby bere dech

Klopyta tise
nevnima pohledy
nechce tvy rady

To¢i se

spirdlou okouzlena
neres$i cil

netrpi hlady

Napaji koné
sebe pak taky
smutkem i radosti

Je sama sebou
ma vsechno

je védoma

je tady
horouci

ZENA
HLAVENKOVA






06 SOCHA
PETR BORKOVEC

Cely den dést a vitr cely den
obchézi pretopeny byt. Nic na préci.
Jak sousta v ustech v océich
prevracet knihy v knihovnéch,

mapy vlhkych stén.

Mit v préaci nic a jeho jemny sloh.
Poodchliplé mramorové poupé

ve vlndch naskrz promdcenych ploch travnika.
Dést. Potopa se koupe.

Cely den dést. Plaz, les i postava,
dim, vyplné dveri, parapety
jsou v praci presnych, pravidelnych dlat.

Z desté je hlas, co za zdi nadava.
A voda stékd z opédlenych zad,
v pisku lezi kvétované Saty.






07 HUSA V
BOHUSLAYV

Nehori a nevyzvéani.
Husa vola v mlze ranni.

Upi za zdi husa sira.
Branu zimy otevira.

Skripou samot vereje,
klika bilé vede jJje

z nadéje do nadéje.

K soudu budi vykrik husy
opustény dvur, sad rusy,

kameny a kolena
o samotu oprena.

Husa bilé, husa siva,
kridla mlhy, kridla diva.

Smrt si bily nGZ ohrivia,
srpek luny o tmu brousi.

Jdou. Nic s sebou nevezmou si.

Zed. A na zdi stromi dela,
bitim o zed zkrvavéla.

Za zdi zdhad zahrada.
Zéernal strom. Krev opada.

MLZE
REYNEK






08 RADOST
BOHUSLAV REYNEK

Boze muj, horim nadéji,
ze véci, které se nedéji,
se stanou,

Z%e prece skonc¢i se vysmésna step,
v které, cest nevida, chodim jak slep
a prahnu:

usnu, a prileti radost jak ptak,
srdce mi otevre, aniz zvim jak,
a v hnévu

zabije hada v ném, obludu zavési,
z¢ernalou, na haluz ve vlhkém zdlesi
zouféani,

ve branidch duse mé zaskvi se strazi,
¢ekéani barvinky slzami svlazi
zpivajic.






09 VZPOMINKA NA SAMOTU
BOHUSLAV REYNEK

Samota oken. Samota dveri.
Dvere jsou Cerné. V okné se Seri.
Dvere zvou ¢elo. Septd stin v keri.

V kouté je okno. Nékde jen sténa.
Sténa se poti. Strop nad ni sténa.
Pod kroky vzdechu uUsta unavend.

Samota stropu. Samota vika.
Samota samot. Nékdo tu vzlyka.

Samota zimy. Mraz, drapky bilé
do okna Skrabou. Zataté chvile.

Pod prahem svitéd, ohen tam neni.
List, plamen spadly. Popel polibeni.

List z vétve svaty. Pecéet na prahu.
Rty jesté libou. Prach a podlahu.






10 PLAVALA
MARTIN VEDEJ

Plavala Dnes pléava

jednou rukou ponorend

odhéanala kvapky z tela celd biela

Plivala Plavala

na biele lekné kym nad vodou

lihala ako rosa sa vznédsSala para letnd
Dnes pléava Plavala

ponorenéa tak premenend

celd zena dychala léaska slepéd

Dnes pléava
ponorena
celéd biela

Plavala
v ¢ierni lesa
vidala, ze je slepa

Plavala
druhou rukou
objimala svoje dieta

Dnes pléava
ponorena
celéd zena






11 ZAPOMNIANE
DOROTA BAROVA

Zapomniane ciche sny i 1zy,
w ktérach mnie nie ma.

Zapomnianych tyle chwil i dni,
w ktérach Cie nie ma.

Nie zapomnij na tg przestrzen,
ktéra byta w nas i bedzie nadziejsg.

Zapomniane moje my$li tam
gdzie nikoho nie ma.

Zapomnianych tyle serc
a ja cichutko s$piewam:

“nie zapomnij w rytmie serca
sobg, byé,bo wiesz, ze bije do kofica...

”






o1 MEHWA
PETR BORKOVEC
(translated by Justin Quinn)

Your letters fall like fine flakes

of pear blossom severed by the wind

three times. When I survey my room

I fail to find its right compare.

A1l that you write is like

nothing that is here before my eyes.

As they are fairer, your lines grow still more silent
as though the forms of distance and of beauty

were the same.

And so your pages, each on each

I tie up with the leavings of green silk
and store with other things inside a coffer.
How I enjoy going through that box of words!
Since you left, your steps are silenced

by a thread of flowing fabric.

I only stitch at night. To writing I sit down
when darkness fitly meets with windlessness
in the deep.

I smoothe and tilt the lampshade

and spread the ink. The paper on the table
is whiter than my face’s white foundation.
And even this is part of writing!

Do I not know... Or at least the shade

of paper, pen, each letter and the sleeve

that rustles, the head that bends

over our distance! Let at least the shade

of this hand placing letters on this paper

become a particoloured butterfly that folds

at last into the pleats and doublings of your clothes.
Or into a dragonfly! Or rain or cries or another shade,
or anything at all - it is now so late!

From the Interior - Poems 1995-2005",

2008, reprinted with kind permission

“Petr Borkovec:
© Seren Books,

From



02 WELLSPRINGS
BEATA HLAVENKOVA
(translated by David Vichnar & Stephan Delbos)

I slice words

into shapely flanks of soul

I mould days and hours

without retouching them at all

I eat no humble pie

ready-baked so long ago

I don’t do things just out of habit
those curt words

I’11 sieve lies down to the grain
and drop it to the floor

Water will carry it away

it will hum and it will learn

Water will rub down the stones
smooth off the edges
refine the words and letters

I’'m finding wellsprings
then losing them
and I must search once more



03 AT THE POND
BOHUSLAV REYNEK
(translated by David Vichnar)

A cobweb, from within the foggy fleece,
spun by the sun’s own fingers.

Athrob are the golden reeds,

the garden of waters awakens,

in the vertigo of mirrors, the trees

dunked into the wondrous glow.

The water surface breaks in the first breeze:
circles of hopes now grow.

04 SLOW-WORM AND STRAW
PETR BORKOVEC
(translated by Justin Quinn)

A stem of straw said softly to itself,

I’'m not a straw. A slow-worm’s what I am.

The slow-worm overheard the thought and thought,
I’'m not a slow-worm. A straw is what I am.

Each thing tends to its happiness!

And every animal as well!



05 WOMAN
BEATA HLAVENKOVA
(translated by David Vichnar & Stephan Delbos)

She walks all around

a woman with a pair of horses
one strong

the other weak -

the weak catches its breath

Tottering silently
ignoring glances
refusing your advice

She turns

transfixed in a spiral
heeding no goal
feeling no hunger

She leads horses to water
drinks beside them
of grief and joy

She is herself
has everything
is conscious
she’s here

and burning



06 STATUE
PETR BORKOVEC
(translated by Justin Quinn)

All day rain and wind all day

around the overheated flat. No work.

Eyes chewing over bookshelves and the patterned murk
of damp across the walls again and again.

To work at nothing and its bland contours.

A marble bud floats free across the shoals

and waves of lawns in floods and floods of tears...
And still the rain. The deluge basks and rolls.

All day rain. A shore, some woods, a figure...
the house, the inlaid door and parapets
all worked with accurate steady chisels.

The rain beyond the wall complains and frets.
And sun-bronzed backs run wet beneath the drizzle.
In the sand, there lies a dress with floral patterns.

From the Interior - Poems 1995-2005",

2008, reprinted with kind permission

“Petr Borkovec:

From

© Seren Books,



07 GOOSE IN MIST
BOHUSLAV REYNEK
(translated by Justin Quinn)

It neither burns nor gives a warning.
A goose 1is calling out this morning.

Behind the wall, lamenting fate,
thus it opens winter’s gate.

The doorpost creaks in solitude.
The white door-handle shifts the mood,

from hope to hope, and unsubdued,

the calling wakes the empty yard
to judgment, and the russet orchard.

It also calls the stones and knees
that take in solitude their ease.

Goose: so ashen white its shade,
its wings of mist, so wildly splayed.

Death is warming its white blade.
A sickle sharpened to dark rhythm.

They go. They take nothing with them.

The wall. And trees. Foreheads smashed
against their wall. Blood is splashed.

Behind this wall a mystery.
The blood a trickle. A blackened tree.

From “Bohuslav Reynek: The Well at Morning”,

© Karolinum Press,

reprinted with kind permission

2017,



08 JOoY
BOHUSLAV REYNEK
(translated by David Vichnar & Stephan Delbos)

My God, I’'m ablaze with the hope
that things beyond my scope
will transpire

that there will be an end to this derisive steppe,
in which, seeing no path, blinded I step
and desire:

I’11 doze off, and joy will come flying like a crow,
it’11 open my heart, without my knowing how,
and in ire,

it’11 kill the snake inside, hang the ghoul
on the moist grove’s blackest bough
of despair,

at my soul’s gate, sentinels will then twinkle,
waiting will water with tears my periwinkle,
singing an air.



09 REMEMBERING SOLITUDE
BOHUSLAV REYNEK
(translated by David Vichnar & Stephan Delbos)

Solitude of the window. Solitude of the door.
The door is black. The window is dour.
Door beckons brow. A shadow whispers in the bower.

In the corner, a window. Somewhere, just a wall.
The wall perspires. The ceiling bawls.
Under sighing footsteps, the mouth is all wan.

Solitude of the ceiling. Solitude of the knob.
Solitude of the solitude. Someone else’s sob.

Solitude of winter. Frost, claws all white
scratching the window. Moments shut tight.

Suite under the threshold, fire amiss.
A leaf, fallen flame. Ashes of the kiss.

A leaf blown off its branch. Seal on the door.
Lips still kissing. Dust and the floor.



10 SHE USED TO SWIM
MARTIN VEDEJ
(translated by David Vichnar & Stephan Delbos)

She used to swim She used to swim

with one hand as long as summer heat
she wiped herself dry above the water heaved
She used to swim She used to swim

then on the white waterlilies thereby transformed
all dew-like she would lie blind love breathed

Today she swims
submerged
a woman entire

Today she swims
submerged
in white attire

She used to swim
in the black wood
seeing she was blind

She used to swim
with her other hand
embracing her child

Today she swims
submerged
a woman entire

Today she swims
submerged
in white attire



11 FORGETTING
DOROTA BAROVA
(translated by David Vichnar)

Forgotten, the quiet dreams and tears,
in which there is no me.

Forgotten, the moments and days,
in which there is no us.

Unforgotten, the space within us,
in which could be our hope.

Forgotten, the thoughts,
in which there is no-one.

Forgotten, so many hearts,
while I just softly sing:

“Never in your heartbeat forget to be yourself,
beat as it will till the end.”
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