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Rogzitett trapéz

Ez a szerelem

mi vagy. En nem tudtam, hogy

0 is menstrual. Kiabrandito, ha

foldi mérce méri. A 1ényeg

mégis (mégse) osszeall. O végzi

foldi dolgait. Szamitva és

kiszamitva igy lizemel. Haland6 rakja
ekképpen a 1épteit. Egymas elé,
egymasnak mégis egy kicsit keresztbe.
Széajkosarnyi rozsat hoznak

ajtaja elé a nagy hentesek.

Voros persze mind. Egymasnak mokéasan
hattal allnak. Nadragjukba

torlik hatalmas keziik. Baranyvéres
posztoénadragok tavolodnak.
Elkacsaznak.

Ropogo télvégi hidegben mennek.
Szé4jaba tomi a szirmokat, mig

néz utanuk. Igy bamul.

Tindédve, mint

az livegszilankokat, a

szirmokat. A molén amannak a nének a
sziluettje is. Ott van.

Aki még szintén

lengeni tudott.tudna. Flényesen
kaparaszik a szive koriil. Kérme alatt
vergddo szalkak



Trapeze Made Fast

The love

you are. I’ve had no idea

she too is menstruating. It’s disenchanting,
if earthly yardstick measures her. Still, essence
ever (never) coheres. Counting,
computing she hums along. Mortals

amble in this manner. Stepping out
straight, yet crossing feet

ever so slightly.

The big butchers bring to her door

a muzzleful of roses.

All red, of course. They stand, jokingly
back to back. Wiping enormous hands

on their trousers.

Felt pants stained with lamb’s blood,

in the distance, waddling away.

Walking in crunching late-winter cold.
Stuffing the petals in her mouth

she looks after them. She stares like this.
Musing, like

she does the shards of glass,

the petals. Also, that other woman’s silhouette
on the jetty. It is there.

Whoever could

still swing, would. Arrogantly,

she scratches around her heart.

Under her nails small splinters twitching



Vergodo szalkak

A halasz kimozdult. E16bb még

a testét tapogatta végig (letapogatta),
mint az lirbdl érkezett nd. Hintaztak
Iépteiben az eldkészitett fényes horgok.
A 1épéseit késobb talaltak meg

a parton. Osszegytijtotte dket a
kopoltyus kisfitl. Lefelé

halad6 nehézkes 1éptek voltak az
orrhegynél mind befelé¢ mélyedt.
Labujjhegyen jart

a halasz és kandiscukrot osztogatott a
kopoltyus kisfiuknak.

A tornyot még,

persze, sokaig nem takaritottak ki
utanuk. A padlon

telefirkalt lapok és bonyolult
helyszinelési rajzok hevertek.

Levett ujjlenyomatok.

Onnan a vizig lelatni. A bokrok

csak a keszegeld 6blot

takarjak el, egyediil azt. Itt fekiidt
sokéig a haldsz 6lomsziirke

monitorja. A fokozott figyelem sem segitett
most. Felfordulva, félig iszapba
mertiilten sem engedte, hogy szétszéledjenek
a szinei. Pikkelyes, liikktetd

6lomszin monitor



Splinters Twitching

The fisherman stepped out. First

he felt (felt up) his body

like the woman just arrived from outer space,
prepared, shiny hooks swung in his steps.
These steps were later found

upon the shore. The boy with gills

collected them. They were

down-sloping heavy steps,

sinking inward at the tip.

The fisherman

walked on tiptoes distributing candy

to the gilled boys.

Of course they didn’t clean

the tower after them

for a long time. There were

scribbled sheets of paper

on the floor, and complex surveyors plans.
Fingerprints freshly taken.

From there one sees down to the water.

The bushes shield the bream yielding bay alone.
Here lay the fisherman’s lead-grey monitor
for a long time. Even the sharply focused attention
couldn’t help now. Capsized,

half submerged in mud it wouldn’t let

its colours dissolve.

Scaly, pulsating

lead-grey monitor



Olomsziirke monitor

O szabadon ténfergett az iskolaudvaron.
Sziirkésfekete arnyék kisérte, voroses
sorénypatakok. Szeme pedig barna,
szabadsagpuha, nedvesmeleg. Ilyen volt
akkor. Eppen igy.

Saros rongylabdahoz bokte rézsaszin
orrlyukat. Az udvar egyre kisebb lett, 6 meg
egyre nagyobb. Atlépte az emeletes haz
tetejét, benn a gyerekek, mi odabent,
FinnaPiroska osztalyfonok ¢s a
torténelemorak. Nagyon nagy

vadasz jott akkor, nagyobb még néla is,
tollas kalapjaval a napot verte. A hold
akkoriban csak éjjel

merészkedett el0. Mindenki tudta,

6t megdlni jott.

Nem akadt, aki szolhatott volna érte.
Sz6lt volna ellene. O csak a rongylabdat
szaglaszta egyre.

Neéztiik pisszenéstelen.

Az meg csak jott, kozeledett,

eldre tartotta a fegyverét. A térképen

a donyecki medencét kellett megmutatni.
Odaig nem hallatszhatott el.

Oda nem a dorrenés. Kint akkor rogyott a
térdére éppen. A legjobb mindségii
feketeszén. Kint a vadasz meg komotosan
visszacsomagolt



Lead-grey Monitor

He was loitering free in the schoolyard.

A greyish-black shadow followed him and
reddish rivulets of mane. And his eyes;

brown, wetwarm, freedomsoft. He was like that
then. Exactly so.

He thrust his pink nostrils against

a rag-ball. The yard grew smaller as he grew
even bigger, stepping across the tall building’s
roof, inside the kids, all of us inside,

the homeroom teacher

and history classes. A very big hunter

appeared then, bigger even than him,

striking the Sun with his feathered hat.

Only at night did the Moon

dare to show itself in those days. Everyone knew
the hunter came to kill him.

There was no one to oppose him.

To speak up for him. He kept on sniffing the rag-ball.
We were watching in frozen silence.

And that one kept closing in,

gun at the ready. On the map

one had to point out the Donets Basin.

The sound of the explosions couldn’t have drifted
as far as that place. Outside, just then,

he fell to his knees. The best quality black coal.
And the hunter, outside, taking his time

packed his bags



Letelepszik, belevilagit

Lefejezi rozséadat a hideg.

Ilyen mondatokkal teli a padlas. Pedig
komolyan hiszi. Az idd ilyen.

A leeresztett redony rései kozott
viztoronyra lat. Eszegeti a kod

a tavolsagokat. Megérinti, 6sszerandul,

- végigzongoraz. Eszegeti. A hajo kikotni
vagyott, a vihar 0sszetdrni, az istenit!
(Karomkodasbol katedralist, ez nem az a lany,
ez egy masik, az elsd betiiket gondosan
Osszecserélte azért) gondolja.

Ujra probalkozik, és mar folékerekedni
tud. A rézsékat a viztorony.

Ilyen id@. Itt egy Rilke, Bernhard és egy G.
Benn stb. idézet elmaradt... (Az id6

ilyen, teszi hozza kelletleniil.)

Az agy vasa hideg, mint a proletaroké.

A tavirdzsa is csak foltorekszi magat
végiil. Csak addig kussolt,

mig az arcat kicserélték. Djekyll és, pedig,
az Onkormanyzat.

(El8szor az utdbbi szo versben, és hidban.)
Az els6 gyermekibb. Lekuporodik meztelen
labahoz, halat lat az 61ében, vergddd
polipot. Foltos korhazi lepedére gondol.

A nagyapja halt meg ennyire

igy.egyediil



Settling Down, Flashing In

Your roses are beheaded by the cold.

The attic is full of sentences like this. Yet

he believes it seriously. The times are like this.

Through the slits of the closed venetian blinds

he glimpses a water tower. The fog is slowly

munching on the distance. Touching, contracting

- running its fingers through it. Munching slowly. The ship
wanted safe harbour, the storm to wreck, goddamn it!
(Basilica built of blasphemy, this is not that girl,

it’s a different one, he thus carefully mixed up

the first letters) he thinks.

He tries again, and this time

he gets on top of it. The roses by the water tower.

Such times. Here citations from Rilke, Bernhard, and one
by G. Benn have been omitted... (The times

are such, he adds reluctantly.)

The bed’s metal is cold, like that of the proletariat.

The water lily also gets to the top

in the end. Laying low only

until they changed the face. Drjekyll and, yet,

the municipal government.

(The latter word for the first time in a poem, and in vain.)
The first more childlike. Crouching down

to her naked foot, seeing a fish in her lap, an octopus
writhing. He thinks of a stained hospital sheet.

His grandfather died like this

in such loneliness

10



Ennyire igy. Egyediil

Rogcédulak, ijesztéek, ahogy

igy kiallnak a perspektivak faradtzold
kocsonyaibol. Fekete kabatja hosszabban
lelog, baratod a szospekulansok kozott.
Gyava

¢s tehat befarol kozéjiikk. Mokéasan

riszal az agressziv szirupban,

rbzsaszin iszap,

a félelemnek ott is szaga van. Abban
atszivarog, alaktalan. Hatadban latod

a tekintetét, szived tajékan lerobbant,
megprobal magadrél leszedni, ahogy
meghagytak neki.

Nehéz megszokni, miért, hogy 6 is amott.
S ha nem sikertil, majd kitil a napra.
Nem érti még és mar nem fogja megérteni
se. A magany nem

az ember lényege, valasztasod ezért
anakronisztikus. Arra ébredsz,

hogy visszafelé toroltek ki onnan, mint

a rakokat. A nyolcvanas évek azoké.
Volt, ki ott se volt. Akkor. Te sem? Vagy
ottlenni se kell, a tények mozgathatdak.
Sajog a derekad, hallgatsz valami
zenefélét, Mozart-zenét.

A zene j6 a mélabtis embernek, rossz a
gyaszolonak ¢és kozombos a halottnak
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Like This, In Such Loneliness

Leaflets, frightening as they

protrude from the faded green jelly of perspectives
in this way. His black overcoat hangs down

lower, your friend amongst the word-mongers.

He is a coward

and so backs out into them. It’s funny

the way he wriggles in the aggressive syrup,

pink mud,

fear has a stink even there. It seeps through,
amorphous. You see the eyes

in your back, it broke down near your heart,

trying to pry you off yourself, just

as he was told to.

It’s hard to get used to as to why she too over there.
And if no luck, he’ll just sit in the sun.

He does not understand it nor will he understand it
ever. Solitude is

not the essence of man, your choice therefore

is anachronistic. One day you awake

to your having been erased from there retroactively
like a crab. The nineteen-eighties belong to them.
Some weren’t even there. At the time. You neither? Or
one needn’t be there at all, the facts are mobile.
Your back hurts, you listen to

some music, Mozartmusic.

Music is good for a melancholy man, bad for
someone in mourning and indifferent to the dead

12



Kozombos a halottnak

Vorés miianyagvodorben

fodrozodik az ut. Fiivet tépkednek
gyermekek, f6ld szagaban kuporognak.
Egy sereg rovar egymast falja ol

egy kis agyagdarabon. Allkapcsok
csattogasa hallszik. Olyan ez,

mint a tavasz, csak kisebb. A csopp
kiilonbségen, a résen épp, egy dongd
ropiil at. A tér remeg, nem a térség,
hidba tlinik igy fel soknak. Tenyerében
langyos, olvadt vaj, b6r6zés, halak.
Egyik szog kinyomja a masikat, s mar
nem kell hozza homaly. Puha a zuhanas,
csak jo sokaig tartson - dlmodja, de
kényszeres dlom ez.

Eliiltetni az els6 fat a négyezerbdl.

A nagy konyvek

kimentek a divatbol, a végteleniil iires
Munkas masként rendelkezik. A part,
mint aki eszmélkedik, néhany
maganyos fatol zajos. Ragacsos
kérgekkel piszmorog, a lovak
korbejarjak. Késo eladni mar az
allatokat! Lesik, feladja-e végre. A
koltészetben sok alnoksagnak kell
torténnie. Vagy ez igy van jol. Szeretném
bejelenteni: elhagyom magukat

13



Indifferent To The Dead

In a red plastic pail wavelets

reflect the road. Children

pluck grass, huddle in earth-smell.

A swarm of insects devour each other

on a patch of clay. Rattle of jawbones is heard.

It’s like spring, only smaller. A bumblebee
wings through the tiny difference.

In spite of appearances space quivers,

not the expanse. In his palm: lukewarm
melting butter, gaskets, fishes.

One nail pushes out another and

no longer needs the dark. Soft is the fall,
let it be long - he dreams, but

a forced dream it is.

To plant the first tree, out of four thousand.
Great books

are out of fashion, the infinitely empty
Worker commands otherwise.

As one slowly awakening,

the riverbank is made noisy

with a few solitary trees.

He fiddles with the sticky bark,

his horses run around him. Too late

to sell the beasts! He’s watched,

will he give up, at last. Much treachery

must happen in poetry. Or all this is all right.

I’d like to announce: I’'m abandoning you all

14



Elhagyom magukat

Az érzet egyetlen pontbdl

indult ki, lassan terjedt szét

a teljes haton, érezte, hogy

késébb meg lefelé szivarog. A husa
viszketett mar, lefelé viszketett

a husa, befelé. Kivégzotisztek

lehetnek igy, és akkor kivégeztetnek
néhanyat és akkor elmulik, mint
szarazsagban a gilisztas pocsolya.
Valamit {6l kéne adni, mondjuk
mindent, de ez el6l 6 finoman kitér.
Les6harcsa monumentalis képe egy mulo
pillanatra csak. A horizonton

felvetddik. A peregrinus ehhez pedig
megvonja a vallat. Vézna, gyonge vall.
Szbértés holapattal. Két halvanyzold
parhuzamos litkdzik az éjszakai gyorsvonat
menetrendjében. Fogféjas, mely az agyat
veri szét: hangfroccsenés, vords szivargas
a halvanyzold felé. Utazik, poggydsza
minddssze egy bérond, és benne hamu.
Nahat, a multrél csak ennyi és ennyi
maradhat a multbdl is. Ez a grimasz

még gyengeségrol vall, de mar fogynak a
hatabol az érzetek. Arca kissé belelog az
iivegbe, mogotte a taj elmozdulasai,
idegen, kiszaradt folyomedrek

15



I’m Abandoning You All

The feeling rose from a single point

spreading slowly through the entire back.

Later he felt it seeping downward. It

started itching then, his flesh,

downward, inward. Officers

in charge of executions may feel like this,

and then they put to death a few

and then it goes away,

like a worm-filled puddle in time of drought.
One must give up something. Let’s just say
everything, but he delicately side-steps the issue.
The monumental image of a catfish just

for a moment breaks the horizon. The wayfarer’s view:
he shrugs his shoulders. Frail, fragile shoulders.
Understanding with snowshovels. Two pale-green
parallels collide in the timetable of the midnight
express. A toothache, beating his brains out:
soundspurts, red seeps

toward pale green. He travels, his baggage

a single suitcase, with ashes inside.

Well, so much for the past and

from the past much may remain.

This grimace still speaks of weakness, but

the feelings in his back are fading.

the movements of the landscape to his back,
alien dry riverbeds

16



Mogotte folyomedrek

Elaludt, hozzébujva a gyermek

meleg testéhez. Kenyérrdl kezdett
almodni de az hamar abbamaradt.
Katonatisztek jottek és részegen
ordibaltak vele. Pedig nem is az volt

az orszag. Locsolta, virag

lesz beldliik, a sarkanyfogak mar
hozzak a hajtasukat. Testrésze: a sziv,
Bolygodja: a Nap, Eleme: a tliz, Természete:
a szilard, Dragakdve: a rubin.

A koz0sség is életben volt még. Kilépett
a ruhajabol, varatlanul lepték meg

a kivanasok. és hevesen. és allara,
onnan a vallara csoppent a kevéske nyal.

¢s mozdulata is egyértelmii szomoru volt.és.

A korus visszahangoltan riszalt.

Fekiidt

a hatan, égben pergd rogoket

szamolt csukott szemhéja alatt.
Eltériteni szeretné a gépeket, dobbent ra
egyszer, ez szégyen

¢s elfaradt hirtelen. Béka gorgott at

az ¢jszakan, hallotta a toml0s test

hideg lottyandsait, kdrme elcsuszasait

a fehér marvanyon. A térdhajlatnal
megakadt hervadt bugyit visszarancigalta
a szemérmére. Legyen takarva, ha f3j

17



To His Back, Riverbeds

He fell asleep, cuddling the child’s

warm body. His dream started with bread,

but that soon ceased.

Officers came, drunk,

yelling at him. Yet that wasn’t

the country at all. He watered the soil, flowers
would rise, the dragon’s teeth

will sprout soon. His organ: the heart,

his planet: the Sun, his element: fire,

his nature: solid. His gem: ruby.

The community was also still alive. She stepped out
of her clothes, her desires assailed her

passionate, unexpected, saliva fell

on her chin in scant dribble and on to her shoulder,
and her gesture was unequivocally sad, and.

A toned-down tremolo sounded from the choir.

He lay

on his back, counting nuggets bouncing in the sky
under his shuttered eyelids.

Once it hit him: he’d like to hijack

planes; this is shameful, and suddenly,

he felt tired. A frog rolled through the night,

he heard the cold sloshing of the water-logged body,
the slipping of its nails on

white marble. Her wilted panties, held up

at knee’s bend, he pulled back

onto her sex. Let it be covered if it hurts

18



Legyen Takarva

Az allat arnyéka egész délelott

a terasz kovén jatszott. Az a

mozdulat, ahogy a vélla f616tt visszanéz.
Tart a szdjaban valamit, kar, hogy

nincs arnyéka a vérnek

is. A terasz egyébként minden dél

el6tt kihalt. Néhany kitudjahonnan
permet, persze, de semmi kiilonds.
Ko6hoz szoritja a hatat, jol esik

a k6. Hasan a monguz fiirge talpa
hangtalan. Csokoladészilank. Fank

a vallgddorbe tomve, eldsajog.
Lekvarmagany.

Tavolabbrdl a fuvolds, piramisok
zorognek a szvettere mentén. E16 hiisba
akasztja a horgait. Orditas visszhangozza
be a termet. Azt gondolhatni pedig,
hogy iires volt.

Azutan mégis kijonnek onnan, sorba
allnak a fal el6tt. Szajukbol valami
kilég. Megprobal hattal allni, szembe
fordulni. Tekintetek kovetik, arnyékara
varrjak vissza. Agyékara végiil. Szereti
ezt a szot, vegiil, kemény, mint

a tekndc pancélja és lagyliiktetd

beliil. Benne van valami, ami eddig
kimaradt. Honnan, mikor, tanacsra varna

19



Let It Be Covered

The shadow of the animal flickered

all morning on the stones of the terrace. That
movement as it looks back over its shoulder,
holding something in its mouth, too bad

blood casts no shadow

as well. The terrace by the way is deserted

every day before noon. A few showers

who knows from where, though nothing special.
Presses its back to the stone, the stone

feels good. On her stomach the silent quick feet

of the mongoose. Broken piece of chocolate. Doughnut
stuffed in the hollow of the shoulder, a shooting pain.
Marmalade loneliness.

Further aways, it is the flute player, pyramids

rattle along her sweater. It casts its hooks

into living flesh. In the room,

the echo of a scream. One would have thought

it was empty.

Still, they come out of there, standing in line

at the wall. Something hangs out

of their mouths. She tries to turn her back,

to stand face to face. Followed by looks, she’s
stitched back on her shadow. On her loins. The word
pleases him, finally, it is hard as tortoise

shell and softly throbbing

inside. There is something in it that was missing
until now. Whence, when, waiting to be advised

20



Kimaradt, honnan

Atmenetrél és pusztulasrol

beszElt. Hogy kezdett megundorodni

a n6i ruhaktol. Nem talélta el

a mondatok ritmusat sem, labat

maga ald huizva kuporgott a krétaporban.
Ujra olvasta - a tobbi néha csend.

Meg Gjra. Mutatoujjaval beleirt

valamit, azt is talan, aminek mar

nem volt megfogalmazésa. A tulajdon
fiilének motyogta el, medencéjében az
aranyhalaknak.

Elmondani kellett. Csak.

Kezdte veszélyesen nem érteni a nyelvet,
amelyen, s hegyekre jart f6l, hallgatni
mészfalakban a tengerziigast. Ahol. Szélverés,
szerette még ezt a szot is, emlékezett,
ahogyan ratalalt. Deréktdl lemeztelenitve.
Hata mogott a 1épteket rogzitette,
surrogasukban a vasat. Elképzelte,

hogy 1ény, aki mar nem 6 maga.
Sulytalan fatyol, megismételt zuhanas.
Csak arnyéka érintette kozben,

a visszhang. A forgasa kozéppontjaba
allitott merdélegest mar nem érte el. A
romboléas metafizik4jatol is érintetlen
maradt. Meggornyedve jart. Ures széksorok,
z61d merdleges

21



Missing, Whence

He spoke of transition and

destruction. Women’s dresses began

to disgust him. He could not even get

the rhythm of sentences, crouching with

his feet under him in the chalk dust.

He reread it - the rest his silence.

And again. He wrote something

with his index finger, what perhaps

could not be defined. He mumbled it

into his own ears, in the bowl

of goldfish.

It had to be said. Just because.

Language became dangerously incomprehensible
in which, as he climbed mountains, hearing

in lime cliffs the roar of the sea. Wind-blast,
even this word he liked, remembering

as he found it. Naked from the waist down.
He recorded the footsteps behind him,

the iron of their crunch. He imagined himself
to be a thing that is not himself.

A weightless veil, a repeated fall.

Only his shadow touched it,

the echo. He could no longer reach

the perpendicular fixed in the whirling centre. He
remained untouched also by the metaphysics
of destruction. He walked with a stoop. Empty
rows of seats, a green perpendicular

22



Z.61d merdleges

Szomjas ¢és forrd lehelete

a flirészporban. D¢l van, a madarak
bezarjak az ég szogeit.

Vonaglasa elcsitult mar, észre

sem venni, ahogy ott hever. Nyalas

az arca, nyalas és verejték

boritja el. Feltapaszkodni nincs

ereje, derekat elérik a hangyak.

A zuhanas emléke vigasztalja,

az egyre gyorsabban forduld

diszes karzat. Kevés maradt csak
benne igyis, ami meghalhato.
Csapkolodnak ponyvaszarnyak, nehéz
1éptekkel valaki elhalad, tart

par litemnyit még, azutan lecseng.
Csend. A horizont kopar derengésén
felsorakozik a svéjci garda. Talan

ha kinyitna a szemét. Vagy latott

mar eleget, most sotétséget és

hideg érintéseket akar hallani. Font

az elszabadult trapéz diadalmas
suhandsai. Visszatér, f6léje hajol,
arcvonasai Osszegabalyodtak. Valamit
mond, de nem ér le hozza a hangja.
Foler6sodo zajok elrepedt koponyéjdban,
ismeretlen Ut ragyogas. Atjarja, éget
¢s megszabadit
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A Green Perpendicular

His hot and thirsty breath

in the sawdust. It’s noon, the birds

close up the angles of the sky.

His throes have ceased, it can’t be

noticed as he lies there. His face

is covered with spittle, with sweat

and spittle. Has no strength to get up,

the ants reach up to his waist.

He is consoled by the memory of the fall,
the quickening whirl of

the fancy balcony. There is little

left in him that can still die.

Canvas wings clatter, someone

passes by with heavy steps, is heard

for a beat or two, then it stalls.

Stillness. The Swiss guard line up

on the faint glimmer of the horizon. Perhaps
if he would open his eyes. Or he has

seen enough, he’d rather hear the darkness
and cold fingers. Up above

the trapeze let loose triumphantly

swings. She returns, bends over him,

his features are in a tangle. She says
something but the voice cannot reach him.
In his cracked skull the noise gets louder,
a splendour of unknown direction. It cuts through
him, burning and liberating
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Atjarja, éget

Lendiilete megtort, mintha

ugras kozben érte volna a lovedék.
Csodalkozott és megoldhatatlanul
szenvedett. Osszekeverte,
szétvalasztotta, megprobalta 01
szabalyok szerint elrendezni. Persze,

hol is kezdje el. Egyre keservesebb

volt, és nem akartak engedelmeskedni

a részletek. Persze, a részletek,

azok sem. A repedések torésekké
tagultak, az elvalt feliiletek pedig

fajtak, még véreztek is kicsit, mintha
igazi sebek. Majd fel kellett ismernie

a perspektivikussag csalfasagait.
Ontisztulasa ezen til mar makacs
szenvedés. Nem jart kozéjiik, és nem
vélaszolt a leveleikre. Ismerds

kézirassal megcimzett boritékok
hullongtak ebben az idében olvasatlanul.
Igyekezett elrejteni megrendiilését.
Lassak, hogy ne lassak. S még csak el
sem mosolyodott ezen. Volt kozonség is,
szlintelen hallotta a morajlasukat.

Sokan voltak, vagy csak nagyon kiabaltak
messzirdl. Valluk magasaban hadonészo,
ravasz kis karmesterek. Mosolygé
allkapcsok, ragadozoméz
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Cutting Through, Burning

His momentum broke as if

the bullet had caught him while jumping.
He was surprised and his suffering was
insoluble. He mixed them up

and separated them, while trying to reorder
them according to new rules. Of course,
where to begin. More and more it

got to be a drag, the details refusing

to obey. Of course, the details

refusing too. The cracks widened

to breaks, the divided surfaces were
hurting, they were even bleeding a little, as
if real wounds. Then he had to recognise
the treachery of perspectivity.

His self-purification beyond that

a stubborn suffering. He did not mix with them,
did not answer their letters. Envelopes
addressed in familiar handwriting

floated around that time unread.

He tried to hide his agitation.

To be seen so as not to be seen. He didn’t
even crack a smile. There was an audience
as well, he heard their rumbling all the time.
They were numerous, or they shouted loudly
from afar. Cunning little maestros,
gesticulating from the shoulder. Smiling
jawbones, predator’s honey
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Ragadozoméz

Az éjszakai film utolsé

morzsai. Elperegnek mig az eziist
motozgatva kihiil az elnyugvé halakban.
A szobahomaly és a hdsnd (dus haja

a kékitd égben) lehelethalovany
tangabugyijat eloldotta mar. Ostoban és
egykedviien képerny6 szital. A fiilledt
reklamszagokat a huzat leemeli. Butorok
sohaja, a szabadsag unalma is bekdszont
ezzel. Barkas viragjat

megszalljak az éjszakai méhek,
zimmogésiik behatol a kristalyvazak
terébe. Szorgalmasan korbecsavarjak a
levegdt. Legyezik a kiralyndt és a hésnd
szétlapul6 halmait.

A felfiiggesztési pontok. Es

lathatova valik a kotélzet hintazo

arnya. A képernyd szellemképes emlékeire

tenyerelnek a firhang

daliai. Az ablak vagy6don hunyorgat
fel, az égre fel - hol hold és csillagok
antik permete. Ma elmarad az utazas.
Elszabadult szarnyan a hésnd, nyakan
hattyufej, vallan a liliom voros
szazadai. Kicsit var az idd, hangja
selymes, fényes mint a borotva szive.
Keze a karfardl lehull
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Predator’s Honey

Final crumbs of the nocturnal

movie. They disperse while the silver
furtively cools in the relaxing fishes.
Darkening room and the heroine (her thick
hair on the blue horizon) has already loosened
her light pale tanga shorts. Stupid and detached
falls the snow on the TV screen. The draft
takes off the stuffy smell of the commercials.
Sighs of furniture, the boredom of liberty makes
its entrance. Its pussywillow flowers

are occupied by the nocturnal bees,

their buzz invades the space of crystal

vases. They diligently whirl around the

air fanning the queen and the

spreading bulges of the heroine.

The points of suspension. And

the swinging shadow of the cordage

becomes visible. The dahlias of the curtain
press down on the TV screen’s spectral
memory. The window winks with longing
upwards, at the sky - at the ancient mist of
moon and stars. No travelling today.

The heroine on her unfettered wings, a swan’s
head on her neck, on her shoulders centuries
of red lilies. Time waits for a while, its voice
silky, bright as a razor’s heart.

The hand falls off the banister
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Keze a karfaroél

Ejszaka, akar a denevérek.

Egyetlen mondataba kapaszkodik,
magosan derengd

gerenda. Rajta irds, elmosodo

betiik a fa korhad6 rostjain.

A fejjel lefelé €lés dobbenti ra,

a torvények csak a néz6pont
megvalasztasatol fliggenek.
Vilasztasait eddig rabizta masra,
zavartan morzsolgatja az abrosz
lecsiingd rojtjait. Rabizta mésra.

A sziintelen varakozas felhorzsolja
beliil a feliileteket, minden érintés
elviselhetetlen fajdalommal jar.
Ugyanakkor, mégis, kibirhato.
Elképzelte: rendezdi balrol 1ép

majd be, a karjara vetett ballonkabatot
latja meg el6szor. Majd.

A ballonkabatot, az ismerds foltokat
a fako anyagon.

A siralyokat, ahogy az ¢16

hasnak esnek. Az utcan végigmenni is
dramai tett, 6sszezavarja, hogy masok
latjak, elfordul, befordul, lemond,

mert végig kellene mennie; a targyakrol.

Minden marad a régiben. A korhadt
gerendan perceg az iras
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The Hand Falls Off The Banister

At night, just like bats.

He clings to a single sentence,

nebulous beam

on high. It has writing on it, fading

letters on the wood’s rotting fibres.

Living with head down makes him

realize that laws depend on the

choice of a point of view.

Up to now he left his choices to

others, now embarrassed he fingers

the fringes of the tablecloth. Left them to others.
The endless waiting scrapes

the inner surfaces, every touch

causes unbearable pain.

Yet it is bearable.

He imagined he’ll enter from stage left

like a director, he’ll notice first the raincoat
slung on his arm. Later.

The raincoat, the familiar stains

on the faded material.

Then the seagulls as they tear into

the live flesh. Even to walk on the street

had become dramatic, he’s disturbed that others
look at him, turns away, inwards, withdraws,
because he’d have to walk on. From objects.
All things remain the same. On the rotten
beam the scratchy sound of writing
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Minden megmarad

Hacsak nem ébred. A szinész

leguggol, Nagy Zoltan és Vallai
keveredik el a képzelt alakban,

leguggol és csontos térdei folmerednek.
Fejmagassagban, egy arnyalattal

talan még foljebb is, kifordult

belli meleg allat a falon. Installacio,
rangasai mar elcsitulnak. Most eldre jon,
cipdje saros nyomokat hagy a lepedén,
agyon jarkal, a parnak kozott arccal
lefelé forditott ndi test.

Lehet, hogy csak nditest-imitator.
Visszaguggol, sohajtas szakad fel beldle,
lathat6 a zakd konyokén kiritkult

az anyag.

Batortalanul f61éje hajol, szavakat giigyog,
értelmetlen szocsonkok kopognak. Forro jég
gyalulatlan deszkan.

Rahasal, de nem hatol belé.

Kislanynak érzi, zavarodott, hallja,
ahogy vézna csontjai roppannak a suly
alatt. Hallja a sajat sulyat. A szdre,

a korme halk novését. R4jon,

hogy az allat nagyon hasonlit.
Feltapaszkodik a testrdl, nydg, nyaldban

karomkodik. Fiiggony, fliggény! hadonaszik.

Zsinorpadlasrianas
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All Things Remain

Unless he wakes up. The actor

crouching, Zoltan Nagy and Vallai

get mixed up in the imaginary figure,

he crouches and his bony knees stick up.

At head level, perhaps a notch even

higher, a disembowelled animal, still

warm, up on the wall. Installation,

its writhing had ceased. Now he comes on,

his shoes leaving mud-stains on the bedsheet,
walks on the bed, among the pillows a female
body turned face down.

Maybe it’s only an imitation female body.
Crouching down again, he lets loose a sigh,

the worn material at the elbow

is visible.

Uncertain, he bends over her, babbling words,
stumps of words knock without meaning. Hot ice
on the rough-hewn plank of wood.

He lies on top of her without penetrating.

She is like a little girl, confused, he hears

her thin bones cracking under this weight.

He hears the sound of his own weight. The
silent growth of his hair and nails. It comes to him
the animal is very similar.

Gets up from the body, moaning, cursing

in his saliva. Curtain! curtain! gesturing wildly.
Split curtain
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Fiiggonyrianas

A boltozaton tartja a szemét.

Utazott, Jehova Tanui gyotorték a

szlik kupéban odaig. Faradt most,

¢és finoman utalkozo6. Talan kis,

finnyas hanyinger is becsatlakozik,

nem tolakodon persze. A palmakat

ellatja még, de a halaknal

mar megbicsaklik az elhatarozas benne.
Hanyatt, orrab6l mintha csdvek

l6gnénak ki, szenved, hogy nem oldodik
az ébrenlét, a gores. Végightizna rajta

a kezét, lagyan és éretten kinalkozik.

A boltozat érezhetd, egymast kovetd
meleg hulldmai. Hozza a paras part az agy,
zavart nyeldesés. A télvégi

ferde Nap ¢s a fiiggdny csikjai

elérik a 1abat. Nincs ereje, hogy

kivonja magat. Hova és miért? Majd csak
folér ebbdl a verembdl, vagy honnan,
addig ott vannak a rddié gombjai
babralasra. Lam, ezen a szinten a
magany is megoldhato. Ezt utélja,

a magannyal mit foglalkozni ennyit.
Mondhatni: nem grammatikus. A praktikus
sz6hoz nincsen batorsaga.

EsOcsorgasos ablakon til még mozgo
tajak. Nadas, falusi szemétégetd

33



Split Curtain

He keeps his eyes on the vaulted dome.

He was travelling. Jehovah’s witnesses were
bothering him in the narrow compartment.

He’s tired now, and daintily disgusted. Perhaps
a little fastidious nausea joins in as well,

not in a pushy way though. He still

looks after the plants, but his resolve

falters at the fishes.

Lying prone, as if tubes were hanging

form his nose. His awareness, the spasm

holds him tight. He suffers. He would like to
caress her, soft and ripe, she’s offering herself.
The touchable warm tandem waves of the dome.
The bed supplies him with a hazy shore;
confused gulps. The slanting sun at winter’s end
and the curtain’s stripes touch his feet.

He lacks strength to extricate himself.

To where and why? At some point though

he’ll rise from this pit - or wherever.

Until then there are the knobs of the radio

to fiddle with. You see, at this level

even loneliness can be fixed. He really hates this
to be so wrapped up in his loneliness.

One could say: it’s not grammatical. For
practical words he’s got no courage.
Countryside in motion through rain-swept
windows. Swamp, village garbage dump
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Grammatikus szemétégeto

A lendiilet elveszitésérdl

beszéltek. Hajokrol melyeket a homokos
parton felejtett az idd, a kapitany,

vagy akarki mas. Mint ha elszaradt szavak
vesztegelnének a beszéd agyagos partjain.
Vannak évszakok, amikor liliommal keziikben
eléjonnek a lanyok a homalybol. A mély
sarbol kiszédelegnek, combjuk kdzott
szorongatjak a hangszereket. Kortemuzsika.
Ez most nem ilyen idd, 6sszekoccannak

a fogai az éjszakai aradasban.

A kimondhatosaggal gylilt meg a baja,

az engedetlen szdszedetekkel, a csak
¢jszaka eldkeriil6 mondatokkal. Bekoltozott
szomorkdsan a vildg folé egy szobaba, hol
azutan verejtékezve hallgatott, nyakan
idonként kidagadtak az erek az 6rokos
nembeszédtdl. Szorakozottan kovette

a targyak grammatikajat, turkalt a
szétdobalt kifejezések kozott. Noha

tudta, ez a guberalas sehova sem viszi.

O pedig el akart jutni, ki a dolgok
természetes fényei koz¢. Mint a nappali
mozibol kilépdt, vakitsdk el a torténet
kirakatai. Tudatdban mar rogziiltek a képek,
melyek vészesen hasonlitottak valamire.
Amirdl elhitte, hogy 1étezik
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Grammatical Garbage Dump

They spoke of the loss of

momentum. Of ships marooned on sandy shores

by time by the captain, or

anyone else. As if desiccated words

were marking time on the clay banks of discourse.
There are seasons when, with lilies in their hands,
the girls emerge from the dark. They tumble

out of the deep mud, holding musical instruments
tightly between their legs. Pear-music.

Now is not that kind of time as his teeth

chatter in the nocturnal tide.

His troubles grew with what was utterable

with disobedient vocabularies, with

sentences retrievable only by nightfall. Wistfully,

he moved into a room above the world, where

he kept silent, sweating. Now and then his veins
stood out on his neck from endless

non-talk. He followed, absent-mindedly

the grammar of objects, rooting among

the scattered turns of phrase. Although

he knew this rummaging through garbage

will get him nowhere. Yet he wanted to arrive there,
at the natural luminosity of things. Like someone
stepping out into daylight from the movies, to be blinded
by the display windows of the story. In his mind images
took hold that dangerously resembled something.
Something he believed existed
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Elhitte: l1étezik

A kivonulds sem renditette meg. A hoditok,
ahogy rendben vonultak megfegyelmezett
cslirhe a keleti horizont felé. Inkabb komikusnak
tlintek fel, sok rosszkedvii torpe, aki csak
parancsra volt elnyomd. Ellendrizte magaban

a képet, megprobalta hozzarendelni a tobbieket.
Csatornaba 16tt sziirke kis falujegyzok, eltort
gerincll asszonyok, vériikbol feltapaszkodo,
megoregedett arcu kislanyok... R4jott, az
erészak képek nélkiil is lathato, akar egy
hajdani karossz¢€k, teniszlabda, a tehén

megértd tekintete, mieldtt hasaba furddik a
bicska, és nem tallta ezt sem elégnek -

lathatd, de nem leirhato (a képek végiil mind
elégnek). S6t, zavarosabba valt, akar a
felkavarodott tartositoszer a poshadt sor

aljan, legalabb igy megundoritotta ez is.

Kiviil maradni a félajultan balozok, harangozok,
csarnokokban bombolok megrészegiilt osztagain.
Magyar, hajnal, a, hasad. A nyomor tatott
szajjal nézi a sikatorbol az 6ssznépi rajcsurt.
Villal a kirakatnak ddél, iires szajjal nevet.

Kiviil maradni sem elég mar. Az se. Nagy
1éptekkel tavolodik, beliil tavolodik kifelé,
kijutni nem mer. Mar nem elég hozza. Se itt,

se ott, két oldalrol zaporoznak ra a kovek.

fgy kell ennek lennie, ha omlik a banya

37



He Believed Existed

He was unmoved even by the withdrawal of the troops.

The conquerors, as they marched regulated rabble

in an orderly fashion bound for the eastern horizon.

They looked kind of funny, a bunch of unhappy

dwarves, oppressors only on command.

He checked the image in his mind, trying

to match it with the rest. Little nondescript

village clerks shot into the canal, women with their backs
broken, little girls rising from their own blood, their

faces grown old. He saw that violence can be seen without
images, like an old armchair, a tennis ball, the comprehending
gaze of a cow just before being pierced by a knife,

all this tasted like aches -

they can be seen but not described (all images

turn to aches in the end.) Worse, it became murky

like the stirred-up preservative on the bottom

of stale beer, it too stirred his disgust.

To stay away from the drunken battalions of dancers,

bell ringers, howlers in public places.

The dawn is breaking, oh Magyar, or is it your belly? From the alleys
misery watches with open mouth the national merrymaking.
With empty laughter, he leans against the display window.
It’s not enough to be an outsider anymore. No that. He moves
away with giant steps, inside he moves outward,

he’s afraid to get out. He’s not up to it. Neither here,

nor there, stones rain on him from both sides.

This is the way it should be when the mine caves in
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Omlik a banya

Az izek a régiek. S talan az

asszonyokban is maradt elég erd

elégetni azokat a hajdani majusfakat.

A viztorony arnya egész a partig

lehtizodik ilyenkor. Kiszokni a kertbe
¢jszaka, lefejezni az Osszes rozsat,
hemperegni a mérges tiiskék kozott,

felvinni a fehér falakra a vért. Lehuzott
sliccel allt az asztal mogott, az asztalon

egy néforma valami nydgott, kerek segge
enervaltan valaszolgatott a dofkddésre.
Micsoda képek egy régi ri hdzban. A hidhoz
siman eljutott a sotétben, az apro szigeten
nagyhasu hullak hevertek, jarkalt a kakas
kozottiik, kereste a szemeket. Hess! Baglyok
szalltak ki a felcsapodo tetejli koponyakbdl,
elhuztak a varrom felé. Letérdelni elé,
konnyekkel boritani a 1abat. A tenyerébe mert
viz fluoreszkalt, ezért a kezét is a zakoja
ujjaba kellett rejtenie késobb. Késébb,

a hallban, amikor a csapatok atvonultak.
Vérszomjasak voltak, félmeztelen hatukat
kelések és sotét foltok boritottak.

Meg fogjak er6szakolni az asszonyainkat.

A teraszon holdfényben kering6zdk kacagasa
uszott at a falakon. Lent nem mozdult

senki. Lent nem mozdult semmi
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The Mine Caves In

The old tastes. Perhaps there remained

enough strength in the women to burn

the ancient maypoles. The watertower’s shadow
reaches as far as the riverbank now. To sneak

into the garden at night, to decapitate

the roses, roll among the poisonous thorns,

to paste up the blood on the whitewashed walls.
With his fly open he stood behind the table, a thing
shaped like a woman was moaning on the table,
her round ass moved in rhythm

with his half-hearted thrusts.

Oh, what images in an old gentry house. He got

to the bridge easily in the dark, big-bellied corpses
lay over the tiny island, a cock strutted among them,
looking for the eyes. Shoo! The skulltops

blew open, owls flew out toward

the castle’s ruins. To kneel before her,

to wash her feet with tears. The water

poured into his hands was fluorescent, this is why
they had to be hidden in his sleeves later on.

Later, in the hall, when the troops

were marching through. They were bloodthirsty,
their naked backs covered with dark spots and boils.
They are going to rape our women.

The laughter of those waltzing in the moonlight
swam trough the walls. Nobody stirred

below. Nothing stirred below
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Senki, semmi

Csak a hideg van. Mintha a hatalmas
gilisztaban, beliil, nyalas és sotét.

Csuszik lefelé, meg sem kisérli a
kapaszkodast, s ahogy igy csuszik, egyre
léttelenebb. Nyilvan, ez nem lehet masként,
az embert benyalazza a magany. Lefelé, de
hova lehet lejjebb, tinddik megundorodva

magatol. S alighanem mindegy mar ez is. Hogy

r1re s 0

hidnyzanak. Kanikula kintebb, néhany arasszal

a liiktetd gytriikt6] mar elkezdddik, kint a
masik vildgban. A masik vilag van. Ahol a
strandon barna bdr ragadoz6 nék hevernek,
foldre szoritja dket az orditva bagzo Nap.
Aztan csak atlebegnek, el a horizont felé,
folottiik az elcsigazott, szomjas férfiak.
Ezt, igy, most, szépen, elképzeli.

Vagy lehet, hogy emlékezik. R4,

a szégyenre, a lebegésre. A totalis cs6d
persze még hatra van, ezek csak rosszkedv
évek itt, s ahogy jottek, elmennek sorban.
Mi meg itt maradunk, baratom. S hirtelen
megérti, nincs kinek elrebegni a mondatot.
Hat lassan, lefelé, hagyni, hogy a nyalka
eltdmje a garatot. Belefulladni valamibe.
Feloldddni, felszivddni a liiktetd gytriik
rézsaszin homalyaba
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Nobody, Nothing

There’s only the cold. As if in an enormous worm,
inside, slimy and dark. Sliding downward

he makes no effort to hold on, unbecoming

as he descends. It’s obvious, it can’t be otherwise,
one is made slimy by solitude. Down but

how much more down he muses in self-loathing.
Very likely even this makes no difference.

When and how did he get here. The life-summoning
verbs are missing. Further out a heatwave starts

a few inches away from the pulsating rings,

out, in that other world. The other world exists.
Where there is brown skin on the beach there lie
women predators. A howling horny Sun

forces them to the ground.

After, they float by, toward the horizon

thirsty exhausted men above them.

This he neatly imagines now, or perhaps
remembers it. Her, the shame, the floating.

Of course, the total bankruptcy is still

to come, these are just foul-mood years

they go as they come. And we are staying

my friend. And suddenly he sees

there is no one to address the stammered sentence.
Slowly then, down, let the phlegm

choke up the throat. To drown.

To melt away into the rosy haze

of the pulsating rings
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Gyurik homalyaba

El vagyok veszve. Azt hiszem, egy
tehervonatot elengedek még. Fejét

a sinre hajtva gondolta, s gondolt

a likacsos sajtra, melyet a mama,

a madaras tanyéron, a draga, akkor,

vagy kicsit késdbb, talan. Nem hagyott
levelet hatra, komikusnak talalta volna,
dragdim, ime most meghalok, de ti ne
sajnaljatok, annyira ne, elég, ha én
sajndlom magam. Magam. Egy papirlapot
otthagyott azért orvul, mintegy véletlen,
csak lassak, mennyire szenvedett magara
hagyva. Azt hiszem, a haldlnak van egy
olyan fokozata, amelyet életnek hivunk.
Késobb 6sszegytirte, de nem dobta el.
Onmagéanak lehet az ember gyava.

A 1ét,

persze hallgatott. A poharat bamulta,

az ember iszik, ha beletévedt a szogbe,
ahonnan magara lat. Olyan volt a pohar,
mint a reggel. Harmatos és méreggel teli.
Hallgatozott, koriiljartak a Iéptek, de nem
kozeledtek hozza. Akarta, bar minden

érintés tovabb fokozta kifelé aradd undorat.

Erthetetlen, a szerelmes mondatok
honnan buggyantak eld. Erthetetlen, hogy
szavak. Pedig a 1ét haza alkonyi rom
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Into The Haze Of Rings

I’'m lost. I think I’1l let one more

freight train go by. He thought,

putting his head on the tracks, and thinking,

of the cheese, full of holes, on the plate

that mama at the time, the darling, that plate,
with birds, or a little later, perhaps. He left

no letter behind, he’d have thought it funny,

my darlings, ’'m going to die, see, but you
shouldn’t feel sorry for me, not too much, it’s enough
if I feel sorry for myself. Myself. Sneaky, he left
a piece of paper as if by chance, for them to see
how much he had suffered abandoned. I think
death has a phase which we call life.

Later he crumpled it, but he didn’t throw it away.
One can be a coward for oneself.

Reality

kept silent, of course. Staring at his glass,

one drinks if one wanders into the angle

from which to view oneself. The glass

was like the morning. Dewy and poisonous.

He pricked up his ears, steps were circling him,
without getting closer. He wanted it, though
each touch increased the swell of his disgust.
It’s beyond belief, whence the words

of love bubbled up. Beyond belief

that they are words.

While the house of being lies in ruins at dusk
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Alkonyi rom

Sem alva se ébren,

mint ajult pildta zuhand gépben...

Ennyit talalt reggel az ir6asztalan

heverd sarga lapon. O irta, semmi

kétség, a reszketeg irdson, bar alig
felismerhetden (elnyugvo asszony

kerek haséan a tenyér emléke ilyen )

a kézjegye. S most itt a két sor. Am

mit akarhatott ezzel? Latta magat

részegen, gondterhelten a papir folott.

A nyar pedig, fehér tal a kerti asztalon,
megtelve kocsonyas vérrel akar a forrosag
megdermedt szobormasa derengett a taj
folott. A koves part ekdzben csak nem akart
véget érni. Part, melyen dlméban bolyongott
azokban az almokban, fontossa lett és
elérhetetlen. Hiszen a n6 olyankor visszatért.
Sapadtan, vékony testére tapad6 durva
viharkabatban, mely valahogy, mégiscsak,
lathatova tette libabOros mellét és erds
szemérme gubancos szbreit. Almodott szakadatlan,
nem tudvan, csak onanizal. Egy né emléke,
meglehet, csak ennyi. Uveglaphoz szoritotta
az arcat, ne nézhessen magaval farkasszemet
a masik vilagbol. Hol édes méz csordul, hol
néman acsorognak a csatakos,

g6z01gd nagy farkasok
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Ruins At Dusk

Neither asleep nor awake,

like an unconscious pilot in a falling plane.

This is all he found on a yellow page

lying on his desk. He wrote it, no

doubt, the shaky writing, hardly

recognizable (like the memory of a hand

on a reclining woman’s round belly)

was in his hand. And here, the two lines. What

are they for? He saw himself

drunk, worried over the paper.

Summer - a white bowl on the table in the garden

filled with jellied blood just like the sculpted

likeness of frozen heat shimmering

over the landscape. Meanwhile the stony shore

refused to end. The shore where he meandered

in his dreams, oh, in those dreams, he became

important and unreachable. For then the woman returned.
Pale, a rough raincoat clinging to her

thin body, which nonetheless somehow

made her shivering breasts and the thick

tangles of her pubic hair visible. He was dreaming

all the time, unaware he was only masturbating. Memory
of a woman, only this much. He pressed his face

against the glass, to avoid staring

at his own image from that other world. Where sweet honey
trickles down, where big silent wolves

their wet fur steaming, lie in wait
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Néman acsorognak

Az arnyéka fontosabb.

Elindul a fajdalmas hazak kozott,

halés és boldogtalan. Még

l1élegeznek hata mogott a dombok,

még érvényes minden simogatasa. Volt,
egy pillanat, amikor megérkezett. Ugy
kapaszkodott belé, a hiisaba zuhant.
Ugy kapaszkodott belé. Az ablakbol

a folyora latott, nehéz madarakra

a viz folott.

A sz6nyeg mintdi mozdultak meg,

a szeretkezés formai rajzoltak szét

a szoba falat. Magasan volt ez, és

a vilag folott. A reggel

kést hozott, valami stlyos, ismeretlen
targyat. A hajaban felejtette

a kezét.

Nézte a vezetékek ismeretlen rendszerét,
arrébb 16kték és jo volt

mosolyognia. Boldogtalan volt

¢s halas. Mert meleg,

nytjtdozkodo és hallgatag. Csak

késobb zuhantak szét koriilotte,

a targyak. Nevezte barhogyan, bamulta,
karjadban hindroztak a részletek.
Emlékezett, nyar volt. SzOnyeget

szOtt. Zuhanast
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Lie In Wait

His shadow matters more.

Starting out among the painful houses,

grateful and unhappy. Behind

him the hills are still breathing,

every one of his caresses still valid. There

was a moment when he had arrived. Held

on to her, falling into her flesh.

Held on to her. From the window

he could see the river, the heavy birds

above the water.

The patterns in the carpet stirred,

shapes of love-making sketching the walls

of the room to pieces. This happened high up,
and above the world. The morning

brought a knife, a heavy, unknown

object. He left his hand

in her hair.

He watched the unknown system of the conduits,
he got pushed aside and it was good

to smile. He was unhappy

and grateful. Because warm,

stretching and silent. It was only

later that the objects around him fell

to pieces. No matter how he named them, stared at
them, the details a tangle of sea weed in his arms.
He recalled, it was summertime. He wove

a carpet. A fall
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Szényeget, zuhanast

A kezét nézte. Szovetek,

szines rongyok kozott siklott
hangtalan. Ahogy felhuzott
combokkal fekszik, anyag a stlyat
elfogadja, el a randulésait -

nézte és képzelte csupan; van
kiilonbség e kettd kozott, az anyag
alman a hosszl ujjak igy,
keresztiil-kasul. Ahogy ko6 hever
tekintete mélyén. Kod hevert a
varoson, sarga vérrogként zudult a
latvany folyosdjaba a villamosok orra.
Nem tud egyediil lenni, motyog, hiaba,
nem, talan mert egyediil hagytdk mindig,
a tobbiek mindig, egyediil.

Nem tud egyediil lenni. Ot megérintené,
lerogyna hozza a kilés ruhdk hullamai
kozé. Az ablak piszkos keretében all,
folmeredd tarkojan tal saros szegletek.
Siralyokat lat hazafelé, Obuda

fol6tt kering a hangos madaréhség.

Es gyémant forog a kifaradé husban -
lecsapnak, keringenek tovabb.
Arnyékuk a letaposott fiivon,

pedig csak képzeli ezt is. Mint

akit ravarrtak a gondra és sajat
szanalma megalazza
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A Carpet, A Fall

He looked at her hand. They moved
noiselessly amidst fabrics, colourful

rags. The way she’s lying

with raised thighs, matter accepting

its weight, its spasms -

looking and imagining it only; there is

a difference between these two, long fingers
moving to and fro over

the material’s dream. The way a stone lies

on the bottom of her gaze. Fog lay over the
town, like yellow blood clots the noses

of streetcars hurtled into corridors of the scene.
He cannot be alone, he mutters, no

he cannot, maybe because they always left him alone,
the others always, alone.

He cannot be alone. He would touch her,
falling down to her, into the waves of heavy
laundry. Standing in the filthy window frame,
beyond his bristling nape muddy corners.
Homeward bound he sees seagulls, noisy bird
hunger circling over Old Buda.

And diamond turns in the tiring flesh -

they swoop down and keep circling.

Their shadows on the trampled grass,

this, too, he merely imagines. As if

stitched onto care and humiliated

by his own pity
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Szanalma megalazza

Az asztalosmesterék mar

alszanak odalent. Kinéz a

toronybol. Hova mentek tegnap a
hintalovak? Csak a ho és a bizonytalan
nyomok a kasasodo latvany szétcstiszo
fedélzetén. Eltiinnek, felbukkannak

a haztetdk, morajlik odakint, zajlik.
Csak a kovetés, a nyomozas bonyodalmai,
még ez - és ez is izgatd. Szajpadlashoz
szoruld nyelve a felajzott keresésben.
Nyilvéanvalo, a keresés a fontosabb. Az
elveszettek ligye csdppet sem az mar.
Uriigyek, akar a légyfogok a

légynek. Uriigyek &k is, akar. A titok
karnytjtasnyira, illatos, kékeszdld,

kézzel foghaté. Es halalos ebben a korban.

Kiforditott kesztyti, 1étezését

meglobalja a fagy. Kutyak bagzanak
lenn, forr6é nyéaluk meztelen kdre csorran.
Hol jarhatnak a hintalovak mar?

Az asztalon hiivésen hevernek az
eszk6zok, beleharapni az Istenbe, biin

a gondolat, fortelmes, mert gyonyort okoz
¢s megaldzza. A hé hulldmverése kint,
az ismeretlen csillagkép fenn,

a liikktetd barnasagon. Hellasz ragyogésa
fordul ki a szarado6 kenyér husabol
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Humiliated By His Own Pity

At the cabinetmaker’s downstairs

they’re fast asleep. He looks

out of the tower. Where did the rockinghorses

go yesterday? There’s only snow and uncertain
traces on the slipsliding deck of the granulating
scene. Outside a rumbling noise, ice breaking up,
roofs appear, disappear.

Only the intricacies of tracing, of stalking,

still this - and this, too, is exciting. His tongue
stuck to his palate in the feverish search.
Obviously, it’s the search that matters. The

losers’ cause doesn’t, in the least.

They’re but pretexts, like flypaper

for the flies. They’re also pretexts, rather.

The secret is nearby, fragrant, a blue-green colour,
tangible. And in this age, it is deadly.

A glove turned inside out, its existence

is swung to and fro by the frost. Dogs are copulating
below, dribbling hot saliva on the bare stones.
Where could the rockinghorses be by now?

The cool instruments lie on the

table, to bite into God, the thought

is sinful, it’s horrible, because it brings bliss

and humiliation. Outside the surf of snow,

up above the unknown constellation

on the pulsating brownness. The splendour of Hellas
is revealed in the flesh of drying bread
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A kenyér husa

izleli az elveszett gyermek

elészivargd, vékony hangjait. S a

szogletek megtelnek panaszos mocorgassal.
Toredékekbe huzodik vissza,

torések ¢élei fesziilnek életének - - -

a teljességrol dadog magéanyos, meddo
oran. A gyermek legalabb, a gyermeket!
Havat kavargatnak

langyos szelek valahol ,,a tornyok is”

a kerteken at. Harom

meg négy az ember - a lélek és a

test szamtanaban kihiilt, nehézkes
miiveletek, elneheziilt kombinaciok. A
drapérian fennakadt sugarzé

porszemek vonjak el a figyelmét, a

konyha feldl beszlir6d6 klopfolés zaja.
Mozart Requiemje, négy szelet fokhagymas hus,
Tuzemska rum és a vordsborok

¢és a parkanyon konyokld fuvallat,
vilagoskék szarny, fiatal angyal.
Virakozas.

Létbe vetettsége Onérzetére

nehezedik, zihalva forgatja

agyaban azt a néhdny sz6t, néhany mondatot.
S a létezése most sem felelet semmire,

s a kérdések sem rajzolodnak ki

¢lesebben. Mazolja dket gyermeki kéz
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The Flesh Of The Bread

He is tasting the thinly emerging sounds

of the lost child. The corners

fill up with plaintive stirrings.

He withdraws into fragments,

jagged edges keep pressing against his life -

he stutters of fulfilment in lonely, barren

hours. The child, at least the child!

Mild gusts of wind

stir the snow, somewhere ,,the towers, too”
through the gardens. Three

plus four is man - awkward operations,
overburdened combinations grown frigid

in the old arithmetic of soul and body. His attention
is drawn to the radiant specks of dust

on the drapery, to sounds of meat being
tenderised in the kitchen.

Mozart’s Requiem, for slices of meat with garlic,
Tuzemska rum and bottles of red wine,

and a breeze leaning on the windowsill,

a young angel with light-blue wings.

Marking time.

His thrownness into being weighs heavily

on his consciousness, he gasps for air as he turns
over and over is his mind those few sentences and words.
And his existence is no answer to anything,

nor are the questions drawn any

clearer. They’re smudged by a child’s hand
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Elesebben, dket

Sodrodik, kis belezok

ficankolddnak korben, koriilotte.

Ez az ¢ évaduk most, csattog

a nyulds félhomalyban a sok mosdatlan
szaj. Kapkod a néma telefon

utan, belehallgat a kagyl6 hidegébe,
gyongyot vajudik a tuls6 oldal

makacs hallgatasa.

Elképzeli fajdalomtol még

liiktetd 6lét - a 1ét szirmait

ahogy kényeskedve 0sszezarja.

All hirrel a szivében s konyortelen.

A szar belso ttjain arad lefelé

a nehéz viragillat, a gyokeret

megrazza az érettség sulyos

eléérzete. Magara hizza a fold
melegét, 1étfoszlanyok araszolnak szét
sajgo agyaban.

A gondolat anyagat tapintja,

a szovetben felismer isten-derengést.
Edes jatéka ez egy ideje,

szétgondolni a jelent. S a tormelékekbol
a belathatatlan, néma elv majd
visszarendezi, ami mulhatatlan egy ilyen
ember életében. Es milyen ember is?
Arcaban kd§ iirege asit,

jobb vallat kissé felhtuzva jar
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Clearer, Those

He’s adrift, small-time piranhas

frolicking around him in a circle.

This is their season now, the clapping

of many unwashed mouths in the

sticky twilight. He keeps grabbing

at the mute phone, listening in on the coldness
of the receiver, the stubborn silence

at the other end is giving birth to a pearl.

He imagines her loins

still throbbing with pain - the petals of being

as they fold delicately.

He stands with news in his heart, mercilessly.
In the inner passages of the stalk

the heavy fragrance of the flowers pours down.
The weighty premonition of ripeness

is shaking the roots. He pulls over him

the warmth of the earth, shreds of being
inching apart in his aching brain.

Touching the stuff that thoughts are made of,
he catches in the texture a glimmer of God.

It’s been his sweet game for a while:

to think the present to pieces. The immeasurable
mute principle will restore out of the fragments
all that is imperishable

in the life of a man like that. What’s he really like?
His face a hollowed-out stone,

he walks with his right shoulder slightly raised
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