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Introduction

From Place to Place.
Intermediate European Cities
in Translation

Michael G. Kelly, Jorge Mejia Herndndez, Sonja Novak, Giuseppe Resta

1.

In 1993, the Italian semiotician Umberto Eco published a collec-

tion of essays entitled La Ricerca della Lingua Perfetta nella Cultura
Europea, issued two years later in English translation as The Search
for the Perfect Language. Both Italian original — where the European
context was explicit in the title — and English translation reflected on
the proliferation of different European languages allegedly stem-
ming from a common Indo-European root, and on the central impor-
tance of this diversity within an imagined unity for the cultural and
political emergence of Europe itself.! Ranging chronologically from
an ideal Adamic original tongue up until the Esperanto experiment,
Eco’s survey suggests that the linguistic proliferation that still char-
acterizes European culture embodies a perennial tension. That ten-
sion is between national identities built upon local dialects or idioms
understood as discrete, on the one hand, and the imagined horizon
of a consolidated continental federation through the recourse to a
single, pan-European tongue, on the other.? Feeding this tension — in
Eco’s account - are age-old narratives that describe an original state
of unity and grace, followed by a corruption-induced ‘fall’ coexten-
sive with lived multi-lingual reality.®

In addition to being an origin story of linguistic diversity, the Babel
myth is an architectural parable. The narrative of language is at the
same time a narrative of built space. In this vein, the architectural
historian Joseph Rykwert has noted in his book On Adam’s House

in Paradise how said univocal origins and intractable Gods are insep-
arable from inexorable fates.* It is against such determinism that
authors like the French architect E.-E. Viollet-Le-Duc have opposed
a diversity of context-specific origins for every human achievement.
Narrated by the angels Doxi and Epergos, Viollet-Le-Duc’s 1875
History of Human Dwelling had combatted the illusion of a single
‘primitive hut,” taking us through a series of evolving human hab-
itats created by very different people for very different contexts.



The particularities that define each context, the architect suggests,
inevitably lead to idiosyncratic and yet equally powerful ways of
understanding and expressing reality, thus confirming our capacity
for self-determination and life without prescribed ends.

The importance of the local ‘terrain’ to the integrity of an architec-
tural project can easily translate, in this respect, to an equation of
‘local’ language and ‘place’. The city — however - is understandable
as that ‘place’ where such direct and univocal linkages are both
intensified and challenged. This is implicit in the Babelian myth,
but is all the more urgently the case in the context of the contempo-
rary city. Building on Emily Apter’s 2006 revision of the discipline
of comparative literature in terms of a ‘translation zone’®, and

on the explicitly spatial account of translation it sets up, Michael
Cronin and Sherry Simon have projected this theoretical metaphor
onto the city itself — understood as a space of increasingly intense
contact and transfer between different languages.7 Characterising
that reality as ‘translational’ instead of ‘multilingual’, they suggest a
chronologically deeper characteristic of urban reality as bound up
in processes of translation:

Translation becomes a key to understanding the cultural life of cities
when it is used to map out movements across language, to reveal
the passages created among communities at specific times. All cities
are translational, but there are historical moments when language
movements are key to political or cultural reversals.

This ‘translational’ characteristic, which challenges any easy identi-
fication of individual cities with a single language, is a salutary con-
sideration in the present context. Not only because it problematises
that territorial indexing that can have exclusionary and distorting
effects on urban representations — but also, because it re-injects into
the act of translation a revised problematic of ‘place.’ It requires
that we revisit the etymology of the word itself, which, as the
Oxford English Dictionary (OED) reminds us, has as its etymon (i. e.
origin) a term in an earlier and still un-dead European vehicular
language concerned in the first instance with a movement from one
place to another:

[Cllassical Latin translation-, translatio action of moving a thing
from one place to another, change of position, [...] in post-classical
Latin also removal to heaven by death (3rd cent.), removal (of Enoch)
to heaven (Vulgate), transfer of a bishop from one see to another,
action of moving a saint>s relics from one place to another (4th cent.),
translated version of a text (6th cent.)®

The city as a translational reality implies then a superposition, lay-
ering, or interference of ‘places’ within the very paradigm of ‘urban
place’ that informs the work of the research network Writing Urban
Places. New Narratives of the European City from which the pres-

ent work emerges. Further, it places translation in the specifically
linguistic and textual senses at the heart of a problematics of urban
place(s) and, a fortiori, their textual representations. One line of rea-
soning in this revised problematics of place is to deepen the analogy
between the individual and the collective urban subject in terms

of a cosmopolitan ethos and practice. This can go to the extreme of
challenging the parameters and norms of a given language within
‘literary’ practice.® But it equally reframes ‘cosmopolitanism’ as a
potentially organic critical position, resistant to the metropolitan
and (quasi-) imperial elitist tendencies inherent in the position of a
universally dominant language. In an earlier intervention, Cronin
had termed this position ‘micro-cosmopolitan’, with an implicit con-
nection to othered or minorised urban places and practices — this
time on an inter-territorial plane, i.e. as between ‘polities’:

The micro-cosmopolitan dimension helps thinkers from smaller or
less powerful polities to circumvent the terminal paralysis of identity
logic not through a programmatic condemnation of elites ruling from
above but through the patient undermining of conventional thinking
from below. Indeed, if one of the recurrent criticisms of cosmopolitan
approaches has been the charge of cultural, economic and political
elitism, then a micro-cosmopolitan awareness is vital to a proper
democratization of inquiry and response.*’

Eco’s 1993 account appears to support this line of thinking in rela-
tion to language specifically, by showing how the many attempts
to enforce preeminent symbolic status for any lingua franca run
up against the ineluctable difference(s) of peoples and cultures
through history.!! Ironically enough, the term we habitually use

to articulate the distinction between the universal and the local
comes from the now spectral lingua franca already mentioned —
and again carries telling baggage with it. From the Latin verna
(designating ‘a home-born slave, a native’'?) comes vernacular, a
word that expresses tension between the local and the universal,
while being back-lit by a history of violence and exploitation. The
popular Italian sentence that equates translators with traitors can
be understood to attach moral blame to this arguably structuring
tension, while inferring that there are aspects of a given reality
that can only be approached through locally-evolved, rather than
allegedly universalising instruments.!* While languages in this
latter category (i.e. Latin, and more recently French or English, inter
alia) have proven critically important to the business of communi-
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cation across borders, it is also clear that these remain at a certain
remove from aspects of reality that come to life most fully in the
languages, dialects, accents — and their singular accommodations
with silence - of the place. To come within view of such a distinction
- or supplement - is to advance in an understanding of what might
be termed human habitation, of which the city is the complex figure.
But to do so via the act of translation — we could argue - is equally to
make of the reading encounter a question of human co-habitation,
and to activate the question of both actual and possible communities
more generally. ‘In serving domestic interests, a translation provides
an ideological resolution to the linguistic and cultural differences of
the foreign text’, writes translation theorist Laurence Venuti, before
continuing:

Yet translating is also utopian. The domestic inscription is made
with the very intention to communicate the foreign text, and so

it is filled with the anticipation that a community will be created
around that text — although in translation. In the remainder lies the
hope that the translation will establish a domestic readership, an
imagined community that shares an interest in the foreign, possibly
a market from the publisher’s point of view. And it is only through
the remainder, when inscribed with part of the foreign context, that
the translation can establish a common understanding between
domestic and foreign readers. In supplying an ideological resolution, a
translation projects a utopian community that is not yet realized.**

Knowledge, or the set of concrete experiences that we can abstract,
simplify, and systematize in relation to our previous experiences
(and those of others) seems translatable, at least to some degree;

but understanding — our direct, unmediated experience of reality
—remains extremely hard to grasp and communicate, even within

a single language.® Far from an obstacle, disparate performances be-
tween widespread and little-spoken, or globalizing and locally rooted
languages, can serve as a humbling reminder that others understand
and speak of the world in ways that will remain foreign to us, unless
we learn to see it as they do, meaning through their language. In the
meantime, the translated text can help us keep in focus at some level
- to echo Venuti - the utopia of a shared understanding to come.

2.

The present collection of translations arises from our work with-

in Writing Urban Places, a network of researchers interested in

the different ways in which citizens appropriate meaningful built
environments through stories, and in doing so are also better able
to integrate with others.!® A guiding premise of Writing Urban Places
has been that, beyond a few world-renowned metropolitan centres

which have often operated a cultural shorthand for both national
and international cultural developments (i.e., Paris, London, Berlin
or Rome), it is critically valuable that European culture and society
be approached and re-envisioned as a constellation of territories
and cultures that produce and develop knowledge and understand-
ing of the world in a large number of languages and in respect of a
wide variety of local realities. A key locus in this respect is what our
network has termed the ‘mid-sized’ [or ‘intermediate’] European
city. Often afforded only cursory attention in the discussion of both
culture and society, overlooked in favour of more usual suspects,
such urban places allow for a more de-centred, and on occasions
regionally focused, view of urban practices, even as they play host
to a significant element of contemporary European life and expe-
rience.'” Beyond network members’ different disciplinary focuses
on the relations that exist between citizens and their built environ-
ments, the quest for meaningfulness and appropriation of the urban
environment through co-creative, adaptive, and transformative
processes (many of which have a textual quality) became central to
the theoretical framework of this initiative. Between the individual
places in which such processes could be observed and documented,
we hypothesized, arises the problem of intermediation — the move
from place to place, and its techniques. Translation, more than a tex-
tual practice among others, emerged as a structuring consideration
of the project at a European scale.'®

In 2021, an invitation was thus extended to all network participants
to identify recent, original, broadly literary texts emerging from ‘in-
termediate’ cities of this kind, from across the full range of languages
used in the network — with a view to producing a volume of trans-
lations into English.? Identified texts then became the focus of indi-
vidual translation projects, as participants (sometimes the original
proposers, on occasions other translators, or a collaboration of both)
worked towards presentable English versions of these texts, with a
view to further reworking towards publication. It is the outcome of
this collective process that is presented here, offering entry into this
work to an English-language readership for the first time. Our hope
is that, even as they bring their cities of origin somewhat closer to

a new readership, those readers will themselves be uprooted and
moved some distance in the direction of these ‘other destinations.’

Sudden, unforeseen changes erode the basis of meaning, and leave
us with the sensation that somehow we no longer belong in the place
we used to call home. Such is the case of the excerpt ‘A libertari-

an gaze,” from The City of Lifeless Bookshops by Francisco Duarte
Mangas; which captures Porto’s turn from a relatively peripheral

n
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city into one of Europe’s main touristic destinations.* In a series of
quick movements we are taken from the city’s provincial past to the
makeshift domesticity of Airbnb architectures, social media mon-
uments, ad-hoc businesses, and locals’ struggles to keep pace with
ever-elusive sources of income. Smartphones replace the typewrit-
ers that replaced fountain pens; libraries and grand hotels give way
to IKEA interiors, leftover books, and bare café tables prepared for
the selfsame irritating plague that also provides for the residents
who refuse to desert the city.

In a radically different reading of the role of tourists in contempo-
rary Europe, the extract from Havra by Zachary Karabashliev takes
us to a Janus-faced version of the Bulgarian beachfront in Varna.*
Via a quick-fire sequence of items we get a glimpse of a sunny resort
where watered-down traditions, desires, contradictions, and banal-
ities become molten in the dog days. Inseparable from that city is
another, empty, cold place, where those who stay after the sun and
the visitors have left face a crushing sense of desolation, emptiness,
and despair.

This sense of meaninglessness and loss reappears in the short piece
from The Ghosts from one Small City, by Ivan Ivanji, which takes us
on a nostalgic walk along the banks of the river Bega in the city of
Zrenjanin (formerly Grossbetschkerek or Petrovgrad).?? Locals are
presented to us as ghosts, while the places that used to root them
have disappeared and yet loom heavily over the city’s present, as
stark reminders of the tragedies and hardships that underlie the
apparent banality of their lives.

Two more coastal cities, also thick with layer upon layer of histo-

ry, are presented to us in a fragment from Artan Fuga’s book The
Monk?, as well as in several excerpts from Caponapoli, by Massimo
Siviero.* In the first instance we approach the Albanian city of
Durrés by sea, but also through the archived records of the many
armies that left their imprint on this place through war and con-
quest. The city is at once a mirage at the end of an Odyssey, a cross-
roads, a melting pot of different cultures, but most importantly, a
strategic position conquered by Greeks, Romans, Norman crusaders,
Venetians, and Turks, as part of their imperial strategies.

Siviero, by contrast, takes us straight into the city’s underbelly.
Peeling off layers of the Greek, Roman, Christian, modern, and con-
temporary cities that are interwoven under Naples, we wind along
labyrinthine catacombs and meet some of the city’s current makers:
tourists and immigrants, as much as businesspeople, bureaucrats,
scholars, and detectives. Formal, social, and legal structures pile atop
each other here, and eventually reveal themselves in strange words

that emerge from this tightly knit reality like bones from a forgotten
necropolis, accidentally unearthed by unaware constructors.

Bringing together many of these different layers is everyday life,

as we can infer from the poem Temporary Stop, from the collection
Tongue and Step by Erik Lindner.? The Schilderswijk area of The
Hague is shown to us here, not only a series of bars, butcheries,
hair-salons, trams, and supermarkets, but — most importantly — as
the many things people do in these places every day, and the way
they are perceived by the poet. Animal blood on the street, a woman
dancing and a sudden flash of light reflected in the buckle of her belt
—is that not also the city?

Adding to this delicate perception of the places we inhabit, other
texts offer us warmer visions of homeliness. Despite a painful scar
in the city’s history, two fragments from The Singing Lesson, by
Nenad Rizvanovi¢, take us through Osijek, in Croatia, at different
speeds.?® The first is a swift summer bike ride towards the river Dra-
va, punctuated by mundane landmarks and leading to the promise
of big fun in the swimming pools open for the season. The second is
a much more paused stroll, in which an errand turns into a chance
encounter, but also into a reflection about difficult memories shared
by many European cities — even by those that can claim to have
“been nothing but a giant railway station to and from which people
and things were coming and going, quickly and forever.”*’

From rivers and streets, we move to the compact scale of the neigh-
bourhood. The fragment entitled How much is love worth?, from
Desislava Gramadnikova’s book The Collector of Words, takes us to
the Kapana neighborhood in the Bulgarian city of Plovdiv.?® A child’s
voice describes to us traditional urban life as a collection of charac-
ters and crafts that come together in different shops and homes and
streets. It is not the streets, though, but love which appears as the
binding element of this tightly knit urbanity of failing bookstores
and busy bakeries, small houses, park benches, side streets, and a
school.

From Chocolate Days, by Gabriele Diechler, comes an intimate scene
of Salzburg, captured within the small and delicately decorated
rooms of a tiny apartment — part of a building that is home to a

small and diverse community of tenants and their old, now absent
landlady.?* Compared to life in a tiny flat in a huge city like Tokyo,
which one of the characters describes as a place where one goes to
sleep or numb oneself watching TV only, the dainty home where this
narrative takes place literally blooms as it opens up to the traditional
city, with its church towers and domes, old rooftops, and a castle.

13
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Visit Viseu...with Almeida Moreira®* may be described as a type of an
urban chronicle about a city that has recently often been considered
as one of Portuguese cities with an increase in the overall quality

of life. In this piece of travel writing Luis Fernandes pays tribute to
Almeida Moreira and his intervention in the city. Moreira contrib-
uted greatly to the modernization of Viseu and the requalification
of public spaces. His influence was decisive to the representation

of the city in posters, brochures and other materials about Viseu.
Moreover, he was one of the first to introduce the representation of
episodes of city life on walls covered with the famous Portuguese
tiles that are still considered signature features of the city. He also
introduced the so-called ‘glorieta’ or ‘gléria’, small spots in public
spaces where tribute was paid to artists and writers.

Ardian Vehbiu’s The Clock Towers' emphasizes the symbolism of
Tirana’s Clock Tower and the Et’hem Bey mosque’s minaret, which
standing almost side by side to each other, paradoxically evoke a
feeling of isolation despite being almost paired up, obsoleteness
despite successfully defeatinng time, lack of freedom even though
they rise high above the skyline. The text also raises the question of
modern interventions into the city’s urban environment such as the
architectural changes to the city centre, the erection of the Skender-
beg Monument and the construction of the Palace of Culture.

Karakitsos Dimitris’ Zacharias Scrip® describes the mid-sized city of
Volos, in the central-eastern part of Greece. This satire is set in the
20th century, yet despite this anachronism, it becomes clear that

the work criticizes the current social and political situation of Volos,
through the way the city deals with the problem of garbage-collec-
tion and the CO2 emissions from a concrete factory at its outskirts.
The selected pages from the novel capture elements of the city in re-
lation to the socio-political conditions in such a way that the fictional
elements of the novella criticize the actual contemporary conditions
in the city.

In Lockdown Rules, the authors Djamilia Pereira de Almeida and
Humberto Brito simultaneously take us to the town of Sao Joao da
Madeira, but also to the Sacavem neighbourhood and other central
areas of Lisbon.* Physically apart, these areas are connected via on-
line communication by people who have never actually met in real
life, and who remain confined to their own homes, isolated despite
being surrounded by many others in the city. Nature continues its
course while people adjust their routines and lose their senses of
place time, due to forced lockdowns.

Closing the collection, two fragments sourced from non-traditional
publishing that highlight different ways of narrating the built envi-

ronment via new media. Namely, one blog post, On the confinement
and Zé, from the Postigo Café by Salvador Santos and one excerpt
from the podcast series Riizgarli Kentin Hafizast [The Memory of
the Windy City] by Ozge Doruk. Salvador Santos renders everyday
life rituals in Loulé, a town in the southern part of Portugal, while
facing the confinement that everyone experienced in recent times®:.
The text has similar premises to Djaimilia Pereira de Alemida and
Humberto Brito’s extract, with a more nostalgic nuance referring to
a form of collective memory made of gossip, meetings at the café,
and bookstore wanderings. Ozge Doruk focuses on stories of people
and places of Canakkale,* which is also the Turkish mid-sized cities
that hosted a fieldwork event organized by Writing Urban Places.
This ongoing podcasting project harvests stories that explain how
individual biographies contribute to the formation of the memory
of a city. One extract is about wind and how its strength shapes the
way families decide to settle, one is with an activist documentary
film-maker recording poor living conditions on the outskirts of the
city, and the third is the story of the renovation of a building in the
Jewish neighborhood entwined with an archaeology of affection. All
are hidden narrations worthy of sharing because they are at once
local and universally relatable.

3.

For anyone who does not understand the source languages in which
these texts were originally written, translation into a (variably)
shared ‘common’ language still makes it possible to grasp most of
the content described above. Readers of English can certainly have a
sense what these texts offer in their treatments of their cities of ori-
gin. For instance, many of us can imagine an urban-scape of pitched
tiled or shingled rooftops and church domes and towers seen from
above, or we can remember how empty beach resorts look in winter,
when the sun and most beachgoers are gone. Either from personal
experience, or through movies or other information we’ve previous-
ly received, we can also envision a port that comes closer and closer
as our boat sways with the waters, or a series of battles between dif-
ferent armies that temporarily take over a strategic enclave. Many of
us have either seen or actually been caught in a typical tourist trap
too, with its cheap decoration, overpriced coffee, and the relatively
disoriented look in the eyes of tourists asking for a wifi connection.

Much less likely, though, is that we can really understand a number
of nuances and particularities that just won’t fit within the shelves
of what we know; simply because they refer to things unlike any-
thing else we’ve seen or done before, or because they convey such
a specialized understanding of singular aspects of reality that they
become genuinely untranslatable. Only locals will understand, for
example, why the ‘Golden Anchor’ cafe is nicknamed ‘The Louse,’

15
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why it’s funny to pass that name on to a poetry magazine, or how
this relates to a bookstore called ‘The Flea.” Are these metaphors

for tourists, or do they refer to leisure or the arts as parasitic, even
irritating activities? True, many of us might have heard something
close to ‘turbofolk’ music, but could we ever understand what a
well-played gadulka sounds like, the taste of palachinki and banitsa,
or how it feels to be slightly intoxicated with boza? Likewise, unless
one is familiar with the way Italian is spoken in Naples, the term

ccd might not point in the required direction. And even if you speak
perfect Dutch, you will most probably remain unaware of the subtle
differences that exist between the general use of that language in
the province of South Holland, and the specificities that characterize
its use in The Hague, where part of the population sees the world in
hagenaar, and the other does so in ‘hagenees’ — as the author of the
poem included in this collection seems to see it. The way it feels to
bike down to the riverfront of the Drava, specifically via VlaSic¢eva
and turning at the former theater Papuk in Osijek; the distinct atmo-
sphere that can be perceived in specialized ironworkers, fur-coaters,
and goldsmiths’ streets in a Bulgarian neighbourhood; the precar-
iousness of certain Canakkale neighbourhoods their names evoke;
and the animosities that arise every time the song Grandola, Vila
Morena sounds in Lisbon, will most probably remain foreign to us,
despite their concreteness as places and events.

These concrete experiences, the places where they take place, and
the human beings who not only know but also get to understand
them, offer us yet another vision of the Europe we have been trying
to study. It is a rich, kaleidoscopic vision, made up of many frag-
ments that make sense together in many different, mostly beautiful
ways. Movement is essential to this kaleidoscopic vision. It is only by
turning the instrument that light can reach different points within;
allowing objects (insignificant on their own) to organize themselves
in intricate patterns, and revealing how the structures in which
those objects can be organized emerge and disappear.

We can equate this kaleidoscopic vision to Eco’s research on medie-
val Europe. Before the unifying Renaissance discovery of (single-van-
ishing-point) mathematical perspective, an elaborate patchwork

of local cultures and dialects spoken in tiny nation states across

the continent already laid the foundations for the intellectual and
spiritual revolutions that followed. The collapse of Babel, which

in this case was also the dissolution of Latin as lingua franca and

the consolidation of dozens of languages and hundreds of dialects,
coincides with the fall of the imperial capital and the blooming of a
myriad cities that assembled themselves into regional clusters rather
than as periphery.

Amid this centre-less construction, turning the kaleidoscope also
means being able to see how many points may be creatively or-
ganized into different constellations. Constellation may also be
understood, in this context, as a translation of sorts, in that it implies
trying to find meaning by passing from one element to another

and trying to identify meaning in the cumulative set of passag-

es. On these grounds, the choice of topic and title for the keynote
lecture Umberto Eco gave in Arles the same year that he published
The Search for the Perfect Language should not come as a surprise.
Probably owing to his reflections on the abovementioned perennial
tension that exists between local and pan-European languages, his
talk was entitled ‘The language of Europe is translation.”¢
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Introduction

VARNA

Yordanka Stoyanova-Toneva

Zahari Karabashliev is a Bulgarian novelist and playwright, born in
Varnao in 1968. He has a Masters degree in philology from the Univer-
sity of Shumen. He started writing as a student with critical texts. He
is the author of short story collections, and numerous articles and
essays, published in both Bulgarian and English. He has lived and
worked in Sofia since 2014.

His best-selling first novel 18% Gray” (2008) was republished in
Bulgaria 25 times and translated into numerous languages. This was
followed by “Havra” (2017) which won the national Novel of the Year
award of the "13th Century Bulgaria” Foundation. The novel inter-
twines two storylines: one criminal and one dramatic. It is a novel
about love and justice. After thirty years living in America, Nikola
returns to his hometown of Varna for the funeral of his father, who
allegedly died in an accident. Nikola begins his investigation, which
embroils him in a dark web of interests, conflicts, and dangerous
revelations. In parallel, this leads him to a manuscript detailing late
19th century love affair between the young Russian aristocrat, Vera
Eleginag, and an American military journalist. Their dramatic path to
truth and freedom forever connects their lives with the story of the
Bulgarian people, and becomes an intrinsic part of Nichola's life,
changing his destiny.

“Havra” skilfully transports us between present and past, between
suspense and lyricism, and between the vices of a morally rotten
world and the power of love and forgiveness. The author paints

word pictures of the world: both small and momentous battles; and
personal and national freedom. The novel also topographises the
author's memories and feelings about his hometown of Varna.

In 2018, Zahari Karabashliev was included in the prestigious American
anthology of “Best European Prose”.
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BAPHA

by Zahari Karabashliev, Havra

(p. 127-129)

3a TypucTute BapHa CblleCTBYBa caMO MNpes 9TOTO. 3a TYpUcTute
BapHa e Mypr3mMaTa Ha Bfiak paHO CyTpUH, KPACHLUM Ha rnapycu, 603a
Ha Kpak, ropeLyn cnegobeam, KbCu CEHKN N AbAMM Kpaka Ha MOMUYETa,
npoxfiafaTa Ha Mopckara rpaZvHa v npespamki Ha pO30BM MOTHULN,
pasToneHu cnagoneaun, BahneHn KoOuyky, pasnuneHn nyKaHkuy,
MUPM3Ma Ha MbpXXeHa Lalia, nyx4eTa BbB Bb3AyXa, Najally KECTEHM,
FbPMSALLM ayCNyCH, CITbHYOrIEA0BU CEMKUN BbB (DYHWUS OT BECTHUIK,
MUpU3Ma Ha NnaXKHaTa Tonka, A0KaTO s HaJlyBall, ropely achanT,
KoraTo npecuyall 60c, MPenbIHEHN KoWYeTa 3a 6OKIYK, TakoMM
MOMYELLUKK norneam, 6aHnua, NpuTonieHa Ha MUKPOBBIIHOBa (hypHa,
cyxo Hebe 6e3 o6naLu, HeKPOIo3K Mo NOPTUTE, Lary 3a NoA0BE,
LMKNaMeHn YyepBuna, Haanuen ,fapax. He napkunpai!”, wagpaaHuTe
npea TeaTbpa (Korato paboTsT), NonuLan, Yornewm TMKBEHN CEMKN,
Hansranu 6e3foMHM KyyeTa, C6oprYKaHu B MpaxTa BpabyeTa, KOTKM
no orpajaTa, XaB/imu no TepacuTe, PaskpUBEHN aHTEHN, MUPU3Ma

Ha NeyYeHn YyLIkK B crnefobeaa, AnHK OT 3anHanuTe baraXxH1um Ha
naau KoM6uTa, MUAM Ha TEHEKMS, M3TPbCKaH Ha MapKMHra neneHuk,
Cr/iecKaH AoMarT Ha TpoToapa, NpasHaTa KyTust OT KOMbpKa, CAMOTHUAT
PEB Ha NTbBa B 300MapkKa, MAy/ikarta, CUHAXKMPBT 1 MeykaTa, NoTTa Ha
BpbLUALLMTE ce OT N103e B aBTOBYCa, UCTUHCKUAT [pKynat MOPHUHF Ha
BbJIHOMOMA Ha KOXKHUS NNax, 3eneHscannTe KybeTa Ha kateapanara,
ObXIBT N0 KananaypaTa, He3aTBapsllara ce Bpata Ha acaHCbopa,
[ela, XBaHaTu Ha BNakye, npecuyart yauuarta, Wwien nod Acnapyxosust
MOCT, pbXXaAacanuTe 6apxu NoKpai e3epoTo, EBTUHO ropUMBO Kade

B M1aCTMacoBa Yallika, 6poLlypu 3a CTPUATUI3, aKOPAEOHUCT BT

Ha BxoAa Ha Mopckata rpagunHa, honepBepkuTe Beyep, hapbT Ha

Hoc [lanaTta, pasyekHaTu BUM MO CBAaYMLIaTa, MbTAT KbM 311aTHM
NSACHUM B PEMOHT, MMpMU3MaTa Ha pasBaneHn aila Ha KanHute 6aHu,
Bb3pacTHUTE ABOWKM NoJ pbKa B MopcKaTa, pa3peBaHn AeLa, 6acbT OT
[OVCKOTEKMTE Cnef NoyHOLL, BATbPBT OT MOPETO HOLLEM, MITHOLLEHETO
Ha ObXAa No KonaTa, cTyAeHaTa 6yTuika 6upa, NeTHUST KOBapeH rpu,
TpeBonauMTe B PUMCKUTE TEPMU, XNTAAHUAT MNACHK MEXIY NPbCTUTE
MO HOLLHMS NNaxk, 6enute TPUbIbIHULM Ha YMHACBHPMOBETE, N3rpes
Ha[ KpOTKOTO MOPE, N3CbXBaLLM 3e/IeHN BOAOPACIY, TPeNnepeLLmy oT
CTYA KOJIEHE, MOPaBK YCTHM Ha YBUTH B XaBMM MOMYETE, MOPETO

VARNA

by Zahari Karabashliev, Havra (Sofia: Ciela, 2017), pp. 121-129

Translation by Traci Speed

(p. 127129)

For tourists, Varna only exists in the summertime. For tourists,

Varna is the smell of a train early in the morning, the screech of

the seagulls, drinking boza standing up, hot afternoons, the short
shadows and long legs of the girls, the coolness of the Sea Garden
and the straps of pink tank-tops, melted ice-creams, waffle cones,
scattered popcorn, the smell of fried sprats, puffs of poplar seeds in
the air, falling chestnuts, back-firing exhaust pipes, sunflower seeds
in newspaper cones, the smell of a beachball while you're blowing it
up, hot asphalt when you're crossing it barefoot, overflowing trash-
cans, the greedy looks of boys, banitsa reheated in a microwave
oven, a dry cloudless sky, obituaries pasted on gates, crates of fruit,
cyclamen-pink lipsticks, the words Garage. No parking! sprayed on
gates, the fountains in front of the theater (when they’re working),
policemen picking at pumpkin seeds, homeless dogs lolling about,
sparrows flapping in the dust, cats on the fences, towels on the
balconies, crooked antennas, the smell of roasted peppers in the
afternoon, watermelons in the gaping trunks of Lada station wag-
ons, mussels baked on a sheet of tin, ashtrays emptied out in the
parking lot, splattered tomato on the sidewalk, empty sardine tins,
the desolate roar of the lion in the zoo, the gadulka player with

his dancing bear on a chain, the sweat of people returning from
their vineyards in the bus, the real July Morning celebration on the
breakwater of the South Beach, the copper domes of the cathedral
turning green, the rain on the dormer windows, elevator doors that
don’t close automatically, children forming a train to cross the street,
a tugboat under the Asparuh Bridge, the rusting barges along the
lake, cheap bitter coffee in a plastic cup, fliers for striptease shows,
the accordionist at the entrance to the Sea Garden, the fireworks in
the evening, the lighthouse on Galata Cape, cottages pulled apart by
landslides, the roadwork on the way to Golden Sands, the rotten-egg
smell of the Mud Baths, elderly couples walking hand-in-hand in the
Sea Garden, bawling children, the bass beat from dance-clubs after
midnight, the wind off the sea at night, rain pelting the car, a cold
bottle of beer, the treacherous summer flu, weeds at the Roman
Baths, the cool sand between your toes along the night-time beach,
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no MUMAMTE Ha MOKPU MOMMYETa, CllaMeHOPYCH raBu Ha pycHaveTa

C WHOPXeNu, MbXe C WkemMbeTa B ,MyBKK", nennTe ¢ Lenv 6aHCKu,
6abun 6e3 CyTUeHN, MNAXKHUAT AOLLEK, KOMTO n3nycka, pubapu ¢

6paan 1 MopsLLIKK hnaHenku, noakaTa Ao ,XOpM30HTa 1 06paTHO!,
BapeHa LapeBula OT TeHKepa, Tbpyally N0 MOPCKOTO AbHO payeTa-
OTLUENTHNLM, KOXKa OT CKYMPUS Ha enekTpuyeckara ckapa, YyLIKoneumTe,
YMPO3BT MO TepacuTe, LUYMHUTE CeLIoapw, N3rybeHnTe Nuam 3a HOKTY,
LpaKalmTe B TUXMA cnefobes HoKTope3ayky, CrsinTe B KONYKM
6ebeTa No PeCTOPaAHTUTE, CbOOPEHUTE OT BATHP Yadbpy, LENyBKK C
BKYC Ha puba 1 4epBWIO, AbBKM MO KOPUTE Ha AbpBeTaTa, KbCMeTyeTa
J1060B" ¢ KadeTo, nondonk noctepn, Typbodonk 6unbéopaose,

TbMHW ¥ U3MNoHaApackaHn noanesu, BapHa Ha HecrnofeneHn no6oBswy,
Ha rbceHnLaTa, nasella no KocaTa, Ha M3xapyeHnTe CTUMNeHaMN, Ha
nanayvHkmnTe ¢ Mef 1 opexu (M napyeHLia Yepynkm), Ha crydaliiHm cpeLm
¢ 6MBLUM MPUATENM, HA MOBBPHATO NPean U3rpeB, COK OT NPacKoBa

MO MPbCHWUTE TV NPBCTH, Ha KNbOLLABUTE MPOCTUTYTKM CYyTPUH, Ha
aHTMKBApPHUTE MarasnHyeTa ¢ KUTaCKn CTOKKM, rpaabT Ha AobpuTe
HaMepeHns, Ha KyYeHUa ¢ NaHaenKy, Ha rypeivem NpocsiyeTa, rpagsT
Ha BeYHUTE 0BYBKM-MPEXMNYKI, Ha Hali-CTapoTO 3/71aTO B CBETA, HA NETHM
TeaTpasHM XanTypw, Ha HEMbHONETHU MWC KOHKYPCK, Ha HUCKK 3anniaTtn
1N CKBMM KoMK, LUKeMGe Yopba Ha pa3cbMBaHe, Ha pubeHa Yopba

Ha TpeTa 6yHa, BapHa — n3poHeHu acaamn Ha JOCTONEenHU JOMOBE,
OCK, HakaLanu CMOKUHATA, NasiM1 B CakCUK Ha Konenua, naMeTHULM

Ha MapTM3aHu, CeprumnTe C nakmpaHun pananu (BHoc oT Typuus),
6anepyHn 1 6pbLUNSH B JIeTHUS TeaTbp, [)kas B My3es, eBTUHA MeHTa

B NaacTMacoBa Yallla, TUTHaNN B He6ETO 6aNOHN U CKbCcaHW obeLlaHns,
yBsiXBaLLMTe 6OXYPW BbB BEHUM Npel NaMeTHULUM, FPaAbT Ha cnaceHuTe
AenduHu, Ha nebefin B MOPETO Npe3 31MaTa, Ha My3UKaHTW, KOUTO ce
BPBLLAT, Ha MOPSILM, HA KOUTO HUKAaK He UM Ce TPbrBa, Ha Pa3BeaeHy
6apMaHu, M3paencKn KOMapapKMmn, Ha CTapy MbpUK, Ha YKPaUHCKM
CBOJHWLM, Ha MponafHanu aHrAM4YaHu, Ha apMeHCKM 3naTapu, Ha
TYPCKM Npeanpremadn, Ha apabekn CO6CTBEHNULIM Ha MarasunHm, Ha
NEeHCWOHMPaHK repMaHLn, Ha PyCKM1 CTapoBepLIM, Ha HSIKOraLlHK
Genoreapaenum...

Ho rpagbT cera, npeau ToBa NST0, 6€ B OCHOBEH PEMOHT 1 CsiKall

Gellie HUYKMiA. [bnnexa 6arepw, Nalexa BanaLUyW, HacaM-HaTaM Libkaxa
paboTHULM BbB (hochopecumpaLlLy XXUNeTKM — TO3K rpaj ce Abnbaelle,
CTpoelle, NaBupalle, 3acsBallle, Konaelle, poBellle, KaHanuampalle,
3anb/fBallle, NaBmpalle, n3npaspalle, achantupalle, 03eneHsBalle,
ocBeTsBalle, enekTpudnumpatlle, bunéopavpalle. To3un rpag — Toi vy
BYepa HAKaKbB MOMUTMK Aa KasBa Mo pagnoTo — Wan Aa 6bae eanH
pasnuyeH rpag. Tosw rpaj Beve HaMano fa 6bae CblmaT. Ho KakBo
3Ha4KM pasnmyeH? A KakBO 3Ha4YM CbLUNAT?

the white triangles of the windsurfers, sunrise over the placid seaq,
dried out green seaweed, knees trembling with cold, the purple lips
of boys wrapped up in beach towels, the sea on the eyelashes

of wet girls, the straw-blond heads of Russian kids with snorkels,
beer-bellied men in speedos, middle-aged women in one-piece
swimsuits, the inflatable raft that leaks, fishermen with beards and
striped sailor t-shirts, boats “to the horizon and back,” boiled corn
from a pot, hermit crabs running along the seabed, mackerel skin

on the electric grill, electric pepper roasters (Bulgaria’s greatest
invention), fish drying on the balconies, loud hairdryers, nail-clippers
clicking in the quiet afternoon, babies sleeping in their strollers in
restaurants, umbrellas torn down by the wind, kisses tasting of fish
and lipstick, gum on the tree trunks, getting “Love” on the fortune
that comes with your coffee, popfolk posters, turbofolk billboards,
dark and graffiti-sprayed underpasses, the Varna of unrequited loves,
of the caterpillar crawling along her hair, of spent student stipends,
of palachinki with honey and walnuts (and pieces of the shells),

of chance meetings with former friends, of vomiting before sun-

rise, peach juice on your dirty fingers, the skinny prostitutes in the
morning, the little antique shops with Chinese merchandise, the city
of good intentions, of puppies with ribbons, of rheumy-eyed beggars,
the city of the eternal mesh shoes, of the oldest gold in the world, of
two-bit summer theater, of the Junior Miss contests, of low salaries
and expensive cars, of tripe soup at dawn, of fish stew on the third
breakwater. Varna; peeling facades of dignified houses, wasps, fallen
figs, potted-palms on wheels, memorials to partisans, kiosks with
varnished conch shells (imported from Turkey), ballerinas and ivy at
the Summer Theater, jazz in the museum, cheap creme de menthe

in a plastic cup, balloons flying away and promises broken, wilting
peonies in front of monuments; the city of rescued dolphins, of
swans in the sea in winter, of musicians making comebacks and sail-
ors who never want to leave, of divorced bartenders, Israeli gamblers,
of old Greeks, of Ukrainian pimps, of failed Englishmen, of Armenian
goldsmiths, of Turkish developers, of Arab shop owners, of German
retirees, of Russian Old Believers, of former White Army officers..

But the city now, before this summer, was undergoing a general
overhaul, and it seemed like it was no one’s. Excavators rumbled,
rollers rolled, construction workers pottered around in fluorescent
vests - the city was being hollowed out, built up, paved, planted, dug,
channeled, filled in, emptied out, asphalted, landscaped, lit, electri-
fied, billboarded. This city — he'd heard some politician saying on the
radio yesterday — would be a different city. This city would no longer
be the same. But what does different mean? And what is the same?
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(p. 675-677)

3a TypuUCTUTe TO3M rpaj CblecTBYBa eAMHCTBEHO Npe3 NAToTo. Ho To3K
rpaj He e NPOCTO MAax, TO3K rpaj cu e TyK Lana roaMHa. Toea e rpagbT
Ha HaW-CTyAeHUTe yNnLKW, Ha NOANNS BATHP B MPECeYKnTE, Ha 3anefeHn
60pAIOPK, Ha CHSAI MO CEBEPHUTE Tepacy; TO3W rpaj e pasnuieHu NaHenHm
KBapTann, HanoHOBK TOPOMYKM MO AbpBETaTa, padMasaHoTo KOTe Ha
oynesapfa, HAKkoralHaTa ,Kosumpka"“ n nponycHaTuTe CpeLy no Hes,
M3MPb3HaNM OT YakaHe Kpaka B 06yBKMUTE, CTapLMTE C yBUCHaNUTE
CNMMNOBe Ha ,TonnaTta BoAa Ha Oduepckms’, rpafbT Ha Hall-goopuTe
HamepeHns (HeOCHLUECTBEHW), Ha Hall-reHnanHuTe naen (HesanoyHaTw),
rpafbT Ha OOKCa fleka KaTeropus, Ha KapaTuctute (KMOKOLLMHXa), Ha
Bofen6ona (Mbxe) U LunaraTuTe ()KEHCKN U MBXKKN), Halt-A06pUaT rpaf 3a
pasfensHe, rpaabT Ha 3arybaTa, BapHa e Batepno Ha Bnagwcnas Il Areno,
Pa3rpoMbT Ha KPBbCTOHOCHMS MOXOM, KOMTO MOXeLle Aa 6b/e NocneaeH.
BapHa e rpaabT C AynkaTa B LeHTbpa, AynkaTa 3a CTaAMoH, AynkaTta B
4eN10TO Ha ONnrapx, Ha M3POHeHUTe dacaamn 1 He3aBbPLUEHUTE PEMOHTH,
Ha BeYHWTE CXEMMU, Ha M1aHOBE, KOUTO HMKOra He CTUraT AOHWKbAE,

a >KMBOTBHT MOCTOAHHO M3TNYa, Ha HE3AKOHHOTO CTPOUTENCTBO, Ha
3aKOHHWTE HECNPaBeAIMBOCTK, Ha NycToTaTa Ha Kopaba ,[pb3ku’, Ha
XYOOXHWUWM, KOUTO HUKOW He KONEKLMOHMPA, MOETH, KOUTO HUKOI He YeTe,
Ha HekaHeHWTe cBaT6eHW hoTorpadu, Ha KeMoBe B MbIIM Ha, CUBOTO
MOpe, Ha nebeay B 3aneAeH 3au1B, Ha TbraTa Ha MPOBUHLIMAMHMSA aKTbOop,
nrpaeL BCUYKO, ConTa no nany6ata, Puéapckoto MocTye (Cb6opeHo),
tdapbT Ha BeTepaH (CpyTeHMAT), CripsiHaTa KOMETa, CHErbT Mo Mniaxa,
CKOBaHO B e/} MOpE, YepHu 3abpaikv B LUIbPKBUTE, Ha NPUTECHEHUTE
6allin Npea poavHUSA AOM, Ha Hali-HUCKKUTe obnauw, rpafdbT Ha Hait-
CMBOTO Hebe, Ha 3aKbCHABALLM BNIaKOBe, Ha 3aMOrHau ce n3aMaMH1LUK, Ha
HaNBHW NMEHCHOHMPAHN KOMYHUCTH, Ha 6bp3n (DUHAHCOBW NpaMunan, rpag
Ha M3Mamu, Ha caHxeTa 1 obellaHna, Ha [pblKaTa Maxana npes aHyapw,
Ha 6e3paboTHNTE CEPBUTLOPKM, HA HEJON3MUTUTE YalllK, Ha HEOYaKBaHO
paHHaTa cnaHa, Ha 6e3CMUCIEHNTE PA3rOBOPY, Ha HEU3MbIHUMUTE
nnaHoBe, Hepa3pelleHnTe CNopoBe 3a HacIeACTBO, OCTbKIEHNTE Tepach,
ontoLeHaTa JorpamMa, Ha CTyAeHWTe KNnacHW cTau, Ha U3XBbpIieHWTe Kpal
BOKyKa enxu.

BapHa e rpajg KaTo BCUYKM OCTaHa n. HemoCcTosiHeH, paaKo yCMUXHAT,
Hal-4eCTO CHPAMUT, CyX U THXKEH, HENOrNYEH, N3BYXIMB, Kpacus,
LWN30MPEHNYEH KATO BCEKM APYr, KOraTo e CTyAeHo. KaTo MopeTo,

KOEeTO Hapuyanu u Pontus Axenus (HeroctonpuemMHo), u Pontus Euxinus
(rocTonprYeMHO) — HaBAPHO Crope/ KakBOTO TaM BCEKM € 1CKasl fa Kaxe,
a Hakpas ro KpbCTUAM ,HePHO’, KAKBOTO BCBLLHOCT He €.

Ho To3K rpag, mucnelle Hukona cera, Bce OLLe MOMHM CBOETO CTapo U
no-McTUHCKO Me — Ofecoc (rpafabT Ha Oaucein?) — rpagbT Ha Te3U, KOUTO
ce 3aBpbluaT.

(p. 675-677)

For tourists, this city exists only in the summer. But this city

isn’t just a beach: this city is here all year long. It's the city of

the coldest streets, of nasty wind at the intersections, of frozen
curbstones, of snow on the north-facing balconies; this city is
scattered concrete-paneled apartment buildings, plastic bags in
the trees, the flattened kitten on the road, missed meet-ups, feet
frozen in their shoes from waiting, old people with slack underwear
in the warm mineral water at the Officer’s Beach, the city with the
best of intentions (unfulfilled), of the most brilliant ideas (not yet
started), the city of lightweight boxing, karate masters (Kyokush-
inkai), and volleyball; it's the best city for break-ups — Varna was
Wiadystaw Il Jagietto’s Waterloo, the defeat of a Crusade that could
have been the last.

Varna — the city with a hole in the centre — the hole for a stadium,
the hole in the forehead of the oligarch, of crumbling facades and
unfinished repairs, of eternal schemes, of plans that would never
get anywhere, with life constantly running out; the city of illegal
construction, of legal injustices, of the empty the Drazki Ship-Mu-
seum, of artists no one collects, poets no one reads, of uninvited
wedding photographers, of jetties in the fog over the gray seaq,

of swans in the frozen bay, of the sorrow of the provincial actor
playing in every production, of salt on the deck, the Fisherman’s
Pier (demolished), the Veteran’s Lighthouse (razed), of snow on the
beach, ice in the seq, black headkerchiefs in the churches, nervous
fathers in front of the maternity hospital, of the lowest clouds,

the city of the grayest sky, of trains behind schedule, of wealthy
conmen, of naive retired communists, of quick financial pyramids, a
city of fraud, of shortchanging and promises, of out-of-work wait-
ers, half-washed glasses, of the unexpected early frost, pointless
conversations, unrealizable plans, unresolved inheritance disputes,
glassed-in balconies, peeling window frames, cold classrooms, of
Christmas trees thrown out beside the dumpsters.

Varna, a city like every other. Inconstant, rarely smiling, most
often angry, insensitive, and sad, illogical, hot-tempered, beautiful,
schizophrenic when it’s cold. Like the seq, which they called both
Pontus Axenus (inhospitable) and Pontus Euxinus (hospitable)

— probably according to whatever each one had wanted to say
there, and they finally called it “black,” which it actually is not.
But this city, Nikola was thinking now, still remembers its old and
truer name Odessus (the city of 0dysseus?) the city of those
who return.
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@ Viseu

Introduction

Visit Viseu...
with Almeida Moreira

Adriana Martins

The text “Visit Viseu..with Almeida Moreira” by Luis da Silva Fer-
nandes invites the reader to visit Viseu, an old and historical city
situated in the central part of Portugal, about 70 km from the border
with Spain. The city of Viseu currently has around one hundred
thousand inhabitants, and is perceived to offer the best quality of life
in contemporary Portugal. Fernandes’s text pays tribute to Almeida
Moreira, an eminent 19th century Viseu-born citizen who dedicated
his life to the development and tourist promotion of the city, not
only as a politician, but also as someone who valued and supported
the city’s heritage. In this text, Fernandes focuses on Almeida’s inter-
vention in the city through the famous Portuguese tiles, and draws
the reader’s attention to a novelty of the 1930s: the ‘glorietas’. These
‘glorietas’, a new type of urban furniture, invited passersby to enjoy
moments of conviviality in the city parks.

31



32

Visitai Viseu...
com Almeida Moreira

by Luis da Silva Fernandes

0 ano de 2017 foi declarado “ano oficial para visitar Viseu” pela
autarquia da cidade. O desafio dirige-se ndo s aos visitantes
mas também aos viseenses que, por estes dias, reforcam as suas
competéncias como anfitrides da cidade.

H& 90 anos, Viseu também se preparava para receber visitas.

Alias, todo o pais esperava visitas. A aproximacdo da abertura da
Exposicdo Ibero-Americana de Sevilha (1929-1930) agitava Portugal.
Acreditava-se que milhares de vigjantes americanos de-sem-bar-
-ca-ri-am em Lisboa a caminho de Sevilha. E, antes ou depois da
visita & exposicdo, dizia-se, ndo deixariom de visitar terras portu-
guesas.

0 jornal O Século tinha inclusivamente iniciado uma campanha
nacional a favor do turismo, com artigos de opinido e inquéritos,
face as oportunidades proporcionadas pela exposicdo sevilhana.
Governantes, empresarios e as recém-criadas comissoes de inicia-
tiva e turismo locais investiram em melhoramentos e na promogdo
turistica. A realidade dos numeros ndo correspondeu as expetativas
criadas e, em 1936, Aquilino Ribeiro ainda ironizava: «Quem se n@o
lembra do milhdo a dois milhdes de americanos que desembarca-
riam em Lisboa, mal descerrasse portas a exposi¢to de Sevilha?».
Todavig, alguns americanos visitaram mesmo Portugal durante a
exposicfo. Um desses turistas foi Alexander Lawton Mackall, que
vigjou com a esposa por terras portuguesas em 1929, publicando
depois do seu regresso aos EUA um precioso relato dessa experién-
cia (Portugal For Two, Nova lorque, 1931).

Viseu mereceu a visita do casal americano. Instalados no hotel do
Bucaco, vigjaram de automovel até Viseu. Chegados em dia de feira
semanal, apreciaram a agitacéo, passearam pela Praca da Republi-
ca (vulgo Rossio), visitaram o mercado de loucas, a Sé e 0 Museu
Grdo Vasco. Aproximando-se a hora do almogo, procuram um local
onde fazer um piquenigue. O motorista que os acompanhava ndo
conhecia um local adequado. Dirigiram-se entdo ¢ sede da Comis-
sdo de Iniciativa e Turismo, junto ao Rossio, solicitando informagdo
sobre um sitio ao ar livre para a tal merenda. A funciondria, perple-
xa com o pedido, acabou por conduzi-los ¢ residéncia de um dos

Visit Viseu...
with Almeida Moreira

by Luis da Silva Fernandes
‘Visit Viseu..with Almeida Moreira,” Revista Bica, 1(2017), pp. 208-210

Translation by Adriana Martins

The local City Hall declared 2017 “the official year to visit Vi-
seu”. The announcement addressed not only visitors, but also
challenged those bornin Viseu to polish up their skills as town
hosts. Ninety years ealier, Viseu had also prepared to receive
visits. As a matter of fact, the whole country waited for visits.
The arrival of the Ibero-American Exhibition of Seville (1929-1930)
energised the nation as it seemed that thousands of American
travellers would disembark in Lisbon on their way to Seville.
People firmly believed that either before or after visiting the
exhibition, travellers would not miss out on the opportunity to
visit Portugal.

With the prospects provided by the Seville exhibition in mind,
the O Século newspaper had soon begun a national tourism
campaign of opinion articles and surveys. Leaders, business-
men, and the recently created local Committees of Initiative
and Tourism, invested in extensive improvements and tourist
promotion. As it turned out, the actual numbers failed to meet
expectations, and in 1936 Aquilino Ribeiro still mocked: “Who
does not remember the one to two million Americans that would
disembark in Lisbon as soon as the doors of the exhibition in
Seville were open?”. Nonetheless, many Americans did visit Por-
tugal during the exhibition. One such tourist, Alexander Lawton
Mackall, who travelled with his wife to Portugal in 1929, pub-
lished a charming account of his experience (Portugal for Two,
New York, 1931) on his return to the US.

Viseu deserved the visit of the American couple. Lodged in the
Bucaco Hotel, they travelled to Viseu by car. Having arrived

on the day of the weekly fair, they observed the excitement,
walked around the Square of the Republic (also known as
Rossio), and visited the tableware market and the See and the
Grdo Vasco Museum. As lunchtime approached, they looked for
a place to picnic. As the driver who accompanied them could
not suggest a suitable spot, they went to the headquarters of
the Committee of Initiative and Tourism near Rossio for advice.
Perplexed by the request, the officer took them to meet one of
the Committee’s directors nearby.
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dirigentes da Comissdo, nas proximidades da sede.

Era a Casa do Soar, propriedade de Almeida Moreira, diretor do Museu
Grdo Vasco, que 0s recebeu a porta, convidando-0s a almocar em sua
casa, enquanto saia para proferir uma conferéncia sobre arte. O seu fiel
mordomo p6e o almogo na mesa, sendo o farnel dos visitantes visivel-
mente acrescentado

com acepipes da casa e vinho da producéo de Almeida Moreira.
Enguanto esperava, deliciado com a amabilidade do seu anfitriGo
improvisado, o casal deslumbrou-se com a magnifica colegdo de arte
espalhada pelas diversas divisdes da casa.

Regressado da sua conferéncia, Almeida Moreira leva o casal a co-
-nhe-cer o casario e as ruas do centro histdrico, assinala detalhes de
construcdo, da a conhecer azulejos de igrejas, fala das cerémica e da
cestaria tradicional da regido. Ha ainda tempo para uma olhadela ao
mercado de gado e uma visita & Cava de Viriato, que impressiona viva-
mente 0s visitantes.

Terminada a visita, Lawton Mackall regista: «Custa-nos deixar uma cida-
de tdo fascinante e uma tdo hospitaleira mina de informagées como o
sr. Almeida Moreira».

Mas quem era entdo este verdadeiro anfitrido de Viseu?

0 Capitéo Francisco Antonio de Almeida Moreira (1873-1939) ¢, sem
duvida, uma figura fora do comum e incontorndvel na histéria contem-
porénea viseense. Foi um homem multifacetado, militar de carreira,
passou G reserva em 1916. Possuidor de formag@o artistica e amigo de
artistas como Columbano, tornou-se conhecido a nivel nacional como
organizador e primeiro diretor do Museu de GrGo Vasco. Paralelamente,
foi professor do Liceu Alves Martins e pedagogo inovador, nomeada-
mente no que respeita a educacdo fisica. Foi artista amador, critico e
colecionador de arte, organizador de eventos, dirigente desportivo e as-
sociativo, socio de varias agremiacoes cientificas, tendo obtido diversas
condecoracoes.

Como autarca, integrou diversos executivos municipais (1918-1934),
atuando continuadamente como vereador responsavel pelo urbanismo
e pelos espagos ajardinados da cidade, com plena aceitag@o dos nota-
veis locais, pelo que desempenhou também o cargo de Vice-Presidente.
Em simultaneo, exerceu funcdes diretivas na Comisséo de Iniciativa e
Turismo de Viseu (entre 1927 e 1936). Nesse Gmbito, foi decisivo para a
modernizacdo de Viseu e para a sua promo¢do como destino turistico.
Salienta-se a requalificacto de espagos publicos como 0 Rossio e 0
Parque do Fontelo ou a revitalizac@o da Feira de S. Mateus, reanimada
como Feira-Exposic@o e Feira-Festa.

A sua obra escrita é abundante e estd dispersa por jornais, revistas,
guias e monografias e inclui a crénica social ou desportiva, o relato das
suas muitas viagens pela Europa, a divulgacdo turistica de Viseu e da

This was the Casa do Soar, home of Almeida Moreira, the direc-
tor of the Grdo Vasco Museum. He received them at the door
and invited the couple to have lunch at his place while he left to
deliver a lecture on art. His devoted butler served lunch, and the
visitors’ picnic food was augmented by house delicacies and
wine from the Moreira vineyard. While they waited and enjoyed
the host’s impromptu kindness, the couple was enchanted with
the magnificent art collection on display throughout the house.
When he returned from his lecture, Almeida Moreira escorted
the couple around the buildings and through the streets of the
historic centre, pointing out the details of buildings, tiles of the
churches, and the traditional pottery and basketry of the region.
There was also time to take a look at the cattle market and to
visit the impressive Cava de Viriato. Reflecting on the visit, Law-
ton Mackall later wrote: "It is difficult to leave such a fascinating
town and such a hospitable mine of information as Mr. Almeida
Moreira”.

But who was this host of Viseu?

Captain Francisco Anténio de Almeida Moreira (1873-1939) was
a singular and celebrated figure in the contemporary histo-

ry of Viseu. A multifaceted and artistic man, who followed a
military career and entered the Reserves in 1916, he befriended
artists such as Columbano, and became nationally renowned
as the organizer and first director of the Gréo Vasco Museum.
At the same time he became an innovative physical education
teacher in Alves Martins High School. In light of his success

as an amateur artist, critic and art collector, event organizer,
sports and associate manager, and partner in several scientific
associations, he received several awards. As a member of local
government, he also took part in many municipal executives
(1918-1934) as the city councilor responsible for urbanism and
landscaped garden spaces. Esteemed by local notables and
even also accepted the role of adjunct mayor, when managing
the Committee of Initiative and Tourism between 1927 and 1936,
he advanced a decisive mandate of modernizing and promoting
Viseu as a tourist destination. These included the restoration of
public spaces, such as Rossio and the Park of Fontelo and the
revitalization of the SGo Mateus Fair, now known as Fair-Exhibi-
tion and Fair-Festivity.

His abundant writings were widely disseminated in newspapers,
guides and monographs, and included social and sports chron-
icles, accounts of his many European trips, tourist promotion

of the Beira Alta region, and studies on the artistic heritage of
Viseu. The benefit of his efforts for Viseu was fundamental to a

35



Beira Alta, bem como estudos sobre o patriménio artistico viseense.

0 seu labor em prol de Viseu foi fundamental numa cidade em pleno
processo de reconfiguracdo urbana. A ag@o concertada do executivo
municipal e da Comissto de Iniciativa e Turismo local, produzia melho-
ramentos a nivel do mobilidrio urbano, dos espacos gjardinados e dos
arrua-mentos da cidade.

A par da qualidade de vida dos seus habitantes, perspetivava-se
também uma pioneira estratégia de promoc¢do da cidade como destino
turistico, definida em larga medida por Almeida Moreira. A secular Feira
de S. Mateus conhecia desde 1927 um processo de renovagdo que o
afirmava como atracgdo turistica. A producdo de materiais de promocéo
turistica comecgava também a projetar uma determinada imagem da
cidade. Entre esses materiais estavam o0s primeiros cartazes turisticos
da cidade, com um apelo insistente: «Visitai Viseu, 0 seu museu e 0s
Seus monumentos».

Afirmou-se, pois, nesse periodo um processo de composicdo de um
discurso representacional da cidade, no qual a imagem teve um papel
determinante: cartazes, postais e filmes turisticos, bem como guias e
folhetos turisticos profusamente ilustrados. Todos tinham a marca de
Almeida Moreirg, que tanto convencia 0s seus concidaddos a apoiar
tais iniciativas, como coordenava ativamente a producdo de tais
materiais, delineada pelos seus textos e guides, e concretizada com a
participagto dos melhores artistas nacionais da época, atraidos por si
a Viseu.

Viseu assumiu-se entéo como porta de entrada para um mundo onde
conviviam as tradicoes li-gadas @ provincia e a uma certa ruralidade
pre-industrial, o patriménio artistico e monumental secular e, simulta-
neamente, uma certa modernidade urbana.

Um dos eixos dessa reconfigurac@o assentou numa estratégia de
colocacto de azulejos artisticos em espacos publicos, cuja iconografia
remete para a cultura e histoéria local. Almeida Moreira foi também o
protagonista dessa agdo. Um dos exemplos mais notaveis € o monu-
mental painel de azulejos (1931), da autoria de Joaquim Lopes, instalado
numa curva da sala de visitas da cidade, a Praga da Republica, onde
se situa a Camara Municipal e a agéncia do Banco de Portugal. Ai
foram representadas diversas cenas alusivas ao mundo rural beirdo e
a feiras tradicionais, num conjunto de elevado valor artistico, que ainda
hoje € um dos icones de Viseu mais fotografados pelos turistas.

Em simultaneo, € introduzida uma nova tipologia de mobiliario urbano,
a «glorieta» ou «gldria», diretamente inspirada nos pequenos recintos
homenageando artistas instalados no Pargue Maria Luisa em Sevilha.
Sabemos pela documentacdo

existente que foi o préprio Almeida Moreira que, tendo visitado Sevi-
lha na época da Exposicdo Ibero-Americana de 1929, trouxe 0 modelo
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town undergoing a process of urban re-configuration. The con-
certed action of the municipal executive and the local Commit-
tee of Initiative and Tourism culminated in improvements at the
level of street furniture, landscaped areas, and Viseu's streets.
In addition to improving Viseu inhabitants’ quality of life then,
Almeida Moreira also largely devised the pioneering strategy

of promoting the town as a tourist destination. The secular Sdo
Mateus Fair which had been held since 1927 was revamped as a
tourist attraction while promotional tourist materials projected
inviting images of the town. Among these were the town’s very
first tourist posters, which insistently urged travellers to “Visit
Viseu, its museum and monuments”.

During this period, the representational discourse of the town
was established and determinedly asserted through images as
the posters, postcards, tourist films, guides and richly illustrated
tourist leaflets. All of them had Almeida Moreira’s mark. Along
with persuading his fellow citizens to support various initiatives,
he coordinated the production of an array of tourist materials
including texts and guides which attracted the cream of con-
temporary national artists to visit Viseu. Viseu therefore became
the doorway to a world in which traditions connected to life in
the province and a certain pre-industrial rurality co-existed with
the secular artistic and monumental heritage and a relatively
urban modernity. One axis of this re-configuration was display-
ing artistic tiles in public areas where iconography was relat-
ed to local culture and history. Almeida Moreira was a strong
proponent of this strategy, and one of the foremost examples
was the installation of Joagquim Lopes’s 1931 monumental panel
of tiles in a curve of the town’s “living room”; the Square of the
Republic, where the City Hall and the branch office of the Bank
of Portugal are located. With high artistic value, the panel offers
scenes of the Beira’s region rural world and traditional fairs, and
even today, remains one of Viseu’s most photographed icons.
Around the same time, a new typology of urban furniture was
introduced: namely, the “glorieta” or “glory” directly inspired by
the small enclosures that pay tribute to the artists installed in
the Park Maria Luisa in Seville. Documents indicate that having
visited Seville during the Ibero-American Exhibition in 1929,
Almeida Moreira brought the model back to Viseu. His influence
on the Committee of Initiative and on the municipal executive
led both entities to support the installation of this furniture.
Thus, since 1931, in the new Garden Tomas Ribeiro, also located
in the Square of the Republic, a “Glorieta according to Tomds
Ribeiro” is set in a circular blueprint, featuring a central body
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para Viseu. A sua influéncia na Comiss@o de Iniciativa e no executivo
municipal levou a que ambas as instituicdes apoiassem a instalagdo
desse mobilidrio.

Assim, em 1931, no novo Jardim Tomads Ribeiro, igualmente na Praca da
Republica, surge a Glorieta a Tomas Ribeiro, com planta circular, corpo
central apresentando o retrato em azulejo do poeta e estadista (da
autoria de Jorge Colaco) e pequenas estantes para os livros do ho-
mena-geado, e bancos em granito revestidos com azulejos artisticos
gue registam os diversos titulos das obras de Tomads Ribeiro. Num
outro espaco ajardinado e emblematico da cidade, o atual Pargue do
Fontelo, foi instalada a Glorieta a Grdo Vasco (1933), com um painel
em azulejos (da Fabrica de Loucas de Sacavem), reproduzindo o afa-
mado «S. Pedro» de Gréio Vasco, obra-prima que ainda hoje ocupa um
lugar central no Museu Nacional de GrGo Vasco. Rodeando o painel,
um conjunto de estantes e bancos, onde 0s visitantes poderiam ler
obras sobre a historia da cidade e guias turisticos locais.

A par do novo mobiliario urbano, saliente-se também a colocagto de
artisticas placas toponimicas em azulejo (encomendadas ¢ conhe-
cida Fabrica Consténcia) precisamente nas principais artérias que
configuram o percurso turistico do centro monumental e historico

da cidade. Entre as personalidades presentes nessas placas estdo
figuras locais, mas de Gmbito nacional, ligadas ¢ literatura, ao teatro
ou ¢ pintura.

Num tempo em que 0s cartazes turisticos da cidade convidavam os
turistas a visitar 0s seus monumentos e 0 seu museu, veiculando
simultaneamente novas mensagens como «Viseu, cidade jardim das
Beiras» (ainda hoje ativa), os azulejos artisticos inseridos em espagos
publicos reforcavam um discurso representacional em construcgo.
Presentes nos principais pontos de interesse turistico da cidade,
valorizavam a fruic@o da arte e conjugavam tradicdo e modernidade.
Almeida Moreira faleceu em 1939. No seu testamento, o Capitdo
legou a sua Casa do Soar, a colegdo de arte e a biblioteca pessoal @
cidade de Viseu, para a criagto de um «pegueno Museu-Biblioteca».
Tal desejo seria concretizado em 1940, com a abertura ao publico

do “"Museu-Biblioteca Almeida Moreira”, inaugurado no dia em que
tinha inicio mais uma edicdo da Feira de S. Mateus. Atualmente, apos
diversas remodelacdes, ostenta o nome de "Museu Almeida Moreira”
e integra a Rede Municipal de Museus.

A Casa do Soar, gue tanto encantara o casal Mackall em 1929, tor-
nou-se efetivamente um icone turistico da cidade, lembrando até cos
nossos dias o homem que fez questdo de colocar Viseu no mapa do
turismo nacional.

presenting the portrait of the poet and politician made in tile
(and whose authorship is due to Jorge Colago) with benches
made of granite and covered with artistic tiles that echo the
various titles of Ribeiro’s works. In another emblematic land-
scape garden of the town, the current Park of Fontelo, the 1933
“Glorieta according to Grdo Vasco” was installed with a panel of
tiles from Fébrica de Lougas de Sacavém (Chinaware Factory of
Sacavém), reproducing the famous Gréo Vasco’s “Saint Peter”: a
masterpiece that now occupies a central place in Gréo Vas-

co National Museum. The panel is surrounded by a number of
shelves and benches where visitors can read works about the
town’s history and local tourist attractions.

In addition to the new urban furniture, it is worth noting that the
placement of tile toponimical plates (ordered to the well-known
Fabrica Consténcia) form the main arteries of the tourist route
of the monumental and historical centre of the town. Among
the personalities depicted in the plates are local figures with
national reach related to literature, theatre, or painting. In a
period when tourist posters of the town invited tourists to visit
Viseu’s monuments and museum, via messages such as “Viseu,
garden-town of the Beiras’s region” (until active nowadays), the
artistic tiling of public spaces reinforced a representational dis-
course under construction. Moreover, as the main focus of the
town’s tourist interest, they elevated the fruition of art through
an articulation of tradition and modernity.

Following his death in 1939, Almeida Moreira bequeathed the
Casa do Soar, art collection and personal library to the town

of Viseu, so that a small “museum library” could be created.
This wish became a reality when the *"Museum-Library Almeida
Moreira” was opened to the public in 1940. It was inaugurated
on the day when the annual SGo Mateus Fair started. Now-
adays, following several improvements, it bears the name of
“Museu Almeida Moreira” and is part of the municipal network
of museums. Indeed, the Casa do Soar which had so delighted
the Mackall couple in 1929 is now a tourist icon of the town,
and continues memorialize the man who was determined to put
Viseu on the international tourism map.
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@ pimitriados Street

. Port of Volos

Introduction

Zaharias Scrip

Elisavet Kiourtsoglou, Angeliki Sioli, Vincent Cellucci

Volos is an “intermediate European™ port-city in central Greece,
located between the sea and Mount Pelion. At the beginning of the
20th century, it experienced a great industrial boom, which declined
drastically in the early 1980s. Nevertheless, the city still maintains
industrial activities. During the economic crisis of 2009 and the
subseqguent memorandums in 2015, some of the Volos’ remaining
factories—one producing concrete and other steel and located at a
very short distance from the city centre—began using garbage and
plastic waste, imported from Europe, as a cheaper fuel to keep its
furnaces working. Despite the protests of the citizens, an acrid smell
of plastic continues to linger in the air of the city during the early
morning hours even today. Proposed measures by various agencies
and citizen movements have as yet been unable to resolve this seri-
ous environmental pollution issue. Dimitris Karatistos’ literary text, via
the image of the halva vendors—late 1960s and early 1970s figures
who are not present in the city anymore— satirises this 2Ist centu-
ry urban problem, while also raising awareness on issues of labour
exploitation and contemporary forms of power between the centre
and the periphery of Europe.
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Zaxapiac Zkpin

by Karakitsos Dimitris

AG NApe €IG TO YNTO...

>ac apeoel o alpydaiéviog XaABag; Eyw Tov anexbavopal.

'HTav dpwg pia nepiodog nou o TOMOG Pou AoUOTNKE TOV XaABd.
Ta nefodpduia TnG odoU AnunTpiadog sixav kataAngBei ano
nAavodioug xaABaTlndeg kal ol dNUOTEG oxNUATIZaV OUPEG Yia va
YEUTOUV TO 8ekaTiavd Toug HE N XwpiG oTa®ides. «Map’ yia kava
xaABadaki», Aéyav ol axBopopol JETA anod kanoio BapuU XapaAiki
oTa nooTtaAia. «lMape K gpgic», JouppoupiZav ol kapaBokUupndeg
niow an’ Tnv ayéAn Twv xapaAapai®v. To andysupa ol xaABatlndeg
€0€pvav Ta KApOTOola TOUG OTNV NapaAia yia va yYAuKavouv Toug
nepINAaTnNTEG. ‘OPwG eneIdn Kal ekei oxnuaTifovTav oupeg, To va
XAvouv TNV wuxpdiygia Toug avepwnol KUPpouG Kal NEPIWNNG Kal
va d€pvovTal oTn YEan Tou dpOPoU oav KouToaBakndeg, nTav
oTIypi6TUna BaApéva nAgov oTnv nuepnoia diatagn. OUTe ol
yaBpiadeg dev €Bpilav £Tai!

Ta Bpddia oTav €kAeive n epnuepida, ol agpndeg nayidsvovTav
META&U Tng 6dAacaoag kai Tou MnAiou kI 6AN N NOAN Bpwpokonouos
kaBoupdiopEvo aldlydaAl. Kaveig dev XAeudoTnke TOTE OGO O
y1aTPOG Nou NpoeIdonoinoe yia TIG anoBAAKWTIKEG GUVENEIEG TOU
OlpONIACUEVOU a€pa, Kanolog paAioTta eing: «O HOAUCHEVOG AEPAg
dev BAGnTel, anAwg Bpwudacgl, unopovn». AAG n NOAn €ixe xauvwoei
yla Ta KaAd, ki ATav nA€ov ZATNHA TIMNAG To va pnv akouyovTai
aoxnpa Aoyia nepi xaABd otov dnuoaio Adyo. Aev sival Tuxaio OTI
0 «Beadeker» Tou 1914 ava@éepel Tov BoAo wg «H noAn pe Toug
KaAoUg XaABadeg».

«Kal ol epnUEePIOEG TI AEVE;» PE PWTNOE €va anoyeupa o Zaxapiag
ZKpin.

«KoiTta, Zaxapia, €ival pia opada nou dev B€Ael Toug XaABAdEG
oTNV NoAn pag, kanolol €pavioTeG KIvOUvoAdyol, Kal yid auto

ol EQNUEPIOEG EBaAav TOUG €NIOTHHOVEG TOUG va npofouv o€
EMNIOTNHOVIKEG avaAUCEIG KAl ENIOTNHOVIKA NopiouaTa JeTa

ano enIoTNHOVIKOUG EAEYXOUG, CUUPWVA PE TA ENIOTNHOVIKA
NPWTOKOAAG».

Zaharias Scrip

by Karakitsos Dimitris
Zaharias Scrip (Athens: Potamos, 2019), pp. 39-41.

Translation by Elisavet Kiourtsoglou, Angeliki Sioli, Vincent Cellucci
Let's cut to the chase..?

Do you like semolina halva®? | detest it. Though there was a
period when my hometown was drenched with halva. The
sidewalks of Dimitriados street had been taken over by roam-
ing halva vendors and the citizens were lining up to taste their
midmorning snack, with or without raisins. “Let’s go for a little
halva,” would say the porters after a heavy lift at the liners.
“Let’s go too,” would murmur the captains behind the pack of
the heavers. In the afternoon, the halva vendors were dragging
their carts on the seafront, a sweet for the walkers. Because
the long lines formed even at the seafront, even people of
status and authority were losing their composure, fighting with
each other in the middle of the street like some sort of tough
guys, these scenes happened on a daily basis. Not even rascals
would swear like that.

Nights, after the newspaper would close down, the winds would
get trapped between the sea and Mount Pelion and the whole
city would stink of roasted semolina. Nobody was laughed at
more than the doctor who warned that the syrupy air would
make you stupid; somebody even said: “The polluted air is not
harmful, it just stinks, patience.” But the city had gone dull for
good, and it was a matter of honor not to insult halva in public.
It is not a coincidence that the 1914 edition of “Baedeker™ men-
tions Volos as “The city with the good halvas.”

“And what do the newspapers say?” Zaharias Scrip asked me
one afternoon.

“Look, Zaharias, there is a faction that wants the halva out of
our city, scaremongers the lot of them, and for this reason the
newspapers had their scientists proceed with scientific analy-
ses of scientific results, after scientific controls, according to
scientific protocols.”
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«[pocoxn WE TNV EMIOTANN — KNV TO NapakaveTe. Kal av Ta nopiopara
dlaweUoouV TOUG £pAVICTEG, N NOAN Ba TpaBn&el kava PayouAdkl TOTE
- owoTa;»

«AKpIBwG, ayannTE!»

O napakdaTtw dialoyog EAaBe xwpa apyd o€ pia anobnkn Tou Aigaviou.
O Zaxapiag napatnpoUaoe To CUVVEPO KAVEAAG, KAl TOTE UE ONKWOE
ano ToUuG WUOUC YIa va NETAEOUUE.

«0Oa o€ NAw va deIg».

Kal ¢pTdoapue oTov Zapaknvo, o€ KATI ETOINOPPONEG EYKATAGTACEIG HE
@apdia kalavia.

«Z€pw OTI dev 0’ apéoel 0 XaABac», €ine o Zaxapiag Zkpin, «aAAa og
£pepa €dw Yia va O&eIG TI cUpBaiver».

«Ti €ival edw;»

«Ze Aiyo Enpepwvel, Ba deig. davraloual OTI Kaveig dev oWIAEl Nepi TNG
NPAyuaTikng KkataocTaong otn xaABadonoiia».

«AnAadr;»

«KoiTa: €xouv oXxTw okAdBouc and douleunopika Tng AlyunTou Kai
Toug EenaTtwvouv otn douAeld. Ta kaldvia KovTeUouv va AIWOoUV Ki
€vag Kakopolpog Tailel Tn wTIa pe okounidia. O1 deEapeveg eival TOoo
BPWHIKEG NMou ol apoupaiol TIG NPoanepvoUV aPupilovTag KAEPTIKA.
AANG KATOE NPpWTA va dEIG To APeVTIKO, Kal Ba kaTaAdBeig Nnwg yivovTai
0l OWOTEG dOUAEIEG. MavTa dia To KAAOV TNG NMOAEWG,...»

Kar éueiva kokaAo. Mari katd Ti¢ enTtd, Bpidovrag Tov apa&nAdaTtn

va BlaoTei, €vag diknyopog, yvwaoTdg yia TIG DOCOANWIEG TOU HE
£vVayopeVoUC NOAITIKOUC pnxavikoUg, eudiodnTonoIinUEVOG KaTa Ta
AaAAa pe Ta TnG dnpokpariag, TG EUVONiag, TNG KAamTaAIoTIKNAG NPoodou
Kal TNG KaAng Asiroupyiag Twv Beopwyv, EByale To xEpl Tou and To
napdBbupo Tng apagag, @ackeAwaoe evav AlyUnTIO AMOKOIUIOWEVO OTa
TOOUBAAI Kal €kave vOnua oTov €MICTATN va avoiEouv ol BUPEG.

«Mnv pou neig;»

«Aev Ba cou nw TiNoTa, Kpive HOVOG cou», €ine 0 Zaxapiag Kal e
ONKWOE 0TOUG aiB€peg aav nounoulo.
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“Careful with the science — do not overdo it. What if the out-
comes negate these scaremongers, then the city will pinch
some cheeks - right?”

“Exactly right, dear!”

The above dialogue took place late in a port warehouse. Zaha-
rias was observing the cinnamon cloud, and then he picked me
up from the shoulders so that we could fly.

“I will take you there, so you can see.”

And we arrived at Sarakino, at some ramshackled facilities with
wide cauldrons.

“I know you don't like halva,” Zaharias Scrip said, “but | brought
you here so you can see what's going on.”

“What's here?”

“Dawn’s coming, you will see. | imagine that nobody talks about
the real state of the halva business.”

“Meaning?”

“Look: they have eight slaves from Egyptian slave-trade boats
and they break their backs.” The cauldrons themselves are
about to melt and one sad sap feeds the fire with garbage. The
deposits are so dirty that rats pass by them whistling inno-
cence. But wait until you see the boss, and you will understand
how things are done right. Always for the good of the city..”
And | froze. Around dawn, someone bad-mouthing the coach-
man to hurry up, a lawyer, one known for his transactions with
the accused civil engineers, sensitive supposedly on issues of
democracy, the rule of law, capitalist progress and the proper
function of the institutions, pushed his hand out of the coach
window gesturing disapprovingly at an Egyptian half-asleep on
the sacks and signalled the supervisor to open the gates.

“You don't say?”

“I'm not saying anything, judge for yourself,” Zaharias said and
raised me like a feather in the ether.

1 For more on the term “intermediate European city” — a term that is more
inclusive and expanded than the usual mid-sized European city — please see:
Angeliki Sioli, Sonja Novak, Giuseppe Resta, “Intermediate European Cities:
Conditions between Metropolises and Towns " in WritingPlace: Special Issue
8-9, Rotterdam: nai010publishers, 2023.

2 Author's Disclaimer: The characters of this work are fictional. For first and last
names, | consulted the “Guide of the city of Volos, Magnesia County” (1901).

3 Halva: a traditional pastry from the Middle East, very popular in Greece.
Baedeker: popular 19th and early 20th century travel guide.
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@ Basilica di San Gennaro fuori le mura

@ Rione Sanita

. Church of Saint Mary ‘della Rotonda’
. Via San Paolo

Via San Gregorio Armeno (@),
Via San Biagio dei Librai W@

Via Forcella

. Piazza Mercato

Montecaivario @ via Bartolomeo Capasso Q.
urch of Saint John a Mare

Toledo @
Corso Vittorio Emanuele @)
Via Giovanni Nicotera .. Via Chiaia

. Via Egiziaca a Pizzofalcone

. Via Palepoli

Introduction

Caponapoli

Asma Mehan

Nowadays there is a general acknowledgment of the importance of
place in Italian crime novels. In Caponapoli, Massimo Siviero articu-
lates a narrative way in which he approaches the structures, city,
and the built environment to reflect the society, cultural relations,
transformations and dysfunctions of contemporary Naples.

Joe Pazienza, the private detective, has been seen by him recently
before he was a reporter. When hired by his first client, Nada Mormile,
someone with all the requirements of the dark lady in the right place,
he immediately smells “serious” trouble. There is a strange message
full of threats at stake, and the construction sites of a substantial
building, soon found “suicidal” with his head inside a bag. There is
also someone who does not appreciate Joe’s new job as too nosy
and goes out of his way to make him understand. Also, there is the
Caponapoli. The health complex around which all the mysteries of a
violent and fascinating city seem to gather.

Short biographical note (adapted from an interview

with Massimo Siviero/April 2022):'

My parents were Neapolitans, | was born in Rome and | live in Naples.
When | was a child | wanted to be a diplomat or a doctor. Then | had
the good fortune to read "Of Mice and Men” by John Steinbeck and
two days later | obtained “The Grapes of Wrath”. A few months later,
a classmate of mine gave me “Death in the Afternoon” and “Across
the River and Into the Trees” of Hemingway and | realized that the
craft of writing would become my great love. | liked knowing the
facts of the day. | read many newspapers and began to attend the
drafting of a newspaper. | started writing articles and at age 19 |
went as an envoy on the football fields and | studied at university.
Then | became a reporter. One day | was struck by news of crime: a
double murder. The bodies of a man and a woman were found in the
garden of a restaurant in Naples: it transpired that they were drug
couriers. Until then Naples was seen mainly in the imagination as
the city of mandolins and songs, pizza and hospitality. In addition
to the neighbourhood thugs. A wrong way of relating to the former
European capital of the Enlightenment. | realized that the city had
dramatically changed and had become an important crossroads of
crime. Although in more than two thousand years of history it had
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Caponapoli

by Massimo Siviero

Original Excerpt | (Chapter 27, pages 94-96)

Da una ventina di minuti continuavo a camminare con la torcia
accesa nel sottosuolo di Montecalvario. Avanzavo con la rivoltella
puntata nella semioscuritg, il cunicolo in declivio con una

curva a gomito proseguiva sulla mia sinistra. A occhio e croce
dovevo trovarmi sotto via Chigja, pit 0 meno all'altezza del ponte
borbonico. Era la strada del ciclo continuo dello shopping a buon
mercato, sempre affollata d'indigeni e di turisti. Il mio doveva
essere un itinerario parallelo a cisterne e gallerie utilizzate come
ricoveri antiaerei.

Fine della corsa. Il passaggio era sbarrato da una porta d’acciaio.
Feci pressione con la mano e la lastra di metallo scricchiold sui
cardini arrugginiti: non era chiusa. La meraviglia che segui fu
ancora maggiore. Allungai la mano con la torcia per far luce ed
entrai in un’‘ampia sala dalla quale si scendeva per una rampa.
Percorsi una decina di gradini larghi e sconnessi. Sbucai in un

been a place of philosophers and scientists, writers and poets
(Giombattista Della Porta invented the telescope before Galileo...).
So, | decided to write my first crime novel, ‘Il diavolo giallo” which
was published in 1992. There followed "Il terno di San Gennaro”

“ Un mistero occitano per il commissario Abruzzese”, “Vendesi
Napoli”, “Mater munnezza” and in 2012 “Caponapoli” published in
the historic editorial series Il Giallo Mondadori. In 2015 | published
the detective novel “Scorciatoia per la morte”. | wrote several
essays, including “"How to write a Neapolitan crime novel” ("Come
scrivere un giallo napoletano”). In this manual | revealed that the
first Italian crime novel was written in Naples in 1852. Several

of my books have been published in convenient eBook editions
that | see as an effective instrument of freedom of authors and
readers.

Caponapoli

by Massimo Siviero, Caponapoli (Milano: Arnoldo Mondadori Edi-
tore, 2012), pp. 94-96 and 150-152

Translation by Asma Mehan

Translated Text | (Chapter 27)

For about twenty minutes, | had been walking with the torch-

lit in the subsoil of Montecalvario. | advanced with the revolver
aimed in the semi-darkness; the sloping tunnel with a sharp bend
continued on my left. At a guess, | must have found myself under
via Chiaia, more or less at the height of the Bourbon bridge. It was
the street of the continuous cycle of cheap shopping, always
crowded with natives and tourists. Mine was to be a parallel route
to tanks and tunnels used as anti-aircraft shelters.

End of the line. A steel door barred the passage. | pressed with
my hand, and the metal plate creaked on the rusted hinges:

it was not closed. The astonishment that followed was even

more significant. | reached out my hand with the flashlight to
shed some light and entered a large room from which one went
down a ramp. | walked about ten significant and bumpy steps. |
emerged in a not very large room that opened on to others. It pro-
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ambiente non molto grande che si apriva sugli altri. Produceva l'effetto
di un ipogeo molto lungo, anche se la visibilitd era scarsa. In ciascuno
di questi vani, su ogni lato c’erano due nicchie ricavate nel tufo. Su
una sporgenza di pietra c’erano tre statuine poggiate su dei piatti e
due ceramiche, una dipinta su vernice scura con linee geometriche,
['altra con graffiti. Alle pareti frammenti di marmo e diversi solchi che
dovevano essere stati occupati da altrettante lastre. Distruzione

del tempo o di predatori come pozzari e cavamonti, i tombaroli di
gueste parti? Mi colpi una terracotta tagliata a meta che custodiva
un piccolo scheletro. In un altro angolo ¢’era un’anfora di vetro con
puttini di un azzurro intenso. Istintivamente pensai al Vaso blu rubato
al Museo. La disposizione ordinata di quegli oggetti mi convinse che
erano stati allineati in quel modo in epoca recente. Del resto, la porta
blindata ne era una testimonianza. Come detective mi sentivo un po’
ridicolo e a disagio nei panni dell'archeologo e speleologo. Mi trovavo
in una necropoli, della quale perd non si parlava e mai nessuno.

riferiva ['esatta ubicazione. Era sempre stata una notizia vaga, stava
diventando una leggenda, e qualche minuto dopo capii il perché. La
fiamma della torcia ondeggiava da un lato, segno che c’era una presa
d’arig, verso la guale mi diressi. Il cimitero del sottosuolo

sbucava in un pozzo asciutto invaso da colonie di topastri con le

ali che con il loro squittio mi sconcertarono non poco. Cannolicchio
doveva essere sparito da questa via di fuga. Ma come, se il coperchio
della botola era rimasto abbassato? Mi ricordai del tappeto rimosso.
Salii per un’altra scala a pioli appoggiata alla parete dello scavo
artesiano. Alla sommita c’era una specie di lucernario con sbarre di
ferro e il lucchetto aperto. Lo sollevai e sbucai in uno scantinato, dal
guale finalmente uscii su un cortile.

Non era un palazzo d’epoca, ma un brutto edificio. Una colata di
cemento degli anni ‘50, nel pieno della fame di case del dopoguerra,
sulla piu antica necropoli. Lo scoprii uscendo in via Nicotera. Gli
abitanti ignoravano 'esistenza della loro miniera d’oro del turismo.
Senza volerlo ero shucato a due passi da via Egiziaca, dove c’era la
casa di Nada Mormile.

Le mie domande suscitarono interesse tra i bottegai della zona. Tutti
pill 0 meno sapevano che nelle viscere di quei palazzi c’erano pagine
di vicende molto antiche. Notizie vaghe e niente di piu. Presi dal
portatessera il numero dellAnacronistico. Rispose dopo una ventina
di squilli. Mi spiego velocemente che il casermone di via Nicotera era
stato costruito nel ‘53 al posto di una vecchissima costruzione che
era stata abbattuta. Immaginai, tra il silenzio generale. Esito. Certo
che era venuta fuori una necropoli. Mi disse di non sapere altro. Di

duced the effect of a very long hypogeum, even if the visibility
was poor. In each of these rooms, on each side, there were
two niches carved into the tuff. On a stone ledge were three
figurines resting on plates and two pottery, one painted on dark
paint with geometric lines, the other with graffiti. On the walls,
fragments of marble and various grooves that as many slabs
must have occupied. Destruction of time or predators such as
Pozzari and Cavamonti, the grave robbers of these parts? | was
struck by a terracotta cut in half that held a tiny skeleton. In
another corner was a glass amphora with deep blue cherubs.
Instinctively | thought of the Blue Vase stolen from the Muse-
um. The orderly arrangement of those objects convinced me
that they had been aligned that way in recent times. After all,
the armored door was a testimony of this. As a detective, | felt
a little ridiculous and uncomfortable as the archaeologist and
speleologist.

However, | was in a necropolis, which was never talked about,
and never anyone reported the exact location. It had always
been vague news, it was becoming a legend, and a few minutes
later, I understood why. The torch flame swayed to one side,

a sign that there was an air vent towards which | headed. The
underground cemetery emerged into a dry well invaded by
colonies of rats with wings that with their squeak quite discon-
certed me. Razor clam must have disappeared from this escape
route. But how, if the hatch lid was left down? | remembered

the removed carpet. | went up another ladder leaning against
the wall of the artesian excavation. At the top were a kind of
skylight with iron bars and an open lock. | picked it up and
emerged into a basement, from which | finally stepped out onto
a courtyard.

It was not a period building but an ugly building. A casting of
concrete from the 1950s, in the midst of the hunger for post-war
houses, on the oldest necropolis. | discovered it by exiting in via
Nicotera. The inhabitants were unaware of the existence of their
tourism gold mine. Unwittingly, | had emerged a stone’s throw
from via Egiziaca, where Nada Mormile’s house was.

My guestions aroused interest among the shopkeepers in the
area. Everyone more or less knew that there were pages of very
ancient events in the bowels of those buildings—vague news
and nothing more. | took the number of the Anachronist from
the cardholder. He answered after about twenty rings. He quick-
ly explained to me that the barracks in via Nicotera had been
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pit non disse, ciog, niente. Mi sembrava evidente che la citta dei
morti sopra la quale ora mi trovavo era il cimitero di Parthenope,
linsediamento fondato due secoli prima di Neapolis

Ritornai verso la casa dei misteri di Montecalvario. Con la torcia
sempre accesa che avevo lasciato a terra, rifeci il percorso
dellandata. Alla fine del tragitto alzai il coperchio della botola e
poggiai i piedi sul pavimento. Quel figlio di puttana del secco mi
faceva sentire il suo orribile fiato sul collo, non riuscivo a mettergli
le mani addosso in modo definitivo. Mi sarebbe piaciuto incontrarlo
per chiedergli un giudizio sulla gittata dei miei pallettoni. Accesi

la luce, ed ebbi un mezzo sussulto quando vidi che il corpo del
grassone lasciato a pancia all'aria non c’era piu. Sparito come la
pozza di sangue nella quale doveva essere affogata la sua lurida
vita.

Avrei voluto darmi qualche pizzico sulla faccia, ma non ci volle
molto a capire che non sognavo. La necropoli di Palepoli non era
un sogno, la telefonata allarcheologo Miceneo non era un sogno e
guello schifo di edificio di via Nicotera era piu di una realtd. Come lo
erano le due sagome che entrarono in un terraneo vicino alla casa
dei misteri. Quello della donna nera che aveva l'abitudine di spiare.
Uscendo li seguii e bussai alla portafinestra. Apri la signora, dietro
di lei c’era il watusso con il muso infettato ai due angoli.

— Guarda cca — disse l'afropartenopeo.

— C'incontriomo sempre nel momento sbagliato? — gli rinfacciai,
ed entrai.

E fa un vano spazioso abitato da un mezzo esercito di africani.
Tutti inguilini del mio amico Mimi. Da quella moltitudine capii che

mi trovavo in una miniera di quattrini. Calcolai a occhio che doveva
fruttare non meno di milleottocento euro al mese, seicento per ogni
nucleo familiare. Una ragione di piu per convincermi dell’eternita

dei bassi di Montecalvario. Il geometra Astolfo forse non o sapeva,
sera cosi sicuro della loro riconversione.

Il costo della pigione me lo confermo la ricciuta brutta copia di
Tina Turner, mentre i due giganti neri mi portavano un infuso di erbe
ancora in macerazione. Mi sembro poco gentile chiedere ragguagli
sullintruglio e bevvi d’un fiato.

Mi dissero che lavoravano per Mimi. Si chiamavano Alhaj Shugar
e Wadi Kordofan, erano profughi del Darfur. Si erano trasferiti con
i familiari nel villaggio di Mornay prima di fuggire. Etnia Fur, tipi

svegli di tribu poliglotta. Capii perché avevano dimestichezza con

built in *53 in place of an ancient building demolished. | imagined,
amid the general silence. Of course, a necropolis had come out. He
told me he didn’t know anything else. In other words, he said nothing
more. It seemed clear to me that the city of the dead over which |
now stood was the Parthenope cemetery, the settlement founded
two centuries before Neapolis.

| returned to the house of the mysteries of Montecalvario. With the
torch still on that, | had left on the ground; | retraced the path of the
outward journeu. | lifted the hatch cover at the end of the ride and
put my feet on the floor. That dry son of a bitch made me feel his
horrible breath on my neck, | couldn’'t put my hands on permanently.
I would have liked to have met him to ask him for an opinion on the
range of my buckshot. | turned on the light, and half gasped when |
saw that the body of the fat man left on his stomach was gone. Gone
like the pool of blood in which his filthy life must have been drowned.

| wanted to pinch myself on the face, but it didn’t take long to realize
| wasn’t dreaming. The necropolis of Palepoli was not a dream. The
phone-call to the Mycenaean archaeologist was not a dream. That
disgusting building in via Nicotera was more than reality, as were the
two figures who entered land near the house of mysteries. That of
the black woman who used to spu.

As | went out, | followed them and knocked on the French window. The
lady opened it, behind her was the Watusi' with the infected face at
the two corners.

— Watch cca?- said the Afro-Neapolitan.

— Do we always meet at the wrong time? - | blamed him, and | en-
tered.

It was a spacious room inhabited by half an army of Africans. All
tenants of my friend; Mimi. From that multitude, | understood that |
was in a money mine. | worked out that he had to earn no less than
eighteen hundred euros a month, six hundred for each family unit.
One more reason to convince me of the eternity of Montecalvario’s
bass. Perhaps the surveyor Astolfo did not know; he was so sure of
their conversion.

The cost of the rent was confirmed by the rough draft of Tina Turner,
while the two black giants brought me an infusion of herbs still in
maceration. It seemed unkind to ask about the concoction and drank
in one gulp.

They told me they worked for Mimi. They were called Alhaj Shugar
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le lingue. E capii che era stato il mio amico ad affidare ai due neri il
cartello sandwich in difesa dei bassi. Spezzoni di fatica a chiomata.
Scaricare bottiglie al bar e incarichi di fiducia: riscossione di canoni e
gualche lavoretto. In cambio di pochi euro che Mimi si riprendeva con
['affitto multiplo: ‘o pesane, come mi disse quello con linfezione agli
an - Ti guardiamo le spalle. goli del muso.

Chiesi al sudanese senza le buccaglie il significato della frase
pronunciata fuori dalla farmacia: "Abbiamo un nuovo incarico”.
Grottesca la risposta: — Ti guardiamo le spalle.

Original Excerpt Il (Chapter 42, pages 150-152)

Colpiva l'uniforme vecchiezza del rione, piu compatto e monolitico
di un organismo vivente. Anche se di vivente dopo un po’ rimase
il sottoscritto: lintera zona era scivolata in un silenzio surreale

da Ferragosto. Immobile e surreale. | marciapiedi erano diventati
allimprovviso deserti.

Nel pallone a forma di testa pronto a esplodere, non so come mi
venne un‘idea. Internet mi aveva confuso ancora di piu, tanto valeva
tentare con i mezzi tradizionali. C'era comungue un problema,
bisognava cominciare da un argomento. La ricerca web invece
consentiva di partire anche da una parola chiave. In un vicolo di
Toledo mi fermai a un internet point gestito da indiani.

Digitai “calcologo”: niente. Google mi propose: “Forse cercavi calcolo”.
Provai con “agoreuterio”. Bingo! “Nel fretrion v'era un agoreuterio.
Napoli come Atene e qualche altra citta della Grecia era divisa in
fratrie.”

Avevo l'argomento della ricerca su carta.

In dieci minuti raggiunsi la biblioteca. Parcheggiai nella piazza,
attraversai il viale.

Prima di entrare feci il numero che mi aveva dato il professor Bo
per informarlo dell’esito della bonifica ambientale. Gli dissi che sarei
tornato il giorno dopo.

Salii le scale della biblioteca, nella testa mi imbombavano quelle
frasi misteriose da decifrare. Nel salone degli schedari, ordinati

per autore e per argomento, dalla ricerca generale passai a quella
tematica. Dopo un’ora buona trovai un granello di sabbia nel deserto
e non sapevo neppure a che cosa mi sarebbe servito.

and Wadi Kordofan, and they were refugees from Darfur. They had
moved with family members to the village of Mornay before fleeing.
Fur# people ethnic group; a type from the polyglot tribes. | under-
stood why they were familiar with languages. And | realized that it
was my friend who had entrusted the two blacks with the sandwich
cartel in defense of the bass — on-call pieces of fatigue.

Unloading bottles at the bar and trustworthy assignments: a collec-
tion of fees and a few jobs. In exchange for a few euros that Mimi
recovered with the multiple rent: ‘o pesante, as the one with the
infection in the corners of the muzzle told me.

| asked the Sudanese without the mouth opening the meaning of
the sentence pronounced outside the pharmacy: “We have a new
assignment”. Grotesque® responded: - We watch your back.

Translated Text Il (Chapter 42)

It struck the uniform old age of the neighbuorhood, more compact
and monolithic than a living organism. Although | was still alive after
a while, the undersigned remained: the whole area had slipped into a
surreal silence since August 15th. Still and surreal. The sidewalks had
suddenly become deserted.

In the head-shaped balloon ready to explode, | don’t know how | got
an idea. The Internet had confused me even more, and | might as
well try traditional means. However, there was a problem; we had to
start with a topic. The web search, on the other hand, also allowed
starting from a keyword. In an alley in Toledo, | stopped at an internet
point run by Indians.

| typed “calcologist™: nothing. Google proposed to me: “Maybe you
were looking for calculation.”

| tried with “agoreuterium™. Bingo! “In the Fretrion, there was an
agoreuterium. Naples like Athens and some other cities in Greece
were divided into phratries8.”

I had the topic of paper research.

In ten minutes, | reached the library. | parked in the square, crossed
the avenue.

Before entering, | dialed the number that Professor Bo had given me
to inform him of the outcome of the environmental remediation. | told
him | would be back the next dau.

I went up the stairs of the library. In my head, those mysterious
phrases to be deciphered were echoing. In the hall of the filing
cabinets, sorted by author and subject, | moved from public research
to thematic research. After an hour, | found a grain of sand in the
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Mi ero procurato due testi. Da una scheda all'altra arrivai a Bartolomeo
Capasso. Laltro libro era di un anonimo. Lultimo aiuto di Internet aveva
fatto un po’ di luce sulle parole senza senso registrate sul telefono di
Bo: “Confermare la presenza del calcologo nellagoreuterio”.

Capasso, uno storico locale morto nel 1900, aveva lasciato piu di cento
pubblicazioni. Aprii il volume Napoli greco-romana, uscito postumo nel
1905. Lessi velocemente e annotai prendendo appunti anche dalle
pagine dell’altro libro.

Quando credi di sapere tutto, non sai niente. Appresi che la cittg,

sul modello di Atene e di altre polis, era stata suddivisa in fratrie,
associazioni religiose e politiche chiamate fratanze in lingua
neapolitana.

Ne facevano parte le famiglie unite dalla comune

discendenza, dallo stesso quartiere e dagli stessi interessi. Il fratriarco
o fretarco era il capo di ogni associazione. Amministratori erano i
dioceti, il tesoriere si chiamava calcologo. Ogni gruppo si riuniva nel
fretrion e nellagoreuterio, luoghi per pregare e discutere di affari. Erano
uniti da un legame di solidarieta.

Insomma una via di mezzo tra le parrocchie, i partiti e la massoneria.
Calcologo, fretrion, agoreuterio, apaturie, dioceti, fretarco: parole
incomprensibili che mi stavano diventando familiari. Mi fermai,

riflettei. Nella lettera estorsiva di Mormile la parola “fratr” doveva avere
un nesso. Forse stava per fratria.

La festa principale delle fratrie era quella delle apaturie e durava tre
giorni. Gli adepti venivano mostrati alla fratria appena nati, a cingue

e a diciassette anni, l'etd minima per liscrizione. Ogni associazione
celebrava sacrifici e banchetti anche in occasione delle nozze dei suoi
membri.

Attraverso documenti e lapidi superstiti si sapeva che le fratanze erano

state dieci o forse dodici. Secondo alcuni avevano dato origine qi
Sedili, i consigli circoscrizionali dell'epoca.

Dello studio di Capasso mi colpirono in particolare alcuni passi che
confrontai e integrai con il libro anonimo di storia partenopea. Il
sepolcro degli Eunostidi era nelle caverne di tufo dei Vergini. La zona
era cosi chiamata per la presenza della fratria dedicata al culto di
Eunosto, dio della temperanza e della castita. Lestrazione di tufo
giallo e pozzolana aveva prodotto caverne adoperate nella zona come
sepolcri.

Nel vallone attiguo della Sanitd, ai piedi della collinetta dov'era la
chiesa di San Gennaro extra moenia, c’era stata la fratria degli
Eumelidi. Mi ricordai delle parole del farmacista. Eumelo fondatore

di Parthenope e Aristodemo di Neapolis: i Romolo e Remo nostrani.
Notizie vaghe e contraddittorie che sconfinavano in altri quartieri.

desert, and | didn’t even know what it was going to do for me.

| got two texts. From one card to another, | came to Bartolomeo
Capasso. The other book was written by an anonymous person. The
latest help from the Internet shed some light on the nonsense words
recorded on Bo’s phone: “Confirm the presence of the calcologist in
the agoreutium”,

Capasso, a local historian who died in 1900, had left over a hundred
publications. | opened the volume on Greco-Roman Naples, published
posthumously in 1905. | read quickly and took notes, also taking
notes from the pages of the other book.

When you think you know everything, you know nothing? On the
model of Athens and other poleis®, | learned that the city had been
divided into phratries, religious and political associations called
brotherhoods (fratanze) in the Neapolitan language.

The families united by the commune were part of its descent from
the same neighbourhood and the same interests. The fratriarco or
fretarco® was the head of every association. Administrators were the
dioceses; the treasurer was called calcologist. Each group met in
the Fretrion and Agoreuterio, places to pray and discuss business. A
bond of solidarity united them.

In short, a middle ground between parishes, parties, and Freemason-
ry. Calcologist, Fretrion, Agoreuterium, Apaturias”, dioceses', fretarch:
incomprehensible words that were becoming familiar to me.

Adepts'™ were shown to the phratry as soon as they were born, the
minimum age for enrollment at five and seventeen. Each associa-
tion celebrated sacrifices and banguets also on the occasion of the
wedding of its members. Through surviving documents and tomb-
stones, it was known that there had been ten or perhaps twelve
brotherhoods. According to some, they had given rise to the Seats,
the district councils of the time.

| was particularly struck by some passages from Capasso’s study,
which | compared and integrated with the anonymous book of Ne-
apolitan history. The tomb of the Eunostidi was in the tuff caves of
the Virgins. The area was so-called due to the phratry dedicated to
the cult of Eunosto, God of temperance and chastity. The extraction
of yellow tuff and pozzolana had produced caves used in the area as
tombs.

In the adjacent valley of the Sanitd™, at the foot of the hill where

the church of San Gennaro, outside the walls of the city was in the
Eumelidi® criteria. | remembered the pharmacist’s words. Eumelo,
founder of Parthenope and Aristodemo®™ of Neapolis: the Romulus
and Remus of our own. Vague and contradictory news that bordered
on other neighbourhoods. Perhaps the brotherhood was located
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La fratanza forse era stata ubicata tra Forcella e via San Paolo. La
chiesa

omonima con le colonne corinzie I'avevano costruita sul tempio greco
dei Dioscuri. La strada del simbolismo pitagorico si apriva a forma di
Y come una forcina: la biforcazione tra virtu e piacere sfociato nella
cronaca nera. Saltai questa parte.

Lessi velocemente l'elenco che proseguiva con Eubei (nell'area di
San Gregorio Armeno intorno al tempio dei Santi Filippo e Giacomo),
Alternisi (vicino alla basilica di Pietrasanta al Tribunale), Kretondi (nel
vicolo a destra della chiesa verso il mare), e poi Aristei (tra gli Orefici
e piazza Mercato), Pancleidi (la zona tra San Pietro in Vinculis e San
Giuseppe), Kumei (a Santa Chiara o nei pressi di

Santa Maria della Rotonda a Mezzocannone), Ermei (tra San Biagio
dei Librai e San Giovanni a Mare), Antinoiti, Oiononei. Quasi niente,
infine, si sapeva dei Theotadi.

Collegai subito queste informazioni con la piantina trovata a casa di
Donna Collins e con il foglietto che stava nellagendina di Mormile.

La linea dell’'evidenziatore, dal Gesu a San Gregorio Armeno alla
chiesa dei Santi Filippo e Giacomo, indicava l'area degli Eubei. Il tratto
giallo segnato da Donna Collins era diretto alla fratria dei Kretondi
verso il mare. La freccia verso il basso poteva anche indicare i
Theotadi. Visto che di questa fratria non si sapeva niente, poteva
andar bene tutto e il contrario di tutto.

Scesi piu ancora nei particolari. Dal confronto di questi fogli con le
notizie raccolte in biblioteca, accertai altre due cose. Il pezzo di carta
trovato addosso al cavaliere indicava la Sanita, i Vergini e i Miracali, e
ora sapevo che nellarea della basilica di San Gennaro extra moenia
si riunivano gli Eumelidi. Le piccole croci nere segnate dalla Collins
indicavano il punto esatto della necropoli. La zona cerchiata in rosso
aveva finalmente un nome: erano i Vergini, il sito degli Eunostidi.
Intanto capii perché il foglietto sgualcito di Mormile stava nellagenda
tascabile alla lettera F di fratrie.

Per potersi ricordare e nascondere agli altri il senso di quelle parole.
Mi sembro evidente che la Collins aveva disegnato una piantina

dei siti per avere sottomano il quadro completo delle fratrie. Un bel
casino.

Lasciai la biblioteca Vittorio Emanuele e ritornai nella Valle dei Morti.

between Forcella and via San Paolo. The church is homonymous with
the Corinthian columns they had built on the Greek temple of the
Dioscuri. The path of Pythagorean symbolism opened in the shape
of a 'V like a hairpin: the bifurcation between virtue and pleasure that
resulted in the crime news. | skipped this part.

I quickly read the list that continued with Eubie (in the area of San
Gregorio Armeno around the temple of Saints Philip and James),
Alternisi (near the basilica of Pietrasanta al Tribunale), Kretondi

(in the alley to the right of the church towards the sea), and then
Aristei (between the Orefici and Piazza Mercato), Pancleidi (the area
between San Pietro in Vinculis and San Giuseppe), Kumei (in Santa
Chiara or near Santa Maria della Rotonda in Mezzocannone), Ermei
(between San Biagio dei Librai and San Giovanni a Mare), Antinoites,
Oiononei. Finally, almost nothing was known about the Theotadi.

I immediately linked this information with the map found at Donna
Collins’ house with the piece of paper in Mormile’s notebook.

From Jesus to San Gregorio Armeno to the church of Saints Philip and
James, the highlighter line indicated the Eubei area. The yellow line
marked by Donna Collins was headed for the Kretondi fratria towards
the sea. The down arrow could also point to the Theotadi. Since
nothing was known about this phratry, everything and the opposite
of everything could be acceptable.

| went further into details. By comparing these sheets with the
information collected in the library, | ascertained two other things.
The piece of paper found on the knight indicated Health, Virgins,

and Miracles. Now, | knew that the Eumelids gathered in the area of
the Basilica of San Gennaro extra moenia. The small black crosses
marked by Collins indicated the exact spot of the cemetery. The area
circled in red finally had a name: Virgins, the site of the Eunostids.
Meanwhile, | understood why Mormile’s crumpled piece of paper was
in the pocket diary under the letter F of fratrie. To be able to remem-
ber and hide the meaning of those words from others. It seemed
clear that Collins had drawn a map of the sites to have the complete
picture of the siblings at hand. A nice mess.

| left the Vittorio Emanuele library and returned to the Valley of the
Dead.
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The Tutsi people of Africa collectively, whose traditions include spectacular dance.
Neapolitan-Italian word. Literally means there (qua).

Region in the Western Sudan.

The name of Darfur comes from the name of this ethnic group and means “the home
of the Fur”.

Outlandish characters in a strange or unnatural way (especially in a novel or painting)
Calco literally means tracing.

Agoreuterium is a Greek word literally means speech.

In ancient Greece, a phratry was a group containing citizens in some city-states. Their
existence is known in most lonian cities and in Athens and it is thought that they
existed elsewhere as well.

Plural form of Greek polis

Fratriarchy is rule of the brothers. It's this idea that if you get a group of young men
together - teenagers, men in their 20s - there’s a competitive form of masculinity and
they're performing for each other.

Apaturia were ancient Greek festivals held annually by all the lonian towns, except
Ephesus and Colophon. At Athens the Apaturia took place on the 11th, 12th and 13th
days of the month of Pyanepsion, on which occasion the various phratries, or clans,
of Attica met to discuss their affairs.

Diocese, in some Christian churches, a territorial area administered by a bishop. The
word originally referred to a governmental area in the Roman Empire, governed by an
imperial vicar.

An adept is an individual identified as having attained a specific level of knowledge,
skill, or aptitude in doctrines relevant to a particular author or organization.

This quarter is near the National Archaeological Museum, north of the main street, via
Foria.

Greek frateria

Aristodemus was a Spartan warrior, one of the many sent to the Battle of
Thermopylae. He was one of only two Spartan survivors, as he was not present at the
last stand.
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Yali Hani .

Bordo Bina .

Yeni Kordon .

Introduction

The Memory of the Windy City

Berna GOl

The following text is an excerpt from the podcast series Riizgarl Ken-
tin Hafizasi [The Memory of the Windy City] by 0zge Doruk based on
stories of people and places “whether mythical or not, about the city
Canakkale and its urban memory”. While the series is an ongoing
project, the three excerpts are from the year 2021. Each episode is
an interview with a person and their take on their everyday life in the
mid-size city of Canakkale on the Dardanelles Strait. The first piece
talks about the past forty years of the city from the perspective

of the buildings and the wind. The second is about a documentary
film-maker’s perspective of both the centre and the outskirts of the
city. The final one is a small answer to the complaints of the former
interviewees, about Bordo Bina, a building in the old Jewish neigh-
bourhood of the city, restored by its new tenants from scratch to
serve as a vegetarian cafe and a home to its new makers. The wind
of the city is inseparable from its topography, its old and new neigh-
bourhoods, its people, its animals, the trees, the seaq, the coastline,
the gardens and the buildings. It is possible to trace how Ganakkale
has become a new destination for people to live in, with their escape
from the megacity of Istanbul. Yet, what they were looking for and
what they ended up living in makes their stories worthwhile.

The podcasts are transcribed, edited and translated for this project.
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Riizgarli Kentin Hafizasi

by Ozge Doruk

Lodosculardan misimz?

Sahi ridzgann bu kente kattidi nedir? Yasam tarzimizi, disiince
bicimimizi nasil etkiler? Cocuklugumuzun riizgarli anilan zihnimize
islemis de biraz eselemek lazim sanki. Bu haftaki sohbetimiz
Canakkaleli akademisyen Yaprak Aydin ile anilan tzerinden bir
kentin hafizasim kesfetmeye dair oldu. Rlizgar, kentin kendine
has kokulan, bir kenti ytriyerek tanimak, Yali Han... Kent bizimle
sekillenirken biz de kente gdre yoguruyoruz hayatlanmz.

Yaprak Aydin: Buraya gelmeden 6nce distindim. Canakkale’nin ri-
zgarh oldugu sohbetlerde gecer ama ozellikle rizgar temelli mesela
raki masast sohbetlerimiz hi¢ olmadi. Hep iginde oldugumuz icin
rlizgar meselesi ekmek su gibi.

Babam ve ailesi Canakkaleli. 1993’te emekli oldu. Ondan 6nce anne
memleketi Kibns'ta yasiyorduk. Babam subaydi. Tatillerde, 6zel gin-
lerde, diglnlerde, cenazelerde Canakkale ile bir bag vardi ama tam
tesekkllii Canakkale’ye yerlesmek 1993'te oldu. ilkokul ve ortaokulu
burada okuma sansina sahip oldum. Ablamin hayati mesela daha
kopuk kopuk her sehirde geciyordu. Geldik. Simdi o dénemin trendi
kooperatifte bir evimiz var, bitmiyor. Simdiki Bans kordonu mu, ikinci
kordon, oradaki sitede bir evimiz vardi ve bitmedi o. Uc yil falan stire-
cekti ama biz tabii bunu kestiremiyoruz. Batik kooperatifcilik falan.
Simdiki Esenler'de Ozgiirliik parkinin oradaki Banskent'in orada bir
apartmana kiract olarak girdik. Oraya bir geldik, daha 6-7 yasindayim,
it Durmaz tepesi deniyor, oradan ev alimr mi, orada oturulur mu, digyor
babamin akrabalan. Kulagimda o var. Buglin aile iginde o glnleri ko-
nusursak, bakin zamaninda bizi hor gérmistindz, gidip itin durmadid
yerde oturuyorlar, Canakkaleye gelmisler.. Simdi bakiyorsun, Ozgurliik
parkinin orasi belki de kentin belki de en yasamlir, en sosyal mekan.

0: 0 parktan asagr ylriirken baktim, apartmanlar eski ve aralanndan
deniz gozikiyor. Esenyurt.

Y: 0 dénem Banskent yeni yapilmisti ve tek siteydi, flize gibi cikan.
Etrafta kiclk kiictk bahceli evler ya da kopuk kopuk apartman-

The Memory of the Windy City

by Ozge Doruk, ‘Lodosculardan misimiz?,’ ‘Beyrut'tan kaleye riizgann
tasidigh bir hikaye,” ‘Alternatif bir hafiza mekam: Bordo Bina,” Rizgarli
Kentin Hafizasi (2021), <https://www.fugamundi.org/ruzgarli-ken-
tin-hafizasiy

Translation by Berna GOl
Are you one of the Southwesterners?

What does this wind do for this city, really? How does it shape our
living and thinking? Windy memories from childhood have made
their place in our minds apparently, so why not dig deeper.. This
week’s podcast is about discovering the memory of a city, with
Yaprak Aydin from Cancakkale. The wind, the particular smell of the
city, getting to know the city by walking, Yali Han.. As the city is
being shaped along with us, we are kneading our lives around it.

Yaprak Aydin: The Canakkale wind is a topic for chit-chat but we
have never had a raki table conversation based on the wind. Since
we are always in it, it is like bread and water.

My father is from Canakkale. Until he retired in 1993, we lived in

my mother's hometown in Cyprus. My father was an army officer,
but we had bonds with Canakkale and visited on holidays. In 1993,
we settled in Canakkale. | was lucky enough to go to primary and
secondary school here, unlike my sister, who had to study in nu-
merous cities. When we arrived, we had an apartment in a build-
ing cooperative, the trend in those days, but it was not done yet.
We were going to have an apartment in the current Baris [Peace]
Kordonu [waterfront promenade], the second kordon. It was going to
take about three years, but we couldn’t be sure, as the cooperative
could go bankrupt halfway. So, we rented an apartment in Bariskent
[Peace City], near the Ozgtirliik [Liberty] Park, which is now Esenler.
It was called it Durmaz [a place not even fit for dogs] Hill at the time.
My father’'s family objected, saying, “Who buys an apartment and
lives there?” | can still hear them repeat those words. Today, when
this topic comes up in the family, we remind them of how they used
to look down on us back then, that we lived in it Durmaz, whereas
today, Ozgirliik Parki is perhaps the most lively and social part of the
cituy.

0: | see the apartment buildings there [in Esenler] are old, and you
can see the sea through them.
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lar vardi. Onlardan bir tanesinde oturuyorduk biz de. Simdiki kadar
sempatik goriinmedigi gibi bu kadar ¢ok yapilasma da yoktu. O
ylzden rizgar rizgardi yani. Jandarmadan ya da Havacilann ora-
dan asa@ Cevatpasa’ya inen dehset bir yokus vardir ya, kisin orasi
cikilabilir bir yer degildi. O kadar gok apartman yoktu ve o riizgar
seni ya arkadan kosturdurdu ittiginde, ya da 6ndense gozlerin akard
yurirken. Hele cocuksan, ucuran bir seye dondstrdd. Oray dyle
hatirhyorum. Cocuklugumda rizgar bir sorun degildi. Soguk rlizgarda
yanaklann yanar ya, dyle bir cocuklugum oldu, disanda oynarken
fotograflar var. Sonra evimiz bitti, biz diger kordona tasindik. Yine
orada da ¢ok fazla apartman yoktu. Yeni Kordon sitesi vard, bizi-
mki vardi, arkada madenciler sitesi yapilmisti, hep insaat alanlan

idi. Ama ¢ocuklar icin ¢ok yaratict oyun alanlanna dondsebiliyordu.
Daha fazla igde agac vardi. Oranin esas adi idelik sokakti. Kordonun
orasi bir sokakti eskiden, araba gecgen bir yerdi. Daha ¢ok igde agaci
vardl ve yazlan igdenin gélgesini kapma gibi bir challenge vardi. Tabii
evin kapisindan ¢ikip, yirmi metre, elli metre ylrliylp denize girmek
muazzam bir lUkstl yani. Sonra, 6nce trafige kapandi. Orada riizgarla
ilgili sey vardi. Bu arada Canakkale’de riizgar hem bir bereket hem
de bir bela. Bereket ¢inki havayr temizler. Dedemler oh esti mis gibi
der. Dedem c¢iftgilik de yapmisti zamamnda ve o Uretim sirecinde
rlzgann gerekliligine inanilir, bir sevilirdi. Bir yandan da bence kacma
sebebi. it Durmaz tepesinde daha ¢ok Poyrazla hasir nesirsin ¢iinkd
orasi Kuzeye bakiyor, Esenler’in orasi. Hep derler yanagima vuruyor.
Poyrazcilik vardi orada.

Beyrut'tan Kaleye Riizgarnn Tasidigi Bir Hikaye

Bu haftaki konugumuz igin riizgar onu bu sehre tasims diyebilir
miyiz? Beyrut'tan istanbul'a en sonunda da yolu Kale’'ye diisen Najla
Osseiran ile kentteki hayati Gzerine sohbet ediyoruz. Aktivist bir
belgesel yapimceist olan Osseiran bizi Canakkale'de yasanan ekolojik
yikimdan kentin ¢eperlerindeki hayatlara kadar gotiriyor. Ve kentin
‘goriinmeyen’ mekanlanm onun belledi araciigi ile dinliyoruz.

0: Seni fotograf ve belgesellerinden taniyorum aslinda ve bayagidir
konusmak istiyordum. Bu program bir vesile oldu. Sen de kendini
biraz tamtmak ister misin? Napiyorsun? Canakkale yolculugun nasil
basladi?

N: Canakkale’'ye 2015°te geldim. Daha dogrusu kactim, diyebiliriz.
Yirmi bes sene istanbul'da yasadim. Gok sevdigim bir sehir olmasina

Y: At the time, Banskent was the only newly-built community, one
that stuck out like rocket. There were either little houses with little
gardens or random apartment blocks around. We lived in one of

the blocks. The place was not as popular, so there were not many
buildings back then. So the wind was a thing! There is a terrifying
slope descending from the military base down to Cevatpasa. It was
impossible to climb it during wintertime. The wind would either push
you from behind and speeded you up, or it would blow right onto
your face and gave you runny eyes. Especially for kids, it could turn
into something that hurtled them along. But we did not mind it. Our
cheeks would burn in the cold wind.

Then our apartment was ready and we moved to the other water-
front. There were not many buildings there at the time either. There
was the Yeni Kordon [The New Waterfront] Community, then there
was ours, there was a miners’ housing along with many construction
sites, which could turn into a great playground for children. There
used to be a lot of silverberry trees. The place used to be called igde-
lik [silverberry grove] Street. The waterfront used to be open to traffic.
During the summer, there would be a challenge of grabbing a place in
the shade under the trees. Indeed, it was a tremendous luxury to go
out of the house, walk 20-30 meters and swim. Later, the street was
closed to traffic. It was something to do with the wind.

The wind is both a fortune and a misfortune in Canakkale. A fortune,
because it cleans the air. For instance, my grandparents would sigh
with relief in the breeze. My grandfather was also in farming back
then, and the wind was seen as necessary and treasured. But on the
other hand, the wind could also be a reason to run away. On the It
Durmaz hill, in Esenler, you could get more of the northeastern wind,
since the hill faces the north. People there always say “0h, it hits my
cheek”. They were all Northeasterners.

From Beirut to the Castle: the Wind Carries a Story

For our guest this week, we could perhaps say that the wind has
carried her to this city. We had a conversation about her life in the
city [of Canakkale] with Najla Osseiran, who came from Beirut to Is-
tanbul and ended up in [Canak]Kale [the castle]. Osseiran, an activist
documentary film-maker, takes us from the ecological destruction in
Canakkale to the lives on the outskirts of the city. And we listen to
the “invisible” spaces of the city through her memories.
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ragmen, kentsel donistimden dolayr sehrin dokusunun bozulmaya
baslamasi, ¢cok kalabahklasmasiyla ¢ok gerilimli bir sehir olmaya
basladi benim icin. Dedim ki bu hayat boyle gegcmez. Benim daha
sakin bir yere gitmem lazim. Canakkale'ye gelisim bayad bir te-
sadiiftii ashinda. Burayi ¢ok iyi bilmiyordum. Galiba daha ¢ok istan-
bul'dan gitmek istiyordum. Dolayisiyla kendimi Canakkale’'ye attim,
diyebiliriz. Aslen 6gretmenim. Bogazici (Universitesi)nde dgretim
gorevlisi olarak calisiyordum. ingilizce hocalig yapiyordum. Emekli
olduktan sonra bir siire istanbul’da kaldim. Ondan sonra bu belge-
selleri cekmeye basladim. Buna daha fazla agirbik vermek istedigime
karar verdikten sonra istanbul’dan gitmeye karar verdim ve buraya
tasindim. Sonra buraya geldigimde ¢ok sevdim Canakkale’yi. Hic bu
kadar sevecegimi distiinmemistim ashinda. Hatta ilk tasindigimda, ay
ben naaptim, acaba sevecek miyim ben burayr diye dustinmustim.
Neyse ¢ok sevdim.

0: Neyi sevdin mesela?

N: Sakinligi, huzuru istanbul’dan sonra o kadar iyi geldi ki. Yani, medeni
olusu. Klakson calmiyor fazla. insanlar kibar, rahat. En ¢cok onu sevdim.
Ruzgarl kent... riizganm cok sevdim. Canakkaleli olup rlizgardan nefret
eden var. Burada sirekli rlizgar esiyor. Benim de o kadar ¢cok hosuma
gidiyor ki o riizgar, bir is icin Ankara’ya girmistim. Cok zor gecmis-

ti dort bes glin. DGndUm, otoblsten indim, bdyle rlizgar vurmaya
basladi. Oh yasasin dedim, memlekete geldim ki buraya tasinal doha
bir sene bile olmamisti. Bu rtizgann bir seyi var herhalde, bir blyust
mu var. Bilmiyorum, ¢ok seviyorum buranin riizgannu...

0: ..burada Rum mahallesi var, Ermeni mahallesi var, Yahudi mahallesi
var.di. Bir yandan gittiler, gonderildiler. Tarihsel baglamda ayn (bir yeri
var), ama su anki durumda, baglamda, burada kimler yasiyor?
Senden takip ettigim kadanyla Romanlar var, Romanlar mahallesi var.
Onlann yasayislanm nasil gozlemliyorsun? Canakkale’de gorinirler
mi, degdiller mi?

N: Eski bir mahalle var, Fevzi Pasa Mahallesi. Onu ¢ok iyi bilmiyorum.
Gittim bir kac kere. Orada fotograf ¢cektim, fakat asil gdzlerden rak
baska bir Roman mahallesi var, Atatiirk Mahallesi. Oraya tesadiifen
gittim. Canakkaleliler bile dogru dirdst bilmiyor. Zor sartlarda yasiyor
oradaki insanlar. Daha ¢ok geri dontstm ugrasiyorlar. Atattirk mahall-
esi Fevzi Pasa kadar eski degil. Ook koti sartlarda yasiyor insanlar.
Bayad bildigimiz teneke evler, karton evler.. biraz binalar da var. Orada
da kentsel dontsim baslamis vaziyette. Bir sekilde o insanlar oradan
gitmek zorunda kalacaklar. Orada epey ¢gekim yaptim, iki sene gittim

O: I know you from your photographs and documentaries, and | have
wanted to talk to you for a while. This podcast has been an opportu-
nity. Would you like to introduce yourself? What do you do? How did
your journey to Canakkale begin?

N: | came to Canakkale in 2015. Or rather, we can say | fled here. | lived
in Istanbul for twenty-five years. Although it is a city that | love very
much, it started to become a very stressful city for me as the texture
of the city began to deteriorate due to urban transformation and
overcrowding. | said to myself, things cannot go this way. | needed to
go to a quieter place. My arrival in Canakkale was a bit of a coinci-
dence. | didn’'t know the place well. | guess | mainly wanted to escape
from Istanbul. So, we could say | threw myself in here to Canakkale.

| am actually a teacher. | was working as a lecturer at Bogazici
[University], teaching English. After | retired, | stayed in Istanbul for

a while. Then, | started filming documentaries. As | decided to focus
more on documentaries, | left Istanbul and moved here. When | arrived,
| really loved Canakkale. | never thought | would love it this much. In
fact, when | first moved here, | doubted and wondered if | would ever
like this place. And | did.

0: What did you like about it?

N: Its calmness and peace felt so good after Istanbul. That is, being
human. Cars do not honk as much. People are kind, relaxed. | loved
that. The windy city... | loved its wind. There are people from Canakkale
who hate the wind. The wind here blows constantly. | like it so much
that when | went to Ankara for work and after a very difficult four or
five days, | returned here and got off the bus, and the wind started to
blow. | thought, “Oh my goodness, | came home”. It hadn’t even been a
year since | had moved here. This wind must have something to it, is
it magic? | don’t know, | just love the wind here.

0: ..[In Canakkale] there used to be a Greek neighborhood, an Arme-
nian neighborhood, a Jewish neighborhood... They either left or were
sent away. Historically many people settled and left this place, but in
the current context, who lives here? As far as | follow you, there are
Romani people, there is the Romani neighborhood. What do you think
about their lives? Are they visible in Canakkale, or perhaps not?

N: There is an old neighborhood, Fevzi Pasa Mahallesi, which | do not
know that well. | visited the place a few times and took pictures there.
However, there is another Romani neighborhood, Atattirk Mahallesi,

a very secluded place in which | accidentally found myself. Even
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geldim. Hatta orayla ilgili de bir belgesel caismam oldu, daha bitmedi.

insanlar resmen ¢oplerin icinde yasiyor. Evlerde neredeyse ¢opten
yapilmis. Cok ilging bir yer. Strreal bir yer ve zaten yapmak istedigim

belgesel de biraz o yonde olacak. Glinkl orada yash bir kadin buldum.

Buramin eskisini anlat bana dedim. Biraz anlatmaya basladi. Sonra
bosver ben sana anlatmayayim, gel ben sana masal anlatayim, dedi.
Anlattigr masal da ¢ok ilging bir masaldi. Ve o masal dzerinden bir
belgesel yapmayr diistiniiyorum. Oyle bir yer yani.

0: Peki burada baska hikayesini kovaladigin ne vardi? Kadinlarn
hikayesini toplama vardi saninm.

N: Onu bir arkadasim Semra yapmak istiyordu. Canakkale’de yasamis
bir kag kadin tzerinden, mesela Rum bir kadin, sokaga ismi verilmis
baska bir kadin. Sonra ne oldu bilmiyorum.

0: Burada senin igin vazgecilmez olan mekan var mi? insanlarla
birlikte yasadigim gordiigin bir mekan veya senin icin degerli olan bir
mekan?

N: Yallhan mesela, su anda bulundugumuz yer. Benim igin gok ozel

bir yer. Hem insanlann toplandid, bulustugu bazen toplantilann da
oldugu ¢ok sevdigim tarihi bir yer. Avlu biciminde olmasi da ¢ok hosu-
ma gidiyor. Saninm ¢ocuklugumdan bir seyler hatirlattigr igin. Mesela
okulum. Beyrut'taki okul avlu bigimindeydi. Cok huzurlu bir yer. Sakin
bir yer. Samyorum en vazgecilmez yer burasi benim igin. Yani buradan
gitsem en cok ozleyecegim yer buras.

0: Bir diger sans, samnm, oldugu haliyle kalmis ya, cok restore edilip
abuk bir bigim verilmeden, islevi disina ¢ok gikmadan, gayet herkesin
glndelik hayatlarda kullanabildigi bir kamusal mekan. Ben de ¢ok
seviyorum.

N: Her seferinde biraz i¢cim aciyarak sey yapiyorum, ya burasi da
degisirse, dontsirse, diye.

Alternatif bir hafiza mekam: Bordo Bina

Canakkale Yahudi Mahallesinde gegmis ile simdiyi bir araya getiren
mekan Bordo Bina. Segah Atay ile bir yandan Bordo Bina’nin var olma
sirecini bir yandan ise onun kente dair hikayesini, canakkaleligi
konustuk.

the people of Canakkale have not heard of it. The people there live

in quite difficult conditions. They rather survive via recycling. Atatdrk
Mahallesi is not as old as Fevzi Pasa. People live in very bad condi-
tions, in tin houses, cardboard houses and a few buildings. Yet, urban
transformation has already begun. Somehow, those people will be
displaced. | filmed a lot of footage there for two years. | even made

a documentary about it; still not finished. People are literally living in
garbage. Houses are made of garbage. It is a very interesting place. It
is a surreal place and the documentary | want to make will be in that
direction. | found an old woman there and | asked her to tell me about
the old times. She started talking, but eventually changed her mind;
“Let me tell you a tale instead”, she said. The tale was very interest-
ing. And I'm thinking of making a documentary based on that very
tale. That is such a place.

0: Is there a place here that is indispensable for you? A place where
you see people living with you or a place you treasure?

N: Yalihan, where we are now, is a very special place for me. It is also
a historical place that | cherish. This is where people gather and meet
each other. | also like that it is in the form of a courtyard, | guess also
because it reminds me of something from my childhood. The school
in Beirut was in the form of a courtyard. It's a very peaceful, quiet
place. | think this is the most indispensable place for me.

0: Another chance, | think, has remained as it is. It is a public space
that everyone can use in their everyday lives, without being restored
and given a crude form, without changing the original function much.

N: | feel a little worried each time that this place may change, or be
transformed.

An Alternative Place of Memory: The Maroon Building

The place in the Jewish neighborhood of Canakkale that brings the
past and the present together is the Maroon Building. We talked with
Segah Atay about how the Maroon Building came to exist, and its
story about the city Canakkale.

Ozge Doruk: Segah, thank you for coming.

Segah Atay: Thank you.
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0zge Doruk: Segah, davetimi kabul ettigin icin tesekkiir ediyorum.
Segah Atay: Ben tesekkdr ederim.

0: Ruzgarh Kentin Hafizasina hosgeldin. Seninle ilk halk bahgesinde
tamsmistik, hikayeni anlatrmistin. Yamrmzda Isac vardi. Bordo Bina'ya
gelince de hayranlk duydum, gercekten hayranhik duyulacak bir yer.
Hikayeni dinlemek beni heyecanlandinyor. Senin Canakkale'ye gelisin
nasil oldu, yolun buraya nasil disti?

S: On dort yasinda Eskisehirden Canakkale’ye ailemle birlikte tasindim.
Lise ikiyi ve ticU burada okuyup istanbul'a gittim. Orada okumaya
gittim ama okumadim ve alayl bir sekilde istedigim meslegi yap-
maya basladim, kostiim ve sahne dekor gibi seyler. Yedi sene kadar
istanbul'da kaldim ve Isac’e ¢ok benzeyen baska bir képek arkadasim
Astro’yu aniden kaybedince, istanbul Balat'ta yasiyorken, bir Canak-
kale’ye gideyim, bir kafami toplayayim, dedim. Yol arkadasim gitti
clnkd ve bir depresyona girip buraya geldim. Uyudum uyandim, bir
bucuk yil gecmisti, anlamadim yani. Bir buguk senenin sonunda tamam
ben burada kaliyorum, istanbul'a hic dénmek istemiyorum diyip gidip
evimi kapatip buraya geldim. Bir iki kist Bozcaada'da gecirdim ama
sonra GCanakkale’de avare avare dolasirken bu binayla karsilastim.
Aslinda bu binayla daha 6nce de karsilasmistim. Ona da Astro vesile
olmustu. Buraya, annemin yanina geldigimizde hasta olmustu ve bir
veteriner anyordum, burayr bulmustum. Ve buytlenmistim, burasi nasil
bir veteriner olabilir? iki katl kocaman bir tas bina, tek bir oday! vete-
riner olarak kullamyorlar.. Buyiilenmistim, ama sonra istanbul’'a gidip
unuttum bu binamn varhgin.

Canakkale’'ye kesin donts yaptigimda Bordo Bina’yal karsilastim. Kiralik
diyordu. Kapist agiktl, hemen igeri girdim. Aslinda kapisi agik olmuyor-
mus genelde. Hole kadar yirtyebildim. Ve biyilendim. Ben bu binada
kok salmak istiyorum deyip, kollan sivayip, bordo binayi kiraladim ve
birkac arkadasimla beraber kollektif bir sekilde burayi restore ettik.
Yani igeri hi¢ usta girmedi. Clinkd bir yandan paramiz da yoktu. Siva
yapmayr 6grenmek, kaynak makinasinm tutmak, duvarlan kazimak, her
yeri kompresdrlemek, zimpara isleri gibi bir stirl is yaptik.

0: Ustalik 6grettirmis...

S: Aynen, elimde altin bilezigim var yani su an, bir giin bir sey olursa.
Bu esnada abim fayans dosemeuyi 6grendi, sagolsun ¢ok yardim etti.
Ve aslinda ailem ¢ok tedirgindi. Sen kafayr mi yedin, ¢inkl burasi gok
metruk bir yer, cok masrafi var, sen delirdin mi, ne yapiyorsun falan

0: Welcome to the Memory of the Windy City. When we first met,
you told me about your story, we had Isaac with us. | was fascinated
when | saw the Maroon Building. It is truly a place to be admired. Your
story fascinates me. How did you come here to Canakkale?

S: I moved from Eskisehir to Canakkale at fourteen. After completing
my high school here, | went to Istanbul to study, but | didn’t, and as
a self-thought worker, | started doing the job | wanted, like costumes
and props. | stayed in Istanbul for about seven years. When my
other dog friend Astro, who looked just like Isaac, suddenly passed,

| thought | should leave Balat in Istanbul where | was living and go

to Canakkale to take a break. | came here because my companion
was gone and | was depressed. It had already been a year and a half
before | even knew it. And then | decided to stay here. | did not want
to go back to Istanbul, so | closed my house and moved here. | spent
a couple of winters in Bozcaada, but then | came across this building
while wandering around Canakkale. In fact, | had run into this building
long before. Astro had a part in that, too. Long before, | was visiting
my sick mother here in Canakkale. | found this place while looking for
a vet. | was fascinated: How could this place be a vet's office, a huge
two-story masonry building? They were only using its one single
room as a veterinarian clinic. | was fascinated, but then | went to
Istanbul and forgot all about it.

Then, when | moved back to Canakkale, | came across the Maroon
Building. It was for rent. The door was open, so | went right in. | found
out later that the door usually should not really be open. So, | could
walk all the way to the hall. And | was mesmerized thinking how |
wanted to settle here in this building. So | rolled up my sleeves and
rented the Maroon Building, and together with a few of my friends,
we restored it collectively. That is, we did not hire anyone. Since we
didn’t have any money, we had to learn and do a lot of work; to plas-
ter, to use a welding machine, to scrape walls, to use compressors,
to sand etc.

0: So it taught you some skills...

S: Exactly. I have the necessary skills now in case something hap-
pens. Meanwhile, my brother learned how to lay tiles, he has been a
great help. And in the beginning my family was quite worried, saying
this was a very derelict place. They would say it would cost a lot,
asking if | was crazy. When my mother saw the upper floor, she left
the place in tears. But then they saw how determined | was and
came back to help with trowels in their hands.
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deyip, annem ust kati gériince 6zellikle buradan gozyaslanyla cikt
gitti. Ama benim azmimi goértince, bir hafta sonra elinde spatulalarla
yardima geldiler.

Peki ne yapabiliriz buradan? Bir sirii hikaye vardi kafamda. istanbul'da
yaptigim isin burada higbir karsiigr yok.

Tabii, uyku falan yok. Eve gidemiyrodum ki, ne anlami var ¢calismanin.
K6pegim o yiizden hep evde yalnizdi. Astro da dliince dedim ki
napiyorum burada simdi. Kafa dinlemeye gelmistim aslinda. Bordo Bina
olmasa bu kadar uzun strer miydi Canakkale hikayem emin degdilim.
Binaya ilk girdigimde hissettigim sey. 1950’lerde miyim, 2000’lerde
miyim, ispanya’da miyim, Turkiye’de miyim. Yersiz ve zamansiz bir seyi
var Bordo Bina’nin ben dyle hissediyorum.

(5:40)

0: binanin ilk sahiplerini biliyor muydun?

S: Evet, ¢ok arastirdik. Biraz zor bilgi edindik ama.. Kasap Sinto Levi ve
ailesinin eviymis burasi. Ve kalabalik bir aile. Ust katta ailenin bir kismi,
alat katta ailenin bir kismi yasiyormus. Anladigim kadanyla o dénemin
varlikh ailelerinden. Bu salon kadar biytk hi¢ bir salon yokmus burada-
ki evlerde. Bu yizden bitlin nisanlar nikahlar falan bu evin salonunda

yapibyormus. Oyle bir bilgi var. Bir fotograf var sadece. Kalabalik bir aile.

Burada dogan biriyle tamstim. Ama ¢ok az sey hatirhyor. Yedi yasina
kadar burada kalmis ¢iinkl. Sonra Turkiyeli bir aileye satip gidiyorlar.
Sey evlerden degil.. Kagiyoruz biz Turkiye'den, degil de... Bir kismi Ame-
rika’ya gitmis, bir kismi israil’e gitmis gibi bir bilgi var elimde. Ne kadar
dogru bilmiyorum ama.

(6:35)

0: Burasi, tam Bordo Binanin oldugu yer, bir Yahudi mahallesi asiinda.
Zaten eski bir bina, bir hikayesi var, bir ruhu var, gériiyorsun ama se-
ninki de biraz ekstra. Sen buraya yerlestikten sonra o hikaye devam
ediyor gibi.

So, what were we going to do here? | had a lot of scenarios in my
head. The work | did in Istanbul was unrelated to anything here.

I am not sure if my Canakkale adventure would have lasted so long
without the Maroon Building. It is about how | felt the moment |
entered the building. Was | in the 1950s, in the 2000s; was | in Spain
orin Turkey? There is something out of place and timeless about the
Maroon Building; at least that is how | feel.

0: Do you know who the former owners of the building were?

S: Yes, we did a lot of research. After some searching, we just man-
aged to find some information. This was the house of the butcher
Sinto Levi and his large family. Part of the family lived upstairs, and
part downstairs. As far as | understand, it was one of the wealthy
families at the time. Houses wouldn’'t have parlors like the one in this
house. So all engagements, weddings, etc. were held here in this
house. There is only one photo of the big family. Though | met some-
one who was born here, he remembers very little. He stayed here un-
til he was seven years old. They later sold it to a family from Turkey
and left. Their case was not about fleeing Turkey. | guess some went
to America, some to Israel.

0: Here is actually a Jewish neighborhood where the Maroon Building
is located. It's an old building, it has a story, it has a soul, it is appar-
ent, but yours is something else. It seems like the story continues
with the way you have made this place come back to life.
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@ Rua de santa Catarina
. Rua dos Martires da Liberdade

@ Rua do Aimada
Rua dos Martires da Liberdade .
Livraria Leitura (. @ Majestic Cafe
Livraria Lello Café A Brasileira
Estacdo de . Bento @ Teatro Nacional S&o Joao

Introduction
A Libertarian Gaze

Clara Sarmento, Luisa Alvares, Sandra Ribeiro

“A Libertarian Gaze” ("Um Olhar Libertdrio”) is one of the twenty
short stories and essays that comprise The City of Lifeless Book-
shops (A Cidade das Livrarias Mortas) (2020) by Portuguese journal-
ist, professor, and writer, Francisco Duarte Mangas (Vieira do Minho,
1960). A journalist for several decades, Francisco Duarte Mangas is
now exclusively dedicated to writing narrative works, poetry, and
children’s literature. His fictional work often reflects on the intersec-
tion of literature and reality, contemporary Portuguese history (the
dawn of the Republic, the dictatorship of Estado Novo, the transfor-
mations brought by democracy), and culture, books and reading.
The selected excerpt presents the first-person discovery of the city
of Porto through the eyes and words of a man who had only known
it through his grandfather’s memories. As he wanders through the
city, his thoughts and words create two contrasting portraits of
Porto. One describes the modern city, overtaken by crowds of for-
eign tourists seeking temporary local accommodation, attractions
of dubious historical and cultural value as advertised on social
media, and the cheap entertainment of the esplanades. The other
evokes the city that has disappeared: a place of intense political,
cultural, and literary debate in cafes and bookshops, and which
now seem to survive only in marginal writing events and dusty
antiquarian bookstores.

The portrait of a city undergoing an accelerated transformation
which threatens to eradicate its genuine identity, pervades the
entire text of City of Lifeless Bookshops.
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Um olhar libertario

by Francisco Duarte Mangas

0 meu avo paterno trabalhou no Teatro Sdo Jodo. E s6 a morte lhe
diluiu da lembran¢a o desempenho do célebre ator Taborda, no fi-
nal de oitocentos, durante um espetdaculo de beneficéncia para a
Associacdo dos Jornalistas e Homens de Letras abrandar a penu-
ria das viuvas de escritores e publicistas desajudados de haveres.
Era um tempo de pessoas generosas, de furiosos republicanos a
guerrear a caridade jesuitica. Um camaroteiro guardaria segredos
da fina flor da cidade, lotava o teatro na temporada lirica. 0 meu
avo legou ao filho as memoarias agraddveis ou as mais pertur-
badoras. A cidade, quase toda, trazia a revolta nas veias, a insur-
géncia da Comuna de Paris teria aportado na Ribeira e propagado
na forma de epidemia ao Porto culto, para usar a expresstéo de
Sampaio Bruno. 0 meu avo conheceu Bruno. Um dig, junto da Bra-
sileira, assiste a um episodio repugnante a olhar de republicano.
Republicano ndo so por servir a nobreza pelintra e uma burguesia
de palito no dente a assistir a récita. Junto da Brasileira, o sosse-
gado Bruno, a doenca atormentavalhe o movimento, é agredido
pelo antigo camarada Afonso Costa: irrompe da chusma e, sem
palavras, de soqueira de aco desfere-lhe o golpe, como se o alvo
fosse o ultimo inquisidor. Bruno, aturdido, sangra do rosto, Costa e
0s capangas desaparecem com a presteza de lume das bruxas.

Chego de comboio, no Alfa. Atrasou-se além do aceitavel. Mas so
eu, afeito a viajar com motorista, me espanto do desacerto de
hordrios. Conforme as indicacdes, da estacdo de S. Bento G casa,
reservada pelo Airbnb, na Rua Mdrtires da Liberdade, demora oito
minutos a pé. Sigo o caminho indicado pelo dono do alojamento
local, e logo a Livraria Lello me faz abrandar: a fila cosmopolita na
rua, meus olhos confirmam, afasta a duvida. Escrevinhador das
redes sociais € como 0 «gado servil», remota metdfora de Hordcio
a fustigar poeta plagiador. Os autores cldssicos, embora seja inutil
e desleal atirar juizos de valor ao passado, quedariam satisfeitos
perante o frenesim, por tamanha paixdo dos livros. A comprovar

a falsidade dos rumores basta esta imagem extraordindria, a da
Europa de férias em voos de baixo custo, peregrinos dos ca-
minhos de Santiago sobre as nuvens, atraida pelo encanto da
palavra impressa.

A libertarian gaze

by Francisco Duarte Mangas, A Cidade das Livrarias Mortas (Porto:
Teodolito, 2017), pp. 10-21

Translation by Clara Sarmento, Luisa Alvares, Sandra Ribeiro

My grandfather, the father of my father, worked at Séo Jodo’'s Theatre.
It was only as he was laid to rest that the memory of the famous
actor Taborda vanished from his mind, in his performance of eigh-
teen hundred and something, at a charity play of the Association of
Journalists and Literati for the widows of writers and journalists in dire
need. It was a time of great generosity; a time when furious republi-
cans battled Jewish charity. An usher of the opera boxes would hold
dear the secrets of the city’s upper class, who sold out the theatre
during the lyric season. My grandfather bequeathed to his son the
pleasant or the more disturbing memories. The city, almost in its en-
tirety, carried the force of the rebellion in its veins, the insurrection of
the Paris Commune had landed on the docks of Ribeira and spread as
an epidemic to the cultured Porto, to use Sampaio Bruno’s expression.
My grandfather had met Bruno. One day, next to the Brasileira, he
witnessed a repulsive episode to the eye of a republican. Republican
not only because he served the indigent nobility and the bourgeois
who carried a toothpick in their mouth while watching the perfor-
mance. Next to Brasileira, the quiet Bruno, his movements tortured

by sickness, is attacked by his old comrade Afonso Costa: he bursts
from the crowd and, without saying a word, punches Bruno with his
iron knuckles, as if his target were the last inquisitor. Bruno, stunned,
has blood running down his face, Costa and his henchmen disappear
as quickly as the fire in a witch’s brew.

| arrive on the Alfa train. It's late beyond acceptability. Only |, ac-
customed to travelling with a chauffeur, am astonished with the
mismatched schedules. As indicated, from Sdo Bento station to the
house, booked on Airbnb, in Rua Martires da Liberdade, is only an
eight-minute walk. | follow the route indicated by the owner of the
local accommodation, but the Lello Bookshop immediately slows

my stride: the cosmopolitan queue on the street, which my eyes
acknowledge, dissipates any doubts. Social media scribblers are like
“servile livestock,” an ancient metaphor used by Horace to chastise
plagiarist poets. Classic authors, albeit useless and disloyal to judge
the past, would be satisfied with this frenzy, with such unrestrained
passion for books. This extraordinary image is enough to prove that
the rumours are false: Europe on holidays on low-cost flights, pilgrims
of the Camino de Santiago over the clouds, attracted by the charm of
the written word.
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0 alojamento fica no terceiro andar. Uma casa asseada, limpa,
agraddvel terraco na parte da frente. Na rua estreita, um mendi-
go fala alto e ninguém o ouve. HA gaivotas nos telhados, 0s seus
gritos espicacam o crepusculo. A subir a rua, num espaco de cem
metros, trés alfarrabistas de porta aberta: podia agora mesmo es-
crever o relatorio e enviar ao ministro. As redes sociais infestam-se
de noticias falsas, de vaidades imprevisiveis, de famosos morrendo
muitas vezes. Na parede da sala, uma estante envidragcada exibe
distintos gatos de barro, de cartdo, outros de madeira. O dono culti-
vard o colecionismo e, para este apartamento, trouxera espécimes
repetidos ou de menor valor: se 0s hdspedes levarem algum, enfim,
ndo serd perda dolorosa. A peguena colec@o e o movel-estante que
a acolhe impdem um ambiente delicado, assim como a mesa e 0
armadario de elegantes linhas, anos sessenta, quando se esperaria
mobiliario Ikea. Uma engenhosa escada de madeira, pelo interior,
leva-me a uma espécie de mezanino, e outro terraco surge. Na divi-
sdo superior encontro uma estante, livios em varias linguas. Pouco
manuseados, noto. 0s hospedes ou desprezam os livros ou, 0 mais
certo, USam « casa apenas para pernoita, e por poucas horas -

a vida noturna, pressinto, € intensa, a bebida barata. Um olhar nas
lombadas: paro em Vida Litteraria. Terd o camaroteiro conhecido
JoGo Chagas, o autor da obra, agora nas minhas mdos, publicada
no ano sexto do século vinte? Do autor pouco sei. Lendo-o talvez o
liberte das grilhetas do siléncio cego. Des¢o as engenhosas esca-
das, acomodo-me no sofd da sala. Da rua ainda a voz do mendigo
e 0 burburinho das aves, soma abundante a toldar esta parte da
cidade @ beira da noite. Observo melhor a capa da Vida Litteraria,
de um verde esbatido. A gravura do rosto de uma mulher bonita
num circulo; por cima, circulos mais pequenos, um ponto negro

no interior, lembram outros olhos da mulher perscrutando o leitor.
Como resistiu mais de um século um livro de capa brochada, sem
badanas? Por que razdo veio exilar-se na biblioteca de efémeros
viandantes, de distintos idiomas? Serei, talvez, dos primeiros portu-
gueses a habitar a casa, pode acolher até seis pessoas (duas dor-
mem no sofd onde me sento), wi-fi e a colorida colegGo de gatos.
Nem vi a cozinha, em servico ndo se fazem refeicdes em casa. A
mulher da capa continua a enlear-me pelos olhos de hidra melan-
colica. Avanco. Vida Littera- ria (ideias e sensacdes), Coimbra, Franga
Amado - editor; na pagina seguinte: 1904-1905. Nada mais. Nem
prefdécio, nem nota biografica do autor. O primeiro texto centra-se
numa desalinhada opinido de Tolstoi. Um escritor francés, Georges
Bourdon, fizera longa viagem até Yasnaya Polyana para entrevistar
0 «romancista e publicista russo». Falaram de variados assuntos,

e desse encontro surgira o livio En Ecoutant Tolstoi. Na conversa, a

The accommodation is on the third floor. It is a simple and clean
house, with a pleasant balcony in the front. In the narrow street, a
beggar speaks loudly, and nobody listens to him. There are seagulls
on the rooftops and their cries prick the twilight. Walking up the
street, within one hundred meters, three second-hand book- sellers
have their door open: | could write my report right away and send

it to the Minister. Social networks are plagued by fake news, by un-
expected vanities, by famous people dying repeatedly. On the living
room’s wall, a glass shelf showcases distinct cats, made of clay, of
cardboard, some of wood. Perhaps the owner is a collector, and, to
this room, he has brought repeated models or those of less value:

if the guests take any, at least the loss won’t be painful. The small
collection and the glass shelf that shelters it instill a delicate atmo-
sphere, as do the elegant silhouettes of the table and the cabinet
from the sixties, when one would expect Ikea furniture. An ingenious
wooden staircase, on the inside, takes me to a sort of mezzanine
and another balcony emerges. On the upper level, | find a bookshelf,
books in several languages. Barely handled, | notice. The guests
either despise books or, more probably, only use the house to stay
the night, and for a few short hours — nightlife, | suspect, is intense
and drinks are cheap. | examine the spine of the books: | stop at Vida
Litteraria. Has the usher met Jodo Chagas, the author of the book |
now hold in my hands, published in the sixth year of the twentieth
century? | know little about the author. By reading his book | may
perhaps free him from the shackles of blind silence. | walk down the
ingenious staircase, and settle on the sofa in the living room. | still
hear the beggar’'s voice and the tumult of the birds, an abundant
sum veiling this part of the city as the night edges closer. | observe
the cover of Vida Litteraria, in faded green. The engraving of a beau-
tiful woman’s face in a circle; above, two smaller circles, a black dot
in the middle, bring to mind other eyes of the woman scrutinizing the
reader. How did this paperback, without cover or flaps, survive more
than one hundred years? Why did it come to exile itself in this library
of ephemeral wanderers, of different languages? | am, perhaps, the
first Portuguese person to stay in this house, designed for up to six
guests (two sleep on the sofa where | am sitting), wi-fi and the col-
orful collection of cats. | haven't seen the kitchen yet, when on duty
meals are not made at home. The woman on the cover continues to
enthrall me through her eyes as a melancholic Hydra. | continue. Vida
Litteraria (ideias e sensagdes), Coimbra, Franca Amado - editor; on the
next page: 1904-1905. Nothing else. Neither a preface, nor author’s
bio-note. The first text focuses on a misguided opinion by Tolstoy. A
French writer, George Bourdon, had taken the long journey to Yasnaya
Polyana to interview the “Russian novelist and journalist”. They talked
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dado momento, irrompe outra figura das letras. E o autor de Guerra
e Paz assombra o francés: o génio e a obra de Shakespeare «sdo
um equivoco universal». De toda a sua obra, «ressalta um aborreci-
mento mortal. Mas ninguém pensa nisto e 0s que o poderiam dizer,
ndo ousam fazé-lo». O livro de Bourdon fascina, sem duvida, Jodio
Chagas, que cativa pela sua prosa o inesperado leitor do porvir,
Esboca-se um retrato de Chagas enquanto vou lendo a sua escrita
agil, de publicista talvez, proximo das ideias do escritor russo. Se
admirava Tolstoi em 1904, Chagas integraria, por certo, o grupo dos
republicanos, dos carbondrios. 0 avd camaroteiro, sem o manifestar
em servi¢o, caminhava nessas aguas sem medo de molhar os pés.
Até onde [i, todavia, Tolstoi € evocado enquanto zurze no criador de
Hamlet: o génio e a sua gloria, sublinha o russo, «s@o um exemplo
inaudito de sugest@o universal». A grita das gaivotas embrandece
na noite. Estd na hora de sair, de procurar restaurante, tenho uma
lista de nomes de alguns, recomendados por amigos. Mas as cida-
des descobrem-se.

A porta do primeiro andar direito abre-se brusca, no momento em
gue desco: um homem de bigode aparado, macds do rosto rubras,
avisa-me, «Ndo se esqueca de fechar a porta da rua! E ndo facam
barrulho, chamo a policial». 0s meus amigos sdo sossegados... Aqui
por perto, hd algum restaurante? 0 homem do bigode, um pé dentro
de casa outro fora, mastiga a animosidade a observar-me. «Res-
taurantes? O Porto € uma manjedoura! Agui ao lado (olha para a re-
l6gio de pulso) uma barbearia transforma-se em bar e petiscaria. O
senhor de onde é?» De Lisboa. «Conhece algum barbeiro que ao fim
da tarde arruma pentes e tesouras e comecga a aviar taliscas de
presunto, vinho, bebidas frescas?» N&o. Boa noite. «Feche a porta.»

Na rua, cruzo-me com turistas, bagagem ¢ trela. O ruido dos
rolamentos, das rodinhas, esvoaca por entre o alarido das aves ma-
rinhas e essa miscigenacdo da uma certa harmonia ¢ noite. Minha
fome é facil de calar. O café tem mesas antigas de madeira, juntas
e alinhadas, como se estivessem nessa disposicdo G espera de
grupo excursionista. Na esplanada bastantes clientes, no interior,

a esta hora, meia duzia de pessoas. Sento-me. Na mesa ao lado
estdo dois homens, idades diferentes; sobre a mesa um pacote de
revistas, papel branco, tamanho A4 dobrado, acabamento artesa-
nal. Imagem dissonante, diria dos anos setenta do outro século. 0
titulo: Piolho'. E uma gravura do parasita roda na capa. Pergunto a
um dos homens, 0 mais novo, se a publicacdo é para vender. «Ven-
da direta, quatro euros» - responde 0 mais velho. Fazemos negaocio,
compro dois exemplares. 0 mais novo, enguanto dou um primeiro

about several issues, and that interview gave way to the book En
Ecoutant Tolstoi. Sometime during the conversation, another man of
the arts comes to the fore. And the author of War and Peace shocks
the French man: the genius and the work of Shakespeare “are a
universal mistake”. From all his work “mortal boredom flows. But
nobody thinks about it and those who could say something, do not
dare.” Bourdon’s book fascinates, without a doubt, Jodo Chagas, who
enraptures his prose as the unexpected reader from the future. The
image of Chagas emerges as | read his agile writing, as a journalist
perhaps, close to the ideas of the Russian. If he admired Tolstoy in
1904, Chagas would definitely be part of the republican group, the
Carbonari. My grandfather, the usher, unsuspected at work, walked
among those waters without worryging about wetting his feet. Until
the part where | stopped reading, however, Tolstoy is recalled while
scolding the creator of Hamlet: the genius and his glory, emphasizes
the Russian, “are an example of an unheard-of universal suggestion”.
The cries of the seagulls ease during the night. It is time to leave, to
search for a restaurant, | have a list of some names recommended
by friends. But cities are to be discovered.

The door on the first floor, to the right, opens abruptly the moment
that | walk down the stairs: a man with a trimmed mustache, flushed
cheekbones, warns me, "Don’t forget to close the front door! And
don’t make any noise, I'll call the police!”. My friends are quiet.. Near-
by, is there any restaurant? The man with the mustache, one foot in-
side his house another foot outside, chews on his animosity while he
stares at me. "Restaurants? Porto is a manger! Right next door (he
looks at his wristwatch) a barber’'s shop transforms itself into a pub
and snack bar. Where are you from?” From Lisbon. *Have you heard
of any barber who puts down combs and scissors and starts selling
slices of ham, wine and cold drinks by sunset?” No. Goodnight. “Close
the door”

On the street, | come across tourists, pulling their luggage. The noise
of the wheels webs amongst the cries of the sea-birds and this
amalgamation creates a certain harmony in the nightfall. My hunger
is easy to appease. The café has old wooden tables, close together
and lined up, as if waiting for a touring group. The café terrace is full
of clients; inside, at this hour, half a dozen people. | take a seat. Two
men sit at the table next to me, different ages; on the table, a stack
of magazines, white paper size A4, folded, handmade finish. A jarring
image, | would say, of the seventies of the previous century. The title:
The Lice'. And an imprint of the parasite revolves on the cover. | ask
one of the men, the younger, if it is for sale. “Direct sale, four Euro,”
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olhar na revista, informa-me, «0 diretor e editor € o Antonio, muda
de nome quando assina poesia. Vocé também é da arte?». Sou da
arte, enquanto leitor.

0 poeta ilumina-se num olhar libertdrio, a histéria jamais o conse-
guird espavorir. 0 outro, mais novo, seguird a mesma escola, Como
poetas, acham possivel, por sugestfo universal, um autor tornar-se
num genio? O diretor da revista abre mais 0s olhos de ave de ra-
pina, pasmado, como quem meditara noutra ocasido sobre idén-
tico assunto, todavia num exercicio solitdrio, intimo, «Depende da
grandeza do pais. 0s atuais génios da literatura autéctone s@o-no
por sugestdo paroquial. Antes de fundar a Piolho, fui proprietdrio de
uma livraria: A Pulga». Vendeu-a?, indago. Sorri, 0 poeta mais novo.
E faz a pergunta que o outro andava a armadilhar, «Além de leitor, o
meu amigo é perguntador?». Trabalho no Ministério da Cultura. Ago-
ra de férias, na cidade onde nasceu 0 meu avo. «0 seu avd também
era leitor?» Camaroteiro, Antonio. Vendeu A Pulga? «A cidade € um
cemitério de livrarias. Se fosse uma padaria... a Padaria Gorgulho,
ainda hoje teria a porta aberta. A fome do espirito é treta. NGo deixe
arrefecer 0 prego...»

Prego em pdo, tenro. Um copo de cerveja na temperatura justa.
Estudantes ruidosos, as mdos ocupadas por esses aparelhos de
comunicacdo instanténea, véo compondo as mesas, «Se estiver
interessado noutros nimeros da revista, a colec@o toda, o preco
fica mais em conta». Obrigado. Cemitério de livraria... Passei na
Lello e, faz tempo, ndo via tanta gente a disputar a entrada numa
casa de livros! A minha observacdo espevita o riso no poeta mais
velho, como se eu dissesse um piropo desajeitado; o outro, o poeta
jovem, imita-o, expde o sorriso trocista ao pato bravo lisboeta, «A
Lello, meu amigo, converteu-se em museu, num escadorio, campo
de treino de fotografo amador. De rodo 0 modo, é a livraria mais an-
tiga do Porto: pela sua especificidade arquiteténica, e seguindo as
regras da sugest@o universal do capitalismo, abocanha o momento.
Ainda ndo tenho sessenta anos, e vivi varias cidades tendo a cida-
de o mesmo nome. Nos anos oitenta, quando fiz as Conferéncias
do Inferno, o Porto seria uma das mais provincianas da Ibéria. Para-
vamaos no Majestic, em Santa Catarina. O Majestic, decrépito no seu
esplendor, era o café de qualquer um, do povo, de estudantes,

de putas esfomeadas, de artistas sem dinheiro... Agora também

se forma fila & porta e num café e uma agua das pedras gasta-se
guase um rendimento minimo. A doenca dizima as livrarias como as
palmeiras, ouviu falar disso no Ministério da Cultura?, anda ai uma
praga a devorar a copa das palmeiras: perdem 0s ramos, ficam

answers the older man. We make a deal. | buy two copies. The young-
er man, while | peruse the work, tells me, “The director and editor is
Anténio, who changes his name when he signs poetry. Are you also
from the Arts?” | am from the Arts, as a reader.

The poet lights up in a libertarian gaze, history will never daunt him.
The other fellow, younger, will follow the same school. As poets, do
you think it is possible, under a universal suggestion, for an author

to become a genius? The director of the magazine widens his gaze
as a bird of prey, astonished, as if, at some other time, he too had
pondered something similar, though in a solitary, intimate exercise, ‘It
depends on the grandeur of the country. The current geniuses of na-
tive literature are so per suggestion of the parish. Before founding The
Lice, | owned a bookshop: The Flea.” Did you sell it?, | ask. The younger
poet smiles. And he asks what the other one was luring, “Besides a
reader, is my friend a questioner?”. | work in the Ministry of Culture. |
am now on holiday in the city my grandfather was born. “Was your
grandfather also a reader?” An usher, Anténio. Did you sell The Flea?
“The city is a cemetery of bookshops. If it were a bakery.. Bakery The
Weevil, it would still be open today. The hunger of the spirit is rubbish.
Don't let your prego get cold..”

A prego, a steak on bread, tender. A glass of beer at the right tem-
perature. Rowdy students, their hands busy with those instant
communication devices, are settling down at the tables. “If you are
interested in other editions of the magazine, the entire collection, the
price is cheaper” Thank you. A cemetery of bookshops... | walked by
Lello and I hadn’t seen so many people jostling to get into a book-
house in a long time! My observation entices the older man to laugh,
as if | had just managed a clumsy joke; the other, the young poet,
imitates him, giving the wild duck from Lisbon a mocking smile, “Lello,
my friend, has become a museum, a stairway, a training field for the
amateur photographer. Anyhow, it is the oldest bookshop in Porto: be-
cause of its unique architectural structure, and under the rules of the
universal suggestion of capitalism, it is snatching the moment. | am
not sixty yet and | have lived in several cities in the city of the same
name. In the eighties, when | took part in the Conferences from Hell,
Porto was one of the most provincial cities in the Iberia. We would
stop by at the Majestic in Santa Catarina. The Majestic, in its ram-
shackle splendor, was a café for everyone, common people, students,
hungry whores, penniless artists.. Now there is also a queue at the
door and for a bottle of water and an espresso you pay almost the
minimum wage. Disease decimates bookshops just like palm trees,
have you heard about it in the Ministry of Culture? There is a plague

85



como ananases solitarios. Imagem pobre, ndo cultivo devaneios

de poeta copinho de leite, a linguagem deve ser fodida como as
nossas vidas. Palavras verdadeiras, tendo visceras e afetos, s@o as
gue trazemos nos bolsos. As habituais, portanto; delirantes, sem
duvida. Da peste das livrarias lhe falava: ndo foi a nova cidade a
agravar o seu estado de saude: elas véio morrendo segundo a mes-
ma razdo que extinguiu A Pulga: a cidade abandonou-as, como estd
a abandonar as lojas de ferragens na Rua do Almada. A peste é o
abandono. A Livraria Leitura, a famosa Leitura, ndo definhou por ter
mudado de proprietdrio, isso & conversa. Foi sitiada de abandono».
Do abandono nasce humus renovador das cidades? - questiono,
peco cerveja para mim e para 0s poetas. 0 mais novo, atento, ouve
0 mestre. 0 discurso serd recorrente, mas ele escuta-o como da
primeira vez: pode sobrevir uma palavra nova, uma linha de fuga a
soldar ideia erratica. Uma contradic@o, pouco provavel, a aticar fogo
na rebeldia do idedlogo das Conferéncias do Inferno, «E uma ma-
neira de dizer. Por sugestdo europeia, pela guerra noutros destinos,
o Porto irrompe outra cidade. Repovoa-se de personagens novas o
abandono». O poeta mais jovem, acaba de enrolar um cigarro. Junta
vocabulos seus as palavras do amigo, «A doenga das livrarias é
como a doencga que atacou as maguinas de escrever». Pergunto:
Algum de vocés leu Jotio Chagas? O diretor da Piolho, queixo levan-
tado, o mesmo olhar de ave de altanaria em época de defeso, reto-
ma a conversa, «Como diz 0 meu amigo, a doen¢a das maquinas de
escrever € como a peste que atacou as canetas de tinta permanen-
te. Esse Chagas, sei, esteve ligado a Revolta do 31 de Janeiro, de 1891.
Dos seus livros, ndo li nenhum. O esquecimento nacional € a maior
causa de passamento dos escritores mortos».

devouring the palm trees’ canopy: they lose their branches and look
like lonely pineapples. A poor image, | don't cultivate daydreams of
a glass-of-milk poet, language should be screwed up like our lives.
Real words, with guts and affection, is what we carry in our pockets.
Thus, the usual words; outrageous, undoubtedly. | was talking about
the plague of the bookshops: it was not the new city that worsened
their health condition: they are dying for the same reason that killed
The Flea: the city abandoned them, just like it is abandoning the
hardware stores in Rua do Almada. Desertion is the plague. Leitura,
the famous bookshop Leitura, did not languish because it changed
owner: that's bullshit. It was besieged by desertion.” Does desertion
breed a humus that renovates cities? — | ask, and summon for a
beer for me and the poets. The younger one, attentive, listens to the
master. The speech may be recurrent, but he listens to him as if it
were the first time: a new word may arise, an escape line welding an
erratic idea. An unlikely contradiction fanning the flames of rebel-
lion in the ideologist of the Conferences from Hell, It is a manner of
speaking. By suggestion of Europe, because of war in other destina-
tions, Porto erupts as one other city. Desertion is repopulated with
new characters.” The younger poet finishes rolling a cigarette. He
adds his own words to those of his friend, “The illness of bookshops
is the same one that attacked the typewriters”. | ask: Has any of you
read Jodo Chagas? The director of The Lice, his chin lifted, the same
gaze of a restrained bird of prey, picks up the conversation, "As my
friend is saying, the illness that attacked the typewriters is the same
plague that infected the fountain pens. That Chagas, | know, was
connected to the Rebellion of the 31t of January of 1891, in Porto. His
books, | did not read. National oblivion is the biggest cause of death
of dead writers”.

1 The Lice, in Portuguese, O Piolho, is also the popular name of Ancora D'Ouro, one of
Porto’s most renowned and oldest cafes, whose description resembles the one of the
café the narrator is sitting in.
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Introduction

The Clock Tower

Dorina Pllumbi and Elona Pira

Kulla e Sahatit, by Ardian Vehbiu, is a book-length essay that delves
into the historical and cultural significance of the Clock Tower in the
heart of Tirana, Albania. Drawing on personal reflections and collec-
tive memories, it offers a nuanced and multi-faceted exploration of
this architectural landmark, illuminating its evolving relationship with
the horizontally expanding city that surrounded it. *Kulla e Saha-
tit” invites readers to consider the ways in which architecture can
shape and reflect cultural identity, as well as the complex interplay
between urban development and historical memory.
Vehbiu's work takes readers on a journey through the tower’s storied
past, illuminating its role as a symbol of national identity and as a
witness to Albania’s complex political history. Originally built during
the Ottoman eraq, the Clock Tower served as a central point of ori-
entation for the emerging cityscape, establishing a sense of place
e O o and community in the midst of urban growth. However, the tower’s
SR (:) e symbolic dimensions were later dwarfed by the monumentalizing ar-
Ethem Bej Mosque chitecture of the communist period: a shift that Vehbiu thoughtfully
considers within the context of Albania’s complex political history.
Through a meticulous analysis of the tower’s historical and cultural
context, Vehbiu demonstrates the ways in which the tower tran-
scends its physical dimensions becoming a site of hope, which
served as a powerful symbol of Albanian identity, endurance, and
resilience in the face of political upheaval and societal change.
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Kulla e Sahatit

by Ardian Vehbiu

Fage 15

Té pafugishém pér ta pérvetésuar Kullén, komunistét béné até cka
dinin té bénin me k& nuk i bindej vullnetit té tyre totalitar: e izol-

uan. Deri edhe portén e hyrjes, té pluhurosur dhe té mistershme

né pakomunikueshmeéring e vet té drunjtg, e kycén me njé dry té
pérbindshém, gati-gati dekorativ post-modern. Né dukje dryni duhej
té pengonte kureshtaré e turiste pér t'u kuturisur brenda, por ne thelb
lajméronte burgosjen e veté Kullés.

Andej e tutje, Kulla e Sahatit sikur fitoi njé pérmasé té re, brendésing,
gé deri atéheré i kishte munguar. Paradoksalisht, ishte dryni gé ia
dha kété pérmasé, té cilén as edhe porta nuk kishte arritur t'ia jepte.
Dryni ishte shenjé e pakundérshtueshme e njé pranie té brendshme,
e njé hapésire té fshehté gé vdekatarét nuk ishin meé té lejuar ta
eksploronin. Mijéra fémijé kureshtare (e mbase jo vetém femijé)

do té kené éndérruar pér sekretin e mbyllur ag teatralisht me dru.
Katérkéndéshii madh i bazés sé Kullés, aq afer gjithckaje gé ndodhte
(e ge nuk ndodhte) né gendér té Tiranés, i ngjante tanimé gjithnjé

e mé tepér nje burgu, por ndryshe nga hapsanat e tjera, me té cilat
ishte plot Shaipéria, ky bashkonte, si me magji, nén té njéjtén shenjg,
burgun dhe té burgosurin.

Pér shumékénd, kulla u kthye késhtu né monument té lirisé evropi-
ane té humbur. Enver Hoxha me té vetét, gé nuk ishin té pandjeshém
ndaj simbolizmit té vetévetishém né arkitekturé, do ta toleronin kété
pérshenjim té ri, pérderisa — sipas vlerésimit té tyre — frika se mos
liia e humbur ishte gjithnjé mé e pakté sesa liria gé ende mund té
humbej, do ta tregonte veten mé té forté sesa revolta e brendshme
pér njé monument té lidhur me pranga né gendér té qutetit (e pér
njé ide, por njélloj ishte). Ata nuk i dhané réndési dinjitetit, sado
modest, té Kullés gjaté dités, dhe mencurisé subversive gé ajo
rrezatonte mbrémjeve; sfidés sé saj, ag sypatrembur dhe unike, ndaj
pérvetésimit ideologjik té simboleve; dashurimit té sé gjithéve pas
sqj, vetmisé sé saj, dhe nevojés sé saj pér kuptim.

Faqe 19

| vetmi partner i natyrshém i Kullés mbetej minareja e xhamisé sé
Et’hem Beut, edhe ajo udhétar i lodhur, i mbérritur deri né komunizém
nga epoke e, pas gjase, nga njé pérmase e kithté. Njé dry i pérng-
jashém me até té kullés do t'u fliste shkogur edhe kureshtareve gé
¢do dité mblidheshin rreth xhamisé, ndonjé syri mund t'i kapércente

The Clock Tower

by Ardian Vehbiu, Kulla e Sahatit (Tirané: Cabej, 2018),
pp. 15,19, 37 47 and 51.

Translation by Dorina Pllumbi and Elona Pira

Page 15

Powerless in appropriating the Clock Tower, the communists did what
they did best with anyone who did not obey their totalitarian will:
they isolated them. Even the entrance gate, dusty and mysterious in
its wooden silent nature, was locked with a monstrous, almost dec-
orative post-modern padlock. At first look the padlock was intended
to prevent curious tourists from sneaking inside, but in essence it
served to announce the imprisonment of the Tower itself.

From then on, the Clock Tower seemed to gain a new dimension, an
interiority, which until then had been missing. Paradoxically, it was
the padlock that endowed it with this dimension, which somehow
even the door had failed to give. The padlock was now an undeniable
sign of an inner presence, and of a forbidden space that mortals
were no longer allowed to explore. Thousands of curious children
(perhaps not just children) will have dreamed of the secret that the
padlock so theatrically locked away with. The large quadrangle Tow-
er base, so close to everything that happened (and didn’t happen) in
the centre of Tirana, came to resemble more and more a prison; but
unlike the other prisons, of which Albania was full, this one united, as
if by magic, under the same sign, the prison and the prisoner.

For many, the Tower thus transformed into a monument of a lost
European freedom. Enver Hoxha and his coterie, who were not insen-
sitive to the inherent symbolism in architecture, would tolerate this
new reference, since - in their assessment - the fear of a lost free-
dom was always less than the freedom that could still be lost, which
might show itself stronger than a potential internal revolt for a hand-
cuffed monument in the centre of the city. They paid no attention to
the dignity, however modest, of the Tower during the day; or to the
subversive anger that it radiated in the evenings; or to its unflinching
and singular resistance to any potential ideological appropriation of
its symbols; or to everyone’s affection for it, its loneliness, and its
need for meaning.

Page 19

The minaret of the Et’hem Bey Mosque was the only remaining natu-
ral partner of the Tower; it, too, a weary traveller to communist times,
a vestige of a skewed era, and likely, dimension as well. A padlock
similar to the one on the Tower would emphatically confront the cu-
rious people who daily gathered around the mosque, even if an eye
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kangjellat e té endej i liré népér afreskét e arabeskat, madje mund
edhe té kuptonte fatin gé i bashkonte té dy monumentet.

Kulla e Sahatit dhe minareja ishin dy vetmitaré gé e ndienin mé
shumeé se kurré nevojén e shoku-shokut. Fakti gé askush nga
vdekatarét nuk mund té depértonte né brendésiné e tyre — atje ku
njé pérmase lirie e mbijetuar digjej né heshtje, si fitil i pafundmeé,
falé mbrojtjes sé dyfishté té drynit — sikur ua shtonte shenjtériné.
Netét e ritualeve gjigante té festave rrapéllimtare té komunistéve,
té dy kullat braktiseshin né gjusmerrésirg, teksa dritat e rregjim-

it, nuk i kursenin lux-et, dhe lajkat, pér Heroin e Madh té sé Gjithé
Epokave, Skénderbeun té zbrazur nga kuptimet, domethéniet dhe
pérshénjimet. Né té vértete, Skénderbeu do ta kishte pasur vendin
ideal pikérisht né mes té sé dyjave, si prijési q&, ndonése né kohén
e vet nuk arriti t'i mbante shgiptarét né Evropé, ua béri mundin

me té lehté atyre q&, katér shekuj mé vong, e nxorén mé né fund
Shgipériné nga bunaca otomane.

Hisotrikisht, dhe jo vetém né Shaqipéri, kullat jané shogéruar ndon-
jéheré me burgimin, izolimin, hegjen e lirisé. N& véshtrim té parg, kjo
mund edhe té duket paradoksale, pérderisa kulla, si ¢cdo ndérmarrje
arkitektonike e ekzagjeruar, realizon njékohésisht edhe éndrrén e
njeriut pér té gené i lire, ose té paktén pér t'u cliruar sadopak nga
trysina dypérmasore e hapésirés ku graviteti na detyron té jetojmé
né té shumtén e kohés. Megjithatg, sipas njé interpretimi tjetér, me
tokésor, liria hapésinore do té kuptohej si liri pér té [8vizur pikérisht
né kété boté dypérmasore, ku lartésia do té mendohej si pak a
shumeé mishérim i autoritetit.

Kétu éshté e lehté té shpjegohet pse dukshméria, prania e pash-
mangshme e kullés né fushat pamore té qutetaréve, do té merrte
domethénie politike: ag sa kulla do té simbolizonte veté shtetin, né
até masé gé ky té imponohej si tutor i lirisé sé qutetaréve té vet,
dhe né até masé gé njé hierariki thjesht gjeometrike do té shndér-
rohej né metafore té hierarkisé politike.

Né kété kontekst, edhe kulla e Sahatit nuk mund té mos pérshén-
jonte burgimin, izolimin, “hegjen e lirisg€”, jo vetém pér shkak té
vetmisé sé saj metafizike, por edhe, e sidomos, ngagé né té nuk
mund té hyhej lirisht, si¢c e shénjonte me elokuence dryni né portat
e saj, té pérhitura nga njéfare pluhurosjeje e vjetér, pothuaj shek-
ullore. Cfarédolloj génieje a entiteti ishte ngujuar aty, kishte kohé gé
e kishte kémbuyer , jo me déshirén e vet, liriné e giellit (t& sjellé aq
prané nga lartésia) me ftohtésing e errét té trupit té Kullgs.
Ndryshe nga xhamia fginje, e cila u defunksionalizua, pér t'u kthyer
né element skenografik né mos folklorik, né teatrin kombétar té
sheshit “Skénderbej”, kulla e Sahatit, né dukje, nuk u pengua né mi-
sionin e vet parésor: kumtimin e kohé&s. Sa pér xhaming, mjaftonte

could climb the railings and wander freely through the frescoes and
arabesques, and perhaps come to understand the fate that brought
these monuments together.

The Clock Tower and the minaret were two desolate loners that
needed each other more than ever. The fact that no mortals could
penetrate their interior—where thanks to the extra protection of the
padlock, a flicker of surviving freedom burned silently, like an endless
wick, —seemed to add to their divinity. On nights when the massive
rituals of the communists’ boisterous holidays took place, both tow-
ers were abandoned in a half-darkness, as the lights of the regime
spared no luxury or flattery, for the Great Hero of All Ages, Skander-
beg - long emptied of meaning, significance, and connotation. In
truth, Skanderbeg’s ideal place would have been precisely between
the two towers, as the leader who, despite not managing to keep the
Albanians in Europe in his time, made it easier for those who, four
centuries later, would finally take Albania out of the Ottoman rule.
Historically, and not just in Albania, towers have sometimes been
associated with imprisonment, isolation, deprivation of liberty. At
first glance, this might seem paradoxical, since the tower, like any
exaggerated architectural enterprise, simultaneously fulfils the
human dream of being free, or to at least to be temporarily free from
the tyranny of two-dimensional space that gravity forces us to live
in most of the time. However, following another, more earthly interpre-
tation, spatial freedom would be understood as the freedom to move
precisely in this two-dimensional world, and where height would be
thought of as the embodiment of an authority.

This way it is easy to explain why the visibility, and the inevitable
presence of the Tower seen by citizens in every backdrop, would
come to take on political significance: the Tower would symbolize
the state itself, to the extent that this state would impose itself as
the guardian of the freedom of its citizens, and to the extent that

a purely geometric hierarchy would be transformed into a political
hierarchy metaphor.

In this context, even the Clock Tower could not but symbolize im-
prisonment, isolation, “removal of freedom”, not only because of its
metaphysical solitude, but also, and especially, because it could not
be entered freely, as signified eloquently by the padlock on its door,
weathered by some old, almost century-old dusting. Whatever kind
of being or entity was imprisoned there, it had long since traded, not
willingly, the freedom of the sky (immanently close via height) for
the coldness and darkness of the body of the Tower.

Unlike the neighbouring mosque, which was rendered defunct, by
becoming a scenographic, if not folkloric element, in the national
theatre of "Scanderbeg” square, the Clock Tower was, seemingly, not
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pak djallézi interpretative pér t& mbérritur né pérfundimin se e kishin
[Ené aty si pér ti kujtuar Skénderbeut se, megjithé heroizmin e
padiskutueshém, ndérmarrja e tij anti-osmane gjithsesi kishte désh-
tuar. N& té vértetg, Skénderbeu ishte sjellé né shesh pas xhamisg,
né kuadrin e njé 500-vjetori té vdekjes té kremtuar pothuajse né
delir, e vetém njé vit pasi kishave e xhamive té Shqip&risé, né rastin
meé té miré, u ishte véné dryni. Né kushtet e mbylljes me dhuné té
institucioneve fetare, cdo orvatje pér ngritje monumentesh nuk do
té mund té merrej vegse si orvatje pér té pérnxitur njé alternativé
té feve tradicionale, ose mé miré, njé fe alternative. Ndérsa kultura
kombétare, té paktén gé prej Rilindjes e kétej, ishte ngritur vérteté
mbi mitin e Skénderbeut, statuja e sjellé me ag bujé né gendér té
Tiranés i kishte rrénjét né njé zbrazéti kulturore té frikshme, té kri-
juar sidomos pas radikalizmit kulturor té mesit té viteve ‘60. Pasi iu
versulén me kazmé tradités, fanatikét e frymézuar prej invektivave
antikonservatore té Enver Hoxhés, kérkuan pastaj té shlyenin fajet
me gjestin, né dukje paradoksal, té pérlavdimit té njé heroi me té
cilin tradita kombé&tare ishte identifikuar prej kohésh. Politikisht kjo
mund té interpretohej si masé e mencur pér té rivendosur pak dre-
jtpeshim, gofté edhe vetém né ndérgjegjen kombétare té pérgud-
nuar. Por kulturorisht, interpretimi duket té jeté pak mé i ndérlikuar.
Duke filluar nga viti 19686, ishte jashtézakonisht oportune té flitej pér
“kufizime’ té kétij apo atij autoriteti té tradités: pérkatésia klasore
dhe politike, piképamijet fetare, etj. té personaliteteve nga me té
adhuruarit iu nénshtruan analizave sociologjike sa té hollésishme,
ag edhe té cekéta. Gjergj Fishta, i dénuar dikur pér hir té migésise
“véllazérore” me fginjté e Veriut, tashmé u zhvarros edhe njé herg,
pér t'u ridénuar si katolik, reaksionar, konservator e pro-fashist. As
Naim Frashéri nuk do t'i shpétonte kritikés “marksiste”, pér shkak

té vizioneve té tij panteiste, frymés ekumenike té predikimeve té tij
letrare dhe pacifizmit social. N& kété atmosferg, shkélgimi i sforcuar
gé shogéroi kremtimin e 500-vjetorit té vdekjes sé Skénderbeut
pati vérteté njé pasojé pozitive, né até masé gé u ngadalésoi sado
pak galopin radikalgve té Enverit — tepér té zéng, né até kohég, duke
iu véné zjarrin bibliotekave, duke pérdhosur afresket e ikonat, e
duke shgepur me sgepar kutité e shenjta té relikeve. Natyrisht,
pérlavdimi i Skénderbeut i shérbente, térthorazi, politikés sé re
autarkike e izolacioniste gé Enver Hoxha e Mehmet Shehu kishin
paraparé pér Shqipériné (e tyre). Luftérat e heroit kombétar kundér
perandorisé osmane né shekullin XV vlenin pér bukuri si metaforé
pér konceptet e reja gé po béheshin gati té mbilleshin né bahget e
truve shagiptare: rrethimi imperialisto-revizionist, psikoza e té genét
né kércénim té pandérpreré, uniteti kombétar, Shqgipéria — fanar
ndricues i socializmit né Evrope, mbéshtetja né forcat e veta, etj. Né

hindered in its main mission: the marking of time. As for the mosque,
with a bit of devilish interpretation it was enough to arrive at the
conclusion that they had left it there as if to remind Skanderbeg that,
despite his indisputable heroism, his anti-Ottoman enterprise had still
failed. In fact, Skanderbeg came to the square long after the mosque,
in the context of the 500-year anniversary of his death celebrated
almost deliriously, and just one year after churches and mosques

in Albania were, at best, locked up.! Against this backdrop of violent
closure of religious institutions, any attempt to erect new monuments
could only be interpreted as an attempt to promote an alternative to
traditional religions, or better, an alternative religion. Although the na-
tional culture, at least since the Renaissance, was essentially found-
ed on the myth of Skanderbeg, the statue that was brought with

so much fanfare in the centre of Tirana had its roots in a harrowing
cultural void, that particularly followed the cultural radicalism of the
mid-60s. Fanatics, after taking a pickaxe to tradition, inspired by the
anti-conservative invectives of Enver Hoxha, then sought to atone for
their guilt with the seemingly paradoxical gesture of glorifying a hero
with whom the national tradition had long identified. Politically, this
could be interpreted as a shrewd move to restore some balance, even
if only in an alienated national consciousness. Culturally however the
interpretation seems to be a little more complicated. Starting in 1966,
it was extremely opportune to talk about the “limitations” of this or
that representative of tradition: class and politics, religious views, etc.
of some of the most exalted figures were subjected to both detailed
and subtle sociological analyses. Gjergj Fishta, once convicted for
the sake of a “brotherly” friendship with a Northern neighbour, was
exhumed once more, to be re-convicted as a Catholic, a reactionary,
a conservative and as pro-fascist. Not even Naim Frasheri would
escape the "Marxist” critique, on account of his pantheistic visions,
the ecumenical spirit of his literary sermons and social pacifism. In
this atmosphere, the forced grandeur that accompanied the celebra-
tion of the 500th anniversary of the death of Skanderbeg truly had a
positive effect, to the extent that it slowed down the gallop of Enver
Hoxhas’s radicals — who were too busy, at that time, setting fire to
libraries, desecrating frescoes and icons, and axing the sacred boxes
of relics. Of course, the glorification of Skanderbeg served, indirectly,
the new autarkic and isolationist policy that Enver Hoxha and Mehmet
Shehu? envisioned for (their) Albania. The wars of the national hero
against the Ottoman Empire in the 15th century were considered a
good metaphor for the new concepts getting ready to be planted in
the gardens of Albanian minds: the imperialist-revisionist siege, the
psychosis of being in constant threat, national unity, Albania - shining
beacon of socialism in Europe, reliance in its own forces, etc. In the
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bazé té keésaj histerie té re géndronte pa dyshim miti kombétarist i
paranojés shaiptare, i ringjallur né trajtat moderne té Shqgipérisé sé
vogél si atdhe i kombit, pérkufizuar historikisht népérmjet pérplasjeve
té saj perandorité e médha té sé kegés historike.

Statujo ekuestre e Skénderbeut, né Tirane, ishte tribut i vone pér
heroin toné kombétar, por edhe e njékohésisht shérbeu si shenjé e
normalizimit té kryeqytetit shqgiptar si qytet europian; né kuptimin
edhe ne. Kjo vien e béhet mé e garté po té kemi parasysh rrethanat
e jashtézakonshme kur u vendos statuja né Tiranén e vitit 1968 — ose
né vitet e izolimit té Shqipérisé, té frikés nga pushtimi i mundshém
prej Traktatit té Varshavés dhe té epilogut té “revolucionarizmit” té
jetés sé vendit. Edhe veté fakti g¢ monumenti kushtuar njé feudali
mesjetar gé kish luftuar, mes té tjerash, edhe pér Krishtérimin dhe
Papén e Romés, ia zuri vendin Stalinit, déshmon pér kthesén drama-
tike t& punéve, ose ri-orientimin e regjimit té Hoxhés drejt kombéta-
rizmit.

Q€ nga ajo kohg, shumécka ka ndryshuar e ndérruar né shesh, por
vetém monumenti i Gjergjit nuk éshté véné ndonjéheré né diskutim;
rreth tij éshté shkatérruar, gérmuar dhe ndértuar sérish, jané preré
pemé dhe pastaj jané mbjellé prapé, éshté shtruar rruga me pllaka
dhe pastaj me asfalt, éshté hedhur zhavorr dhe &shté mbjellé bar,
jané ulur me mijéra e mijéra tiranas dhe té ardhur, kané ardhur rrotull
me mijéra e mijéra makina; por veté monumenti jo vetém nuk ka lBvi-
zur, por edhe ka gené i detyruar té mbetet i barabarté me vetveten,
pér té mundésuar normalitetin e njé konteksti aq té pagéndrueshém.

Faqe 37

Nga piképamja arkitektonike, Pallati i Kulturés do té shénonte fillimin
e zbatimit té njé plani gé uné do ta kisha quajtur plan té dekontek-
stualizimit té Kullés. Ndértesa té vjetra, por jo té vjetéruara, u shem-
bén pér t'u lené vend hapésirave boshe, ku edhe zogjté pértonin té
fluturonin; dhe rrugévé té gjera, me dy-tri peméza anemike anash,

gé sikur e theksonin edhe mé pikéllimin e trafikut té rrallé. Né té
vérteté, cdo ndértesé qé shembej, pérftonte shgetésimin se ¢’do té
behej me até qé kish géndruar e fshehur prapa té parés dhe qé tani
zbulohej papritmas. Shtépité e uléta tiranase, me oborre té ngushta,
fig, pula e jaze, e jetuan pér pak dité lavding e té genit mu né gendér
té kryequtetit shqiptar, ballé pér ballé me Skénderbeun. Ky plan
shkatérrimesh pati si pasojé té pallogaritur rrafshimin e gendrés, me
zbrazetiné ge u hap né skalp té Tiranés si ndonjé lloj tejet agresiv
alopecie. N& pllangat e mbetura djerré shfageshin tek-tuk ngrehina
té rastit, parge lojérash, kioska pararendése, gé ndryshe nga kéto té
tashmet parapélgenin kéndet e drejta, metalin e hollg, dhe mugétirén
e llambave inkandeshente. Njé lloj bari i egér, i ¢crregullt, i zverdhur zuri

centre of this new hysteria was without a doubt the nationalist myth
of Albanian paranoia, revived in the modern forms of a small Albania,
homeland of the nation, historically defined through its confrontations
with great empires of historical evil.

The equestrian statue of Skanderbeg in Tirana was a belated tribute
to our national hero, but it simultaneously acted as a sign of the
normalization of the Albanian capital as a European city; in the sense
of us too. This becomes clearer if we consider the extraordinary
circumstances in 1968 when the statue was placed in Tirana - it was
the years of Albania’s isolationism, fear of a possible invasion from
the Warsaw Treaty and the epilogue of the “revolutionization” of life in
the country. Even the fact that a monument dedicated to a medieval
feudal lord who had fought, among other things, for Christianity and
the Pope of Rome, took Stalin’s place, attests to the dramatic turn of
events, or the re-orientation of the Hoxha regime towards nationalism.
Since that time, many things have changed and been altered in the
square, but the monument of Skanderbeg has never been in question;
all around it things have been destroyed, dug up and rebuilt, trees
have been cut and then planted again, the road has been paved with
tiles and then with asphalt, gravel has been laid and grass has been
planted, thousands and thousands of Tirana residents and newcom-
ers have come, thousands and thousands of cars have circled it; but
the monument has not only not moved, it has also been forced to
remain equal to itself, to enable the normalization of an otherwise
unstable context.

Page 37

From an architectural point of view, the Palace of Culture would mark
the beginning of an implementation of a plan that I would have called
a plan to decontextualize the Tower. Old but far from obsolete build-
ings were demolished to make way for empty spaces, where even
birds were too lazy to fly; and wide roads, with two or three anaemic
trees on the sides, which seemed to emphasize even more the agony
of the spare traffic. In reality, every building that was demolished
brought about the concern of what will happen with the other build-
ing once hidden behind and now suddenly revealed. For just a few
days, Tirana’s low houses, with their narrow courtyards, figs, chickens,
and swale drains lived out the glory of being right in the centre of the
Albanian capital, face-to-face with Skanderbeg. This plan of destruc-
tion had as an incalculable consequence the flattening of the centre,
with an emptiness that spread in Tirana’s scalp like a very aggressive
type of alopecia. Random structures, playgrounds, forerunner kiosks
appeared here and there on the gaping plains, which, unlike the cur-
rent ones, preferred 90-degree corners, thin metal, and the twilight of
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té mbinte anash monumenteve; i vetmi gé guxoi ta merrte serio-
zisht kété crrudhje té gendrés nga ana e urbanistéve me gisht né
goje té regjimit.

Duket paradoksal fakti gé regjimi totalitar — g& p&rndryshe ia arriti
té mbjellé ankthin e rrénimit total né vetédijen kolektive té mbaré
shqiptaréve - kérkoi gjithsesi kEmbéngultas qé ta shprehte vetvet-
en, né rrafshin simboliko-mitik té késaj vetédijeje, népérmejet ndér-
timit si vokacion dhe si praktike. Dhe kétu nuk éshté fjala vetém te
metafora zyrtare (gati frank-masonike) e ndértimit té socializmit, qé
u rrek té na kthente té gjithéve, idealisht, né muratoré e mjeshtér
me mistri né doré; por edhe te zelli sistematik me té cilin regjimi iu
pervesh transformimeve urbanistike né gendrat e gyteteve, duke
filluar me Tiranén veté. Nuk éshté pa lidhje me kété mani ndér-
timtare edhe mosbesimi dyshues mé té cilin u trajtuan té gjitha
strukturat gytetése té trashéguara, gé e kishin zor t'u pérshtate-
shin skenografive dhe koreografive té reja staliniste pér gendrén:
primati i publikes ndaj privates, turmés ndaj individit, fishekézjarreve
festive ndaj xixéllonjave (ose girinjve ose yjeve), parakalimit me hap
ndaj procesionit fetar, druréve koniferé ndaj druréve gjetherénés.

N& sferén qytetése shkatérrimi i paméshirshém i ekzistueses u
pérligj si parakusht pér ndértimin e sé resé, sadogé jo rrallé kjo e re
nuk ishte vecse rrasé né varrin e sé vjetrés. Asgjésimi i gendrés sé
vjetér té Tiranés, i pafalshém nga piképamja ngushtésisht funksion-
ale, ishte né té vértete akt brutal i pervetésimit simbolik té hapé-
sirés, i barazvlershem me njé shpronésim semiotik.

Faqe 47

Né cdo rast, anulimi i gendrés sé vjetér té Tiranés nuk ishte thjesht
operacion plasik, njé “lifting” né emér té njé modernizimi sa ab-
strakt, ag edhe té varfér né ide. Shkatérrimi i atyre pak lavdive té
dikurshme té kétij kryequtetit gg, gjithsesi, ishte mé i moshuar se
republika, ndoshta mbahej po ag domethénés sa edhe pérgatit-

ja pér afirmimin e gjeometrive té reja, té bardha si dopiopetét e
kepucét e Enverit gjaté epokés autarkike té viteve 70-80. S€ bashku
me lokalet e vjetra plot tym té athét bérxollash, fugi té nginju-

ra birre e piktura kitsch té varura shtrembé&r né muret e nxira; sé
bashku me dyganet e vogla dhe butikat, plot mallra sa té dashura
aq dhe té panevojshme, me ndonjé gilim tigrash me fytyra prej
fémije té hedhur kujdessh&ém mureve pér té mbuluar ekzemat e
lagéshtirés, ishte njé art i téré té jetuarit gé u detyrua té varrosej
né pluhurin e vet. Si shpendé té vrazhdg, por té ndrojtur, njerézit e
débuar nga foleté e tyre té padémshme e pothuajse té fshehta,
filluan té enden sé koti népér hapésirat e reja, aqg refraktare pér
kuptimet e reja. Herét a vone, kéta njeréz, a pasardhésit e tyre

incandescent lamps. A kind of wild, untidy, yellowed grass began to
grow along side of the monuments; the only one who dared to take
seriously this shrinking of the centre by the thumb-sucking urbanists
of the regime.

It seems paradoxical that the totalitarian regime - which otherwise
managed to implant the anxiety of total destruction in the collective
consciousness of all Albanians - still persistently sought to express
itself, in the symbolic-mythical plane of this consciousness, through
construction as a vocation and as a practice. And here we are not
talking only about the official metaphor (almost Franc-macgonnerie) of
building socialism, which sought to turn us all, ideally, into master ma-
sons with trowels in hand; but also, the systematic zeal with which
the regime undertook urban transformations in the city centres,
starting with Tirana itself. Not unrelated to this construction mania is
the suspicious mistrust with which all inherited city structures were
treated, and that had difficulty adapting to the new Stalinist scenog-
raphies and choreographies for the centre: the primacy of the public
over the private, the crowd over the individual, festive firecrackers
over fireflies (or candles or stars), marching over religious procession,
conifers over deciduous trees. In the urban sphere, the merciless
destruction of what existed was justified as prerequisite for the con-
struction of the new, although not infrequently this new was nothing
more than a slate on the grave of the old. The destruction of the old
centre of Tirana, inexcusable from a strictly functional point of view,
was in fact a brutal act of symbolic appropriation of space, equiva-
lent to a semiotic expropriation.

Page 47

In any case, the cancellation of the old centre of Tirana was not

just a plastic operation, a “lifting” in the name of a modernization,

as abstract, as it was poor in ideas. The destruction of even those
few old glories of this capital, which, in any case, was older than the
republic, was probably considered as meaningful as the preparation
for the assertion of new geometries; white just like Enver Hoxha's
double breasted jackets and shoes during the autarkic era of the 70s-
80. Along with the old cafeterias full of the pungent smoke of steaks,
bursting beer barrels and kitsch paintings hanging crooked on tanned
walls; along with the small shops and boutigues, full of goods both
loved and unnecessary, with some rugs of tigers with baby faces
carefully thrown on the walls to cover the eczema of dampness, it
was a whole art of living that was forced to be buried under its own
dust. Like rough but timid birds, people expelled from their harmless
and almost hidden nests began to wander in vain through the new
spaces, so refractory to new meanings. Sooner or later, these people,
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edhe mé té palumtur, do té mésoheshin ta shuanin né rrugé zjarrin e
pasionit pér té ndenjur bashkg, ashtu si¢ do té mésoheshin ciftet té
dashuroheshin pargeve, e pleqgté ti konsumonin diskutimet e tyre té
pérséritura ulur né parapetet ndané statujave.

Regjimi u pérpogq, vérteté seriozisht, ta shlyente nga kultura e
vetvetishme e kryeqytetasve idené e gendrés si vend ideal pér t'u
socializuar. Ishte koha kur, ende né vazhdé té revolucionit kulturor
kinez, koha e liré shihej me dyshim, si mbijetoje jo e domosdoshme e
njé konceptimi borgjez té punés si mundim; qutetaréve prandaj po u
kérkohej té socializoheshin né shkolla, né fabrika, né gendra pune, né
mbledhje lagjeje, né zbore, né gjuge popullore, né olimpiada teatrosh
amatore e né aksione me puné vullnetare, atje ku vetédija e grupit
mund té manipulohej me shumé lehtési nga komisarét, sekretarét
dhe tempullarét e tjeré. Paradoksalisht, ky atentat kundér kohés sé
liré ¢oi né krijimin e njé turme gé e gjente dhe e shijonte vetveten

né rrugé, spektatore e heshtur e krygézimit té qytetit té vet. Pas njé
vertitjeje gjithnjé e mé problematike — pér shkak té kantierizimit té
gendrés — né zemrén e lashté té Tiranés: rruga e Dibrés, rruga e Barri-
kadave, rruga e Postés, turma do disiplinohej, té paktén fizikisht, duke
u devijuar né basenin artificial té Bulevardit té& Madh.

Fage 51

Shkatérrimi i gendrés e kishte edhe njé pikésynim, si té thuash,
social, pérderisa zemra tregtare e Pazarit té Vjetér mendohej, nga
administrata komuniste, si vatér jetésore e njé shtrese qé ishte e
destinuar té zhdukej. Bonifikimi i dhunshém dhe masiv i rrugéve té
ngushta, prishja e dyganeve, pijetoreve té vogla, gebaptoreve, kén-
deve ku njerézit ishin mésuar té takoheshin e té shkémbenin dy fjalg,
ishte edhe fillimi i ofensivés ndaj njé klase fryma e sé cilés e kishte
karakterizuar Tiranén gé prej themelimit té saj. Daléngadalé erdhén e
u béné gjithnjé e me té rrallg, pér t'u venitur plotésisht, tenegexhinjté,
furrxhinjté, rrobagepésit, sahatginjté, pocarét, gelesharét, kafexhinjtg,
shambarét, shitésit e nallaneve, certexhinjté, sarafét, argjendarét,
marangozet, lustraxhinjté, jorganxhinjté, opingarét, mballomatarét,
bozaxhinjté, xhambazét, nallbanét, kafsharét, hekurxhinjté, sekserét,
kallajxhinjté, hamenjtg, kazazat, drumepreté, tapicierét, mbledhésit e

vjetérsirave, hallvaxhinjté, gegét e embélsirave, bakejté, gymyrxhinjté,

arixhinjté, goftexhinjté, gerestexhinjté, xherahét e kuajve, vozaxhinjté,
kalldremxhinjté, numraxhinjté, shitésit e shegerpareve, kallpazanét,
meraklinjté, kujunxhinjté dhe bejtexhinjté. Justifikimi standard pér
kété kirurgji gutetése kaq rrénjésore ishte nevoja pér modernizim,
por prapa kétij justifikimi fshihej déshira aspak e pafajshme pér ta
tredhur Tiranén, né ményré gé kjo té mos mund té ofronte asn-

j€ rezistence kur regjimi té orvatej ta modelonte sipas trajtés e
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or their even more unhappy descendants, would learn to use the
street to quench their desires to be together, just as couples would
learn to fall in love in parks, and old people to consume their repeti-
tive discussions seated on the concrete border along the statues.
The regime tried, in earnest, to erase from the inherent culture of
the capital city residents the idea of the centre as an ideal place to
socialize. It was a time when, still in the wake of the Chinese cultural
revolution, free time was viewed with suspicion, as an unnecessary
survival of a bourgeois conception of work as toil; citizens were
therefore being asked to socialize in schools, factories, workplaces,
neighbourhood gatherings, zbor?, public trials, amateur theatre olym-
piads and voluntary work, where the consciousness of the group
could be more easily manipulated by commissioners, secretaries
and other templars. Paradoxically, this attack on free time led to the
creation of a crowd that found and enjoyed itself on the street, si-
lent spectator to the crucifixion of its own city. After problematically
counting to bounce around - due to the construction in the centre,
in the ancient heart of Tirana, Dibra Street, Barricade Street, Post
Street - the crowd would finally be disciplined, at least physically,
by being channelled to the artificial basin of the Big Boulevard.

Page 51

The destruction of the centre also had a social objective, so to
speak, since the commercial heart of the 0ld Bazaar was consid-
ered by the communist administration as the vital home of a layer
that was destined to disappear. The violent and massive reclamation
of narrow streets, the demolition of shops, small pubs, kebab shops,
corners where people had learned to meet and exchange small talk,
was also the beginning of the offensive against a class whose spirit
had characterized Tirana since its establishment. Slowly becom-
ing rare, to eventually fade completely were the tinsmiths, furnace
keepers, tailors, watchmakers, ceramists, fes makers (gelesharet),
coffee makers, shambars, clog sellers, haberdasher, money traders
(sarafs sarafet), goldsmiths, carpenters, shoe polishers, quilters,
opinga makers, show repairers, boza® makers, xhambazs, farrier,
kafshare’, blacksmiths, realtors, pewter, loaders, silk makers (kazaz-
at), cutters of wood for fire, upholsterers, antique collectors, hallve®
maker, gegé® of sweet, grocers (bakejté), charcoal makers, arixhinjté®,
meatball makers, lumberjacks (gerestexhinjté), healers (xherah) of
hourses, rowers, cobblestone makers, trick players, sellers of sheger-
pare", money forgers (kallpazanet), attentive masters, jewellers, and
folk-street poets (bejtexhinjte)2. The standard justification for this
radical city surgery was the need for modernization, but behind this
justification was hidden the not so innocent desire to castrate Tira-
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shémbélltyrés sé vet. Ideja géndrore e kétij putsch-i urbanistik mund
té pérmblidhej késhtu: kontaktet njerézore duheshin privuar nga
konteksti i tyre i vetvetishém, né ményré gé pastaj té ishte e lehté té
mund té mbaheshin nén kontroll absolut.
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na, so that it could not offer any resistance when the regime tried
to model it in its own image. The central idea of this urban putsch
could be summed up like this: contact between humans had to
be deprived of context, so that it would be easy to keep it under
absolute control.

1 The majority of the religious buildings were demolished when the constitution was
modified in 1976 to declare Albania the first atheist country in the world. (all the
footnotes are added by the translator)

2 Mehmet Shehu served as the 23rd Prime Minister of Albania from 1954 to 1981.

He was considered the second most powerful man after Enver Hoxha. Unofficial

sources maintain he was murdered on orders from Hoxha in 1981, but the official

version of his death is suicide.

Zbor was military training of the civilian population.

Opinga is the name for Albanian traditional leather shoes.

Bozé is a soft drink made with millet or corn flour. m

Xhambaz is the person who breeds and trains horses.

Kafshar is called the caregiver of the animals.

Hallvé is a dessert with fried flour, sugar and fat.

O 0 N O g~ W

Gegé is local resident of the northern and middle provinces of Albania or originating
from these provinces. The author here refers to specific gegé whose trade is candy
making and selling. They typically came from the Mati in the Krujé region.

10  Arixhi is a wandering gypsy, part of Roma community.

11 Shegerpare is a dessert with flour, fat, and eggs, baked and sweetened with syrup.
12 Bejte is a poem with two-line stanzas in the poetry of the East, which spread in
Albania in the c. XVII-XV III; lyrical or humorous poem that is woven on the spot.
Source: www.fjalorthi.com



Introduction

The Monk

Marisa Kerbizi

Murgu (“The Monk™), a contemporary novel by the academic Artan
Fuga, offers a deep reflection on man’s relationship with money,
spirituality, morality, and religion. Through a compelling story that
interweaves fiction with philosophy, the drama of two main charac-
ters is played out. One is the monk, Martin, who lived in a monastery
in the Middle Ages and was executed as a heretic by the Inquisition.
The other, Tristan Bardhi, is an archaeologist who lives in the beau-
tiful coastal city of Durrés in Albania. The destiny of two characters
is interlinked by two robberies: one in the Middle Ages; the other in
contemporary times. The first theft took place centuries ago, in the
monastery of a medieval town. Two paintings, completely unigue in
terms of their aesthetics and message, disappeared without trace,
within the religious institution. Likewise, in an apartment by the seaq,
thousands of Euros have been stolen. This money was income after
the sale of a real estate inherited from the ancestors of Tristan
Bardhi. The whole novel rests on a hermeneutic code intended to
solve two mysteries and find the authors of the thefts. Tristan Bardhi
finds himself slowly abandoning the concerns of his life to immerse
himself in the previous life of the Monk to solve the mystery of the
sensational theft in the Middle Ages. Dramatically, he finds out that
there is no real difference between two thefts; a whole system
(which has changed so little since the Middle Ages) is slowly re-
vealed the theft of man'’s life by unscrupulous institutions that revere
money. The narrative lines of past and present converge into a single
tale and Tristan Bardhi finds himself plunged into the fate of the
monk Martin, who was executed after revealing the truth that money
is the paramount consideration even in religious institutions.

@ Forum & Roman Baths

. Amphitheatre of Durrés
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Murgu

by Artan Fuga

Q& kur lundron né Adriatik dhe afrohesh né bregun e tij, ndjen se
Durrési té shfaget si njé qytet gé pér nga madhéshtia éshtg, ose mé
miré, ka geng, krejt i veganté. Anija joné ishte e tipit venecian, vinte
ovale né formén e saj mbi det, e pajisur me tri vela té médha gé era
i gufonte lirshem dhe bollshém, por edhe me tridhjeté rremtarg, té
paguar nga pronari i anijes, ¢ka i jepnin késaj té fundit njé shpejté si
gé nuk mund té mos té mahniste. Hymeé né brendési té qutetit duke
marr fillimisht drejtimin pér nga Veriu. U futém né kanalin mbushur
me ujé té kripur gé hyn pas kodrave drejt e né zemér té qutetit.

Njé pamje madhéshtore e natyrés té pérshéndet. Midis kanalit hyrés
dhe detit Adriatik ngrihen disa kodra gé mé duken si vullkanike, né
kreshtat e té cilave duken banesa té vogla fshatarésh, ndonjé kullg
fisniku, si dhe shumé tempuj gé mbizotérojné né majat e tyre. Kodrat
jané té mbuluara me shkurre qé japin njé gjelb&rim mesdhetar ¢cka e
pérforcojné ullinjté, vreshtat, si edhe figté e detit, né njé pamje ku
deti, toka e gjelbéruar, gielli i kaltér, té gjitha, nén bashkimin e drités
sé diellit gé vien nga malet e ané s lindore, i ngjajné njé parajse
tok&sore. Pulébardhat mbi det shfagen si mesazhe shprese nén njé
bardhési gé shkélgen né njé sfond té kaltér. Mbi dallgét e buta ngri-
tur nga njé puhizé ere e lehté qé na pérké dhelte fytyrén, ne shijoni
késhtu page e harmoni, e cila éshte prova e ekzistencés sé Fugisé
Hyjnore.

Lexoj me kujdes té gjitha dokumentet gé gjej né bibliotekén e Ar-
gipeshkvisé. Shqurtoj demografing e gytetit, gjenealogjing e famil-
jeve, lidhjet martesore, gith=ka gé regjistrat e Kishés soné shénojné
me aq kujdes dhe saktési. Té vjen keq vetém se kéto té dhéna kané
té bé jné vecse me bashkésingé toné fetare, dhe jo me té gjithé pop-
ullsiné e qutetit, gjithsesi njé drité hidhet edhe mbi té. Lexoj me ku-
jdes raportet e klerikéve té Kishés soné rreth monumenteve helenike
dhe romake qé trashégon qyteti, té cilat, duhet théné se jané goxha
té démtuara, ca nga rré shaitjet e tokés, ca nga térmetet, dhe ca
nga koha gé bén punén e vet dhe gérryen gjithcka. Nisur prej atyre,
kuptoj format dhe pasurité monumentale té mbetjeve arkeologjike
gé kam. Akuaduku i kohés sé Hadrianit, tempujt e Minervés dhe té
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The Monk

by Artan Fuga, Murgu (Tirané: Papirus, 2016), pp. 319-324
Translation by Marisa Kerbizi

While you sail on the Adriatic Sea and approach its shore, you feel
Durrés emerging as a city that in terms of grandeur is, or rather
has been, quite special. Our ship was of the Venetian type, with its
oval shape over the seq, equipped with three large sails that blew
loosely and abundantly in the wind, but also with thirty oars, paid
for by the owner, which gave this ship a velocity that could not but
amaze. Entering the city from a northerly direction, we followed a
canal filled with saltwater that flows from behind the hills straight
into the heart of the city.

A magnificent view of nature greets us. Between the entrance
channel and the Adriatic Seaq, there are several hills, probably of
volcanic origin, on the ridges of which are small peasant dwellings
and, a noble tower, as well as many temples that dominated at
their peaks. The hills were dense with bushes that highlight Medi-
terranean greenery reinforced by olives, vineyards, as well as sea
figs, in a view in which the seaq, green land, and blue sky, are united
in the sunlight coming from the mountains on the east side, to re-
semble an earthly paradise. Over the seq, gulls appear as messen-
gers of hope under a whiteness that glowed on a blue background.
Sailing on gentle waves and buffed by the light breeze blowing on
our faces, we are enjoying peace and harmony, which is proof of
the existence of the Divine Power.

| carefully read all the documents | had found in the library of the
Archdiocese. | examined the demographics of the city, the genealo-
gy of the families, the marital ties, and all that our Church carefully
and accurately records. It is such a pity that such data only deals
with our religious community, and not the entire population of the
city. However, some light is shed on that as well. | scrutinized the
clerical reports of our Church about the Hellenic and Roman monu-
ments of the city, which, it must be said, are quite damaged, some
by landslides, some by earthquakes, and some by the passage of
time that devours and erodes almost everything. From them, | un-
derstand the monumental forms and heritage of the archaeological
remains. The aqueduct of Hadrian’s time, the temples of Minerva
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Dianés, mozaiku né gendér té qutetit, amfiteatri gé nga pérmasat e
tij déshmon demografing e genésishme té qutetit né kohét e veta té
lavdishme jané monumente gé kané térhequr vémendjen time.

Pres nga ju té mé thoni nése duhen pérshkrime té hollésishme pér
to ose jo. Ndonése nuk kané lidhje me géllimin e misionit g& mé keni
ngarkuar, pérséri, né kohén e lirée mund t'i kushtohem edhe késaj
pune nese interesi i Kishés soné e kérkon até. Pastaj keéqur bibli-
otekén antike, banjat romake me té gjitha ndarjet e tyre dhe gé pa-
jtonin kaq bukur rehating e ké tij qutetérimi me forcén dhe krenaring
luftarake romake. Lexoj raportet e shkruara né shekuj nga besniké té
Kishés soné mbi stelat e varreve, studime té plota mbi mbishkrimet
dhe figurat né to, dhe ndjej sesa e jashtézakonshme ka gené urtésia
e tyre, sa i madh durimi gé kané pasur, sa i mprehté véshtrimi i tyre,
né analizat gé na kané [Ené né dokumentet e tyre, shkruar me njé
kaligrafi si ajo e skribéve tané, shogéruar me harta, skica dhe por-
trete té riprodhuara nga ato gé kané gjetur mbi gur.

Nuk ka dyshim se qyteti aktualisht nuk ka madhéshtiné monumen-
tale gé ka pasur ndérkohé gé ka gené koloni helene, ose né kohén

e sundimit romak mbi té. Rénia e dy vatrave té gyteterimit europian
dhe botéror &shté ndjeré edhe né Durrés sepse qyteti sigurisht hum-
bi energjiné gé i vinte prej andej. Humbi madhéshtia greko-romake
né fushén e kulturés, artit, sporteve, dyluftimeve, humbi energ-

jia e skllevérve, u larguan gradualisht legjionet gé i sillnin gytetit
madhéshtiné me paradat dhe fortifikimet e veta. E gjithé paraja e
véné né garkullim nga gendrat e gytetérimeve té médha, si nga bota
helenike, pastaj nga ajo romake, me rénien e tyre, nuk ushgente mé
kanalet financiare gé gjalléronin Durrésin.

Durrési dallon shumé nga vebdvanime dhe gytete té tjera evropi-
ane. Ndoshta éshté nga té rrallét gé ka gené kag prané Athinés dhe
Romés. Qutetet gjermanike, franke, angleze, ato té Europés Qen-
drore, sado té kené pasur dinamikat e tyre, nuk e kané ndjeré kaq
afér ndikimin heleniko - romak, i cili, gysh nga shekulli i shaté para
Krishtit deri né shekullin e pesté pas Krishtit, me rénien e Romés, pra
pér dymbédhjeté shekuj rresht u pérplas dhe hodhi valét, rrezet e
drités, té ndrigimit, por dhe egérsiné e veprés emancipuese, mé pas
evangjelizuese, mbi popullsing autoktone kétu.

Kéta sot quhen arbér, dhe dikur gquheshin iliré. Uné i has, pjesén
katolike té tyre, né meshat dhe lutjet tona si né katedralen e madhe
té Argipeshkvisg, ashtu edhe né gelat pérreth, té cilat shtrihen né
kodrat anash kanalit ujor hyrés né qytet deri te cepi i ture, i quajtur
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and Diana, the mosaic in the centre of the city, and the vast amphi-
theatre caught my attention and testified the grandeur of the city in
its glorious past.

| expect you to tell me whether detailed descriptions are further
needed. Although they have nothing to do with the purpose of the
mission entrusted to me, in my spare time, | can devote myself to
this work if the interest of our Church requires it. Then | look at the
ancient library, and the Roman baths with all their divisions, which
so beautifully reconciled the comfort of this civilization with the
strength and pride of Roman warfare. | read the reports written over
the centuries on the tombstones by faithful members of our Church,
the thorough studies of the inscriptions and figures on them. | feel
profoundly how extraordinary their wisdom has been, how steadfast
their patience, and how sharp their gaze; their analysis left to us in
documents, written in calligraphy like that of our scribes, accompa-
nied by maps, sketches, and by portraits reproduced by what they
have found on the stone.

There is no doubt that the city has lost the monumental splendour
it had as a Hellenic colony, or when it was under Roman rule. The
fall of the two hearths of European and world civilization left their
mark on Durrés: the city certainly lost the energy that came from
there. Greco-Roman greatness was also lost in the fields of culture,
art, sports, and fighting, while the energy of slaves was lost and the
legions that brought greatness to the city with its parades and forti-
fications gradually left. Following their fall, the wealth circulating the
Hellenic and Roman civilizations, no longer fed the financial channels
that sustained Durrés.

Durrés differs considerably from many other European settlements
and cities, as one of the few being close to Athens and Rome. The
Germanic, French, English, and Central European cities, no matter how
dynamic they were, did not feel the Hellenic-Roman influence from
the seventh century BC to the fifth century AD with the fall of Rome,
for twelve centuries in a row. Such influence collided and threw the
waves, rays of light, and the enlightenment, but also the savagery

of the emancipatory, then evangelistic work, on the autochthonous
populations here.

Once called lllyrians, today these are called Arbér. | find them, espe-
cially the Catholic part of them, in our masses and prayers both in
the great cathedral of the Archdiocese and in the surrounding cells,
which lie on the hills by the water channel entering the city to the
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Bishti i Palit, deri né anén e kundért té gjirit, pra drejt vendit gé quhet
Kepi i Rodonit. (...)

Durrési ka gené dhe mbetet njé gytet ku ndérthuren interesaq, influ-
enca, ngjarje, aspirata, ambicie, prirje, qé i kalojné shumé pérmasat

e krahinés sé llirisé sé Bizantit, dhe né disa raste, marrin madje pa e
tepruar edhe njé réndé si kontinentale, gé shtrinen edhe mé larg Eu-
ropés. Kisha joné padyshim e ka njohur dhe e njeh kété shtrirje té pér-
masave ushtarake, ekonomike, financiare té Durrésit, por bashkésité
tona fetare té Veriut té Europés Peréndimore, ne, pra, kemi nevojé té
b&hemi té pérgjegjshém pér to.

Drejtimet e ketyre influencave krygézohen duke ndjekur dy vija
pingule me njéra-tjetrén. E para éshté Jug-Veri, e dyta éshté Lind-

je - Peréndim. L& vizja Jug - Veri, né té vérteté, ndjek paralelisht vijé

n bregdetare. Ajo ka gené aktive qush né kohét e lashta helenike
dhe vazhdon edhe sot té jeté aktive. N& kohérat helenike, né shek-
ullin e pesté pérpara Jezu Krishtit tong, luftérat e Peloponezit ku u
kundérvuné me njéri tjetrin pér dekada me radhé qutete-shtete mé té
meédha té Greqisg, Sparta dhe Athina, patén si nisje pikérisht synimet
e tyre pér kontrollin mbi Durrésin. Njé lufté civile né Durrés, sigurisht
edhe me pérfshirjen e popullsisé periferike urbane ilire, hodhi jashté
mureve té gytetit oligarkét e tij. Krerét e rrézuar té kolonise greke,
Epidamit, i cili ishte formalisht nén kontrollin e Korfuzit, nuk gjetén
mbéshtetje atje, prandaj edhe iu drejtuan pér ndihmé Korintit.

Por, Korfuzi kérkoi ndihmé te Athina pé r ta mbajtur Korintin larg Dur-
résit. Duke lexuar Tugiditin, kam ndjekur me kujdes fjalimet e kreréve
té Korintit pérpara eklezias athinase ku argumentonin réndésing e
Epidamit né ekuilibrin e gyteteve-shtete greke. Atje, kuptohet, nuk
béhet fjalé thjesht pér njé koloni greke si gjithé té tjerat. Durrési antik,
sikurse Apollonia, Orichuum-i, ishin pika strategjike nevralgjike pér
helenét dhe mbeten té tilla edhe pér té gjitha kohérat e sotme dhe té
ardhshme. Historia e tyre nuk ka mbaruar. Beteja té médha strategjike
mendoj se do té béhen pér té marré kontrollin e kétyre pikave nga
fugité e médha té cdo kohe.

Edhe pak shekuj mé parg, aty nga viti 1048, ekspedita e Normandéve
té Jugut, anzhuinéve, po t'u besohet shkrimeve té vajzés sé Perandorit
bizantin Aleks Komnenit, Ana-s, pasi erdhi népér det mbéshtetur nga
njé flotilje gjigande anijesh lufte, u nis nga Valona, népérmjet vijés
bregdetare, paralel me té&, dhe sulmoi Durrésin, duke u pérballur me
forcat ushtarake té Perandorit té Bizantit, prej té cilit edhe u thye.

corner labelled as "Bishti i Palles”, to the opposite side of the bay,
towards the cape by the name “Cape of Rodon”. (...)

Durrés is a city where interests and influences, events and aspi-
rations, ambitions and tendencies once intertwined, and which by
far exceed the dimensions of the province of Byzantine freedom.
And, in some cases, without exaggeration, have a continental
presence, which extends away from Europe. Our church undoubt-
edly recognized and continues to acknowledge this extension of
the military, economic and financial dimensions of Durrés. There-
fore our religious communities of Northern Western Europe need
to become very much aware of them.

The directions of these influences intersect following two perpen-
dicular lines. The first is South-North and the second is East-West.
The South-North line which runs parallel to the coastline, has been
active since ancient Hellenic times, and continues to be so today.
In Hellenistic times, in the fifth century BC, the largest city-states
of Greece, Sparta, and Athens, opposed each other for decades

in what is broadly referred to the Peloponnesian Wars concern-
ing the control of Durrés. A civil war in Durrés, certainly with the
involvement of the Illyrian suburban population, threw its oligarchs
out of the city walls. The overthrown leaders of the Greek colony,
Epidamnus, which was formally under the control of Corfu, found
no support there, so they turned to Corinth for help.

But Corfu sought help from Athens to keep Corinth away from
Durres. Reading Thucydides, | carefully analyzed the speeches of
the Corinthian leaders before the Athenian church wherein they
argued the importance of Epidamnus in maintaining balance
among Greek city-states. It is, of course, not just a Greek colony
like any other. Ancient Durrés, like Apollonia and Orichuum, was a
strategic point for the Hellenes and remain so for the present and
future times. Their story is not over. Major strategic battles may
yet be waged to take control of these points by the great powers
of all time.

According to the writings of Anna, daughter of the Byzantine
Emperor Alexius Comnenus, around 1048, a sea expedition of the
Southern Normans, the Anjouans, supported by a giant fleet of
warships, set out from Valona, parallel to the coastline attacked
Durrés. But this expedition faced the military forces of the Byzan-
tine Emperor, and was broken.
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Mos té harroj té vendos pérpara vémendjes tuaj té ndritur, gjithashtu,
se edhe né krygézatat tona gé kané tronditur botén dhe kané zhven-
dosur masa té médha luftétarésh té Krishtit drejt Jeruzalemit, Durrési
ka gené dhe do té mbetet njé piké kyce, sipas vijés Veri-Jug. Krygtaré
té shumté kané mbé rritur né Durrés duke ardhur me anije nga Trieste.
Ata kané kaluar kétej duke pasur si pikénisje me anijet e tyre detin e
Veriut dhe Skandinaving. Pasi mbérrinin né Durrés dhe strehoheshin
neé té gjitha hanet e qutetit, ngrinin edhe cadra apo bujtnin te banorét
autoktoné , merrnin me gira anije venedikase pér t'u nisur mé pas drejt
Lindjes, pér té kaluar ngushticén e Bosforit, dhe mbérritur né Alek-
sandri, ose né destinacionin final té pérpjekjeve té tyre té shenjta, né
Jeruzalem.

Njé pjesé e krygtaréve mbérrinin né Durrés edhe nga toka duke kaluar
territoret e Europés Qendrore dhe ndjekur té njéjtén rrugé si té parét e
tyre deri né Jeruzalem. Sipas raporteve té véllezérve kleriké té ké-
tushém, muajt kur krygtarét ia behnin né Durrés kané gené krejt té
vecanté. Popullsia e gutetit rritej katér ose pesé heré mé shumeé sesa
zakonisht, me dhjetéra anije ankoroheshin né Port, njé péshtjellim i
madh trondiste gytetin, gjuhé dhe zakone té ndryshme pérziheshin
midis turmave gé iknin tutje drejt vendeve té shenjta duke térhequr
pas gra, fémijé, armé kuaj, bagéti, etj. Edhe kur ktheheshin, ata shpesh
ishin té lodhur, por mbartnin me vete robinja, pasuri, edhe gjithgka
tjetér qé u kishin marré té pafeve. Njé pjesé e ish-krygtaréve, pas
kthimit nga vendet e shenjta, mbeti dhe u ngujua kétu.

Vija tjetér éshté ajo Perendim-Lindje. Roma, sidomos pas shekullit té
treté pérpara Jezu Krishtit, té [évduar né jeté té jetéve nga zemrat tona
té [enduara pér padrejtésingé martirizuese qé njerézit i béné Zotit té
tyre, dhe vecanérisht né shekullin e katért para Krishtit, e rriti presionin
dhe kontrollin mbi Durrésin. Ai konsiderohej prej romakéve si kryeqyuteti
i Epirus Nova. Le té pérmend se pérgjaté konflikteve ge mbushén me
gjak Republikén Romake, njé nga betejat mé té€ médha u bé né vitin 48
pérpara Jezu Krishtit, Birit té [évduar té Atit toné né Qiell, né njé kodér
kétu prané Durrésit. Pompei dhe forcat e tij, té cilat kontrollonin qyte-
tin, u ndeshém me forcat e Cezarit qé kishte arritur fitore t&€ médha né
Afriké dhe Spanjé. Pompei e theu Cezarin, i cili u largua pér né Jug.

Rruga Egnatia gé lidh Romé n me Thrakiné dhe Magedoniné e ka
hyrjen né Durrés, i cili do té mbetet porté kalimi e Peréndimit pér né
Europén Lindore dhe mé tej drejt viseve té Orientit t& Mesém dhe mé
larg akoma. Normandét e Jugut dhe mbreti Anzhu i Napolit, pak vite
mé paré, né 1392, sipas shénimeve gé kam né doré, rimerr kontrollin
ndaj gytetit. Por, sundimi i tij nuk éshté i geté. Sikurse edhe mé paré

| do not allow myself to forget and so bring to your attention, that
even in our crusades that have shaken the world and displaced
large masses of Christ’s warriors towards Jerusalem, Durrés has
been and will remain a key point along the North-South line. Many
crusaders reached Durrés by sailing from Trieste. Their ships
embarked in the North Sea and Scandinavia. Soon after reaching
Durrés and taking refuge in the inns of the city, they also set up
camping tents or lodged with the indigenous inhabitants, rented
Venetian boats to head East, cross the Bosphorus Strait to arrive
in Alexandrig, or the ultimate destination of their sacred endeav-
ours, Jerusalem.

Some Crusaders arrived in Durrés by land, crossing the territories
of Central Europe and following the same route as their predeces-
sors to Jerusalem. According to reports of clergymen, the months
when the Crusaders came to Durrés were very special. The
population of the city grew four or five-fold, with dozens of ships
anchored in the Port, great zest the city, and different languages
and customs intermingled among the crowds fleeing further to
the holy places in caravans of women and children, weapons
horses and cattle, and so on. On return, they were often tired, but
carried slaves, wealth, and everything else they had taken from
the infidels. Many former Crusaders remained in the city and put
down roots here.

The other line is the West-East. Rome, especially after the third
century BC, was praised by our hurting hearts for the injustice
that people did to their Lord, and especially in the fourth century
BC, increased the pressure and control over Durrés. The Romans
considered the capital to be Epirus Nova. Let me underline here
that during the blood-filled conflicts that the Roman Republic
underwent, one of the greatest battles took place in the year 48
BC, on a hill near Durrés. It was here that the Pompeiian forces,
which controlled the city, encountered Caesar’s heroes of Africa
and Spain. Pompey broke Caesar, who fled south.

The Egnatia Road, which connects Rome with Thrace and Mac-
edonia, passes through Durrés: a city that remains the gate-

way from the West to Eastern Europe and further to the Middle
East and beyond. According to the records at hand, in 1392, the
Southern Normans and King Anjou of Naples, regained control of
the city, but his rule was anything but smooth. As before with the
Venetians who call the capital of Regnum Albania, Durrés was
variously controlled by them and by local nobles and vassals,
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me venecianét gé e quanin kryeqgytet té Regnum Albania, Durrési heré
kontrollohet prej tyre, heré ka prirje té kontrollohet nga fisnikét vendas,
vasalét, sidomos nga Topiajt ose Balshajt, gé edhe ata rivalizojné midis
tyre.

Ndérkohé, sikur t& mos mjaftonin té gjitha kéto, né trevat ilire, nga toka
dhe nga deti, po mbérrijné njésité e para luftarake té turgve otomané.
Ata kané thyer princérit vendas, kané shtyré tutje né det ushtrité ven-
edikase dhe té Napolit dhe kané synimin té vendosin sundimin e tyre
mbi gytetin dhe té gjitha trevat rreth tij. Kuptohet, té mbéshtetur nga
sistemi i pronés mbi tokén, turgit otomangé, nése arrijné te vendosin
sundimin e tyre, do t'i b&jné popullsité arbérore ta harrojné lidhjen

e tyre me detin, t'i harrojné eksplorimet e tyre né det, peshkimin,
kontrollin e anijeve gé kalojné né kété vije detare. Arbrit do té béhen
popullsi vetém tokésore.

Ky éshté konteksti i sotém né té cilin jeton popullsia arbérore né
kryegytetin e llirisé Bizantine, ose né até gé ka filluar té quhet Arbéri
nén kontrollin e Topiasve e gé shtrihet nga Semani deri né Mat. Brenda
késaj situate jetojné edhe besimtarét e fesé soné kétu.

Kétu peréndité greke dhe ato romake mbijetojné sé bashku duke ndry-
shuar emrat e tyre. Minerva dhe Athinaja gati pothuajse e njé jta gjé
me dy emra té ndryshém, Diana dhe Artemisi gjithashtu. Nga gjetjet
e néndheshme dalin té dyja sipas epokave. Paganizmi dhe politeizmi
ndikojné monoteizmin. Thyerjet kulturore shogérojné historing e ketij
guteti. Kalimi nga mitet greke te ato romake duket garté. Pastaj kalimi
nga kultura politeiste, pas pranimit nga Perandoria romake té fesé
soné krishterg, te kultet dhe besimet tona monoteiste, ¢ka shihet né
gurét e varreve qé heré pas here gjenden me shumicé né vendbani-
me té dikurshme. Dhe té gjitha kéto, né rivalitet me mite dhe besime
pagane kur arbrit betohen pér diellin, yjet, dheun, bukén, sidomos.

Durrési éshté qutet me pérzierje té forté té popullsive té ndryshme.
Ndoshta atij ia kalon né kété piké vetém Florenca, Venediku, Raguza,
Selaniku, Aleksandria, Kostandinopoja, e ndonjé tjetér, pra gytetet e
sotme meé universale gé njihen né Mesdhe. Kurse qutetet e tjera né
Mesdhe dhe né Europén Qéndrore, madje edhe mé né Veri, nuk jané
vecse vendbanime té mbuyllura brenda vetes krahasuar me té. Durré-

si nga kjo piképamije i ngjan gyteteve hanseatike té Veriut, Anverpit,
Bruzhit, Kélnit, Rigés, dhe krahasohet me to si nga shuméllojshmeéria e
kulturave qé e pérshkojné ashtu edhe nga hapja e tyre drejt njé kulture
materialiste, ku paraja dhe interesi material kané prioritet mbi besimin.

especially the rivalling factions of the Topia or Balsha.

As if all this were not enough, the first combat units of the Ottoman
Turks emerged in the lllyrian territories, both by land, and by sea.
They defeated the local princes, pushed the Venetian and Neapol-
itan armies further into the seaq, in order to establish their rule over
the city and the surrounding territories. Supported by the system of
land ownership, established Ottoman Turks, ruled the Arb&r popula-
tion who abandoned their connection with the sea and explorations,
fishing, and control of ships passing on their seashores and became
a purely terrestrial population.

This is the context in which the Arber population lives today in the
capital of Byzantine lllyria, or what has come to be called Arber un-
der the control of the Topia and extends from Semani to Mat. In this
situation the believers of our religion continue to live.

Here the Greek and Roman gods survive together by changing their
names. Minerva and Athena are the same Goddesses with two dif-
ferent names, just as Diana and Artemis. Paganism and polytheism
influence monotheism. Cultural breaks accompany the history of this
city. The transition from Greek to Roman myths is clear. The transi-
tion from polytheistic culture, after the acceptance by the Roman
Empire of our Christian religion, to our monotheistic cults and beliefs,
can be seen in the tombstones occasionally found in abundance

in former settlements. All this was in rivalry with pagan myths and
beliefs when the Arbérs swear by the sun and the stars, the earth,
and especially by the bread.

Durrés is a city with a strong mix of different populations. Perhaps
only Florence and Venice, Ragusa, Thessaloniki, Alexandria, and
Constantinople, the most universal cities known in the Mediterranean
today, surpass it in this way. Other cities in the Mediterranean and
Central Europe, and even further north, are merely closed settle-
ments compared to Durres. In this respect, it resembles the Hanseat-
ic cities of the North, Antwerp, and Bruges, Cologne, and Riga, and is
comparable to them both in the variety and openness to a materi-
alist culture, where money and material interests take precedence
over faith.
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@ Hotel Schioss Ménchstein

@ Hotel Sacher Saizburg
@ cake Couture

@ Cafe Konditorei Frst

. Manchsberg
. Fortress Hohensalzburg

Introduction

Chocolate Days
Iris Spajic

Gabriele Diechler is a German novelist, screenwriter and dramaturge
who lives in Salzkammergut, Austria. She started writing when she
was 14 when she wrote down her thoughts and experiences in her
diary. Her oeuvre examines love and life in terms of difficulties and
fears, as well as positive aspects and possibilities.

Diechler’s novel Schokoladentage is set in Salzburg, Austrig, in the
Cake Couture cake shop, and tells a story of two friends, Alwy and
Tina. The novel focuses both on professional and personal aspects
of their lives as they get their business up and running while trying
to break even in terms of finance, and deal with their love lives, as
well as other highs and lows of life. Throughout the novel readers are
immersed in the city of Salzburg and have the opportunity to explore
its beautiful places, history, and culture.
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Schokoladentage

by Gabriele Diechler

3. Kapitel

Die vordere Héuserreihe wies zur Imbergstrafie, einer der Hauptver-
kehrsstrafden. Die hintere zur Steingasse, einer Gasse mit felsigen
Abhdngen, die steil bergauf ragten. Zwischen diesem Hinten und Vorne
suchten Alwy und Tina sich ihren Weg durch die Stadt, die ein Relikt
aus einer ltingst vergangenen Zeit zu sein schien. Zwar gab es einige
mit Glas verkleidete Hochhduser, doch moderne Bauten blieben die
Ausnahme.

Grundsdtzlich wurde Salzburgs Stadtbild von jahrhundertealten vier-
bis flinfstéckigen, in hellen, verblichen wirkenden Farben gestrichenen
Hdusern und vor allem von unzdhligen Kirchen dominiert.

»Ziemlich eng hier ... als wiirde man einem ausgetrockneten Flusslauf
folgen.« Auf Alwy wirkte die Steingasse wie ein Graben, in dem jedes
Haus ein pastellfarbener Tupfer auf dem Grau des Kopfsteinpflasters
war; es schien als bildeten die Hiuser einen Schutzwall.

»Hduser so nah beieinander vermitteln mir ein Geflihl von Geborgen-
heit, dazu die schroffen Felsen .. das hat was.« Tina strich sich eine
hellbraune Haarstrdhne, die sich aus ihrem Zopf geldst hatte, hinters
Ohr. Aufgeregt deutete sie auf ein Haus, das durch einen zartrosa
Anstrich im unteren Bereich geradezu herausstach. »Da vorn ist es.
Steingasse 41.«

»Zuckerlrosa .71« Alwy schittelte amdisiert den Kopf.

»Wieso nicht? Das hebt uns von den Ubrigen Fassaden ab.« Tina
schloss die Eisentiir neben der weif gestrichenen Ladentdr auf und
wies in den Flur. Vorsichtig trug Alwy das gerahmte Bild ihrer Tante
iber die Schwelle und lehnte es an die Wand. Sie blinzelte, um sich an
das Dunkel zu gewdhnen, und als sie aufsah, entdeckte sie die enge,
sich steil nach oben windende Treppe.

Tina fing den Blick der Freundin auf und lachte. »Fitness hast du hier
inklusive, versprach sie. »Komm, gib mir das Ungetiim.« Sie schnappte
sich die Holzkiste, die Alwy gerade hochheben wollte. In dieser Kiste
bewahrte ihre Freundin schon immer ihre Gewrze und Rezepte auf.
Damit und mit dem Rucksack, den sie Alwy ebenfalls abnahm, ging sie
die ersten Stufen voran.

Tina hatte nicht Ubertrieben: Die Treppen zu erklimmen, erinnerte
tatsdchlich an Fitness. Auf halbem Weg nach oben blieb Alwy, auer
Atem, vor dem Klingelschild zu einer der Wohnungen stehen. »\Wer
wohnt eigentlich noch im Haus, auier dir?«

Chocolate Days

by Gabriele Diechler, Schokoladentage.
(Berlin: Insel Taschenbuch Verlag, 2019), pp. 17-21

Translation by Iris Spajic
Third Chapter

The front row of houses faced the Imbergstrafle, one of the main
roads. The back row faced the Steingasse, an alley with rocky
slopes rising steeply uphill. Between this back and front, Alwy

and Tina made their way through the city, which seemed to be a
relic of a bygone era. Although there were some high-rise build-
ings clad in glass, modern buildings were an exception. Basically,
Salzburg’s cityscape was dominated by centuries-old, four-to
five-storey houses painted in light, faded colours and, above all,
by countless churches.

‘It's rather narrow here.. like following a dry riverbed.’ To Alwy,
Steingasse seemed like a ditch, in which each house was a pastel
dab against the grey cobblestones; it seemed as if the houses
formed a protective wall.

‘Such tightly packed houses give me a sense of security, plus
the jagged rocks... there’s a certain charm about it Tina pushed

a strand of light brown hair that escaped her plait behind her ear.
Excitedly, she pointed to a house that virtually stood out due to a
soft pink paint coat on the lower area. It's over there. Steingasse
4

‘Candy pink..?!" Alwy shook her head in amusement.

‘Why not? That sets us apart from the rest.” Tina unlocked the
iron door next to the white-painted shop door and gestured to the
hallway. Alwy carefully carried her aunt’s framed picture across
the threshold and leaned it against the wall. She squinted to
adjust her eyes to the darkness and looked up to see the narrow
staircase winding steeply up.

Tina caught her friend’s eye and laughed. ‘Fitness is included
here,’ she promised. ‘Come on, give me that monster’ She grabbed
the wooden box that Alwy was about to pick up. Her friend always
kept her spices and recipes in this box. With that and with the
rucksack, which she also took from Alwy, she climbed the first
few steps.

Tina wasn’t exaggerating: climbing the stairs truly required fitness.
Halfway up, out of breath, Alwy stopped in front of one of the
apartments’ doorbells. "Who else lives in the house besides you?’
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»Aufler uns, meinst du wohl?« Tina zwinkerte ihr zu. »Im ersten Stock
wohnt Elisa. Sie ist noch keine dreifig und arbeitet als Rezeptionistin
im Hotel >Schloss Mdnchstein¢, oben am Mdnchsberg. Sie liebt Pralinen
aus Zartbitterschokolade. Die kauft sie jede Woche bei mir« Tina sah
auf die Tdr, vor der Alwy stand. »Und hier im zweiten wohnt Ralf, Typ
Teddybdr mit kleinem Bduchlein. Er verkauft online Miitzen, Schals und
Ponchos, alles aus Wolle von gliicklichen Schafen hergestellt.«
»Aufgrund deines Grinsens vermute ich mal, dass Ralf mehr hergibt, als
diese schlichte Info.«

Tina zuckte die Schultern. »Wenn du Ralf siehst, kdmst du nie drauf,
dass ausgerechnet er kuschelige Mitzen verkauft. Eher wirdest du ihn
schraubend unter einer Harley vermuten. Du wirst ihn mogen, allerdings
bekommest du ihn nicht allzu oft zu Gesicht. Wenn er nicht vor dem PC
sitzt und arbeitet, trampt er ins Museum. Er ist fanatischer Kunstlieb-
haber und verlésst jedes Museum immer als Letzter. Nimm dich in Acht
und frag ihn nie nach einem Kunstwerk, das kdnnte dauern.«

»Also eine funktionierende Hausgemeinschaftx, fasste Alwy zusammen.
»Absolut. Ralf ist eine Seele von Mensch, Elisa ebenso. Ich hab Glick
mit den beiden.« Sie gingen weiter und kamen - Alwy den Trolley in der
einen und das Bild in der anderen Hand - im dritten Stock an.

»Uber meiner Wohnung befindet sich noch eine weitere, die von Irmgard
Walter, sie ist die Besitzerin des Hauses. Eine nette dltere Dame. Seit
Mdrz ist sie in Italien bei ihrer Schwester. Sie leidet unter Arthrose

und gonnt ihren Gelenken ein bisschen Wtrme.« Tina stiefd die Tir auf
und machte eine einladende Handbewegung in einen schmalen Flur,
der durch einen pfirsichfarbenen Anstrich Frohlichkeit und Zuversicht
ausstrahlte.

»Willkommen in meinem Zuhause, das jetzt auch deins istl«, sagte sie.
Alwy stellte das Geptick ab und sah aus dem Fenster neben der Garde-
robe.

»Meine Glte, was fUr ein schoner Ausblick. Ich komme mir vor wie in
einem Vogelnest hoch oben im Baum.« Sie blickte auf Kirchtirme und
-kuppeln, auf unzdhlige hellgrau schimmernde Ddcher und ein Stlick
babyblauen Himmel — es war, als schaue sie in eine andere Zeit.

Tina trat neben Alwy. »Genauso ist es mir bei der Besichtigung der
Wohnung ergangen. Zuerst das Geftihl von Enge und dann dieser

Blick, der einen regelrecht in Bann zieht.« Einige Sekunden genossen
die beiden Frauen den Ausblick, dann fuhr Tina fort: »Finfundachtzig
Quadratmeter, aber die Rtiume sind gut geschnitten, dadurch wirkt die
Wohnung grofier.«

Die Wohnung war ein charmantes Sammelsurium: Uberall standen
Vasen mit frischen Blumen und Reisemitbringsel auf Tischen und Fen-
sterbdnken, lagen aufgeschlagene Biicher herum und hingen gerahmte
Rezepte an der Wand. »Ich hab sowohl eine Schwtiche flirs Dekorieren
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‘Besides us, you mean?’ Tina winked at her. ‘Elisa lives on the first
floor. She’s not yet thirty and works as a receptionist at the Hotel
Schloss Ménchstein, up on the Ménchsberg. She loves dark choc-
olate pralines. She buys them from me every week.’ Tina looked at
the door in front of which Alwy was standing. ‘And Ralf lives here
on the second floor. He's a teddy-bear type with a small tummuy.
He sells hats, scarves, and ponchos online, all made from wool
from happy sheep.

Judging by your grin, | assume that there’s more to Ralf than this
simple piece of information.

Tina shrugged. ‘When you see Ralf, you would never guess that
he of all people sells fuzzy hats. You would rather imagine him
working under a Harley. You'll like him, but you won’t see much of
him. When he’s not sitting and working in front of the computer,
he’s hitchhiking to the museum. He is a fanatical art buff and is
always the last to leave every museum. Be careful and never ask
him about an art piece because that could take a while!

‘So a functioning house community,” Alwy summed up.
‘Absolutely. Ralf is a sweetheart, Elisa as well. 'm lucky with those
two.” They went on — Alwy holding the trolley in one hand and the
picture in the other — and arrived on the third floor.

‘There is another apartment above mine, the one in which Irmgard
Walter, the owner of the house, lives. A nice elderly lady. She has
been staying with her sister in Italy since March. She has osteo-
arthritis and likes to keep her joints warm.” Tina pushed the door
open and gestured to a narrow hallway that was painted in a
peach colour to convey cheerfulness and confidence. ‘Welcome
to my home, which is now yours, too!’ she said.

Alwy put the luggage down and looked out the window next to
the cloakroom. ‘My goodness, what a beautiful view. | feel like I'm
in a bird’s nest high up in a tree.” She looked at church towers and
domes, at countless shimmering light grey roofs and a piece of
baby blue sky - it was as if she were looking into another era.
Tina stepped forward next to Alwy. ‘I felt the same when | viewed
the apartment. First it felt cramped, but then this view that leaves
you mesmerized. Both women enjoyed the view for a few more
seconds, then Tina continued: ‘Eighty-five square meters, but the
rooms have a good layout, which makes the apartment seem
larger’

The apartment was a charming hodgepodge: vases with fresh
flowers as well as souvenirs were placed all over the tables and
windowsills, open books were lying around, and framed recipes
were hanging on the wall. 'm as fond of decorating as | am of
hoarding.” Tina held up her fingers as in giving an oath. ‘Guilty as
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als auch firs Aufbewahren.« Tina hob die Finger zum Schwur. »Schuldig
im Sinne der Anklage, Euer Ehren.« Mit einem leisen Knarzen offnete sie
die Tur zum Gtistezimmer. »Und das ist ab sofort dein Reich.«

Alwy blickte in einen Raum — kaum grofSer als zehn Quadratmeter —, der
mit einer gewagten Kombination aus flaschengriinen Wénden und pink
gestrichenen Holzm@beln wie eine Uberdimensionale Bonbonschachtel
wirkte. Unterstrichen wurde dieser Eindruck durch liebevolle Details, wie
einen pinkfarbenen Quilt und passende bunte Kissen auf dem Bett. Tina
hatte das Zimmer ausgesprochen originell eingerichtet.

»Das Bett hab ich vom Trddel, und weil Dunkelbraun nicht meine Traum-
farbe ist, hab ich das Kopfteil kurzerhand pink gestrichen. Alles oder
nichts war mein Motto bei diesem Zimmer.«

»Es ist entziickend. Einfach zauberhaft.« Alwy trat néher und betra-
chtete den moosgriinen Schirm der Nachttischlampe, der perfekt zum
Holzbett passte. Hier wiirde sie sich wohlfiihlen.

Tina zog Alwy ans Fenster. »Schau mal .. dort ist das Wahrzeichen der
Stadt, die Festung Hohensalzburg.«

Alwy sah eine Burg einschlieilich Basteien, die sich dramatisch vom
Grin des Berges abhob. Auf einer der Zinnen flatterte eine rotweifdrote
Fahne im Wind. Die Imposanz der Anlage, die inmitten der Mauern ein
ganzes Dorf beherbergte, erzeugte eine unglaubliche Atmosphdre.
»Hohensalzburg ist Europas gréfite Burganlage, ihre Geschichte reicht
bis ins 1. Jahrhundert zurticks, erzdhlte Tina mit Stolz in der Stimme.
Alwy konnte den Blick kaum von der Festung l6sen. »Und wir sind Burg-
frdulein, die am Abend von gutaussehenden Rittern entfiihrt werden,
schwdrmte sie.

»Bisher hat sich leider kein Ritter hierher verirrt«, Tina grinste ver-
schmitzt. »Aber was nicht ist, kann ja noch werden.« Sie verschwand in
den Flur und kam mit der Kiste mit den Gewtrzen und Rezepten zurlick,
schob sie unters Bett, trat erneut neben Alwy und legte den Arm um
sie.

»Ein Ladenlokal mit einer Wohnung driber, dazu der Ausblick auf die
Stadt ... sind das nicht zwei gute Griinde, sich hier niederzulassen? Was
die Backkunst anbelangt, es gibt die bekannten Grofken, wie das >Hotel
Sacher<« und die Original-Mozartkugeln von sFlrst< und noch ein paar
andere. Aber davon lassen wir uns héchstens inspirieren.« Tina deutete
in den Flur. »Das Bad ist hinten links. Die Tur klemmt, kurz anheben,
dann kommst du rein. Ich hab dir ein Regalfach freigerdumt. So, und
jetzt lasse ich dich auspacken. Ich bin in der Kiiche. Komm, wenn du so
weit bist.«

Kaum hatte Tina das Zimmer verlassen, setzte sich Alwy erst mal auf
den Hocker vorm Schreibtisch. Das Zzimmer war bei ndherem Hinsehen
noch kleiner, als sie anfangs vermutet hatte. Allerdings war es so einzi-
gartig, dass sie sich kaum daran sattsehen konnte.
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charged, Your Honour” With a soft creak she opened the guest
room door. ‘And this is your kingdom from now on.’

Alwy cast a glance at the room - barely larger than ten square
meters — that looked like an oversized candy box with a daring
combination of bottle-green walls and pink-painted wooden furni-
ture. This impression was emphasised by charming details, such
as a pink quilt and matching colourful pillows on the bed. Tina
furnished the room in a very original way.

‘| got the bed at the flea market, and since dark brown isn’t really
my favourite colour, | just painted the headboard pink. All or noth-
ing was my motto for this room.

‘It's lovely. Simply magical.” Alwy stepped closer and looked at the
moss-green shade of the bedside lamp, which perfectly matched
the wooden bed. She’ll be happy here.

Tina dragged Alwy to the window. ‘Look.. there is the city’s land-
mark, the Hohensalzburg Fortress.”

Alwy saw a castle with bastions, which were in a dramatic con-
trast to the green hills. A red, white, and red flag fluttered in the
wind on one of the merlons. The imposing nature of the complex,
which housed an entire village within the walls, created an unbe-
lievable atmosphere.

‘Hohensalzburg is Europe’s largest castle compley, its history goes
back to the 1™ century,” said Tina proudly.

Alwy could hardly take her eyes off the fortress. ‘And we are dam-
sels who are kidnapped by handsome knights in the evening,” she
romanticized.

‘Unfortunately, no knight has strayed here so far,’ Tina grinned
mischievously. ‘But that which is not, may yet be.” She disap-
peared into the hallway and came back with the box of spices
and recipes, pushed it under the bed, returned to Alwy and put her
arm around her.

‘A shop with an apartment above it, plus the view of the city..
aren’t those two good reasons for settling down here? As far as
the art of baking is concerned, there are the well-known giants,
such as the 'Hotel Sacher’ and the original Mozartkugeln from
‘Furst’, and a few others. But we’ll only let that inspire us.” Tina
gestured into the hallway. ‘The bathroom is in the back on the left.
The door tends to get stuck, so lift it a little bit, then come in. |
cleared a shelf for you. Alright, and now I'll let you unpack. I'll be in
the kitchen. Come when you're ready.’

As soon as Tina left the room, Alwy sat down on the stool in front
of the desk. When she observed it more closely, the room was
even smaller than she had initially thought. However, it was so
unigue that she could hardly get enough of it.
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Von Tokio war sie winzige Rdume gewohnt. Bei knapp zehn Millionen
Einwohnern zdhlte jeder Quadratmeter. Von friih bis spdt eilten die
Menschen hin und her. Alwy hatte dort den ganzen Tag dber das Klirren
des Backgeschirrs, das Piepen der Kiichenuhr und das Gerede unzdih-
liger Menschen gehdort. Nach Feierabend hatte Harald sich am liebsten
vor den Fernseher gesetzt und sich durch die Kandle gezappt. Oft
waren sie selbst dazu zu miide gewesen und gleich ins Bett gefallen,
und mehr als einmal war ihr der Gedanke gekommen, dass Harald nicht
nach Europa zurlickwollte, schon gar nicht, um sich dort endgliltig
niederzulassen. Er lebte, wie er es sich immer gewlinscht hatte. Stets
auf dem Sprung und bereit fiir Neues. Er schien diese Anspannung zu
brauchen.

Alwy klappte den Trolley auf und hdngte ihre Hosen und Rocke in

den Schrank. Als sie das Wichtigste ausgepackt hatte, ging sie in die
Kiiche, wo Tina gerade Tee aufgoss.

»Danke, dass ich flirs Erste hier wohnen darf.« Ihr Zimmer war als
vorUbergehende Unterkunft gedacht, doch es fiihlte sich nach einem
Zuhause an.

Tina drehte sich nach ihr um und runzelte die Stirn. »Dein Einstieg bei
>Cake Couturec« ist ein Geschenk des Himmels. Ich hab mich riesig
gefreut, als du zugesagt hast. Das Gliick ist also auf meiner Seite.«
Sie stellte die Kanne auf den Tisch und begann Sahne zu schlagen.
»Apropos Beteiligung:

Wie lange gibt Harald uns, bevor wir Insolvenz anmelden?« Tina hob
Puderzucker unter die geschlagene Sahne, sah dabei jedoch zu Alwy
hintber.

»Ein Jahr. Im besten Fall. Aber weiRt du was ..? Wir zeigen ihm, dass
Visionen sich auszahlen.« Alwy griff nach einem Loffel, kostete von der
Sahne und Uberlegte. »Eine Prise Salz und Vanille zur Abrundung? Was
meinst du?« Sie spurte plotzlich eine unangenehme Leere im Magen.
Hochste Zeit, dass sie etwas zu sich nahm.

Tina machte eine abwtgende Handbewegung, als sie ebenfalls ge-
kostet hatte, schlieRlich mischte sie eine Spur Salz und Vanilleschote
unter, bevor sie die Sahne in ein Glas flillte. »Ich vermute, Harald hat
sich seit unserer gemeinsamen Zeit in Miinchen kaum vertindert,
oder?« Vor Jahren hatten sie im Hilton Seite an Seite gearbeitet, und
schon damals war Harald geradezu besessen von der Arbeit gewesen.
»Harald ist, wie er ist, aber er unterschdtzt unsere Hartndckigkeit. Es
wird nicht einfach werden, sCake Couture< zum Erfolg zu flhren, aber
ich habe nicht vor, zu scheitern.«

»Das will ich wohl meinen.« Tina deutete auf den Kichentisch, wo
neben einem Strauf Wiesenblumen eine Mohntorte stand. »Die magst
du hoffentlich immer noch gern?«

Erst jetzt nahm Alwy den schwachen Mohnduft wahr. Die Luft des
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She was used to tiny rooms in Tokyo. With almost ten million
inhabitants, every square meter counted. People rushed back and
forth from dawn to dusk. All day long Alwy had heard the clinking
of the bakeware, the beeping of the kitchen clock and the chatter
of countless people. After work, Harald liked to sit in front of the
television and flip through the channels. They were often too tired
even for that and would go straight to bed, and more than once it
had occurred to her that Harald didn’t want to go back to Europe,
especially not to settle down permanently. He lived as he had
always wanted. Always on the go and ready for something new.
He seemed to need that tension.

Alwy opened the trolley and hung her pants and skirts in the clos-
et. When she had unpacked the most important things, she went
into the kitchen, where Tina was just making tea.

‘Thanks for letting me stay here for now.” Her room was meant for
temporary accommodation, but it felt like home.

Tina turned to her and frowned. ‘You coming to the ‘Cake Couture’
is a godsend. | was tremendously happy when you agreed. So I'm
the lucky one.” She put the jug on the table and began to whip
the cream. ‘Speaking of participation: How long does Harald give
us before we declare bankruptcy?’ Tina scooped powdered sugar
into the whipped cream while looking over at Alwy.

‘A year. Best-case scenario. But you know what..? We'll show him
that dreams are worth fighting for. Alwy picked up o spoon, tasted
the cream and pondered. ‘A pinch of salt and vanilla for a finishing
touch? What do you think?’ She suddenly felt an uncomfortable
emptiness in her stomach. It was high time she ate something.
Tina waved her hand as she tasted, adding a dash of salt and
vanilla bean before pouring the whipped cream into a glass. ‘I take
it Harald hasn’t changed much since we were together in Munich,
has he?’ Years ago, they had worked together at the Hilton, and
even then Harald had been obsessed with the work.

‘Harald is the way he is, but he underestimates our persistence. It
won't be easy to make Cake Couture a success, but | don’t intend
to fail’

‘| should think not.” Tina pointed to the kitchen table, where a pop-
py seed cake was standing next to a bougquet of meadow flowers.
‘| hope you still like it?’

Only now did Alwy notice the faint scent of poppies. The air in the
room was filled with the aroma of the ingredients: warmed butter,
ground poppy seeds, grated lemon peel, rum and cherry jam. ‘I
could die for poppy seed cake.

Tina cut a piece and handed her friend a plate and fork. While
standing, Alwy let the delicate glaze of the poppy seed dough and
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Zimmers war erfillt vom Aroma der Zutaten: erw@rmte Butter, gemahl-
ener Mohn, geriebene Zitronenschale, Rum und Kirschmarmelade. »Fur
Mohntorte kdnnte ich sterben.«

Tina schnitt ein Stlick ab und reichte ihrer Freundin Teller und Gabel.
Noch im Stehen liefd Alwy sich den zarten Schmelz des Mohnteigs und
die Marmeladenfillung auf der Zunge zergehen.

»Und? Was sagst du?«

Alwy nickte begeistert. »Meisterhafte Backkunst ..wie zu erwarten.
Inklusive eines Qutintchens Liebe. Genauso hitte Helene es gemacht.«
Tina klopfte sich selbst anerkennend auf die Schulter. »Der Name
deiner Tante in Verbindung mit einer meiner Torten ... ich muss wirklich
gut sein.«

the jam filling melt in her mouth.
‘S0? What do you say?’

Alwy nodded enthusiastically. ‘Expert baking.. as expected. Including

a pinch of love. That's exactly how Helene would have done it’
Tina patted herself on the back appreciatively. ‘Your aunt’s name
associated with one of my cakes.. | must be really good.

127



Introduction

The Ghosts from one Small City

Nevena Dakovic

Ivan Ivanji 1929) was born to a wealthy, well-known, and respect-
ed Jewish family in Zrenjanin (Betschkerek) in the Banat. He is a
survivor from Auschwitz and Buchenwald (1944 and 1945) where he
was taken as the 15 year-old boy. He was an official interpreter for
German language for Josip Broz Tito, lifelong president of SFRY and
secretary general of the Yugoslav Writers’ Union (1982-1988). He is
also, a popular writer and journalist with the oeuvre focused both

on (auto)biographical and historical fiction. He writes in Serbian and
German and translates his own works. In April 2020, he was made an
honorary citizen of Weimar.

His book Aveti iz jednog malog grada/The Ghosts from one Small City/
Geister aus einer kleinen Stadt was first published in Austria in 2008
and appeared in Serbian translation in 2009. As a poetic, biographical
and fictionalized account of his pre-World War Il experiences in Zren-
janin, the story also covers the destinies of various citizens, friends,
and acquaintances during and after the war. The author features as
the embedded narrator who revisits his birthplace after many dec-
ades. As the homodiegetic narrator, he walks through the city and
remembers the past after the toponyms he walks by.

@ zenjanin
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Aveti iz jednog malog grada

by Ivan Ivanji

,0vde je bila sinagoga. Srusise je. Mene nije zanimala. Da li da se
sad stidim zbog toga? Zasto se ne stidim? Zbog toga se zaista ne
stidim. Vidim, na nju podseca spomen-ploca. U redu. Pored nje je
bio bioskop. Nema vise ni njega, mada su ga sigurno uklonili iz nekih
drugih razloga. Za takve institucije nema spomen-ploce, shvatam,
ali mene su, kad sam bio dete, zaista vise interesovali filmovi od
sluzbi Bozjih. Mene zaista nikakva religija nikad nije zanimala, osim
preko muzike, koju je inspirisala, a jos uvek me ne zanima, iako ¢u
uskoro umreti. Posle ¢u da vidim ima li ipak Boga. Ili necu videti
nista..”

JoS uvek je govorio sam za sebe, ali dosta glasno. Niko iz njegove
pratnje nije znao Sta da kaze, novinari bi ponesto zabeleZili, ali nisu
postavljali potpitanja.

,0vo je bila moja gimnazija. Nisam bio dobar ucenik. Mrzeo sam
matematiku i prirodne nauke... A ovde sam ¢etiri godine iSao u
osnovnu Skolu. Nista se nije promenilo, sve je bas kao Sto je bilo..”
Iznenada je viknuo: ,Ama, nije! Pa sta se dogodilo sa rekom? Zar
ovde nije bila reka?”

Jeste, potvrdila je sveznalica, gospoda iz gradske uprave. Radi se
zapravo o vodotoku koji se ¢esto menjao stvarajuci kroz meku
oranicu sve nove krivine, pa vec vekovima voda ne te¢e kako bi to
priroda sama htela, jer se ljudska ruka umesala. Sredinom osam-
naestog veka, pod caricom Marijom Terezijom je za recicu, koja je
doticala iz Rumunije, iskopan novi pravac, a 1820. godine sistem
kanala je prosiren. U vreme kada je sin modiskinje iSao u Skolu, na
zemljopisnim kartama oznaka su bile dve tanke, gotovo prave, plave
linije, dvostruki kanal. U skoli se obavezno govorilo o kanaly, jer je
tok bio vestacki iskopan, ali inace su svi tvrdoglavo govorili o reci,
kao da je sramota Ziveti u varoSi bez reke.

Sin modiskinje je prihvatio:

,Kad danas razmisljom o tome, ¢ini mi se gotovo neverovatnim da
se nismo samo mi, deca, kupali u toj mutnoj vodi, nego su u njoj
plivali i odrasli ljudi. | moja majka takode. Pred sam rat pocela je da
prodaje i kupace kostime, gumene patike i kapice za kupanje, pa je
sve to htela i javno da pokaze. Igrala je manekenku za sopstvenu
radnju. Ja mislim da je moja mama bila lepa zena, ali ne znam da

li sinovi ista mogu da kazu o lepoti svoje majke, ako su je u ka-
mionu ugusili plinom pre nego $to je stigla da proslavi cetrdeseti
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The Ghosts from one Small City

by Ivan Ivanji, Aveti iz jednog malog grada
(Zrenjanin: Gradska narodna biblioteka Zrenjanin, 2009), pp. 215-220.

Translated by Nevena Dakovi¢, Maja Marseni¢ and Jana Zivkic

‘There was a synagogue here. It has since been torn down. | didn’t care
much for it. Should | be ashamed of it now? Why am | not ashamed?
That's really not something | am ashamed of. | see, there’s a memorial
plague dedicated to it. That's fine. Next to it there was once a movie
theatre. Now it, too, is gone, although they must have destroyed it for
a different reason. There is no memorial plaque for such institutions,

| realize that, but when | was a child, | was really more interested in
films than in the services of God. I've never really been interested in
any religion, except through music that was inspired by it, and even
though I'm about to die, I'm still not interested in it. Soon, I'll see if
there is a God after all. Or | will see nothing...

He was still murmuring to himself, but quite loudly. No one in his
entourage knew what to say, the press made some notes, but they
didn’t ask any more guestions.

‘This was my high school. | wasn't a good student. | hated maths and
science... And here | went to elementary school for four years. Nothing
has changed, everything is exactly as it was..” Suddenly he shouted:
‘No, it's not! What happened to the river? Wasn’t there a river here?’
Yes there was, confirmed the know-it-all lady from the city hall. Actu-
ally, it is a riverbed that is constantly changing, creating new bends
through the soft farmland. For centuries, the water hasn't flowed as
nature would have it, because of the interference of the human hand.
In the mid-eighteenth century, under Empress Maria Theresa, a new
riverbed was made for the river, flowing in from Romania, and in 1820
the canal system was expanded. At the time when the modiste’s son
went to school, the geographical maps had two thin, almost straight,
blue lines representing a double canal. At school, we had to call it the
canal, because it was a man-made waterway, but otherwise everyone
would stubbornly talk about the river, as if it was a disgrace to live in a
town without a river.

‘When | think about it today, it seems unbelievable that not only

us, children swam in that muddy canal, but the grown-ups as well,
admitted the son of the modiste. ‘My mother, too’. Shortly before the
war, she started selling bathing suits, rubber shoes and swimming
caps, and she wanted to exhibit them for everybody to see. She was
a model for her own store. | think my mom was a beautiful woman. Al-
though | don’t know if sons can say anything about the beauty of their
mothers: if she had not been killed in a gas wagon before she could
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rodendan... Ne znam da li se to moze znati, da li se iSta moze znati...”

Stari gospodin se izgubio. Bojao se da ¢e zamucati ako nastavi,

ali je uspevao da prica kao da prosto samo izveStava o varosi pre
Sezdesetak godina.

Jmali smo dva kupalista. Zvali smo ih Strand. Nasut je ¢isti pesak
da bi deca mogla da se igraju, da grade kule od peska. Pred rat ja
sam jo$ ¢eznuo da ucestvujem u tome, ali ve¢ me je bilo sramota,
smatrao sam da sam isuvise odrastao... Kao i mnogi drugi klinci,
imao sam ¢amac na vesla i vozio se gore, dole..”

Setali su duz obale, ali ta voda sad zaista nije bila nikakva reka, nije
¢ak ni kanal, napravili su nekakav niz vestackih jezera isprekidan
nasipima koji povezuju obale. Onaj glavni kanal, kojim se obavlja
prevoz brodovima i barzama, sada je vodio oko grada.

,Ma ovde je bio veliki most. Tako smo ga zvali. Bas$ je bio lep. Molim
vas, zar ga nije projektovao onaj isti slavni inzenjer Ajfel, koji je
sagradio i ¢uvenu kulu u Parizu?”

Dama, koja je predstavljala grad kao njihovog domacina, potvrdila
je i objasnila da je taj most postao isuvise uzan za automobilski
saobracaj, zbog toga je stotinak metara uzvodno sagraden novi, be-
tonski most, a stari je demontiran. Medutim, posle se ispostavilo da
je bas tamo, gde je stajao, pozeljno da moze da se sa jedne obale
na drugu prelazi peske, pa je podignut novi, peSacki most, koji vodi
taman do stare pivare koja, dodusSe, vise ne prozvodi pivo...

LAl tu se sada nalazi bas zgodan restoran, ako biste slucajno zeleli,
mogli bismo da navratimo... Da niste ve¢ gladni?”

Gost ili nije ni cuo predlog, ili se prosto nije obazirao na njega:

,Kad sam bio dete, ovuda su prolazili brodovi na paru ili motorni
brodovi. Barze su vukli remorkeri, tegljaci. Dimnjaci su mogli da se
obore da bi se lakSe proslo ispod mostova, ali i sam most se mogao
podici i to rucno, snazni muskarci su na ¢etiri mesta kurblama dizali
konstrukciju. Onda bi, naravno, saobracaj preko njih morao da stane.
Ja sam to rado posmatrao. Pevalo se o beckereckoj cupriji, o Cetir’
konja debela, koja su presla preko Begeja... Sada nema re¢nog sao-
bracaja, samo pesaci prelaze s jedne na drugu stranu vodotoka, ali
onaj stari most bi bio mnogo lepsi, nego ovaj bezlicni..”

Stari gospodin je sve brze koracao niz Setaliste pored obale, zene

i novinari su zurili za njim kao ovce za ovnom predvodnikom. Zena
koja je prevodila, Sapatom je upitala njegovu suprugu:

,Da li je uvek takav?”

,Pa, zapravo nije. Cini se da mu susret sa prosloséu pada veoma
tesko..”

,Da, naravno, to moze da se razume..”

Gospoda iz gradske uprave predloZila je da se ovde prede na drugu
obalu da bi se stiglo do kalvinisticke crkve, ali gost nije hteo, insisti-
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have celebrated her 40th birthday... How could you even know that, or
anything at all...

The old gentleman got lost in his thoughts. Afraid he would stammer
if he continued he managed to carry on as if he was simply reporting
on what the town was like sixty years ago.

‘There were two beaches. We called them strands. They were cov-
ered with sand so that children could play and build sand castles.
Before the war | still longed to play with them, but | was too ashamed,
I thought | was already a grown-up... Like a lot of other kids, | had a
rowboat and | rowed up and down...

They walked alongside the river bank, but this water wasn't really a
river now, it wasn't even a canal, they turned it into some kind of chain
of artificial lakes interspersed by embankments connecting the banks.
That main canal, the one used for transport by ships and barges, now
ran around the city.

‘There was a big bridge here. That's what we called it. It was really
beautiful. Pardon me, was it not designed by that same famous engi-
neer Eiffel, the one who built the famous tower in Paris?’

The lady, who was leading the tour around town confirmed and ex-
plained that the bridge had become too narrow for car traffic, which
is why a new concrete bridge was built about 300 feet upstream, and
the old one was dismantled. However, it later turned out that right
there, where it once stood, it would be convenient to be able to cross
from one side to the other on foot ... So, a new pedestrian bridge was
built, which led just to the old brewery, that, truth be told, no longer
produced beer.

‘But there’s a really nice restaurant here now, if you'd like, we could
stop by... Are you, by any chance, hungry?’

The guest either didn’t hear the suggestion, or simply ignored it.
‘When | was a child, steamboats and motorboats used to pass through
here. The barges were towed by tugs, towboats. The chimneys could
be lowered down to make it easier to pass under the bridges, but the
bridge itself could also be lifted manually. It required strong men to lift
the construction by rotating four cranks. The traffic over the bridges
would then, of course, have to stop. | would watch eagerly. There was
this song about the Big Bridge, and about four fat horses crossing the
Bega river'.. Now there is no river traffic, only pedestrians cross from
one side of the watercourse to the other, but that old bridge would
have looked much nicer than this indistinctive one ..’

The old gentleman walked faster and faster down the promenade
along the bank, the women and the press rushing after him like sheep
after their shepherd. The lady that was in the tour, whispered to his
wife:

‘Is he always like this?’
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rao je da se ide dalje, sve dok se ne stigne opet do vode, pa da se
prede preko drugog mosta, kojeg su zvali malim.

,U moje vreme ovuda je tekla reka. Dabome, govorili smo da je reka,
iako smo znali da je kanal. Svakako nismo

mogli peske da predemo preko, a da ne budemo kao Isus na jezeru
Genezaret..”

Cutke su presli preko malog mosta. Nadesno, duz obale, vodila je
poplocana staza.

,T0 je bio moj krug pored reke! Peske ili biciklom!”

Stari pijanista je i dalje Zurio napred prvi, kao da po svaku cenu
negde zeli da stigne na vreme, ali povremeno se osvrtao i tvrdio da
je park levo od njih nekada gusce bio zasaden kestenovima, da se
igrao plodovima kestena, nabadao ih na ¢ackalice ili zasiliene Sibice,
pravio od njih figure, a onaj paviljon je u njegovo vreme bhio tenis-
klub.

Predstavnica grada bi rado rekla da je to jos i danas, tenis se
verovatno igra i vise nego ranije, ali nije uspela da prekine svog
uvazenog gosta, jer je on nastavljoo da prica da je u toku zime ovde
bilo klizaliste, i on se klizao, sto su zvali ,Slicugati se”, jednom je
pokusao figuru, takozvani kadetski skok, pa je pao pravo na nos. To
je strahovito bolelo. Posle toga vise nikada nije hteo da se bavi bilo
kakvim sportom.

,U Holivudu su me nagovarali da nau¢im da igram tenis ili bar golf, ali
nisam hteo, ba$ nisam hteo!”

Na ovom mestu, objasnjavao je, trebalo bi da se krene nalevo i nas-
tavi duz obale, ali to danas vise nije moguce. Obale vise nema, jer
nema vise ni kanala koji bi se mogao smatrati rekom, nista vise ne
tece na levo, nista ne tec¢e bilo kuda, ovo je sad stajaca voda. Jezero.
Jezerce. Bara. Ovo je kraj. Mala varos$ vise ne lezi ¢ak ni na kanalu,

a kamoli na reci. Osujeceni su svi pokusaji da se krene stazama
detinjstva.

To je normalno. Hajde da se ne zavaravamo. Nemoguce je vratiti se u
svoje detinjstvo. Nemoguce je vratiti se kuci. Mozda nije nemoguce
izgraditi nove kuce. Stara je mudrost da ne mozes$ dva puta da se
okupas u istoj reci, jer sada protice nova voda, stara je prosto otekla.
Uvek nanovo ¢e poteci nove reke, nova ¢e voda krenuti izmedu nep-
ouzdanih obala u susret nepoznatim morima. Mi ne poznajemo ono
more, do koje nas nosi struja, ali znamo kako se zove usce na kraju.
Povratak kuci nije uspeo. Sin modistkinje nije mogao da nade varo$
u kojoj je proveo detinjstvo, ni ulice, ni reku, koja je zapravo bila
vestacki iskopani kanal, ni ljude, ni pse, a nije ¢ak bio ni tuzan, samo
se osecao nekako prazno i tupo i rekao je sebi da to nije ni dobro, ni
loSe, nego prosto tako.

Normalno.
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‘Well, not really. He seems to be really affected by this encounter with
the past...

‘Yes, of course, that's understandable...

The lady from the city hall proposed to cross here to the other side in
order to get to the Calvinist church, but the guest refused. He insisted
on moving on, until they got to the water again, so that they could
cross ‘the Small bridge’, as they called it.

‘Back in those days, there was a river flowing through here. Of course,
we called it a river, even though we knew it was a canal. Naturally, we
couldn’t cross it without looking like Jesus in the Lake of Gennesaret...
They crossed the Small bridge in silence. To the right, along the bank,
there was a paved path.

‘That was my usual route alongside the river! Either on foot or by bike!’
The old pianist still rushed ahead first, as if he had to get somewhere
on time, but he would occasionally look back and explain that the park
on the left, once, had many more chestnut trees; that he used to play
with chestnuts, stake them with toothpicks or pointy matches; make
them into figures. He claimed that, back in his day, that pavilion used
to be a tennis club.

The representative of the city wanted to say that the pavilion had
remained a tennis club to this day, because tennis is probably even
more popular than before, but it was impossible for her to interrupt her
distinguished guest, as he kept talking that there was a skating-rink
here during the winter, where he used to skate, and that he once tried
to do a certain figure, the so-called Waltz jump, but he fell right on his
nose. That was incredibly painful. After that, he never wanted to play
any sports again.

‘In Hollywood, they tried to persuade me to learn to play tennis or, at
least, golf, but | didn’t want to, | really didn’t want to!’

‘Here is where we would have turned left and continued alongside the
bank’, he explained, ‘but today that is no longer possible’. The bank

is gone, because there is no longer a canal that could be considered
a river, now nothing flows to the left, nothing flows anywhere, this is
now still water. A lake. A pond. A puddle. This is the end. The little town
doesn’t even have a canal any longer, let alone a river. All attempts to
follow the paths of childhood have been thwarted.

And that’s normal. Let’s not fool ourselves. It's impossible to go back to
one’s childhood. It's impossible to go back home. Maybe it’s possible
to build new homes. A wise man once said that you can’t step in the
same river twice, because now there’re new waters flowing, while

the old ones have simply flown away. There will always be new rivers
flowing. New waters will be flowing between wavering banks to meet
the unknown seas. And even if the sea that the currents carry us to is
unknown, we still know the name of the estuary at the end.
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We failed to return home. The modiste’s son could not find the town
where he spent his childhood, nor the streets, nor the river, which
was actually an artificially excavated canal, nor the people, nor the
dogs. That didn’'t even make him sad, he just felt somewhat empty
and dull, and he told himself that was neither good, nor bad, it just
was.

Normal.

1 Inthe songitis called Begej while Bega river is the Roumanian
version of the name used by the narrator.
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Introduction

On the confinement and Zé,
from the Postigo Café

Maria José Marques

Salvador Santos lives and works in Loulé, Algarve (Portugal). His job
includes the dissemination of culture in all its artistic forms, espe-
cially literature and visual arts. He is also a keen observer of people,
and a sensitive listener to the stories that can be found surrounding
him. He is, first and foremost, a writer. He has published two books
of poetry which epitomise his unique way of looking into people and
places, events, details, sorrows, colours, joys, and solitudes. Salvador
sSantos’s texts are characterised by a clean style, where every word
has a precise, powerful, poetic, insightful, weight and meaning, as in
the text about the town of Loulé reproduced here. Collective memory
should not be erased, no matter how difficult the events involved.
This text explores everyday details of living with fear during the pan-
demic lockdown. The silent streets. The shutting down of businesses
and souls. The gossip of small towns. And the tales recalled and told
by people gathering over a cup of coffee.

Praga da Republica

a
R de Abril
a9 de A @) @ Av José da Costa Mealha
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Sobre o Confinamento e o Zé,
Do Postigo

by Salvador Santos

A cidade dormida, ainda. Loulé a comecar. No Postigo, as portas
derramavam Led Zepplin sobre a letargia da manhd. La dentro o Zé
apressava-se nas limpezas. Ja havia gente encostada as paredes.
Clientes, tdo urgentes como a manhd, & espera de um cafeé.

Foi nessa manh@, uma manhd a cair para o frio de novembro, que
pensei quando, na ultima hora antes do confinamento, me sentei no
ultimo degrau das escadas que déo para o terrago.

Antes disso passei pela Fnac para ver se encontrava um livro do
Juan José Millads gue me fora recomendado, mas cujo titulo es-
guecera. Abasteci-me de cimentos e outros materiais de construcdo
para peguenos arranjos domesticos e ainda aproveitei as poucas
horas que me restavam para livrar do bolor um mapa que se inundou,
na editora.

Quando cheguei a casa subi até ao terrago como um prisioneiro a
guem se concede a ultima mdo de liberdade antes dos calaboucos e
figuei ld em cima a olhar para a cidade apagada. As janelas acesas
nos predios vizinhos. 0 nevoeiro de claridade que paira sobre 0s
telhados nas ruas em que os edificios sGo mais baixos. As nuvens,
silenciosas e longinquas, que passavam como esquadrdes de guerra,
iluminadas pela luc.

Depois, ndo sei por que razdes do pensamento, lembrei-me daguela
manhd. Do Postigo de portas abertas, mas ainda encerrado. NOs

ali & volta e 0 Zé.. 0 Zé entre a esfregona e um cigarro a contar 0s
percalcos da noite anterior. Ainda faltavam 10 minutos para abrir. Um
convite para jantar, uma garrafa de champanhe que o dono do res-
taurante abriu e, de copo em copo, a cama, as 4 da manhd.

Antes de entrar no novo confinamento a minha cabega recuou
aquela manhd@. De certa forma poderia entender esse reflexo como
se 0 Postigo, e 0 Zé, fossem o quotidiano que mais falta me fariam.
Um afastamento dificil de aguentar. Poderia ser essa a razfo, mas a
verdade é que ndo sou um cliente assim tdo assiduo. As razdes para
0s acontecimentos daquela manha desfilarem na minha cabeca
como se fossem projetados no escuro que cobria a cidade tinham
certamente razdes mais profundas.

On the confinement and Zé,
from the Postigo Café

by Salvador Santos, ‘Sobre o confinamento e o Zé, do Postigo,’
CIDADES_D_ESCRITAS (2020), <https://cidadesdescritas.blogspot.
com/2023/04/sobre-o0-confinamento-e-0-ze-do-postigo.html

Translation by Maria José Marques

The town asleep, still. Loulé beginning. At the Café the doors spilled
Led Zeppelin over the lethargy of the morning. Inside, Zé hurried
with the cleaning. People were already leaning on the walls. Clients,
as urgent as the morning, waiting for a cup of coffee.

It was that morning, a morning declining into the November cold,
that | thought about, as | sat, an hour before lockdown, on the last
step of the stairs that led to the terrace. Before that, | had stopped
by Fnac bookstore trying to find a book by Juan José Millds that
someone had recommended, but whose title | had forgotten. |
bought cement and other building materials for minor domestic
repairs and also took advantage of the few hours | had left to
shake away the mould of a map, damaged with the flood on the
publishing house. When | arrived home, | climbed to the terrace like
a prisoner to whom the last hand of freedom before the calaboose
had been granted, and | stood upstairs looking into the darkened
town. The illuminated windows on nearby buildings. The fog of
clarity that hovers on the roofs on the streets where buildings are
low. The clouds, silenced and afar, strolled by as brigades, lighted
by the moon.

Then, | do not know for what reason of thought, | recalled that
morning. The Café with open doors but still shut. Us gathering
around and Zé .. Zé among the mop and a cigarette telling about
the mischiefs of the night before. Still 10 minutes to opening time.
An invitation to dine, a bottle of champagne the owner of the
restaurant had opened and, one glass after another, the bed, at 4
a.m. Before entering one more lockdown my thoughts went back
to that morning. In a way, | could have understood that reflection
as if the Café, and Zé, would become the daily routine | would miss
the most. A withdrawal hard to endure. That could have been the
reason, but the truth is, | am not much of a regular customer. The
reasons why the events of that morning were parading in my head
as if projected in the dark that laid down over the town, certainly
had deeper causes.
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H& casas com alma e ha pessoas que sd@o a alma das coisas. 0
Postigo é subsididrio das duas circunstancias. A importancia que a
taberna ganhou na vida da cidade ndo é indiferente a personalidade
do Zé. Basta atender ¢ diversidade de pessoas que o sua maneira
de receber lhe permite congregar para percebermos o fenémeno de
uma casa onde se mistura «agua e azeite».

Ndo estou a dizer que ele € o melhor empregado do mundo, nem
sublinhar os seus predicados de anjo, ou a defender-lhe um lugar @
direita do criador pelas suas boas acdes. Nada disso. Cada um tem
as suas faltas.. e 0 Zé carrega as dele.

Por vezes é dificil aguentar as cidades de provincia, cheias de fun-
cionalismo publico e camarario. Pequenos quadrados de ignor@ncia
cheios de presuncdo e inchados das miserias do poder. Os trocos
dos empregos e das adjudicacdes. O falatério. Os joguinhos de sac-
ristia. A estratégia das sedes.

Loulé nGo foge o essa regra e, quando o cosmopolitismo da Praca da
Republica deixa o ar impregnado com o odor dos oportunistas, anal-
fabetos diplomados, avencados, e outros servigais acaimados pela
mediocridade partidaria, pela barriga vazia ou pela cobica, desvio
para a Rua 9 de Abril. NGo procuro o Postigo, ou a invocacdo desses
lugares antigos de homens ao balcdo, vinho e 6cio burro.

0 que procuro é o Zé. Ha nele uma inteligéncia gue me interessa.
Uma largueza onde cabem todos os desertos.

Ndo vou até ao Postigo para que me oica. Sabemos que 0S empre-
gados que servem dalcool estdo sujeitos a gue 0s tomem por uma
espécie de confessores laicos. E é certo e sabido, também, que ndo
faltam bebedeiras a fazer dos balcées um ouvido para as frus-
tracGes e misérias da vida.

Vou ao Postigo para ouvir o Zé. Para lhe perguntar como vai a cidade.
Para lhe ouvir as histérias que tem sempre para contar. Tanto de
situacdes da sua vida como outras gue lhe trazem.

Aprecio a sua conversa facil e apurada ao longo dos muitos anos
gue serve a cidade. S@o tantas as vezes que ougco 0 Zé com o mes-
ma satisfacto e proveito com que leio um romance.

Escolho sempre os intervalos entre os primeiros cafés e cervejas da
manhd e os clientes depois do almoco. E nessa altura que o expedi-
ente lhe permite trocar ideias com quem ld vai.

Raramente vou ao Postigo nos entardeceres épicos de sabado.
Agueles em que o Palho, e companhia, déo chapadas nos candeei-
ros do balcdo e os fazem voar, como moscas cegas pela luz, sobre o
rosto fechado e mudo do Zé. Imagino que no meio de tanto desvario
liguido se sinta como uma chaleira de dgua sobre as brasas. Cada
gesto alcodlico € um madeiro atirado para o fogo em que ferve.

There are houses with a soul and people who are the soul of mat-
ters. The Café embraces both circumstances. To the importance
the tavern had gained in the life of the town, Zé’s personality is no
accident. It suffices if one attends to the assortment of people that
his way of hosting allows to gather, to understand the phenomenon
of a house in which “oil and water” actually mix.

| am not claiming he is the best employee of all time, nor am |
emphasizing his angelical traits, or advocating his place at the right
hand of the Creator for his good deeds. None of the sort. Everyone
has their flaws.. and Zé carries his own.

Sometimes it is hard to endure provincial towns, filled with civil and
municipal servantry. Small squares of ignorance bursting with pre-
sumption and swollen from the miseries of power. The exchange of
jobs and grants. The gossip. The offstage matchups. The strategies
of headquarters.

Loulé is no different. And as the cosmopolitanism of Republica
Square fills the air with the scent of opportunists, illiterates with

a diploma, obliged by agreements, and other servants muzzled by
party mediocrity, by empty stomachs or by greed, | take a detour
to 9 de Abril Street. | do not seek the Café, or the enchantment of
those places with men by the counter, wine, and frivolous leisure.

What | look for is Zé. There is a certain percipience about him that
interests me. A wideness in which all deserts find their place. | do
not go to the Café to be heard. We know that employees who serve
alcohol are often mistaken for laically confessors of some sort.
And, as sure as night follows day, there is no shortage of drunken-
ness to make the counter an ear to frustrations and miseries of life.
| go to the Café to listen to Zé. To ask him about the town. To listen
to the stories he always has to tell. Both of conditions from his life
and of the lives brought to him. | appreciate his easy talk, refined by
many years waiting on the town. Many are the times | listen to zZé
with the same pleasure and benefit | take from reading a novel.

| always choose the breaks between the first morning cups of
coffee and beers, and the clients after lunch. It is on those times
that work allows the exchanging of ideas with those who go there.
| seldom go to the Café on the epic dusking of Saturdays. Those
in which Palhé and the like, punch the lamps on the counter and
make them fly as flies blinded by the light, over the closed and
mute face of Zé. | imagine that among such liguid ravings he feels
like o teapot placed over the embers. Each gesture of alcoholis a
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Por vezes, aos sabados a loucura é tanta que ha raparigas a cairem
de bébadas. Ja aconteceu, numa tarde, estatelarem-se trés ndo
ch@o como passaros abatidos por chumbo de zagalote.

Raparigas absolutamente tomadas pela bebida a tombarem literal-
mente de costas. Como se cada cerveja fosse um soco do Mike
Tyson. Uma luva e outra a repetirem-se na cara até ao KO final.

Na ultima noite, antes do confinamento, subi ao telhado para
responder a um chamamento que ndo sei definir. Enquanto olhava
a cidade recordei uma manhd@, no Postigo, pelo frio diria que era no-
vembro, enguanto o Zé acabava as limpezas e algumas pessoas se
iom aproximando como gatos vadios ao pressentirem as mdos que
lhes trazem a comida. A cidade a acordar lentamente. Eu ¢ espera
do calor negro de uma chavena guente.
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log thrown into the fire that boils within him. Sometimes, on Satur-
days, such is the madness that there are girls falling down drunk. It
has happened, on an afternoon, that three of them plunged to the
ground like birds blasted by a buckshot. Girls hopelessly taken by
drink, literally plummeting onto their backs. As if each beer was a
punch from Mike Tyson. A glove, again and again on the face, until
the final knock-out.

On the last night before the lockdown, | climbed on the terrace to
respond to a call I cannot define. As | looked to the town, | recalled
one morning, at the Café, by the cold | would say it was November,
as Zé finished cleaning and some people were closing in like stray
cats anticipating the hand that brings them food. The town slowly
awakening. And |, waiting for the black warmth of a hot cup.
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. Rua Nova do Almada, Chiado

Introduction

Lockdown Rules

Noemi Alfieri

In Regras de Isolamento, the combination of Djamilia Pereira de

Almeida’s text and Humberto de Brito’s photos reveal how the couple,

their neighbours and their friends lived, felt and thought during lock-
down, as well as what they felt and thought. Whether in Margem Sul,
directly across the Tagus River and its bridges - so often depicted in
images of Lishon -, or in S4o Jodo da Madeira, the autonomous region
of Portugal by the Moroccan coast, people found their own way to
deal with an uncertain and troubled period.

Regras de Isolamento comprises snapshots of regular people and
their daily lives, about hope and care. They encourage us to reflect
upon inequalities and fears, the weight of societal structures, and
the barriers and divisions between the urban and the suburban. In
Portugal, colonial inheritance is reflected in the city, its monuments,
and its configuration. This shapes feelings and thoughts about the
city itself and the idea of being present in it, and wander through it,
while also feeding the fears of a young inhabitant of the peripherical
neighborhood, Quinta do Mocho, confronted with the grandeur and
urban oppression of a hostile city centre.

So, who does this space belong to, and who belongs to the urban
space? In a local square that echoes a panopticon, Djamilia Perei-
ra de Almeida reminds us: “The walk is evidence of belonging to a
place, a sign one is a part and admitted to it: no one walks in the
garden less at ease than the sick and marginalized people of the
neighborhood. It seems while Nature belongs to everybody, it be-
longs to some more than others” (pp. 23-25).

While we critically engage in those issues, we are often taken back
to the permanence of daily life: the frogs’ croaking in a tank, the mu-
sic of a concert resonating in a building, or the daydream of swim-
ming naked in the Tagus River.
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Regras de Isolamento

by Djamilia Pereira de Almeida and Humberto Brito

(pp. 23-25)

Em Sdo Jodo da Madeira, onde nunca fomos, um casal amigo, Daniel

e Sofiq, cultiva uma horta. Vivem numa casa velha. Ele € pintor, ela

foz banda desenhada. Nunca nos vimos. Trocamos postais, imagens,
clipes de som, por correio e por telefone. Vivem tempos de incerteza:
com pouco dinheiro e depois de tudo ter sido cancelado. Nesta
Primavera, vi serem plantados 0s nabos e as batatas e a chegada das
joaninhas ao quintal. De vez em quando, estardo tristes e passam dias
sem nos dizerem nada.

Como ser@io as suas caras? Sei que ele é alto e louro e ela morena, e
qgue usa oculos. S6 falamos ao telefone uma vez e a voz dele néo ba-
tia certo com a voz dele que tinha dentro de mim. Do Daniel, conhecgo
apenas a caligrafig, as fotografias e 0s desenhos, que nos envia. Da
Sofia, menos ainda: alguns livros, perfis desfocados, o trago dos seus
desenhos.

Questiono-me, quando penso nestes amigos, se a condigdo de ser-
mos amigos ndo € que nunca nos tenhamos conhecido cara a cara:
se a disténcia ndo é, as vezes, a condicdo da amizade. Tantos amigos
proximos desbaratados, que quase parece castigo que o entendimen-
to surja com aqueles cuja voz raramente ouvimos, cujas mdos nunca
tocamos.

0 Daniel cultiva a horta e partilha comigo desenhos dos legumes e
dos frutos. S@o linhas verdes, azuis, amarelas, lilases, desenhos feitos
«numa unica respiracdo», conta-me. Vou olhando para os desenhos e
sonhando com eles, com a sua horta, com a sua vida. Gostava de 0s
Ver e, a0 mesmo tempo, ndo queria vé-los nunca, gue bom seria te
los por perto, almas gémeas das nossas, e, a0 mesmo tempo, que
bom te-los longe e saber que ao longe atranjam tempo pata pensar
gue talvez gostassemos de saber o qgue andam a fazer. Sem alguma
vez 0s ter visto, tenho saudades dos nossos jantares e dos n0sSsos
almogos, que nunca aconteceram. Gostava de os voltar a receber

em minha casa, onde nunca estiveram, saudades de ficarmos até ¢s
tantas na varanda, a gastar horas e cigarros jamais fumados, nem sei
se eles fumam.
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Lockdown Rules

by Djamilia Pereira de Almeida and Humberto Brito,
Regras de Isolamento

(Lisboa: Fundacto Francisco Manuel dos Santos, 2020)
pp. 23-25, 28-31 and 83-86

Translation by Noemi Alfieri

(pp. 23-25)

In Sdo JoGo da Madeira, a place we have never been, a couple of
friends, Daniel and Sofia, grow a vegetable garden. They live in an

old house. He's a painter; she does comics. We have never met. We
exchange postcards, images and audio messages, both by e-mail and
phone. They are experiencing times of uncertainty, with little money
and everything cancelled. This spring, | saw turnips and potatoes being
planted and the arrival of ladybugs in the yard. From time to time, they
probably feel sad, and days go by without them engaging in conversa-
tion.

What do their faces look like? | know he’s tall and blond and she’s bru-
nette, and that she wears glasses. We only spoke on the phone once,

and his voice didn't match the one | had inside me. | only know Daniel’'s
handwriting, the photographs and the drawings which he sends us. So-
fia’s, even less than that: some books, blurry profiles, her drawing lines.

I wonder, when | think of these friends, whether the condition of us
being friends is related to the fact we have never met face to face. |
wonder if distance is not, sometimes, the condition of friendship. So
many close friends are so wrecked, that it almost seems a punishment
we get along with those whose voice we rarely hear, whose hands we
have never touched.

Daniel tends the garden and shares drawings of vegetables and fruits
with me. Green, blue, yellow, lilac lines; drawings made “in a single
breath”, he tells me. | look at the drawings and dream about them,
about their garden, about their life. | would like to see them and at

the same time, | would not. Ever. How good it would be to have them
around, our soulmates, and, at the same time, how good it is that they
are far away, and to know that, in the distance, they can find time

to think that we might like to know what they are doing. Without hav-
ing ever seen them, | miss our dinners and our lunches, that never hap-
pened. I'd like to welcome them back to my house, where they have
never been. | miss us hanging out on the balcony until late, wasting
hours and cigarettes we have never smoked, | don’t even know

if they smoke.
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Do interior dos meus amigos, agora que temem pelo futuro, vejo, @
distancia, muito pouco. A sua horta cultivada chega-me como a sua
esperanca derradeira: cultivam-na para sobreviver, ndo para estarem
entretidos. Por vezes, rasgam os desenhos feitos no fim-de-semana,
como nos rasgamos, talvez ndo saiam da cama por uns dias, como
também ndés ndo saimos. Depois, acordam. Mostram-nos a fotografia
de uma batata ou o desenho da rama de uma cebola; enviam-nos

um texto ou a maquete de um livro. Talvez 0S meus amigos se pon-
ham, também, nos meus sapatos. O gue véem eles do pouco que lhes
mostro? SO o que imaginam, tanto quanto conhego deles, ou ainda
menos? Lembramo-nos uns dos outros como nos lembramos de um
sonho, depois de termos acordado, sem sabermos bem os caminhos
por onde andamos durante a noite.

Mais do que a sua vida imaginada, ou do que a sua voz, gue mal con-
heco, penso nas raizes da nossa amizade e se essa planta sobreviveria
se vivéssemos perto uns dos outros. Se estivéssemos perto, podiamos
partilhar o pdo e a dgua. Assim, ndo podemos: as vezes, 0s desenhos
deles s@io desesperancados, ou o0 seu siléncio demasiado prolongado.
Vislumbro o sua mesa, as pragas que ameagam o quintal, a chuva que
ndo vem, ou que arrasa tudo.

Apetece-me enviar-lhes por correio uma panela de comida, um copo
de agua, ou uma manta, ou um afago. Ou talvez ndo precisem de nas,
qguem sabe? Talvez seja eu que sonho gue podia matar-lhes a fome e a
sede, aquecé-los e embebedarmo-nos juntos.

NGo nos conhecemos a tempo de a vida nos ter tornado distantes, a
tempo de os filhos, 0s empregos, a roting, a idade nos terem apartado
a0s poucos e nos terem apartado do que julgavamos que éramos. SGo
amigos que se fazem como se fazem alguns desenhos: sem sabermos
como os fizemos, depois de os termos feito, como se tivessem sido
feitos por outra pessoa. Passa uma, passam duas semanas, a horta do
Daniel e da Sofia muda a cada

hora, ou eles ndo ouvem o telefone, ou nds andamos cabisbaixos- e,
depois, regressam, como 0s fantasmas regressam.

Nem escolhemos as pessoas com que nos entendemos, nem t&o-pou-
co 0 tempo em que elas chegam & nossa vida e, mesmo assim,

Sem gue 0 merecamos, elas vivem. Chego a pensar que Sdo Jodo da
Madeira ndo existe e € 0 nome de um lugar sonhado, que nunca houve
horta, nem Daniel, nem Sofia, nem joaninhas, nem nabos, nem sequer
desenhos. E que a sorte de nos termos encon trado € mesmo castigo
por todos 0s amigos que ndo regdmos.

My friends now fear for the future. | see, from a distance, very little.

Their cultivated vegetable garden comes to me as their ultimate
hope: they nurture it for survival, not entertainment. Sometimes,
they tear up the drawings made at weekends, like we did: maybe
they don’t get out of bed for a few days, just like us. Then they
wake up. They show us a photograph of a potato or a drawing of
the branch of an onion. They send us a text or a book mockup.
Maybe my friends put themselves in my shoes, too. What do they
see from the little | show them? Just what they imagine, as much
as | know of them, or even less? We remember each other as we
remember a dream we have awoken from, without really knowing
the paths we walked during the night.

More than their imagined life, or their voices, which | barely know,
I think of the roots of our friendship, and whether this plant would
survive if we lived closer to each other. If we were close, we could
share bread and water. This way, we cannot. Sometimes, their
drawings are hopeless, or their silence lasts too long. | glimpse
their table, the plagues who threaten the yard, the rain that
doesn’'t come, or that destroys everything. | feel like sending them
a pot of food, a glass of water, a blanket, or a cuddle, by airmail.
Or maybe they don’t need us, who knows? Maybe it's me who
dreams that | could kill their hunger and thirst, warm them up and
get drunk together with them.

We haven't known each other enough in time for life to make us
distant, in time for the children, the jobs, the routine, the age to
have separated us little by little; to have separated us from what
we thought we were. They are friends you make as you make
some drawings: without knowing afterwards how you did them,
as if they had been made by someone else. One week goes by.
Two weeks go by. Daniel and Sofia’s vegetable garden changes at
every hour. Either they don’t hear the phone, or we are crestfallen.
And then, they come back, like ghosts do.

We neither choose the people we get along with, nor the time
when they come into our lives, and yet, without us deserving it,
they live. | even think SGo JoGo da Madeira does not exist and it is
the name of a dreamed place where there never was a vegetable
garden, Daniel or Sofia, or ladybugs, or turnips, or even drawings.
And that the luck we had in meeting each other is the same pun-
ishment for all the friends we didn’t water.
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(pp. 28-29)

A caminhada enguanto indicio de pertenca a um lugar, sinal de
gue se faz parte e se é admitido: ninguém caminha no jardim com
menos a-vontade do que os doentes e os inadaptados do bairro.
Parece gue a Natureza é de todos, mas € mais de uns do que de
outros. 0 vizinho triste caminha como quem foge das arvores e do
vento, revelando o jardim como jaula e néio como estrada aber-

ta, lugar plantado pela méo humana e nGo um lugar deixado ao
exercicio da liberdade. O desenho circular do espaco, circundado
por prédios que o vigiam, &, diante do trajecto do doente pelo meio
da relva, ndo um campo aberto, mas um panoptico de cujas janelas
todos vigiam o aleijado que, aos cinquenta anos, ainda vive com
0S pais. Também o caseiro negro e velho olha por cima do ombro
guando se aproxima dos canteiros para deitar fora sacos de folhas
secas.

Talvez a alienacgdo de Robert Walser fosse a anestesia que lhe
permitia farejar a rua como um céo vadio, ou a autoconsciéncia do
velho caseiro cabo-verdiano seja indicio da sua percepctio de que o
lazer, o vento nas folhas dos choupos, o coaxar das rés no tanque, a
relva verde, a Natureza, ndo estéo ai para todos.

Quem interage com o qué durante a caminhada? Serd essa inter-
accfo uma relagdo entre o passeante e a paisagem ou entre o

seu lugar no mundo e 0 espacgo-tempo ocupado por ele enquanto
caminha, ndo terra-de-ninguém mas lugar politico? Nenhuma camin-
hada é gratis. Quando saimos ¢ rua, levamos o nossa cara e a nossa
posicdo na ordem das coisas. Ou é preciso que a paisagem 28 nos
embebede, nos faca esquecer essa posi¢cdo, nos cubra com um

véu de ignor@ncia, se é que tal é possivel, e gue caminhemos como
sujeitos nulos, e ndo como gente com tamanho, cor e altura. Vejo 0s
ocupantes do jardim da janela nos seus passeios higiénicos como
se observasse fugitivos. Fugiram de casa, do tédio, do desespero, da
capital, da sua vida, e entregam-se ao feitico do sol, como girassois.
Mas vejo-0s da janela, nGo me atrevo ir l[d abaixo, ndo interajo, ndo
partilho da sua coragem. Estou viva, como eles, mas ndo o suficiente
para me perder no jardim nem para me esquecer da minha cara.

(p. 30)

Nunca tinha reparado que a méo direita de dona Laura parece uma
barbatana, guando ela levantava as persianas e nos dizia adeus
da janela do terceiro andar, ou quando a ajuddvamos a carregar as
compras. Mas o polegar e o indicador estavam colados por uma
membrana de pele.

(pp. 28 - 29)

The walk as evidence of belonging to a place, as a sign one is a part
of it and is admitted to it: no one who walks in the garden is less at
ease than the sick and marginalized people of the neighbourhood. It
seems while Nature belongs to everybody, it belongs to some more
than others. The sad neighbour walks like someone fleeing from the
trees and the wind, revealing the garden to be a cage and not an
open road: a place planted by human hands and not a place left to
the exercise of freedom. The circular design of the space, surround-
ed by the buildings guarding it, is, to the eyes of the sick person in
the middle of the grass, not an open field, but a panopticon whose
windows watch the fifty-year-old cripple who still lives with his
parents. The black and old housekeeper also looks over his shoulder
while going towards the seedbeds to throw bags of dry leaves away.

Perhaps Robert Walser’s alienation was the anesthetic that allowed
him to sniff the street like a stray dog, or the Cape Verdean old man’s
self-awareness is indicative of his perception of the fact that leisure,
the wind on the poplar leaves, the frogs’ croaking in the tank, the
green grass, Nature is not there for everyone.

Who interacts with what during the walk? Is this interaction a
relationship between the walker and the landscape, or between his
place in the world and the space-time occupied by him as he walks?
Not a no-man’s-land but a political place? No walk is free of charge.
When we go out to the street, we bring our face and our position

in the order of things. Or it is that the landscape makes us drunk,
makes us forget this situation, covers us with a veil of ignorance,

if that is even possible, and that we walk as null subjects, and not
as people with a size, colour and height. | see, from the window, the
occupants of the garden on their daily walk as if | were watching es-
capees who ran away from home, from boredom, from despair, from
the capital, from their lives, and surrended to the charm of the sun,
like sunflowers. But | see them from the window, | don’t dare going
down there, | don't interact, | don’t partake of their bravery. 'm alive,
like them, but not enough to either get lost in the garden, or to forget
my face.

(p. 30)

I'd never noticed that Laura’s right hand looked like a fin when she
was raising the blinds and waving goodbye to us from the third-floor
window, or when we helped her to carry the groceries. But the thumb
and forefinger were glued together by a skin membrane.
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Na casa de Cinita, ao lanche, debaixo do jarro de vino di verano, |é-se,
no paninho bordado em ponto pé-de-flor, 0 Sonho da Cinita. «Qual
6?», pergunto. E, sobre os olhos da senhora, ainda agora alegres e
vivos, abate-se uma noite misturada com sono.

Boceja, diz-se cansada, desaparece na cozinha.

(p. 31)
Subindo a Rua Nova do Almada com Marlon, habitante da Quinta do
Mocho, num dia de Inverno

Marlon: Isso tudo aqui, Chiado, Rossio, Baixa, esses predios, esses
cafés, esplanadas, faz-me impressdo. Da-me pele de galinha. Mete
respeito.

Djaimilia: Respeito ou medo?
Marlon: (Siléncio) Podemos falar de outra coisa?

(p. 33)

A vilva espreita pela janela, antes de vir @ rua deitar o lixo no caix-
ote do jardim. Quando o terreno estd livre, desce. Traz sempre dois
saqguinhos apertados com um no. Olha para a direita. Olha para a
esquerda. Deita os saquinhos no caixote. Volta ao prédio.

Sobe a escada. Vai @ janela confirmar gue ninguém a viu. Fecha as
cortinas. Baixa as persianas. Lava as mdos. Acende a luz. Serd que
deita fora o irmdo com quem vivia, congelado na arca, cortado aos
bocadinhos, que nunca mais ninguém viu? No tangue, as rds coax-
am. S@o as unicas testemunhas do ritual da viuva; e, também, o seu
embalo guando se deita na cama, lavada.

0 amolador passa, em Janeiro: H. diz-me: «Lembra-me a inféncia.
Parece que la fora, guando ele passa, ainda sdo 0s anos 80.» No
comeco do Verd@o, quando a relva estd alta e vicosa, passa o jardinei-
ro guineense a cantar o espiritual negro a gue nos habitudmos. Can-
ta mais alto do que o cortador de relva. Parece que la fora, quando
ele passa, ainda é uma plantacéo de algoddo.

(pp. 83-84)

Nas noites sem vento, ouvem-se 0s apitos dos cruzeiros. Nunca
pensamos gue ndo nos levam dentro deles, que ficdmos em terra,
enquanto passam, em direccdo a outros lugares, ao desconhecido.
Picamos em terra e, de certo modo, ficar aqui é despedirmo-nos
todos os dias de alguma coisa. Tem sido isto a casa, 0 nosso bairro.
Primeiro, do corpo, que ja ndo é como era guando aqui entramos: es-
tamos mais feios, mais gordos e mais velhos. E, também, da cidade,
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In Cinita’s house, at snacktime, one reads, under the vino di verano jar,
on the fabric embroidered in floral stitch, 0 Sonho da Cinita. “Which is
it?” 1 ask. And, over the eyes of the lady, that just a few moments ago
were cheerful and alive, a night mixed with sleep falls.

She yawns, says she’s tired, and disappears into the kitchen.

(p. 31)
Going up Rua Nova do Almada with Marlon, an inhabitant of Quinta do
Mocho, on a winter day.

Marlon: All of this here, Chiado, Rossio, Baixa, these buildings, these
cafes, terraces, they make me feel weird/ IMPRESS ME. It gives me goose
bumps. It instills respect.

Djaimilia: Respect or fear?
Marlon: (Silence) Can we talk about something else?

(p. 33)

The widow peeks out the window, before going to the street to throw
the trash in the garden bin. When the coast is clear, she goes down.
She always brings two tightly knotted bags with her. She looks to
the right. She looks to the left. She throws the bags in the bin. She
goes back to the building. She goes up the stairs. She goes to the
window to makes sure no one saw her. She closes the curtains. She
rolls down the blinds. She washes her hands. She turns the light on.
Does she throw away the brother she used to live with, frozen in the
ark, cut into little pieces, that no one has ever seen again? The frogs
croak in the tank. They are the only witnesses to the widow's ritual;
and, furthermore, her lull when she goes to bed, washed.

The grinder passes by. InJanuary: H. tells me: "It reminds me of
childhood. It seems that outside, when he passes, it is still the 80 ‘s.”
At the beginning of the summer, when the grass is high and lush, the
Guinean gardener passes, singing the Black Spiritual we have become
used to. He sings louder than the lawnmower. It seems that out there,
when he passes by, it is still a cotton plantation.

(pp. 83-84)

In the nights with no wind, you can hear the cruises whistling. We
never think how they won't take us inside them, that we are kept on
land, as they pass towards other places, towards the unknown. We
stayed onshore and, in a way, to stay here means saying goodbye
to something every day. This has been the house, our neighbourhood.
First, from the body, as it is not how it was when we came in here
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gue deixédmos para tras e da imagem da vida a que ela dera lugar.
Despedimo-nos dos avos, tios mortos. Despedimo-nos da ideia de ter
filhos e ganhamos consciéncia de que depois disto, desta mesa para
dois, nada restard. Ndo é preciso que ndo haja vento para se ouvirem
as motos na via rapida, ao longe.

Calculamos que sejam apostadores que correm a dinheiro. Ouvi-
mo-los no que parece, @ distancia, o esplendor da coragem fisica,

a imortalidade. Cada vez nos deitamos mais cedo e jantamos mais
cedo, cada vez mais parecidos com outros casais sem filhos que
conhecemos. «Lé o Memorial de Aires», diz-me o H., «0s Aguiares ndo
tinham filhos e 0 Machado de Assis também ndo». Ponho-me ¢ por-
ta, quando as trés criangas sobem a escada com a mde, vizinhos do
andar de cima. 0s seus pulos e birras de sono na escada do prédio
enchem-me de vida e alegria.

Era Tomas Transtromer guem, em menino, sonhava com a vida na
casa por cima da sua quando, de noite, o vizinho sorumbdtico com
gue costumava cruzar-se na escada do prédio ria as gargalhadas
e abria garrafas de espumante. As rolhas saltavam, Transtrémer
sonhava. A diferenca entre a figura do vizinho e o som do vizinho,
chegado & sua casa através das paredes, punha o pequeno Trans-
tromer em expectativa ansiosa, abrindo-lhe as portas da imaginacdo.
Os barulhos dos vizinhos de cima que chegam & nossa casa sdo o
nosso contacto diario, mundano, com a origem da literatura. A casa
tem horas certas, dadas pelo cdo, que nés disciplina e nos pde a
caminho da cozinha s 19h38 em ponto.

Nas noites de Primavera, as rés coaxam no tanque e o som faz eco
nos predios, tornados camara de ressondancia. Mas dura poucas
semanas e logo se calam. Em dias de festival de Ver@o, os concertos
chegam @ varanda, distorcidos pelo vento, distinguem-se 0s aplau-
S0S, 0S gritos de encore, a algazarra. Nas noites de tempestade,
guando o vento ameaca deitar abaixo um dos ramos do pinheiro,
ouve-se 0 mar contra as rochas, na praia, ao fundo da vila. Ape-
tece-me atirar-me as aguas. Morrer, ndo. Mas nadarmos nus pelo
Tejo de madrugada.

anymore: we are uglier, fatter and older. And, also, from the city, that
we left behind, and from the image of the life to which it had given
way.

We have said goodbye to our dead grandparents and uncles. We
have said goodbye to the idea of having children and we have
become aware that after this, after this table for two, nothing will
remain. There doesn’t have to be any wind to hear, at a distance, the
motorbikes on the highway.

We think they might be money gamblers. We can hear them in what
seems, from a distance, the magnificence of physical bravery, of im-
mortality. We go to bed earlier and earlier, we have dinner earlier, more
and more like other childless couples we know. “Read the Memorial de
Aires,” H. tells me, “the Aguiares had no children and neither did Mach-
ado de Assis”. | stand at the door, when three children, neighbours
from the upper floor, get up the stairs with their mother. Their jumps
and tantrums in the building stairs because of lack of sleep fulfill my
life of jou.

It was Tomas Transtrdmer who, as a child, dreamed of life in the
house above his own, when, at night, the depressed neighbour used
to cross the stairs, burst out laughing and open bottles of spar-
kling wine. The corks were popping, Transtrémer was dreaming. The
difference between the figure of the neighbour and the sound of the
neighbour who arrived at his house through the walls, fostered an
anxious expectation in young Transtromer, opening the doors of his
imagination. The noises that reach our house from the neighbours
living upstairs are our daily, mundane, contact with the origin of
literature. The house has its own schedule, established by the dog,
who disciplines us and puts us on the way to the kitchen at 7: 38 pm
exactly.

On Spring nights, the frogs croak in the tank and the sound resonates
in the buildings, that have become an echo chamber. But it lasts a
few weeks, they become quiet afterwards. On summer festival days,
concerts arrive through the balcony, distorted by the wind. You can
discern the applause, the shouts of encore, the racket. On stormy
nights, when the wind threatens to bring down one of the branch-

es of the pine tree, you can hear the sea against the rocks, on the
beach, down the village. | feel like throwing myself in the water. Dying,
no. But for us to swim, at dawn, naked in the Tagus.
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(pp. 85 - 86)

Ndo conseguimos ver a cara do velhote da casa do lado, guando ele
vem @ janela fumar um cigarro. E o patriarca de uma familia de trés
geracOes de bombeiros voluntdrios. Na varanda, estamos separa-

dos por uma parede. SO o fumo dos nossos cigarros se conhece e
conversa, enguanto fumo do lado de cd, o senhor fuma do lado de 6.
Imagino a sua cara, pouco o Vejo, porque estd acamado e quase néo
sai de casa. Anda sempre de pijama. Veio para casa da filha esperar
pela morte. 0 nosso comeco e o0 seu fim convivem no tempo e no
espacgo, embora nunca tenhamos trocado duas palavras. O seu fim de
vida também coincide com ¢ independéncia da neta, que se tornou
uma mulher, alias bem bonita, desde que viemos para cd. Sentirei a
sua morte quando ele morrer e 0S meus cigarros @ varanda serdo mais
sozinhos.

No dia 25 de Abril de 2020, a Grandola, Vila Morena ecoou pelo bairro.
Foi comovente. 0Os mais jovens foram @ janela com os filhos, alguns
cantaram ou bateram palmas. Duas varandas ao nosso lado, um
vizinho bradava que se calassem, «filhos da puta, cabrées do caralho,
metam o 25 de Abril», etc. Ndo percebemos

de que janela saia a voz. Pensdmos em After Virtue, de Alasdair Mac-
Intyre: como o castigo daquele vizinho é viver a vida gue leva, mergul-
hado no seu odio, e ndo por odiar o 25 de Abril, mas por nos odiar sem
nunca nos ter visto. Odiar é o seu castigo, porgue a vida que estamos
a viver é tudo aquilo com que contamos. No 13 de Maio de 2020,
passou o padre da paréquia com um grupo de escuteiros, num carro
descapotavel. Foi comovente vé-lo rezar o tergo com 0s vizinhos que
foram ¢ janela, abencoar os prédios, dar forga e coragem s pessoas
enclausuradas.

1 This text was translated with the support of the project AFROLAB of CLEPUL
(University of Lisbon), and financed through the FCT-IP Postdoctoral Research
Fellowship CLEPUL_BIPD_AFROLAB_2021; it was completed and reviewed with DGF
(DeutscheForschungsgemeinschaft) fundings of the Exzellenzstrategie des Bundes
un der Lander -EXC-2052 - Africa Multiple Cluster for Excellence.

2 Neighborhood of Sacavém, under the Loures district, in a peripherical area of the
Metropolitan Area of Lisbon.

3 Three of the main neighborhoods of the city centre of Lisbon.
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(pp. 85 - 86)

We can't see the face of the old man next door, when he comes to
the window for a cigarette. He's the patriarch of a family of three
generations of volunteer firefighters. On the balcony, we're separated
by a wall. Only the smoke from our cigarettes meets and talks, while
| smoke on this side, the man smokes on the other side. | imagine his
face. | hardly see him because he is bedridden and hardly leaves the
house. He's always in his pyjamas. He came to his daughter’s house
to wait for death. Our beginning and his end coexist in time and
space, although we have never exchanged a word. The end of his

life also coincides with the independence of his granddaughter, who
has become a woman, quite a beautiful one actually, since we came
here. | will mourn his death when he dies and my cigarettes on the
balcony will be lonelier.

On the 25 of April 2020, Grandola, Vila Morena echoed through the
neighbourhood. It was touching. The younger ones went to the
window with their children, some sang or clapped their hands. Two
balconies beside us, a neighbour shouting at them to shut up, “moth-
erfuckers, motherfuckers, put the 25" of Aprilin your.”, etc. We could
not work out which window the voice came from. We thought about
After Virtue by Alasdair Macintyre: how that neighbour’s punishment
is to live the life he leads, plunged in his hatred, and not because he
hates the 25t" of April, but because he hates us without having ever
seen us. To hate is his punishment, because the life we're living is all
we’re counting on. On the 13" of May 2020, the parish priest passed
by in a cabriolet, together with a group of Boy Scouts. It was touch-
ing to see him praying the rosary with the neighbours who went to
the window, blessing the buildings, giving strength to the confined
people.

4 Last novel written by one of the greatest Brazilian writers, Machado de Assis, in 1908.

5 Swedish poet and translator.

6  Portuguese song written by José Afonso (known as Zeca Afonso, or simply Zeca)
and that became the himn on the Carnation Revolution, for being chosen by the MFA
(Movimento das Forgas Armadas) as the signal to start a militar coup that overturned
the Estado Novo dictatorship, on the 25th of April 1975. Grandola is a city of Alentejo,
in the Southern part of the country, known for its resistance to the dictatorship and
for land reform.
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@ Drava river

@ Vit Jagode Truhelke
.Dom zdravlja Osijek

. Trg slobode
@ Zzagrebacka ulica

Introduction

Singing Lesson
Sonja Novak

Even though the novel Sat pjevanja [Singing Lesson] mainly focuses

on the topic of the music preferences of the main character who,

as opposed to his family’s expectations and wishes, prefers mod-
ern and pop music to classical, the plot is set in Osijek, the fourth
largest city in Croatia and reflects 1980s urban life there. Descriptions
of the city dominate the first chapter, but are very much present
throughout the whole novel, evoking the city’s cultural and urban
past and present.
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Sat pjevanja

by Nenad Rizvanovic

1.

Cvrsto si stiskao kapke sve dok se sitne narancaste tockice
nisu rasprsile na tamnom nebu. Stopalo je ve¢ na biciklistic-

koj pedali dok otvara$ oc¢i. Suho duguljasto stablo ispred tebe
vinulo se sve do prozora na drugom katu. Sve su prodavaonice
otvorene - pekara Sloboda, Foto Husak, Zlatarnica Krasnici, Plavi
radion i na ulici [judi, uvijek drugi i nepoznati ljudi.

To je tvoj trenutak, jednom kad je bicikl na ulici, trenutak koji nit-
ko ne vidi, koji nije sumnjiv ili cudan, i zato i jest tvoj, i samo tvoj,
samo ti i valovi tisine $to se spustaju premas rijeci.

Svijet je drukgiji s bicikla: trgovi i slasti¢arnice rastavljaju se u
retrovizoru, obitelji putuju u grad nac¢ickane u karoserijama; mo-
tori, cak i automobilske sirene, u ovakvim toplim popodnevima
drijemaju poput macaka u provinciji.

Poznata je ruta kojom ¢es$ se spustiti do rijeke, najprije Vlaho-
vicevom do kina Papuk, potom dalje do sporog i mutnog mora.
Pored rijeke se sve ¢ini bistrijim: na drugoj strani obale Sire se
oranice, na ¢ijim rubovima, iz vjecitih izmaglica, izranjanju seo-
ske kuce. Grad i selo se mirno gledaju preko rijeke, bijeli viseci
pjesacki most elegantno je preskocio obalu.

Uputio si se prema sportsko-rekreacijskom centru Copacabana
na lijevoj strani Drave. Mozda ve¢ pune olimpijski bazen! Sto ako
je ljeto vec neprimjetno doputovalo? Mora$ hitno kupiti nove
plivacke naocale, sezona samo Sto nije zapocela.[..]

7

Bulevar kojim se vracao iz Skole bio je filmski dugacak. Oto je
hodao i hodao, a onda bi iznenada Blok centar izvirio iza kitnja-
stih kuca poput nasmijeSenog psa. Blok centar — barem mu se
svidalo kada bi to izgovorio, kao i Supermarket, uostalom, sto
god znacilo, a ako Ota pitate ni jedno ni drugo nije znacilo nista,
iako je zvucalo odlicno.

Oto je pomilovao zidove kuca u Blok centru kao $to se miluju
djecje kovrce, taj Blok centar je malo zbrkan, brzopleto sastav-
lien, Sto ne primjecuju jedino stanari, slicni likovima iz jedne
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Singing Lesson

by Nenad Rizvanovic, Sat pjevanja
(Zagreb: Dpkm, 2009), pp. 1-2 and 14-16

Translation by Sonja Novak
Upper Town
1.

You would squeeze your eyelids until the little orange dots dis-
persed all over the dark sky. Your foot is already on the bicycle
pedal as you open your eyes. The lanky dry tree in front of you is
soaring all the way to the second storey window. All the shops are
open: the bakery “Sloboda”, Foto Husak, Goldsmith’s Krasnici, Plavi
radion and the streets are full of people, always different and unfa-
miliar people.

This is your moment, once the bicycle is in the street, the moment
that nobody sees, the moment that is never filled with doubt or
strangeness, and that is what makes this moment yours and only
yours; it's just you and the waves of silence descending towards
the river.

The world is different when you are on your bicycle: the squares and
ice-cream shops drift apart in the rear view mirror, families ride to
the city in their cars all dressed up: during these warm afternoons
the bikes and even car-horns take their long afternoon naps, much
like cats in the province.

The route you are taking to descend towards the river is familiar:
first you take Vlasiceva ‘til you reach the Papuk cinema, then you
continue down to the slow and murky water. Everything seems
clearer when you are next to the river: the fields expand on the
river's other bank to allow some village houses to emerge from the
eternal mists of their edges. The city and the village seem to be
looking at each other peacefully from their separate banks; the
white pedestrian bridge jumps elegantly across connecting them.
You are headed towards the Copacabana recreational centre on the
left bank of the River Drava. Maybe they’re already filling the big
pool with water! What if the summer has already arrived without
having been noticed? You need to buy a new pair of diving glasses
as soon as possible, the season is about to start. [..]

7

The boulevard he took to get home was endlessly long. Oto was
walking and walking when suddenly the Block centre quarter
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Otove stare slikovnice na njemackom jeziku, u kojoj se uvijek
netko proteze na balkonu u poderanoj pidzami, netko pije iz pr-
ljave boce, na prozoru laje pas, djetesce urla, Zena dize nogu da
bi odjenula suknju.. Utjesno je da ovaj svijet nalikuje slikovnici na
njemackom, sto valjda znaci da [judi nisu izmedu sebe pretjera-
no razliciti.

Tu svoju slikovnicu je zatvorio u Vrtu Jagode Truhelke, jer mu je
mama nalozila da na povratku iz Skole preuzme njezinu suknju
od krojacice, sretna je okolnost da je Vrt Jagode Truhelke lijepo
mjesto u cijem srediStu stoji krasna velika nova zgrada, koja
pomalo podsjeca na tvrdavu ispred koje se nalazi park, sto je
uobic¢ajeno kad je rije¢ o tvrdavama, samo Sto je ovaj park mini-
jaturan, sastavljen od stabala ringlovall..]

Vani, iznad ringlova, oblaci su plovili spokojno kao da je dan tek
svanuo, Oto je bio na svojoj omiljenoj ruti, pravac stara posta i
dalje prema Domu zdravlja i rezidencijalnom naselju. Ve¢ sama
rijec “rezidencijalno”, sastavljena od komadica misterija, palila je
u njemu fantasticne misli. Zidovski i njemacki gradani nekada su
stanovali u tim ku¢ama koje su trunule tiho i neprimjetno, cak

je Oto poznavao poneko dijete sa Zidovskim prezimenom ili je to
mozda bilo njemacko prezime, mozda zidovskonjemacko, vecinu
tih prezimena je bilo tesko razlikovati, kad su bila tako slicna,
ako vec¢ neiista.

U kupki sun¢anog dana ¢inilo se nemogucim da je itko ikada pa-
tio, bilo je nezamislivo da su ljudi i djeca nasilu odvodeni, potom
muceni i ubijani, takve misli su se topile na sunc¢anim zrakama,
ali on ih je i dalje zelio biti svjestan, medu visokim zgradama i
visokim prozorima, mozda su se to duhovi zidovski i njemacki
vracali na popodnevni ¢aj, koji ih na stolu ¢ekao jos od dana kad
su odvedeni.

Osijek je cesto bio golema Zeljeznicka stanica na koju se dolazi
i odlazi zurno i zauvijek, sve dok konac¢no nije postao grad duho-
va, kad je broj onih koji su otisli ili nestali nadmasio one koji su
ostali. Prognani bi kasnije pomisljali kako bi morali biti sretni Sto
Su pobjegli, pogotovo ako nisu zavrsili u nekom od koncentra-
cijskih logora, no rijetko su se vracali nakon ratova, bojali su se
svega Sto bi ovdje mogli zateci, zapravo se i nisu imali kamo vra-
titi, premda su kuce i zgrade bile iste, bolno iste, ali to vise nije
bio isti grad, neki novi ljudi, posve novi i nepoznati ljudi dovedeni
su na mjesto poznanika, prijatelja i rodaka i, na kraju krajeva, njin
samih. Neki su drugi ljudi zivjeli njihove zivote.

[.]
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appeared behind the lavish houses, like a smiling dog. The Block
centre — well, at least he loved saying this name as much as he
liked saying the name ‘Supermarket’ — whatever that meant. And if
you asked Oto, neither actually meant anything, even though they
sounded great.

Oto caressed the walls of the houses of the Block centre as you
would caress a child’s curls. This Block centre was a bit mixed

up, put together very quickly. This remains unnoticed only by its
tenants who resemble the characters from one of Oto’s old German
picture-books: the ones that always contain a character stretching
on the balcony in a pair of ripped pyjamas or somebody drinking
from a dirty bottle or a dog barking in the window, a baby scream-
ing, or a woman lifting her leg to put on a skirt.. The fact that this
world resembles a German picture-book is comforting, because
this, in turn, means that people are not so different from each other
after all.

Oto closed this picture book in his mind as he arrived at Jagoda
Truhelka Garden because his mom told him to pick up her skirt
from the tailor’s on his way back home from school. Luckily Jagoda
Truhelka Garden was a nice place, in the centre of which there is a
nice new building that looks like a fortress with a park in front of it,
as it is usually the case with fortresses. Only this park is minuscule
and has cherry plum trees.

[..] Outside, above the cherry plum trees, the clouds were hovering
as peacefully as if it were just daybreak. Oto was on his favourite
route towards the old post office and from there further on towards
the Healthcare Centre and the residential area. The word “residen-
tial” in itself was made up of little pieces of mystery and inspired
his imagination. The Jewish and German citizens used to live in
these houses that were now rotting quietly und unnoticed. Oto even
knew some kids with Jewish family names or maybe those were
German family names, maybe Jewish-German, most of those family
names were difficult to distinguish anyway; they were so similar to
each other, if not practically the same.

When bathed in such a sunny day, it felt impossible to Oto that
anyone could have ever suffered; it was unthinkable that people
and children were taken by force, tortured and killed. Thoughts like
these melted away in the rays of the sun, but he wanted to remain
aware of them, among the tall buildings and high windows. Maybe
it was the Jewish and German spirits returning to have their after-
noon tea that was waiting for them since the day they were taken
away.

Osijek has often been nothing but a giant railway station to and
from which people and things were coming and going, quickly and
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forever, until finally it became a city of ghosts when the number

of those who went away or were missing surpassed the number
of those who stayed. Those who were banished from their homes
would later think how lucky they must have been to be able to
escape, especially for not ending up in one of the concentration
camps. But they would rarely return after the wars. They were
afraid of everything they might find here and they actually didn’t
have anywhere to return to. Even though the houses and the
buildings were the same, painfully the same, it wasn't the same
city anymore. The people were new and completely unfamiliar, they
were people who were now there instead of their acquaintances,
friends and relatives. In the end, instead of themselves, some other
people were living their lives.

[.]
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Introduction

How much is love worth?

Stela Todorova

Do you remember the hometown and the quiet neighbourhood street
with the bakery on the corner, the colourful cafes and the studios
for handmade jewelry, dolls and souvenirs? And mom’s eyes? Or that
sad square with the gloomy bell tower and the melancholy people
and trees?

Desislava Gramadnikova is a Bulgarian writer and photographer who
lives and works in Plovdiv. Her short story *How much is love worth?”
is an excerpt from her debut book “The Word Collector”.

In a collection of short stories called “The Collector of Words”, De-
sislava Gramadnikova manages to house a dozen memories related
to Plovdiv and the original neighbourhood “Kapana”, with her pho-
tography studio and some of its strange visitors, and even with that
“bay of sirens ” — as imaginary as it is real. She, like a true “collector
of words”, creates exquisite pieces of life from her memories: some-
times warm and inspiring: other times, dark and frightening.

This interesting debut consists of twenty-three short stories collect-
ed and told with much love by Desislava Gramadnikova. So that then,
quite naturally, comes the question: "How much is a love, an ordinary
love?” The author answers quite specifically in one of her stories -
“Ordinary love costs exactly eighteen leva and seventy-seven cents,
at a delivery price. And then.. then you will make her priceless.” Yes,
the pricelessness of love comes from the infinite value of our memo-
ries, memories that we collect throughout our lives.

. 0ld Town of Plovdiv.
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Konko ctpyBa nob6osTta?

by Desislava Gramadnikova

B [NnoBavB MMa KBapTas, KOMTO ce Hapuda ,KanaHa". Hamupa ce B
CaMOTO CbpLie Ha rpafia U rocTuUTe Ka3BarT, Ye BPEMETO B HEro Teve
pasnYHO. TOM € MarnyHa nieTeHnLa o1 Masnku KangbpbMeHU YInUKNY,
HOCeLLUM MMeHaTa Ha 3aHanaTUTe, KOUTO ca ce yrpaxkHABanm 1aMm —
»Kenesapcka’, ,Koxyxapcka”, ,Abamykuitcka’, ,.3natapcka’. Toa e 611o
npeav Bek, a cera, Mo MOAEPHOMY, FO HapuyaT ,CpefvLLe Ha TBOPYECKUTE
NHOYCTpUK".

He, ToBa He e TYPNUCTUHECKM CMPaBO4YHMK 3a MnoBauB., MPOCTO UCKaM [ia
ﬂpVIﬂO6M€Te Nno-ACHa npejcrtaBa 3a MACTOTO, B KOETO XXNBEA.

Kbluata Mu e cbyTaHa Mexxay ABE ApYrv, NOYTY B cpeflaTa Ha KBapTana u
NPUHaANEXM Ha CeEMEeNCTBOTO MM OT ABE NMOKOMeHNst Hacam. [aao Mu
€ Kynus KaTo cBaTHbeH NofapbK 3a »eHa cu. [Npean e 6uaa NbriHa ¢ xopa,
HO cera TyK XXMBeeM CaMo ABeTe C MaMa. KbliaTta e cTapa 1 BCUYKO B
Hesl Bb3AMLla — BpaTUTe, AbCKMTE Ha NOAQ, Ye AOPU 1 BOAONPOBOAHUTE
Tpb6W. Jony e MankoTo HU MarasmHye, a BbTPeLLHW AbpBeHN CTb6U
BOAAT KbM FOPHMA eTax, KbAETO MMa [iBE CTau, YUMTO Npo30pUM rneaaT
KbM ynuuata. TACHO e, HO Ha MeH MU XapecBa, 0CO6eHO B MarasmHa.
KoraTto He CbM Ha yunsuiie, moMaramMm Ha Mama, 3alloTo Ma AHW, B
KOWUTO € MbJIHO C KynyBayu. Hait-HaToBapeHo e No NpasHuuUmMTe, BCEKM
1cKa fia cu Kynu nroboB., 3a cebe cv v 3a nodapbk. [a, npaBunHo
4yxTe, B HAlLMA ManbK, MbCTbp MarasuH npogasame Nto60B — B KpacuBm
KyTWM C NaHAENKM WK B PbYHO M3pUCYyBaHN BypKaHM C Kanauu Ha BUHT.
CTokaTa Hu e MbpBOKaYyeCcTBeHa 1 NnogpeaeHa KpacnBo Ha AbPBEHM
padTOBe NoKpar cTeHuTe. ETO, Hanprmep, camMo 3a ABalCET 1 NeT neBa U
TPUMCET 1N YETUPU CTOTUMHKIM MOXKE a MONy4YnTe KpaTKOTpalrHa CTpacTHa
NHO60B 3a NATOTO, ONaKoOBaHa B MOPCKOCKHA XapTWA C XbATW KpauLLa, T
e Hal-npofaBaHa. ViMame 1 cneumanHn NpeanoxXeHns, Ho TaX PSAKO M
TbPCAT, 3aLLOTO Ca CKbMNK.

MaMa ce e Hayunna fja pa3nosHaBa KINEHTUTE 1 Olle OT BpaTaTa

MM Npefnara TOYHO TOBa, KOeTo UM TpsibBa. KasBa, Ye yxx xopaTa ca

PasMYHK, HO BCBLLHOCT BCEKM CE HY>KAae OT IF060B M CNOAENEHOCT.
CurypHo cbam no cebe cu, 3aLLl0TO 3HaM, Ye e CaMOTHa, BCsika Beyep
ro BMWXKAAM B ounTe . ThraTa e BTopaTa 1 Npmnpoza, KosTo Ta yMeno

NpVKPYBa C OCNENUTENHA YCMUBKA 1 Yap. Bcuukm 5 060ykaBar, Ho a3

How much is love worth?

by Desislava Gramadnikova, (Sofia: Biblioteka Bulgarija, 2020)

Translation by Stela Todorova and Desislava Gramadnikova

There is a neighbourhood in Plovdiv called ,Kapana®. Located at
the very heart of the city, visitors say that time flows differently in
the magical tangle of tiny, cobbled streets bearing the names of
the ,Zhelezarska®, ,Kozhuharska®, ,Abadzhiyska®, ,Zlatarska" trades
practiced there a century ago. Today Kapana it is the modern
,centre of creative industries".

No, this is not a tourist guide for Plovdiv, | just want you to get a
clearer idea of the place where | live.

Our house is sandwiched between two others, almost in the
middle of the neighbourhood, and has been in my family for two
generations. My grandfather bought it as a wedding present for
his wife. It used to be full of people, but now it's just me and
mom living here. The building is old and everything in it sighs; the
doors, the floorboards, even the water pipes. Downstairs is our
little shop, and an internal wooden staircase leads to the upper
floor, where there are two rooms with windows facing the street.
It's a tight squeeze but | like it, especially in the store. When I'm
not at school, | help mom because there are days when it's full of
customers. It's busiest during the holidays: everyone wants to buy
love - for themselves, or as a gift. Yes, you heard that right. In our
small, colourful shop we sell love; in pretty boxes with ribbons or in
hand-painted jars with screw-on lids. Our merchandise is premium
quality and beautifully arranged on wooden shelves along the
walls. Here, for example, for only twenty-five leva and thirty-four
cents you can get a short-lived passionate love for the summer,
wrapped in sea-blue paper with yellow edges. It is the best-seller.
We also have special offers, but they are rarely sought after
because they are expensive.

Mom understands customers and right from the door offers them
exactly what they need. She says that people are supposedly
different, but in fact, everyone needs love and sharing. She must
be basing this on herself because | know she's lonely. | see it

in her eyes every night. Sadness is a second nature which she
skillfully conceals with a dazzling smile and charm. Everyone
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no6pe A no3HaBaM. KoraTo 6ax mMaska, Ta Bce M1 NOBTapsLe KOKO
MHOro Me o6u4a. W Toraea, ¢ Aetckarta C HanBHOCT, MpUex, Ye NoboBTa
e obpasa Ha mama. O6pas, KOMTO HAMa NNLIE, Bb3PacT WM XapakTep, a

€ M3TbKaH CaMo 1 e[IMHCTBEHO OT 06MY, Hal-uncTaTa v HemcKalla HULLO
emouumsa. Ho nocne nopacHax 1 0Cb3Hax, 4e ToBa NPeKpacHO 4yBCTBO
Ma MHOMO M3MEPEHMS N HAUMHW, MO KOUTO [la CTUMHE 10 CbpLeTo. Beve
3HaM, Ye Npes3 BCUYKMTE Te3U FOAMHM, KOraTo Mama ce rpukeLle 3a MeH,
€ ¥Mana Hy>aia OT OLLie HIKOro 10 cebe CU, KOMTO fla 8 0bmya KaTo XKeHa,
HSIKOW, KOMTO Taka 1 He HaMepu. MIpoHNs Ha cbabaTa, Lie KaXKeTe, XKeHa,
KOSITO NpofaBa Nto60B [a XuBee 6e3 Hes, HO XKMBOTbLT MOHSKOra cu
npaBw LWern ¢ Hac.

B ,KanaHa" BcM4KM ce nosHaBame. Ha brbna 4o Hac nma Marsnka
xnebonekapHuLa, YMMTO apoMaT Ha MPACHO n3neyeH xna6 ce HocK No
usnata ynuua. CobcTBeHnYKaTa, nens XXaHa, e >keHa Ha Bb3pacT, C YMCTO
6s1/1a Koca, KOATO 06rpbliia KaTto Opeon AMLETO 1. [pecTunkaTa n BUHarmu
€ n3uanaHa ¢ 6pallHo, HO TS € Ha-MWUINS HOBEK, KOrOTO MO3HABaM.
MoyTH BCeKM fieH, KoraTo Me B1au, Ye Tpbream 3a yumnnuiie, Mv Maxa
OTBBTPE M MU flaBa Kudanyka ¢ Mapmanag nnv 6aHuuyka, 3aButu B
XapTus.

OTcpella MbK YKOTHO Ce e pa3nonoXmna eaAnHCTBeHaTa KHKapHuLa B
KBapTana. Ha nposopuuTe 1 BUCAT Tabenur 3a HamaneHue Ha LIeHUTe, HO
BbMPEKM TOBA He BAM3aT MHOIO KIMEHTU. 3a MeH 06a4ye, ToOBa MSACTO e
KaTo KyTus ¢ 6OHBOHM, 3aL0TO MHOMO 06u4am KHurute. C r-H MapKos,
OUBLL Y4UTEN MO UCTOPUS, KOWTO MO UsN AeH Cean Ha eAnH AbPBEH CTON
oTnpea, YeTelku 1 nyLIeikn nyna, 4ecTo 06ChXKAaMe NpoyeTeHnTe
poMaHu. KHmykapHMLIaTa € HeroBa, Ho HamocneAbK ce OMiakBea, ve
OU3HECHT HEe BBbPBU U LLie AoAe AEH, B KOMTO LLe 3apexe BCUYKO U Lie
3aMUHe OTTYK. [JaHO He e CKOopoO.

B kBapTana vMa CbLLO 1 LIBETHN KadeHEeTa, KbAETO NPUrOTBAT AoMallHa
NMMOHa[a, YaeHa Kbllia, B KOATO MMa CTOTULIM BUAOBE Yaii OT BCAKO
KbTUe Ha CBETa 1 HAKOJKO aTesieTa 3a PbYHO 13paboTeEHN BUXKYTa,
KyKnv v cyBeHvpw. [a, ,KanaHa” HaucTvHa e ejHO MbCTPO ¥ MHOMO
NPUSATHO MACTO, HE camMO 3a NOBAMBYAHN, HO 1 3a FOCTUTE Ha rpaja.

Ho a3 BCbLUHOCT MCKax Aa BU pa3kayka 3a HaLETO LapeHo MarasmnHye.
TyK BNM3aT Hall-pasnuunm xopa. MNoHsikora nasat ¢ Monba Aa BbpHaT
HSIKOSI CTOKA, 3aLL0TO HELLIO Ce e 06bPKaso UK He ca Cu A NpeacTaBsv
TakaBa, KakBaTo e, HO Mama TbprnevBo UM 0BSICHABA, Ye He NpremMame
peknamaummn. Hanv paséupate, Nto6oB e Bce nak. [Ipyrv NbK, HanpoTue —
CTaBaT HW PEOBHM KNMEHTW, 3aLLI0TO ca JOBOJIHL. HAKOM fopu crioaensr,
Ye ca cpeLlHanu YoBeka Ha MedTuTe cu, 6narofapeHue Ha Hac. Toraea
CMe LLIaCT/IMBM — KaKBO Mo-xy6aBo OT TOBA Aia 3apa/iBalll HAKOro 1

adores her, but | know her well. When | was little, she kept telling
me how much she loved me. So, with my childlike naivety, |
assumed that love was a mom. An image that has no face, age
or character, but is woven always and only from love; the purest
and most undemanding emotion. But then | grew up and realized
that this wonderful feeling has many dimensions and ways to
reach the heart. | now know that all those years when Mom took
care of me, she needed someone else by her side to love her like
a woman: someone she never found. Irony of fate, you will say, a
woman who sells love to live without it, but life sometimes plays
tricks on us.

In “Kapana” we all know each other. On the corner next to us is

a little bakery whose aroma of freshly baked bread wafts across
the street. The owner, Aunt Jeanne, is an elderly woman with pure
white hair that surrounds her face like a halo. Her apron is always
dusty with flour, but she is the nicest person | know. AlImost every
day when she sees me leaving for school, she waves me inside
and gives me a bun with marmalade or a patty wrapped in paper.
The only bookstore in the neighbourhood is conveniently located
on the other side. There are price reduction signs on the windows,
as not many customers come in. For me though, this place is like
a box of candy because | love books so much. With Mr. Markoy,

a former history teacher who sits all day on a wooden chair in
front, reading and smoking a pipe, we often discuss the novels we
have read. The bookstore is his, but lately he's been complaining
that business isn't going well, and the day will come when he'll
drop everything and get out of here. Hopefully not too soon.

The neighbourhood also has colourful cafes where they make
homemade lemonade, a tea-house that has hundreds of teas
from every corner of the world, and several ateliers for hand-made
jewelry, dolls, and souvenirs. Yes, ,Kapana" is really a colourful and
very pleasant place, not only for Plovdiv residents, but also for
visitors to the city.

But | actually wanted to tell you about our shop. All kinds of
people come in here. Sometimes they come asking to return an
item because something went wrong or they didn‘t imagine it as

it is, but mom patiently explains to them that we don‘t accept
complaints. You see, it's still love. Others, on the contrary, become
our regular customers because they are satisfied. Some even

say they met the man of their dreams thanks to us. Then we are
happy. What could be better than making someone happy and
giving them what they want? But from these meetings with people
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[a My Aajiell XXeflaHoTo. Ho oT Tesu cpelm ¢ xopaTa Bce NoBeYe ce
y6exjaBam, Ye YyBCTBaTa Cca C/IOXHO HeLLIO.

ETo, MMHanaTta cegmuLia Mama umallie poxaeH AeH. Hue He nonssame
NpooyKTUTe, KOUTO NpoAaaBame — NoNTMKa Ha hupmaTa, Ho TO3M

MbT peLlnx aa Hapylla npaBuiaTta 1 fa A M3HeHagam, KaTo v nogaps
HeLLo MMEHHO OT Hallusa MarasuH. [lokaTo s HAMalle, ce 3apoBUX

MeX [y KallloHWTe B CKafa 1 HaMepux eaHa Mto6oB TOYHO 3a Hes.
,POMaHTWYHa, HEeXKHa 1 6e3 0COBeHM YCIOXHEeHMA" — Taka nuLlelle Ha
eTukeTa. bellle jocTa NpecTosana, Ha KOro B AHELLIHO BpeMe My TpsbBa
POMaHTMKA 1 HEXXHOCT, BCEKM TbPCU HELLO NO-CUSTHO M pa3TbpPCBaLLO.
Ho cu nomucnnx, 4e Ha Mama Lie 1 ce oTpasu gobpe. OTBOpMX NakeTa
BHMMATEHO, HO BbMPEKN N3TEKNA CPOK Ha rOAHOCT, OTBBTPE Me
NbXHa MVPU3Ma Ha FOPCKM LBETA. Xapeca Mu 1 Momuckax Aa 3anass
TO3W apomMar, 3aToBa No6bp3ax fa NpemMecTsa 61ecTAWoTo Bbp3onye B
TyM6ecTVa 6ypKaH, crielyanHo NpUroTBeH 3a cry4dast. [ocne 3aBbp3aax
naHzenka B NoAxXoasaLl, LBAT U [o6aBuX eJHO OT HalUTe MaslKu,
YyepBeHM cbpunLa. CTaHa xy6aB nogapbk. JlloboBTa cuselle 3af
CTBHKIIOTO, a a3 65X [JOBO/HA, Ye Lie 3apajiBaM Hall-CKbMMA My YOBEK.

Ho koraTto 1 ro noaapwx, T4 caMo Me NnperbpHa, 6e3 Aa KasBa HULLO U
ce pasnnaka. He pa36bpax fanu n xapeca uav caMo A HaTbXKX NMOBeYe.
[bnro Myucnmnx cnep toBa v CTUrHax 4O M3BOAA, Ye eMOLIMNTE Ha
Bb3paCTHUTE Cca abCOMKOTHaA MUCTEPUS 3a MEH, MOHe 3acera.

Ha cyTpuHTa, KoraTo, U3nm3aiku, Hamepux GyKeTye C AVBK TEMEHYXKKM
npeA BpataTta v 6enexka ¢ MaMMHOTO MME, OCb3Hax, Ye HeLLlo ce e
NMPOMEHWIO, 1 TO CaMO 3a efjHa HOLLL. [Tofo3mpax OT KOro Moxe Aa

Ca, HO MO-KbCHO ChLUMA crefobes, KoraTo ce Nnpuéupax oT yuunuiie

1 BUASX KONENOTO Ha MaCTopa-Koxap OTnpes, Beve 64X CbBCEM
CUTYPHa, Ye LBEeTATa ca OT Hero. Ton e NpuaTeH MbX, C AbJira Koca

1 HebpexxeH BuA. ATeNNETO My € B APYruns Kpail Ha KBapTana, HO ToM
4YecTO Ce 3acefifiBa B Hallng MarasuH, nomMara Ha MamMa fa Hapexja
CTOKaTa, a TS BUHaru ce ycMuxBa riynoBaTo, Korato e Habnmso.

B creaBalumTe HAKOMIKO AHW 3amoyHax fa rv Buxaam BCe No-4ecTo
3aefHo. Pasxoxgaxa ce no ,[naBHaTta’, agaxa cnagonen Ha ,Konyetarta’,
a BeIHbX 0P M1 3aCAKOX Ha NerkuTe B rpadnHkaTa Ha ,[hxymasTa”.
Tol 51 6ellie NperbpHan NPes pamMo U 1 LUeMHeLle HELLO B YXOTO, a TA ce
CMeeLLe 1 OnpaBALLe KOKETHO KocaTa CUW. Taka e Beve Lana ceammua.
[anu ce xapecBat? He 3Has, HO MHOTO MU Ce UCKa Aia CbM MpaBa.
Makap 4e, KakTo ClMOMeHax, HULLO He pa3bupam OT YyBCTBa.

Mora o6ade fa BM Kaxka KOMKO cTpyBa ntobosTa. O6MKHOBEHaTa 10608
CTpyBa TOYHO OCEMHANCET NleBa U cefleMIEeCET U CeleM CTOTUHKM, Ha
[loCTaBHa LieHa. A nocre... Mocse BUe Le Cv 1 HanpaBuTe 6esleHHa.

I am more and more convinced that feelings are a complicated thing.

Well, last week mom had a birthday. We don't use the products we
sell - company policy - but this time | decided to break the rules
and surprise her by giving her something from our store. While she
was out, | dug through the boxes in the warehouse and found a love
just for her. ,Romantic, gentle and without particular complications"
- that's what it said on the label. It was well out-of-date. Who
needs romance and tenderness these days? Everyone is looking
for something stronger and more rocking. But | thought Mom would
be fine with it. | opened the package carefully, but despite the
expiration date, the smell of wild flowers wafted out. | liked it and
wanted to keep this fragrance, so | hastened to move the shiny
bundle into the tumbled jar specially prepared for the occasion. Then
| tied a ribbon in a matching colour and added one of our little red
hearts. It was a nice gift. Love was shining behind the glass, and |
was happy to please my dearest person.

But when | gave it to her, she just hugged me without saying anything
and cried. | didn't know if she liked it or if I'd just made her sadder. |
thought for a long time after that and came to the conclusion that
the emotions of adults are an absolute mystery to me, at least for
now. In the morning, when | went out to find a bouquet of wild violets
outside the door and a note with my mother's name on it, | realized
that something had changed, and only overnight. | suspected who
they might be from, but later that afternoon when | was walking
home from school and saw the tanner's wheel out front, | was pretty
sure the flowers were from him. He is a nice man, with long hair and
a casual look. His studio is on the other side of the block, but he
often hangs out at our store, helping mom sort the merchandise,
and she always has a goofy smile when he's around. Over the next
few days, | started seeing them together more and more often. They
were walking along ,Glavna®, eating ice cream at ,Kopchetata®, and
once | even spotted them on the benches in the ,Jumayata“ garden.
He had his arm around her shoulder and was whispering something
in her ear as she laughed and fixed her hair neatly. It's been like

this for a week now. Do they like each other? | don't know, but |

really wish | was right. Although, as | mentioned, | don't understand
anything about feelings.

However, | can tell you what love is worth. Ordinary love costs exactly

eighteen leva and seventy-seven cents, at a delivery price. And
then... then you make it priceless.
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The Hague @

Introduction

Temporary stop

Klaske Havik

The Hogue, the Dutch city at the Northsea coast which is home to
the Dutch parliament, is a bourgeois city of green boulevards lined
with elaborately ornate buildings. The city has abundant parks,
spacious residential neighbourhoods and well-to-do residents.
Internationally oriented and boasting an abundant cultural life, the
sophistication of city famously depicted in the 19the century novels
of Louis Couperus, still resonates today. However, there is anoth-

er side of the Hague: a rough city with its own dialect and street
culture. This is the city of labourers, vagabonds, and sometimes, of
squatters, artists, and musicians. Historically, the social divide in
The Hague arose from its geographical position along the sea: on
the sandy ridges, where the ground was stable, the rich would build
their castles, manor houses, and residential neighbourhoods; on the
lower stretches of peat that lay in between, the meagre homes of
labourers and servants took root. It is in this rough part of The Hague
that the protagonists of Erik Lindner's poem reside. The work depicts
the challenges of the socio-economically deprived neighbourhood,
Schilderswijk, and evokes an image of local culture, in which particu-
lar urban places - a swimming pool, a shop or a local bar - form the
setting for occasionally absurd social encounters.
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Tijdelijke halte

by Erik Lindner

11s dit een stad? Huizen en trams
raken los van elkaar de straat.

Dit is een luifel. Een marmeren zuil.
Een kapsalon die nog ruikt naar jus.

Hier is een zwembad. Een glazen pui.
Een winkelstraat waar het verkeer niet past.

Ze bukt niet als ze door het kikkerbad waadt

en met haar vingers de kruin van het kind aanraakt.

Bij elke beweging aan het fotokopieerapparaat
schiet de schuifdeur van de supermarkt open.

Zo verkloart een passant wat passeren is:
een stad die je verlaat terwijl je er blijft.

Temporary stop

by Erik Lindner, ‘tijdelijke halte’ in Erik Lindner, Tong en trede
(Amsterdam: Bezige Bij, 2000)

Translated by Francis R. Jones, with thanks to Hanneke Jones-Teuben
and Erik Lindner for their help with the translations

1 Is this a city? Houses and trams
touch the street at separate points.

This is an awning. A marble pillar.
A hair salon still smelling of orange juice.

Here's a swimming pool. A glass wall.
A shopping street where the traffic won't fit.

She doesn’t bend down as she wades through the toddlers’ pool
and touches the top of the child’s head with her fingers.

At every move beside the photocopy machine
the supermarket’s sliding door springs open.

This is how a passer-by explains what passing is:
a city you're leaving while you're staying there.
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2 Niemand zwijgt langdurig in Bar Ernst.

De vriendin van de uitbater danst

in het midden van de zaak, weerkaatst
multicolore in de gesp die haar taille
oplicht en verengt. Alles draait om haar.

Het zilver boven de bar op de spiegel
de projectie door de rook bloemstukken
in het raam halfgeopend het diascherm
aan lussen lage gordijnen, omwoners

die schichtig voorbijgaan.

2 No-one stays silent for long in Bar Ernst.

The landlord’s girlfriend is dancing

in the middle of the café, reflected in technicolour
by the buckle lighting up and tightening

her waist. She’s the centre of everything.

The silver over the bar on the mirror

the projection through the smoke bougquets
in the window half-open the slide screen
and low curtains hanging on loops, locals

shyly passing by.
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3 Kijk naar het bloed in die bak met lamslever.
De olijfolie in blikken. De ispanak in een krat.

Het televisiescherm dat dobbert in de gracht.

Twee mensen die een gesprek voeren —
hun voorhoofden tegen elkaar geleund.

Bij de man aan het schaafijs kleeft
tussen snor en baard een vloeitje
terwijl hij in de tabak graaft.

Kijk toe hoe het bloed
van het vlees spoelt.
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3 Look at the blood in that tray of lamb’s liver.
The olive oil in tins. The ispanak in a crate.

The TV screen floating in the canal.

Two people having a conversation —
their foreheads propped against each other.

The man at the shaved ice stand has a cigarette paper
stuck between his moustache and beard
while he dredges through the tobacco.

Watch the blood
flowing from the meat.
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4 Het is niet waar

je stoat maar

stil voor een ruit

is de plaats haast af

als kwam het beeld door
dat je langskwam.

Je moet koud zijn

om iets te tonen

in taal verklaar je

het glas can de straat
de man en zijn papieren
temperament.
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4 |tisn't true

you're just standing

still before a window

the place is almost complete
as if the image came about
because you came along.

You need to be cold

to show something

in language you explain
the glass to the street

the man and his paper

temperament.
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