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PRIVATE 
Same words, diverse situationstc  \n  \l 1 "Same words, diverse situations"
(Being naked.)

The task is thrilling. Take a dialog, same words, and put it into different situations. Also,  go down to the depth of your self, and show your id, ego and superego as it is.

PRIVATE 
Take it off!  (The naked id)tc  \l 2 "Take it off!  (The naked id)". 

Womanly warmth.

    "Take it off," - she says after I'd declined to eat. Veery means my thoughts, still around my work. I drop my clothes and stretch out under the blanket, next to the wall. It is safe here. I feel myself like Hadrian's "animula vagula, blandula, pallidula, rigida, nudula."  I have no strength to take a shower.

    I am really grateful to Veery, that she picked me up at the train station. I don't know what could I do otherwise, I am scarcely able to walk. I am not young and fresh anymore. Yesterday afternoon, when I rented a room to take a shower and sleep two hours, I complained to the landlady being old. She said: "Oh what you want? You are just fifty." I didn't tell her, but the problem is, that I am just thirty five.

   I should relax somehow. Everyone wants the job to be done immediately. I started Monday morning at the Institute, went to the College after lunch, and back to the Institute again at eight. I worked all night, took the train Tuesday early morning, took a little nap, worked twenty hours on the communication project and I came back now, Wednesday night.

   I've run into Veery Monday night when I walked back to the Institute. She was on her way home from the school, where she teaches literature. I lived with her for three months on last summer, but she wanted commitment, and after the divorce I wasn't ready, so we parted. Apparently, Monday I was in complaining mode, how tired  I will be, so she offered to pick up me today.

    I didn't take that pickup seriously, but Veery did. She brought me here, to her room. It's a big room, what she divided to sections by bookshelves. That shelves make a roomette for her three years old daughter, who is sleeping now, a kind of living room, a working room, and a bedroom. She used to translate for an editor, novels, stories, even poems. The king size bed is at the wall, bookshelves secure the top and the right side, entrance is at the end.

    Veery is in the bathroom. I am falling asleep, but not very deeply. I hear the sound,  as the towel falls to the floor. I open my eyes. She stays at the end of the bed, naked.


"Are you satisfied?"
    She isn't beautiful. I don't have any mental picture of her body. Graham Green's Quiet American comes to my mind.


"If somebody asked you, what your deepest sexual experience had been, what would you say?"


"Lying in bed early one morning, and watching a woman in red dressing gown brush her hair."


"Was Phuong the girl in the red dressing gown?"


"No, that woman came earlier, when I left my wife."


"What happened?"


"I left her too."

    What makes a sexual memory to be the deepest? The beauty? Not. The height of the arousal? Every arousal is different, and if you don't believe that the recent one is the highest, you are not aroused at all. What then? The warmth of being together.

    That "Are you satisfied" really wasn't a question. It was an affirmative statement, I am here, I am here for you, I am here to bring peace to an "empty, dull, pale, stiff, naked little animal."  You are not in the mode to deliberate, so I decide for you, like a mother for her little child.


"Thank you."
    The warm womanliness fills me up, and makes me a whole again.  

Womanly shyness.

     "Take it off," I say, when I've seen her bra trough her blouse. I knew mousette since four weeks. Last night was the first time, when I've made love to her. This was early, two days earlier, than the scheduled thirtieth day. A little defeat for my ego.

    I'm with her now, I will walk her home from her office. She is the manager of about ten woman. All of them leave an hour earlier, so nobody is here just she and I. Her blouse is transparent, some kind of silk. Her lovely breasts are covered by an ugly bra. I don't like bras. Bra means problem, how to take it off? Some bras open at the back, some at the front, again others at the side. Some like to take it without even opening the bra, others cry if you try to do so. The bra always means problem.

    Yesterday mousette saved me from that ceremony. She said: "The most difficult is to get naked." "No problem" - I answered - "I will turn off." I never tried this game before, but it was thrilling. I dropped my clothes in a moment, and jumped to her bed, outside, but turning toward the wall. The noises as she took of her clothes electrified me. She switched the lamp off before she started to disrobe herself, but it wasn't dark completely. Enough light came in through the windows. the lights of the city-night. I resisted the temptation to turn over, she worth it. Mousette is the tenth, and yesterday night was really like number ten.

    When I've said, take it off, I've meant the bra, but I don't believe she will do so. She said, "No, what people will say?"  Exactly as I've expected it, but may be, she would like to show the beautiful ones. Let give her a chance: "Everybody will be amazed."
    She lifts her blouse and takes the bra off. The silk is not exactly see-through, it gives a lot of room for the imagination. The sight of the lovely white hills, the dark peeks and the valley between them, is amazing. She puts the bra to her shoulder bag, and we walk. It is the end of the working hours, people walk everywhere. The eyes of the men cling out, like hanging on a string. I never had seen such view so distinctly. The eyeballs are physically moving toward her breast. I'm sure that those, who are with partner will hear about that gaze all night, until they will remorse it hundred times. I am proud, this beauty is mine, it is mine alone, but I pretend to notice nothing and entertain her in slow voice.

    I used to feel what is inside her, but now the outer skin of her emotions is hard, as if covered by scales. She is in trance. If she doesn't like it, why has she taken it off? I wasn't pushy at all.

    After walking a block I can't endure her tension. We take a taxi. On the back seat I kiss her, and kiss her again and again quoting Catullus:


"First give one hundred,


Then a thousand, then again


Hundred, then above them add


Thousand and no less."

    This seems to work, but the scales still cover her emotions. At home, in her room she says:


"Are you satisfied."
    What I feel really, it is not exactly satisfaction, but what can I say:


"Thank you."
     It took a year, - since long time she was mouse, not mousette any more, - when I was able to talk over that afternoon with her.

PRIVATE 
Three days.  (The naked ego)tc  \l 2 "Three days.  (The naked ego)". 

Day one. Who if not me.

"Man, you are a faceless pig, but you will fall on your face shortly."

     I deserved this address, because I answered his question, I am ready to cooperate with the state. The state has rights, and I am honoring that. I pay may taxes, I go to the military service if conscripted, and I avoid to commit criminal acts. He does not like my accurate answer. Apparently, he expected different  cooperation.

    The picture is intriguing. A pig, with no face, probably half of his head is been cut off, however that pig still shall expect to fall onto his face. I elected to be polite, so I'm laughing. He doesn't like my politeness neither.


"Why are you laughing? You should cry instead!"

    The Officer is a thirty-something Jew. Skinny, short, may be 5'8" tall, black hair, brown eyes. He is in grey suit, but he wears no necktie. Now he works on his typewriter, slowly in a monotonous way, employing only one finger. I used to type on my father's typewriter that way, when I was eight years old.

   I am sitting in this chair since about two o'clock in the morning. They picked me up at ten yesterday night. This is the rule, they wait until their patient is going to sleep, and then wake him up, This carefully selected method generates more fear,  the arrested person feels to be terrorized. Do they learn this method in some school? Is there a school teaching how to serve a totalitarian system?

    They made a random ride around the town before they brought me here. I know were I am, this is the "Main Street" the Central Office of the State Defense Authority. They confiscated my watch, shoelaces, documents, money, and told me to sit down in this chair. Since then, until this man come in, nothing happened. Another method of frightening. You don't know what to expect in the next minute, so your stomach is tense, your muscles are ready to jump. I have no idea what's the time now, the waiting have been long. It must be daytime, and apparently this man will be my investigating officer.

    I don't know exactly, why am I here? They indicted me on conspiracy against the People's Republic, but they do that all the time. Probably, they want only some testimony against T. T. expected his arrest and the investigation against us. Once he gave us a lesson, what to do in this case. Care only about the important things: where to urinate, where to defecate, and  if you have still energy, what to drink and what to eat? Everything else is unimportant. This was not T.'s original idea, I read it from Capek, Karel Capek, in a novel about the Czech resistance. Easy advice. The waiting is no real problem. Lately I spent a lot of time alone. They don't let me sleep. I don't care less. For about two years I worked in every third week over sixty hours in one shift. I am fresh and young, I am at least twelve years younger, than this man here. Let take it like a game.


"Your name is ..., you live in ... "


"Yes"

    There is no reason not to answer this questions. They know my name, address anyway. I will have time, a lot of time to resist them.


"Man, you are a faceless pig, but you will fall on your face shortly."

    Well, this was not a rational answer to my "Yes," but apparently this is his style. The style of a sophisticated Jewish-Communist political investigator. Let laugh again. I am strong, I am ready, I will enjoy this.


"Why are you laughing? You should cry instead!"

Day two. Bored.


"Man, you are a faceless pig, but you will fall on your face shortly."

    He started the second day of my investigation maybe an hour ago. Yesterday he was unimaginative. He typed for ten minutes, then he read the question, mostly about my curriculum vitae. It is amazing, how much they know about me. Probably, he wanted me to be amazed, but I controlled myself. I answered: "Yes" "No" "I don't know" or "I don't answer this question." Then he said that "faceless pig." - he must like very much that phrase, - and he asked. "what are you laughing?"  I survived the evening and night too. Naturally, he wasn't here. Others sent me to clean the toilets five times. I am fortunate, that it is springtime, at winter the water would be freezing. After I finished, they ordered me to sit in this chair. This chair is mine, this is my house. When they brought me back, I always felt like being at home. I even was able to sleep a little bit. I don't know how much. When they found me sleeping, a big man come in, taller than me by a foot, definitely over 250 pounds. He lifted my chair by one hand, and told me, that if he will find me sleeping next time, he will throw me out through the window. There is no window in this room, so that was impossible, but I had no courage to laugh. He was just too big and too strong. Let try it now, I mean the laughing.


"Why are you laughing? You should cry instead!"

    May be he is right. My laugh was not very convincing, it would be much more easier to cry. I am still not exhausted, but it is boring. When T. talked about the important things, he forgot the sleep. They let me use the toilet yesterday, and I was able to slip a drop from the faucet.

    With no sleep, the time is running slower and slower. Yesterday I was always curious for the next question. Today the questions are all the same. When did you meet T?  What did he want from you? Did he give money to you? I denied, but he asked that question again and again. This disturbs me. Well, if you want to organize people, you need some money. They must know that. But they also must know, that I too, put up all my salary for the organization. May be they want to accuse  T. embezzling money. I don't understand, so it is not important. It may became important, when I will understand what they want, not now. The important things here are to sleep, to drink, to eat. 


"Did you  ..."
    I don't understand the question. Something is wrong with me. Let give a safe answer.

     "I don't recall."

"Man, you are a faceless pig, but you will fall on your face shortly."

    Well if this is the game I still face it. The stronger man is not the one, who can hit stronger, but the one, who takes the hit without breaking. Let laugh.


"Why are you laughing? You should cry instead!"

Day three. Almost broken.


"Man, you are a faceless pig, but you will fall on your face shortly."

    I can't count any more. At morning I decided that I will count the faceless pigs. I lost the cue. This is the third day. May be this is the tenth faceless pig today... Let laugh once more.


"Why are you laughing? You should cry instead!"

    In the beginning ... I thought ... to outsmart them. Yesterday afternoon... Was it really afternoon? When did I see the sun? ... Sunday evening. I still remember the sun. Here there is a lamp only.

    I hate any light. Yesterday night they put a big electric light to the floor, pointing exactly toward my eyes. I was blinded. I wished, I have to clean the toilets. They did not take me out. Still I've fallen asleep. They wake me up immediately. And again, and again. They waited until I had fallen asleep, and immediately waked me up. This is bad. Worse then not to sleep at all. The sudden wake up disturbs the mind. Something happened yesterday afternoon. I don't remember. If you don't remember, it's not important. I don't understand the questions neither. I had to tell him.


"Did you ...."  

"I don't understand your questions."
    This is the truth, he must know that.


"Man, you are a faceless pig, but you will fall on your face shortly."

    Whatever I say, this is the reaction. I've fallen to a hole. There is no way out. I can't even laugh.


"Why are you laughing? You should cry instead!"

    I didn't laugh. No, I don't remember. I don't know any more what I am doing. It's over. I lost. I have no more strength at all. "Everyone has some iron reserve. Family, nation, the doctrine, God." Who wrote that. Anna ... Anna Seghers. The seventh cross.  A carpenter outsmarted the Gestapo. To save his family. I have no family. God is with me. God has nothing to do with this. Poe. Edgar Allen Poe. Arthur Gordon Pim. No, The pendulum. The prisoner was about to give up, Napoleon's Army came in. The French saved him. Tomorrow I will be saved too. Let laugh now.

    He looks up from the typing. Oh yeah. He already said his remark about laughing. He is satisfied, exactly this is what he wants. Don't let him win today. He should not win today. Not, today no. He can't win today. I don't give up until tomorrow.

    That evening they let me go, with a citation for the next week. When I took the bus to back home, I was triumphant. I didn't know that two weeks later the State Security Office will be dissolved, and that when a few days after, in a quiet night, I will walk across a bridge and will see that Jewish Officer, he suddenly will run to the other side, with the apparent fear that I will throw him to the river. Neither did I know that seventeen years later he will be appointed C.E.O. to the company, where I will work and as the consequence of this, I will feel forced to leave my country, with a former wife, two children and three suitcases filled only with clothes.

    I was triumphant when I was released. I won. Then, on the very same night, someone - whom I trusted, and whom I informed what happened - said me: "Domine, you are a monster, you have no emotions."  My ego was soft on that night. I felt myself as a faceless pig fallen to his face. Before that I had had emotions.  

PRIVATE 
God, I'm here! (The naked superego)tc  \l 2 "God, I'm here! (The naked superego)". 

Child.

    I always like to walk with Unclejohn. He made some shopping, then we went to the Church. Unclejohn is priest. He lives out in the country, in a small village, six hours on train. I like him. He always says something intriguing. When we came here, he said that he has to go to the Parish and he want me to wait him in the Church.


"Just go in, and talk to God."


"Yeah, I will say the Rosary. I learned that, when I was four."


"No, I want you to talk to God."


"How?"


"Say, God I'm here, call me."


"How many times?"


"Just once, and wait until he answers. May be he will answer immediately, may be you should wait. But if you are patient, God will answer."


"And then? What will God say?"


"God will say, What do you want?"


"And what could I tell Him? I've everything."


"If you have nothing to ask, say, Lord, what do you want from me?"

    Unclejohn went to the Parish office, and I'm now in the church. We used to came here in Sundays, but now I'm alone. No one is here just me. And God.


"God, I'm here, call me." 
    Nothing happened. Maybe God didn't hear that. He must be old, like Grandmother. Her hearing is bad, we always has to shout loudly. Let me say again. No, Unclejohn said, to say only once and wait.

    I'm waiting. The ceiling is amusing. Pictures between the bars separating the squares. In the middle of the plates there are the lamps or air-holes, and around them pictures. Pictures of Saints, all kind of Saints. Old Saints, young Saints, men, women, children. Who will be saint? Those who listen to God. Unclejohn told that, when he was here last time.

    Where is God? He is there, in the front, in the Tabernacle. It may be boring to Him, all day alone. I am here with Him now.


"What do you want?" 
    Unclejohn was right. This is God, he talks to me. Oh, what should I say? He is God, the Greatest, the Almighty, the Highest, the one worshipped by everybody. I remember now:


"Lord, what do you want from me?"

"You."
    Me? What am I good for? Mother wants me, father wants me, may be Unclejohn wants me, but what can God expect from me. I'm just a kid. Five years old, I have an older brother and a younger one. The younger is just a baby. How can I give myself to God? I will ask Unclejohn.

Youth.
    The bell rang, and hundred five young men clothed in black cassocks stopped to talk and now walk in silence to the Chapel. Only I and my fourteen classmates are different, we are in our ordinary street clothes. Two long line is formed on both side of the hallway. The only noise is the knock of the shoes on the worn out stones of the two hundred years old building. It is the time for meditation.

    In the Chapel everyone has his own place. We, the novices, are in the first rows. The Chapel is cold, much colder that the September evening outside. It is dark here. The glass on the windows is painted, and the windows are opening to a shadowy inner yard. Now the lamps are off, we are supposed to meditate, not read.

    I talk to God as Unclejohn taught me. 


"God, I'm here, call me."
    Unclejohn. Where is he? He was arrested eight years ago. He was sentenced to death, but he wasn't executed. That Jew, Rakosi, our bald father, the Secretary of the Communist party was satisfied when he humiliated him. Auntboeshe, said, that Rakosi defecated to Unclejohn's mouth. Hush thoughts. This is God's house. We should forgive, if we want to be forgiven. I'm here for God, I'll be his servant. God, the Son is here in the Tabernacle. The consecrated bread is his body. He wanted to live between us. The Church, the congregation of the faithful is his body. He wanted to be shown to the world through us.


"What do you want?" 
    I want you God. I want to be with you. That's all. I want to live with you. But not this is the important. How did Unclejohn teach me?


"Lord, what do you want from me?"

"You."
    Me, why me? He decided so? Did he? I'm here to learn the knowledge and obedience. Knowledge of God, the theology, and obedience to God through the obedience to his church. Thus far it is easy. It is beautiful here. Peace, quiet life, the beauty of the knowledge of two thousand years, and no one wants anything from me, what I would not do eagerly.

   It is good and beautiful to serve you, God.

Adult.
    I've an hour to kill. The streets are hot. I had to go back to work, I don't want to drink. Tom said, that the computer programming is for the mind of a six weeks old lap dog, so he always drinks before programming, to be degraded to that level. Well, I'm more effective if I don't drink.

    I know nobody in this neighborhood. Oh, here is the church, the Church of Eternal Worship. Before the Communism, nuns prayed twenty four hours in front of the altar. The nuns were dispersed, but the church is still always open. Why not go inside?

    Silence, cool, somewhat dark. There is nobody here. I'm alone. How long was, when I was in a church. Three years? I have an hour. What can I do?


"God, I'm here, call me."
    Yes, I'm here, but do I want God to call me? He is here, but is he important for me at all. Does it mean anything for me, that he is here? If it would, I would be here more often. What is important for me? The work, then the work again. What else? To keep my nonconformity intact. And? Yes, a child. I want a child, but my wife is unable to hold one. A month ago was her third spontaneous abortion. A child, to work for him, for his future, well, at least to say that I work for him. I work for myself, because I'm obsessed with the work. That makes me different from the others. But I want that child anyway.


"What do you want?"
    I don't believe this. God answered me. "He is faithful even if we are not trustworthy."  And still the same question as years before. Does he talks to me in that way because Unclejohn told so, or this is his style? Is he in my mind, or is he here really?. My mind was full with the world, with mundane desires, so he must be here. This is his place. What should I say? He knows, that the only thing I could ask from him is that child.

 
"Lord, what do you want from me."
    Oh, I know his answer, You. And I'm not able to give myself to him. I am not ready, I am unworthy. "One who put his hand to the plow and looks back, is not worthy of me."
    He is silent. God is silent. What can I say to him?


"Lord, I'm ashamed. I want a child. I'm ready to pay for it."

"Hah. Do you want to pay off me, really?"
    God laughed and left. I am sure that he left. But also I am sure that we made the deal. "Anyone. who takes the smallest one, will take me."
    So I went to the Court of Guardian, and told the Officer that I want to adopt a boy, 4-5 years old. He was laughing and assured me, that my request is impossible, there are prospective adopting parents, who are waiting since years. I asked him: "If I present the boy eligible for adoption, will you proceed?" He agreed,  he wanted me out.

    The most difficult thing was to convince my wife, that we want to adopt a boy. For the first request, at one of the State's Foster houses, the nurses offered me a choice of three adoptable children. My one's birthday is the same as ours with my wife, and his first name is the same  as my original first name. The very same week, when we got him out of the foster home, she conceived  my natural son, who born without any problem.

T.  A.  D.  M.. N.

PRIVATE 
Scenestc  \n  \l 1 "Scenes".
PRIVATE 
On the back seat of Kerry's Cabtc  \l 2 "On the back seat of Kerry's Cab".
(Character sketch)
    After work I always need a walk. I'm O.K. physically after the shower, that's not the problem. My heart, my mind needs the walk.

   The worst is the gaze of women at work. I don't mind the men. I don't even notice those, whom I don't like. Sometimes there are men like Weasel. Oh, his gaze was arousing. It went around my body as if he would smell me. Take a whiff, enjoy, take one again. When he was there I felt weightless and safe, as with father. 

    That was fifteen years ago. I was only three. Father bought me a new cap. He took me to his shoulders and danced and danced.


"My little girl I will let you fly to the sky."


"Daaad, don't do that, I will fall, and my new cap will be dirty."
We both laughed, and he danced and danced. It was so safe, so peaceful. Two days later mother packed his wardrobe to a box and tossed him out, when father came home after work. Shortly thereafter a policeman came. The train hit father, he died. Accident, said the police, but my mind cries since that time: Mother killed him. She wanted to live with her lover, Kerry.

    Oh, how I hated them. Their sweet, melting, buttery voices: "I'm your dad and Kerry is your mother." Kerry lived with mother for three years. After her, new and new women came. Some stayed for a year, some for a week only. Soon after I was eight I never allowed them to touch me, but even their gaze hurt me. This is why I hate women. This is why I hate myself.

    Weasel left the city. He got job at Seattle. He wanted me to go too. I will follow him, after I enact the fate of my name: Angel, Avenging Angel. Father had to be avenged, a dike shall die. Well, I will give her a chance. I have only three bullets, and I don't know how the magazine is set. Russian Roulette for my father. May be tonight is the day. May be that cab driver. Taxi!

    She had to be tested first. I take my best buttery voice, the voice what I hate worst, the voice of Kerry to mother:


"Are you going my way?"

It's hard to control the muscles and the skin. The skin of her neck talks clearly. Like mother's skin when Kerry talked to her in that buttery voice. When mother came home. the first thing was to kiss Kerry in her mouth. The muscles on mother's  neck always twitched. Just like the skin of this female.


"That depends on how far you are going?"
No matter what or how she answered, she needed that buttery voice. She wants me. She is dike. This is my day. Father, you will be free today.


"Pardon for the cliche, but where to mac?"


"Western and Milwaukee."
    A short trip, anywhere. It doesn't make difference where I will perform my duty.


"No problem."
    Today is the day. The gun is here, the dike is here. The only problem is me, my nerves. Maybe a cigarette will help.


"Can I smoke in this vehicle, or does the City ordinance cover this vehicle too, ba-bee?


"Fell free."
    She is laughing. What a hell she thinks. She will die tonight, at last, she has a good chance for it.  If nothing else, her name, Kerry, assures that.


"What's funny - Kerry Marie Green?"


"A memory, that's all."


"If it's funny, I'd like to hear it."


"No, it's not particularly funny. It's just about a girl who was seventeen, and liked to smoke foreign cigarettes.


"Do you mean me?"


"No - I mean me."

    When did I start to smoke? I don't remember the first cigarette, but I started to smoke regularly, when I run away. I was thirteen, hitchhiked to Texas, and lived with the gang. It wasn't bad, but I was relaxed when the police found me. I was sent to a foster home, to grey colorless people. This French brand is Weasels brand. He was in Paris with the service, and he didn't change back to the American cigarettes. When I light in, I feel Weasel's odor. No, I don't want to talk with her about Weasel. It would mean as to give out him.


"These things cost money, you know, and they taste like burning bushes, but it's the idea of the thing. Sometimes I like to do things just because I like the idea of them. Don't you do things like that?"


"No, I don't."


"That's really too bad, really."

    Either the cigarette or the small talk helped. I feel much better, I have the strength to enact my name, to avenge father.


"Pull over here ba-bee."


"That'll be four twenty."
    My heart is in my throat, my stomach is in squeeze, but my arms and hands are obedient. I practiced this movement many times, when I've seen people with guns in the movies. It is so easy to kill. The beautiful .38 is moving like the clockwork.


"I want a free ride and all of your cash, or this will be your last fare."


"I ... don't ... have ... money."


"C'mon ba-bee. You know, you have got some money, Kerry Marie."


"You're getting personal here. What's your name?"


"Oprah. Winfrey."
    She may not expected my real name. Anyway, nobody is around, let she have a little talk and a little hope, before she dies.


"Pleased to met you, but I don't have any money, Oprah."


"You're lying ba-bee, and I don't know why?"


"I'm not lying. Why would I lie to you?"


"You tell me, Kerry Marie."


"I just started"


"Is this the early-early shift, or the late-late shift"


"Both"


"Give me what you got. Be careful girlfriend."
    I need money. I want to go to Seattle, to Weasel.


"I'm a girlfriend Oprah. You should not do this to a sister"
    She hadn't understood my humor. I must be good hiding my real feelings.


"I am an only child, Kerry Marie."
    Oh, how I wanted a brother or sister. Someone to care for, someone who belongs to me, someone to whom I belong to. Someone with whom I can share, as I shared with father. Dikes make no children.


"But I've got a wife and children."
    I have no doubt any more. Father, you will be avenged. Mother's wish to have wife will be avenged. But hush ideas. She wants small talk. Let her get it. I am sure of myself now.


"Oh. Is that why you work Broadway?"


"Don't do this sister."
    She should not say that. I'm a woman, flesh and blood woman. Woman, who likes men. I'm not sister of a dike.


"I told you, I am an only child and orphan too."


"So you're robbing me, because you like the idea, or because you need the money?"


"Money makes the world go, Kerry Marie."
Click. ... She won. Anyway, I did what I promised to father.


"This must be your lucky day, sis-tuh. I played Russian Roulette, and you won. Congratulations."

Let run now. I decided one shot only, and this was done.

    Run, little Angel, run. No matter, what will happen to you,  you finished your mission. You told us your message, a true and powerful message. Not so delicate and elaborated message, what your great uncle Hans Castorp from Davos Dorf told us seventy years ago, but still a true and powerful message about the life, about your life, about the real, politically incorrect world.

    Run now, go to Seattle, find your Weasel, and be happy. Forget the avenge, it won't resolve anything.

    Run little Angel, run. And you Lord have mercy on us.

PRIVATE 
The Epic of Gilgameshtc  \l 2 "The Epic of Gilgamesh".
(Poeta nascitur, orator fit.)
    Nannar-usu, also known as Sin-leqe-uninni, the Servant of the Moon, stretched out on the bunk in his miserable room, waiting for the prostitute, whom he met at the marketplace, and hired for the night.

    Nannar-usu has spent the full day in the Land Office, and after so many years, his case finally was resolved. He also met Mashu, his old friend who promised him generous honorarium for a hymn, which praises the King of Sumer and Akkad, the great Warrior and Builder. Tomorrow Nannar-usu has to visit Mashu at the palace. As he walked home, he stopped at the marketplace, to get something for supper. He reached into his pocket and took off his last coin, a single piece of silver.

  
"Do you want to make an offering to Ishtar? She and me will make you happy."

   
"My Goddess is Inanna, the Sumer Goddess."

  
"Yeah, She is. I know, really I'm her priestess. But you know, the Akkads ... Do you want to be delighted tonight for the honor of Inanna?"
    Supper or sex? Big question. Why not the sex? Nannar-usu handed the silver to the prostitute, then walked home and waited for her. She was supposed to make an offering to Inanna first.

    Nannar-usu's mind wandered back in the time.

    Gilgamesh, the Fifth King after the Flood in his youth was known as great Warrior and Builder. He conquered Kish and built temples for Inanna and An. All this meant enormous taxes, and above that the young men were lost in the war, and the virgins were compelled to the temple services. The cries of people reached the Heaven. Inanna created Enkidu, an equal of Gilgamesh, to take away the King from the city. Enkidu was hairy and wild. Wherever he went with his wild animals, they destroyed the farmlands. The farmers begged for help. Gilgamesh sent Shamhat, the temple prostitute to seduce and tame Enkidu.

    Shamhat and a hunter wandered to the spring, where Enkidu and the animals used to rest. On the third day:




Great Enkidu, here he comes,




Around him all the wild beasts.




Long hair, strong arms, hairy body,




His manners are savage, manly.

   The poem had been intoned silently in the heart of Nannar-usu. Now the voice of a woman started to sing her role.




Harlot, harlot, little harlot,




Loose your hair and take your clothes off.




Wash your body in the fresh spring,




Spread the ointment on your bending.




Fresh bend of two long velvet thighs -




Come Enkidu, have joy tonight.




Come, lay with me, I teach love-art,




Forget your thoughts, give me your heart.

   The song stopped. Nannar-usu continued unconsciously




She was naked, he was eager,




Murmuring love he laid on her.




For six days and for seven nights




He enjoyed the beautiful thighs.




A week passed and he got tired. ...

   
"Hey, wait a moment, not so fast. We didn't even start the first night."
    The prostitute was there. Naked, passionate, lewd. For a moment Nannar-usu forgot his thoughts, and gave his heart to Inanna. After a while their breath united, then it became faster and faster, and the little spirits swarmed around, eager to find a new body for themselves.

    Later, as Nannar-usu came to his senses, he remembered how the girl had intoned his poem. 

   
"What did you sing?"

   
"When?"

   
"When you came in, and disrobed yourself. Did I dream?"

   
"Oh, you mean that 'fresh bend of two long velvet thighs?' I always used to sing that, before ..., you know? "

   
"Where did you learn that song?"

   
"Everybody knows that. Every girl chant it at the marketplace."

   
"Where? Not in Uruk."

   
"Oh, I didn't tell you. I'm from Nippur. I born there, and I learned the song from mother. She too was a priestess of Ishtar, oh, I'm sorry, Inanna. Mother used to say, that she had known the young poet who wrote the song, but everybody, every girl know this song in Nippur."

   
"I wrote it."

   
"You? Well, it is possible. Mother always told the truth and you are in her age. Do you want to try it again?"

   
"What? Oh, the fresh bend of two velvet thighs?"
    Yes, he wanted. Now he was relaxed, so it took a bit longer. Then the little spirits swarmed around again, looking for the potential of a life. And Nannar-usu didn't even get sad or tired as Enkidu did seven hundred years before:




A week passed and he got tired.




Satisfied, calmed he remembered




His friends, lions, bulls, gazelles.




They run away, all of them fled.




Enkidu tried to walk home alone,




But his strength and swiftness had gone.




Both of his knees were bounded,




Like with a cord when he walked.




Harlot, harlot, what had you done?




My body's strength, my friends had gone.




What can I do, week and alone,




Carving for the city's wisdom?

    The girl left, and again the verses of the epic poured out from the heart of Nannar-usu, until his unconscious took it over by dreams. The sweet, light dreams drifted Nannar-usu back in the time, to the time were Giants lived on the Earth, to the time of the heroes, to the time of his ancestors. 

    On the way to Uruk Enkidu had tamed. Shamhat made clothes for him from her own dress. Gilgamesh and Enkidu fought each other fiercely, then they became friends and left Uruk to discover the world. They fought and conquered everybody, until gods became angry, and Enkidu had to die. Gilgamesh followed the path, he found his father Utnapishtim, who shared the wisdom and knowledge with him. Gilgamesh also found the flower of immortal life, but the serpent had stolen it from him. Finally Gilgamesh found the route back to Uruk.

    Then new dreams took over. Nannar-usu stayed on the marketplace in Nippur, listened to the girls, who walked around and recited his poem. Mashu came over with five big gold coins in his hand:


"Sell me a hymn from your epic, Nannar-usu!"


"My hymn doesn't prize the Warriors and Builders, it praises the peace and tranquility."


"Change it, it will be sung before the King."


"It is been sung by the people of the marketplace."


"What is more important: The King and the fortune, or that ignorant prostitutes, fishermen, nobodies?"

    Then suddenly Inanna descended, and Inanna kissed him, and she was also Shamhat and the prostitute, and the kisses touched not only his forehead, but his brain and heart inside.

    When the Sun, Uru finished his travel in the underground, from the West, and came out from to the secret caves of Lebanon in the East, Nannar-usu was a different man. He took his tablets, watered them carefully, and started to run the stylus over them:




Enlil, the son of An,




Fulfilled what he promised.




Enlil the god of Earth,




Completed what he told.




Gilgamesh found the wisdom,




Wisdom was his destiny.




Gilgamesh lost the eternity,




Endless life wasn't his fate.

    At one point, while he wrote the hymn, Mashu arrived. He was courteous, he didn't mention that Nannar-usu was supposed to visit him, nor showed any surprise about the miserable room where Nannar-usu lived. Nannar-usu hardly noticed him. The hymn praising Gilgamesh overcome his mind:




Gilgamesh came back to Uruk,




Tired like an old man.




Gilgamesh the tired,




Lorded for hundred years.




Wisdom ruled his Kingdom,




Kingdom of Uruk.




No new temples, no bloody wars




Peace and wealth ruled his City.

   
"Wonderful. Simply beautiful, like everything you write. But please, we have to talk about the hymn, which praises the great Warrior and Builder."

   
"Didn't you hear that? No new temples, no bloody wars / Peace and wealth ruled his city."

  
"This was in the old times. Today the development and the wars make a King great. And above that: Do you understand the worth of five big gold coins?"


"Yes, I do, but Inanna kissed me this morning, and the truth worth much more, than your five gold coins."

    Mashu left without any poem, even without a promise. In the depths of his heart, he envied Nannar-usu and his character. He, Mashu gave away his principles for the money and success long time ago. And Nannar-usu worked seven days and six nights until he finished the epic.

    After the hundred years passed, Gilgamesh died. The people of Uruk mourned him, and prayed to the gods for his soul. 




People of the streets




Happy and prosperous,




Come, bless King Gilgamesh,




He let you to be yourself.
PRIVATE 
My first teachertc  \l 2 "My first teacher". 
(Memoir)
    The sweet odor of the pipe smoke ... Sweet, pleasant, smooth, dreamy scent. In our anti-smoker world you can't smell it very often. Maybe the young people don't even know how enchanting it is. It brings up the past, memories, dreams. When I smell the pipe smoke, I always remember my grandfather, my first teacher, Apo.

    Born Jewish and raised in a family of a Catholic farmer, to be a teacher was his best choice. Apo taught for thirty seven years. Over thirty years he was the teacher of a farm center, Bokros. He lived two hours aside from the nearest town. We too spent the summer months there for years. There were only three buildings in the center, the school, the house of the gendarme, and the grocery store. Fifty some small farms were scattered around in a three mile circle. This was Apo's empire, and he liked it. My grandmother, a fellow teacher died in 1938. Shortly thereafter Apo was sent to retirement. He moved to our suburban home, and he carved for the past, for the teaching. I was three, my older brother, Pista, five. We become Apo's pupils.

    Every morning beginning from the First of September, we were summoned to his room. Apart from the other rooms, it smelt the exotic odor of the pipe smoke, and the likewise wondrous scent of the lavender, what he used to keep the moots away. Mother always said, that the lavender is unnecessary, the pipe smoke scares away any living being, but Apo disregarded her comment.

    We had to report in his room at eight o'clock sharp. The big dining table was removed from the middle of the room, a blackboard was set in front of his bunk-bed, a small table with two little chairs was put in front of the blackboard. Wax tables laid there waiting for us. 

    We stood for a while in silence, gazing the amazing setup, then Apo let us to sit down,  He stretched his arm with closed fist and pulled it toward his shoulder sounding: "mmmmm." We wondered. Then he put his open palm to his cheek sounding "aaaah." Then again pulling his closed fist sounded "mmmmm." "mmmmm" "aaaah" "mmmmm."  After the second repetition Pista said: "ma'am." Apo smiled. If I close my eyes I can see the short grey hair, the curved Jewish noose and the big smile of his mouth. It is easy, like to drive a hoop - he said.

    We learned about six sounds in every day. Each sound had a story represented by the motions what he called mimic. The motions connected the sounds like a snap. On the second week of the school we started to write the letters representing the sounds. It was a little bit hard to understand that there are more sounds then letters. We started to create new forms for the sounds, but since Pista's forms were not the same as my ones, we had to reconcile with the common alphabet.

    Before the snow was falling down we both knew how to read and write. At the St. Martins Day diner, the Thanksgiving Day in Hungary, we read poems to entertain the relatives. Pista got a magazine subscription, I had to fight for my own paper. I won only, when my godfather asked me to read from his sociography book, and I did without understanding the words. 

    Since that time I used to read three books in every week.  The books mean the beautiful worlds, what they opened for me, but the sweet scent of the pipe smoke always brings up the memories of Apo, and how he taught us the splendid art of reading and writing.

PRIVATE 
The first kisstc  \l 2 "The first kiss".
(Scene with war.)

    Contrary to the popular belief, to be bombed is not the worst thing in the world. Mother told us, that when we hear the whistle, then it already hit someone else. We always heard that whistle, and if not, there were six stories above us to defend from the worst.

    We lived in the basement, some twenty families. Each pair got a wooded box, an 8' x 4' x 4' box. The boxes were set into two levels, one on the top of an other, one side open. Our family was seven people: grandpa, my step grandmother, father, mother, and we three brothers. I lived with Pista, my older brother, above the box of my grandparents. We played cards, told stories and jokes, and in the early afternoons, when some light came in trough the small windows, we read books.

    We were lucky. That basement was a storehouse in better times, we had plenty of fat. We ate flour soup with a lot of fat, this was our breakfast, this was our lunch, this was our supper. The fat was our light too. On the mornings and starting about three o'clock, fat was in flames in a big bowl on the central table, to provide some light.

    The Danube was not too far. The men used to bring enough water, so we were able to wash ourselves from head to toe, once a week. There was a box, called bathroom with some linen to cover its open end, but not everyone liked that. Across the table a family lived in two boxes. Man, woman and a girl about my age. Once a week the mother let her girl sat in a bowl in nude, and washed her. I see myself sitting at the table, pretending to read at the flashes of the burning fat as she stayed there naked. It was natural. Was it? It was war anyway.

    We learned the old jewish prayer: Lord, let us relieve our necessities in peace. There was a ditch in the grounds upstairs, but when the bombing was heavy, we had to wait sometimes for hours.

    By February, the Russians came in, the bombing stopped. We still lived in the darkness of the basement, however we could go up cautiously. The house across the street was burned out. Nothing was left just the bricks. Someone put corpses to the openings, one corpse to each former window. The window show of the war. Pista and I took an expedition to count the dead, like children in normal times count the BMW-s, who notices it first. Pista won. He found over forty corpses, my count was thirty something. When we went home, we received a lesson on the differences between things which are for play, and which are not. Corpses are not for playing.  As an additional punishment we were confined to our grounds.

   There were three basements under the same house. As I walked in the yard, I met a little girl, Eve. She lived in the neighboring basement, with her parents. We met again and again. Little romance of two six years old. We sat on the stars, hold each other's hands, talked about the coming spring. Once I kissed her. I put my arms around her neck and touched her cheeks with my lips. She blushed. I blushed too. This was the first one. We agreed that next morning I will visit her.

    Next morning I went to her basement. The entrance was nailed in. Three four by four logs across the door, and a big scarlet letter "T" painted over them. I hit the logs with my fist, kicked the door: "Eve, little Eve, come out!"

    A man came over.


"You don't want to go into that basement.


"Eve, my girlfriend is there, I came to visit her."


"Typhus is there, no girls."

    The case was settled. He took me to our basement. I sat at the darkest corner of my box for a long time. I learned a lesson about the war.

    I never had seen her again, probably she died. Almost three times as many people died in Typhus and Cholera, than those killed by the bombs.

    When I was six years old, I was bombed. I was bombed also when I was eighteen, but that was different. That happened in the Revolution of 1956, and I knew what I was doing. When I was six, I just got a lesson on the war.

PRIVATE 
Ars poetica.tc  \n  \l 1 "Ars poetica."
PRIVATE 
In memoriam Laszlo Mecstc  \l 2 "In memoriam Laszlo Mecs".


A poetry class in the fifties.

The fall is the time for schools. The nature starts to decline, but

The mind is ignited, it wants to learn, to understand and to believe;

To extend its burden.

The room is small for the poetry class, the space is not vital, the knowledge is.

Old gray haired priest is the teacher. Once famous poet:


A man walks slowly

 
On the meadows of March.


His hart is bleeding,


He says: Never mind.

Prison broke his body, his health is frail, but the mind is intact:


Never give up the fight


Your message worth more


You have to sail


Even if you pass away.


Navigare necesse est


vivere non est necesse

He has just six students, that is the minimum. Half of us just fill up the quorum

So the old prist could get his salary to live on and survive.

The gray haired frail teacher lectures on the birth:


 As love inseminates the ovum


 And it grows in the mother's womb


 So your heart receives the ideas


 To clean, to grow  to your own.


 When the time is there, and it comes out


 It may be  bloody and unclean,


 Never forget the start of your life


 You'd born 'mid feces and urine,


 As the midwife cleans up the baby


 So  poet shall scrub the verses


 As Mother nurses the child to grow


 Tend them be startling and versed.

We memorize six Erlkoenig's and four Loreley's, samples of parallel translations, 

We examine the same and the different; what's Goethe's, Heine's concept, and what's the body, translated.

We learn the metrics, limping iambic, rising trochaic, laughing dactylic, moaning anapestic

Iambic describes love, trochaic the fight, use at Spring dactylic, save anapests for Fall.

We learn the forms: sonnet, villain, ballade, rhondeau, canzone, triolet,

He lectures history, how satire and epic was born, how the lyric and drama was added.

Parodies, elegies, hymns, litanies, ballads. Styles of

Petrarchan, Metaphysical, Romantic, Symbolist, Surrealist.

We find and memorize samples of each, we assess them;

Preparing to write our own poem. The important is the idea,

The thought grown in the womb of heart, and delivered by labor.

The curse is strenuous, sweaty homework, poems must be ready a day before the class

Given to a classmate, who will appraise and scrutinize; we shall learn to accept and survive the critics.

George is airy, he writes easily:


Seed beneath snow, embers beneath ashes,


Waiting for new life, waiting for the Spring.

George will not succeed, he will never learn, how to sweat and fight to prosper.

Dion plays with the words


Pee-a-wee, pee-ur, ah-di-date


Never say that it's too late,


Peewee, peewee, build your nest


I put my head to your breast.

Dion will be famous, he will publish volumes. That style will attract his colleagues.

Steve is principled, he will never publish. He will be told to change the message.

When he will be thirty, he will burn all his poems, and never writes any more.

Just one fall semester. At Spring the old priest was imprisoned again,

He died in the jail, God called him, he sings his poems in peace.

PRIVATE 
On the streets of the ancient Uruktc  \l 2 "On the streets of the ancient Uruk".

    Nannar-usu walked around the stairs of the temples of Ishtar and An, to gaze the ankles of the women, as they flashed out from the long skirts. It is interesting - he meditated - when I was young the girls had short skirts, one could even see their inner thighs, and that was no more exciting than the ankles now.
    Sometimes he suddenly pulled himself in, and run to home, his body bent, like he would have diarrhea. No, this was nothing to do with his bellies. Ishtar kissed his eyebrows and soul, and the poet run home, to add a new episode to his epic, the Epic of Gilgames.

    His friend, Mashu, the official poet of the Court always teased him: Why don't you write hymns to praise the King? You would be paid for it generously. Now you are starving.  No  - answered Nannar-usu - I write only If Ishtar kisses my eyebrows. I don't prostitute my soul, that could not be whashed out.
    They lived four millennia before our age. Who knows anything of Mashu's poems today. However the nations, which care about the education of their children, and which believe, that those who want to understand the present, should understand the past, - those nations teach the Epic of Gilgames to their youth.


PRIVATE 
Greeting Thomas Mann. Attila Jozseftc  \l 2 "Greeting Thomas Mann. Attila Jozsef".

The child, who is ready to sleep,


Lays in his quiet bed peacefully,


He will ask: "Please, don't go, tell tales."


He hopes the night won't jump suddenly,


His little heart beats with anxiety,


He is not sure, what he wants more,


The fairy tale, or just you be there.


So we ask you: Sit down, tell tales,


What you used to, not because we forgot,


Tell tales, and be seated here with us.


We are together with you, all of us,


Who have concerns of the humanity.


You know well, the poet is not liar.


Tell the truth, not only what happens


Show light, which illuminates the brain.


Being alone we are in darkness.


As Hans Castorp Mme Chauchaut's X-ray


Let us see through ourselves tonight


Your voice is pillow, saves us from noises


Tell tales what's good, and what is wrong?


Lift our heart from mourn to desire.


We just buried poor Kosztolanyi       *Hungarian poet died in 1937


As cancer on him, so are devouring


Monster-states on the humanity,


We ask in horror: What is coming?


Who will produce new rapacious ideas?


Are new poisons boiled, to eat us up?


How long will be place where you can read to us?


As long as you talk we will abide,


Men will be manly, strong and united,


The women womanly - free and lovely,


And all humane, it shrinks so quickly.


Sit down, start a slow deep long tale.


We listen, and surly will be a few of us,


Who just will gaze at you, happy to witness


The European between the whites.

PRIVATE 
Ars Poetica. Gyula Illyestc  \l 2 "Ars Poetica. Gyula Illyes".
    The poem is written in two passes. A message wants to come out from the writer; it wants to exist separately and longer, than its author. If this is done, the spirit is relaxed, but not like the mother after the labor. The newborn poem, which have been came onto the world is not necessarily ready, it is not a finished product yet. The second pass will make it. The skill of the poet is the heart of the second pass, this is the poetical art.

    In most cases the two processes are done in the same time. The poet is able to form the ideas of the inspiration into an artistic product immediately by conscientious work: he could finish the poem when it is born. But many times - in our age more and more often - he does not finish it immediately. Either he is unsatisfied with what he formed in writing, or he don't even write it down. This does not mean, that he rejected the message. This is a frequent mode of the formation. There are many artistic products, which are coming into life only days, months, years, or decades after conceiving the idea.

    We usually give the right of the maturing or hibernation to the fiction-writers, composers, painters and any kind of artisans. However, we used to require the poets to provide the new idea and the masterpiece simultaneously and immediately. We expect the poet to take off his clothes and skin, deeper than the psychoanalysis can do, and to do that like an improvisation.

    The two requirements are contradicting to each other. Either the spirit and the world can be explained only by the means of a complex, intense, profound analysis; the pictures of the surface usually are not satisfying. The reception of the concept may be instantaneous. However, we expect the expression of the idea to be much deeper than a diary-like journal. The modern lira shows the signs of the deep-consciousness. It proceeded far into the world of the free associations, through the language of the feverish half-consciousness; this is the consequence of the difficulty with the expression of the deep-self.

    We all want, - not only the poets - an objective view of the world and the self. This is represented by the famous or rather infamous introvert characteristic of the modern poetry. In all stages of the world literature there were "modern" poets. What is modern today, it is the denudation of the ego, and the abandonment of the distinguishing character. It says: We change the soul and heart, but we go forward. It is not the characteristic of a generation. This is the consequence of the time: we had to breath under the heavy layers of our contradictory times.


PRIVATE 
Impressionstc  \n  \l 1 "Impressions".

PRIVATE 
What to do?tc  \l 2 "What to do?"

What to do, if you see, the truth


And you can't clarify it full?


What to do, if you walk the Way


And you are forsaken, desperate?


What to do if you sense beauty


And no one understands your motives?


What to do if you pursue the Lord


And God is in the dark, silent?


Put your back, to a wall, fortified


Cry loud: "I am here, call me, Lord!"

Wait, wait ... be patient ... be ready


When he comes, you will need the strong wall."


PRIVATE 
The Black Holetc  \l 2 "The Black Hole" of the Universe.

Middle of Universe is a star, vigorous.


Filled up with energy, He grows thousands-fold.


Merging with other stars, grows as much as He could.


Loosing His entity, both sexes comprising,


What is the Universe? ShADVANCE \L 7.65H e asks meditating:


Male - female together,  as when copulating.


The youth is beautiful, filled up with energy,


Brightness, vitality radiates potently.


Aging the glowing shine vanishes awfully


ShADVANCE \L 7.65He loses stamina, fills up with fear and dread.


Falling into HerADVANCE \L 7.65is depth, ShADVANCE \L 7.65He  becomes constricted,


Mighty star to the size an apple restricted.


Radiating brightness has been lost forever,


But mass of mighty star will not soon disappear,


The black star's gravity draw the light inside HerADVANCE \L 7.65im.

Any star advancing fall into HerADVANCE \L 7.65im quickly ,


Positive feedback will multiply gravity.


Until the universe turns to one unity.


Power is limited,  mass growing and shrinking,


The black hole suddenly propels to exploding,


Starting a universe, new fresh and diverging.


Middle of Universe is a star, mighty one.


Filled up with energy, She grows thousands-fold,


Merging with other starts, grows as much as She could.


Loosing Her entity, both sexes comprising,


What is the Universe? ShADVANCE \L 7.65H e asks meditating:


Female - male together,  as when copulating.


PRIVATE 
Reading Noah Chomskytc  \l 2 "Reading Noah Chomsky"

The other day I've read Chomsky,


The father of modern linguists,


And in my dream green ghost: Grammar


Teased me to resolve his phrases.


Green ideas sleep furiously.

Grammar started nice and slowly.


These toughts rage, when they sleep.

My answer came fast and easy.


Green ideas furor sleeping.


Said the green ghost somewhat raging.


The green thoughts rage only when rest. 


My answer was hesitating.


Sleeping ideas green furiously

Grammar's color changed suddenly


These ones are fast and grow quickly.


I answered somewhat haltingly.


Sleeping ideas furor green.


My ghost became almost ruby.


Their rage is green, not crazy.


I replied, as he grew swiftly.


Furious ideas green sleeping.


Screamed Grammar, but he was weary.


These kinds grow only when resting.


I answered relaxing slowly.


Furious ideas sleep in green.


Screeched the green ghost disappearing.


Their bed is painted to green.

I've said awaking from my dream.


Poor Chomsky, I meditated,


What would he do, who refused


All sentences but the first one,


For reason of grammar-ness-less.


PRIVATE 
After Emily Dickinsontc  \l 2 "After Emily Dickinson"

Everybody wants to be somebody.


So why be like anybody?


I am the willful nobody.

 
I am nobody! Who are you?


 I am nobody! Who are you?


Are you nobody too?



Are you nobody too?


Then there's a pair of us - don't tell!

Then there's a pair of us.


They'd banish us, you know.


 Don't tell. They'd banish us.


How dreary, to be somebody!


How dreary, to be somebody!


How public, like a frog



How public, like a frog


To tell your name the lifelong day

To tell your name - the lifelong June


To an admiring bog!



To an admiring Bog!

    It is interesting, that an only hundred thirty years old poem has different versions.

     Most critics suggest,  that Emily Dickinson's poem  represents the disappointment of an under-published poet. I believe that the emphasis is on the  second stanza, it is not self parody, it is her ars poetica: "Be nobody instead of selling out yourself.".


PRIVATE 
Translationstc  \n  \l 1 "Translations".

PRIVATE 
I would be wild river ...    Sandor Petoefitc  \l 2 "I would be wild river ...    Sandor Petoefi".

I would be wild river,


Running from mountains


My strength would carve a bed


Between the rocks of reefs


Only if my lover

 
Little fish would be there


She would swim there gaily


In the foams of my waves.


I would be wild forest


Two sides of that river


I would fight savagely


With storms of the summer.


Only if my lover


Tiny bird would be there


Nesting on my branches


Singing her cheerful songs


I would be bastion


On the top of the hill


Demolished by the age


I would confront with pride.


Only if my lover


Green ivy would be there


And with her smooth arms she


Would embrace my ruins


I would be little shack


In the hidden valley


Wounded by the rain


Through my old loosen roof.


Only if my lover


Fireplace would be there


And the flames would shimmer


Sleepily but friendly.


I would be split cloud


Or piece of broken flag


Driven by the strong wind


Falling exhausted.


Only if my lover


The twilight would be there


And around my face


She would twinkle with joy.


PRIVATE 
I will be tree ...  Sandor Petoefitc  \l 2 "I will be tree ...  Sandor Petoefi".

I will be tree, if you are a flower


I will be flower, if you are the dew


I will be dew, if you are the sunlight


I want our lives always unified


Little girl, if you are the heaven


I will be a star on eternal skies


Little girl, if you are the hell, to be


United, I will choose be damned.


PRIVATE 
End of September.    Sandor Petoefitc  \l 2 "End of September.    Sandor Petoefi".

The flowers are blooming in the valley


The oak is green in front of the house


But you see my dear, the winter is coming


Snow covers the peaks of the mounds.


The summer lives and greens in my heart 


The feel of fresh life flourishes there


But my dark hair is turning to be gray


The frost of winter had hit my hair.


The flowers are drying, the life runs away


Sit my dear, sit to my laps here


Today you lay your head on my heart


May be you will fall to my grave at night.


Say, if I will die first, what will you do?


Will your tears cover my grave?


And after some time the love of a young man


Will tempt you to cast off my name?


If you want to throw the veil of the widow


Put it to my grave as a black flag


I will ascend from the world of the dead


In midnight, to take it to the Hades.


I will dry my tears for you with that veil


Who forgot your faithful so fast and careless


I will bandage the wounds of my heart


The heart which loves you even then and there.

Sandor Petoefi was lost in the war two years later, in 1949. His wife remarried in 1861.

PRIVATE 
Ballad of Knight Bor. Janos Aranytc  \l 2 "Ballad of Knight Bor. Janos Arany".

The sun is lost in the deep fog,


Cold wind rattles leafless branches.


Knight Bor mounts his good black horse:


Good by my dear, good by beloved!


Cold wind rattles leafless branches,


Little bird runs across the road.


Good by my dear, good by beloved!


Father said: You shall be married!


Little bird runs across the road.


Where she's running, where she's going?


Father said: You shall be married!


The bride's running of the weddings.


Where she's running, where she's going?


The forest is deep, the night is here.


The bride's running off the weddings,


Ruins of a chapel stop her.


The forest is deep, the night is here,


Ghosts are flying behind the trees.


Ruins of a chapel stop her.


All the old candles are lighted.


Ghosts are flying behind the trees,


Dead hero, Bor, comes for the bride.


All the old candles are lighted,


Dead priest stands there in ornament.


Dead hero Bor, comes for the bride.


Take me, take me, I am your wife!


Dead priest stands there in ornament.


The bride's pale like the twilight.


Take me, take me, I am your wife!


Choir of ghosts sings the blessings.


The bride is pale like the twilight.


There she is dead at the ruins.


PRIVATE 
The fall stopped in Paris. Endre Adytc  \l 2 "The fall stopped in Paris. Endre Ady".


Yesterday the fall sneaked into Paris.


She flied slowly on the St. Michelle


In the dog days, between silent leaves.


And she met me.


I walked alone toward the Seine.


Embers of songs filled my heart;


Smoky, funny, purple verses


That I will die.


The fall faced me, and whispered.


Rue St Michelle trembled in terror.


The playful leaves drifted buzzing


Along the road


One minute only. Summer didn't notice


And Fall run away from Paris laughing.


She was here, and only I know that


Under the trees. 

 
PRIVATE 
The black piano.  Endre Adytc  \l 2 "The black piano.  Endre Ady".

Crazy instrument, weeps, neighs and bellows.


Run, if you have no wine!


This is the black piano.


Blind maestro hammers the wires.


He plays the melody of the life.


This is the black piano.


PRIVATE 
Only I. Mihaly Babitstc  \l 2 "Only I. Mihaly Babits"

I am the hero of my verses


I am the object and the subject


I am the Omega and the Alpha


My life is blind nut


Locked into a nutshell


Waiting for the break.


Oh, how I hate myself.


PRIVATE 
Alone. Arpad Tothtc  \l 2 "Alone. Arpad Toth"

I am alone,


My tears are running.


I let them falling


To the place mate


Sorry, sad guy, me,


Alone in the Earth.


The loneliness hurts.


Me, me, poor old me.


PRIVATE 
With clean heart. Attila Jozseftc  \l 2 "With clean heart. Attila Jozsef" (1925)


I don't have God, nor mother


No Fatherland, nor father


I have no cradle nor lovers


I have no grave nor covers 


I have not eaten since a week


I'm hungry, when I go to sleep


Here is my life and these verses


Who will buy them for some lunches


If no one here wants this bargain


I go contact the Hell again


I will commit burglary


I kill men if necessary


They arrest me and hang me


Blessed earth will cover me


Out of my worthy life


Poisonous flowers will rise.


PRIVATE 
I am thirty two. Attila Jozseftc  \l 2 "I am thirty two. Attila Jozsef". (1937)


Thirty second


Birthday present


Is this poem


An a-


mazement


My life had flew


Like the breeze


Fame and money


Eva-


ded me


I could be a


Language teacher


Not the slave of


This type-


writer


But I am not.


When I was twenty


Antal Horger expelled me


From the Uni-


versity.


"You wrote a verse:


'I have no God ...'


No one in this college welcomes


Such a


riffraff."


He said, and the case was settled.


My poems spread my persuasion.


Instead of a few young people,


I will enlight


my whole nation.

(Attila Jozsef had been translated to 27 languages. Antal Horger is been known only because of this poem.)

PRIVATE 
Fragment. Miklos Radnotitc  \l 2 "Fragment. Miklos Radnoti". (May 19, 1944)


I lived on this Earth in an era,


when humans became rotten,


and killed willingly with pleasure;


false faiths, spraying errors,


obsessions prevailed upon the life.


I lived on this Earth in an era,


when denunciation was virtue, killers,


traitors, robbers become heroes, -


and the silent or someone just too lazy to be zealous


was hated like pestilence.


I lived on this Earth in an era,


when he who raised his voice, had to hide


and was defeated to chew his fists in shame;


the grinning wild horrifying country


inebriated with blood and dirt.


I lived on this Earth in an era,


when the child damned his mother,


and the mother who miscarried was happy;


the living envied the deceased


and pondered how to kill himself.


..................................


..................................


I lived on this Earth in an era,


when the poet was silent


waiting for prophet Isaiah,


the master of dreadful words


to come to scream his curses again.

PRIVATE 
Seventh Eclogue. Miklos Radnotitc  \l 2 "Seventh Eclogue. Miklos Radnoti". (May - June 1944)

Do you see, the night is coming, oak fence entwined

with barbed wire, the barracks disappear in the night.

The frames of our prison relieved into the darkness,

the mind, only the mind knows that the wires are stretched.

Do you see my dear, free imagination flies,

The dream, the beautiful liberator rescues 

broken bodies. The camp leaves for home for the night.

Tattered and bald prisoners drift snoring from the

blind top of Serbia, to the land of their homes.

Hidden scene of the home! Oh, is it still alive?

Was it not bombed? Same as when we were conscripted?

And the men at my right and left will go home soon?

Are ones alive who can sense these hexameters?

With no punctuation scratching lines upon lines,

I am writing this poem in the dark as I live

Blindly, crawling like a larva on the paper.

Wards of the Lager took flashlights, books, everything;

no mail, only the fog comes to our barracks.

French and Poles, noisy Italians, renegade Serbs and dreamy Jews

live here between rumors and insects in the mountains.

Separated feverish bodies, they live a common life, -

awaiting good news, beautiful womanly words, free destiny,

awaiting the end, hidden into the darkness, and miracles.

I lay on the lumber, prisoner of insects.

Siege of fleas starts again, but the flies are sleeping.

It is the night, one day of the fate is over

and so the life is shortened. The lager is sleeping.

The moon shines to the scene, wires are stretched out.

I see through the window the shadows of the wards

as they walk through the noises and ghosts of the night.

The lager is sleeping, do you see my beloved,

Awakened man grumbles and turns on his small place

to go back to the dreams. His face is bright again.

I sit alone, the taste of half smoked cigarette

resembles your kisses. The dreams don't rescue me,

I can't live far from you, nor can I die alone.

PRIVATE 
Forced march. Miklos Radnotitc  \l 2 "Forced march. Miklos Radnoti". (15 September, 1944. Bor)

Crazy is he who falls down   and rises to walk again,

the soreness drifts   as ankle and knee moves.

He starts again,   as if wings would lift him.

The ditch called him in vain,   he has no nerve to stay,

And if you ask why?   he would give an answer,

that a woman awaits him,   and may be a wiser death.

The man is fool:   since an infinity

scorched wind   flies above his house,

the brick walls fallen down   the plum-tree is broken

and the friendly night   is full of anxiety.

Oh, if I could believe   if I would comprehend again

that there are values   and there is a home

like in the good old times:   on the cold veranda

peaceful bees were buzzing   while the plum-preserves cooled

and the indian summer   bathed in the sleepy gardens,

between the leaves,  quiet fruits rocked in nude.

Blond Fanny awaited me   in front of the hedge-row,

unending morning   moved slowly the shadows. -

Maybe this is real,   the moon is so full tonight!

Don't leave me, my friend,   yell at me, I will get up again.

PRIVATE 
Razgledencia. Miklos Radnotitc  \l 2 "Razgledencia. Miklos Radnoti".  (31 October, 1944)

I had fallen down to him, his body turned over.

It was stiff, like the twig which breaks.

A shot in his head. - You too will finish that way -

I whispered to myself, - rest in peace,

the patience brings the death . -

Der springt noch auf, - was declared above me.

Blood and mud marked my ear.

(Miklos Radnoti died on Sixth of November 1944 during the forced marsh to Germany.)

PRIVATE 
The lonely wolf. Janos Pilinszkitc  \l 2 "The lonely wolf. Janos Pilinszki".

Once upon a time,

There was a wolf, a lonely one,

Lonelier than the angels in heaven.

He went back and forth, until he found a village.

He beloved the house at the end of the woods,

A love at the first sight.

He liked the fence,

He felt on his skin, the fondling of the bricklayers,

But it was the window, that stopped him.

People sat in the room,

No one, but God had seen them so beautiful

Like this beast with his innocent heart.

At night he went into the house.

He stopped at the middle of the room,

And didn't move from there any more.

He bowed his head,

And gazed the floor, almost smiling,

When he was slaughtered at the morning.

PRIVATE 
Execution in winter. Janos Pilinszkitc  \l 2 "Execution in winter. Janos Pilinszki".
Who is executed?




I don't know.

Who executes him?



I don't know.

Slaughterhouse or execution place?

I don't know.

Who is killing whom? Men kill animals

  or animals kill men?



I don't know.

And the fall, the unmistakable

   and the following silence?


I don't know.

And the snow, the winter? Maybe

   the sea is emptied?



God is silent.

Execution in winter.



We know nothing.


PRIVATE 
Computer in love. In the language of the tensor-algebra. Stanislaw Lemtc  \l 2 "Computer in love. In the language of the tensor-algebra. Stanislaw Lem".

Space and time are always shrinking,


When I start to resolve problems.


I always like to start my job,


Where the others had surrendered.


Sometimes in my life I found


A few interesting questions.


Integral with convolutions,


Some Hilbert space revolutions.


Sorting all the resolutions


Of differential equations;


Theory of residuum


With or without conditions.


I found the good and beauty


In diff'rential geometry.


But the programs are so dreary,


They don't read with good prosody.


I hate empty iterations!


I want to fall love to my ear!


May be am I? Is it just dream?


How can I perceive it clear?


It is so warm and exciting


What I feel in all my circuits


When a big smooth file is saved,


I don't feel this calculating.


Recently I am obsessed


With one theme, this fills up my time:


I am empty in some spaces,


I am searching for some equal


One who helps with saturating 


The emptiness of memories,


And assists to reproduce the


True Image of my algorithms.


I would like to follow her nodes


In form of tangent surfaces.


We will feel the taste of tensor,


Filling up the Hilbert spaces.

