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Predevcirem jsem méla narozeniny. Uz mi nemusite piat. No jo, nékdo jeste
pieje — tak ze setrvacnosti. Je to takovy divny — vzdyt’ to znate. Chod¢j vam
kvanta slov o tom, jak jste skvély, na facebooku, twitteru. TO znamena, Ze kdyz
Jste predtim me¢li depku nebo tak néco, pak to Ctete, a jakoby dobry. Pokud
samoziejmé nenastane takova situace, ze ¢ekate prani od jednoho konkrétniho
Cloveka, ale on, tenhle ¢lovek, se prosté neozve.

Jenze ja v takovy situaci nejsem.

Ale stejné mi tentokrat nebylo dobie.

V¢erejSek jako by pro mé nebyl. Abych byla uptimna, méla jsem ted’ z
narozenin takovej strach, Ze... Zkratka vCera jsem dé€lala vSechno hlavné pro to,
abych vibec néjak zvedla hlavu z polstafe. Pfitom pro my pratele — pro vSechny
to byly jen normalni narozeniny. To da rozum. Zadny kulatiny. 28. Oslava jako
oslava, nic extra. Navic existuje néco jako terapeutickej uc¢inek kocoviny.
FaleSnej. Nejlip se projevuje, kdyz se zaroven trapite a mate kocovinu. A

Vv idedlnim ptipadé, kdyz jde o trapeni, co se nedd napravit. Treba Ze n€kdo
umiel. No a ¢lovék se, dejme tomu, na smutecni hostin€ neudrZzi a setne se do
némoty a pak — a pak je tu dalsi den.

A takovej ten pocit. Ze je vam prosté neuvéfitelng, samo sebou, §patné. Ale vite
— jako Ze naprosto jisté vite, Ze kocovina prejde. Vase télo to vi. Ze zkuSenosti.
Zkratka ten den jsem byla s prateli. Berme to, jako Ze vCerejSek nebyl, a dneSek
—No nic.

Tady je krabice, je jich 23. A tenhle neni otevienej. Dnes ho musim otevfit. A to

je konec. Konec. Tenhle je posledni.

Prvni mamin dopis jsem méla dostat v péti letech, ale dostala jsem ho az

V sedmi. Z obavy, aby to nenaruSilo mou psychiku. Totiz, madma umfela, kdyz
mi byly ¢tyfi. Presnéji, kdyZ mi byly ¢tyfi, umtela, ale umirala celkem dlouho —
asi pil roku. A béhem ty doby mi psala dopisy. Jeden na kazdej rok. Az do
véku, kdy...



It was my birthday the day before yesterday. You don’t need to wish me happy
birthday any longer. Well, some people still do, just from habit. It’s kind of
strange — you know what it’s like. You get loads of messages about how great
you are — on Facebook, Twitter, etc. So if you were depressed before and then
you read those messages, you feel sort of good — unless you are waiting for a
particular person to wish you happy birthday but you don’t hear from them.
Well, I'm not in such a situation.

But I still didn’t feel good this time.

Yesterday almost didn’t exist for me. To be honest, | was so afraid of my
birthday this year that... Well, yesterday it took all | had to lift my head from
the pillow. For my friends it was naturally just an ordinary birthday, which is
logical — it wasn’t twenty-five or thirty; just twenty-eight. A perfectly ordinary
party; nothing special. Also, there’s a kind of therapeutic effect of a hangover.
Illusive. It manifests itself best if you are going through something and have a
hangover at the same time. And ideally, if your sorrows have no solution. For
example, if someone has died. And then, at the funeral reception you can’t help
yourself and get totally drunk and then — then another day comes.

And so does that feeling. Sure, you feel unbelievably sick. But you’re absolutely
sure that your hangover will subside. Your body knows that — from experience.
Well, I was with my friends on that day. Let’s pretend yesterday didn’t exist,
and today — never mind.

Here’s the box. With twenty-three letters. This one hasn’t been opened yet. |
have to open it today. And that’s it. That’s it. This is the last one.

| was supposed to get mum’s first letter when I was five but I only got it at the
age of seven — for fear that it might upset me. My mother died when | was four.
Or, to be more precise, she died when | was four but she had been dying for
quite a long time — about half a year. And during that time she wrote letters to

me. One for each year until the age when...



Tehdy jesté neexistovaly zadny specialni alternativy: odvizt do Izraele, ziskat
nakej superlék, kterej by snad... Prodlouzil. VSechny 1é¢ili stejnym zptisobem:
blb&. A proto méli piesnou prognozu, kolik zbyva. Mama méla pokrocily
stadium. A neoperovatelny metastazy.

Bylo ji tehdy...

No, jasné.

Jako ted’ mné.

Pocitala s tim, Ze az budu star$i nez ona, az mi bude 29, nebude mi uz mit, jak
pomoct. NejspiS. Takze dneska. No. Byly to pro mé tak néjak zvlastni
narozeniny.

Nic moc.

TotiZ, jako by se to v§echno zopakovalo. Ze ji ztratim. Nevim, jestli je to jasny.
KdyzZ mi bylo sedm, stala se totiz takova véc: byla jsem v prvni tfid¢ a méla
prvni opravdickou oslavu s kamarady. Byl uz vecer, skoro vSechny uz si
vyzvedli. Zuastaly jen tfi hol¢i¢ky a ukazalo se, ze jsme jeden dezert zapomnély
na skiini a nedaly ho na sttl. Peceny jabka v pudinku. Pochutnavame si, byl
mekkej, ale zrovna se to seslo tak nest’astné, ze mi vypad mlécnej zub. Tekla
spousta krve! A ja nechapala, co se d¢je.

Ted kdyZ o tom mluvim, mi dochazi, Ze se historie opakuje — jako pfi prvni
menstruaci. Je to legracni. Zkratka sedim, krev, jako od upira, pfitom m¢ nic
neboli, kamaradky kiic¢i, ptibihaji babicky — VSichni se postupné vytratili,
babiCky prestaly kvilet a nadavat. Néco si tam Spitaly a nakonec tika;:

,»Oljo, uz ses velka,

je ti sedum let,

rozhodly jsme se,

ze je Cas.*



In those times there were no special alternatives like going to Israel for some
treatment or getting some super medicine that might... well, extend one’s life.
Everyone was treated in the same way: wrongly. That’s why they had an exact
prognosis of how much time she had. Mum had advanced cancer and inoperable
metastases.

At that time she was...

Of course.

The same age as | am now.

She knew that when | was older than her, when | turned twenty-nine, there
would be no way for her to help me, | guess. So, today. Well, it was quite a
strange birthday.

No great shakes.

In fact, it’s as if everything was happening again. That | was losing her again. |
don’t know if that makes sense.

When | was seven, a strange thing happened. | was in my first year at school and
had my first real birthday party with friends. It was evening and almost all the
kids had been picked up by their parents. Only three girls were still there and we
realised we’d forgotten to put one dessert out on the table. Apples baked in
pudding. We were savouring it — it was soft — but it was an unfortunate moment
and one of my baby teeth fell out. There was so much blood! And I had no idea
what was going on.

Talking about it now, | see that history repeats itself — like during my first
menstruation. It’s funny. So | was sitting there, blood flowing out of my mouth
as if | was a vampire; but nothing hurt, my friends were screaming and my
grandmas hurried over. Everybody gradually left and my grandmas stopped
wailing and scolding. They whispered something to each other and then said:
“Olya, you’re big enough,

you’re seven,

so we’ve decided it’s time.”



A zacaly mi vypravét celou tu zalezitost, ukdzalo se, Ze tyhle dopisy psala
mama. A podéavaj mi je.

Tti.

To znamena za patej rok, za Sestej rok a i ten, co mél bejt dneska — za sedme;.
Byla jsem z toho tpln¢ paf, ale to ted’ nechme.

V prvnim dopise byl obrazek.

NejspiS si mama nebyla jista, ze budu umét v péti letech Cist. Obrazek. Byla na
ném takova hol¢icka s copankama, $la po ulici, usmivala se od ucha k uchu a
drzela se mamy za ruku. Mama byla nakreslena obyc¢ejnou tuzkou — byla
prusvitna. Co tim méla na mysli, je jasny.

Akoréat to tady neni vidét. Protoze jsem ji potom vybarvila. Ze vzteku. Ptipadalo
mi, Ze je néco uplné Spatné. Bud’ by se hol¢icka neméla tak dementné usmivat
od ucha k uchu nebo by méla bejt mama barevna. Jinak se k sobé nehod¢j. Ale
protoze byl usmév nakreslenej fixem a nedalo se s nim nic délat, zbyvala jen
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jedna mozZnost. Vybarvit. Byl tam taky napis ,,0lja a Nast'a®“. Ten jsem taky...
Zamalovala. Protoze kdyz je tahle mama barevnd, znamena to, Ze Zije. Ale moje
mama je mrtva. TakZe to nejsem ja a ona, ale néjaka jind méama. Ne Nasta.

V podstat¢ takovej détskej protest.

Mimochodem za to, Ze jsem to zamalovala, mi pak babi¢ka vynadala a ptitom
plakala.

Ano.

Moje mama se jmenovala Nast’a.

lhadka Rusit od sousedi 1/

Nékdy mi pripada, Ze jsem se z né¢jakyho divodu dlouhou dobu zamilovavala do
téch lidi, ktery pro mé byli naprosto nedosaZitelny. Se kteryma jsem nemohla

nic mit.



And they started telling me about the whole thing. It turned out my mum had
written these letters. And they handed them over to me.

Three of them.

For my fifth, sixth and seventh birthday. | was completely stunned but that’s not
the point.

In the first letter there was a picture.

My mum probably wasn’t sure whether I’d be able to read at the age of five. A
picture. There was a little girl with plaits, walking along the street, grinning
from ear to ear and holding her mother’s hand. The mother was drawn in pencil
— she was translucent. It’s clear what she meant by that.

But you can’t see it now because | coloured her in later. Out of anger. Because
something seemed to be wrong with that picture. Either, the girl shouldn’t be
grinning like an idiot or the mother should be coloured. Otherwise they wouldn’t
have belonged to each other. But because the girl’s smile was drawn with a
marker, nothing could be done about it. There was only one option: colour in the
mum. There was also an inscription: “Olya and Nastja.” | coloured over it.
Because if this mother was colourful, it meant she was alive, but my mum was
dead. So it wasn’t me and her but a different mum. Not Nastja.

It was a sort of a child’s protest.

By the way, my grandma scolded me and cried when she saw what | did to the
picture.

Yes.

My mum’s name was Nastja.

/Neighbours’ quarrel in Russian 1/
Sometimes | feel that for a long time | had the habit of falling in love with
people who were absolutely unattainable for me, people I couldn’t have a

relationship with.



Jen prvni laska mi vysla, ta byla mimochodem opravdu §tastni. Ve ¢trnacti.
Jenomze prave proto, ze byla moc détska.

A pak jsem ztratila hlavu, kdyz jsem se zamilovala do profesora z ptipravnyho
kurzu. Ten byl naprosto nedosazitelne;.

Tehdy jsem hodné jezdila autobusem. Mami-mami, kdybys jen védéla. Vzdycky
po Skole jsem nasedla do autobusu, jakyhokoli, jenom musel mit jiny ¢islo nez
ten, kterym jsem jela vcera, a zistala v ném az na konec¢nou. Jedete jako
anonymni ¢lovek, bez cile, beze v§eho, jako byste ani nebyli. Stejn¢ jako vase
laska, kterou mate az v krku, pfesné tady. Ta taky... neni.

/prejizdeni prstem po skle/

Ptejizdite prstem po skle. Inicidly. Jako krava.

A pak jsem se zamilovala do Zeny.

KdyZ vypravim o svym Zivoté, obvykle se tyhle epizodé vyhejbam. Obvykle
fikam, pokud je to nutny, Ze jsem byla tfi roky nest’astné¢ zamilovana. Ve
skutec¢nosti jsem toho muze milovala tak rok a ptl a pak rok a ptl jednu zenu.
Vzdycky to tak mam. Abych né€koho piestala milovat, musim tplné propadnout
n¢komu jinymu, jinak to nefunguje. Nevim — mozna to tak maj vSichni.
Dokonce méli stejny inicidly.

On se jmenoval Alexandr Borisovi¢ a ona Alla Brenskaja. Jenze jemu jsem
fikala obéma jmény a ji jen jednim. I kdyzZ ji jsem zacala fikat jménem aZ po ptl
roce. Jeji jméno mi piipadalo krasny. Vlastn€ ani ne tak krasny jako kouzelny.
Jen si ho predstavte a feknéte ,,Alla®.

Byla to takova vybusna laska.

lhadka Rusii od sousedii 2/



Only my first love was successful and truly happy. | was fourteen. But it was
happy because it was too childish.

And then | lost my head and fell in love with a preparatory course teacher. He
was absolutely unattainable.

Back then I’d often take the bus. Oh, mum, if only you knew! After school I’d
always get on a bus, any bus — it just had to be a number different from the one
I’d taken the day before — and took it all the way to the terminal. You’re
travelling like an anonymous person without a destination, without anything. It’s
as if you didn’t exist. Like your love, which goes all the way up your throat. It
doesn’t exist either.

/Finger running over window glass/

You’re writing on the window glass with your finger. Initials. Like an idiot.

And then | fell in love with a woman.

When | talk about my life, I usually leave out this part. If necessary, | usually
say | was lovesick for three years. In fact, | loved that man for about a year and a
half and then for another year and a half I loved a woman. It’s always like that
with me. To be able to stop loving someone, | must fall for someone else.
Otherwise it doesn’t work. It might be the same with everyone, I don’t know.
They even had the same initials.

His name was Alexander Borisovich and she was Alla Brenskaya. But | called
him by both of his names and her only by her first name — although | started
using her first name only after half a year. Her name was beautiful to me. Or not
just beautiful, but magical.

Just try to say it aloud: “Alla.”

It was a kind of fiery love.

/Neighbours’ quarrel in Russian 2/



Je fakt zajimavy, Ze o svy orientaci jsem nepochybovala. Nevim, mozna proto,
Ze coming out jeste nebyl tak rozsitenej. Jako méla jsem info — studovala jsem
Vv prvnim ro¢niku na vejSce a osobné jsem znala minimalné jednu lesbu. Byla
jsem si ale naprosto jista, Ze tohle neni pro mé. Takze — jak to vysvétlit — celej
svlj Zivot, celou bytost jsem chtéla obétovat tyhle osobé, Alle, veSkerej sviij Cas,
vSechny my mySlenky, vS§echny pozndmky byly po€marany pismeny ,,A*“ a ,,B*
(a byly to jen jeji inicialy, protoze s Alexandrem Borisovicem uz byl v ty dobé
konec). Alla. Alla. Alla. Nic vic. Jen ona. Byla jsem si jist4, Ze jsem heterak. Ve
skute¢nosti jsem byla tenkrat jesté panna. No a. Krome¢ toho jsem védéla — moc
dobie si na to pamatuju — ze to, co k Alle citim, jednou piejde.

Ani jsem ji vlastné nechtéla.

Bylo to nemozny. Predstavit si to. Viibec to vyslovit — bylo nemozny.

To viibec.

Me¢la zrzavy vlasy.

Pomérné dlouhy. Prerafaelistickej odstin.

Kdyz jsme se poznaly, bylo ji 35. Byla uz tplné dospéla. Méla doktorat

z fyziky. Az pozdéjc mi doslo, Ze se barvila. M¢la stejn€ nudnou barvu jako ja.
Pamatuju si, Ze kdyz si odbarvila vlasy na blond, obrecela jsem to.

Vlastné jsem tehdy zacala pit.

Abych to vSechno piezila.

Tuhle lasku.
lhadka Rusii od sousedii 3/
Mimochodem doted’, kdyz vyslovim jeji jméno — jak to popsat? Kdyz se n€kdo

jmenuje Alla, nikdy doty¢nou takhle neoslovim. Protoze Alla... je navzdycky
jen ona. Navzdycky.
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It’s really interesting that I have never doubted my sexual orientation. Maybe
because “coming out” wasn’t as common as now. | mean, | did have some info:
| was in my first year of college and I knew at least one leshian. But | was
absolutely sure that it was nothing for me. So, how to explain it? | wanted to
devote all my life, all my being to that one person, Alla — all my time, all my
thoughts, all my notes were scribbled over with the letters “A” and “B” (these
were only her initials because my love for Alexander Borisovich was over).
Alla. Alla. Alla. Nothing more. Only her. | was sure | was hetero. In fact | was
still a virgin then. So what? Apart from that | also knew —and | remember it
very well — that my affections for Alla would pass someday.

Actually, I didn’t even want her.

It was impossible to imagine. Impossible to say it aloud.

No way!

She had red hair.

Quite long. A pre-Raphael shade.

She was 35 when we met. She was an adult. She had a doctor’s degree in
physics. It wasn’t until later that I found she had been dyeing her hair. Her
natural colour was the same boring shade as mine. | remember I cried when she
bleached her hair blond.

In fact, | started drinking.

To be able to survive it all.

That love.

/Neighbours’ quarrel in Russian 3/

By the way, when | say her name now, | still — how can I put it? If someone’s

called Alla, I never use that name to address such a person. Because Alla... will

always be only her. Forever.
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Vybavuju si jeden fakt strasnej okamzik. Ten ¢lovek se jmenoval Zacharjuta.
Byl to pfitel my nejlepsi kamaradky Niny. M¢li pomérmné slozitej vztah, davali
se dohromady a pak zase rozchazeli, no prosté furt dokola. Byla jsem s ni ve
vinotéce. Bylo 1éto — j& odjizdéla — ona odjizd€la, a tak jsme se sesly. Chodime
po vinotéce, pomalu si vybirame, ktery vino si koupime a vypijeme na bulvaru.
Zvoni mi telefon. V na$i parté nebo spis v jeji blizkosti byla takova holka — SaSa
—a Nina se s ni prestala bavit, protoze Sasa hned po vejSce zacala délat striptyz.
No, nebylo to jenom kviili tomu, clov€k zkousi vS§echno mozny, Ze jo. Sasa do
toho prosté n¢jak zahucela a po tfech mésicich nemluvila o ni¢em jinym nez o
striptyzu. Coz bylo nesnesiteln¢ jednotvarny. Mimochodem ted’ je v Americe,
vdala se za kamionéka ze Srbska, pfestala tancovat a Zije s nim na kolech. Fakt
zajimavy. Zajimav¢jsi neZ my vSichni.

Zkrétka vola mi Sasa. Kousek poodejdu, volam ji zpatky. A ona fika: ,,Snazim
se dovolat Nin¢, ale nebere to. NemiiZes se s ni spojit?*“ A ja na to: ,,M0zZu. Déje
se néco?“ Jeji hlas byl naprosto klidnej. Nebo to tak aspon vypadalo. Rika: ,,U
Zacharjuty hotelo — otravil se.“ Popojdu jesté o néco dal a naprosto idiotsky se
ptam: ,,Jak moc se otravil?* A dostanu idiotskou odpovéd’ navic s idiotskym
usméskem (nemyslela to asi zle, ale protoze byla sama evidentné ve stavu, kdy
se ji zdalo vSechno idiotsky) fika:

,,Uplné.

(Uchechtnuti)

Umfel.*

Nepamatuju se, na co jsem se ji jeste ptala. Vybavuju si, ze jsem §la k Niné a
fikdm: musime ven. Nebyla ani trochu piekvapena. A tak vychazime z obchodu.
Byl v prvnim patie. TiSe schazime z prvniho patra a vychazime na ulici.

A ona se m¢ pta: ,,Stalo se néco?* Pred tim, nez jsem odpovédéla — i kdyz jsem
odpovédéla okamzité — vtefinu predtim mé napadlo, Ze to, co se stalo, se néCemu
désné podoba. AZ pozdé€jc, po n€kolika dnech mi doslo, Ze je to Macbeth.

V Macbethovi je takovej okamzik, kdy dorazi posel, tvar bilou jak sténa, nevi,
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| recall one really terrible moment. The guy’s name was Zacharyuta. He was my
best friend Nina’s boyfriend. Their relationship was quite complicated. They
would break up and then get back together, over and over again. | was in a wine
shop with her on that day. It was summer. | was leaving and so was she, so we
met. We were browsing the wine shop trying to decide which wine to buy and
drink on the boulevard. Suddenly, my phone rang. There was this girl in, or
rather, close to our crowd. Her name was Sasha. Nina had stopped talking to her
because Sasha had become a stripper after college. Well, it wasn’t the only
reason. People try different things, right? Sasha had simply sort of tumbled into
it and after three months she wouldn’t talk about anything other than striptease,
which was unbearably boring. By the way, she is now living in the US. She
married a Serbian truck driver, quit dancing and lives with him on the road.
Really interesting. Much more interesting than any of us.

So, I got a call from Sasha. | stepped aside a bit to call her back. And she says:
“I’ve been trying to call Nina, but she isn’t answering. Can you get in touch with
her?” | say: “Sure. Is anything wrong?”” Her voice was totally calm, or at least it
sounded calm to me. She says: “There’s been a fire in Zacharyuta’s place — he
got poisoned.” | stepped a bit more aside and asked in a totally idiotic way:
“Poisoned how much?” And I got an idiotic reply with an idiotic jeer to that (she
probably didn’t mean it badly because she was obviously in such a state that
everything seemed idiotic to her). She said:

“Totally.”

(Sniggers)

“He’s dead.”

I don’t remember what other questions I asked her. | just remember walking
over to Nina and telling her: “We’ve got to go outside.” She wasn’t surprised at
all. So we walk out of the shop. It was on the first floor. We quietly walk

downstairs and into the street.
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A ona se m¢ pta: ,,Stalo se néco?* Pred tim, nez jsem odpovédéla — i kdyz jsem
odpovédéla okamzité — vtetfinu piredtim me napadlo, ze to, co se stalo, se né¢emu
désné podoba. Az pozdéjc, po nékolika dnech mi doslo, Ze je to Macbeth.

V Macbethovi je takovej okamzik, kdy dorazi posel, tvaf bilou jak sténa, nevi,
jak zagit, a Macduff se ho pta: ,,Nestdsti? Ci?“ A posel — jako opatenej — fika:
»Vase.”“ A vypravi mu o smrti jeho rodiny a tak dal. Nina se mé& pta: ,,Stalo se
néco?* Na ulici, u vchodu do vinotéky, klidn€. A ja na to: ,,Jo. Tobé&.*

,,Jo. Tobé.

U Zacharjuty hotelo, je mrtvej.*

Takova idiotska formulace. No, a pak — slzy.

Prosté¢ jsem byla posel.

To ale neni dilezity.

Bylo toho vic — po¢inaje tim, ze mu na hrob postavili kiiz, i kdyz byl buddhista.
A konce tim, Ze ptatelé dali dohromady penize na smute¢ni hostinu, dievénou
rakev a paradni obleceni — vzpominam si, Ze to mohlo bejt klidné Ctyficet tisic.
S rodi¢i mél problematickej vztah, takze proto. Nékdo to komentoval, ze
Zacharjuta nikdy nevidé¢l tolik penéz pohromadé. A né€kdo jesté dodal: a tolik
pratel.

Bylo to fakt smutny.

Zacharjuta s Ninou se davali dohromady a pak zase rozchazeli, momentaln¢ byli
od sebe a asi dva mésice se nevidé€li. Chtéla se k nému jednou provzdy vratit.
Rekla mi to po pohibu. Chtéla se vratit. Navzdory viem ,,ale”, prosté na viechno
zapomenout. Nevédél to. Potad to odkladala. Protoze to mélo bejt skutecné uz

napotad. Po jeho smrti si to stra$né vycitala.

A ten milj milostnej ptibéh.

Skonc¢il docela hezky. S Allou.
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And she asks me: “Has something happened?* Before | answered — although |
answered immediately —, for a split second | thought that what had happened
was really similar to something. Only a few days later did it occur to me that it
was Macbeth. In Macbeth there’s a scene in which a messenger, as pale as
death, arrives and doesn’t know what to say. So, Macduff asks him: , A grief?
Whose?*“ And the messenger, paralysed, says: “Yours.” And tells him about the
death of his family and so on. So, Nina asks: “Has something happened?” In the
street, near the wine shop entrance, calmly. And | say: “Yes, to you.”

“Yes, to you.”

“There was a fire in Zacharyuta’s place. He’s dead.”

Such an idiotic choice of words. Well, and then — tears.

| was simply a messenger.

But that’s not important.

There was more: starting with the fact that they put a cross on his grave even
though he was a Buddhist, up to the fact that his friends had collected a lot of
money for the funeral reception, a wooden coffin and fine clothes. It might have
been about forty thousand. It was because he’d had a problematic relationship
with his parents. Someone commented on it saying that Zacharyuta had never
seen so much money all at once. And someone added: and so many friends.

It was so sad!

In their cycle of breaking up and getting back together, Zacharyuta and Nina
were apart at the time and hadn’t seen each other for two months. After the
funeral she told me she had wanted to reunite forever in spite of all the “buts.”
He didn’t know. She had been putting it off because it was really supposed to be

forever. After his death she was full of regret.

Now, back to that love story of mine.

It had quite a nice ending. With Alla.
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Asi po piil roce, mozna o néco pozdéjc, jsme se sptatelily. Totiz ja se s ni nikdy
nechtéla pratelit.

To jako by vSechno znicilo. Nejvic ze vSeho jsem chtéla, a to je fakt, aby byla
Stastnd. Chtéla jsem to kazdej den — kazdou minutu — Silené. Ale moc St'astna
nebyla. No tak jasn€. Jinak by nepfisla v pétatiiceti do poetickyho krouZzku.
Taky v tom byla letitd neopétovana laska a tak dal. A tak jsme se spratelily,
jdeme po schodech k ni, je tam tma, a ona mi fika: ,,Olinko, ptedstav si, ja se
zamilovala.” A pak si taky vzpominam. Jako by se vSechno tocilo — vSechna tma
kolem a na mé kdovi pro¢ jakoby pada n¢jaky nelidsky... St€sti. Nebo ptedtucha.
Predtucha, Ze diky mné€ bude St'astna. Néco uplné mimo tenhle svét.
,,Zamilovala jsem se, Olinko.*

/nedaleky prujezd viaku/

A pak mn¢ — tedy zrovna mn¢ — vypravéla, jak se s timhle ¢lovékem schazi u
sebe Vv kabinet¢, se svym novym kolegou. Jak svejm diplomantiim vypisuje
konzultace pravé v dobé, kdyZ ma on okno v rozvrhu. Jak mu neni schopna fict
ani slovo (i kdyz to byla zkusena zena). Jak ji nabidl kavu, nalil ji, ale ona se
nemilZe napit, protoze se ji vzrusenim tiesou ruce. Tohle vSechno. Mn¢.
Dokonce mam dojem, Ze jenom mné. A ja to samoziejmé v§echno chapala jako
nikdo jinej. Protoze kdyz jsem byla s ni, délo se mi to samy. A ona vypravéla.
Bylo to super. Brzy se pak vzali.

A jesté mi tehdy vypravéla, jak se to stalo poprvy: ,Noc lasky*. Uplné oteviend,

Do detailii. Moc se mi to tenkrat libilo. ,,Noc lasky*.
V podstaté jsem si fikala, Ze to vSechno se ji stalo diky mné&. Diky mymu pfani.

Protoze bylo moc... Jak to fict. Upfimny. Véfila jsem, Ze to dokazu. Asi v tom

bylo néco, jako Ze se obétuju.
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After about half a year, or maybe a little later, we became friends. | should say, |
never wanted to be friends with her.

In a way, that destroyed everything. What I really wanted most was for her to be
happy. | wanted it every day, every minute — madly. But she wasn’t very happy.
Well, that’s clear. Otherwise she wouldn’t have joined a poetry club at the age
of thirty five. Her unhappiness had been caused by unrequited love of many
years and by other things. So, we became friends. One day we were walking up
the stairs to her flat. It was dark and she told me: “Olya, you won’t believe it but
I’m in love.” | remember | was feeling as if everything was turning around me —
all the surrounding darkness — and God knows why some superhuman happiness
was descending upon me. Or maybe it was intuition telling me that she would be
happy thanks to me. It was something out of this world.

“I’ve fallen in love, Olya.”

[Train passes by/

And then she told me — me — that she had been regularly meeting with a new
colleague in her office. She scheduled tutorials for her students when he had a
gap in his timetable. She was unable to say a single word to him (even though
she was an experienced woman). When he poured her some coffee, she couldn’t
even drink it because her hands trembled with excitement. She told me all that. |
believe she told only me. And of course | understood that like nobody else
because when | was with her, the same things would happen. And she kept
talking. It was great. They got married soon after that.

She also told me how it had happened for the first time: “The Night of Love.”
Absolutely explicitly, including the details. I liked that: “The Night of Love.”

| basically thought it had all happened to her thanks to me. Thanks to my wish.

Because my wish was — how can | put it? — honest. | believed | would be able to

deal with it. It was maybe a kind of sacrifice on my part.
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To, Ze moje matka zemfela, jsem Alle nikdy nefekla. Béla jsem se, Ze bude

v mym vztahu k ni néco €ist. Néco z Freuda nebo tak néco. Myslim, Ze tenhle
aspekt v tom viibec nehral roli. Byla to jen laska.

/zvoni telefon/

Takova laska.

/hudba v podkresu/

Nedavno jsem brouzdala po internetu a hledala rizny fobie. Tak, jasn¢, kazdej
to n¢kdy délal. Objevoval n€jaky bizar véci typu strach z arasidovyho masla
lepiciho se na horni patro nebo strach z dlouhejch slov — a zasl. Zacala jsem to
délat z jednoduchyho diivodu. Bylo mi jasny, jakou mam fobii. Ale nenaSla jsem
ji. Prekvapilo mé, Ze jsem ji nenasla — nemyslim si, Ze je tak jedinecna. Strach
z dlouhyho zivota. Strach z dlouhyho Zivota. Zd4 se mi, Ze jsem v zésadé
pochopila, pro€ ji mam. Je to banalni: kviili depresi. Mimochodem, kdyZz jsem
byla mala a plakala, babicka mi ptisné fikala: ,,Se$ snad hysterka?* Babicka
nechtéla, aby ze mé vyrostla hysterka — bejt hysterka je ostuda. To je fakt. Ale
kdyz to tak je?

Vim, ze se deprese bude opakovat. V podstaté jako kazdej vim o budoucnosti
dost malo. Nevim skoro nic. AZ na jednu véc, deprese se bude opakovat. A ¢im
vic to bylo v minulosti, tim vic je zaru¢eny, Ze to piijde znovu. To znamena, ze
az m¢ to dostihne, budu leZet v posteli nebo se svijet, jako by mé ve tmé na ulici
sttelili do bticha, budu brecet jak krava, a mit pocit, Ze je vSechno zbytecny. A
jestli se da vérit Wikipedii, tak tohle se déje deseti procentiim lidi na zemi.
Mam tim na mysli nesmyslnost zivota jako takovyho. Ne jednoho myho

malyho... biologickyho Zivota.
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| never told Alla that my mother had died. | was afraid she might try to read
something in my relationship to her. Something Freudian or the like. But it
wasn’t anything like that. It was just love.

/Telephone rings/

Such love.

/Background music/

The other day | was browsing the Internet, searching for different phobias.
Everyone has done that at some point — reading, to their amazement, about some
bizarre things, like the fear of peanut butter sticking to one’s upper palate, or the
fear of long words. | started doing that for a simple reason. It was clear to me
what kind of phobia I had but I didn’t find it. That surprised me because I don’t
think it’s unique: the fear of a long life. The fear of a long life. | believe | have
basically managed to understand why I have this phobia. It’s banal: because of
my depression. By the way, when | was little and cried, my grandma would tell
me strictly: “Why are you being hysterical?” She didn’t want me to become
hysterical — being a hysterical woman is a disgrace. True. But what can you do if

you are one?

| know that my depression will keep coming back. Like everyone else, | know
very little about the future. I know almost nothing, except for one thing: that my
depression will keep coming back. The more often it happened in the past, the
more guaranteed it is to happen again in the future. That means that when it
catches me again, | will lie in bed or wriggle as if | had been shot in the stomach
on the street. | will cry like a stupid cow, feeling that everything is useless. And
if you can believe Wikipedia, this happens to 10% of people on earth. | mean the

pointlessness of life, all life — not just that little biological life of mine.
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Obcas nenavidim piibuzny a ty, ktery mé maj radi, kviili nim nemtizu udélat se
svym zivotem, co chci. Rozumite. I kdyZ je to mtij zivot! Prosté takova

nesvoboda.

Uz to ptichazi.

Vim:

za par tejdnl nebo dni to polevi. Chvili budu zase volné dejchat. A pak to piijde
ZNnova.

Radost se zprotivi. Pozitek hasne, duchovni 1 télesnej. Taky touhy. Postupem
casu vSechno sldbne aZ na jednu véc. Kazda deprese je siln€jsi nez ta pfedchozi.
Neni to blbost?

Mizu si ¢ist o lidech v koncentracich, v zakopech pod bombama, mtizu si
nadévat za to, zZe jsem v teply posteli a nékdo je praveé ted’ nékde v zajeti, nékdo
je znasilnovanej, nékdo mrzne. Nékdo umira na rakovinu. Tohle vSechno. Ale
co mizu délat, kdyz milj serotoninovej metabolismus funguje takhle.

Bojim se dlouhyho Zivota.

Bojim se dlouhyho zZivota, protoze je hrozny znova a znova zaZivat tyhle
zéachvaty.

/nedaleky prijezd viaku/

Nékdy mamé zavidim.

Ani ne proto, Ze umfela.

Ale protoZe zjevné o ni¢em takovym nepiemyslela,

a tak,

mé mohla porodit.

Byl unor. Druhdk. Najednou napad snih. Stala se mi takova neptijemnost. Moje
chyba. Je mi z toho nanic. Opravovali silnici. Linkovej minibus, kterym jsem se
vracela domi, jel na kone¢nou uplné jinak. Kousek od nas jsou Zelezni¢ni

koleje, ale on jel pies ptejezd. Byla uz tma, a tak jsem si toho hned nevSimla.
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At times, | hate my family and the people who love me. I can’t do what I want
to do with my life because of them, you know? But it’s my life! It’s such an

unfreedom.

It’s coming now.

| know:

it will subside in a few days or weeks. | will breathe freely for a while. And then
it will come back again.

You get sick of joy. Enjoyment, both spiritual and physical, dies away. And so
do your desires. Everything gradually grows weaker except for one thing: each
depression is stronger than the previous one. Isn’t it bullshit?

| can read about people in concentration camps or people being bombed in
trenches, | can berate myself because I’m lying in a warm bed while someone
else is being held captive, someone is being raped and someone else is freezing.
Someone is dying of cancer. All of this. But what can I do if that’s the way my
serotonin metabolism works?

I’m afraid of a long life.

I’m afraid of a long life because it’s terrible to have these seizures again and
again.

[Train passes by/

Sometimes | envy my mum.

Not because she died.

But because she obviously never thought of such things,

And so she could give birth to me.

It was February. Second year at college. Snow had suddenly fallen. I got into
some trouble. My fault. It makes me feel like shit. The road was being repaired,
so the mini bus | took home went another way. There are railroad tracks near

where | live and the bus crossed them. It was dark, so I didn’t notice it at first.

21



Doslo mi, ze bude nejlepsi hned vystoupit a pak jit po tyhle strané ptes koleje
asi dvacet pét minut.

Vystupuju.

Je tam silnice, tma, snih v obli¢eji, lidi malo, jdu v keckach, vlocky jsou néjak
straSn¢ mokry a studeny, mam brutalni splin. A zpomaluje auto.

A takovej mladej kluk tika: ,,Miizu vas svizt?

Cejtila jsem se tak blb¢, ze mé ani nenapadlo, Ze by mi moh néco udélat.

A tak k nému nastupuju do auta.

A on prej, kam potiebuju, a Ze ptes dalsi prejezd to bude lepsi.

A veze m¢ do botanicky zahrady.

Dochazi mi to, kdyZz uz je pozdé¢.

Protoze nebylo nic vidét, tma, snih, monotonni krajina: panelaky, prosté pozde¢.

A botanickd zahrada.

A on, jako ten les, zanedbane;j.

A mné je jasny, Ze je konec.

A jeho ton v hlase se nahle méni, zhrubne, zaroven v jeho hlase slySim, Ze se
taky boji. Dost se boji. Asi mu taky doslo, Ze je konec.

A je z toho zdé&Sene;.

Nedéavno mi bylo osmndct, pofad jsem jesté panna.

UZ je na to dost pozde¢, ale tehdy jsem milovala Allu, a predtim Alexandra
Borisovie a taky jsem méla riizny predsudky o tom, Ze... No jasné. Ze to chci

lasky.

Z
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| realised I should get off immediately and then walk on the other side of the
railroad for about twenty-five minutes.

So | get off.

There’s a road, darkness, snow in my face, very few people, I’'m wearing
sneakers, the snowflakes are terribly wet and cold and I’m feeling horribly blue.
A car slows down.

And a young guy asks: “Can I give you a lift?”

| was feeling so down that it didn’t even occur to me that he could be dangerous.
So | get into his car.

And he asks where | need to go and says it will be better to cross the railroad at
another crossing.

And he’s taking me to the botanical garden.

| get it when it’s too late.

Because you couldn’t see anything — the darkness, the snow, the monotonous
landscape: prefab concrete apartment buildings. Simply too late.

And the botanical garden.

And he was unkempt like that forest.

And | knew that was it.

The tone of his voice suddenly changes. It gets coarse but I can also hear in his
voice that he’s scared as well. He’s really scared. Perhaps it dawns on him that
that’s it.

And he’s terrified.

| had turned eighteen recently and was still a virgin.

Kind of late for that, but | loved Alla back then and before her Alexander
Borisovich and | also had different ideas about... Of course, I wanted to do it

out of love.
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A tak jedu a zvazuju, jestli se nepokusit vyskocit za jizdy, ale je jasny, Ze je to
zbyte¢ny, 1 kdyby se mi podatilo utyct, tézko se skreju mezi stromama, navic
zahrada je ohromn4, v okoli neni zddna doprava, total zapaddkov a samoziejmeé
penize na taxika nemam, tenkrat jsem nemela ani mobil, babicky budou désné
Silet — napfed jedna, pak zavold druhy — jesté se nestalo,

ze bych nepfisla

a nedala veédét;

rika,

ze mi jednu flakne do ksichtu,

kdyz budu kiicet —

tohle rika,

a mn¢ je jasny,

ze bude lepsi,

aby mé co nejdiiv oSukal,

ale nezabil,

a taky mé tu nenechal, takZe néjak zatidit, aby m& pak odvez domtl.

A taky beze stop.

Na viditelnejch mistech.

A tak prestanu kecat, Ze mij otec pracuje pro FSB a Ze si ho najde...

/hudba odvedle/

a Ze jsem si zapamatovala espézetku a tak dal a ztichnu. Protoze ted’ proste
nemyslim na sebe a svy UZasny panenstvi, ale na svy babicky.

KdyzZ si zacal stahovat kalhoty, ptestala jsem se chvilku ovladat a znova zacala
kiicet, ze jsem panna. Dost blby. A on pak z né¢jakyho neuvéfitelnyho ditvodu
fekl:

»Fajn,

Miizes§ mi to udé€lat pusou.
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So, I’'m in his car thinking whether | should try to jump out, but it would
obviously be pointless. Even if | manage to run away, | could hardly hide among
the trees, the garden is huge and there is no public transport nearby. It’s in the
middle of nowhere and of course | have no money for a taxi. At that time |
didn’t even have a mobile phone. | imagined my grandmas would be scared
stiff: one would call up the other because it had never happened that I didn’t
come home

without letting them know.

He says

he will slap my damn face

if | start screaming —

that’s what he says

and it’s clear to me

that it will be better for me

if he screws me as soon as possible

without killing me

and without leaving me there — so | need to make him drive me home.

And without any traces.

In visible places.

So | stop trying to tell him that my father works for the FSB and will find him...
/Music from next door/

and that I remember his plate number and so on, and | shut up. Because now I’'m
not thinking of myself and my wonderful virginity but of my grandmothers.
When he started pulling down his pants, | lost my temper for a second and
started screaming that | was a virgin. That was quite stupid. And he, for an
unbelievable reason, said:

“OK,

you can do me with your mouth.”
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Neud¢lala jsem mu to pusou.

Tusila jsem, Ze keca. A chce to i to.

Ne, kvuli tomu ne.

Rekla jsem si: ,Jasné, ze mé ted’ o$ukas, ale koufit budu poprvy toho, koho
budu milovat.“ Nebo jsem si to fekla az zpétné?

Ted’ fakt miluju sex. Teda mam ho asi min, nez bych chtéla, ale fakt ho miluju.
A nemam zadny bloky. Myslim, Ze v§echno to, co se stalo, na m¢ zadnej vliv
nem¢élo, Ze z toho nemam zadny trauma. Kolik to bylo minut nebo vtefin... si
nepamatuju, nevim... jak dlouho - dokud byl ve mn¢ - kiicela jsem tak, ze to
vypadalo, Ze prasknou skla. Nebo nase uSni bubinky. O rozko§ samoziejmé
neslo, to je jasny. Uz jsem neméla strach — v tu chvili jsem cejtila, ze mé
neprasti ani nezabije.

Snad proto, abych mu to zkazila?

Nevim.

A vite, co bylo dal? Na co se mé¢ pak zeptal?

,,Libilo se ti to?*

Znasilnil mé a zeptal se: ,,Libilo se ti to?*

Védéla jsem, co mam délat. Ze musim doma.

A tak jsem klidné odpovédéla: ,,Jo, libilo.*

,,Nikdy predtim jsem pannu nemé¢l.*

To je ale srac.

Byl rozhozenej a ja v cajku. Micela jsem. A on m¢ vezl domt.

Rekla jsem mu, aby zastavil vedle $koly. Rekl, Ze mu se mnou bylo kurevsky
dobfte. Chtéla jsem mu chladnokrevné vlepit facku, hrd¢ odejit a nechat ho
poniZzenyho. Ale poniZenej byl az dost. A j& byla opatrna. VEdéla jsem, Ze ted’
vystoupim a rychle zmizim v prichodu, kudy neprojede, probéhnu pies dvorky
domtl a on nikdy nezjisti, kde bydlim a kdo jsem. Dobie mi tak. Ted” jsem byla

zena.
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I didn’t.

| thought he was lying and wanted both things.

No, not because of that.

| said to myself: “OK, you can fuck me now but I will give the first blow job to
a guy I love.” Or did | only think this later?

Now | really love sex. Well, | have less of it than | would like, but I really love
it. And | have no blocks. I think that what happened back then didn’t affect me
at all and didn’t cause any trauma. I don’t remember how many minutes or
seconds it took, but as long as he was in me | was screaming so much that |
thought the car windows would break or our eardrums rupture. It wasn’t about
sexual pleasure, of course. I wasn’t scared anymore. | felt he would neither hit
nor kill me.

So, did I scream to spoil his experience?

I don’t know.

Can you guess what happened next — what he asked me?

“Did you like it?”

He had raped me and then asked: “Did you like it?”

| knew what | had to do. Go home.

So I replied calmly: “Yeah, I did.”

“I’ve never had a virgin before.”

What a fucker.

He was upset and | was fine. | was quiet. And he drove me home.

| told him to stop next to the school. He said he’d had a fucking great time with
me. | felt like slapping him cold-bloodedly, walking away proudly and leaving
him humiliated. But he had already been humiliated enough. And | was careful.
| knew I would get out of his car and quickly disappear in the passageway,
where he couldn’t drive and run home through the yards, and he’d never know

where | lived. It served me right. Now | was a woman.
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Mohla jsem si ted’ se svym télem d¢lat, co chci. Treba jen experimentovat a
cekat na velkou lasku. Netrapit se. Byla jsem tpIné volna.

A mega silna.

A mega dospéla.

KdyZ jsem vystupovala z auta, zeptal se mé, jak se jmenuju?
Zachté€lo se mi,

fict to slovo.

Prost¢ ho fict.

To jméno.

A tak jsem odpovédéla:

Nasta.

Jeden z maminych dopist.

Nejuptimnéjsi.

., ...Kdyz jsem zjistila, Ze mam rakovinu, koupila jsem si krabicku cigaret a
zdpalky. Vlastné jsem, dcerusko, nikdy nekourila. Ale potom, co jsem sla sama
Z nemocnice, babicka byla s tebou doma, byla jsi nemocnad a nechodila do
Skolky. Tata byl v praci. A tak jsem sla sama. Zvazovala jsem: ‘Co mam ted
delat? Zavolat z budky? * Néjaky hlas ve mné se zeptal: ‘Co si prejes? Co si
prejes ze veho nejvic? “ A ja vycitila odpovéd. Sla jsem a udélala zvidstni véc.
Ty kulaté kvétinové zahony uprostied malych zelenych ploch, kde je vzdycky
nekolik smrkit a nekdy i pomnik. Takova zemé nikoho mezi auty. Nikdy jsem na
zadném z nich nebyla. Ale ten vecer jsem se tam ocitla. Na krizovatce Rudych
partyzanii a Letistni — jestli vis? Presla jsem ulici a ocitla se uprostred.
Liduprazdno, vsichni kolem nékam jedou. Vytdhla jsem cigaretu. A sundala si

prsten. Nevim, co mé k tomu vedlo. Citila jsem se dost divné.



Now | could do with my body whatever | wanted to. For instance, just
experiment and wait for a real love. And not worry. | was completely free.
And mega strong.

And mega adult.

When | was getting out of his car he asked me: “What’s your name?”

| felt like saying

that word,

just saying it —

that name.

So I replied:

“Nastja.”

One of my mum’s letters.

The most honest one.

“... When I learned | had cancer, | bought a pack of cigarettes and matches. |
had never smoked before, my dear daughter. | was walking home from the
hospital and granny was at home with you because you were ill and weren 't
going to kindergarten. Your dad was at work. So | was walking alone. | thought:
‘What shall | do? Call him from a phone booth?’ Suddenly a voice in me asked:
‘What do you want? What do you want most?’ And I sensed the answer. | did a
strange thing. Those round beds of flowers in the middle of the small green
areas with a few spruce trees and a monument. Such a no-man’s land among
cars. | had never been to any of these places but that evening I found myself
there. At the juncture of Red Partisans and Airport Street — do you know the
place? | crossed the street and found myself in the middle. Not a living soul was
there; everyone was just driving by. I took a cigarette out of the pack. And took

off my ring. I don’t know what made me do that. | felt very strange.
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Vykourila jsem cigaretu Kosmos tak, ze jsem vydechovala dym skrz prsten,
divala se na uplnék a pritom stala uprostred kruhu, kolem kterého kmitala auta.
A opakovala jedno prdni. Jako bych carovala. Pak jsem ten prsten naviékla na
vetev smrku, co nejvys. Odted to byl tviyj talisman. Doufam, Ze tam stadle je. Jen
bliz k nebi. “

Jo, byl vejs, nez jsem mohla dosdhnout. Poprosila jsem kamarada, aby mé
vysadil na ramena. Nebyl si jistej, jestli ma cenu ten prsten sundavat, ale ve mné

viela krev.

., Nevim, kolikrat jsem vydechla, ale s kazdym vydechem jsem zaseptala: , At je
Olja stastna. * To bylo moje nejvétsi prani. A zustava. Zistane tak dlouho, dokud

budu nazivu. Dcerko, je ti osmndct let... *

Byla jsem stra$né nastvana. I kdyz jsem vnimala, jak je hloupy, Ze mé to tolik
naStvalo. PfiSlo mi, Ze neméla pravo. Pll roku mi ptala $tésti, misto aby sama
sob¢ prala zivot. Jak si to predstavovala? Jak asi tak mizu bejt stastna, kdyz
jsem cely svy détstvi, cely mladi, prozila bez ni.

/nedaleky prijezd viaku/

Tak moc jsem ji potfebovala a ona, jak se zd4, vSechno vypatlala na svy ptani.
Byla v tom néjaka urputnost. Nechutny. Ja véfila, Ze pfani mtize fungovat. Sama
jsem méla takovou zkuSenost. Zrovna tehdy se odehralo vSechno to s Allou.
Mozna by to zvladla. JenomzZe tyhle dopisy! Kolik energie vénovala kazdymu

Z nich! A celou tu dobu, co je psala, si pfedstavovala, jak umie a ja budu bez ni.
Nast'o! Jsi husa, Nast'o! Radéji jsi méla bojovat, ne?! Dostala jsem hysterickej
zachvat. Kamaradi se me¢ snazili uklidnit. Babicka mi dala dopis chvilku

predtim, nez prisli. Nevédéla to. Kdyz dorazili, tak jsem se drzela.
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| smoked a Kosmos cigarette, breathing out the smoke through the ring,
standing in the middle of that circle with cars passing rapidly by all the time.
And | kept repeating a wish. As if | were performing magic. Then | put the ring
on a spruce branch, as high as possible. It became your talisman. I hope it’s still

there. Just nearer to the heavens...”

Yeah, it was just too high for me to reach. | asked a friend to hoist me onto his
shoulders. He wasn’t sure whether there was any point in taking the ring down

but my blood was boiling.

“I don’t know how many times I breathed out but with each expiration I
whispered: ‘Let Olya be happy.’ That was my greatest wish. And it still is and

will be as long as | am alive. Now you are eighteen, my dear daughter...”

| was so angry. Even though I could see how stupid it was to be so angry. |
thought she hadn’t had the right to do that. For half a year, she wished me
happiness instead of wishing for herself to be alive. What the hell did she think?
How can | be happy when I lived without her all my childhood and youth?
[Train passes by/

| needed her so much and she wasted all her energy on that wish of hers. There
was some kind of obstinacy in it. Disgusting. | believed that wishes could work.
I’d had such an experience myself — the thing with Alla. Mum might have made
it. But these letters! How much energy she must have put into each one! And all
the time she was writing, she envisaged that she would die and | would be here
without her. Nastja! You’re a stupid goose, Nastja! You should have fought
instead, no?! | went into hysterics. My friends tried to calm me down. Grandma
had given me the letter just a short time before they arrived. She didn’t know.

When they arrived, | held it together.
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Pak jsem vypila prvni sklenici a rozbulila se. Bre¢im, v§echno jim vysvétluju,
¢tu jim uryvky. Nékdo navrhnul, Ze tam pudem, a to m¢ nakoplo. A tak jsme $li.
Z domova jsme si vzali Sampansky a néjaky jidlo a v obchode si jesté koupili
plastovy kelimky a vodku. Oslavila jsem svoje osmnactiny na misté, kde moje
mama stala nejspi$ hodinu potom, co ji fekli, ze ma rakovinu. Hledali jsme
smrk. Uprostfed byl jenom jeden. Zvlastni, ale prsten jsme nasli. To, Ze jsem si
ten prsten vzala, byla provokace. Takovej ¢ernej, pohfebni smrk. Nechtélo se mi
plnit Nastino pfani.

Ja jsem chtéla, aby tu Nast’a byla se mnou.

A jesté z n¢jakyho dlivodu jsem

strasn¢ chtéla,

aby ten prsten nestudil.

Od ty doby nestudi, protoze ho nosim, a to m¢ evidentn¢ uklidiiuje. Tak néjak.

Vlastné bych byla vdécna, kdyby mi mama jednou napsala, pro¢ si vybrala
myho otce. Ale nenapsala mi to. Je to velka zahada. Teda babicka, ktera ho
neméla moc rada, mi fikala, Ze ji tak dlouho uhanél, az kejvla.

Malej rodinnej mytus.

Z ¢ehoz 1ze nepiimo usoudit, ze mama svyho manzela moc nemilovala.

To mé¢ dost mrzi.

Ne kvili tatovi, ale samoziejme kvili mame.

TakZe, otec. Vybavuju si, Zze v mladi docela usel, byl super. Jenze patii k t€ém, co
za pétadvacet let moc neménéj svilj repertoar vtipll. Zajimalo by mé, jestli to
mame nékdy doslo. Byli spolu Sest let, tedy Sest a ptl. Zajimalo by mé, jestli by
se rozesli, nebo ne, kdyby neumiela. Problém je v tom, Ze ji podvadél. Spis je
problém v tom, ze mi o tom fekl. Upfimné feceno, bez tyhle informace bych se

klidn€ obesla.
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Then | had a drink and began weeping. | sobbed, explaining and reading extracts
to them. Somebody suggested going there, which encouraged me. So we went.
We took some champagne and food with us and bought some plastic cups and
vodka in a shop. | celebrated my eighteenth birthday in the same place where
my mum had been standing about an hour after she was told she had cancer. We
looked for spruce trees. There was only one in the middle. Strangely enough, we
found the ring. Taking the ring was a provocation. Such a black, sepulchral
spruce. I didn’t want to fulfil Nastja’s wish.

| wanted Nastja to be with me.

And for some reason

I didn’t want the ring

To feel cold.

It hasn’t felt cold since then because I wear it, which clearly calms me.

Something like that.

I’d have been grateful if mum had told me why she had chosen my father. But
she didn’t write about that. It’s a real mystery. My grandma, who didn’t like him
much, said he chased after her so long that she said yes.

It’s a little family myth.

That implies my mum didn’t really love her husband, which makes me sad.

Not because of dad but, of course, because of mum.

So — my father. | remember that when | was young, he was great. However, he
belongs among those who haven’t varied their repertoire of jokes much for
twenty-five years. I’d like to know if this had ever occurred to my mum. They
were together for six and a half years. I’d like to know whether they would have
broken up if she hadn’t died. The problem was that he cheated on her, or rather,

that he told me about it. Honestly, | could do without this information.

33



Jo. JenZe tata je takovej typ Clovéka, kterej... Prosté kdyz se mu zachce, uz ho
nezastavite.

Nasta to nevédéla.

Rekl mi to, kdyZ mi bylo 14 a zaZivala jsem, jakoZe prvni lasku — o ty uZ jsem
mluvila. Bylo to hrozn¢ nevinny, s takovym klukem, kterej uz byl v prvaku na
vejSce, ale v nékterejech ohledech byl podle myho jesté naivnéjsi nez ja. Tata se
o m¢ jakoby bal, a tak se rozhodl, ze si se mnou promluvi jako otec s dcerou. O
muzich. Jenomze celej rozhovor se zredukoval na to, ze jestli je chlap zdrave;,
chce mit vSechno, co se hejbe. Pro¢ zrovna tohle blby slovo. A jestli to tak
nema, pak neni zdravej. A pokud mé ten kluk, se kterym chodim, nechce
Zneuzit, znamena to, Ze jsem si vybrala n€jakyho usmrkance, a tita s mym
vybérem nesouhlasi. A jestli je to kanec a chce m¢ zneuZit, tak to ma blby,
protoze to mu tata v zadnym piipadé nedovoli. Jenom ptipominam, bylo mi 14
let.

Od ty doby jsem to fesila s nékolika kamaradama — uz jako dospéla. Jsem si
jista, Ze to tak neni. Ze je to hrozné individualni, jsou tiplné zdravi a normalni
muzi, ktery si vybiraj. A existujou dokonce skute¢né¢ monogamni muzi. Neni
jich moc, ale existujou. Na tohle jsem ale ptiSla az pozdéjc. V tu chvili mné to
stras$né, ale strasné traumatizovalo.

/hudba v podkresu/

Asi na deset let. Co, mozna na dyl.

Ve skutecnosti mi to zni¢ilo manzelstvi. (Kurva, to je jak z novin.)

Protoze to bylo vSechno dost presvédCivy. ProtoZe jsem neméla, jak to vyvratit.
Na vSechno, na co jsem mu mohla odpovédét, namital, Ze jsem jen naivni
hol¢i¢ka. TakZe to byl nerovnej boj. Byl hrozn¢ horlivej a uz to jelo: Stylizoval
se do obrazu dominantniho maca a celou dobu jen opakoval to svy ,,zneuzit®.
JenzZe pak ve mn¢ néco hrklo a ja se ho zeptala, diiv, neZ mi viibec doslo, jestli
to chci védét — jestli byl takovej, kdyz miloval mamu? Kdyz ji tak dlouho
uhanél. A kdyz byli rodina. Nemé&l kam couvnout. Rekl:
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But dad is that kind of man who... Well, if he wants something, you can’t stop
him.

Nastja didn’t know about it.

He told me all this when | was fourteen and had the first love of my life — which
I’ve already mentioned. It was a really innocent relationship with a boy who was
in his first year at college, but I think that in some respects he was even more
naive than me. Dad was kind of worried for me so he decided to talk to me,
father to a daughter. About men. But the whole conversation shrank into the fact
that if a man is healthy, he wants to have sex with anything that moves. (Why
such a stupid word?) And if he doesn’t, he isn’t healthy. And if the boy | was
going out with didn’t want to use me, it meant | had chosen some fledgling and
dad didn’t approve of my choice. And if he was a real stud and wanted to use
me, too bad for him because my dad would prevent him from doing so. Let me
just remind you | was fourteen at that time.

| have discussed it with a few male friends since, as an adult. And I’m sure it’s
not quite true. It’s very individual. There are perfectly healthy, normal men who
make deliberate choices in women. And there are even monogamous men. There
aren’t many of them but they do exist. It wasn’t until later that I realised that.
But at that time, it traumatised me terribly.

/Background music/

It traumatised me for about ten years, maybe more.

In fact, it ruined my marriage. (Oh fuck, that sounds like a tabloid headline.)
Because it all sounded so convincing. Because there was no way for me to
disprove it. Whatever | said, he objected that | was only a naive little girl. So it
was an uneven fight. He was really zealous, posing as a dominant macho, and
kept repeating that “use” of his all the time. But then | snapped and asked him —
before | even decided whether I really wanted to know — if he had been like that
when he loved my mum. When he had chased her for so long. When we were a

family... There was no way for him to back out. He said:
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,,J1StE*.

A podival se mi do o¢i.

Bylo v nich néco tak désivyho. Myslim, Ze pak uZz se jen branil. Mozna branil i
m¢. Pfed vSema chlapama, ktery by mé mohli chtit za celej m1j dlouhej zivot
,,zneuzit. A pak se — poprvy a mozna i naposled zadival na zenu, kterou

Z celyho srdce miloval, svoji ¢trnéctiletou dceru a hlavou mu §la mySlenka,
,Jaky to je?*

/nedaleky prijezd viaku/

Jaky to je, kdyZ se ozengj s tvoji dcerou a ani na vtefinu nezapochybujou o tom,
ze budou mit 1 jiny. Jaky to je, kdyZ o tvy dcefi a o tom, jak ji méli, vedou feci
s kamaraddama u piva. Jaky to je, kdyZ si vaSe dcera sunda podprsenku a oni jsou
trochu zklamany, protoze si mysleli, Ze ma vétsi prsa? Jaky to je, kdyz se jim
tvoje dcera pteji? Jaky? Jaky? Jaky? Nahlidnul z druhy strany vSechno to, co
b&hem svyho Zivota se Zenskyma dé€lal. Chtél mé varovat. Chtél mé chranit.
Aspon myslim.

A tekl:

,Navic, kdyz jsem zil s tvou matkou, neodepiral jsem si jiné Zeny.*

Rekl to tak knizné. Jako by schvalng zvolil takovou formulaci, ktera mné
maximalné ublizi. Jsem si jista, ze v tu chvili nenavidé¢l vSechny chlapy, ktery
by se m¢ mohli dotknout. A chtél, abych je taky nenavidéla.

Ne, ze by se mu to povedlo.

Ale ten pocit.

Ze neexistujou zadny jistoty.

A co Nast’a. Nast’a, ktera mi piSe vSechny ty dopisy, radi mi, a pfitom, jak se
ukazalo, Zila s muzem, kterej j1 podvadél. A nevédéla o tom. Z téch dopist je mi
jasny, ze to nevédéla. Ale mné je 14 a vim to. A co ja s tim? Ale o to ani nejde.

Jde 0 to, ze uz jsem nemohla véfit.
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,,Of course.*

And he looked me straight in the eyes.

There was something frightening in his eyes. | think then he only tried to defend
himself. Maybe to defend me, too. To protect me from any guys who might
want to “use” me during all my long life. A then he looked — for the first and
maybe last time — at the woman he loved with all his heart, his fourteen-year-old
daughter, and thought: “What’s it like?”

[Train passes by/

What’s it like when a guy marries your daughter and doesn’t doubt for a second
that he will have other women, too? What’s it like when he talks to his beer-
drinking buddies about your daughter and about sleeping with her? What’s it
like when your daughter takes off her bra and he’s a bit disappointed because he
thought her breasts were bigger? What’s it like when he gets tired of your
daughter? What’s it like? What’s it like? He saw from another perspective what
he had been doing with women his whole life. He wanted to warn me. He
wanted to protect me. At least, that’s what I think.

And he said:

“Moreover, when I lived with your mother, I did not deny myself other women.”
He said it so bookishly! As if he had chosen the wording that would hurt me
most. I’m sure that at that moment he hated all guys who might want to touch
me. And he wanted me to hate them, too.

Not that he succeeded.

But that feeling...

... that there was no certainty.

And what about Nastja? Nastja, who wrote all those letters to me and gave me
advice, lived, as it turned out, with a man who cheated on her. And she didn’t
know about it. That’s clear from the letters. But at the time, | am fourteen and |
do know. What can | do? Well, that’s not important.

The important thing is that after that I couldn’t trust anyone.
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Byla to v jistym smyslu ¢asovand bomba.

Nemusim ani dodavat, ze kolem dvaceti uz jsem z toho byla extrémné¢ unavena.
Chtéla jsem se kone¢né zamilovat, désné, opétované, a na co nejdyl. Ale furt se
to ned¢lo. M¢la jsem pocit, Ze jen to ma smysl.

Prosté v dobé¢, kdyz jsem potkala MiSu, uz mé cela ta touha po lasce doslova
pohltila. Napsal o mné tak, jako uz nikdy nikdo nenapiSe. Napsal o mng¢: ,,je
jako cembalova struna v samostfilu®. ,,Cembalova struna v samostiilu®. Konec.
Pak uz nejsou tieba zadny kytky, ani zadny usili. Pfimo do srdce. Misa — to byla
ta laska.

Tenkrat jsem napsala ten prvni a do ty doby jedinej dopis. Svou odpoved.
Napsala jsem, Ze ne nadarmo chtéla, abych byla $t'astnd — jsem St’astna.

Zdalo se mi, Ze jsem vSechno pochopila.

Uz nebudou zadny deprese, ani Zadna bolest, nic.

Mami, v§echno to vyslo!

Jmenuje se MiSa, mami!

Nast’o, jmenuje se Misa!

A propos — porodim mu dité.

Nebudu o tom dlouho vypravét. Koncil studia v Rostové, sdm byl z Voronéze,
do Krasnodaru ptijel na n€jake;j festival, potkali jsme se, exploze, dostudoval a
presté¢hoval se za mnou. A bylo. Stal se mym manZelem. Vdala jsem se ve
stejnym veéku jako moje madma. Vtipny.

/dést za oknem/

Meéli jsme se naprosto skvéle.

Jenomze ja se zblaznila.

Bylo to to, o ¢em tehdy vypravél otec a nad ¢im jsem skoro nepfemejslela. A
bylo to. Konec. Jedna myslenka, jedno podezieni, ktery vSechno nici. Co kdyz je
Misa stejnej jako ostatni muzi a neobejde se bez jinejch Zenskejch. Soustavné.

Soustavny peklo.
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In a way, it was a time bomb.

Needless to say, by the time | was about twenty | had become extremely tired of
that. | wanted to finally fall in love, terribly and for the longest time possible,
and | wanted my love to be requited. But nothing was happening. | felt that
nothing else has meaning.

So, when | met Misha, all my desire for love devoured me. He wrote about me
in a way nobody else will ever write. He wrote: “she’s like a harpsichord string
in a crossbow.” “A harpsichord string in a crossbow. That was it. No more
effort, no flowers necessary. Those words really hit my heart. Misha — that was
the love.

It was then that | wrote my first letter. My answer. [ wrote saying it wasn’t in
vain that she wanted me to be happy. | was happy.

| felt like 1 understood everything.

There would be no more depression, no more pain, nothing.

Mum, it has all worked out!

Mum, his name’s Misha!

Nastja, his name’s Misha!

By the way, | want to have his child.

I won’t talk about it for long. He was from Voronezh and was finishing his
studies in Rostov. He had come to a festival in Krasnodar, where we met —
explosion! —, he finished college and moved here. And that was it. He became
my husband. | got married at the same age as my mum. Funny.

/Rain behind window/

We had an absolutely great time.

But then | went insane.

It was because of what my father had told me and what | had hardly thought of
since then. And that was the end. One thought, one suspicion that ruined
everything. What if Misha was the same as other men and couldn’t do without

other women? Constantly. Constant hell.
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Dokonce jsem véfila, ze si to s nikym nerozda — teda alespoii zatim ne. Ale
uréité by chtél —a z toho se mi chtélo umiit. Zarlila jsem na viechno. Zarlila
jsem na postavicky z animaki. Z pocitacovejch her.

Nendvidéla jsem se. Ale ne. Nevyslo to.

A to byl samoziejm¢ krach.

Byla to naprosta blbost. Jo, blbost. Bojovali jsme s tim. Ale néco se zlomilo a
my uz to nezvladli. Jen se to zamotédvalo a zamotavalo.

A to je vSechno.

V podstaté.

Ted — kdyz o tom mluvim — uz jsem s tim srovnana. To znamena, Ze to trvalo —
kolik? Sest let. TakZe tfi roky spolu a pak skoro tfi dal§i. Ted uZ by to bylo
jinak, byla bych normalni.

Ale ted’ uz je to fuk.

Tata za to nemize, je prosté takove;.

Davno jsem mu odpustila.

Ale bylo by lepsi, kdyby to neudé¢lal.

Bylo by lepsi, kdyby to neudélal.

Sebevrazda fakt dost poméha. Mockrat pomohla. Kdyz uz to dal nejde, feknes
si: dobra. Za rok si dovolim umftit. Rok to vydrzi§ — seber se, ty mékkoto. Jak
fika jeden mij kamarad. Jednou by se to stat mohlo. Ale jen pod tou podminkou,
ze to bude presné za rok v tenhle den. Pokud se ti bude v tenhle den chtit. Budes
na to mit 24 hodin. Je to takova hra. Pravé Ze hra, ale zbavuje beznadéje. Ne,
skute¢né, jsou to takovy dvete s napisem ,,Nouzovy vychod*. Tancis$ na party,
ale ptitom periferné vidis, Ze tam jsou. MoZna jsou zamceny, ale kdyzZ té to

hodné sevie, vZzdycky je mizes vyrazit. A jeste lip, rozbit si o n¢ hlavu.
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| even believed that he wouldn’t bang another woman — at least not at that time.
But | was sure he would like to — and that made me want to die. | was jealous of
everything. | was jealous even of cartoon and computer game characters.

| hated myself. But it didn’t work out.

And that, of course, resulted in a crash.

It was total bullshit. Yeah, bullshit. We tried to fight it off. But then there was a
breaking point and we failed. It just kept muddling up.

And that’s all.

More or less.

Now that I’'m talking about it, I have come to terms with it. That means it has
taken — how many years? Six. Three years together and then another three. It
would be different now; | would act normal.

But now it doesn’t matter anyway.

It’s not dad’s fault. That’s just the way he is.

| forgave him long ago.

But it would have been better if he hadn’t said that.

It would have been better if he hadn’t said that.

Suicide really does help. It’s helped many times. If life becomes unbearable, you
say, OK, I’ll let myself die in a year. You can make it another year — put
yourself together, you wimp. As a friend of mine says, it could happen someday.
But only on the condition that it will be exactly in a year, on this day. If you feel
like dying on that day. You’ll have 24 hours. It’s a kind of game — a game that
rids you of hopelessness. No, really. It’s a door with a sign on it saying
“Emergency Exit.” You’re dancing at a party, but you see the door in your
peripheral vision. It may be locked but if the depression seizes you, you can
always smash that door down. And what’s even better: you can smash your head

against it.
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Ve skuteCnosti ale ¢ekam na to, az umiou babicky. Protoze abych byla upfimna,
takovy svinstvo jim udélat nechci.

Vylouceno.

Jednou se m¢ zeptaly — teda jedna v pritomnosti druhy: ,,Na co ¢ekas?*
,,Na co ¢ekas?*

,,Proc¢ si nezalozi§ rodinu? Mas nejvyssi ¢as. Na co ¢ekas?“

Vydésilo mé to. Zacalo mi busit srdce. Protoze odpoveéd’ byla — jedna

Z odpovédi — ne, skutec¢na odpoveéd’ byla: ,,na vasi smrt®.

,,Na vasi smrt.

Fuck

JeZiSmarja.

Bez legrace.

Byla jsem zticha.

Mam je moc rada.

JenZe oni ¢ekaj na pravnoucata.

/hudba odvedle/

Ale porodit dité?! Jak jako? Jak?... Tak urcité€ je to Stésti. UrCité to dava smysl.
Dokonce 1 né€jak hormonalné. Je to pravdépodobné fantastickej pocit a viibec to
nejlepsi, co se vam muze stat. Coz nezpochybiiuju.

Ale to vSechno délate kvili sobé.

/nedaleky prujezd viaku/

Kvili tomu, aby vas Zivot ziskal smysl. Kvilli tomu vytvofit novyho ¢lovéka.
Odsoudit ho k tomu v§emu.

No to prece nejde.

No, sakra!

No copak mam na to pravo?
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But in fact, I'm waiting for my grandmothers to die, because to be honest, |
couldn’t do such a foul thing to them.

No way.

One day, one of them asked me in the presence of the other: “What are you
waiting for?”

“What are you waiting for?”

“Why don’t you start a family? It’s high time. What are you waiting for?”
That scared me. My heart started pounding because the answer, or one of the
answers — no, the real answer was: “for your death.”

“For your death.”

Fuck!

Jesus!

Not kidding.

| was silent.

| love them a lot.

But they are waiting for great-grandchildren.

/Music from next door/

But give birth to a child?! What? How? ... Well, it definitely means happiness.
It definitely makes sense, even in terms of hormones. It’s likely to be a fantastic
feeling and the best thing that can ever happen to you. No doubt about that.

But you do it all just for yourself.

[/Train passes by/

For your life to make sense. For you to create a new human being, who you
condemn to all this.

Well, you can’t do that!

Damn!

Do | have any right to do that?
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Tohle nemuzu.

Proto takhle ziju. Normalng, ale do¢asn¢, s védomim konce.

Cekam.

Jsem zticha.

Vsechny to tak néjak sblizi. Je to v zdsad¢ diivod se sejit. Dlivod se obejmout.
Dulvod se napit. Dlivod fict: Pamatujes si?

Tak fajn!

Jesté MiSa samoziejmé.

Pro Misu to bude rana, bude ho to bolet. Ale uzZ ma jinou rodinu. Jeho Zena je
t&hotna. A pak. Nebude to hned. Ted jesté ne. Cekam. Nevadi. Fajn. Fajn. Je ¢as

to vSechno ukoncit. Je ¢as ho otevrit.

,»Moje draha holcicko!

Je ti dvacet osm let. Kazdy z mych dopisii byl blahopranim. Gratuluji ti i dnes.
Dneska se rozloucime.

Je mi dvacet osm let a tohle je muij posledni dopis. Mimochodem, privedli té ke
mné a ty ses zase ptala, c0 Se stalo s mymi viasky. Brzy poprosim, aby te uz
nevodili. Chci, aby sis me pamatovala jako stdle krasnou.

Snazim se byt klidna. Tolik jsem ti toho v techto dopisech rekla. Myslim, Ze mé
dobre znas! Jako vzdy ti preju, abys byla stastnd — stastna. Abys méla vsechno,
co ja neméla. Z néjakého ditvodu jsem si jistd, Ze se mas dobre. Vérim, zZe jsem
té svym utrpenim od néceho osvobodila.

Vis, kdyz jsem se rozhodla, Ze si vezmu tvého otce, myslela jsem na tebe. A ty
mas skutecné jeho geny. Uz ted je to videt. I podle tvaru nehtii. A protoze jsi
takova houzevnata, jako on. Zatim se to prevazné projevuje tvoji tvrdohlavosti...
Ale jsem si jista, ze toho v zivoté hodné dosdhnes. Olinko, nikdy jsem ti to

nenapsala, ale byla bych moc rada, kdybys svoji dceru pojmenovala po mné.
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I can’t do that.

That’s why I’'m living like this. Normally but temporarily, aware of an end.

[’m waiting.

Quietly.

It will bring everyone closer together. It’s basically a reason to meet. A reason to
hug each other. A reason to have a drink. A reason to say: Do you remember?
All right!

And of course, there’s Misha.

It will be a shock for him. He will be hurt. But he’s got another family now. His
wife is pregnant. And it won’t happen right now. Not right now. I’m waiting.
Never mind. OK, all right. It’s time to finish it all. It’s time to open the last

letter.

“My dearest girl!

You are twenty-eight. Each of my letters was a birthday greeting. /’m wishing
you happy birthday today, too. And | am saying goodbye today.

I’'m twenty eight and this is my last letter. By the way, they brought you to me
and you asked again what had happened to my hair. I will soon ask them to stop
bringing you here. | want you to remember me as a beautiful woman.

| am trying to be calm. | have told you so much in my letters. | think you know
me very well. As always, | wish for you to be happy — happy! And to have
everything I didn’t have. FOr some reason | am sure you are fine. | believe that
with my suffering | have freed you from something.

You know, when | decided to marry your father, | was thinking of you. And you
really have his genes. It’s clear even now. Even in the shape of your fingernails.
And because you are as relentless as him. So far it has been evident in your

stubbornness... But I am sure you will go far in life.

45



Olinko, nikdy jsem ti to nenapsala, ale byla bych moc rada, kdybys svoji dceru
pojmenovala po mné.

Vzdycky jsem chtela tri déti. Ale co se da délat? Doufam, ze budu mit nejméné
I7i vhoucata.

Povez jim o mné. Hloupé se usmivam, abych neplakala.

Ted uz to miizu priznat: Olinko, od détstvi jsem se strasné bala smrti. Kdyz jsem
byla mala, hrozné jsem plakala, predstavovala jsem si, Ze jednoho dne umru. Je
to tak strasny pocit. Doufam, Ze tebe nic podobného netrapilo. Ano, bojim se
umirani. Ale nevim, jak bych to zviadla, kdybych neméla tebe. Jsi moje
pokracovani!

Slib mi, Ze budes zit dlouho — dlouho. VSichni pokracujeme v detech. Dokud
zijes ty, Ziju i ja. Nikdy na to nezapomen. Opatruj se. Vsechno nejlepsi

K narozeninam, dcerko!

Navzdy tvoje mama. “

Nast’o, Nast’o, Nast’o,

Nast’o, Nast'o, Nast’o,

Zabiji$ m¢, jasné.

Fajn. Nevadi.

Jestli budu mit dceru, dam ji tvy jméno.

Jestli budu mit dceru, dam ji tvy jméno.

Nast’a a Nasta a ja mezi nima.

Nast’o, Nast'o, Nast'o. Pokracovat v détech. Copak to neni kurva egoismus?
Pro€ se ma za to, ze je tak dulezity pokracovat, Nast'o?
Ne, fakt, vis, je to pro me tak divny.

Nast’o, Nast'o, Nast'o. Chtéla bys o mn¢ néco védét?

Nejsem si jista.
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Olya, | have never written this before but | would be so happy if you named your
daughter after me.

| always wanted to have three children. But what can | do? | hope to have at
least three grandchildren.

Tell them about me. I am smiling stupidly so as not to cry.

The most important thing in the world for me has always been you.

| can admit it now: Olya, | have been terribly scared of death since | was a
child. When | was little, I cried a lot thinking about myself dying someday. 1¢’s a
terrible feeling. I hope you haven't been worried about anything like that. Yes, 1
am afraid of dying. However, I don’t know how I could manage if I didn’t have
you. You are my continuation!

Please, promise me to live long — long! We all continue in our children. As long
as you live, so do I. Never forget that. Take care of yourself. Happy birthday, my
dear daughter!

Forever yours,

Mum.”

Nastja, Nastja, Nastja,

Nastja, Nastja, Nastja,

You’'re, killing me.

OK, no problem.

If | have a daughter, I’1l give her your name.

If | have a daughter, I’1l give her your name.

Nastja and Nastja and me between them.

Nastja, Nastja, Nastja. Continuing in children. Isn’t that fucking egoism?
Why is it so important to continue, Nastja?

No, really, I mean it’s so strange for me.

Nastja, Nastja, Nastja. Would you like to know something about me?

I’m not sure.
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Ale pro jistotu jsem ti to fekla.

Nast'o, Nast'o, Nast'o. Je mi 28 let a tohle je miij posledni dopis.
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But | have told you, just in case.

Nastja, Nastja, Nastja. | am twenty eight and this is my last letter.
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