Johala je na mazgi u sirokoj
suknji. Noge su joj visjele
postrance, blijede, lagane
smrezurane, koo izvutene iz vode,
lzmedu paléane kesti | pete
prepoznalljiva je izduljena bora
koja ponekad, posebice u
samrtnika oblivenih hladnim
znojem, vet | sama po sebi moZe
izozvali samilost, ovlaziti nam ogi
koo do gledamo drago lice kojem
ie tuga oduzela izrazaj, a ne tek
baso stopalo u koje je zivot hodom
upisao utor. Sareni tuljoc s
ckruglom ki¢ankem na vrhu, visoko,
Siljosto pokrivalo za glavu, za koje
bismo donas rekli do je u obliku
preckrenuta korneta, umjesta kugle
slodoleda pritiskalo je obrijanu
zensku glavu. Vriak te neobiéne
kope zabio se u neumaoljivo
plavetnilo spanjolskeg neba da bi
pomoéu zarkih bojo, koje nisu bile
nobacane tek tako, nego su,
tovite, tvorile neko znokovito
sarenilo, prizivao $to vedi broj ljudi,
Svietina se okupljola, o mozga se
kroz nju sve teze probijala.
Rozgolicene grudi sredovieéne
johaéice rozdvojalo je Sipko oke
koje su se 5 donje strane sklopili
njeni prsti. Gornji je dio Zeljeznim
obruéem uévritivao vrat Zene
ophrvane éemerom kojemu nema
pomoti, take da se ginile da ovisi o
garoli kao 3to bogalj ovisi o 3faci,
da bi klonula bez tog potpornje koo
ito klonu glave crnoputih
plemenskih ljepotica gim se
oslobode ogrlica koje su im od
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rodenja razdvajole prilienove lobudega vrata, U
trenucima koji ne vode nikakvu izlazu, kad je sve
privedeno svrietku na nepopravljiv nagin, polozaj
kapka na spustenu oku i kut skuplienih usana tvori
neku osobitu, siloznu geometriju. Crie nijema
otojo odjednom izlaze iz krugo to su ga same
opisale, napustaju oval napatena lica.

Da nema metalnog prstena koji joj podize
bradu — pomislila som gledajuéi prizor o ga je
urezala u bakar Goyina ruka — mozda bi lice
zene na mozgi ostale prazno, liseno fragova
ljudskosti. S njega bi nestalo oéiju, obrva, nosa i
usta. Sve bi se crte njezina lica izduljile u bolu,
otopile i iscurile ispod preckrenuta korneta onega
smijeinog edira na silu nataknuta na zeninu
glavu. Umrla bi prije smaknu¢a. Ovake v njezinu
ponizenju ima dostojonstva. Kad je stegne obrué
garote, izdahnut ¢e vzdignuta ela,

U jednom od sporednib hednika britanske
Macionalne galerije smiestila se, skramno i
nenametljive, znomenita zbirka grafickih listova
koju je umjetnik nazvao Caprichos, slijededi kozje
stazice po kojima s penje ljudski duh u spoznaiji
svijeta, i to na tragu knjige koja se u Madridu
pojavila 1665, godine pod naslovem Didlogos de
la pintura, su defensa. Moj predak po majgino
strani, coviek koji se zvao Vincencio Carducho, o
bio je pisac gore spomenutih dijaloga o slikarstvu,
potaknuo je velikaga Goyu na genijolne diele
drustvene kritike. Godine 1793, kad je umeitnik
zapoéeo ciklus, Spanjolsku su potresale spletke.
Carlos IV, koji je tada bio na vlasti, vukao je za
nos narod potpomognut lukavstvam kojekakvih
pripuza, raznih prostaka i kebasi¢ara $to su
uvjezbali umijece dodvoravanija i tako se demagli
polozaja i novea. Dobro su znali kake treba s
ruliom. Nakon svakoga skandala uslijedila bi
proslava, svetkoving u kojoj su sredstva koristena
nomjenski, za uiutkivanje ved poprilizne
nestrpliive i rozotarane gomile. Usstalom poznato

In her broad skifl, she was rding a mule. Her fest
were hanging ot the side, pale, lightly wrinkled, as if
pulled out of water. Between the toe and the ankle
there was that charocteristic extended line that some-
times, particularly in mortals covered in cold swealt,
could excite compassion all by itself, moisten our
eves as It we were locking of o dear foce that had
hed its expression stolen from it by sorrew, ond not
just o bare feot in which lite on the move hod in-
scribed a furrow. The pofierned roll with the round
babble on the top, that tall, pointed head covering
that we might today describe as being in the form of
on upside-down comet pressed down on o shoved
female head instead of a scoop of icecream. The
tips of this unusual cap stabbed into the implacable
blue of the Spanish sky, its brilliant colours, not just
scattered around anyhow, creating a meaningful pat
tern, oppealing fo os many people os possible. The
mob gathered round, and the mule tound it hard to
push its way through. The bared breasts of the
middle-aged rider were seporated by o bar around
which her fingers were curled on the boitom end.
The upper part with its iron hoop strengthened the
neck of the woman, gripped by an affliction that
there was no helping, so that it seemed she was as
dependent on this gorrolte os the cripple on his
crutch, that she would have collopsed without this
brace, as the heods of black-skinned tribal beauties
give waoy as soon os they ore freed of the neckloce
that have kept the vertebrae of their swanlike necks
apart ever since their birth. In moments that lead io
no way oul, when everyihing is brought down o iis
ending in some imemediable manner, the posifion of
the lids on the drooping eye and the angle of the
pursed lips creote some disfinctive geometry of de-
scent. The lines of dumb despair ot once depart from
the circles that they have themselves described, far-
saking the oval of the anguished face.

If there had been no metal ring to keep her chin
up - | thought, locking at the scene that the hand of



vam je kako to ide. Inkvizicija je uvijek spremna
proniknuti u opéi jezik umjetnicke poruke, pa je
toke megla rozotkriti Goyin idioma universal koji
se skrivao iza maske ludila. Oko glave usnula
majstara letieli su §ismisi i sove, &to se lijepo vidi
na cefrdeset | trecem listu Caprichesa. Politicke
prikaze | moralne nakaze, poput ostalih rugoba
duha | tijela, zna se, odioze kad svone. Gomila
cudovista &iju golotinju obasjavaju zvijezde
spremna je izjaviti: "Chiéi ¢emo u zoru”, Goya
zapisuje njihovo obetanje na graficki papir, ali
neugodna slulnja ostaje visjeti u zraku. Hode i
otiéi? Ja vas pitam, drogi moji = Hoée |i ikaodo
ofi¢i? — i 5 tom vas dvojbom privremeno ostavljam
kake bih u najbolijem drustvu, dokle sama sa
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sobom, jo$ jednom prosetala londonskim hramom
umjetnosti. Samo ovaj put u sjecaniju.

Moije je sje¢anje namjerno. Nije bez razloga i
vezano je uz dogadaj koji bi vas mogao
zanimati. Maravne, ako imate za fo sirpljivosti i
volje. Ake ste neskloni samastalno izvoditi
zaokljutke, oko vam je tako lijepo da nista ne biste
mijenjali, onda prepustite drugima da sa mnom
dijele malodusje.

Silazila sam sirckim, mramernim stubama,
ubrzanim korakom, svjesna da bi se uskoro moglo
oglasiti zvence koje podsieca da je vrijeme zo
odlozak. Bilo je jesensko doba kad se rane,
iznenadne cbrutava mrak. A onda sam ih
opozila: svih osamdeset ernih bisera Goyine
bolesne mate bilo je tamo pod slabim svietlom,
na nekom zidu gdje se ginilo kao da im nije
miesto, koo da su utli na mala vrata, keo da je
onaj koji ih je postavljoo pazio da se ne nadu
nikame na putu. Pritla sam blize prizorima keji su
se otvarali pred mojim oéima kroz fisuée crtg |
crtica ugrebenih u bakar i uronjenih u duboku
tamu akvatinte. Pa ipak, to nije bio crno-bijeli
svijet,

*U priredi ima isto take male beja keo i linija,
postoji samo sunce | sjene. ja vidim samo dalje i
blize planove, ispuptenja i udubine. Daj mi
komad ugliena i jo éu ti nopraviti sliku” - rekao je
Goya nekam prijatelju.

Cesto sam rozmitljala o toj recenici. Gledajui
Caprichose, shvatila sam njezino znacenje. U
brazdoma metala po kojem je grebala maijstorova
ruka bile su skrivene okrutne boje sredozemnog
sunca. Mozda sam ve¢ fada izviatila odredene
paralele, uotavala nedopustene slignosti
promatrajuci grafieki list na kojem je Goya
prikazae poglavare mogaraca koji ga
bespogoverne, premda tuzno slijede. Tko zna dije
biste vi kustrave siedine i kukast nos prepoznali u
liku papagajo za governicom kojeg sluta

‘ushicena hrpa slaboumnika, jedva razumijevajuei

$to im govori, lica iskrivljenih od udvarnosti i
laske? Mozda doista "v tome ima neéeg od
akademske sredine”, kako je Goya zapisao ispod
prikaza papagaja i njegovih slusaéa.

Udubliena v svijet Caprichosa dugo nisam
zopazila da imam druttvo, da je pokraj mene joi
netko zabavljen motrenjem. Tenisice velikoga
braja izvedile su laganu viezbu: prsti-peta, prsti-
peta. Tek je tiho, ritmicko skripanje gumenih

you. If, of course, you have the will and the pa-
fience, If you are inapt to draw your conclusions in-
dependently, if life is so pleasant far you thar vou
waouls change nothing, then leove it o others 1o
shara 1his despandancy with me

| waos walking down the broad marble staircass,
with o ropid slep, oware fat the bell that marked
closing fime would soon ring. It was that period of
autumn when dark can swoop down early and unex:
pected. And then | noticed them: all the eighty black
pearls of Goya's febrile imagination were there, un-
der a weak light, on some wall where they seemed
1o be out of place, as if they hod come in the back
way, as if the person who had ploced them there hod
laken care they should be in no one's way. | oppror
ached the scenes that opened up in front of my eyes
in @ thousand fines and dashes scratched into the
copper and immersed in the profound dark of aquo-
fint, And yet, this was not block and white wordd

“In nature there are as few colours as there ore
lines, there are only the sun and the shadows, ond |
see closer and further only planes, convexities and
concavities, Give me o piece of chorcoal, and |
shall moke you on imoge,” soid Goya 1o a friend.

| had chten thought about this sentence. locking
ot the Caprichos | relised its meoning, Hidden in
the grooves of the metal that the hand of the master
had scrofched upon were the haish colours of the
Mediterranean sun. Perhaps | was even then draw
ing cerfain parallels, noting forbidden similaritias,
observing the print on which Goya showed the
leader of the donkays thot followed him
uncomplainingly if sadly. Who knows whase un-
kempt grey hairs and hooked nose you wauld
recognise in fhe figure of the parrot of the tostrum be-
ing listened 1o by the enthralled mass of lamebrains,
hardly understanding what he wos felling them,
faces oll distorted in sheer flattery and ingratiation.
Perhaps there really is “something of the acodemic
milieu in this®, as Goya wrate under his depiction of
the parrot and his listaners.

Immersed in the world of the Coprichos, it look
me some time fo realise | had company, that there
was someone alse by my side amused in observa-
tion. large sized sneakers did o gentle exercise: tos
to hesl, toe lo heel. The quiet thythmic squeaking of
the rubber affracted my attention, but enly for o me-
ment. Well, geod lord, we are oll diffsrent. One
person will absantly tug a lock of hair, another
scratch his chin, a third tap her fool, The body will



potplata privuklo moju pozornest, ali nakratko. Ta
zaboga, svi smo mi rozligiti. Jedan odsutno vrti
pramen kose, drugi ¢eika podbradak, tredi lupka
nogom. Tijelo nikad ne mirvje. kad se duh usmijeri
na neki predmet | poéne ponirati u dubine
novoga, zanimljivog i nepoznatog, tijele kao da
obuzme strepnjo, kao do go prozme strah od
nopudtonja i osamljenost, pa potne izvoditi
kojekakve glupe kretnje ne bi i podsjetilo dusu,
svoga rostresenog gozdu, do je joi v, do je
vierno i pomalo nestrpljive poput psa kaji s
uzicom u zubima éeka da ga vlasnik povede u
setnju. Pa govjek ima prave Skripati tenisicama
dok gledo umjetnine, zar ne? Prsti-peta. Prsti-peta.
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never be sfill. Vhen the spirit Is concentrated on
some object, and slarts delving into the depths of

something new, Interesting and unkrown, the body
' , a5 I suffused with
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fear of being aband
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spirit, Its absentminded master, that it 1s siill here,

ve live some dog
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fnat it is foithful and a litle bit res

fae walkies. Well, so a person hod the right 1o
squeak with his sneakers while he was looking at
artworks, didn't he? Toe to heel, foe o heel
Well2 And so what2” | thought when out of tha
carner of my eye | cought sight of the feet of @ mon
like: me, he too had halied in front of one of the

prints hung upon the wall, no frame, just glozed

There would have besn nothing out of the ordinary
obaut it i the feet hod not been in such lorge sizes.
It wasn't just any ordinory sneokers topping, rother
the kind thot basketball players are forced to buy. |
raised my glance and ... he really wos tall. Hugs
all way round. He wore an old grey tracksuit that
hod gone baggy af the rear and knees, and o
lined leather jocke! over it. Cin his heod he hod a
|ozzy skiing cap with o bobble. He wosn't con-
cerned about me. Not about onyone. He wios lost
in the scane thot | hod olready left for the next. This
was the scene of the woman condemned fo death
lay strangulotion, riding I|'-r:-|_;§|'. Modrid on a mule
lurned o the curious mob, accompanied by two
guords on horseback. YWho knows what it was that
kept him in front of this scene? If | fell like joking, |
would say that he tancied he pointed cap with the
tassel on the woman's heod. | meon, the dorkies
are always kaen on bright colours aren’l they? He
stuck ou? his ches!, roised his chin. He went three
steps backward, os It meosuring up the work of ot
He ook a deep brecth and then loudly and pe
remptorily let the air out through his mouth like o
ployer who was gefting ready to do o thiow in. A
few maore times, he shifted the welght from toe 1o
heel, with en only |ust audible muttering before he
jumped the first time. | wos token aback. He gave
o quiet whoop. Puling his right leg out to one side
the man started rocking. A throoty sound like groan

ng toutened the veins on his neck and descended
towards his stomach, Bringing his leet together, he
umped ot first slowly, and then foster and loster

very adraitly, as if he had long been exercising this

frenzy in o special hidden ploce set aside for it, as it



— 12 5to s tim2 - pomislila sam u frenutku kad
je krajicak mojeg oka uhvatio noge muskarca.

Poput mene, | on se zaustavio ispred jednog od
grafickih listova objetenih na zid, bez okvirg,
samo pod staklam. Ne bi tu bile nista necbigno
da se nije radilo o nogama vrlo velikegao brojo.
Misu pocupkivale obiéne tenisice, vet tokve kokve
su prisilieni kupovali kesorkosi. Podigla sam
pogled i ... stvarno je bio visok. Golem u svakom
pogledu. Maosio je staru, sivu trenirku koja je
postala vre¢asta na stroznjici i koljenima, a preko
nje podstavljenu koznu joknu. Na glavi je imao
sarenu skijasku kapu s copfom. Nije go bilo briga
za mene. Mi za koga. Zodubio se u prizor s kojeg
sam jo vec pretla na slijededi. Bio je to prikoz
one zane osudene na smrt gudenjem koja je
johala Madridom na mazgi okruzena
znatizeljnom svietinom, u prainji dvaju ¢uvare na
konjima. Tko zno éto go je zadrialo pred tim
prizorom? Kod bi mi bilo do sale, rekla bih da mu
se svidjela tiljata kapa s kicankom na Zeninoj
glavi, Mislim, crnci vole sve to ima 3are, ne?
sprsio se, podigac bradu. Udaljio se tri koraka
unatrag keo dao cdmjerova umijetninu, Duboko je
udahnuo i potom zvuéno, krotko ispustio zrak kroz
usta poput igraca koji se sprema izvesti slobodno
bacanje. Jos je nekoliko puta prebacio tezinu s
prstiju na pete uz jedve fujno mumljanje prije
nego ifo je prvi put poskodio. Bila sam zotedena.
Tiho je podvrisnuo. lskoragivii desnom nogom
ustranu, mutkarac se poceo njihati. Grleni zvuk
sligan stenjanju napinjao mu je zile na vratu |
spustao se prema trbuhu. Skupivii noge,
poskakivao je prvo sporo, potom sve brie i brze,
vrlo spreino, bai kao da je dugo uvjezbavao
mahnitost na nekom zo fo predvidenu, skrovitu
miesty, koo da se pripremao za javni ispad u
Macionalnoj galeriji.

Ostala sam kao prikevana. Tako nesto nisam u
zivotu vidjela. Golemi, snazni crnac u skijoskoj
kapi s copfom skakao je u vis. To vise nije bilo
skakutanje. On je dipao kao po odskoénoj daski.
Uhvatila sam mu pogled. Do tada se nisam
bojala. U otima to su uzalud trazile zariste
sabilo se snogo mijesalice spremne smozditi
zidove zajedno so mnom, zdrobiti me, utabati u
prah. Pomislila sam da me zapozio, pa me
nopokon uhvatio strah. A on je | dalje skakao.
lzvodio je to odmjerenc, sporije, svaki put sve
blize stropu. Isprva tiho podvriskivanje postalo je

he had been preparing for a public outburst in the
Mational Gallery,

| was riveted. | hod never seen such o thing in my
life. This vast, powerful black man in his skiing cop
jumping up ond down. It was no longer hopping. He
was jumping s if he were on o springboard. | caught
his glance. Up to then, | had not been afroid. In eyes
that were vainly locking for some focus the strength of
some concrale mixer ready 1o obliterale the waolls and
me with them, crush me, stomp me into dust were
gathering, It occurred 1o me he hod naticed me, and |
was at lost gripped by fear. And he kept on leoping.
He did it meosuredly, more slowly, sach time increas
ingly close 1o the celling. The initially fairy quiet
whoops ware becoming louder. In the pouses be-
tween the strenuous leaps upwards, his two-metre
body would shudder on the spot, muscles flickering,
while a muttering more and more like some snarling in
thythmic phrases weuld emerge from this throat, Every
part would end with a gulping of air, ofter which fwo
intelligible words would follow. He would utfer them
a5 he breathed out, sending their sound bock into fhe
abdominal cavity: Papa legba. When the deepest
baoa reachad the battom of the man's diophragm,
then come the [ump, and offer it the final liberation of
power in o yell that was this fime so plercing and
powerful that my legs fled down the stairs oll by them:-
selves: Even several flooes lower, right in front of the
exit, | could stll hear the shrieks that the sscurity men
weie unning towards,

| left this majestic edifice of British national shrine
of art in which this discipline of some unknown cul
tural policy hod gone wild. Outside, o cold violet
dusk was falling, the kind that wiops some cities ot
the transifion of outumn inte winter. |t was only ot the
crossing of hwo very busy strests that lay o whole
block off that | felt my jows slowdy losing their cramp,
and my limbs being slowly left by that uncomfortable
feeling of high tension that hod made me run, ok
though at no fime was it real fear, rather some pri-
mordial spiritual and physical shock at the encounter
with an inaxplicoble phenomenen. | pressed the but
ton at the raffic light, waiting for it to go green. Ev
erything went on [is own way ogain; passersty,
cars. A stretch of pricey shops had already closed
their doors to customers. In the shollow entrance in
front of @ lighted shoprwindow defended by bars o
london strestperson was moking his bed. He was
just getting ready for rest while | wos crossing the
raad. | could see him siting on his blanket and



glosnije. U razmacima izmedu napornih izbodaja
u vis, njegovo dvometarsko fijelo podrhtavalo je
na mjestu fitrajuéi midicima, dok mu je iz grla
dopirale mrmljanje sve vise nalik rezanju ritmickih
fraza. Svaka je dionica zavriavala hvatanjem
zraka iza kojeg bi uslijedile dvije razgovijeine
rijeci. Skakae bi ih izgovarao v izdahu, vracajuti
im zvuk u trbusnu supljinu: “Papa Llegba”. Kad je
najdublii “baaaa” dotaknuo dno muskaréeva
odita, uslijedio je skok, a iza njega konagno
oslobadanje snage u urliku koji je taj put bio take
prodaran i silovit da su moje noge some poletiels
niza stube. | nekolike katova nize, neposredno
pred izlazom, jo$ se moglo cuti krikove ususret
kojima su tréali ljudi iz osiguranja.

Napustila sam velebno zdanje britanskog
nacionalnog hrama umijemnesti u kojem je divljao
sliedbenik nepoznate kulturne palitike. Vani se
spuitao hladan, plavicast sumrak kakav obavija
poneke gradove na prijelozu jeseni u zimu. Tek
na raskrizju vrlo prometnih ulica koje se nolazilo
gitav blok dalje osjetila sam kako mi se vilice
oslobadaju gréa, a udove polako nopuita onoj
neugodni osjecaj visoke nopetosti koji me je
natjerao na irk, premda ni u kojem trenutku to nije
bio pravi strah ve¢ prije iskonska dutevna i
tielesna polresenost pri susretu s necbjasnjivom
pojavom. Pritisnula sam gumb na semaforu
eekajuti da se upali zeleno. Sve je opet itlo
svojim tijekom: prolaznici, automobili. Niz skupih
prodavaonica vet je zatvorile vrata kupcima. U
plitkoj vezi ispred osvijetliena izloga zaiticenog
resetkama prostro je lezaj londonski klogar.
Uprave se spremoo na pocinak dok sam prelazila
cestu, Vidjelo sam koko sjeda no deku i zijeva, a
potom odvrée drvenu nogu. legoo je na bok,
pokrio se kaputom | stavio torbu pod glavu.
Protezu je privukao uza se da mu bude nadohvat
ruke, ako bi kome palo na um da mu je pokusa
ukrasti. Starac s drvenom nogom bio je smiren.
Napokon, imao je zato razloge. Natkriveno
miesto sliéno kutiji nodao je prije drugih skitnica. |
u mene se yratio mir. Obuzes me sjetni spokoj,
osjecaj blizak ravnodusju keji obuzima sve
stanovnike velikih gradova, éak i one najéutilnie,
najdusevnije, ljude poput nas, koje ne bismo ni u
snu nazvali besé¢utnima. Ipak, mora da je strah
¢uéao u meni jos od suéeljenja s famnoputim
skakatem i samo je éekao neki, makar kako sitan
povod, da izade na povriinu. Povod je imao oblik
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yawning, and then unscrewing his woodsn lag. He
lery on his side, coverad himselt with a coat, and ou!
a bag underneath his head. He drew his ortificia
limby up to himself, so as o have it at hand, just ir
caosa it ocourred fo anyone to alempt fo nick it The
old man with the wooden leg wos calm. And he
hod reason to be, ofter all. He had found o covereo
spat like o box before the other sestpeople. And
peace come back to me loo. | wos overcome by o
melancholy calm, o feeling close fo apathy that over
comes the inhabitants of the great cilies, aven the
most sansifive, the most spiritual, people like us
whom we wouldn't dream of calling insensifive. 5
tear must have been lurking in me since my encoun
ler with the dark-skinned jumper and just been wait
ing for some reason to come out on the surface
howaver slight, This occosion bore the shape of o
man. He hod o woollen cap on his head, jeans and
a leather jocket, and was nol particularly tall, but ke
was young and black, ond locked dangerous. | was
walking down o street that did, it is true, belong 1o o
quiet neighbourhood, bul in the evening it seemed,
desared, porficulorly on a stetch with o few chest
nut frees that kept out the lighting, When | realised
that this young man waos coming towards me, with
the swaggering walk typical of street thugs, it waos
aleady too late torn. I wauld only have spurred
his hunting instinct. | poced evenly towards frouble,
my lock downwards, not taising it even when he
stood in front of me. | put my arm down by my body,
and he had nothing else to do but push the leaflet in
the pocket of my coat. For he was handing out od-
vertising malerials, which | realised only ot this close
encounter, | was ashamed. He went on, yelling
bock: “Read it, and you won't hove to walk the
sirest with your head down any morel”

The flier said:

“It's not important that you are weak. Mot impor-
tant that you ore a woman: Don't be afraid, Take
things inle your own hands. Call, or just show up for
Ine night training. Rope Yord Rails 477,

Alongside the oddress, in the south egst of Lon
don, were two leleghone numbers, and the name of
the Grand Master of some skill that | heard of for the
first time was writtlen. He wos called Popa legba.

Severol years hove possed since that event, |
don't find things ecsy. Vincencio warms me from the
rave:

“An educated person is unwilling to follow instruc:
tions, finds it haed to wilk in the column of the osses,



muskarca. Nesio je vunenu kapu na glavi,
traperice i koznu joknu i nije bio odvet visok, ali
je bio mlad i crn i djelovoe je cpasno. Kretala
sam se ulicom koja je doduie pripadala pitomoi
getvrti, ali je uveder djelovala pusto, posebice na
odvojku s nekoliko kestenova koji su zasjenjivali
rasvietu. Kad sam opozila da mi ususret dolazi
mladi¢ razmetljiva hoda kakav odlikuje uliéne
razbijoge, bilo je kasno potréati. Tako bih samo
potaknula njegev lovacki nagon. Koraéala sam
ravno prema nevolji spudtena pogleda koji nisam
pedigla éak ni ked mi je preprijedio put. Opustila
sam ruke uz fijele, a njemu nije precstalo drugo
nego ugurali letok u diep na mojem kaputu. On
ie, naime, dijelic propagandni materijal, sto sam
shvatila tek pri bliskome suéeljenju. Bilo me je
stid. Podao je dolje, doviknuvdi: "Proditaj, i vise
ne¢ed hodati ulicom pognute glave”,

Ma lethu je stajalo sliedece:

Mije vazno sto ste slabi. Nije vazno o ste
zena, Neka vas ne bude sirah. Uzmite stvar u
svoje ruke. Nazovite ili jednostavno dodite na
noéni trening. Rope Yard Rails 47

Uz adrasu koja je bila u jugoistoénom dijely
Londena stajala su i dva telefonska broja, a
pisalo je i ime velemajstora neke viestine za koju
sam prvi puta cula. Zvao se Popa legba.

Cd toga je dogadaija prodlo nekoliko godina.
Mije mi lake. Vincencic me iz groba opominje:

“Intelektualac nevoliko slijedi naputke, tedko
mu je krotiti u koloni magaraca. Drazi mu je tesi
put i radije skate poput kozoroga krivudavim
stazama duha”.

Hedam i i jo u povorci sivonja? Jesam i
iznevjerila pretka? Caprichosi ¢e kadtad doci i u
meoj grad, a kad stignu, take mi Boga, okrenut éu
ona dva brojo. Mozda joi nije kasno za noéni
trening.

He likes the harder route, ond is keener on jumping
like @ chamoix along the crocked paths of the spirit.”

Am | oo walking in the porade of the greys?
Have | batrayed my forebear? The Coprichos will
my fown sooner or later and when they do,
by the lord, | shall ring those twio numbers. Perhaps it
is not too late for some night training

came o
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