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| wrote this one to be shared,

if it's not offering what meaning it has?
when life feels so insignificant,

you're the little piece to filling that gap.

on the edge of tearing

my bathtub overflowed with my past,
tearing up due to the glimpse of me

and sheets smell again like me, but young.

never thought to write,

but i see it now.

the bigger picture makes me smile,
just as this moment, I'm here only now.

always cried till | could,

mMaking space for it to be mine time,
opening this box with yarrow,
crocheting costumes from my wisdom.

later at night it was cold and windy,
talking to the moon gave me peace
or at least a moment

to meet with my dreams.

it rained and the road simmered.

when | was young it looked like crystals,
later it was bayonet to my heart

but being hurt was always my art.



nebojoval o mna, pretoze je tak zlomeny so sebou,
zroneni a oblbeni, sme tu navzajom,

kazdy boj prindasa novu nadej,

silou, Ci nehou, nechavam sa preniest spolu s tebou.

teraz sa zamyslam,

nezlakla som sa predsa len iba?
Jjeho radosti mi bolo treba.

¢o ak,... toho mi uz bolo vela.

toto je to... myslienky ma dusia.

zajdem na Cerstvy vzduch?

kedy si otvorim usta?

nepovedala by som, ze toto bude moja cesta,
no hla, vlastne som nevedela prijimat, ¢i dychat.

bola by som bola (a) otvorila.

otvarala by som celym dnom,

vies, ze nezatvaram, to by bola skoda,

no skola vola a ja sgm v bode nula.

boli sme si darom, tak rada ta menom voladm.



falling asleep to drums and whistle,

crickets singing and wind welcoming leasure.

fresh breeze and firefly comes with the night,
there's a reason you see stars and make your wishes,
you are that radiating love in a sea of only now.

moons peaking and you have crazy visions,

be so dear and say goodbye to your fears,

shake your body to let old be in peace,

your heart radiates reflection of your lovely gifts.

darkness always brightens your depths,

never ending feeling of the greatest mess,
becoming the new out of eggs, or tadpole,

you hear newborn and listen to the highest tones.



zajatiu neutekam a tak ti spievam

socidlne siete ponorili klamstva,
preto ludia nevidia pixely.

knihy suU v oblube pre s¢itanych,

je tu uz len intelekt a falos.

doberaju si kultdrne aktivnych,
predsa len, to je nasho divadla odnoz.

pokritci nad nhami,

prehovorite raz priamo?

pokritci medzi nami,

budete k nam pravovravny?

Zaujimaju vas vbbec moje nazory?

myslis, Zze navzdy zostaneme tymi diablami?

otvaram ti branu,

bohatstvo alebo pravda?

vytvaram si cestu, moje bohatstvo je kliatba,
pravda.

tak teda, vyber si,

ideS na nasu cestu, ¢i Nads nechas ist?

stoj si za svojim, predaj sa.
vazne veris, ze kultura je Cista?
stala som na javisku,

bolo to ako vo fitku,

aj ked'ti poradia,

aj tam ta podkopnu.

nezabudaj, ze mame slova a moc,
nadobudli sme dar, ostatnych pomoc.
kvety rastuce z nasich ¢inoy,

polievame vas laskou a nehou,
rozpravame sa samozrejme slovencinou.

teraz sa tiahneme v ziali a hneve,
citime smutok a vase prekabatenie.



JANA ANDREJKOVA
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GRAVES

Som vysokoskolska Studentka a =zacéinajuca umelkyna. Casto vystupujem pod
pseudonymom Graves, avdak moje skutocné meno je Michaela Durisova. Velkd vacésina
mojich diel je inSpirovana hororom, réznymi komiksovymi pribehmi a pop-artom. V
plagate All The Insides Pristine kombinujem temno a tému uzkosti ¢i poruch prijimu
potravy s reklamnymi bannermi Ci plagatmi - kontrastné, avsak hlboko suvisiace témy.
Naopak, v A Shy Extraterrestrial Creature In A Cave chcem vzbudit sympatiu k
strasidelnému a neznamemu stvoreniu - zapriet ludsky strach z nového a neznameho.
Komiks A Better Place vyobrazuje akusi iskru nadeje v tragédii, pokracovanie napriek
koncu, ale naopak aj desivy kontext k zivotu. Rada kontrastujem teplé a ziarivé farby s
temnymi vizualmi, snazim sa tym vytvorit v nich isty balanc a narusit zauzZivané hranice
temnej a farebnej, i vaznej a humornej tvorby.




extraterrestrial



CLEAN YOURSELF
FROM WITHIN!

NEW CLEANSE DIET

all the insides pristine






ESTI SOCHORCGOVA
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Brnéni vetru

Chytam se davno ztraceného snu
Co mé v pohasinajicim svétle
Vede do slepych ulicek

Mizicich ve stinu

Sakra vzdyt vim Ze je prycC.
Sakra.

Holka proc si to délas?
Proc¢ kruhy ohybas

Do formicek hvezd?

Prisaham, ze jsem se ho na zlomek
vteriny dotkla.

Jen na chvili

Dal mi okusit svobodul.

Takovou, co vas brni kdyz vas potka
Po celem téle.

Chcete ji vic.

Vic, vic a vic!

Znova. Jako kdyz uderi zvon

Kdyz padnou ta prava slova

Na ktera jste po nocich cekali

A najednou jsou pryc.

Holka, sedis v prazdné meéste

Kterym se ozyva

Jen ozvéna toho brnéni,

Které se zablesklo ve chvilkové manii,
Co v myslenkach ti vytvorila arii

O vécech co mohly byt.

Co postupné odletély v poletujicim
prachu

Ulic, ze kterych odmitas odejit.

A odnesly s sebou
| Cast tebe



Rozmazané neony ztacené holky

Jak ses to octla

Na tomhle misté

Kde vSechno je v mlze
A nic nevis jisté?

Jak ses to octla

V té silené rychlosti

V barevnych smouhach

Slzach a radosti?Rozmazané neony ztacené holky

Jak ses to octla

Na tomhle misté

Kde vSsechno je v mlze
A nic nevis jisté?

Jak ses to octla

V té Silené rychlosti

V barevnych smouhach
Slzach a radosti?



Léto mezicasu Uré&itg, asi, véude a nikde

Duchoveé |léta v zeleni, Clovék ztraceny nékde mezi svéty.
Lidé, kterymi jsme byvali. Nékde, kde ho nevidis,

Vzduch zabarveny vini Sefikd A zaroven citis vsude.

Fialek o . o
Pampelidek Mezi pismeny, co z nich malujes vety,
Narcis Tam, kde bosa tancis,

. .. Kde hledas utéchu v hudbé.
Nebyvale rozkvetlé jaro.

V lehkych zaclonach vlajicich ve vétru.

Jaro zacatku a koncu, V koufri tdborového ohng,

Predskokan leta, Ve hvézdach posmivajicich se svétu,
Které spolykal Cas. Tam, kde se lidé chovaji hloupé.
Budeme patfit mezi nas,
Navzdy a naposled. Ztratil se nékde mezi svéty.

Kde se kfizi jaro se zimou.
V tanci ztraceném ve vétru, Smeéje se a pta se te: “Co by?”

Zpé&vu odvatém s koufem té\borového_S Ode\{ed'_ mozna, kdo vi, vSsemi a
ohné jednou jedinou.

7
Nékam ke hvezdam vesmiru

. e L . Clovék ztraceny nékde mezi svéty.
Emoci, co v bourlivé Sorboné Y Y

Tancici mezi kapkami desté.

Planuly. ) , Ve hrejivych slunecnich paprscich.
Co se ve vzpomince ztratily

A zbyla z nich jen ozvéna Dycha, Zije véemi pocity,

Tancici za zvuku smichu Maluje ur&ité, tieba a jesté

Ve vanku léta.
Je vsude, nikde, ve snech i nadgjich.



AUTOBUS

Dobihala na autobus na posledni chvili. Kozeny kabat za ni vial
ve vétru, zatimco se za béhu snazila vyhrabat penézenku z
kabelky. Byl to posledni autobus, ktery ji ten vecer domu jel,
tak se ani nesnazila vyhybat kaluzim na chodniku. Destém
zvlhlé viasy se ji lepily na ocCi, co nespoustéla z dvou prednich
svétel autobusu, které tvorily ve vzduchu svételné tunely plné
trpytivych destovych kapek. Rychle naskocila do dveri a skoro
bez dechu nahlasila fidi¢i konecnou zastavku. Ze Spicky nosu ji
na zem stekla kapka vody a fidic si ji zméril znudénym
pohledem ve kterém Slo jasné vidét, ze uz by mél nejradsi po
smeéné. Aspon ze uz ale nebyla na desti. Zaplatila, a nasla si
volné misto na sedadle v zadni ¢asti autobusu. Na to, ze to byl
posledni nocni spoj v ném bylo docela dost lidi. Pres ulicku
vedle ni sedél prijemné vypadajici postarsi par a o kousek dal si
Nnéjaka kratkovlasa zena Cetla knihu. Ze predu se ozval tlumeny
smich dvou muzl, ktery byl ozvénou néjakého neslySeného
vtipu. Prestoze byla v autobuse stale notna radka volnych mist,
par lidi postavalo i ve volném prostoru uprostred. Mlady muz s
podelSimi vlasy a zelenou salou, néjaky, asi patnactilety kluk se
sluchatky na usich a zena na invalidnim vozicku se zavfenyma
oCima a lehkym uUsmévem na rtech. PuUsobila tak né&jak
poeticky. Zamyslela se ®©na. Zmrzacené télo bez nadéje na
vykonavani toho, k c¢emu bylo urCeno, na tvari vSak poklidny
Vyraz s usmeévem, ktery se u spousty zdravych lidi neobjevil uz
|éta.



Ozval se zvuk motoru a autobus se konecné rozjel. Divala se z
okna a sledovala svétla meésta, jak se lesknou v zamlzenych
ulicich. Celé to pUsobilo, jakoby se obloha sesypala na zem a
nahore ponechala pouze Sed, ktera driv zemi patfila. Usmala
se. Nekdy se az prilis nechavala unést predstavami. Taky jitov
praci ¢asto vycitali, ale ona si nemohla pomoct. Milovala krasy
Zivota a bézné nachazela sama sebe v situacich, kdy byla
naprosto unesena i z uplnych banalnosti. Pampeliska v trave,
vina zelenych pfri jizdé v auté, dobrd kava nebo tfeba usmeév
zeny na vozicku. Tyhle drobné radosti ji vnasely trochu kouzla
do jinak casto jednotvarného zivota. Nékdy se ale nechala
unést az presprilis. Nechala se strhnout situaci bez jediné
myslenky na budouci dopady a pak to dopadlo presné jako
tehdy.. Zavrtéla hlavou a promnula si oci. Zpropadené
myslenky.

Pozemnich hvézd zacalo venku postupné ubyvat, jak se
autobus pomalu blizil ke konci mésta a tak se v ném postupné
vic a vic seSerovalo. Vzala do ruky mobil a podivala se na cas.
22:22. Povzdechla si. Cesta domu bude trvat jesté nejmin pul
hodiny. Muzi vpredu se zacali znovu néemu nahlas smat.
Obvykle smich lidi slysefd rada, jenomze v tomhle pfipadé ji uz
zacCali drasat nervy. Protocila panenky a nasadila si na usi
sluchatka aby si zkratila cestu poslechem hudby. Zavrela oci a
veskeré své myslenky soustredila ke hfe tond a melodii tvofrici
pisné Elliota Smitha.



Netrvalo dlouho a venkovni svétla uz Uplné zmizela. Asfaltovou
cestu nelemovalo nic vic, nez jen pole pokryta holou hlinou,
kterd se diky své barve slila s okolni tmou a vytvorily tak
nekonecnou Cern bez napovedy kde zacind nebe a konci zem.
Hlasity rozhovor sméjicich se muzU presel v tlumenou re¢ a v

autobuse tak zavladl klid ruseny jen lehkym Sumem
cestujicich a tlukotem kapek na okna autobusu v pozadi.
Kratkovlasa zena byla porad stejné hluboce zactend do knihy,
prestoze prostor ozarovaly uz jen slabé zarivky. Ty byly to jediné
co autobus zachranovalo od naprosté tmy, ktera se na ného
zvenci tlacila ze vSech stran jako hladova zvér. Jako by vnitrek
autobusu byl svym vilastnim malym svétem proplouvajicim
nekonecnou prazdnotou. Jako by nic kolem ani neexistovalo.

Do sluchatek ji naskocCila dalsi skladba. Zprvu ji moc nevnimala
a nechala ji hrat jako dalsi kulisu v pozadi pro toulajici se
myslenky, jenze po chvili se jeji pozornost celd pomalu obratila
k jeji melodii. Pfestoze si byla jist3, ze pisen slysi poprve, bylo na
Ni néco neskutecné poveédomého. Prozivala jakési zvlastni
deja-vu, kdy presné veédéla, kam pisen bude smeérovat a jaky
ton prijde za tim predchozim. Musela tu pisen uz nékde slyset.
Sakra. S tvari pokrivenou hlubokym soustredénim hledéla pred
sebe, kdyz si najednou v koutku oka néceho vsSimla a svou
pozornost presunula pgve tam. Na jednu kozenou cCernou
botu, ktera si lehce podupavala do ritmu pravée té skladby,
kterd ji hrala v usich. bum, bum, bum. Pohyby byly az moc
presné na to, aby to byla jen pouha nahoda. bum, bum, bum.
ZatocCila se ji hlava a rychle si strhla sluchatka z hlavy.
Roztfesené se nadechla. Ndhoda. Trochu se zklidnila a svUj zrak
presunula od boty k jejimu majiteli. Najednou pisen davala
smysl. Muz v zelené sale neprestaval podupavat nohou a hledél
z okna nékam do nicoty. Odhrnul si z oci ofinu patrici ke
kratkému sestrihu a v ten moment nebylo pochyb. Byl to on.



Poznala by ho kdekoli. Zachvatila ji panika. Nechtéla se s nim
znovu vidét. Neméla by. Otocila hlavu k oknu v nadéji, ze si ji
nevsimne, jenze v odraze skla vidéla, ze uz je pozdé. Chuvili ji
zamyslené pozoroval a pak se pomalym krokem vydal pfimo k
Nni. Nespoustéla oci z okna. Treba si uvédomi, ze uz s nim
nechce mit nic spolecného. Treba to celé pochopil a jenom
kolem ni projde do zadni Casti autobusu. Jenze védéla, jak je
naivni, hned jak vedle sebe ucitila jeho pritomnost a dotek jeho
ruky na stehné. Otocila se k nému. O¢i mél lehce zakalené a na
rtech mu hrdl ten zpropadeny usmév, ktery nenavidéla a
milovala zaroven. Najednou byli v autobuse Uplné sami. Nez
stacila cokoli fict, pritiskl své rty na ty jeji a ona se presunula
zpét k tém nadhernym nocim, které ji v jinych nedovolily spat.
Citila jeho ruce vSude na svém téle a prestoze kazdy jeho dotek
prohluboval jeji nenavist k sobé samé, nebranila se zadnému z
nich. Nedokazala to.

Presunul se svymi rty Kk jejimu krku a ona na chvili otevrela oci.
V autobuse bylo najednou podivhé moc svétla. Zarivky
pulsovaly jako fadka drobnych bilych slunci a rezaly ji do oci.
Ona tak ale poprvé jasneé videéla na stranky knihy zeny pred
sebou. Bylo na nich pouze jedno slovo. Veronika. Osm pismen,
kterymi na ni od mala volali se na papife opakovalo porad
dokola. Veronika Veronika Veronika Veronika. Zachvatil |i
hrozny chaos. Ruka muze ji dal klouzala po zadech, jenze ji uz
jeji dotek nepripadal pfijemny, ale spis jako drasani smirkovym
papirem. Veronika Veronika Veronika. Na jedno z téch slov
dopadla kapka nasledovana dalsi a dalsi. Byly to slzy vytékajici
zpod zavoje dlouhych zplinlych blond vilast zeny drzici knihu.
Témi se ted naplnily i VeroniCiny oci. “Ja nechtéla...”; Zvolala ve
sméru placici divky. “On prisel za mnou a ja prosté nedokazala
fict ne, Ja.." Divka zavrela knihu, vstala a rozesla ke dverim
uprostred autobusu. Jeji krok byl pomaly a trochu vahavy.



Ani jednou se ale neohlédla zpatky. Jakmile uz ji ode dveri délil
jen maly kousek, otevrely se. Venku nebylo nic. Silnice, hlina,
pole, vSechno zmizelo. Rozvalovala se tam pouze ta cernocCerna
prazdnota. On si ji pritahl k sobé bliz. Divka se pred dvermi
zastavila a poprvé se podivala primo na Veroniku. Po tvari ji
stekla jedina slza. Pak se otocila zpatky a udélala krok dopfedu.
Z Veroniky vysel zoufaly vykrik. Vrhla se dopredu aby divku
zachytila, ale najednou nedokazala pohnout nohama.
Nedokazala vlastné pohnout zadnou casti jejiho téla. Byla
uplné bezmocna. Dvere autobusu se zavrely tésné pred ni a
ona byla nucenda se na né divat pripoutand vlastnim
zmrzacenym telem k invalidnimu voziku. Upirala oCi na dvere,
ve kterych pred malou chvili zmizela jeji nejlepsi pritelkyné a
citila jak ji dalsi desitky paru oci propaluji pohledem. Autobus
byl najednou uplné plny. VSechny mista zaplhény soudivyma
oCima, které némé kricely to, co ona uz davno védéla. “Neses
stejny dil viny jako on.” Bylo to nesnesitelné. Nemohla se hybat,
nemohla utéct, nikam se schovat. OCi se do ni zaryvaly ¢im dal
vic a slova viny rvaly ¢im dal hlasitéj. Jako noze zabodavajici se
ZNnovu a znovu do kazdého koutku jejiho téla. Nemohla jsem to
stihnout, byla moc daleko! Snazila se jim fict. Usta ji v3ak
neposlouchala. Nemohla jsem uz nic délat. Ja... Tu prvni noc
prisel on za ni. Byl to on, ale ona ho privitala s otevienou naruci.
Uz tehdy si uvédomovala, jak to muze dopadnout. Celou dobu
vinila hlavné jeho, prestoze si kazdy jeho dotek za jejimi zady
veédome uzivala."Omlouvam se.” Zavzlykala.

‘Omlouvam se!” Zakfricela. VyskocCila z kresla a vrhla se ke
dverim. Zacala na né busit péstmi."Pustte me za ni! Do prdele
pustte meé sakra za ni!” Dvere se ale ani nepohly. Busila dal, ale
bez zadného vysledku. Po chvili z ni vyprchala veskera energie
a Veronika se sesunula po dvefich na zem. Kde zUstala potichu
vzlykat.



MARTIN DOSEK

Narodil jsem se v roce 1967 v Pardubicich, kde také dodnes Ziji. Kolazim se vénuji od svych 20
let. Beéhem tydne pracuji pfevazné na pocitaci ve své reklamni agenture, kterou jsem pred 25
lety zalozil. O vikendech se plné vénuji tvorbé analogovych kolazi. Tvorba je pro mé hlubokou
vasni, formou relaxace a neustalym hledanim sebe sama.

Jako umeélec tvorfim a vystavuji kolaze uz od 90. let. Moje prace je hluboce zakorenéna v
surrealismu a spociva ve schopnosti krast plGvodni identitu a vtisknout ji novou podobu a
vlastni pribéh. Svij materidl cerpdm z ¢asopisy, jejichz vizualni podoba odrazi soucasny obraz
naseho svéta. V tomto zdroji nachazim podstatu procesu, vztahu a skrytych souvislosti.

Mé kolaze vybizeji divaky ke snéni o raji, o utopii. Zvou je, aby se ztratili v oceanu po boku
obrich velryb a nymf, doprovazeli astronauty na objevné lety a cestovali do hlubin svého
podvédomi. Kolaz je pro mé jako basen — nemusite ji pochopit, ale i tak vas muze hluboce
zasahnout.


https://www.instagram.com/martindosek/
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Momentalne prvym rokom studujem anglic¢tinu a japoncinu v Olomouci. Vacsina mojej tvorby je
pisana takzvane "do Suplika" , niekedy sa k nej vratim ale vacsinou sa strati pod vrstvou prachu.
Obcas sa venujem aj fanfikciam, ¢o mdze byt trochu tabu téma v literarnej verejnosti ale ja som
nazoru, ze kazdé kreativne pisanie "autora" urcitym spdsobom rozvija. Verim v to, Zze umenie sa da
najst v kazdom tvare a v kazdej forme a je krasne, ked sa dokaze medzi nami zdielat cez rozne
krajiny, kultdry a Cas. A eSte to ukonéim s takym heslom na zaver: kultdra ma byt otvorena a ziadna
ina.



Earl was a bastard with refined manners.

Please, don't be fooled, he likes Monday blues, and if you were to ask him about his favourite
colour, his answer would be gamboge. If you are not familiar with the colour, there is no need
to feel flustered for your embarrassing unenlightment- neither is Earl. His closet, or his house
for that matter, doesn’t include a speck of said colour. When he dresses, he dresses in black.
Since he wants to disguise himself among good common people who all like black. And
though we can ponder over Earl's blatant hypocrisy, one fatal truth is evident throughout,
thatis, Earl isn't like good common people.

Why did Earl turn out to be such peculiar creature? His mother, Oma Lettie was notoriously
known for raising her children in the spirit of a notorious parenting book, Parenting Manual:
Screws Included, written by a notoriously self-proclaimed parenting expert, whose name
couldn’t be included due to legal reasons. On the other hand, Mr. X Grey Greg, a fine
gentleman, although, it was suspicious that nobody knew what the “X" in his name stood for.
As a true gentleman, he would always wait until the Lady walked through the door, he would
also open the car door for the Lady- he indeed fancied door-opening very much. Even when
he had never opened any door for his own wife. So, obviously, it couldn’t have been the fault
of his parents. In tragically fortunate turn of events, he didn't disappoint his parents for too
long, as they both had died pretty quickly after Earl failed his entrance exam for medical
school. His father died immediately from the sheer shock and horror of it. Everyone in the
family was angry at Earl, rightfully so | may add. His mother made her second biggest
mistake of her life concerning her rather unfortunate offspring, and gave him a second
chance.

“He'll get into law school at least.” She used to say. The next year, however, he was

promptly rejected. The University rejection letter stated:

“Dear Mr. Greg,

After carefully reviewing your application, we are joyous to inform you that we are not
offering you admission to our Very Fancy University, due to the lack of fanciness, which we
could have pardoned, lack of any remarkable skill, which we really don’t give a fuck about,
but what we were indeed very concerned about was, mainly, your lack of assets. This year'’s
pool of applicants was the largest group of privileged wealthy kids we have ever received, so
obviously we don’t give a second flying fuck about you.

Go to hell we don't care,

Neo Potist,

Dean of Admissions”

Understandably, his mother died of shame the next morning. How many innocent people
should die before we put an end to this monster?

One might argue, some utter abysmal tragedy led this man to this unspeakably horrendous
state of human being. But I'd argue, because even the man’s own DNA despises him. His
height is little above average, his teeth are little too short, and his moustache is little too
long. His eyes are dark brown, his hair is short and dark brown. The most common physical
attributes are being mocked, solely by his existence. Even the stoic Plato would be angered
by a mere sight of him. I'll stop right here, as | don’t wish to disturb you any further. His
appearance is truly frightening.



Earl wakes up at 6 a.m. When he says: “I'll do it tomorrow.” he pulls out a small brown
notepad, and writes the exact time when the “it” will be done the next day. The most
unsettling part which concerns me is, when the next day and the time for “it” to be done
arrives, he stops, and finishes “it". He is a menace to society. Our organization had been
closely observing his behavioural patterns since his bizarre birth. The research was done
under the supervision of Strange Terrible Abnormalities of Local Knowledge. It is also
important to note that there is no living member who observed Earl for more than five years,
including his family, neighbours, pets (hamsters’ usual life expectancy in the vicinity of a
child lives no longer than three months, his lived exactly for five years). His daily activities
include breakfast, lunch, and dinner- as was previously stated, our organization knows him on
a close personal uncommitted level. Furthermore, his meals are all well nutritionally
balanced. He boycotts junk food, and anonymously signed petition against low quality fast-
food chains, which out of context might seem pretty standard among dieticians, but Earl is
doing this out of his own selfish volition in order to make himself look better in the eyes of
the public. The organization always dreads the day when Earl finds a new activity to engage
himself in, after he finishes the latter one, of course. Because Earl isn't like you or me,
because Earl always finishes. Lately, he's been spotted at the Club of Unconventional
Hobbies which is the most conventional club there is in the town, so naturally, Earl is prone
to incline towards it in order to hide his painful unaverageness.

My main goal is to infiltrate the club, and stop Earl from whatever Earl is doing because
everything Earl does is inherently dangerous to the traditional values of good common
people. The last resort is to eliminate the target... permanently.

| am currently seated in the main hall at the Club of Unconventional Hobbies. Everyone is
looking at me suspiciously, and | don't know why. | am putting down on all the information
imperceptibly, so clearly, nobody has noticed anything. “Hi, my name is Earl. Oh, what are you
writing?” | heard beside me, ignoring the invasion of my personal space. When | turned
around, well yes, it was him. “Nothing.” Now, common reason of us, good common people,
dictates that when you ask, and someone answers back with “nothing”, we pry, we seek
answers in order to satiate our unquenchable thirst for knowledge. “Nothing” is the epitome,
the primal fundament of curiosity. What does Earl say next? Is he curious, is he
predominantly unrespectful with a gleeful hint of sexistic undertone? No, he just slightly tilts
his head, nodding. Then, he just awkwardly takes the seat in front of me and starts twirling
his slightly too long moustache with his left pinkie. Oh, | forgot to mention. One of the worst
things about Earl is that, prepare yourselves to hear something horrid, he is left-handed. Had
he only lived in the Middle Ages, we could have dealt with him like we did with the Hus guy.
Oh, what a shame.



“Welcome, welcome my dears. So, this is an open meeting, today we have new faces in here,
so why don't you start by introducing yourselves! For those who don't know me personally,
you never will, because my hobby is to swiftly tailor a new personality for every and each
occasion. Now, you!” She was awfully cheerful. And her nails were exceptionally long
adorned with lime-green nail polish. She possessed all the glamour and style. Her eyeliner
was perfectly sharp and her red lipstick was holding on without a single smear. Disgusting.
“Um, my name is Brad.”

“Hello Brad.” Everyone unanimously replied, except Earl who only said “Hello”. Typical.

“I like borrowing things that people don't need. Especially from strangers.”

“How do you return them afterwards?” Someone asked.

“That's the best part, | don't!”

“Oooooooh.”

“It feels tingly inside every time | rescue those things.” He said rather shyly.

“We also all love when we feel tingly inside, right dears?” Asked the long-nailed lady. Her
teeth were also exceptionally long, | only noticed now.

“Yes!” Crowd erupted into enormous applause.

“He is doing the bravest thing.” “Yeah, if only more people were like Brad.”

“l once knew a man named Brad, are you him?”

“No.”

Click

Justified disappointment filled the air.

“But you know him, right?”

Click, click

“No.”

Silence. Crickets. If | could describe the utter terror of it, | would. But | fear it would be too
shocking, macabre for you, dear future readers. At this truly appalling scene, | glanced at
Earl. Suddenly, he glanced back. I've only seen it for a moment but | swear there was
confusion written on his face. Which is rather irrational, in this particular situation, no one
should be confused. You see, confusion is uncertainty, lack of knowledge. A person should
be confused about riddles, nursery rhymes, and the probabilities of us being fictional
characters written by a person who didn't fully know what they were writing about. The
reasonable mundane confusion. (The things secret organizations aren’t confused about
anymore, but they spread the confusion nonetheless, so they can be confused about other
things good common people aren’t confused about at the moment. Because, believe me,
Humpty was not really an egg, just a tiny bit dull.)

As a professional agent of relatively fairly-paying secret corporat-, organization, | mimicked
his expression, for a half-second to be exact. His eyes sparkled. Something was different. For
a moment, and as ominous as it sounds, Earl was smiling.
“Boo!”" “Ew, is he even a Brad if he doesn’t know Brad, tch.
know a Brad and he doesn't look like one!”

Click

Loud bang was heard. Blood and metallic scent filled the room. Someone shot Brad because
the crowd didn't like what he was saying. The luminous tranquillity, more beautiful than

ever. Especially when cheetahs hunt, they attack suddenly, soundlessly almost. Once they
catch their prey, they drag it to their hiding place and eat it. They cut open the abdomen with
their teeth. Tearing the flesh, piercing their teeth through muscle. Consuming everything
until only a skull is left. That is what was left of Brad when everyone was leaving.

" u

Is he even a real Brad?" “I



“Oh dear, don’t you wanna stay a little longer. | think we all agree there is enough space, and
we'd like to have you, right dears?” She grinned; her mouth wide open.

“Yes! We'd love to have you!” Echoed the crowd enthusiastically.

Even though the lady seemed very nice and the community was amiable as well, | had to
politely decline. Earl was gone and | failed to track him. As my pessimism rolled in, | looked
into my notebook, there was a small note, and | am certain it wasn't there before. As | said, |
am a professional agent, | would notice if something was off.

“XXXX-9876 Date?”

-Earl

This was the start of my legendary pursuit of the man named Earl Grey Greg. I've decided to
collect my research, and it is a lengthy one, nearly five years of my investigation is crammed
into small notepad. Yes, five years. And | fear my study is coming to a swift end. If you're
reading this, it probably already ended. Now, it is up to you. Read these pages carefully, and
don't be fooled by the fools. For they have far greater appetite for knowledge than us, good
common people do. Be the hero this world needs. And remember, heroes don't always get
paid fair wages.



KRISTINA ORAVCOVA




Deformocracy



.....”..._“-In._.!u..u.

Sl | H i ]

ByiL

- L .

Kurkuma zo série Namaste



Namaste

P

érie

Limetka zo s



Owl's kitchen



SRR e e e e et g - e e e

¥ : S A
s, - -

~

. 3

.
=
o
L

.__J
iy

-

gy ko

3

Told

-'|
T
il
wh
-
- .
¥
i
4 al = =l
. a3 4

Romantizmus



Samael



Various Artists



B _.._, ROty

Zimny spanok



AGA MAJAKOVA

Zlom mysle

Poézia je dblezitou sucastou mojho zivota uz priblizne 10 rokov. Rada vnimam
jej kontury, verse, plynutie slov skryvajucich cely kolorit pocitov, snov, idei,
pohladov na svet a nadeji. Poéziu potrebujem na to, aby som vedela lepsSie
vnimat svet okolo, ale aj vo vnutri seba. Basne sa snazim koncipovat v duchu
reflexie o ludskom byti, o ludskej dusi a pocitovani sveta navokol. A zaroven
rada pisem basne s akousi lahkostou a plynulostou toku myslienok, avSak so
snahou stale udrziavat hlboky vnutorny dialdg s Ccitatelom a
priniest reflexivno-meditativny charakter v nuansach jednotlivych versSov.
Doposial sa mi podarilo selfpublishingom vydat dve basnické zbierky
s nazvami Hlasy z duse (2022) a Myslienky z (pod)vedomia (2023), na ktoré
som ziskala financie prostrednictvom prospechovych Stipendii na vysokej
Skole. Vpisovanim svojej bézyd:lo tvaru basne by som chcela impulzy, odkazy a
zachvevy ludskej existencie odovzdavat dalsim dusiam, ktoré dokazu kriticky
vnimat rozporuplnost tohto sveta ukrytd medzi riadkami.

Za jedinec¢né ilustracie vdacim velmi Sikovnej umelkyni Martine KasSovej.


https://www.instagram.com/aga.majakova/

Prie(past)

Spadol horizont
Zostala tma?
Zostalo svetlo?
Nie, nieCo sa pohlo

Ale stojim tu len ja
Len ja som sucCasne
Otazkou i odpovedou
,Na co?" pytam sa...

Ale v prazdnote
Sa hlada tazko.
Lebo hoci kricCite
Z plného hrdla

A Vvas hlas sa ozyva
Utrobami duge

A dopada spat

Do zranenych sldch

Nedokdaze ¢loveku
Dat inU odpoved
Nez aku si dd on sam.




Dar (dez)iluzie

Spadol mi
Vlastny tien
Do inej galaxie

Kym som teraz?
Ked nezapadam
Do medzery

Vo vlastnom osude...
Kym som teraz?
Ked hemam iluzie,

Ktoré by mi klamali
O mne samotnej?



Roz(z)lomena

Zlomila sa CiastocCka
Jemnosvitu viery
V zmysel

Zlomena padala
Lomom denného
Svetla

Aby aspon na zlomok
Jednej sekundy
Lietala

Nezlomnost jej duse
Vo svete bezduchych
Tiel



Vo svetle nadeje

Chytila som
Do dlani
Motyla bez kridel

Aby dalej nemusel
Padat vesmirnou
Hmlovinou

Dlane som zavrela
A myslela len ‘ AN
Na jeho krasne kridla N ——

A ked som ich otvorila
Motyl uz nemusel
Nikdy viac padat



PATRICIA FRANCGIAKOVA

FROM THE ONE WHO INGONVINIENGED YOU

ZBIERKR BASNI
(TECHNIKA: KOLAZ MIX-MEDIR)



https://www.instagram.com/patriciafranciakova/
https://www.instagram.com/patriciafranciakova/
https://www.instagram.com/patriciafranciakova/
https://www.instagram.com/patriciafranciakova/
https://www.instagram.com/patriciafranciakova/
https://www.instagram.com/patriciafranciakova/
https://www.instagram.com/patriciafranciakova/
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And | drew mylast breath
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MELLANIE KASJRK
SJEDNOCEN] PROSTORU



https://www.instagram.com/telo_v_nachu_touhy/
https://www.instagram.com/telo_v_nachu_touhy/

l. Stvrzovani

Nyni
vidélas mé préd smrti
skrvny touhy
Jjsou prosivana infekeéni kresba
nasi pozice

S témi samymi prsty
zkorigovala to
CO na jazyku zustava

je to tvé narikani
z podstaty micenlivé
stejné jako ja



Il. Zanechavani

ubijeni nevinatek
Jako Labuti
zatazenou zaclonou
vystfihujeme z ni
utésny dotyk

odkud to pohnuti?

jen kdybych uz nemusela
predstirat
Ze smrt neexistuje

v tu chvili nevinnosti
jsem meél poprvé
chut’ polibit muzského



lll. Odstépovani

Na svoji prvni podprsenku
ve dvanacti
Uz jsi pro jistotu zapomnéla

vytésnila
zazdila
dezvédomeéla

Jjako kdyzs byl mala
zdalo se mi
Ze vykryvané postavy
srsti si protékaji
se otiraji
kdyz jsou sesivany
dohromady



IV. Vlaceni

kdyz se mijime
v intimité
/kterou véfime Ze mame/
Jjsme na dobré cesté k tomu
byt
podle pfiznaku
vykalkulovany
apokryf gesta

Je to osobni ale neni to sebestredny
tento zpusob vsak nebyl prijiman

ale kdybych se potkala s Bohem
byl by mi jedno
vic by mé zajimala jeho Matka



V. Klesténi

Umis kousat mimo zamecky
meée do ucha
duch rve z pout hmoty kridla sva
strhl prezitek
jako nehty a vlasy

Jedina chvile
kdy byl Kristus nahy
bylo na krizi

udésny dotek
jedinecnost jeho nepritommnosti

tak bud’ spravny kluk
koriguj pozice
vysledkemje
Ze uz se preéd sebou
ani nestydim



VI. Podpirani

Otevrené rany maji tendenci mokvat
télesné pachy obepina rozklad

je ndm nepohodlné télo
snesené otazkou na obnazeni

utésny dotek
a podle polohy rukou
uz Nnam nevytrhne
cehokoli se dotykame

budeme si otirat
otevfené rany navzajem



VIl. Nehojeni

to co jsem nejvic pochopila
byla smrt

nemuzu dychat
a tak jen sipam
prijimam kazdy impuls
drzim si kréni pater
pozustatek z ceho?

nedokazala ses
vdotknout
alpresto

Jja jsem
kdo ja jsem
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