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Biography

Ina Vultchanovais a journalist, writer, producer and translator from French and Russian. She has
an MA in Bulgarian Philology from Sofia University St. Kliment Ohridski. Her professional career
has been dedicated to the art of audio drama. She has worked as a long-time senior producer at
the Drama Department of Bulgarian National Radio and has produced numerous audio adapta-
tions of works by writers from Bulgaria and around the world. Her audio productions have won
the Croatian Grand Prix Marulic in 1998, the second Prix Europa in Berlin in 1998 and the eighth
Muse Prize in Sofia in 2006. Vultchanova is also a freelance writer and dialogist, who is currently
working on a new Bulgarian film project. Her first novel, The Sinking of Sozopol, was filmed in
2013 and, in 2014, she was awarded a national Golden Rose Award for the film script. In 2015,
the film won the Best Foreign Film award at the New York City International Film Festival and
the Best Ensemble Cast award at the Milan International Film Festival. In 2016, it received the
Grand Prix at the Prague Independent Film Festival. Her third novel, Ocmpos Kpax (The Crack-Up
Island), won the Razvitie Literary Contest for unpublished Bulgarian novels in 2016, which led to
the work being published later that year.

Synopsis

Ocmpos Kpax (The Crack-Up Island) presents two women telling their singular stories. They
barely know each other, yet a magic liaison exists between them, because one of them is a
newly self-initiated amateur astrologer and reads in the stars that a coming crack-up is threat-
ening the other. Each of the women knows only her part of the story and the narrative pieces
- two personal universes, so dissimilar yet so alike — have to be fitted into one whole by the
reader, like in a puzzle. The pieces are stories about women, men, children and cats, plus a story
about a remote and fascinating island - presumably the Croatian island of Krk in the Adriatic
sea — where the star-foreseen crack-up might occur. The stories are also about land and sea, rain
and caves, stars and sun, rooms and houses; but mostly they are about human affairs, about
impulses and frustrations, longings and reality, love and breaches of love, about the craving and
impossibility to share one’s soul. Whether the predicted crack-up will smash the characters, the
reader will find out in the unanticipated last page of the novel. The surprising element is that
the narrative is not telling the story of a breakdown.



Ocmpos Kpax

Ina Vultchanova

M nocne cmana ms, xkakeamo cmana. Pasenedaxme Pueka.
Hamepuxme ucmuncku pecmopanm, 6 Kotimo cepsupam puba,
a He nuya. ITuxme ouje uep6eHo 6UHO U BMecmo puba T00xXme
0KMONo00, NpuzomeeH no HAKAKEA CMAPUHHA peuenma, KOAmo
A 3HAen camo cobCcmeeHUKsm HA mosa 3asedeHue, noHexce s
3Haen om 6ab6a cu. Cnoped meH npocmo cu beuie usneuer 6
maea ¢ MAacno u 4ecovH, HO He 3HAM, KAKB0 ce nNpasu npeou
mMoea ¢ 0KmMonooume — MUC/A, e ce npednpuemam HAKAKGU
cneyuanHu Oelicmeus, 3a 0a He CMAHAM IKUAABU, Npeou
0a 2u cnoxcuui 8 masama. Ionumax Emuo danu moii 3Hae,
noHexce a3 Masu cneyuanHa peyenma moxce 0a ce onumam 0a
s Hanpass. Toli me noenedHa, Kamo ue iU Cv8CeM CoM NPEBDP-
MANG U KPOMKO nonuma:

- A omkwoe uie 83emeus 0KmMonoo?
- Om pubapruyama.

Emuo npodeniasa 0a me eneda npumectero u a3 sazpseam. Toi
He MOJie 0a no8spea, 1e moxeuws 0a cu Kynuui okmonoo 8 Copus.
EmM40 cu cnomus npasnume mazasumu u 02poMHUmMe ONauiKuy 3a
MIIAKO 8 C1y0a, CHOMHS CU BPEMEO, K02amo Kauikasanotm beuie
¢ kynonu. Camo e HANU MUHAnama 200uHa Oeule y HAC, HATU
3ae0HO X00uxme 0a nazapysame. 3anu4us 20 e om Co3HAHUENO
cu u ceea pas3bupam Konxo e éaxcHo mosa. Konko easxcru 3a Heeo
ca bunu mazasunume u 6e36potiHume Hewya, KOUMO Moxeus 0a
cu xkynuui om max. Konko e saxer 3a Heeo 3eneHusim my 0xcun
U 7na3epHAMA NOKA3ANKA, KOAMO mMu nomaza 0a ompexceud
abconomuo npasunta guaus om xasba. Kamo mu s nokasa,
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usnaonax é ucmepuyen xusnesx. Ho ceza ne mu e cmewro. Jla, mus
Hewa 0s1xa éaxciu. Tus Hewya 65xa 6e3KPatinHo 8axcHU, NOHeNe U
Hamauwe. ITocne npecmanaxa da 6v0am monkoea 8axHu, NoHedxce
nosexa-neka ce NOA8UXaA, NOC/le NBK HANPABO HU 3ANAXA U 6eHe
umaxme epeme U 0a HU NUCHe OM MAX, 00a4e HAKOU XOPa CU 3aMU-
Haxa npeou moea. Haxou xopa cu samunaxa u e MHO20 MBHCHO
0a cu MUCTIUIM, Ye HUKAK He ca Ounu 6e3 3HaueHue NonHume mazd-
sunu. Ja, Emuo, moxcews da cu xynuws okmonoo 6 Cogus. Om
keapmannama pubapruya. Ho He 20 kazeam, 3au,omo umam 41ys-
CMB0MO, He aKo 20 KAaxa, wie ce pasnaqa.

Oxmonodsm beuie A0CKU 6KYCeH, HO 00CHa MeH bk, C20MeeH
no mosu HauuH. V3100x cu 20 00 NocnedHOMo napuexue u
nocne ycemux, ue coM HANBAHO 3AMASTHA, MENKKA KAMO CTIOH
u noumu 3acnana. 9e mu e yimacHo mpyoHo dopu da cu npeo-
cmass, ue moza 0a NOMPBOHA HAKOS 4AC OM MAZOMO CU U
uckam npocmo 0a npodeaia 0a cu ceds myk Ha 0vpseHama
netika 3asunazu. Beue e 06ax eecena. Tosu 0vnve deH, 0emo
nouHa cympuHma maxa 0o6pe u cnopmuo, a nocje cmasauie
8ce No-CMpareH U no-cmpameH, ceza 6eve Mu ce cmpysauie, e
e OUn USKIOUUMENHO Henpasuser U nozpeuier u ue nPocmo
Mme e yHuuoxcun Hanoano. Ocmasux ce Emuo da me ybeou, ue
mps6sa 0a nuem Ouxecrmus, noxexce cme npesinu. Meudy meH
U 71e2710Mo MU ce npocmupauie uenusm 0v1ve U onaceH nom
noKpail mopemo, u NPy mMoea — No MBMHO.

Hunecmusom beuie HAKAKBA MHO20 CUNHA PAKUS, KOAMO
Mupuuewie Ha X60UHA U MU ce 8U0ST HEOOUKHOBEHO BKYCHA
u HeobuxHoseno manka. Tyx cme 6 Eépona u mu cuneéam 6
uawkama camo mpuiicem epama. ITosmopuxme duxcecmusa u
Mo3u Nem a3 cu nouckax u Kage.

W Haucmuna xeoliHosama paxkuiika u xKagemo uU3evp-
Wuxa HAKAKEO 4y00, HAMeNarume Mu KUnioepamu npocmo
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3anounaxa 0a ce pa3mansim 6v6 6v30yxd, 6eue HAMAX
uyyscmeomo, ue 0vpseHama nelika uje ce cpymu nood MeH,
geue Moxcex da cmama u daxce uckax 0a cmawua, éeue He me
nnauwieuie, ye cme MoaAKo8a 0aiey Om Jieziomo Mu, MOxcex
0a cmauna u uckax 0a cmawa, oa euds masu Pueka, 8 kosmo
CTYUAatiHO CoM NONAOHANA U e08a U HAKO2A NAK Uje NONAOHA.
Hckax 0a euos yanama Puexa u 3auo He Pueka by night.
Ocobeno Puexa by night.

Tpemust Ouxcecmus cu 20 nopvuaxme 3ae0HO CvC CMemKama,
KOO MU ce 8UOST 02pOMHA, HO MAKa Unu uHade, a3 napu
HAMAM, U300140 He 05X ce cemuna 0a cu 83ema, Maxa ue, Koil uje
A NAawA masu cMmemxa u Kax, He mu nykauie. Ilo mosa speme
geyve nax 6axme 3anouHanu 0a ce cmeem, ouume Hu céemexa u
08UMeHUAMA HU OAXA CIMAHANU mpecKasu U 6vp3u.

- Pueka by night - xasa Emuo. - B mo3u epad Hama Ha4uu
0a He ce maHyysa.

W nocne cvécem HenpuHyOeHo u36a0u om 0x06a cu eoHa
Kamapa napu, naamu cmemkama u ocmasu 6K, Koimo
MU ce 8UOST UYOOBUULEH.

Bsaxme Ha enasénama ynuya 6 Keapmasna 0Kono NPUcmaHi-
wemo. OmecaKvOe NPUMU2BAXA CBEMTUHU U Ce OMPA3ABAXA 6
mopemo, u epadem eeve U300uL0 He npunuuauie Ha byoanewa.
IIpunuuauie cu Ha 10#eH NpUCMaHUULeH 2paod npes3 aszycm.

Hascakwede Oewie nesaHo ¢ MACU4KU, HA MAX CeoAXa
xopa u A0axa u nuexa. VI Ha écaka macuuka umauie céeu,
u ceeuwjume coul0 ce ompasseaxa 6 mopemo. beuwe muozo
Kkpacuso, obaue HUxoil He manyysaue. Munaxme Kpati eoHu
MACUYKU, KBOeMOo 8CUUKU SO0AXA CAMO C/1A00/ed, HO Cadoie-
0vm Ha 6ceku beuie 8 pasnuueH YBAM U HUMO eOUH UBAM He
ce nosmapsuie, U 1mMozasa BUOSTXMe MACMOMO, KOemo Moie
6u mopcexme, HO MO U3enendaue MpauHo U HeNpUBEMIUBO 8
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cpasHeHue ¢ MHOZ0UBEMHAMA CMPAHA HA C1adonieda Ha bpeza
Ha mopemo. V3enexdauie Hanpaso manxko cmpauiHo. Beuse
eOuH mpaueH 4epeH Ky6 6e3 npo3opuu u ¢ AYMUHECUEHMHU
6yK6U 6 HAll-CMYOeHUS U CMPA3ABALY, HIOAHC HA CUHbO-TIUTIA-
somo. My3uka He ce wysauie, npeononazam, 3au40mo 4epHusm
Ky6 HAMAULE NPO3OPUL.

Hue ob6aue eénszoxme. VI mysuxama me 6nvcHa maka, ue
Hanpaeo 6Gonewe. He 6ewe xybasa mysuka. beuie HAKAKD6
mecmeHr Ou Oxeli, KOUMo Muxceéauie HAKAKSU Me00UUHU
XBPBAMCKU NeCHUYKU 8 CMUJL cmapa 6vneapcka ecmpada om
UMAanUancKu mun ¢ HAKAKE0 4y008UULHO MEeXHO 8 CHUIL OyM-
OyM-0yM-0yM-0yM U OMHOB0 CHULOMO OYM-OYM, KOermo noumu
HanwnaHo eu 3aznywasawe. Hukaxea npedcmasa cu Hamax
KaK 1moea Hew,o moiceuie 0a ce mauuyea, Ho Emuo kasa, ue
6uno cynep, ssnpexu 4e 6e0Haza me 3asede 8 Hali-omoasnete-
HUA Kpati Ha 6apa, Kvoemo, pas3bupa ce, Cou,0 He Moxeule 0a
ce paseosaps, u 3amosa moti Mu uskpews 8 yxomo: ,,VMzbepu
cu Kokmetin®, u mu 6ymua eduH nucm npeod nuyemo. Emuo e
eOUHCMBEHUSAMN H08€eK, KOUMO NOMHU KONIKO CoM KBCo2/edd,
HO 6Ce NAK MAKO NPeKAn — HANPAso Mu 20 3anenu Ha Hoca.
A3 xoxkmeiinume mHoeo He eu 3nam. Iuna com ,,Mapeapuma®
U CU CNOMHAM, He UMAaule MHO20 TUMOH, 3A108a YéepeHo Cu
3abux npscma mam. Ilocne EM40 Hew,o Kpeuwjeuie Ha aHenuii-
CKU, nocie nak Mu uU3Kpeuyss 6 yxomo, ue HAmano ,,Mapea-
puma®, nocne seue ce pasbupaxme camo cvc 3HAUU U 8 eOUH
MOMeHM nped HAC UbPHAXA HAKAKBU 02POMHU HAUU, HANPABO
10 NONOBUH TUMBD, MOMHONAMAAOHAHEHU HA YBAM, NOUMU
uepHU U HAKA4yNeHU ¢ Nn0006e, 4advpuema, TUMOHUEMA U
8CAKAKBU 2A00CMU, 8KIIOUUMENHO U OUmMa cmemana omeope.
3ameopux ouu u omnux. Mmawe éxyc Ha komnom. V306140
He yceujax HUKAK®8 ankoxon. 3ananux cu yueapa. Emo mu
Puexa by night. Ceea, npedu da cu mpoveHem, mps6ea 0a udnus
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UAIAMa mas3u Nos0BUHIUMPOBA YAULA C HEU3BECHO KAKBU
eadocmu. A nocne Hu yaka u nemam kpaii mopemo. He e 6v3-
MOMHO 0a cu 2080pum. Humo nox da ce mauyyéa Ha masu
My3uKa.

Obaue xopama ycnaeaxa. IloenedHax kom 0aHcuHea u moi
beuie noseH ¢ HeNPUNUUHO MIAOU COULECMBA, KOUMO MAH-
uyseaxa 6 mpauc ¢ yHeceHu usuonomuu. Ceemnuxama ce
svpmeuie U Mueaue Kamo gomozpagpcka céemxasuya u eu
BUNOAX CAMO 8 OMPA3AHU OM Bpememo Muzo8e — Henoo-
BUNMCHU, WACMIUBU U yHeceHU. [ToMucnux cu, e ujom mosa e
00CMBNHO 34 MAX, 3aU40 NBK 0a He 6v0e 00CMBNHO U 34 MeH.
Bspho, ue He com Ha ocemHaticem 200uHu, obauve a3 mosa 2o
moza. Moxex zo.

3amosa cu memHnax waHmama Ha obsezankama Ha CMonad u
MpwveHAX KoM 30HAMA HA mpenkawama céemauna. TpwveHax
HecueypHo U KAmMo CMueHAX 00 KPBv2aus noouym, Hanpaso
cnpsix. Pazbpax om kakeo nuuama um ca yHeceHu U mosa
HAMAWE HUWO0 00W,0 ¢ My3uKama, KosAmo cu ocmasauie 6ce
maxa yxacHa. [Ipocmo uzenexoa, ue nodsm ce 8vpmu u om
mosa mu ce 3asusa césm. 3amosa auyama UM ca Maxkusa
U eOUHCMBEHOMO, KOemo Me U3HeHdao8d, e, 4e He BUNOAM
Hukoti da nospwvuia. Mopcka 6onecm. Mnoeo npednasnueo
ce onumeam 0a pasKaams MsIna0mo Cu 8 HeCou,eCmeyBaujus
pumom. Ycnsasam, 3aus0mo 8CoU4HOCH pumosma 20 3a0asam
ceemnunume. CHUMKA, 3ameMHeHUe, CHUMKA, 3AMbeMHEHUE.
Taxa. He mpsi66a 0a ce 3a6pass u svpmenemo. Bepmenemo Ha
ceemnuHume, Koemo usenexoa, ye e 8ppmere Ha noda. Taka,
ceza eeve 3anoueam 0a uysam u mysuxama. Ts e monkosea
cunua, e doceea He com 51 uysand. Hakakse pumom, cmeHs
ce, ceca HAKAKDE Opye pUmMoM, ceed NAK ce CMeHs ¢ HAKAKDE
a6CconomHo Heslen, HO emo ue nax ce 8vpHAXA 08a MAKmMa om
nepeuUs, 3HaUU 6ce NAK COULECINBY8A HAKAKBA KOHCMPYKUUS
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u emo e noumu ycnaeéam 0a A mauuysam. Iloznexoam
opysume Haoxono. Te 8CHULHOCT MOUHO KAMO MeH CBBCEM
neko ce noxnawam. Coecem neko. Yceujanemo 3a OUHAMUKA
uosa camo om cmpobockona. CHUMKA, 3amomHeHUe, CHUMKA,
samomHeHue. VI espmenremo, 0a He 3abpassime vprmeHemo Ha
n00a, 3au40mo no0sm ceza 6ete HAUCMUHA ce 8BPMU U CMEHS-
WUAM ce PUmosm Moxce 0a 6v0e YyIyueH, emo maka, Coc Co6cem
7ieKa npomaHa, camo 6 cmuna Ha noxaawanemo. Ceea eeue 20
manyysam kamo max. Vnu no-oo6pe om msax. Ipeononazam,
ue 0moasned AUUEMO MU UMA COU4OMO YHECEHO U UWACMAUBO
uspaxenue 6 ceemnunama Ha ceemkasuyume. Obaue as moea
noseue. A3 moza mHozo noseuve. Moza cama 0a ce Hakapam 0a
nomyoess om masu mMy3uka, KOAmo u3obu4o He Mu xapeceéa u
HAMA HUW40 0040 ¢ meH. Obaue a3 moza 0a cmana my3ukama.
Moea 0a cmana u Hati-nowama my3uka. Moea da ce npeswvpHa
6 Hes. Moza 0a OecHest Ha 8ceKu PUMdM NOOMOENHO, KAMO Ha
co8ceM 0moenHa My3uKa, u nocsie Ha cred8ausust, Kamo Henpe-
KBCHAMO CMeHAM CMUNA U CMBNKUme — eOUHCMEeHUIM
HAYUH, N0 KOUMO MO3U MUMMAW, MO3U Myp/iozeey Moxie
0a 6v0e manuyysan. VI eeue He ce noxnauLam npeonasnuso,
a Hanpaso OecHes, HAXNY8AM CoC CUMHU CMBNKU 68 NPOCc-
MPaHcmeomo Ha opyzume u ce 8pvULAM HA 3A0DP3aH KAOAHC.
Mmnoeo com naxanua. M okono men eeue ce e 06pasysan Kpve
U HeNpUnUYHO MraduUme Xopa ca me OCMaAsUIU 6 cpedama u
manyysam c 1uya, 00vpHAMU KoM MeH, U HAugpex, 20mosu 0a
MU HANPABAM NBM, UWLOM MU XPYMHe 04 Ce 8IMYPHA KoM MAX
Kamo HeHOPMAnNHA UAU KOl 3HAe KAKBO, 20moéu 0a pedzu-
pam. VI a3 éeue com ce NpedvpHANA 8 UeHMBPA HA HePHUS KYO
6e3 nposopuu, U 6CUUKU C6eMAUHU U3NU3AM om meH. Moea
0a eu komanosam. Emo, ceea moza da 3a6ass npobnsaceanemo
Ha ceemxasuyama. AKo uckam, moza 0a 3a6vpms noda Ha
06pammo u mozasa scuuKu uie usnonadam na semama. Obaue
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He 20 npass. 3aceea He 20 npaes. Camyph. YepHuam ky6 Ges
nposopuu e CamypH u u300u40 He 3HAM OMKBOE MU XPYMEAIH
makusa enynocmu. Camypu. A mosa eeue e Emuo, xotimo
COU40 € 3aCAHAT 6 CPe0ama Ha KPvea U MaHuyea cpeusy meH.
Emuo coujo e HaxaneH u écuuku ca my Hanpasunu nem. Owe
He e 3a2ps, HO 8eye e 6K04UN. EMuo e manyvop. Mosce 0a He
pasbupa om mysuxa, obaue e cmpaxomen manuvop. Bunazu e
6un. VI mosxe 0a my ce npocmu 3eleHUAM OHUN U 1a3epHama
NoKA3anka 3a pA3aHe HA X170 3au40Mmo ceza 6eve 3azpsA6a U
He2068UAM 05IC 6eye e noseye 0M MO U ceed 6eye Moti 600U a a3
CoM Hawpex 3a 0a pea2upam npu Nopeus CUeHAs U 6e0HA2A 04
cX8aHa KaKea e c1e08auama napona 3a MaumyHcmeane npu
cnedsauama 6e3ymHa CMAHA HA MAKMa U 6e4e CoM NOMHA
HO HAMA HUKAKEA HAOex0a 1mosa napue 0a C6vPULL 3au40mo
moea u300u40 He e napye u Kamo makosa HAMA HAYATIO cpeda
u kpati. Camo 6e3xpaiinu Hauana u 6e3KpatiHu cMeHU U Bede
Mu e abconomuo éce e0HO e My3uKama e KoHmu 3aus0mo
My3uKama s NPpasuM Hue U Om HAC U3AU3AM C6eMTUHUME HO
6ce naK no eOHO épeme C6BPULBA U UETUAM KPBe HU PBKON-
JIACKA U N00BM 6eye He ce 6bPMU MaKa 4e 3a MAnKo 0a naoHa
Ho Emuo me npeepovuja npes pamo u me nosexoa kem bapa
6e3ymHo 20p0. Moza da ycems xoea Emuo e 6e3ymHo 20po.

Ha 6apa me uwaka nonosuHaumposama coMHumenHa 1aua,
8 KOAMO He 3HAM KAKBO UMd, HO A U3NUBAM HA eKC, NOoHexe
coM xadHa. AKO 6 Hesd HAUCMUHA uma mpuiicem epama
ANIKOXO0JI, He 2U YCeuw,am U 3amosa u3oouso He peazupam, Kamo
suxoam, ue Emuo e6duea 0éa npwcma kem bapmaua, 0obpe,
3auy0 He. B3umame cu Hoéume 4auiu covC CoULUSL MBMHOUE-
peH namnaodiaw, 6 Koiumo 6anama cmemana cmou HANPa6o
HenpunuuHo, u mpwvzeame kom vunayma. Tam mysukama ce
uyea no-muxo, uma benu Kananema u 2075IM NAOCHK eKPaH,
Ha Kotimo ca nychanu nopxo. Ilo-xnaoHno e u me e cmpax o0a
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He HACMUHA, 3au0mo com nomua. Emuo pazéupa mosa, 6es
da cem my 20 Kaszana, 3amoea me npezpousa npes pamo. Ha
opysume kananema uma 06e 080LUKU, KOUMO ce HAMUCKAM,
Ho Hue ¢ EMuo He Moxcem 0a ce Hamuckame, NoOHexNce ce No3Ha-
same npexaneno omoasHa. Moxem camo 0a ce 0oxoceame Unu
0a ce enedame 6 ouume, MoxeMm 0d ce yenysame, HO He MPAO6a.
Camo ue maxa u maxa eéeyve e KoCHO U 3aM0O6a ce yenysame u
nocse usnu3ame U omusame Ha naaxa.

Mumnasame xpail cnadonedeHama 0vpiasd, HO Mam eete e
3amMeopeHo U pasHoysemHume c1a00ne0U 2u HAMA, HO 341064
NBK NAAKBIM Ce 0KA364 MOUHO 0MOOTY, KAMO cre3eul no eoHu
cmonana. HAkakeo manko mepnaeo naaxue cvécem 61130 00
npucmanuwemo. Hama nscok, paséupa ce, Ho kamvuemama
ca 0pebHU U He 06UBAM MHO20.

Tanomo Ha Emuo e kamo cmapa opexa, kosimo e 6una 3a6y-
mana HAKvOe U 0MHo80 cu Hamepus. E0sa nu uma Heuyo 06140
coc cexc. Tanomo na Emuo e xamo newsepa, kamo ympooba,
Kamo 0om, 8 KOUito 0mHo80 cu ce npubpan.
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The Crack-Up Island

Ina Vultchanova

Translated from Bulgarian by Christopher Buxton

And then what happened, happened. We looked around
Rijeka. We found a genuine restaurant, where they served fish
and not pizza. We drank more red wine and instead of fish
we ate octopus, prepared according to some old recipe which
only the restaurant proprietor knew, because he’d learnt it
from his grandmother. My view was that it had just been
baked on a tray of butter and garlic, but I don’t know what’s
done with octopuses beforehand - I think before they’re put
in the baking tray there are some special procedures so they
don’t become too chewy. I asked Emcho if he knew, so that
I could try to make it. He looked at me as though I'd com-
pletely gone off my rocker and asked quietly: “And where will
you get octopus?”

“From the fishmonger’s.”

Emcho continued to look at me with concern and it hit me.
He cannot believe that you can buy octopus in Sofia. Emcho
remembers the empty shops with the huge queues in the cold
for milk, he remembers the time when you needed coupons
for cheese. Only that, just this last year, hasn’t he been with
us, didn’t we go shopping together? He’s erased it from his
memory and I now realize how important this is. How impor-
tant shops have been for him and the numberless articles that
can be bought. How important his green Jeep is for him and
the laser beam that helps you cut an absolutely even slice
of bread. When he showed it to me, I lapsed into hysterical
giggles. But now I don’t find it funny. Yes, these things were
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important. These things were infinitely important, because
they weren’t around. Then they stopped being so important,
because one after the other they appeared, and then they just
flooded in, and now we had the time to get fed up with them,
but some folk had left before that. Some folk had left and it’s
really sad to think that the fully-stocked shops were not at
all without significance. Yes, Emcho, you can buy octopus in
Sofia. From the local fishmonger. But I don’t tell him, because
I get the feeling that if I say it, he’ll start crying.

The octopus was fantastically tasty, but pretty heavy cooked
this way. I polished off the last bit and then felt completely
woozy, as heavy as an elephant and almost asleep. Really
impossible for me to even imagine that I could move a single
part of my body, and I just wanted to carry on sitting there on
the wooden bench forever. I wasn’t jolly any more. This long
day, which began so bright and breezy in the morning, but
then became stranger and stranger still, now seemed to me
to have been exceptionally irregular and wrong, and had just
destroyed me entirely. I left it to Emcho to convince me that
we needed to drink a digestif, because we’d eaten too much.
Between me and bed there stretched a whole long journey
along the shore and, what’s more, in the dark.

The digestif was some kind of really strong rakia, which
smelled of juniper and seemed unusually tasty and unusu-
ally small. Here we were in Europe and they poured me just a
30-gram glass. We ordered another and this time I asked for
a coffee as well.

And indeed the juniper rakia and the coffee brought about a
miracle. My ponderous kilograms simply began to melt into the
air, I no longer had the feeling that the bench was going to col-
lapse under me, that I could now stand up and I even wanted to
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stand up, to see this Rijeka in which I'd landed quite by chance
and would never likely land again. I wanted to see all of Rijeka
and why not Rijeka by night. Especially Rijeka by night.

We ordered the third digestif along with the bill, which
seemed huge to me, but one way or another, I have no money,
I hadn’t even thought of taking any, so that I couldn’t care a
tig for who paid the bill and how. By this time we’d begun
to laugh, our eyes sparkled and our movements had become
feverish and fast.

“Rijeka by night,” said Emcho. “In this town, there’s no way
not to dance.”

And then quite spontaneously he took a wad of money out
of his pocket, paid the bill and left a tip that seemed colossal
to me.

We were on the main street in the harbour area. Lights
blinked from everywhere and were reflected in the sea, and
by now the town didn’t look at all like Budapest. It looked like
a southern port town in August.

Everywhere was full of tables at which people sat and ate
and drank. And on every table there was a candle and the
candles were reflected in the sea as well. It was very beauti-
ful, but no one was dancing. We passed by some tables where
everyone was eating only ice cream, but each ice cream was
a different colour, and not one colour was duplicated, and
that’s when we saw the place, which maybe we were looking
for, but it looked gloomy and unwelcoming in comparison to
the multicoloured ice cream strip along the beach. It seemed
even a little scary. It was a dark black cube with no windows
and luminous lettering in the coldest, even freezing nuance of
blue lilac. You couldn’t hear any music, I suppose, because the
black cube had no windows.
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However, we went in. And the music hit me so hard it
simply hurt. It wasn’t nice music. There was a local D], who
was mixing some melodic Croatian songs, similar in style to
old-fashioned Italian-type Bulgarian pop, with some mon-
strous techno, dum, dum, dum, dum, dum and again dum,
dum, which pretty much drowned them out. I had no idea
how you could dance to this, but Emcho declared that it was
super, even though he immediately led me to the furthest
corner of the bar, where, of course, you still couldn’t talk, and
so he screamed in my ear, “Choose a cocktail,” and pushed
a menu in front of my face. Emcho is the only person who
remembers how short-sighted I am, but even so he overdid it
somewhat, sticking it right on my nose. I'm not a great expert
on cocktails. I've drunk a margarita and I remember it had a
lot of lemon, so I confidently stabbed my finger there. And
then Emcho swore in English, then he screamed again in my
ear that there was no margarita, and then we communicated
by signals only and at some point some enormous glasses
materialized in front of us, that could hold half a litre, dark
aubergine, almost black in colour, and crammed with fruit,
little umbrellas, lemon slices and every kind of crap, includ-
ing whipped cream on the top. I closed my eyes and took a sip.
It tasted like a fruit salad. I didn’t detect any kind of alcohol at
all. Tlit a cigarette. Here was my Rijeka by night. Now, before
we left, I had to drain this half-litre glass of whatever its crap
content. And then the path by the sea awaited us. It wasn’t
possible to talk, nor even to dance to this music.

But people were managing. I looked at the dance floor and
it was full of obscenely young creatures, who danced in a
trance with rapturous faces. The light revolved and flashed
like a camera bulb, and I saw them in seconds cut out of time
- motionless, happy, entranced. I thought that if this was
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suitable for them, why wouldn’t it be suitable for me? True,
I'm not 18, but this I can do. I could do it.

And so I threw my bag over the back of my chair and made
for the flashing light zone. I started out falteringly, and when I
got to the round podium I stopped in my tracks. I realised why
their faces were so stupefied and that this had nothing to do
with the music. It simply turned out that the floor was revolv-
ing and that was why their world was spinning. That’s why
their faces looked like this and the only thing that surprised
me was that I saw no one throwing up. Sea sickness. Very cau-
tiously I tried to wiggle my body to a non-existent rhythm. I
succeeded, because the lights set the rhythm. Photo-flash, dark,
flash, dark. That way. And you shouldn’t forget the revolve. The
revolving lights, which made the floor look as if it was turning.
So, at last, I began to even hear the music. It was so loud, that
up till now I hadn’t heard it. Some kind of rhythm, it changed,
then another rhythm, then again it changed into something
absolutely ludicrous, but there it returned to two beats from
the beginning, that meant there was some structure and, look,
I almost managed to dance to it. I looked at the others around
me. In fact they were just slightly rocking like me. Just slightly.
The impression of dynamism only came from the stroboscope.
Flash, dark, flash, dark. And the revolve, let’s not forget the
revolving floor, because now the floor was really turning and
its changing rhythm could be caught, there just so, with just a
slight change, just in the swaying. By now I was dancing like
them. Or better than them. I expect that from far away, my
face had the same entranced happy expression in the flashing
lights. But I could manage more. I could manage a lot more. I
could drive myself crazy over this music which I didn’t like at
all and had nothing in common with me. But I could become
the music. I could become even the worst music. I could turn
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into it. I could go wild to every separate rhythm, and then on
to the next, as I continuously changed the steps - the only way
this mish-mash, this musical stew could be danced to. And
now I wasn’t swaying cautiously, but I just went crazy, with
short steps I broke into others’ floor space and returned to a
fast cadenza. I am really brazen. And around me now a circle
had formed and the obscenely young had left me in the middle
and were dancing with their faces turned towards me and alert,
ready to make way, when I decided to mow into them like a
mad woman or who knew what, ready to react. And now I'd
turned into the centre of the black cube with no windows, and
all the lights came from me. I could command them. There I
could delay the flash. If I wanted to I could turn the floor the
opposite way and then everyone would fall on the ground. But
I didn’t do it. I hadn’t done it up till now. Saturn. The black
cube without windows is Saturn and I don’t know where this
rubbish came from. Saturn. And here now was Emcho, who had
also got up in the centre of the circle and was dancing oppo-
site me. Emcho is also brazen and everyone made way for him.
He hadn’t yet warmed up but he was switched on. Emcho is a
dancer. Maybe he doesn’t understand music, but he’s a fantastic
dancer. Always has been. And he could be forgiven his green
Jeep and his laser-guided beam for cutting bread, because now
he’d hotted up and his frenzy exceeded mine, and now he was
already leading and I was switched on, ready to react at the first
signal and straight off catch on to whatever was the next key
for the monkey-moves at the next crazy rhythm switch, and I
was now sweating but there was no hope for this piece to finish,
because this was no piece at all, and as such had no beginning,
middle or end. Just never-ending beginnings and never-end-
ing changes and by now it made absolutely no difference that
the music was crappy, because we were making the music and
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the lights were coming out of us, but even so, at some point it
stopped and the whole circle was clapping and the floor now
stopped turning, so that I was within an inch of falling, but
Emcho clasped me round the shoulder and led me to the bar,
turiously proud. I can tell when Emcho is furiously proud.

At the bar the dubious half-litre glass awaited me, con-
taining I don’t know what, but I gulped it down because I
was thirsty. If there really were 30-grams of alcohol in it, I
didn’t detect them, and that’s why I didn’t react when I saw
Emcho lift two fingers to the barman, OK, why not. We got
the new glasses with the same dark black aubergine, in which
the white cream sat just lewdly, and we proceed to the chill-
out. There the music was quieter, there were white sofas and
a big flat screen on which porno was playing. It was cooler
and I was scared of catching a cold, because I was sweaty.
Emcho realised this and without me telling him, he held me
round the shoulder. On the other sofas there were two couples
who were embracing, but Emcho and I can’t embrace, because
we’ve known each other much too long. We can touch or look
into each other’s eyes, we can kiss, but we shouldn’t. It’s just
that under the circumstances it was pretty late by now and so
we kissed and then left and walked on the beach.

We passed the ice cream country, but it was now closed and
there were no multicoloured ice creams, but even so the beach
could be seen just below, you go down some steps. A small
grubby beach, quite close to the harbour. There was no sand
of course, but the stones were small and didn’t prick much.

Emcho’s body was like an old item of clothing, which has
been stuffed away somewhere and then found again. It hardly
had anything to do with sex. Emcho’s body was like a cave,
like a womb, like a home, to which you’ve returned.
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