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KRAJENI VECNOSTI

Text miZe zaujmout, pohorsit, znechutit, vydesit, pobavit,
donutit, aby se o ném premyslelo. Tedy text, ktery touZzi
byt vniman a chce cosi dulezitého sdélit. Myslim si, Ze
Planeta samych chlapci Adama Georgieva je timto dru-
hem textu.

Ono pro nékoho vzrusivé, pro jiného pohorsSujici se ode-
hrava ve vrchnim proudu vypravéni. Predstavi se ndm bez
okolk, a taky bez ohledu na hranice zemépisné a okruhy
civiliza¢ni, jeden zcela vyhranény, celistvy a moZnd uz
i masovy typ zpuisobu sexu, a to se v§i jeho obhroublosti,
vasni, prelétavosti, neuchopitelnosti, sprostotou a bezvy-
chodnosti; a taky s jeho moznou Cistotou, nasilné prekrytou
frustraci a pocitem nepatfi¢nosti. Je to svét v eské litera-
tufe novy, ale patrné nepreneseny, neprevzaty, autenticky.
Nevadi mu riznost zemi, mést ani jazykd a narodnosti, je
vSude a vzdy tyZz: uzavienym svétem mladych muzu se
vzty¢enymi penisy, hledajicimi Skviru, kde se ukojit.

Tento vrchni proud textu, pro nékoho neslusny, pro jiné-
ho pritazlivy, ale neptsobi jako hlavni divod, proc¢ byla
kniha napsand. Neni to kniha médni. Poskytuje pouze ote-
vieny popis prostiedi, z néhoZ pochdzeji naléhavé otazky,
otazky o to naléhavéjsi, o€ je jejich zdroj licen otevienéji.
Pfitom jsou to otdzky obecné, vlastni nejen tomuto pro-
stfedi, otdzky kladené dnes a tady, ve svété holé spotieby
vseho a vSech.

V preryvech vsak, vykficich, kratickych avahdch, misty
jen stfidmych sentencich provazi ono malicko apartni
liceni neustdle znély a neustdle se pripominajici spodni
proud piibehu, ten dilezity, ten vyrovnavaci. Ten, ktery az



naléhave, citové prepjaté, s jakousi zoufalou bezpodmi-
necnosti vyslovuje touhu po vztahu, po niterném dotyku,
a soucasné strach z néj a zoufalstvi v neschopnosti vytvo-
fit ho. V kolotoci letmych setkdni, nahodilych, osudovych,
vzdornych a vétSinou trochu pfisprostlych, v prostfedich
gaybar(, na zachodcich, v lacinych hotelech, ve $pin€ ho-
1ého sexu nedokdaze zcela zaniknout nad€je na lasku, na
cosi trvalého, podstatného, lidsky a citové ¢istého. AvSak
konfrontace reality s vnitinim pranim hrdiny textu, pra-
nim zoufalym a v meznich situacich uz vzddvanym, je
ochromiva. Jako by spar jeho zpisobu erotickych vazeb uz
predem dusil a zabijel vSechno, co naznacovalo moznost
opravdovosti a skutecného vztahu, jako by vZdy nésledo-
val jen zmar a zrada, jako by najit v prostredi spusténém
ze fetézu lasku bylo zmarené uz predem.

Neni to ale obraz svéta Gplné pustoSivy. Adam Geor-
giev pro svého hrdinu hledd neustélé a opakované zacatky.
V jeho vztahu k divce jménem Zora. Ale taky pfi popisu
jeho navratu do vyplavené Prahy, do ulic bez lidi, za ocist-
ného pocitu stavu svéta po apokalypse. Anebo pii naléha-
vé mySlence, zda jesté rozezna dobro a zlo a zda se dovede
ubrdnit. Ale ubrdnit se cemu? Zoufalstvi nenaplnénosti?
Strachu z opusténosti? A autor taky dobfe vi o nebezpeci
sprostoty. Napsal vSak knihu otdzek, ne feSeni.

Je asi velkd odvaha zminit Krista v téchto souvislos-
tech. Autor to udéld tam, kde mu text nahrazuje denik.
A jednou, pro vyjadreni zdkladniho pocitu prokletosti,
kterou popisuje, zmini Kristtv tanec. Jen se obrazu do-
tkne, je to jedna, maximdlné dvé véty, a pro vyklad textu
to mize mit dalekosahly vyznam. Kristovym tancem je
obvykle minéna krutd smrt na kfizi, je to tanec umirani,
kdy se télo dusi, svaly kiecoviti, Zily nabihaji, koncetiny
se napinaji a stahuji, t€lo ve smrtelnych kiecich kiepci.
Obraz to je varovny, a nejen vécné, co se zplsobu Zivota




tykd, ale i s hlub§im vhledem do nejvnitinéjSich pochyb-
nosti o sobé. Obavy ze ztrity krasy, citu, blizkosti, a taky
ze znechuceni Zivotem. Obavy stdt se obéti.

Pro nepfestajné spodni tdzani textu velice otevieného
a provokativniho je charakteristickd asi tato do samostat-
ného odstavce vydélena véta: ,, Kdyz se krdji vécnost, tece
hodné krve.” Vécnost Adam Georgiev kréji jazykem vel-
mi hutnym, az strohym, ociSténym na dfen sdéleni. Neboji
se Tici, co fici chcee, v Sirokém rozpéti od popist hodné las-
civnich, mozZnd az pornografickych, po vybrousené véticky
o dablu, bohu, krase, Zivotni sile a invenci, a taky o pla-
neté¢ samych kluki. Pasobi prirozené a nejsilnéji asi tam,
kde vyslovuji touhu po porozuméni. Je to smutnd kniha,
ale neni bez nadéje, prave protoze se pouze pta.

Eva Kanturkova




SLICING OF ETERNITY

A text may attract you, scandalize, disgust, terrify, enter-
tain, make people think about it. That is text which longs
for being perceived and wants to say something impor-
tant. I think that Planet Full Of Lads by Adam Georgiev is
that kind of text.

That, for someone sexy, for somebody else disgusting
thing is happening in the upper stream of narration. An
utterly distinctive, integral and perhaps already even mass
type of a kind of sex will be presented to us flat and plain,
regardless of geographical frontiers and civilization con-
stituencies with all its crudeness, passion, inconstancy, un-
seizability, indecency and inconclusiveness, and also with
its possible purity, violently overlaid frustration and feeling
of inappropriateness. This world is new in Czech literature
yet apparently not transferred, not taken over, and authen-
tic. It doesn’t mind the variety of countries, cities, nor lan-
guages and nationalities; it is everywhere and always the
same self-contained world of young lads with erected peni-
ses who seek a slot where to gratify themselves.

Yet that upper stream of text, for someone indecent, for
somebody else attractive, doesn’t act like the main reason
why the book has been written. It is not a trendy book. It
only gives you an open description of the environment
from which some urgent question originate; questions that
are more urgent as their source is being narrated more
openly. The questions are, at the same time, general, not
only typical for this environment; questions asked today
and here in world of pure consumption of everything and
everybody.




However, in splits, exclamations, short contemplations,
or sporadic moderate sentences, that a wee bit natty narra-
tive goes along with constantly sonant and constantly re-
miniscent lower stream of the narration, the important
one, the balancing one. The one which so urgently and
emotionally gingerly, with sort of desperate implicitness
expresses the desire for a relationship, innermost touch
and, at the same time, fear of it and despair of creating it
in its incapacity. In the merry-go-round of momentary,
accidental, fatal, defiant and mostly a bit vulgar rendez-
vous, in the ambient of gay-bars, on the toilets, at cheap
hotels, in the filth of pure sex, hope for love, for somet-
hing permanent, essential, and humanly and emotionally
pure fails to cease to exist wholly. However, the confron-
tation of reality with the innermost, desperate and in ulti-
mate situations already surrendering wish of the main cha-
racter of the text is striking. As if the claw of his kind of
erotic links choked and killed in advance all what implied
a possibility of sincerity and real relationship, as if anni-
hilation and betrayal always followed, as if to find love in
the set-off-from-chain ambient was thwarted in advance.

However, this is not an utterly devastating image of the
world. Adam Georgiev looks for perpetual and repetitive
starts for his hero. In his relationship with a girl called
Zora. But also in the description of his return to flooded
Prague, to streets without people with purgative feeling of
world after an apocalypse. Or during an urgent idea, whet-
her he is able to tell good from bad and whether he is able
to resist. But to resist what? Despair of lack of repletion?
Anxiety about desertedness? And the author also very
well knows of the danger of vulgarity. He has, however,
written a book of questions, not solutions.

Perhaps it is a great bravery to mention Christ in this
context. The author does it where the text replaces a diary.



And once, after the basic feeling of damnation has been
expressed while described, he mentions dance of Christ.
He only touches the image with one, or maximum of two
sentences, yet it may have a far-reaching importance for
the interpretation of the text. Dance of Christ usually me-
ans a crude death on a cross, it is a dance of dying when
the body is stifling, muscles are convulsing, veins running,
limbs stretching and contracting, and the body is dancing
cantily in dying spasms. This image is warning, not only
matter-of-factly as far as the lifestyle is concerned, but
also with a deeper insight into the most innermost doubts.
Anxiety about loss of beauty, feeling, proximity but also
frustration with life. Anxiety about becoming a victim.

For the unremitting lower questioning of the sorely
open and provocative text is characteristic the following
sentence as segregated into a separate paragraph: ,,When
eternity is being sliced a lot of blood oozes.* The eternity
of Adam Georgiev slices with a very terse, even rigorous,
and to-the-medulla-of-communication cleansed language.
He doesn’t fear saying what he wants to say, from a broad
range of descriptions which are very lascivious, perhaps
even pornographic to well-turned little sentences about
the devil, god, beauty, stamina and invention, and also the
Planet Full of Lads. He actuates natural and is strongest
perhaps where they express the desire for understanding.
It is a sad book yet not without hope, since it just asks.

Eva Kantarkova
chairwoman of the Czech Authors Community
winner of the Tom Stoppard Award



Stine-li vsak srdce,
piijdes si pro jeho zdravi do podsveéti
a uZ se nevrdtis.

Slavné spisovatelce



