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Scenes that Remain 

 

 

Scenes that remain: 

a piperaceous laughter of the marionettes at the faculty Senate, 

when I told them I had worked day and night 

for students with an aim that the research work  

would be done properly; Martin’s  

speech to the Senators, which shook me to the bottom 

and reminded me to the severe refusal 

of the Spanish Falange 

by Miguel de Unamuna on October 12, 1936; 

second gangster assault on my doctoral thesis 

(the first was in Ljubljana in 2003/2004), 

extra printing of the subtitle on the bound copies 

for the orgasmic sake of some local jackasses, 

amiability of the bookbinder who did it; 

Foresteria, full to capacity, at the defence of my PhD, 

another failed attempt of the united dysenteries  

to kick me out,  

and a few seconds that were required 

for them to be eliminated from qualifications; 

impeccably polished shoes 

of the most negligent magpie at the university; 

a stumbling reading of my biography, 

arbitrary omissions from my data at the bestowal, 

sociological coloration of the text, which in the 

mouths of the feeble Slovenist pass over to sociological chlorination, 

and Aufklärung pass over to Aufklung; 

competence, competence, 

measured by the points and gossips, 

my inexhaustible indulgence with the scamps; 

infallible appearance of the literary Falanga 

Viva la muerte! at the university, 

it’s pronunciamento 
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just after the cadre purge in autumn 2010; 

treasonable beads of sweat on the flat forehead of the godfather 

of a research institution, caught in flagranti, 

rector’s frail strumming of the guitar 

we shall over ‒ 

plenck plenck plenck; 

words, that want to be what they’re not and can never be, 

muttering without a rhythm and musical ear, 

people without personalities, who call 

themselves magnificos, flutter with their arms 

and are fatally entangled in meanders 

of the redundant protocol. 

 

Fragments of the non-existent 

documentary, which is 

by itself a simultaneous 

parody of its subsistence. 

 

And a scene 

which is not of the same movie and 

reaches far beyond 

these depravities. 

 

Emso, who climbs on the stairsteps 

so we could watch  

Tati’s doggies together. 

 
 

Happy birthday, Emso! 

Limerick, 12 October 2011 

 

 

Translated by Taja Kramberger and Tom Clancy 
 


