Elena Maréthy — Soltésova
MOJE DETI
Prva éast

Dramatizacia: Michaela Zakutanska

OSOBY:

MATKA Elena Marothy - Soltésova

OTEC Ludovit Michal Soltés

ELENKA, troj az osemrocna

IVAN, dvoj aZ Sestrocny

1/ DROBNE OBRAZKY Z MATKINHO DENNIKA

ZVUK Detska rec Ivana a Elenky: Ké—pdpoke, poke—poke—pdpoke. Ga — gdga! Dije dala?
Pdsom cé (piSem c). Tdjam (vstdavam). Bojém, bojém (bojim). Ajijaj! Ajaj! (mrzuto, ked' niekto Ziada
od neho nieco, ¢o nechce splnit.) Atiliti, tilititi (vyspevuje). Moja Ala, moja Ala. Mama, pod’! Ala
puvd — tan, Ala! (buva, vstan) ,,Ala, pod'tu, pod'tu! Pod, Ala! ,Posém, posém ete guriu (dyriu)!“
,Dam tatu” (¢acu).

MATKA /pise/ 28. september 1879. Dnes ma nasa Elenka tri roky a je uz velmi mudre dievcatko, Ze
mi je ¢asto na poc¢udovanie, ako rastie jej detsky rozumcek. Keby som si bola aspon len od teraz
roka zapisovala, ¢o vSetko odvtedy narozpravala. | umieriovala som si kolko raz, Zze uz sa musim dat
do toho zapisovania, ale tazsie je to uskutocnit, ako som sa nazdala.

ZVUK Detskd rec Ivana a Elenky: (okrikne) Nands!” Vidis, hololo — sasa!” (horelo zasa) ,,psi“ (prsi
ddzd). Ecec, pod'tu, pdci, apa, pdci! Mama — ene — aba! (Mama, i mne chleba!) ,Mama, tap, put,
ava! (Na tapusky od blata.) Ale rio!

MATKA /Pise./ A ¢o som niekedy vecer, ked deti pospali, sprobovala z Elenkinych slovnych
prejavov zaznacit, detska originalita vypachla z toho pred mojim perom. Musela by som vidy
zapisnik v ruke nosit a nemat inej roboty, ale tej mam vidy plno, Ze vébec neostava mi prazdnej
chvile ani na ¢itanie, tym menej na pisanie.

IVAN Mama, mama, mama! De apa? De je ecec?

MATKA ESte je v obchode. Dobru noc Elenka. /Bozkdva ju./

ELENKA Dobrud noc mamicka.

MATKA Dobru noc Ivanko, daj mi boztek.

IVAN S&se? (zasa?) Mama fiono!

ZVUK BOZKY



Elena Maréthy — Soltésova
MY CHILDREN
Part one

Radioplay by: Michaela Zakutanska

PERSONAE:

MOTHER Elena Marothy - Soltésova

FATHER Ludovit Michal Soltés

ELENKA, ages three to eight

IVAN, ages two to six

1/ PETIT PICTURES FROM MOTHER’S DIARY

SOUND Baby talk Ivan and Elenka: Keh—pahpoke, poke—poke—pahpoke. Gd — gdga! Diye
dahla? Raw ceeh (Writing c). Up-up (getting up). Cary-cary (scary). Ajijaj! Ajaj! (gets angry when
we want him to do something he doesn’t like) Atiliti, tilititi (sings). My Ala, my Ala. Mama, come!
Ala leepy — up, Ala! (sleeps, get up) ,,Ala, here, you here! Here, Ala! ,,Coome, coome more pumkin
(pumpkin)!“,,Gimme dada” (toy).

MOTHER /writing/ September 28th, 1879. Our little Elenka turns three today and leaves me in awe
of how smart her little brain is getting. | wish | had written down more of what she used to say. |
did promise myself | would keep a diary of her words but it proved to be a more daunting task
than I'd imagined.

SOUND Baby talk Ivan and Elenka: (shouts) Nono! ‘See, fyah - again!”(fire, again) ,,raay” (rain).
Apa, here, here, apa, apa! Mama — me — bready! (Mama, give me bread!) ,,Mama, puddy
muddy! (Muddy Puddle Walk Song.) Oh nou!

MOTHER /writing/ And even if | did find a moment after the children went to bed, and tried to
capture Elenka's words, the child-like ingenuity escaped my pen as soon as I'd put it to paper. It
would require me to carry a notebook all day and with all the workload on my shoulders, | barely
get a moment to read, let alone to write.

IVAN Mama, mama, mama! Where pap? Papa?

MOTHER Still in the shop. Good night, Elenka.

ELENKA Good night mommy.

MOTHER Good night Ivanko, give me a kiss.

IVAN Aga? (Again?) Mama no-no!

SOUND OF KISSES



2/ ELENA, IVAN ALEBO O VYCHOVE
Vecer, matka pise pri stoliku. Deti spia.

MATKA /pise/ 27. december 1880. Dnes vecer o desiatej hodine bude mat moj Ivan dva roky —ako
ten Cas uteka! | zdrzat by som ho chcela, aby mi neuniesol milotu mojich deti — i pohanat by som
ho chcela, aby pominul tento stav ustavi¢nej napnutej pozornosti. Ked hladim na svoje spiace deti,
vzdy sa zamyslim nad ich budicnostou. Casto vychovu pre ti nedohladni zodpovednost citim ako
tarchu. Vo vSeobecnosti sme nepripraveni vychovavat deti, ako by bolo treba. Len habkame, ako
kto vie a uhadne. Casto si neviem rady, ako sa mam v tom a onom pripade vo¢i detom zachovat. A
moje deti su zdarné i nadané, dobry ,material” pre vychovu — a jednako zda sa mi tazkou,
nedosiahnutelnou. Neodbytne vsak citim, Ze vychova mojich deti mi je nateraz najprednejsou,
najdolezitejSou ulohou, ktorej musia ustupovat i opravnené osobné Ziadosti. Silnd, svata laska,
dobrovolne viaZuca sa k povinnosti. Jedine ta pomdha matkam vo vecitom sebezapierani.

ZVUK Prichddza otec.

OTEC Uz spia?

MATKA Spia.

OTEC Teraz sme v sklepe skoncili inventuru. Chyba jedna motyka a dve hrable. ESte piSes?
MATKA Len ¢osi zna¢im, pre deti. Na pamiatku.

OTEC Nalejem ti vina? ZVUK Nalievanie vina.

MATKA Ludo, kde sa vzali dusi¢ky nasich deti? Tie zvlastne osobné vlastnosti, ktoré sa ukazuju a
pomaly upeviiuju? Zda sa, ze my rodicia len s tdivom pozorujeme, ako sa odhaluju. Ci ozaj len na
to zveril ndm ich Ten, od koho pochadzaju?

OTEC Vidi$, nam zverili deti a ja nemdzem uénom zverit ani hrable. V kasine dnes ma byt jeden
délezity obchodnik zo Ziliny.

MATKA Som podla teba dobra matka?

OTEC Najlepsia, aki mohli nase deti dostat. ISiel by som nachvilu...
MATKA Len chod.

OTEC Hovoris, aby som Siel a chces, aby som zas ostal doma.
MATKA A ty hovoris, Ze som dobra matka a myslis si opak.

ZVUK Nalievanie vina.

OTEC Su dievcéatd od prirody nadané citom a porozumenim pre deti, ktoré sa s nimi rady bavia, s
trpezlivostou znasaju ich zvélu, vobec vidy zaujimaju sa s laskou o ne. Preduréené to mamicky.

MATKA Ja som k tymto nepatrila. Nerozumela som detom. Ked' plakali, boli mi pre maznavost
protivné; ked samopasili, boli mi neznesitelné, ked boli zlostné a sebevolné, bola by ich schuti
vySibala prdtom. Teraz na ne inak pozerdam — moje vlastné ma tomu naudili. Ale napokon maju i
svoje chyby, tieZz nepovedomé, o ktorych nevieme, kde sa beru.

OTEC Dedia ich deti po rodicoch a prarodi¢och donekonecna, ako ich i ti dedili... Nevies, kde mam
kabat?



2/ ELENA, IVAN, or ON EDUCATION
Evening, mother writing. Children are asleep.

MOTHER /writing/ December 27th, 1880. My little Ivan turns two tonight at ten o'clock - how fast
the time races by! | do wish | could slow it down to keep it from kidnapping my children’s
delightfulness - as much as | wish to hurry it up so | could be freed from the constant tension and
attention. Every sight of my sleeping children makes me question their future. Their upbringing
feels like a burden of responsibility | can’t escape. | believe we are not ready to raise children the
way we are supposed to. Bewildered, we keep guessing the right move. | often find myself
uncertain of how to behave or react around my children. My children have talents and abilities,
they should be “easy” to raise - and despite it all the task feels arduous, insurmountable. However,
| deeply believe this task to be the most superior and essential role of my life, regardless of how
justified my personal needs might be. Vigorous, sacred love, willingly tying oneself down to duty.
That is the only thing aiding mothers in their perpatual renunciation.

SOUND Father walks in.

FATHER Are they asleep?

MOTHER They are.

FATHER We have just finished inventory. One hoe and two rakes are missing. Are you still writing?
MOTHER Only making notes, for the kids. To remember.

FATHER Wine?

SOUND Wine pouring.

MOTHER Ludo, where do those little souls of our children originate? Those peculiar personal traits
that slowly start showing and claiming their space? It would appear as parents, we are mere
bystanders in awe, watching them unfold. Could it really be Him who had entrusted us with their
lives?

FATHER See, we had been entrused with children and | can’t even trust my apprentice with a rake.
An esteemed business man from Zilina is said to come to the Casino tonight.

MOTHER Do you think I'm a good mother?

FATHER | can’t imagine a better one for our children. | was thinking | would drop by...
MOTHER Just go.

FATHER You say | should go and you want me to stay home.

MOTHER And you say I’'m a good mother and think the opposite.

SOUND Wine pouring.

FATHER Are girls born with natural empathy and understanding for children, enjoying time with
them, having the patience for their tantrums, caring for them lovingly? Meant to be mothers.

MOTHER | was never one of them. | never understood children. They had annoyed me when they
cried; | couldn’t stand when they were going wild, | wanted to whip them when they were being
mean and stubborn. | have a different view now - my own children taught me that. But they have
their own flaws after all, without us knowing where they come from.

FATHER They inherit them from their parents and grandparents, endlessly - just like they had
inherited them... Have you seen my coat?



MATKA Visi v predsieni. Predtym som bola presvedcend, Ze ich chyby padaju na vrub jedine
rodi¢ovskej nedbalosti, Ze keby sa len rodicia vazne a vytrvale na to vzali, mohli by ich celkom
vyhladit a vykorenit. No teraz vidim, Ze vSetci rodi¢ia chceli by mat bezchybné deti, i kresu ich
podla toho pravym i nepravym sp6sobom, ale do bezchybnosti neokresu ich nikdy. To je otupné...

OTEC | naSe deti maju svoje chyby. Elenka je sice mudre dievcatko. Je i Sfachetnd dusicka, hotova
letiet kazdému na pomoc, a jednako, ukazuje sa pri nej istd nepoddajnost, osoblivost, neuznanie
svojej chyby, urazenost, ked'sa jej neprisudi to, ¢o sama za dobré uznava.

MATKA Teraz som si spomenula, Ze tie hrable a motyka, ¢o v sklepe chybaju, si pred troma
mesiacmi priniesol domov. Mame ich v stodole.

OTEC Ja som zo sklepa Ziadne hrable nepriniesol.
MATKA Nemali sme na jesen ¢im pohrabat listie, tak si ich priniesol.
OTEC To by som mal poznacené vo svojom zapisniku, ukaz mi, kde je to napisané!

MATKA V mnohych zahyboch Elenkinej povahy ju ani nechapem, lebo vo svojej nemam kluca k nej,
preto mi je i tazko na fu vplyvat. Celkom inaksi je Ivan. Toho chapem v kazdom hnuti jeho proste;j
dusic¢ky a Uprimného srdiecka.

OTEC U Ivana pri vSetkej milote zavse prepukne chlapéenské zurvalstvo. Je hnevlivy, ale da sa
obmakdit. Ba tak je nachylny verit vo svoju vinnost, Ze priznava sa previneniu niekedy, i ked ho
nespachal.

MATKA Nie ty si tie hrable priniesol, ale ja! Ja som iSla do obchodu a sama som si bez vsetkého
zobrala dvoje hrabli a naraz som nimi hrabala. Aha, tu to mas poznacéené. 28. september 1880.

OTEC Ukaz? Vychovavas syna, nesmies si namyslat, Ze vychovas z neho anjela.
MATKA Ale ved ja ho anjelom ani nechcem mat.
OTEC Nevies, kde mam klobuk?

MATKA Tam kde si ho zavesil. Rada by som z neho vychovat len dobrého, charakterného, v kazdom
ohlade podareného ¢loveka.

OTEC A rukavice?

MATKA V mnohych pripadoch neviem, ako sa zachovat k detom. Bez trestania, len laskou a
rozumnym slovom ich vychovat nemozno.

OTEC Maloktoré deti sa daju dobre vychovat bez pomoci trestu. Dat im kladat, v horsom pripade
zatvorit ich do kutice. Idem, pridem. Boztek.

MATKA Aspori v tom keby ma mohol niekto ubezpedit, Ze nebudi nezdarné a Ze si ich k dospelosti
dochovam, tieto nase dve deti. Ze mi neumrie ani jedno a Ze ani ja pred¢asne neodumriem, ako
moja mama.

3/ SVETLA A TIENE

MATKA /pise/ Januar 1881. Marka bola od rana v Pribovciach za akymsi svojim vykonavanim, nuz
som mala deti cely den na krku. UZ od rana ma tak umorili svojimi veCitymi, neprestajnymi
otazkami, Ze som si okolo desiatej s celkom oSialenou hlavou musela lahnat na divan.

ZVUK Matka spi. Deti sa hraju v izbe.

IVAN Mamka! Mami! Spis? Ja ta lada mam, ty si moja mamka!



MOTHER Hanging in the entrance. | used to believe only parents and their negligence were to
blame for their child’s flaws - if parents were truly to take upbringing seriously, they could
eradicate and eliminate all errors. But now | see that all parents dream of having flawless children,
taking good and bad measures, but they can never make a child perfect. How dull...

FATHER Our children have their flaws. Elenka is a smart girl, a noble soul, always prepared to help
everyone - and yet, she is stubborn, untameable, self-willed, easily offended.

MOTHER | just remembered - the rake and the hoe you couldn’t find - you brought them home
three months ago. In the barn.

FATHER | never brought a rake from of the shop.
MOTHER You did, we needed it to rake the leaves in the autumn.
FATHER | would’ve made a note about that! Show me where | wrote it down!

MOTHER My own nature makes it difficult for me to understand some layers of Elenka’s
personality, which results in my limited influence on her. lvan is quite different. | understand his
genuine little soul and honest heart perfectly.

FATHER Despite of Ivan’s good heart, his boyish revolt often takes over. He is irritable but meek.
He can be so guilt-ridden that he will admit to doing wrong even if he hasn’t done anything.

MOTHER It wasn’t you, | brought the rake! | went to the shop, took two rakes and raked the
leaves. Look, here’s a note - September 28th, 1880.

FATHER Let me see. You're raising a boy, you shouldn’t mistake him for an angel.

MOTHER | don’t want him to be an angel.

FATHER Have you seen my hat?

MOTHER Exactly where you had hung it. | wish to raise him into a good, honorable, aimable man.
FATHER And my gloves?

MOTHER I’'m often at a loss how to treat children. One can not quite raise them without
punishment, with only love and understanding.

FATHER | would consider it rare to see children properly brought up without punishment. Let them
kneel, shut them in a closet. I’'m off. Kiss.

MOTHER | wish someone would at least assure me that our two children will be decent and that |
will live long enough to see them grow into adults. That they will both survive childhood and |
won’t leave them prematurely like my own mother.

3/ LIGHTS AND SHADOWS

MOTHER /writing/ January 1881. Marka spent the whole day away in Pribovce, running errands
while | took care of the children. They have so worn me down with their endless, incessant
guestions that by the time it was ten o’clock, | had to lay down and rest my spinning head on the
sofa.

SOUND Mother sleeping. Children playing in the room.

IVAN Mommy! Mommy! You asleep? | love you cause you're my mommy!



ELENKA Mamka sa hovori len u chudobnych fudi, u panov je mama.

IVAN Kto povedal?

ELENA Teta Marka. Ale u nas je mamulka. Mamulka spis$? Iv€o, aha vlk! Mami, je tu vik! Vstavaj,
lebo ta zozerie! Auuu! Auud!

IVAN Kde? Ukaz vlka!

ELENKA Otvorila oci. Auuu!

IVAN Hed! Hes! Uz i$ou pre¢, delako—delakd, do holi, do vody! Mamka moja dobld, mamka! Cisa
nebojis, mamka?

MATKA Nie, nebojim sa, chlaptek moj, ked'si ty pri mne!

IVAN Mama a zbije$ Elenku?

MATKA Za ¢o?

IVAN Ze ta zobudila.

ELENKA A Ivan by mal ist stat do kuta...

OTEC /krici spoza dveri/ Elenka!

MATKA Oteckovi nepoviete, Ze ste ma museli budit a ani jeden z vas nepdjde do kuta.

OTEC Elenka! Pod ideme sa prechadzat! Pred obedom ta budem ucit poriadne kracat. Jeden—dva,
jeden—dva. Spi¢ky vonku, nie dnu. Jeden — dva, jeden — dva. Aspori ti vyhladne a koneéne sa
poriadne najes.

ELENKA Ale ja nechcem jest.

OTEC Tak budes pit na obed vina. /Nalieva/ Dobré vinko som ti nalial Elenka?
ELENKA Ved to je voda. Ale aj voda je dobra.

ZVUK Smiech.

IVAN Zel, oteco, zel!

MATKA Ivéo, nehovori sa Zer.

IVAN Nie zlac —jedzkaj. Jedzkaj ty huncutska mama.

OTEC Mama, vino?

MATKA Nedbam.

ZVUK Otec preleje do pohdra celu flasu.

IVAN Oco ty si nalial celd ffasu!

MATKA To mi je privela, polovicu odlej do druhého pohara.

ZVUK Otec vypije cely pohdr na ex. PoloZi pohdr na stél. Odide.
ELENKA /s placom/ Ma—ma mo—ija, ten o—otecko ti vSet—ko vypil!
IVAN Mami, otecko tak vypil. Glo-glo-glo. Na ex.

OTEC /vracia sa s flasou/ Otvoril som ti druhu flasu. Zdalo sa mi uz kyslé.

IVAN Mamka, ty si somarik, aj acec je somarik.



ELENKA Poor people say mommy, upper class says maman.
IVAN Says who?

ELENA Auntie Marka. But we say mommy! You asleep mommy? Ivanko, look, a wolf! Mommy,
there’s a wolf! Get up or he’ll eat you!

IVAN Where? Show me the wolf!
ELENKA She opened her eyes.

IVAN Shoo! Shoo! He’s gone now - far away, far, to the water, to the woods! My dear mommy,
mommy! Aren’t you afraid mommy?

MOTHER No I’'m not, my sweet boy, as long as you’re here with me.
IVAN Mom and are you going to punish Elenka?

MOTHER For what?

IVAN For waking you up.

ELENKA Ivan should go kneel in the corner.

FATHER /shouts from behind the door/ Elenka!

MOTHER You are not to tell daddy you had to wake me up - and either of you will end up in the
corner.

FATHER Elenka! Come, we'll go for a walk. I'll teach you to walk properly, every day before lunch.
One-two, one-two. Toes straight, not pointing inside. We’ll walk, you’ll get hungry and have a
proper meal for once.

ELENKA But I’'m not hungry.

FATHER You’ll get wine for lunch then. /pouring a glass/ Do you like the wine Elenka?
ELENKA That’s water. But water’s good too.

SOUND Laughter.

IVAN Chew, papa, chew!

MOTHER Ivko, we don’t say chew.

IVAN No chew —eat. Eat you funny mommy.

FATHER Some wine, mommy?

MOTHER Why not.

SOUND Father finishes the bottle into her glass.

IVAN Daddy you poured the whole bottle!

MOTHER That’s too much, pour to another glass too.

SOUND Father drinks the whole glass. Puts it on the table. Leaves.

ELENKA /crying/ Ma—ma, ma—ma, but da—ddy drank eve—ry—thing!

IVAN Mommy, daddy drank like this. Glo-glo-glo. All of it.

FATHER /coming back with another bottle/ | opened a new bottle for you. That one has gone sour.

IVAN Mommy, you're a little donkey and daddy is a donkey too.



4/ DEAD IS NOT THE END

MATKA /pise/ Februar 1881. Rano Elenka lezala pri mne v posteli a narozpravala mi plné usi svojich
mudrovani. Po tieto ¢asy najviac sa zapodieva poctami, pri praci ma prenasleduje, aby som ju z
neho ,prerectovala“.

ELENA Mama moja, Ivanovi daj len tri hrusky, ked' je on trojro¢ny, a mne pat, lebo ja mam pat
rokov. Sak, ked' Ivan bude mat pat rokov, ja budem mat sedem? Ale ked budem mat dvanast, uz i
teba dohonim. Sak dotial e$te nebudes stard, len potom odrazu budeme staré? Dockaj ma, lebo ja
by som chcela, Zeby sme odrazu boli staré, aj odrazu umreli, a potom i v hrobe budeme takto
spolu lezat ako teraz — Sak mama moja? Mama, i potom budem rada mat baby, ked budem velka.
Len aZ budem velmi, velmi stard, potom uz nie. Vie$, potom — (rozmyslajic) — ked uzZ na druhy
dent umriem.

MATKA Elka, ty by si mala dlhsie Zit ako ja.

ELENA Mama, ako to bude, ked'my umrieme?

MATKA Nas pochovaju, dietatko moje, a ini budu tu Zit, kde my teraz Zijeme.

ELENA Ale miesto nds — Sak?

MATKA Ano — ludia vidy mru a vidy sa rodia novi.

ELENKA Mama, ta druha Elenka bude krajsie chodit ako ja — 3ak? Ja i s Ivanom radsej odidme do
toho neba k dobrému Jeziskovi a panubohu, lebo je tam iste lepSie ako tu. Kazdy vecer sa budeme
bavit s anjelikmi a tieZ nam narastu kridelka. Mama, a to budeme musiet bez Siat chodit?

MATKA Neviem. Mozno.

ELENA Ale ved dobry JeZisko a panboh nas pre to veru nebudu vysmievat. A potom budem
roznasat stromceky na Vianoce detom.

IVAN | ja budem.
MATKA A my s ockom budeme robit ¢o? Nam tu bude bez vds smutno.

ELENKA Ved'i vy pOjdete do neba so mnou. Bude najlepsie, ked budeme vsetci spolu. Mama a je
ozaj v tom nebi dlazka dost tepld pre bosé nohy?

IVAN Mama a ako sa ta dostat? Dame splavit taky velicizny, velicizny lebrrik.

MATKA /pise/ Casto rozmysla o smrti, ale mne sa to vidi byt pred¢asnou zrelostou. Raz sa ma
opytuje, ako je to, Ze srdce v nds vidy ,skace”, kym Zijeme, a preCo prestane skakat, ked umrieme?
| dopodrobna chce sa poucit, ¢o to ¢loveku postelt do rakvy, ako si ta lahne. Vsetko tykajtice sa
smrti zda sa jej byt samo od seba sa rozumejlcim, nie strasnym. Pozdejsie, ked sme na to uz boli
pozabudli, sedela som pri stoliku, lvan stal pri mne a zrazu mi povie.

IVAN Mama, ja ci zomlem.
MATKA Nie, moj vtacik zlaty — neumries mi!

IVAN /veselo/ Zomlem tam do chlobu, do cintolina. A potom nam tam bude doble, v chlobe, —
budeme si spolu sepkat.



4/ DEATH IS NOT THE END

MOTHER /writing/ February 1881. Elenka spent the morning laying next to me, talking my ear off
with her little pieces of wisdom. She is presently most interested in numbers and math, following
me around while | work, asking me to give her problems to solve.

ELENKA Mommy dear, give three pears to lvanko, since he’s three, and give me five, because I'm
five years old. When Ivanko will be five years old, I'll be seven, right? But once I’'m twelve, I'll be
almost as old as you are. You won’t be old, because then we’d both be old, right? You should wait
for me because | want us to be old at the same time, and die at the same time, so we could be
buried together and lay next to each other like now, you know mommy? Mom, but | will still play
with dolls, even if I’'m big. I'll only stop playing with them once I’'m really, really old. You know —
(thinking) and the next day I'll die.

MOTHER Elka, you should live much longer than me.

ELENKA Mommy, what happens when we die?

MOTHER We shall be buried, my child, and others will live where we live now.
ELENKA Instead of us - right?

MOTHER Indeed - people die and new people are born.

ELENKA Mommy, and the new Elenka will walk better than me - right? Me and Ivan will rather go
heaven to little Jesus and to God, because heaven is better than here. Every night we’ll talk to
angels and we’ll grow wings like them. Mommy and do we have to walk around without clothes in
heaven?

MOTHER | don’t know. Perhaps.

ELENKA But good little Jesus and God won't laught at us, will they. And I'll deliver trees for children
at Christmas.

IVAN Me too!
MOTHER What shall me and daddy do without you? We would miss you dearly.

ELENKA You’ll come to heaven with me. | believe it would be best if we're all together. Mommy
and are the floors in heaven warm enough for bare feet?

IVAN Mommy and how we get there? We have a biig, biig, ladder made and cliiimb!

MOTHER /writing/ Death occupies her mind quite a bit but | think she’s just prematurely grown.
She asks why does our heart “jump” in our body when we’re alive and why does it stop once we
die. She wants to know details of how does a person get into a coffin, how does he lie down. All
matters of death feel almost natural to her, instead of frightening. Later, | was sitting at the table,
Ivan next to me and suddenly he says.

IVAN Mommy, | will die.
MOTHER No, my sweet little boy - you won’t!

IVAN Jjoyfully/ 1 will, and I'll be buried at the cemetery. And we’ll be under the ground - and we
will whisper to each other!



5/ POZIAR

MATKA /pise/ August 1881. Od toho pre nds dost osudného 5. maja 1881, ked bol velky poziar v
Martine, ktory zachvatil i dom, v ktorom byvame i obchodujeme, malo si znacim o mojich detoch.
Pribudli nam vselijaké hmotné starosti, ktoré vyrazaju mysel z rovnovahy. A najvacsia starost nam
je ta, Zze po ohni presiel dom, v ktorom byvame, do inych rdk a my s obchodom musime sa do
jesene z neho vypratat. Budeme musiet stavat.

6/ STAVBA

OTEC Na Ziadnej pile suché drevo na krov nemaju! Obisiel som vSetky. Vraj bude na rok. A Ze to rok
vopred sme mali objednat, ked teraz ideme stavat. A & som ja vedel, e vyhorime?! Co mam ist a?
na Oravu?! Vsetky starosti si na mne, kym sa tu ty bavi$ s detmi.

MATKA A ¢o mam ist s detmi na Oravu?

OTEC Len som si chcel ulahdit! Idem do kasina.

ELENKA /poloseptom/ Mama moja, Ci sa otecko na teba nahneval? Na teba tak krical?
MATKA Nie na mnia, nie; neboj sa.

ELENKA A na koho?

MATKA Na vselikoho a na vseli¢o. Ma teraz mnoho starosti..

ELENKA Sak pri stavani?

IVAN Mamka moja, pleco si takd smutna?

MATKA Ved som uz nie smutna, ked'si ty pri mne!

IVAN Mama moja, ty si moja dlaha dusicka!

MATKA /Pise./ Ako asi trpi cit Gtlych deti pri zvadach a hnevlivych vystupoch nesvornych rodicov,
ako sa im detska radost zatemni a Cista mysel pokali...

7/ VACSIE DETI, VACSIA STAROST

MATKA /pise/ Oktéber 1883. Od toho roku, ako byvame vo svojom dome, velmi zanedbavam tieto
zapisky o detoch. Vlani uZ skoro v pol novembri mohli sme sa sem prestahovat. V zime bolo roboty
a starosti, kym sme sa so vSetkym umiestili a udomacnili, a od v€asnej jari az dosial neprestajne
robotujem okolo zdhrady, ktora je az privelka a ktoru este len vyrabame. S premenou byvania
akosi zmenil sa ndm cely sp6sob Zivobytia — a to nie k dobrému. Neoblahcilo sa ndm tu, ale
citelne pritazilo.

8/ SKOLA

MATKA /pise/ Elenka stala sa Ziackou este zjari tohto roku. V pondelok 16. Aprila 1883 zaviedla
som ju do Skoly, pricom sa ona akosi slavnostne a blazené citila. Doma sa pekne radom odobrala
od nas, Ze nas to vsetkych dojalo.

V noci. Elenka zacne budit rodicov.

ELENKA Mami vstavaj! Vstavaj! Zmeskam do skoly!



5/ FIRE

MOTHER /writing/ August 1881. May 5th 1881 was a fatal day. Fire almost destroyed the house
we lived and worked in. | haven’t made many notes about my children since. Material problems
disrupted our harmony. The greatest obstacle is having to move out until autumn, since our
almost burned down house now belongs to someone else. The only solution seems to be to build
ourselves a new house.

6/ CONSTRUCTION

FATHER I can’t find dry truss wood! | went to every sawmill. They say next year. They say lif |
wanted to build a house, | should’ve placed an order last year. Could I’'ve known we were going to
burn down? Should | go all the way up to Orava? It’s all weighing on my shoulders while you waste
time entertaining the children.

MOTHER Do you want me to pack the children and go Orava myself?

FATHER Just needed to get it off my chest. I’'m off to the casino.

ELENKA /whispering/ Mommy, is daddy upset with you? Why did he raise his voice like that?
MOTHER No, not with me; don’t worry.

ELENKA Who then?

MOTHER All kinds of people and all of kinds of things upset him now. He has a lot on his plate.
ELENKA Because of the house?

IVAN Mommy dear, why are you so sad?

MOTHER | can’t be sad for long when you’re here with me!

IVAN Mommy, you’re my dearest!

MOTHER /writing/ How must these distressed parent arguments weigh on the delicate feelings of
children, how it must dim the light of their joy and sully their pure minds.

7/ BIGGER CHILDREN, BIGGER WORRIES

MOTHER /writing/ October 1883. Ever since we moved into our new home, | have been neglecting
these notes about my children. We managed to move in here last November. We spent the whole
winter to settling in and making a home. I've been working in our garden incessantly since early
spring. The garden is much too big and there is a lot of work for us to do. Our way of life has
changed since we moved - but not for the better. Life has not become easier for us, but decidedly
more challenging.

8/ SCHOOL

MOTHER /writing/ Elenka started going to school in the spring. | took her to her first school day on
Monday, April 16th 1883 and it was a quite a ceremonial and joyous occasion for her. She said her
goodbye to everyone at home that morning and moved us to tears.

At night. Elenka wakes up her parents.
ELENKA Mommy wake up! Wake up! | shall be late for school!



MATKA /nahnevane/ Ale, Elenka, ¢i sa ti rozum Cisti?

ELENKA /placlivo/ A kolko je hodin?

MATKA To si mala najprv pozriet, nie hned vospust sveta fudi burit. Je pol druhej po polnoci.
ELENKA Ked'je tak vidno. Myslela som si, Ze ste vsetci uz povstdvali, len som sa nahlila obliect sa.
MATKA Tak sa vyzlec a naspat si [ahni. Ja ta rano zobudim.

ELENKA Ked'ja neviem, ¢i eSte zaspim.

MATKA Spi.

ELENKA /Sepkd/ Mami a rano, by som mohla ist do Skoly uz o hodinu skér?

MATKA A ¢o tam budes robit?

ELENKA Umyjem tabulu, vyrovnam lavice. Tak aby bol pan rechtor spokojny. Mézem ist uz
o Siestej?

Elena postavi otca z postele na nohy.

OTEC /nahnevane/ Skor ako o pol 6smej do Skoly nepdjdes!
ELENA Ale mna pan rechtor nazval prvou Ziackou!

OTEC A vies, Ze prvi budu posledni a posledni budu prvi.

ELENKA /place/ Ved pri mame, aj pridem posledna do skoly. DIho ma ¢ese, potom nestihne
nachystat ranajky.

OTEC Elena krot sa, lebo do Skoly nepdjdes vobec.

ELENA Podla zédkona mam pravo na Sestrocnu skolsku dochadzku.

OTEC A podla m6jho zdkona budes spat do Siestej, idedlne do pol siedmej.
IVAN UZ vstavame? Ideme sa hrat?

MATKA Ps$sst. Spinkajte.

9/ KILL BILL

MATKA /pise/ Este vo vacsej miere nadchadza ma pocit, Ze unikd mi ¢osi drahé, ¢o nevladzem
zastavit, ked' vidim, ako sa Ivan berie pre¢ z domu za zabavkami s kamaratmi, ako sa dobre citi, ked'
mbze umknut spod nasho dozoru, z domacich puat. Trapi ma i prosta, obycajna starost, Ze si lvan
pri svojej nepozornosti a nepremyslenosti telesne ublizi.

IVAN /s placom/ Mami! Mami!
MATKA Co sa stalo?!
IVAN Mami! Au. Au.

MATKA /pise/ Tak sa i stalo, Ze sa velmi poudieral alebo tvar si doskriabal, padnuc z rebrika. Ba raz
mohol rovno aj o Zivot prist. Spadol zo susedovie gazdovského voza tak, Ze ho poder hodilo na
kamennej dlazbe, a len to bolo stastie, Ze kolesa cez neho nepresli. Spadol zo schodov veducich na
kostolnu vezu. Len ¢o sa Siel bavit do zahrady, uz sa mal zatopit v prielube, z ktorej polievame
zeleninu.

IVAN /place/ Ja uz viac bez nasho dovolenia nepdjdem nikam! Slubujem mamka, slubujem.



MOTHER /angrily/ Elenka, are you out of your senses?
ELENKA /almost crying/ What time is it then?

MOTHER You should have taken a look first, before revolting against the entire world. It’s half past
one, after midnight.

ELENKA But it’s so light out. | thought all of you were already up so | hurried to get dressed.
MOTHER Get undressed then and go to bed. | shall wake you up in the morning.

ELENKA But | don’t think | can go to sleep.

MOTHER Go to sleep.

ELENKA /whispering/ Mommy, and could you take me to school an hour early?

MOTHER Why on earth would you want to do that?

ELENKA | will clean the blackboard, straighten the benches. | want to please the rector. Could | go
at six in the morning?

Elena forces her father to jump out of bed.

FATHER /angrily/ You will go to school at eight and not a minute sooner!

ELENKA But the rector said | was the very first pupil!

FATHER And you know very well that the first will be last and the last will be first.

ELENKA /crying/ But with mommy, I'll be the last to arrive. It takes her so long to comb my hair
and then she has no time to prepare breakfast.

FATHER Elena, calm yourself or you shall stay at home.

ELENKA | have the right for six-year school attendance. It's the law.

FATHER My law is that you will stay in bed until six, preferably until six-thirty.
IVAN Are we getting up? Shall we play?

MOTHER Shhht. Go to sleep.

9/ KILL BILL

MOTHER /writing/ I've been progressively feeling that | am missing something precious, that |
don’t have the power to Ivan when | see him running out of the house to play and fool around
with his friends; how he enjoys those moments out of our reach, freed from the shackles of
household. I'm bothered by simple, ordinary worries that his lack of direction and consideration
will result in physical injury.

IVAN /crying/ Moom! Moom!
MOTHER What happened?!
IVAN Moom! Quch. Ouch.

MOTHER /writing/ And of course it happened, he either fell or bruised his face taking a fall down
the ladder. Could have died once, falling from our neighbour’s carriage straight onto the stone
cobbles and he was lucky the wheels didn’t run over him. He even fell off the church tower
stairwell. He just wandered off to play in the garden and we almost found him drowning in a
manger we use to water our vegetables.

IVAN /crying/ | shall not leave the house without your permission! | promise mommy, | promise.



10/ TRPEZLIVOST

MATKA /Pise/ Januar 1884. Na minulé Vianoce moje deti uz samy pripravovali si viano¢ny
stromcéek — uZ vedia, Ze ho nedonasa JezZisko. Elenka este vlani zacala javit pochybnosti; teraz
medzi Skolskymi detmi uz celkom vyrastla z tej blahej predstavy. A v nasledujlce rano odriekala
nam Elenka svoj v $kole nauceny vianocny vins vazne a bezchybne. LedvaZe ho dokoncila, vyviedla
Ivana za ruku a predriekala mu iny ,,vins“, ktory v Skole vraj ucili sa mensie deti. To bolo nase milé
vianocné prekvapenie od nasich deti.

MATKA Ked som s detmi, ¢asto sa mi vidi, akoby som bola uz hodne star3, Ze ich uz ddvno
vychovavam, Ze som mnoho tazkosti podstupila s nimi.

OTEC Ved este len na rok bude$ mat tridsat.

MATKA Hoci pritom uchodi moja mladost, najviac si Ziadam, aby boli uz starsie, Ze by boli von z
nebezpecného veku, kde umrtnost deti je eSte velka. Keby sme boli uz dalej — len dalej a dale;j!
OTEC Trpezlivost, Elena, trpezlivost.

11/ DAJTE MI POKO)J

IVAN Mama moja, prosim ta, daj mi ten druhy bic, sprav mi flintu — pil by som vody, ¢ka sa mi —
chcem si ruky umyt — vykroj mi jadra z jabi¢ka — zastrdhaj mi ceruzku, idem malovat — tla¢i ma v
topanke, vyzuj a obuj ma.

MATKA /pise/ Takto to ide temer neprestajne. Su to malé sluzbicky, ale nesmierne vycerpavaju
dospelého cloveka, najma ked ma k tomu iné svoje surne prace. K tomu este i ustavicné
vtahovanie mamy do svojej detskej hry. Teba vyCerpa sto raz cez den, ale dieta je nevycerpatelné.
Trpezlivost ti je stale napinana aZ do prasknutia, hoci sa pritom ¢asto musis$ i usmievat nad ich
usilovnym, vSete¢nym kutenim.

IVAN Mama, a preco je stol z dreva? Mama moja, pre¢o my v tme nevidime? Mamka, preco leva
volaju levom — ved by ho mohli aj inak volat? Sak, mama, Sak: Co je vacsie, to je i Sirsie?

MATKA Dajze mi uz pokoj, Ilvan moj, pozeraj obrazy! Nepchajze mi vSetko do oci! Ujdize odtial, tam
mi zavadzias!

ELENKA Mama! Doma som!

IVAN Ela, konecne! Pod sa hrat! Hodiny zastrelit!
ELENKA Pif—paf!

IVAN Lampu zhodit!

ELENA U3 je!

IVAN Oblok zahlusit!

ELENA Uz je!

IVAN Pec rozrucat! Zrkadlo roztrieskat! Horre! Na mamu! Utok!



10/ PATIENCE

MOTHER /writing/ January 1884. My children decorated the Christmas tree themselves last year -
they know baby Jesus is not the one delivering it. Elenka had had her doubts for a while; but now,
finding her place among other school-children, she has grown out of such foolish ideas. The next
morning, she stood before us, reciting Christmas wishes she had learned in school, in a collected
and perfect manner. She was barely finished when she took Ivan’s hand, took him to the other
room and taught him another Christmas “wish” she’d learned, suitable for younger children. That
was a delightful Christmas surprise from our children.

MOTHER When | spend time with our children, | often feel old, as if I'd been raising them for a
very long time, suffering a great deal with them.

FATHER You only turn thirty next year.

MOTHER | wish they were older already, | wish them to grow out of this dangerous age in which
children are more likely to die - even though it means giving up on my younger years. | want to be
as far from this age as possible.

FATHER Have patience, Elena, patience.
11/ LEAVE ME ALONE

IVAN Mommy dear, give me the other whip, make me a sling - | need water, | have hiccups - | need
to wash my hands - cut an apple for me - sharpen my pencil, | want to draw - my shoes are too
tight, take them off and put them back on for me.

MOTHER /writing/ It is truly incessant. Small favors that are so tiresome for a parent, particularly if
one has their own burden of housework. The child exhausts you a hundred times a day but the
child itself never gets tired. Our patience is stretched impossibly thin while you have to smile and
nod to their eager and inquisitive fluttering.

IVAN Mommy, and why are tables made of wood? Mommy, why can’t we see in the dark?
Mommy, why is lion called a lion - he could have other names, right? Right, mommy, right: what’s
bigger is also wider, right?

MOTHER My dear Ivan, leave me alone and look at the paintings for a seconf! Don’t force me to
look at everything! Move over, you are in my way!

ELENKA Mom! I’'m home!

IVAN Ela, finally! Come play with me! Shoot the clock!
ELENKA Pew-pew!

IVAN Knock over the lamp!

ELENKA Done!

IVAN Kill the window!

ELENKA Done!

IVAN Destroy the furnace! Smash the mirror! Upwards! Attack mom! Attack!



MATKA Deti moje, dajte mi trochu pokoja! Chcem si nie¢o zapisat. /PiSe:/ Myslienky sa snuju,
pytaju sa i do pera — ale na to temer ani pomyslenia. Tak je to, byt Zenou a matkou. Zo dna na
den, z roka na rok potla¢am svoje osobné Ziadosti a ndklonnosti. Kym som bola dievéatom,
nepovolilo sa mi ¢asu na pisanie, aby som sa neodcudzila domacim povinnostiam; ako som vydat3,
samé povinnosti. Vzdy sa citim v otroctve hmoty, lebo pokial sa len pamatam, vzidy som bola
nutena dbat na hmotné potreby domacnosti, ¢o som tym vacSmi pocitovala ako neznesitelnu
tarchu, Ze som od prirody nemala zmyslu pre hmotny blahobyt v holom jeho poniati, nechapala
som, ako mozu byt l[udom hmotné zaujmy prednejsie od duchovnych, ako mézu pre ne pachat
nepravosti, v ich dosiahnuti vidiet vrchol blaha a spokojnosti. Teda jarmo hmoty ja tazko nesiem —
a jednako sa mi vidi, Ze som preduréena niest ho aZ do konca Zivota. SliZzim hmote bez lasky k nej,
ba s nendvistou, nuZ i ona podla toho sa mi odmiena: tyran—hmota drzi ma vo svojich okovach.
Otec vecer ide do kasina a pre mna nastane chvila Uplnej tichosti i zaziadaného pokoja, az ked' deti
pospia. Ale pracovat perom, na to som uz privelmi vyéerpanad telesne i dusevne. Aspori dobrym
¢itanim si v tom svdatom pokoji mézem prihoviet, ak som nie celkom umdleta.

IVAN Mami, tu som vylial.

MATKA Tak to poutieraj.

ELENKA Mdma, lvan mi olial aktovku! Moje knihy!

OTEC Som doma! Obed, uz je hotovy? Chcem stihnut aj slofika.

MATKA Dajte mi vSetci pokoj!!! Mne uzZ brni v hlave od tych detskych reci, otazok a vysvetlovani,
nevyslovne sa mi Ziada trochu tichosti, pokoja, oddychu.

IVAN /modli sa/ Jezitko m6j a dobry, prosim Ta pokorne, odpust mi, ak som a bol zIy, a pomahaj
mi Ty sam, aby som sa lepsim stat a mohol, Zeby si ma Ty vZdy rad a videl.

12/ SAMA DOMA

MATKA /pise/ 23. jun 1884. VSetci moji, muz i deti, su pre¢ zdomu — ostala som tu samotna. To sa
mi este neprihodilo, ako si moje deti na svete. Elenka si uz davno Ziadala ist k tete Belke, ktora je
pani fararkou na Dobronivej. Ilvan sa s otcom vrati domov o niekolko dni. Ako sa mi dnes rano
vsetko vymlelo, nastala okolo mna svata tichost. Ale oddychu mi jednako neprinesie. Dala som sa
do zakladného riadenia celého domu. Teraz vecer v$ak sedim samotna v izbe, nema tichost hladi
na mna zo vsetkych kutov, detského hlasku nepocut ani po dobrom, ani po zlom, ani milého
Stebotu, ani nemilého hasterenia sa. UZ su na Dobronivej — len aby tam nenarobili privela
protivné.

13/ LISTOVE TAJOMSTVO

MATKA /pise/ 10. Jul 1884. Ivan je chory. Dostal v tejto aZ velmi teplej dobe dostal velkd nadchu.
Pocujem, Ze osypky prichadzaju s takouto nadchou.

OTEC Konecne piSu z Dobronive;.
MATKA Takmer dva tyZdne ndas nechali ¢akat na list. Citaj!

OTEC /Cita:/ Mili nasi, hned na druhy deri po otcovom odchode oblahla Elenka, bola vo velkej
horucosti, aZ sa jej i vydal na povrch ¢erveny vysyp. Preto sme vam nepisali, kym nevedeli, aky
bude obrat. Sam vysyp nebol by nas podesil, i presiel celkom dobre, ale po nom sa dostavila zIa
vec: zapalenie dolného konca lavych pluc. S horiéostou, bolestou a tazkym, chréivym dychanim.
Bdeli sme nad nou vo dne, v noci a robili vSetko, aby chorobu zdolali. Zapalenie plic sme sice
odstranili, ale po nom hned nastupilo zapalenie prsnej blany, nastastie vsak nie vo velke;j sile.



MOTHER Children, give me a moment of peace! | need to write something down. /writes/ My
weaving thoughts are desperate to be penned down - but there is no time for such things. That is
the matter of being a woman and a mother. Day after day, year after year | supress my personal
needs and wishes. When | was still a girl, | wasn’t allowed to write as it would distract me from my
duties at home; for a married woman, it’s nothing but duties. | am enslaved by matter, for | have
been forced to care for material household matters ever since | can remember - and | have always
felt it was an unbearable burden - | have not been gifted by nature to care enough about
prosperity in its very essence, | never understood how people can worry about prosperity above
their spirit, how they can cause harm in the name of it, how they can see it as the only way
towards pleasure and happiness. Therefore | suffer bearing the yoke of matter - and | see | will
have to bear it as long as | live. | am a servant to the matter without any affection towards it, |
despise it and it treats me accordingly: a tyran - matter holds me firmly in its shackles. Father
leaves for his casino every night and | am only able enjoy a few moments of total silence and much
desired peace only after the children fall asleep. Reading brings even greater pleasure to the
sacred solitude, providing | am not entirely fatigued.

IVAN Mom, | spilled here.

MOTHER Wipe it then.

ELENKA Moom, Ivan spilled all over my purse! My books!

FATHER I’'m home! Is lunch ready? | wish to take a nap before | go.

MOTHER Leave me alone, all of you!!! My head is spinning with all the incessant children talk,
guestions, explanations, I'm desperate for a moment alone, in silence, in peace, to rest.

IVAN /praying/ Sweet and good Jesus, | humbly ask for your forgiveness if | had been and am
mean, and please help me yourself to become and be better, so that | am deserving of your eyes.

12/ HOME ALONE

MOTHER /writing/ June 23rd, 1884. All of them, my children and my husband are out of the house
- | am left alone here. It’s the very first time since my children were born. Elenka has been longing
to visit aunt Belka for quite some time now - aunt Belka is a clergywoman at Dobroniva. Ivan will
return with his father in a few days. Sacred silence surrounded me this morning but it won’t bring
me peace. | started cleaning the entire house. The evening has fallen and I’'m sitting alone in my
room, mute silence watching me from every corner, no high-pitched child voice to be heard, nor
the adorable, lovable tweeting, nor the unpleasant bickering.

13/ SECRETS IN LETTERS

MOTHER /writing/ July 10th, 1884. Ivan has fallen ill. He has gotten a cold despite the very hot
weather. | heard measles were a common occurance with such a cold.

FATHER Finally, a letter from Dobroniva.
MOTHER We waited for almost two weeks. Read it!

FATHER /reads/ Our dears, the day after father had left, Elenka got a fever so intense it made her
skin turn all red. We decided not to write to you before her condition improved. Her skin
recovered quite soon and quite well but was unfortunately followed by something worse:
pneumonia in the lower part of her left lung. She was feverish, in great pain and had difficulty
breathing. We stayed by her side day and night and did erverything we possibly could to get her
better. Pneumonia had subsided but again, that was followed by meningitis, however not too
serious.



MATKA Chudatko moje! Toto vSetko musela podstupit nasa mal3, slabd, stupla Elenka —

OTEC /Cita:/ Kym trvalo nebezpeéenstvo, nechceli sme vam pisat, aby sme vas privelmi nepolakali.
Elenku jednako este dlho nepustime z postele, aby znova neupadla, a budeme ju liecit proti
velkému zasliameniu, ktoré trva.

MATKA Boh ich Zehnaj! Na nich pripadla tarcha namahy, strachu a zodpovednosti. A k tomu
zavliekli sme chytlavd chorobu k nim — ktovie, ¢i sa i druhé deti tam nenakazia. Idem sa vychystat
na cestu!

OTEC Ivan leZi v osypkach. Elenka by teraz cestu isto nezvladla. Ked' trochu zosilnie, pojdes po fu.
MATKA O lvana sa akosi nebojim, len Elenka, Elenka!

MATKA /pise/ 30. Jul 1884. lvan uz davno vyzdravel z osypok. Elenka je eSte vidy chor3, este nie
sUca na cestu. Zapalenie prsnej blany nechce ustupit. Bojime sa velmi o fiu, ani na insie nemyslime.

14/ CHOROBA POSTUPUJE

MATKA /pise/ 10. September 1884. Prave pred mesiacom, vybrala som sa na Dobronivd po Elenku.
Ked sme domov prisli, bola velka radost s otcom a Ivanom, ktori nam na stanici boli oproti.

IVAN Elenka! Elenka!

OTEC Moja mala dievcicka, chuducka, bledd, ale bystra, vysmiata a vesela.
ELENKA Otecko, lvan.

IVAN Zahrame sa? Ty dnes mbzes komandovat.

ELENKA zakasle.

MATKA Lekar hovori, Ze z toho vsetkého vyzdravie, ale len velmi, velmi pomaly. Nariadil jej pit
seltersku vodu.

MATKA /pise/ 28. september 1884,
ZVUK Spievaju: Vela stastia, zdravia.

MATKA /pise/ Dnes vecer doplnila nasa Elenka 6smy rok svojho Zivota. Mal by ndm to teda byt
radostny den, ale mne je len este vidy neradostne okolo srdca ohladom nej. Zavse sa vidi byt
celkom dobre, i lepsie je — tu naraz, bez zrejmej priciny, vrati sa horucost a zasa ju zmori. Liek
horudost, pravda, zaZzenie, ale pri¢ina k nej len eSte tam vazi... Vazny krok v Zivote nasho Ivana:
predvéerom konecne som sa vystrojila a zaviedla som ho do Skoly — a tym teda nastal koniec jeho
milej, zlatej, detskej slobode.

IVAN Mama, pan rechtor povedali, Ze si mi dobre usila tento kepen — a Ze je to dobry keperi!
MATKA Vyzle€ ho, je mokry.

IVAN Dnes sme uz i ratali v Skole a vSetko som vedel.

ELENA A tazku ulohu?

IVAN Hej, povedali mi, Ze mamka mi da dve jabi¢ka a opytali sa, kolko mi ostane, ked'si jedno z
nich zjem.

ELENA A ty si co odpovedal?
IVAN Ze viak ja obidve zjem, alebo Ze to jedno, ¢o mi ostane, ddm radsej Elenke.

ELENKA Mama, i ja by som uZ chcela ist naspat do skoly, uz som zdrava. /Zakasle./



MOTHER My poor child! Having to suffer all of that, our small, fragile, tiny Elenka -

FATHER /reading/ We decided not to write you while she was still in danger, not to alarm you.
Elenka shall not leave her bed for quite a bit and to prevent her health from deteriorating, we shall
continue to treat her lungs for continuing emanciation.

MOTHER God bless them! They are strained with worry and responsibility. And we brought
infectious disease upon their house - who knows if other children can’t get ill. | will get ready for
the road.

FATHER Ivan is bed-ridden with measles. Elenka would not survive the trip back home. You will go
get her when she’s stronger.

MOTHER Somehow I’'m not worried about Ivan, but my Elenka, Elenka!

MOTHER /writing/ July 30th, 1884. Ivan is long recovered from measles now. Elenka is still veryill,
not strong enough to make the trip home. Meningitis won’t subside. We are so worried we can
barely think of anything else.

14/ THE DISEASE PROGRESSES

MOTHER /writing/ September 10th, 1884. A month has passed since | went to Dobroniva to bring
Elenka home. Father and Ivan were so excited to reunite with her when they picked us up at the
station.

IVAN Elenka! Elenka!

FATHER My sweet little girl, thin, pale, but present, joyful, all smiles.

ELENKA Daddy, Ivan.

IVAN Shall we play? You can be the commander.

ELENKA coughs.

MOTHER The doctor says she will recover but very, very slowly. She has to drink selter water.
MOTHER /writing/ September 28th, 1884.

SOUND Singing Happy birthday.

MOTHER /writing/ Our little Elenka turned eight tonight. It should be a joyful day but my heart still
feels anxious and distressed about her. At times she appears to be quite healthy, even thriving -
but then all of a sudden the fever comes back and she si unwell again. Medicine of course
remedies her fever but it doesn’t cure her... A crucial moment in our little Ivan’s life: the day
before yesterday | finally dressed him up and took him to school - putting an end to his adorable,
sweet, child-like freedom.

IVAN Mom, the rector praised the mantle you made for me - he said it was a great mantle!
MOTHER Take it off, it’s soaked.

IVAN We had math at school today and | knew all the answers.

ELENKA Was the task difficult?

IVAN It was, he asked if mom gives me two apples and | eat one of them, how many do | have.
ELENKA And what was your response?

IVAN That | would of course eat both apples or | would give the other one to Elenka.

ELENKA Mom, | wish | could go back to school, I’'m recovered already. /coughs/



MATKA Do postele! Elenka, pod'si fahnut do postele.

ELENKA Mami a mozZem zajtra kyvat zo sklepu detom, ked p6jdu do Skoly?
MATKA Mo6zes.

ELENKA A ty by si ma mohla ucit doma.

MATKA Ked ndm skonci praca na poli.

MATKA /pise/ 15. oktober 1884. Elenka navidomodi prichadza k sebe, chvéla Panu Bohu! Dobre je,
dobre spi, zda sa mi, i silnie a nadobuda zdravé vzozrenie. | ten kasel uz ma akysi zdravsi, jasnejsi
zvuk. | spieva si bez ndmahy. | dych ma uz dlhsi, a ked' ju doktor posledne preklepal, potesil nas, ze
i ten chory lavy bok jej pfs ma zasa zdravy zvuk. Odvtedy sa mi zasa cely svet vidi jasnejsSim.

15/ PRECO? PRECO? PRECO?
ZVUK Kasel Elenky.

MATKA /pise/ 23. november 1884. O Elenke som si bola temer ista, Ze nebezpedenstvo uz
pominulo: a teraz lezi v Sarlachu a vo velkej horucosti... Lekar nas tesi, Ze vydrzi, lebo choroba
prisla vraj len v miernom stupni — ale ja sa nemozem zbavit zIého tusenia. Ivan spava s otcom v
malej izbe z druhej strany pitvora. Do Skoly nesmie, aby Sarlach nerozniesol.

ELENA Mami, ¢o tolko piSe$ do toho zosita?

MATKA V3etko ti raz pre¢itam, ked budes starsia. Je ¢as podat liek. Otvor Usta.

ELENA Ada.

MATKA /pise/ 1. december 1884. Sarlach u Elenky presiel dost polahky —ale prsny neduh sa jej
obnovil. Boli ju v prsiach, dlho stone a niekedy sa i hlasno poZaluje. | noci ma zlé. Niekedy i zavrie

oci, chcela by spat, ale o chvilu tie jej oCi uZ zasa, navelko roztvorené, hladia na mna, akoby ma
volali. Usmev sa z nich celkom vytratil.

Ivan cez dvere vold na mamu.

IVAN Mamal

MATKA Ivéo, nechod sem.

IVAN Ze som toto Elenke poslal, aby sa bavila!
ELENKA /s bolavym tismevom/ Zajaci chvostik?
IVAN Bavi sa s tym chvostikom mami?

MATKA Ano.

IVAN To som rad. Povedz jej, Ze ja som si nechal menSiu polovic¢ku z toho chvostika, a tiez si ho na
noc beriem do postele.

MATKA /pise/ 7. december 1884. Lekar nas potesuje, Ze Elenka pomaly, pozvolna vyviazne z
choroby. Iste preto, ked vidi, ako dychtivo streziem na potechu z jeho ust. Ale ked odide, ustupi
zas i nadej. Nevyslovne boli ma neprirodzend, utrpenim zavinena neudstupna vaznost na jej tvari,
na ktorej Usmev sa uz nikdy neukaze.

IVAN Co kresli§ Elenka?

ELENKA Pozri aki podareni kostlivci. Co ste sa ugili v $kole?



MOTHER Straight to bed! Elenka, come lie down.

ELENKA Mom and could | greet other children from the shop window as they walk by on their way
to school?

MOTHER You can.
ELENKA You could home-school me.
MOTHER After we finish with work at the field.

MOTHER /writing/ October 15th, 1884. Elenka is decidedly getting better, praise the good Lord!
She eats well, sleeps well, she seems stronger every day and looks healthier. Even her cough has a
better, clearer sound. She sings with ease. Her breaths are longer and after her the doctor was
quite pleased with the sound of the left side of her chest. The world seems brighter at last.

15/ WHY? WHY? WHY?
SOUND Elenka coughs.

MOTHER /writing/ November 23rd, 1884. | was absolutely sure Elenka was out of danger: now she
is bed-ridden with scarlet fever... The doctor is trying to lift our spirits, stating the illness in only
mild - but | simply can’t shake the bad feeling. Ivan sleeps with his father in a small room, on the
other side of the entrance. He has to stay home not to spread the scarlet fever at school.

ELENKA Mom, why do you write so much into that notebook?
MOTHER I'll read everything to you once you’re of age. Time for medicine. Open your mouth.
ELENKA Aaa.

MOTHER /writing/ December 1st, 1883. Scarlet fever subsided quite easily. But it brought back
her meningitis. Her chest aches, she moans painfully and complains loudly about it. Her nights are
challenging. She closes her eyes, hoping to sleep, but opens them in a minute, opens them so
widely, looking at me as if she was calling for me. Smile has left her eyes entirely.

Ivan calls his mom through the door.

IVAN Mom!

MOTHER lIvko, don’t come in here.

IVAN | wanted to send this to Elenka to please her!
ELENKA /with a forced smile/ A bunny tail?

IVAN Is she pleased by the tail, mommy?

MOTHER She is.

IVAN Good. Tell her | left the smaller half of the tail to myself and I'm taking it to bed with me,
too.

MOTHER /writing/ December 7th, 1884. The doctor is once again lifting our spirits, saying that
Elenka will slowly but surely recover. I’'m sure it’s because he can see how desperate | am to hear
good news from him. However, hope leaves us the moment he leaves the house. It is impossible
to describe how much pain it causes me to see her serious face; how unnatural, pain-ridden and
persisting that seriousness is - and knowing a smile will never appear on that face again.

IVAN What are you drawing Elenka?
ELENKA Skeletons, look how well they look. What did you learn at school?



IVAN O stavani babylonskej veze, vies. Vie$S kde je nebo? Ani tam, kde je mesiac, nie je eSte nebo.
Keby si prisla k mesiacu a opytala by si sa: ,,Kde je nebo?“ povedal by ti: ,,Ja neviem.” ISla by si eSte
vysSie, k druhému mesiacu, i toho by si sa opytala, kde je nebo, i ten by ti povedal: ,Ja neviem” —
a potom by si iSla k tretiemu mesiacu...

ELENKA Ivan, chcela by som ti podarovat svoje hracky.
IVAN Myslis babiky? A nebojis sa, Ze by som im odtrhol ruky?
ELENA /kasle sa a smeje/ Nesmie$ ma, to mi je zle!

MATKA /pise/ 14. december 1884 Choroba vitazi, my zifame. | lekar prestal nas tesit, hladi vidy na
inSie zaviest rozhovor. A ja nechapem, Ze to biedne tielko este trvda — ta vymucenad, ubolena mala
hromadocka vo velkej posteli. Zo dia na den jej je mene;j.

ELENA BozZe, bozZe, ¢o uz mam robit?! Vidis, mama, ako je mne zle! Das mi liek? Uz bude ¢as.
MATKA Nie je horky?

ELENA Je. Mama, prosim ta, naprav tu vazicku, zratila sa. A ten hrnéek poloz na sporak a lampu do
katika. Mami, mysli$ Ze ma zoberu aj do lycea? Chcela by som byt ucitelkou, alebo lekarkou. Ked'
vyrastiem, pri vSetkom vam budem pomahat. Mami neplac! Oble¢ mi radsej sukfiu a pancusky.
Vstanem a prejdem sa.

MATKA Skdus si najprv sadnut.
ELENA Ach, nevladzem. UloZ ma mamicka. Napravi$ mi perinu?

MATKA /pise/ Ani pri sklopenych vieckach nerozprestiera sa pokoj na jej tvari, len Ziadost po riom.
Miesto pokoja je tam mdloba, Unava a utrpenie. Ja mam pritom jedin( tuZobnu Ziadost: aby
otvorila oci s vyrazom zZivej spokojnosti, ktory by zvestoval: Bolesti pominaju — Zivot sa vracia! Ale
to je ziadost, od ktorej sa nadej uz celkom odvrétila. Viem, Ze tu ¢iha ani uz nie dlha chorlavost, ale
rychly koniec...

16/ SMRT

MATKA /pise/ 18. december 1884.

ZVUK Stonanie, Zaloby.

MATKA /pise/ Rano.

OTEC Elenka, doniesol som ti kosicek, aky si uz davno Ziadala.

ELENKA Je krasny, uhladny. Mamicka ¢okolada je pre teba, otecko tebe orechy, a Ivanovi cukriky
a dajte potom prosim aj ostatnym z toho, ¢o tu ostane.

ZVUK Hlboké vydychovanie.
MATKA /pise/ Na obed.

ELENKA Mami, mali by sme zacat zdobit stromcek. Alebo pdjdeme na vylet. Snivalo sa mi, Ze som
na hrobe mala pomnik s anjelikom. Aj vence. Prosim, po Vianociach ma musi$ pustit do skoly, aby
som si tu zacatu pisanku mohla dopisat.



IVAN About the Babylon tower, you know. Do you know where the sky is? The sky is even higher
than where the Moon is. If you walked up to Moon and asked “Where is the sky?” he’d reply: “I
don’t know.” You’d go even higher, to the other Moon, asking him where the sky is, and even he
would say: “l don’t know” - and then you’d walk over to the third Moon...

ELENKA Ivan, | wish to give you all my toys.
IVAN You mean your dolls? Aren’t you worried I'll rip their hands off?
ELENKA /coughing and laughing/ Don’t make me laugh, it’s not good for me!

MOTHER /writing/ December 14th, 1884. The illness has the upper hand, we are losing hope. Even
the doctor stopped trying to lift our spirits, he changes the subject everytime. It amazes me to see
how that weak little body of hers still persists - a tiny, tortured, pained little person in that large
bed. There is less and less of her every day.

ELENKA My God, my God, what am | to do?! Mother, you see how miserable | am! Give me
medicine. The time is coming.

MOTHER Isn’t it bitter?

ELENKA It is. Mom, please, that vase fell over. And put the mug on the stove, and lamp in the
corner. Mom, do you think I'll get into the lycée? | want to become a teacher, or a doctor. | will
help you with everything when | grow up. Mom don’t cry! Dress me in pantihose and a skirt, I'll get
up and go for a walk.

MOTHER Try sitting up first.
ELENKA Oh, | can’t. Lay me down mommy. Would you fix my blanket?

MOTHER /writing/ Peace never seems to fully unfold on her face, not even when she closes her
eyes - there is only despair, yearning for peace, to at last take over from faintness, weariness and
suffering. | have nothing but one wish: for her to open her eyes, full of life and delight,
announcing: pain is leaving my body and life is finding its way back! But all hope is lost on that
wish. | know we are nearing the end, not a lingering illness.

16/ DEATH

MOTHER /writing/ December 18th, 1884.

SOUND. Moaning.

MOTHER /writing/ Morning.

FATHER Elenka, | brought you the basket you wished for.

ELENKA It's beautiful, so shapely. Mommy, chocolate is for you, nuts are for daddy, candy is for
Ivanko and please give out the rest to others.

SOUND Deep breaths.
MOTHER /writing/ Lunch.

ELENKA Mommy, | think we should start decorating the Christmas tree. Or go on a trip. | dreamt |
had a tombstone with a little angel on it. And wreaths. Please, you have to let me go back to
school after Christmas, | want to finish that workbook I'd started.



ZVUK Hlboké vydychovanie.

MATKA /pise/ Vecer.

ELENKA Mami, dozri ¢i sa Ivéo nezabudol pomodlit pred spanim a ¢i nespadne z divana.
ZVUK Hlboké vydychovanie.

MATKA /pise/ Polnoc.

ELENKA Mamulienka, sadnite si vSetci ku mne. Sedte pri mne.

ZVUK Hlboké vydychovanie. Deep breaths.

MATKA /pise/ Dobojovala pred nasimi o¢ami. Temer bezslovne, nepripustajuc nijakého citového
vyronu, divali sme sa, ako jej bolesti prestavaju spolu s doharanim Zivota.

17/ UMIERAM

MATKA /pise/ 31. december 1884. Neviem, ¢i po tom, ¢o som preZila, ma to este nejakého zmyslu
pisat dalej do toho zosita. AZ teraz vidim, aké sStastie to bolo, kym mohla som do neho zaznacovat
zvacsa radostné pozorovania o rozvijajucom sa Zivote mojich deti. A teraz? Jeden z dvoch mne
zverenych predrahych mi Zivotov vyhasol pred mojimi o¢ami. Nevedela som ho zachranit.

Dna 19. decembra v piatok o pol tretej hodine rano vzal si Boh naspat k sebe peknu, Cistd dusu
mojej Elenky. Povie sa to prosto a kratko, ale znamena to pre mna cely svet bélu a Zialu, ktory
opisat sa vébec neda, hoci v jeho opisovani hladam ulavu. Ale v comkolvek by som ju hladala, vidy
vraciam sa naspat k otazke: Preco sa tak muselo stat?

Ako z jednej strany po krestansky odovzdavam sa do vole BoZej v pevnej viere, Ze méjmu dietatu
dobre je tam, kam sa dostalo, tak z druhej strany nemo6zZem sa ubranit otazkam, preco dopustené
chorobou, dlhym, bolestnym hynutim do smrti utryznit dobré, nevinné dieta? Toto utrpenie mojej
Elenky eSte vidy prehluSuje mdj vlastny Zial nad tym, Ze som ju stratila.

Jej odlucenie od nds najbolestnejsie som precitila, ked ju mrtvu odnasali do prednej studenej izby,
v ktorej nebyvame. Odkedy leZala vo svojej rakve dlel na jej tvari nepretrzity pokoj. Chodila som na
nej vyzerat nejaky znak Zivota, a najst ho nemohla. Jej stuhnutd, v smrti zasa pekna tvar nedala
odpoved. Nadchadzala ma kruta Ziadost poklaknut k nej a prosit ju za odpustenie, hoci som si
urcitej viny proti nej nebola povedoma.

Presiel i pohreb. Prejavy sustrasti i prejavy Ucty dobre ndm padli, ale Zial'a tuzbu po nej neodvratili.
Ziadalo sa mi vidiet ju aspofi vo sne, a ani toho sa mi nedostalo. Mdrne nactvala som na jej
volanie: ,Mama!“ — v tej neznamej dialke uz nepotrebovala mojej pomoci... a mna i to bolelo.

Ale v piatu noc po jej smrti nad ranom, v polosne nadisiel ma nikdy dosial nezbadany pocit akéhosi
vnutorného, z hibky sa pohnuvsieho zachvevu, pri ktorom preblesklo mi poznanie, Ze umieram.
Vtom vSak som sa uz i prebudila s akousi istotou, Ze to bol prejav Elenkinej pritomnosti.

A toto mi zanechalo v dusi podivuhodnu utechu. Iste ¢udné je to u kulturneho, nepovercivého
¢loveka, ale pravda je, Ze tato zdanlivo malicherna prihoda badatelne rozjasnila mi najtemnejsiu
tazobu zialu — a to trvalym uc¢inkom.



SOUND Deep breaths.
MOTHER /writing/ Evening.

ELENKA Mom, please see if Ivko didn’t forget his evening prayers and if he’s not falling off the
sofa.

SOUND Deep breaths.

MOTHER /writing/ Midnight.

ELENKA My dearest mommy, please let everyone sit around me. Sit around me.
SOUND Deep breaths.

MOTHER /writing/ She’d lost the battle right before our eyes. Almost speechless, unable to let any
emotion out, we watched how pain left her body along with the remains of her life.

17/ M DYING

MOTHER /writing/ December 31st, 1884. | cannot say if there’s any reason for me to continue
writing in this notebook after what | have lived through. Only now | see the full extent of the
blessing that was writing down all the usually joyful observations about the blossoming lives of my
children. And now? One of the precious lives | had been entrusted with went out right before my
eyes. | couldn’t save it.

On Friday, December 19th, at two-thirty in the morning, God took back to His Kingdom the
beautiful, pure soul of my Elenka. The few simple, short words mean an entire world of suffering
and sorrow to me, impossible to put into words - even though | hope to find solace in attempts to
describe the pain. Regardless of the source of my solace, my thougts only guide me towards one
question: Why did it have to happen?

As | strive to be a good Christian, giving into God’s will in firm belief that my child is well in His
arms, | still find it impossible to resist questions and doubts why would God torture to death a
lovely, innocent child with illness and long, painful dying? The suffering Elenka had to endure stuns
me and supresses my own grief of losing her.

Parting with her was most agonizing when | saw her being taken to the cold, front room of the
house which we do not use. Her face became steadily peaceful ever since she lay in that coffin. |
would walk up to her, searching for the slightest sign of life, all in vain. Her stiff, again in death
pretty face, had no answers for me. | felt the urge to kneel down and bow in front of her, begging
for her forgiveness, even though | was not aware of any guilt on my part.

On the day of the funeral we welcomed all condolences and expressions of sympathy even if they
did not ease our yearning for her return. | wished to see her in my dreams, but not even that wish
had been granted. | hoped to hear her calling in the distance “Mommy!” - but she had no need for
my help over there... and that caused me a great deal of anguish.

The fifth night after her death, slumbering right before dawn, | was overcome with a rather
unknown, inner tremmor, coming from deep within, informing me that | was dying. Instantly | was
awake and certain that is was in fact a sign of Elenka’s presence.

That particular moment had left my soul with an odd feeling of consolation. Surely this is peculiar
for an educated and not superstitious individual - the truth is, however, that it had shon a small
beam of light on the darkest corners of my grief - and that light has not gone out since.



EPILOG

MATKA /pise/ 15. m4j 1885. Zalostnd je to zmena, ked rodicovi miesto dietata ostane iba jeho
hrob na cintorine. Ked idem k nemu, uZz ma nerozsmuti tak ako predtym. Badam, Ze Zial uz
neopanuva ma tak vyhradne, Ze pripusta uzZ aj iné myslienky a zaujmy. Bolest rozluky je este Ziva,
ale tej ani nechcem sa zbavit. Ona ndam je spojivom s nasimi zve¢nelymi, ma nas doviest k nim do
vecnosti, kde rozluka prestane v novom spojeni.

Jej velké a mnohostranné dusevné nadanie zvadza ma pokladat jej smrt za stratu SirSieho
vyznamu. Ked' na toto myslim, znova pozastavim sa s trpkostou: Pre¢o sa muselo tak stat? Ale uz
nerepcem. Mam chvile, kde Bohu dakujem, Ze mi ju dal, hoci mi ju i zasa vzal, ked som si
nadobudla niektoré zasluhy o fiu.

MATKA A mozno sme mohli.
OTEC Nemohli sme.

MATKA A mozno On mohol.
OTEC Nemohol.

KONIEC.



EPILOGUE

MOTHER /writing/ May 15th, 1885. A parent left with a grave site instead of a child is a sorrowful
change. Taking a walk to her grave brings me less sadness than before. | find myself less stricken
with grief, allowing other thoughts and interests to enter my world. The anguish of having to say
goodbye is present but | prefer it that way. That pain connects us to our lost beloved, one day it
shall bring us together in eternity, where we will we reunited, never to be parted again.

Her death feels like a much greater loss given her versatile talents. It often takes me back to that
bitter question: Why did this happen? But no more lamenting. There are moments | find myself
grateful to God for giving her to me as my daughter, even though he had taken her away after |
had some merit raising her.

MOTHER And maybe we could have.
FATHER We couldn’t have.

MOTHER And maybe He could have.
FATHER He couldn’t have.

THE END.






