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Life is cruel. | It plays games with us in which we have no chance. | We are utterly inadequate to it. | It is never as it seems.
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Life is cruel.

It plays games with us in which we have no chance.

We are utterly inadequate to it.

It is never as it seems.


ABOUT STAMENA FROM THE VILLAGE OF TRNJE (THORNS)
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All sorts of things were said. No one spoke aloud. No one dared to ask out loud. Stamena was silent. She was beautiful, small in stature, plump, with blue, almost grey eyes. She was quiet. She moved silently, worked silently, and never argued with anyone. If something didn't suit her, she would simply take up some task and thus protect herself from emotions, from any reaction. The peak of her discomfort she would betray by adjusting strands of black hair under the headscarf, which she would then tie tighter around her neck. As if by that tightening she was suppressing herself. Suffering was visible on her. In her eyes, which she hid from sight as much as she could, a quiet pain could be glimpsed. It wasn't ordinary pain. It was something like an ugly mark on the body that one lives with. Everyone sees it but remain silent. The one who bears it becomes one with it and only occasionally casts a glance at that disgrace just to confirm that they will never be rid of it, that they will have to spend their life like that, marked. Stamena was marked by the rumor that her fourth child, her son Mitar, was illegitimate. It was whispered furtively, conspiratorially, that she had been in a secret love affair with her brother-in-law for years, especially those three years when her husband Novak was supposedly in the army, although there was much gossip about that too. Stamena gave birth to a fifth child, Milan, many years later. No one thought, just as with Mitar, that it was Novak's child. Although, Mitar and Milan were strapping lads, resembling neither Stamena nor Novak. In fact, to be honest, in appearance and character they were identical to Novak's older brother, Lazar. That resemblance to the uncle was very striking because the brothers had never resembled each other in any way. Stamena bore three children before Novak would suddenly leave. Two daughters, Milijana and Vera, resembled Novak. They were the spitting image of their father. The third child was born just before Novak's departure. It was a son, Milutin. Milutin was his mother's double, in character and appearance. Novak loved him especially, then and always, despite everything that would happen. At that time, Stamena and Novak were young. Everyone said they were an example of a young couple, whose marriage had been arranged without them ever having seen each other, who loved each other as if they were destined for one another. Life is cruel. It plays games with us in which we have no chance. We are utterly inadequate to it. It is never as it seems.


QUESTIONS OF WHOREDOM

That year, I came with Mitar to the village, as guests, to his family's house. However, I was a stupid city girl, raised in an urban environment, one who understood nothing under God's wide sky. I didn't realize back then how I myself had in a way been used, and how I had put them all in an awkward situation. Yes, Mitar had spoken many times, in a very personal rage, mostly under his breath, that tangled story that pained him too much. But I never really listened to it. Now I remember, as through a fog, some of his words:

-Who am I? What is a man if he doesn't even know who his father is? Who do I look like? Whose genes am I carrying? Novak's? Lazar's? Maybe some completely unknown man, maybe that man looks at me every time he passes by and thinks to himself, there's my son! Horrible! Whose is Milan? Everyone wonders how he was even conceived when Novak and Stamena haven't slept in the same bed for years, when they hardly even speak. How did she... Well, is my mother a whore?-

He would always then get worked up, agitated, as if he couldn't live in the same room, under the same sky, with his own voice. And I remember, he could be cruel, he knew how to say to me as well:

-You're a whore too! You're all whores, really. You're whores even when you're not whoring. You always have some whorish calculation in those little heads. Quiet, calm, one would say, but whores!-

Of course, such address would infuriate me.

-And who would you fuck if it weren't for us whores? And damn it, can one be a whore without the participation of you, God-given men? What the fuck are you in that story about whores? Are you one of those for whom all women are whores except their mothers? Sorry, you're not that guy! You call your own mother a whore. Pathetic!-

He would become furious because I dared to talk to him like that, he would slam something, often break a piece of furniture, and storm out. I always wondered where he went in such moments. Where did he find solace? He would return quite late, completely calm and composed, as if nothing had happened. In my opinion, it hadn't! I didn't attach any particular importance to it. For me, an argument was just one of the ways to confront differing opinions. I didn't take someone's mental capacity for such a thing into account; I took it for granted. I took many things for granted those years, I know that now.


TRNJANI

The people of Trnje (Trnjani) are hardworking and quiet people, but curious. As we passed along the country road, they would stop to rest from their work and secretly stare at us. They would mutter something to each other and pretend not to see us, until Mitar, provoked by their hushed figures, would shout:

-Happy work, Trnjani! Is it possible?!

-Is that you, Mitar?! -they would shout, pretending to be surprised, those who were called out.

-How quickly you forgot me... -Mitar would grumble to himself.

Most of them would pretend not to see me. There were also those few who would dare to ask, as if by chance:

-Whose girl is that, Mitar? Do we know her?

-No, no! You don't know for sure!- he would shout and continue on without really answering the question.

Afterwards, of course, he would grumble:

- Here's what I'm going to tell you! Guess what, your mother's cunt is curious!

Often, making some strange fun for himself, he would imitate an imagined dialogue between the villagers and himself.

- What are you doing, Mitra? Fucking curious, Peter! Are you fucking that woman, Mitra? Fuck, fuck, Peter! Why wouldn't you? I know you would, but you can only pull my dick! The time has come for Mitar to fuck while you watch!

It was mostly funny to me. I didn't see anything wrong in his dialogues with himself, just a convenient way to make fun of people's excessive curiosity. However, behind that lay some of Mitro's hidden anger that never stopped simmering in his head. It didn't seem to me that that pot could boil over, but what I knew then, we had already established that.

Mitar had an unusual need in those days to show himself as a talented and tireless fucker. There was no place where he didn't tackle me. It was as if something in him wanted to lash out in such a way, to spite the world, life, who knows why. Fortunately, sex has never been a problem for me. I was also born under some fucking, different star. I could have sex whenever and wherever, without involving the brain in the fun. He would take me to the barn to -show me the goats- and then he would drive my horn against the post until I skinned my back. Vočići would look at us hypnotically, eyes wide open. They didn't even blink until they were in tears. To me, that moment in the whole stable atmosphere was the most sympathetic. It would then blow to him at dawn that we should go to the mountain spring to get fresh water, although the water from that spring had already been piped to the yard of their house. He would make me get up and bring a small testicle. He was wearing a big one. The dew would still be wet on my bare feet when we reached the spring. There he would lay me down on the wet grass, pour spring water over me and lick me until I came and got all wet with dew, water and other things. As if that wasn't enough for him, because he was rested and especially well-rested in the morning, he would ask me to lie down leaning against a tree. I'm not a morning person. I would often almost fall asleep leaning back and spread apart. It never bothered him, his libido didn't decrease because of it. He had surgery for that kind of shame, just like I did. It's true that we got along perfectly sexually. It's also true that we hated each other, fought and argued about everything else. When he took me into his mother's room one afternoon, while everyone was out of the house, and when he tried to fuck me on that bed, I went crazy. -You're really sick! You've been beating me up these days. It's not a problem, I can do it, but this, no way! Your old men are having sex here, phew! You don't think I'm crazy, do you? Fuck off with that!

-Why are you mad at Mimi? Why are you like that? What does it matter? They haven't had sex for thirty years. This bed is, what would you say when you're acting smart, virgo intacta!

-Move on, you brute!- I pissed myself.- Who made you like that?!

Of course I didn't want to hurt him, but he didn't need anyone but him to be hurt.

-Cunt! Whore! You're all the same! Who knows who she's been fucking here all these years! If I knew Lazar was my father, I don't know what I would do!

-What do you mean?- I would just ask.

-Maybe I wouldn't do anything. Maybe I would calm down then. I've always respected Uncle Lazar. That's human! This Novak of mine is a sheep's dick! He is perpetually drunk, contagious, he just feels sorry for himself all his life, everyone blames him for everything. He was never human. He was always just an asshole.

- You men really like to use your pussy in that character context. And then it turns out that you love that same cunt more than anything, more than honor. Do I fuck him if I know where the logic is! - I grumbled.

- Don't shit, you mother! - he would snap. - You women only know how to make noise, pass us by and spread your legs. Each of your dicks is the same, only your fucking colors are in a thousand shades. And who else has heard of the color of rotten cherries, or cyclamen, or ultraviolet, or purple, damn it! Purple rain! Wow!!!

- Now, what does that have to do with your uncle Lazar, who might have been tying you up while stuffing your keva? And why do you judge people when you are just as guilty as them? You have a rotten imagination, cousin! I'd be fucked in my mother's bed! Sick!

-Don't talk to me like that! I'm not your relative! I'm the fucking scum of the village of Trnje who can now fuck and fuck a city girl while the whole village watches, ha!

We were definitely not normal.

Of course he had to exorcise his own somehow. Since there was no way I was going to let him shoot me on his keva's bed, he shot me on his younger brother's bed. He laughed slyly when he saw that I had bled and left a mark on someone else's sheet.

- That's all that nerd will see of sex in the next five years. Luckily, you got it. I was already starting to worry, but you are as punctual as clockwork. At 28 days, a school example of regular menstruation.

-Fuck you fool! I don't know where I'm going now because of the shame. And where did you get the idea to properly monitor my menstrual cycle?

- I'm not Novak, so they play tricks on my children! - that was all he could think of to say on the mentioned topic, with his nose turned up and pleased with himself.

However, he quickly added:

- I was thinking about something, I feel sorry for Milan! He's a guy, and he's never seen a pussy before, let alone one. We're brothers. Maybe you'd like to take his pants off. I'd give him a condom so he wouldn't screw up. He wouldn't even have time to force himself on him. If he saw you naked, he'd come already.- he said thoughtfully and very seriously.

I watched him with my mouth open, stunned. He calmly walked out of the room with a bloody sheet under his arm. After a few minutes, I barely managed to get the words out of my frozen mouth:

-You fucking motherfucker! You bitch! You country boy! May the devil ride you so you can see what sex is like when he takes off your shitty pants off your ass!

We didn't speak for days after that. In fact, there was an angry silence that lasted as long as my period. I really am an idiot. What a disgusting and disgusting guy! Sometimes it really takes years for a person to realize how stupid they are.


VILLAGE SECTS AND BRANCHES

Summers, in a place like Trnje, have a special charm. Those mountainous village communities are like sects, closed circles of people who know each other more than is digestible. Each family lives its own small life, builds its microcosm within the boundaries of the yard, as far as the dogs guard. Families have intricate, interwoven relationships among themselves, and often it's not even clear who is what to whom and who owes what to whom. Some are „friends on the grandmother's side”, others are brothers and sisters to each other through uncles or aunts, some had grandmothers and grandfathers herding sheep together, there is neither end nor beginning to that tangled skein. But which family is the richest in the village is always known. In Trnje, the Milić family has always been considered influential and wealthy. Even Novak and Lazar's great-grandfather had gained such a reputation as soon as they settled in the Toplica district from Montenegro. They brought with them, so the story goes, large pots of treasure. With that treasure, the great-grandfather bought land and forests like no one else in the entire district could have at the time. Since then, they have been associated with the prefix „pre” (super) with the word „rich”. The story goes that the great-grandfather buried the rest of the treasure somewhere in one of his beech forests. It was also speculated that the only one who knows where the treasure is, is Lazar, Mitar's uncle. Why him specifically? Why not someone else? Well, on his deathbed, the great-grandfather summoned only him to his bedside and whispered something to him for a long time, until he breathed his last in the arms of his grandson. Lazar became a taciturn, quiet, and pensive boy that day. That never changed again. He spoke with difficulty, and when he did speak, it was measured, wise, and with a tendency to calm passions if they happened to boil over. He was a hardworking and peaceful man. For some reason, no one ever dared to ask him what his great-grandfather had whispered to him so much before his death. Lazar never uttered a word about it. As if that time spent with the dying great-grandfather was left to him for permanent safekeeping, like some kind of relic. As it had long been the custom among the Milićs for male children to bear the names of older male ancestors, so Lazar was named after his great-grandfather and Novak after their father. It was expected later that someone would bear the grandfather's name as well. The grandfather was named Todor. That tradition was broken by the younger Novak. He did not want to allow his male children to bear those „from generation to generation- passed-down, Milić family names. He thus defied his father Novak, whom he resembled like two peas in a pod, but whom he also hated from the bottom of his soul because he always thought that his father loved and respected his older son Lazar more. How much of that was true and how much jealousy, because of the unrealistically wise and quiet Lazar, who was as beautiful as a doll his whole life and as sturdy as if hewn from some Montenegrin mountain, no one knows.

One branch of the Milić family was located in the village of Gornje Trnje. And some hundred-year-old old woman with that surname lived in the village of Donje Trnje. No one knew how old that old woman was or where she got the surname Milić. The old woman had always lived alone, in a small house. No one remembers her ever having anyone, whose she is, or where she is from. The old woman and the house have existed in the village of Donje Trnje since time immemorial, as the villagers would say. Some claim the old woman must be over 130 years old because even the oldest among the villagers remember her as such. To Gornje Trnje, the Milićs from Trnje would go every other year for the feast day of Saint Procopius. Those two Milić families respected each other and visited occasionally. The only brother of great-grandfather Lazar, who was also named Novak, was the man from whom that household was established with healthy descendants. They each lived their own lives and no one interfered with anyone else. It was only mentioned that this distant Novak, from the Montenegrin Milićs, had also brought pots of treasure on horseback. That they had land and forests, they did. Only that Methuselah-like old woman from Donje Trnje was poor as a church mouse but also unrealistically long-lived. It's a pity that there isn't really some goddess of History who would, by the will of God, record all those human destinies herself. The Creator, whoever he may be, is infinitely imaginative.


NOVAK'S ADDRESS

We were sitting in the large room having dinner when Novak, quite tipsy, stood up and began to speak theatrically:

-Prokopije is approaching! This year it's our turn to go to Gornje Trnje and celebrate with the family. Next year they will come to us. That's how we've done it since our great-grandfathers. But we need to go down to Banja earlier with the horses and fetch the supplies for the house, gifts to bring as guests, and whatever else Stamena orders. I've been thinking these days about who could go down to Banja, there's work in the fields, around the house. You, Mitar, could take a stroll with the little one. Take two horses from our friend Toma in the morning, he'll give them, I've already arranged it! You two idlers get ready, and set off for Banja in the morning. Milan, after dinner, will give you a list and money. If anything is left over, get mother some chocolate. She always whines that her only reason to go to town is for that useless chocolate. If it could be planted and grown, I'd cut down all the plum orchards and plant chocolate so she could eat her fill.-

Stamena gave him a sidelong glance but quickly lowered her head and continued to slowly, with bird-like bites, pick at the little food on her plate. Milan was greedily stuffing his mouth with breaded peppers and washing it down with some carbonated drink of dubious origin. At the table, it was only me and Mitar left. Milijana and Vera had long been married and lived with their husbands and children in Kragujevac. Milutin was also married, working and living in Belgrade. None of them had yet arrived in the village, though they were expected. Mitar stood up, with a strange, somewhat contemptuous expression on his face, raised his small glass of rakija and said:

-You spoke well, Novače! If you were like that every day, we'd have white bees, maybe chocolate would sprout on the trees. But you're not. That's the problem. Mostly you're busy with those plum orchards, the cauldrons, and the barrels in the little cellar. You could slow down a bit.-

Novak scowled.

-And who are you, a piece of wood, to lecture me? I'm drinking my rakija! If I've ruined anything, I created it first. You, for the most part, ran away from the estate. Your fine hands don't want to plow and sow, you want your gentlemanly ass to have a good life! That's what your uncle did too. He ran from his patrimony to his wife's, shame! And he was always a cut above, like you. Wants a nice life, easy. And Novak is a fool, so he'll maintain the estate for Lazar too, isn't that right, son?-

A temporary silence fell. It didn't last longer than a minute, but it weighed down the air unbearably.

Milan, through mouthfuls, was the first to speak:

-Drop that story, Mitar. You didn't come to stir up trouble. He is what he is, he's your father!-

-Ah, don't! Are you sure about that? Should we ask mother?- Mitar grumbled angrily and sat down.

Stamena was nervously tying her headscarf. She tightened the knot around her neck as if she couldn't feel it already turning her neck blue, her veins bulging. Milan sat beside her. Although he persistently stuffed food into himself, he still saw everything around him very well. He wiped his hands on a cloth and untied the knot on Stamena's headscarf for her.

-Will you, mother, please, start tying that headscarf behind your head? Come on, please!- he said to her quietly.

Her sunken eyes shone with some distant, suddenly welling tears. She was silent. She poked at the food on her plate. She was feeding on some internal, hot dumplings, swollen, heavy to swallow. I didn't feel I had the right to interfere in that situation in any way. I too was silent with my head bowed. At that moment, I felt like Mitar's weapon of vengeance, used. I didn't understand who he was avenging himself on, nor how, nor why. I only
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WHAT'S DESTINED FOR ONE ISN'T FOR ANOTHER


































WHO WOULD PUT WHOM ON A SPIKE















































IS THE MORNING SMARTER OR...














AND THE MILIĆS ARE SOMETIMES NORMAL






















OH, GINO, GINO!



























































HEART AND SOUL PIERCED WITH THORNS










































BECAUSE YOU WERE EVERYTHING TO ME



































SOME THINGS AND THE REST
































AN EVIL MAN SOWS EVIL



HOW STAMENA REMEMBERED LAZAR






WHO IS HIDING IN THE PLUM ORCHARD













HAVE WE DRIED THAT HAY ENOUGH YET





























SPRING NYMPHS







WE KNOW EACH OTHER FROM SOMEWHERE
































MANY YEARS LATER...
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COFFEE IS AFTER ALL JUST COFFEE
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MY CRAZY CHRISMATION










THE NIGHTINGALE SANG TO ME ALL NIGHT LONG





























A SMALL, QUITE INSIGNIFICANT STORY
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I WON'T BE AROUND FOR A WHILE

















MIRACLES























SOLITUDE







THE ABSENCE OF BRANISLAV ALSKARSON











AGING IS A PERSONAL MATTER







MILE







FROM TIN AND STRING









































THE DAMNED CIRCLE OF LIFE





ALL THE FILTH OF MY ORGANISM









RAGE EATS ITS OWN PARENTS

















MISERABLE







THORN








SEX, SPIES AND DEATH






SOB





















AUTUMN









PIGEON




d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THORNS

Rea Sartori





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





