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SRĐAN WAS MY FIRST BLJAK POETRY
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All the girls loved him. All the boys envied him. I walked with him every day from home to school, from school to home... you know the rest of the little song. I even shared a desk with him, first row by the window, where we secretly watched birds and whispered who knows what.

Actually, I remember, one crow was cawing outside the open window. Srđan was trying to figure out what it was trying to say. The teacher got angry and made him stand up to tell everyone what he was whispering. And he, caught off guard, just blurted out a quick nursery rhyme:

A crow cawed one day

and in the field did play

then came a blackbird, oh my!

and bit the crow’s nose, oh why!

Of course, the whole class laughed, the crow got scared and flew away, and the teacher spent the rest of the lesson explaining what nursery rhymes, tongue-twisters, and similar silly verses are.

Srđan liked us to walk home slowly, to carry my bag, to tell me about his future music career and how punk would push out rock and roll. I loved when we stopped by the old church and stole lilacs over the fence, when we imagined the strangest creatures locked in the basement of an old building. I loved when he described the potential dragons locked forever behind heavy padlocks. I loved that he was born exactly on 11.11, some year, our year, as if it was some magical code to enter eternity. I will never forget the day we were in his room, in his little world, listening to new records: Pekinška Patka, Šarlo Akrobata, Električni Orgazam...

"It's better I wear my hair short and listen to that sooound!!!" Srđan yelled at the top of his lungs, jumping around the room, and pulled me to jump with him.

First I was embarrassed, then I tried, and in the end his mom warned us we'd tear the place apart if we kept it up.

"She's a new wave killer! If anyone kills punk, it will be my mother. She thinks I'm going to be a doctor. What a delusion! I'm gonna be a punker, damn it!" he said while lowering the volume on the big, black record player.

"I'm more for some gentle ballads, I'm not really into your vibe," I told him seriously.

He frowned.

"Look, I actually have a business proposal for you. You write your poetry really well, but it's a bit pathetic, kind of bljak! Could you maybe inject a harder tone into it, some rebellion and stuff? You could be our lyricist. You're talented, I think you can do anything. I'm starting a band and we need good lyrics for our original songs."

I laughed.

"Well, I'm not sure I know how to write any other way than bljak! I'm somehow bljak in my soul, pure pathos. I don't even understand what 'harder' would be? Some heavy industry, some metals, engines, I have no idea!"

"I don't know either. I don't want us to be repetitive. I don't want us to sound like the ones that already exist. We'll see. We'll think of something together, some social nonsense to rebel against through songs. Maybe we'll attack my mom, your mom, all the moms in the world, because they don't let us play loud music," he laughed.

For months we wrote stupid lyrics together, he made some furious music, drove his mom crazy with punk. I think, though I'm not sure, that she forbade him from bringing me to their house because we always go crazy and jump around the room. I was otherwise a quiet, even very shy girl; only he could bring out that sweet madness in me.

When did the sadness happen?

The sadness arrived one spring; we were in third grade of elementary school, when the lilac behind that fence was blooming, when he picked me a bouquet and said:

"I have to tell you something. You are my best friend. I love Vesna. And I think she doesn't love me. I'm terribly sad about it, but I'm not sure, maybe I'm wrong, maybe I am at least a crush to her."

I loved him, more than anything. I told him I didn't know (though I knew she was in love with some Saša) and that I was convinced she loved him too, because if she didn't, then she was truly crazy.

"I hope you're right," he said dejectedly. "I think I'll take a risk and ask her to be my girlfriend. If she rejects me, I'll get over it somehow, I guess. Why isn't this stupid love a simpler thing, why does it have to be like your poetry, pathetic and bljak!?"

I never held it against him for characterizing my poetry as bljak, but I never forgave him for loving Vesna all that time while I loved him and wrote him all those bljak poems.
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WEDDING, WEDDING, IT'S A WEDDING
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That beautiful autumn, my uncle's son, my cousin who was about ten, maybe a little more, years older than me, got married. Šumadija loves weddings and funerals; my relatives can't wait to gather and find a reason to get drunk, eat and sing their fill, to argue and sing, for some new couple to meet and hold a wedding the following year.

We went to fetch the bride in a big bus, all the way to Vranje. Countless traditions were observed, from shooting an apple to buying the bride from her brother. There was too much mud and drink. Many old people, young ones and children, many curious neighbors, and two orchestras of Gypsy trumpeters. The hill echoed, the wedding resonated, and we barely managed to set off with the bride, back, towards Velika Plana.

That evening, under a tent in my uncle's yard, my cousin's wedding was celebrated. The bride was beautiful as an angel, with long blonde hair, light blue eyes, rosy cheeks and lips. My cousin was tall, handsome, with curly black hair and a gentlemanly bearing. I was proud of him and hoped that one day I, too, once I had gathered enough years, would be someone's bride and that someone would look at me the way my cousin looked at his sweetheart that day.

A bit of romance had gone to my head; all those beautiful dresses, all that fragrant flowers, golden rings, solemn speeches before the registrar, and all those gazes fixed on two people in love. It was as if I had suddenly fallen into some girlish dream; everything was white, everything smelled, and everything breathed the majesty they call Love.

I was imagining what my future groom might look like, right at the moment when, announced with pomp by the musicians, he walked into the tent. He was beautiful as God Himself, if such a comparison is alright, and maybe it's not. Maybe at that moment, for me, a kid of barely twelve, he was more beautiful even than God. What was so special about him, I'm not sure. I remember his black hair because he pushed back his locks as he entered, I remember a broad smile and that he sang some folk song with the trumpeters, and he sang beautifully. What else? I remember he had a white, slightly unbuttoned shirt, a black suit, polished shoes. I remember, very vividly, the pectoral muscle on his chest and that they very quickly grew dewy with beads of sweat. He had sensual lips, a rascal's swagger, and eyes that never rested.

I knew nothing about life back then.

I fell mortally in love with him, despite the age difference and despite the fact he would never know it, and even if he did, he'd probably just laugh and ruffle my hair. I couldn't have survived that humiliation; I'd have slit my wrists, hanged myself from the plum tree behind the tent, pierced my foolish heart with the spear holding the flag.

I secretly watched him and fed my soul with fantasies of him kneeling and proposing to me, kissing my hand and putting on a ring, leading me to the registrar and carrying me over the threshold. I was so dazed by my own fairy tale that I didn't even notice he was flirting all evening with some chick his own age, who was, incidentally, wearing an indecently short skirt and showing almost her entire chest, and that chest was substantial. She had a kilo of mascara on her lashes, another kilo of powder and rouge, huge frog-like lips, generously smeared with red lipstick. She was skinny and had perched herself on heels of who knows how many centimeters, she could barely walk, stabbing and piercing the packed earth under the tent. Now it's clear that I honestly hated her only because at one point I realized he, my prince, was exchanging glances with that powdered chick.

He left first, I watched, straight into the house. She, as if by chance, went the same way two minutes later. The moment she entered, I headed there. I was determined to thwart her plan to seduce my prince. But, speak of the devil, there was no one in the house. I checked all the rooms, even the kitchen and pantry. No one anywhere. And I know, I saw with my own eyes, that they both went in. The bathroom occurred to me. I go to the door, the door is locked. I look at the keyhole, the keyhole is blocked, not a trace of light inside.

Then I remembered. The evening before, we had helped my aunt bring some pots from a neighbor's, and we climbed a ladder behind the house, passing them to her through the little bathroom window so she wouldn't waste time walking all the way around. That window was my window to the truth.

Was it possible that the chick was in the bathroom with my prince? Was it possible they were there, hiding from everyone, doing something? My mind couldn't accept it, and I was already imagining that chick was some witch and had put something in his coffee, something with which she had bewitched him. He would never betray me, it must be that, some magic.

Outside the house, pitch darkness reigned. Only a little light from the bathroom window faintly illuminated the forgotten ladder. I looked around, there wasn't a living soul anywhere. The whole world was under the tent, at the completely other end of the yard. Slowly, I climbed the ladder and peeked through the little window.

Whatever horrors and however many my childish mind could have conceived and fantasized, none of it could measure up to the image I saw. It was a complete shock to me.

She (the chicken) was nailed to the wall of the bathroom. He (my prince), held her bare backside with one hand and leaned on the wall with the other. His pants were down so far that his hairy ass was showing. I saw crystal clear how he rammed his swollen cock into her gaping cunt as she panted and sweated. Her nipples bounced in front of his reddened nose.

I barely held back a scream. I barely climbed down the ladder without collapsing. I leaned against the fence and threw up. I retched and vomited for who knows how long. I barely came to my senses.

I was disgusted by weddings forever. Fairy tales died on the little window of my aunt's bathroom that distant night. I stayed true to myself. I never agreed to put on a wedding dress, not for the life of me! Fairy tales do not exist! Period.
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IN SNOW WHITE'S HOUSE
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Snow White's father was a lawyer, and her mother was a secretary in some big company. They were rich compared to us from the working class. I think Snow White's grandparents were also quite well-off people, but from the countryside. Snow White was the only one in town with her own pool in the yard. Snow White's father had built a big, two-story house right up to the street. Snow White, her younger brother, her father, and mother lived in that house. In the middle of the yard, behind that house, was a large but mostly covered pool. To the right, past the pool, was a garage at the front, and extending from the garage, a small house where Snow White's grandmother lived. We rarely saw the grandmother. She only came out if she needed to yell at us to quiet down, disperse, or to call Snow White and her brother for lunch. Because the grandmother's job was to cook lunch. In the left part of the yard, neat rows of trees and an orchard, which Snow White's father was especially proud of, gleamed.

That particular day, Snow White decided to break the house rules. And the house rule was: no one leaves the house until the parents come home from work, and no one is invited into the house unless Grandma approves otherwise. And Grandma was worse than an SS division and allowed nothing. She had rules harsher than you could imagine. Until noon, before she finished lunch, Snow White and her brother weren't allowed to poke their noses out of the big house. They had the task of making their beds, eating the rolls she left for them at dawn on a little table in the hallway, and then studying until her call. She didn't even want to leave the house unless absolutely necessary. She would call Snow White mostly by phone, the house intercom. Snow White hated that regime.

So, on that beautiful morning, already around eight o'clock, she peeked out the window of the house and called us, the neighborhood kids, to come inside her house over the terrace. We hesitated because we knew her father's rules. We all played in the street from early morning; only Snow White and her brother always watched us sadly from the terrace or the window. Only in the afternoon hours, when their parents returned, could they join us. Of course, we all thought that wasn't fair. We looked at each other and silently agreed. It was high time to express rebellion, to break those rules. We entered through the low ground-floor terrace. Snow White had keys and could have let us in through the door, but the gate creaked terribly and that was risky. If Grandma hears someone coming in, World War III will start. A few of us brave ones hopped over the terrace railing and entered the large living room. For the first time in my life, I saw such a beautifully arranged house. The living room had huge, soft, leather-covered three-seater sofas and armchairs. In one corner of the room was a bar full of some expensive liquor, a little counter, and bar stools. We were delighted by that part because it was like in some modern cafés that older kids went into and we only peeked into sometimes. We spread out, and Snow White and her brother, happy for the company, mixed us cocktails from various juices and served them in big, fancy glasses.

"Just don't touch the hard liquor, it's terribly expensive. And be careful not to break the glasses, my mother will kill me!" she warned us as she served.

Large, impressive paintings hung on the walls. The curtains on the windows were incredible, huge, with big ruffles, with wonderful lace. They reminded you of fairy-tale wedding, ball gowns. We enjoyed the juices and helped ourselves to rolls because Snow White had a full bag of fresh rolls. From the cupboard, she pulled out a huge bag of candy. We had never seen such a big bag before. We pounced on those candies like mad. Wrappers were everywhere. Snow White just laughed and watched us with particular enjoyment. Her brother was also happy because he was allowed to have juice and candy for breakfast.

"How come you, Snow White, have all this and we don't?" my brother asked curiously, who lived in the two-story house next to theirs but furnished far more modestly.

"I don't know. It doesn't mean anything to me. You have it better. You can do what you want, invite friends to your house. We have to be careful with these things not to ruin them, not to stain them, that no one rummages through Dad's drawers, that someone doesn't rob us, it's boring. They don't let us out so the house won't be empty, so Grandma won't worry. As if she cares! She just prepares the damn lunch all day. If only we could go to her place... but she says we bother her. So my brother and I are like prisoners every day. They only let us out in the afternoon, when Mom and Dad come home. At least you are free."

"I wouldn't even want to leave a house like this!" Pera chimed in. "You have everything here: food, a big TV, juices, candy, leather armchairs, Dad's cigarettes."

"Don't you dare touch those!" Snow White threatened him. "If you want to smoke, I have others for you, and you have to go on the terrace. Dad can smell right away if someone smoked in the room. And Mom isn't allowed to smoke here either; she goes out on the terrace."

"That's just stupid!" Pera said. "You have everything but you can't enjoy it. It's no fun smoking like a bum, on the terrace, but here, in the leather armchairs, with a little drink."

"That's what I'm telling you," Snow White said dejectedly.

Some stayed to watch something on the big TV with Snow White's brother, and a few of us went on an exploration to see the whole house. Hallways and the staircase were covered with soft, thick carpets. Large vases stood in corners and by the staircase. Huge paintings hung on the walls. In Snow White's room, there was a large bed with a pink bedspread and a huge doll in an armchair. In her brother's room, there was a car-shaped bed and shelves with toys the likes of which we had never seen in our lives. But they weren't allowed to be touched. Upstairs, there was a huge bathroom, big as a whole room. The entire bathroom was as if gilded; faucets the color of honey, edges on the tiles the color of honey, gold details on the shelves, embroidered towels neatly folded. But we weren't allowed to pee there; we had to go downstairs to the small guest toilet.

In the room of Snow White's parents was the biggest bed I had ever seen in my life. It took up almost the whole room, and the room wasn't small. The others disappeared further on, and I stayed to stare at that bed. Three of us kids slept together in a bed we thought was big, but it was like half this one when it's spread out. I looked around, and when I saw everyone had wandered off to another part of the house, I threw myself onto that enormous bed. I wanted to at least for a moment feel what it was like to lie on such a big and comfortable mattress. I threw myself on my back, spread my legs and arms to see if I could reach the edges. I couldn't. I closed my eyes and imagined I was on some beach sunbathing. I almost dozed off, enjoying my own imagination. Suddenly, someone jumped over me, covered my mouth with their hand, and pinned me down with their body. It was Pera.

"Quiet!" he said. "Be quiet. I want to feel what it's like to roll around on a bed this big too. Everyone went downstairs."

"Well, get off me, I'll let you," I whispered quietly.

He was still on top of me, pressing me down even harder. It seemed to me I felt something pushing, something in the area of my lower stomach. I got goosebumps. It felt good. It scared me, but not enough, just enough for the excitement to become a little bit greater. He was smiling strangely and looking straight into my eyes.

“What do you want?” I asked him confused. 

“Nothing. Just to touch your tits.”

“Oh, let me go out, why would I show you my tits!?” 

“You are below me. I'm big enough that I don't have to let you go if you don't let me see and touch your tits.” 

I understood. His member was a force pressing against me and making me feel so turned on and beautiful at the same time. 

“What if I'm stubborn? What if I don't let you?” I asked, now already wanting to extend that sweet feeling between my thighs. 

“Well, I think you feel what will happen soon. I'm excited. I'll rub it against you and cum, anyway.” he said calmly. 

But his hands were not steady. He slipped them under my T-shirt, they slid gently towards my chest. And the excitement in my panties grew. The only difference was that his could be felt and mine was not. I laughed. 

“Okay, if I let you see my tits and touch them, are you sure you'll let me go then? You promise?” 

“I promise.” said Pera, smiling sheepishly. 

“Well, here you go!” I said confidently. 

Pera, still lightly rubbing against me, lifted my shirt and placed her hands on my chest. My nipples jumped, an unstoppable force of pleasure rushed down my stomach and seemed to spill over my insides. I felt that my panties were wet, that I was trembling. Pera was also trembling. I was hit harder by that bulge pulsating from his pants and I felt a moment of bliss happen to him too. He settled on me, slid a little lower, hugged my breasts with both hands and kissed them. I blushed. I was ashamed. I pushed Pera away and pulled away. 

“Did you want that?” I asked cheekily. “Are my tits in place?”

“Your tits are perfect. Thank you for this, it was wonderful. May I kiss you?” asked Pera.

"You must not have all your marbles today!" I gave him
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