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QuestionsQuestions

What is this place?What is this place?
Am I at the right address?Am I at the right address?
Why do I suddenly feel nostalgic?Why do I suddenly feel nostalgic?
Who are these people?Who are these people?
Are they lonely?Are they lonely?
How long does it take to feel at home?How long does it take to feel at home?
Are there few people here, or is the town Are there few people here, or is the town 
	 square just too big?	 square just too big?
Is it just the right size for its ghosts?Is it just the right size for its ghosts?
How long does it take to leave a home?How long does it take to leave a home?
Does the driving school make a profit?Does the driving school make a profit?
Where do the nuns live?Where do the nuns live?
What vegetables are they growing?What vegetables are they growing?
How do Croatians feel about their neighbors?How do Croatians feel about their neighbors?
Do people appreciate each other?Do people appreciate each other?
What makes this town special?What makes this town special?
Is it right to enjoy indoor smoking?Is it right to enjoy indoor smoking?
And dark humor is best, right?And dark humor is best, right?
But what do the birds feel?But what do the birds feel?
Why are the cars silent?Why are the cars silent?
How long does it take to make a new How long does it take to make a new 
	 home?	 home?
Isn’t it weird to leave a beautiful place Isn’t it weird to leave a beautiful place 
	 behind?	 behind?

And when we’re home in…And when we’re home in…

how long until we forget to notice?how long until we forget to notice?









Dear diary,Dear diary,

earlier today I was walking by the port, admiring the     earlier today I was walking by the port, admiring the     
     beautiful bay of Trieste.     beautiful bay of Trieste.
Opening the Narodni doms door,Opening the Narodni doms door,
holding my mothers hand, holding my mothers hand, 
I could feel the concrete under my shoes soften…I could feel the concrete under my shoes soften…
A question came to mind. A question came to mind. 
Does it have a meaning?Does it have a meaning?
The earth beneath my feet?The earth beneath my feet?
Is it dirt?Is it dirt?
The mud I used to play with as a little explorer?The mud I used to play with as a little explorer?
The crusty jarina, where I took my first steps?The crusty jarina, where I took my first steps?
The freshly cut grass in my backyard,The freshly cut grass in my backyard,
or the smell of the flowers my neighbour waters every or the smell of the flowers my neighbour waters every 
     morning?     morning?
Is it the everlasting trees,Is it the everlasting trees,
the ones that fill my lungs when I’m out of breath?the ones that fill my lungs when I’m out of breath?
Is it their branches, that touch the sky?Is it their branches, that touch the sky?
Do they reach my heart?Do they reach my heart?
Do they reach my eyes? Do they reach my eyes? 
Is it their roots, the veins of our planet?Is it their roots, the veins of our planet?
Is earth the city noise?Is earth the city noise?
Or the countryside silence?Or the countryside silence?
Or is it my voice?Or is it my voice?
Is earth the melody of my vocal cords?Is earth the melody of my vocal cords?
The vowels, the words,The vowels, the words,
the familiar conversations?the familiar conversations?
Is earth my language, my land, my nation?Is earth my language, my land, my nation?
Is earth a feeling?Is earth a feeling?
Is it my family’s warmth? Is it my family’s warmth? 
Is it really? Is it worth? Is it really? Is it worth? 

Is earth mums hug when I cry? Is earth mums hug when I cry? 
“Mum, what’s happening?“Mum, what’s happening?
Are we about to die?”Are we about to die?”
Is earth suffocation? Is earth suffocation? 
Or is it the smoke coming in the room?Or is it the smoke coming in the room?
Is earth domination?Is earth domination?
Or is it the fuely poisonous fire,Or is it the fuely poisonous fire,
devouring my corpse? devouring my corpse? 
Is this hell?Is this hell?
Is earth hell?Is earth hell?
Who did this to us?Who did this to us?
Why did we die?Why did we die?
Why did no one help us?Why did no one help us?
Could’ve we survived? Could’ve we survived? 
Did we end like this?Did we end like this?
Is this a lie?Is this a lie?
In our Narodni dom?In our Narodni dom?
V naši hiši?V naši hiši?
In our home?In our home?
Did you kill me?Did you kill me?
Did you destroy my home?Did you destroy my home?
Did you end my parents, my brothers,Did you end my parents, my brothers,
my soul?my soul?

You killed my knowledge,You killed my knowledge,
you killed my treasure. you killed my treasure. 
You killed my language,You killed my language,
you killed my nation. you killed my nation. 
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NO LANGUAGE NO NATIONNO LANGUAGE NO NATION

Bez jezika, nema naroda. 
Bez jazyka, nemí naroda.
Nu există limbă, nu există națiune.
Keine Sprache, keine Nation. 
Intet sprog, ingen nation.
Cenedl heb iaith cenedl heb galon. 
Den heb tavas a gollas y dir.
Bez języka nie ma narodu. 
Bez jãzëka ni ma nârodu. 
Hep yejk, brocal abet. 
Pas de langue, pas de nation. 
Brez jezika, ni naroda. 
Senza lingua, non c’è nazione.







A proverb says, “A true man should plant a tree, 
build a house and raise a son.” Antun may not have 
met the last requirement, but he surely built a house 
and planted a tree. And that’s been really successful 
– otherwise I couldn’t watch these today. But, I shall 
start the story from somewhere else.

Entering Antun’s park in Daruvar feels almost like 
freeing yourself from time. The sun makes the 
views seem like a movie frame. Green grass and 
trees help to soothe the nerves of restless people. 
Not fully maintained gate, garden plinths and the 
statue attract my attention. Nearby, the monument 
dedicated to the memory of fighters for communist 
ideals during World War II is standing still – athletic 
men holding their rifles in a gesture of victory – even 
if they died before achieving it. One odd thing is 
that instead of candles or bouquets, I found trash 
under the pedestal. Who did this? Why did they do 
this? I don’t expect a deeper motivation, but it really 
makes me think about national remembrance. 

National remembrance which seems to vary greatly 
over the 50 years. The park is home to another 
a place of commemoration – a concrete-stone 
gazebo, pillars of which are filled with names of the 
defenders of the town from the Yugoslav Wars. It’s 
well-kept and neat – some candles are still burning 
(someone must have lit them recently). Most of the 
people remembered there would be around 60 

years old if they hadn’t been killed. The proximity of 
time probably forces people to venerate them, one 
would rather honor one’s father, husband or brother 
than a great-grandfather. In my opinion, however, 
the apotheosis of the historical memory of this place 
is not contained in these monuments. I seek it in the 
Antun’s tree.

Ginkgo is an Asian species, brought to Europe not 
long before – it might have been the first tree of its 
kind in Croatia. Imported, just like the Czechs, Serbs, 
Jews, or Antun himself. He was a foreigner – the tree 
reflects his alienness. It used to be a small sapling 
standing in front of a trendy, charming baroque 
palace Antun had built. Witnessing the immigrants 
becoming natives, its small twigs turned into mighty 
branches. Antun died, so did all his family. Tito’s 
partisans died, so did the soldiers from the 90s. And 
yet the tree reigns over the area, it doesn’t exalt, 
but everyone knows that it’s the one. I can’t resist 
climbing it (which I might be not supposed to), old 
and beautiful, grasping the mossy logs. I have dirt in 
the pores of my hands and cobwebs get stuck in my 
hair. I’m soaking up nature and history. 

Being outside of time, everyday worries knock and 
bang to my door, but they have to wait, because I 
need to tell a few words first:

“Antun, you’re indeed a true man.”



Bal
Pón Midas pòszedł na bal,Pón Midas pòszedł na bal,
bónerków tam nie przedôwôł,bónerków tam nie przedôwôł,
wino pił i sznaps téż béł,wino pił i sznaps téż béł,
to dało pëszną zôbawã.to dało pëszną zôbawã.

W krãcëszkù, zgwarze, tuńcëkach,W krãcëszkù, zgwarze, tuńcëkach,
w głowie cepło sã zaczãło:w głowie cepło sã zaczãło:
grużdżił sã, zwrôcôł përznã,grużdżił sã, zwrôcôł përznã,
w zalë rokòkò nastało.w zalë rokòkò nastało.

Wzãlë pana, bë szedł rum!Wzãlë pana, bë szedł rum!
Stoją zestëdłé sztaturë,Stoją zestëdłé sztaturë,
Złoté scanë, nawet strop,Złoté scanë, nawet strop,
mòżni jak w banie Hitlera.mòżni jak w banie Hitlera.

W dzele architekturëW dzele architekturë
leno niedoszłi do se chłop,leno niedoszłi do se chłop,
a wkół złotô pòmiéra,a wkół złotô pòmiéra,
biwszi ósmé cëdo swiata.biwszi ósmé cëdo swiata.

Kò nen detal, kò nen łisk,Kò nen detal, kò nen łisk,
atmòsfera, wôrtnosc, skala!atmòsfera, wôrtnosc, skala!
A pón Midas dëcht nick,A pón Midas dëcht nick,
z żalu leżi dót na zalë...z żalu leżi dót na zalë...

Ball
Sir Midas went to a ball,Sir Midas went to a ball,
Charming the ladies, he won them all,Charming the ladies, he won them all,
He drank wine, and schnapps was there,He drank wine, and schnapps was there,
This sparked a merry affair.This sparked a merry affair.

In chatter, dance, and revelry,In chatter, dance, and revelry,
His head began to warm with glee:His head began to warm with glee:
He stumbled, turned with flair,He stumbled, turned with flair,
A rococo scene filled the air.A rococo scene filled the air.

They took the man to kick him out!They took the man to kick him out!
The statues stood, all stiffly stout,The statues stood, all stiffly stout,
Golden walls, even the ceiling,Golden walls, even the ceiling,
Like Hitler’s golden train reeling.Like Hitler’s golden train reeling.

In the work of architecture,In the work of architecture,
Only this lad fell short, poor creature,Only this lad fell short, poor creature,
Surrounded by golden splendor,Surrounded by golden splendor,
Outshone, the eighth world’s wonder.Outshone, the eighth world’s wonder.

Oh, that detail, oh, that gleam,Oh, that detail, oh, that gleam,
The atmosphere, the worth, the dream!The atmosphere, the worth, the dream!
But sir Midas, dead from grief,But sir Midas, dead from grief,
Lies lifeless now, beyond relief...Lies lifeless now, beyond relief...



Rhag dy gywilydd di		
For shame

Ymfalchiwch yn eich hunaniaeth unigryw

Take pride in your unique identity

Ti’n gwybod da ni gyd yn siarad Cymraeg ymaTake pride, you know we all speak Welsh hereWe live in a spectacular place, just look how how 	 the tourists are moving here

Bod yn 
   diolchgar
Be grateful
For Broken 
    glass
For Poverty
For plenty of drugs
The stench of our Welsh slaughterhouse gently wafting through the air

Rhag dy 
gywilydd di	



Uffar o le del

Hell of a pretty place

Our beautiful Welsh farms, the smell is in your 

     classroom, it’s in your eyes, it’s everywhere, 

     on everything

Our children have no park

Burned and destroyed, not once but twice

Our filthy river full of broken shopping carts, broken

     from the start

Hungry children, gaunt and pale

Blue school clothes now grey and worn ragged

But wow what a coastline, they envy us you know

Ymfalchiwch

We have small grey houses  just perfect for our 

     small grey lives

Iceland for us, Waitrose for them

Ymfalchiwch

Prison or poverty, take your pick washi

Owain Glyndŵr is at the job centre

Llywelyn ein llyw olaf is on his knees 

     cleaning their AirBnB

Gareth Bale, oh what a hero!

Adrodd, Eisteddfodau, Da ni yma o hyd

But why aren’t you proud!

You are our future, everything depends on you

You know, we all can speak Welsh here

Peidiwch â gadael!

Don’t leave!

Ymfalchiwch Take pride

Ymfalchiwch Take Pride

Ymfalchiwch Take Pride








