vSechny nasledujici texty (az na posledni) se vztahuji k Brueghelovu obrazu Lovci ve snéhu,
ktery jsme pozorovali v prvnim seminaii — znovu se k nému muzete vratit idealné zde
v dobrém rozliseni i adekvéatni reprodukci barev: https://www.bruegel2018.at

Héndl Klaus — Violetter Schnee: Prolog — Tanja, 2019
prel. Martina Jandkova, 2021

+ pust'te si origindlni pfednes herecky Martiny Gedeck, predstavitelky Tanji (v tomto
ptipadé€ nejde o scénu vynatou z operniho pfedstaveni, ale samostatné natoceny
prednes textu): https:// www.youtube.com/watch?v=Xr7Q3fSueGw

stromy : mokré : z mokrého uhli : velké : z uhli : Cerné : spalené : mokré : od sn¢hu : velké stromy:
mokré : od sn¢hu : spalené :

tfi : nact : nebo Ctrnact : pst : jejich lovei : jsou zpatky : provlhli : vyCerpani : posledni kroky : pied :
navratem domt : t€Z : ko : padné :

tyCe : co nesou : oStépy : aby : vystrasili : malou : zvéf : zajice: pfirazili : ke kmentim : za : pichli :
kiep: elky :

hladovi jsou : v&fim : nesou : co maji : lisku : pfinesenou : pro né : jejich mrtvym : jist chci : zrat :
maso : zahiejte me :

lovce : jejich psy : nasleduji : na staré : stop€ : oni vétii : jen : zada : vidim : obliceje : Sleha vitr : me :
z : vétvi : vysvobodi : konecné : jemn : € : stiepy : lame: vitr :

ze pst : mé jeden vidi : bez: radné : ne : roz : pozna : va mé :

ze stromu : muyj ptaci : pohled : Cerni : Spacci : setrvavaji : na : vétvich : ve vysce : diepi : odhodlané :
jako ja :

ob : hlize : j : 1: terén : s oblohou : voda : hluboka : zakalena : v zimé€ : zamrzla : ptrikryvka : zelené
hlubiny :

ve vzduchu : kiiz : v letu : straka : rozrazi : vzduch : prazdny je : chladny prostor : pod : udery : je :
jich kridel :

vsecek : napadly : lezi snih : pr: as : kajic : uz ho ma : zeme : na zemi : past : na : ptaky : ma : obraz :
zI¢é zrni : Zitné : vabidlo : které : zobaji : 0 : bez : fet : né : jen : opfené o kolik : na : napnutém : lané :
star¢ dvete : ve sn¢hu : povoli se : za : biji : mé : letim : moje t€lo : které je : také hladové :

v zim¢ : od : trZen : od lovcu : se psy : zaostiim : do dalky : spocine : mdj pohled : na jezdci : na koni :
ktery : tahne : lod’ku : na mofi : co ledove : lezi : v : dal : ce : mofe : rozdélené : sn€hem : zlut : blizké
: vétve : ostruziniku :

na zadech : moje kofist : se : pohupuje : lehce : s kazdym : krokem : polyka : nés : hluboky : snih :
jedna Zena : stoji : ve dvefich :


https://www.bruegel2018.at/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Xr7Q3f5ueGw

pozoruje : moji lovcei : jdou unavené : némé o : kolo : chranéna : pied : vétrem : na : je : jim : tbo¢i :
Skrabou : po zeleném ledu :

silu:ety:ma:lych:lid:i:je:jich:san¢ : narybniku: hra:ji:ka: ¢u: zmrzli: v kruhu : tam :
obloha : je : bez svétla : snih : rozjasnuje : krajinu : podivej : nevrhame : zadné : stiny :

z ko : mina : Slehaji : plameny : na stfechu : v pozadi :

nahote opékaji : prase : vitr zajizdi : do otypky : sla : my : u toho : se zahtiva : i dité : jeho vlasy :
roztavaji :

u mlyna : stoji : kolo : jemné zuby : strnulé : mrazem : také : Zeny : se vraci domt : na sanich : na
provaze :

tahne jedna : jeji matku : na led¢ : kolem : muZze : ktery : na biehu : lame : vétev : ze stromu :

Andrej Tarkovskij (rez.): Solaris, 1972

pust’te si vybranou scénu: https:// www.youtube.com/watch?v=FcglyhUre4w (kdybyste chtéli
vidét film cely, na stejném kandlu je i s Ceskymi titulky — ale pro seminaf to neni nutné)

Walter de la Mare
Brueghel's Winter

Jagg'd mountain peaks and skies ice-green
Wall in the wild, cold scene below.
Churches, farms, bare copse, the sea

In freezing quiet of winter show;

Where ink-black shapes on fields in flood
Curling, skating, and sliding go.

To left, a gabled tavern; a blaze;

Peasants; a watching child; and lo,
Muffled, mute--beneath naked trees

In sharp perspective set a-row--

Trudge huntsmen, sinister spears aslant,
Dogs snuffling behind them in the snow;
And arrowlike, lean, athwart the air
Swoops into space a crow.

But flame, nor ice, nor piercing rock,
Nor silence, as of a frozen sea,

Nor that slant inward infinite line

Of signboard, bird, and hill, and tree,
Give more than subtle hint of him
Who squandered here life's mystery.


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FcglyhUre4w

John Berryman
Winter Landscape (1940)

The three men coming down the winter hill

In brown, with tall poles and a pack of hounds
At heel, through the arrangement of the trees,
Past the five figures at the burning straw,
Returning cold and silent to their town,

Returning to the drifted snow, the rink

Lively with children, to the older men,

The long companions they can never reach,
The blue light, men with ladders, by the church
The sledge and shadow in the twilit street,

Are not aware that in the sandy time

To come, the evil waste of history
Outstretched, they will be seen upon the brow
Of that same hill: when all their company
Will have been irrecoverably lost,

These men, this particular three in brown
Witnessed by birds will keep the scene and say
By their configuration with the trees,

The small bridge, the red houses and the fire,
What place, what time, what morning occasion

Sent them into the wood, a pack of hounds

At heel and the tall poles upon their shoulders,
Thence to return as now we see them and
Ankle-deep in snow down the winter hill

Descend, while three birds watch and the fourth flies.

Joseph Langland
Hunters in the Snow: Brueghel (1956)

Quail and rabbit hunters with tawny hounds,

Shadowless, out of late afternoon

Trudge toward the neutral evening of indeterminate form
Done with their blood-annunciated day

Public dogs and all the passionless mongrels

Through deep snow

Trail their deliberate masters

Descending from the upper village home in lovering light.



Sooty lamps
Glow in the stone-carved kitchens.

This is the fabulous hour of shape and form
When Flemish children are gray-black-olive

And green-dark-brown

Scattered and skating informal figures

On the mill ice pond.

Moving in stillness

A hunched dame struggles with her bundled sticks,
Letting her evening's comfort cudgel her

While she, like jug or wheel, like a wagon cart
Walked by lazy oxen along the old snowlanes,
Creeps and crunches down the dusky street.

High in the fire-red dooryard

Half unhitched the sign of the Inn

Hangs in wind

Tipped to the pitch of the roof.

Near it anonymous parents and peasant girl,
Living like proverbs carved in the alehouse walls,
Gather the country evening into their arms

And lean to the glowing flames.

Now in the dimming distance fades

The other village; across the valley

Imperturbable Flemish cliffs and crags

Vaguely advance, close in, loom

Lost in nearness. Now

The night-black raven perched in branching boughs
Opens its early wing and slipping out

Above the gray-green valley

Weaves a net of slumber over the snow-capped homes.
And now the church, and then the walls and roofs

Of all the little houses are become

Close kin to shadow with small lantern eyes.

And now the bird of evening

With shadows streaming down from its gliding wings
Circles the neighboring hills

Of Hertogenbosch, Brabant.

Darkness stalks the hunters,

Slowly sliding down,

Falling in beating rings and soft diagonals.
Lodged in the vague vast valley the village sleeps.

William Carlos Williams



The Hunter in the Snow (1962)

The over-all picture is winter
icy mountains
in the background the return

from the hunt it is toward evening
from the left
sturdy hunters lead in

their pack the inn-sign
hanging from a
broken hinge is a stag a crucifix

between his antlers the cold
inn yard is
deserted but for a huge bonfire

that flares wind-driven tended by
women who cluster
about it to the right beyond

the hill is a pattern of skaters
Brueghel the painter
concerned with it all has chosen

a winter-struck bush for his
foreground to
complete the picture

Rutger Kopland

Brueghel's Winter (1987)
ptel. z holandstiny: James Brockway

Winter by Brueghel, the hill with hunters

and dogs, at their feet the valley with the village.
Almost home, but their dead-tired attitudes, their steps
in the snow—a return, but almost as

slow as arrest. At their feet the depths

grow and grow, become wider and further,
until the landscape vanishes into a landscape
that must be there, is there but only

as a longing is there.



Ahead of them a jet-black bird dives down. Is it mockery
of this labored attempt to return to the life

down there: the children skating on the pond,

the farms with women waiting and cattle?

An arrow underway, and it laughs at its target.

Anne Stevenson

Brueghel's Snow (1993)

Here in the snow:

three hunters with dogs and pikes
trekking over a hill,

into and out of those famous footprints -
famous and still.

What did they catch?

They have little to show

on their bowed backs.

Unlike the delicate skaters below,
these are grim, they look ill.

In the village, it's zero.

Bent shapes in black clouts,

raw faces aglow

in the firelight, burning the wind
for warmth, or their hunger's kill.

What happens next?

In the unpainted picture?

The hunters arrive, pull

off their caked boots, curse the weather
slump down over stoups. . .

Who's painting them now?

What has survived to unbandage

my eyes as | trudge through this snow,
with my dog and stick,

four hundred winters ago?



a na zavér za odménu maly bonbének pro ty, co jesté vydrzeli:
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l;éoléﬁé'eilo: Sv. Jii a di;ak, 145“6, oléj na platn¢ 57 x 73 cm, London: National gallery

Ursula Fanthorpe (1929-2009)
Not my best side

Ne zrovna Sik
ptel. Michal Jares, 2008

L.

Ne zrovna $ik, uz je to tak.

Malif mi nedal moc prostoru

na pdzovani, a tak, vidite sami:

ten mazal, co se nimrd jen

s kompozici, mi ufiknul dvé nohy.

No nic, nechci si stézovat,

(ostatn€ — co jsou dvé nohy

pro netvora?) Jen trochu lituju,

ze jsem tim postaven do Spatného svétla.
A pro¢, fikam si, ma byt muj pokofitel
takovy nechutny holobradek? Navic

na hrbatém Simlovi s kopyty jako krabice?
A proc€ je moje obét’



tak malo hezka — jen sotva k sezrani?

A pro¢ si m¢ — doslova — omota

kolem prstu? Nevadi, ze umiu

podle ritudlu, nebot’ se rodim vzdy znovu.
Ale mozna tu mohlo byt trochu vic krve,
aby se poznalo, ze m¢ berou vazné.

1L

Pro divku je to vnitini boj,

byt ¢i nebyt zachranéna...

Ten drak

je docela fajn. M4 to néco do sebe,
kdyz je o vas zajem. Vsak vite, co chci fict.
Vypada dobie, pofadny drapy

a zelend kiiZze a ten — ehm — ocasek...
A jak na mé koukal —

piimo mé¢ hltal pohledem...

Hmmm — uplné by vés to vzalo.

No a kdyz ten hosi¢ek v plné zbroji
vyrazil na tom svém désivém koni —
netfikdm, Ze bych jasala. Vim,

ze takovy kyrys muize skryt ledacos.
Moznd mé akné, nebo snad lupy
kdo vi, pachne mu z st — Ale drak — —
to staci jen kouknout, a hned vite,
co je zac.

Jenze co s tim?

Ten klucik draka prosté odd¢lal —

a holka musi myslet na budoucnost.

11

Mam doktorat z draciho

ucetnictvi a reklamace panen.

Muyj kin je posledni model: pohon

na vSechny Ctyii s retro kapotazi.
Kopi je ruéni vyroba na zakazku.

A brnéni, co vlastnim,

je tajny prototyp. Sotva

muZzete byt lepsi neZ jsem ja.

Mam vycvik jako nikdo z vas.

Jesté néjaké otazky?

Vy nechcete zrusit anebo zachranit
tim nejnovejSim zplsobem? Vy nechcete
splnit si své role, jak vam je

mytus i véda naordinovaly?

Nechcete snad vasi vybiravosti
zpusobit propousténi

ve statnich vyrobnach kopi a koni?

A popravdé fe¢eno — co je mi do vas?
Vy mi tu piekaZzite.



