
www.dereta.rs



Ivo Andrić
CONVERSATION WITH GOYA 

BRIDGES 
SIGNS BY THE ROADSIDE

Edited by 
Celia Hawkesworth

For the Publisher 
Dijana Dereta

Editor in Chief 
Aleksandar Šurbatović

Artistic and Graphic design 
Milan Bogdanović

Proofreading 
Dijana Stojanović

First Dereta’s Edition

ISBN 978-86-7346-953-9

Print run 
1000 copies

Beograd, 2014.

Published / Printed / Placement by 
DERETA doo 

Vladimira Rolovića 94a, 11030 Belgrade 
phone/fax: +381 11 23 99 077; 23 99 078 

www.dereta.rs 
DERETA Bookstores 

Knez Mihailova 46, phone: +381 11 30 33 503, 26 27 934 
Banovo brdo, Dostojevskog 7, phone: +381 11 30 58 707, 35 56 445



Ivo Andrić

CONVERSATION 
WITH GOYA


BRIDGES


SIGNS BY THE

ROADSIDE
(SELECTION)

Translated by
Celia Hawkesworth

Beograd
2014.

DERETA



© Zadužbina Ive Andrića, Milutina Bojića 4, Beograd 
Translations © 1992 Celia Hawkesworth 

© ovog izdanja dela Dereta



‘Wherever I look there are poems –  
whatever I touch is pain.’

(Ex Ponto, 1918)



INTRODUCTION

This volume represents a selection of the thoughts of the 
Yugoslav Nobel prize-winner, Ivo Andrić, on human life 
and the nature of art.

Andrić was an exceptionally private person who declined 
to give interviews or to make direct comment on his work. 
His statements are generally indirect, in the form of the 
large number of short stories and several novels on which 
his reputation is based. But he also kept notes all his life – 
on books, people, places, conversations and above all ideas 
provoked by his experiences and observations. These notes 
form an intellectual ‘diary’, which is the closest Andrić 
came to direct communication with his readers. He himself 
carefully selected the passages for publication in the volume 
entitled Signs by the Roadside. A more characteristic form of 
statement is ‘Conversation with Goya’, where the writer’s 
evident affinity with the work of the painter releases him 
from his usual reticence, enabling him to express his own 
views, without having to use the ‘I’ he dreaded. Andrić had 
such radical distrust of the pronoun that he often spoke in 
the first person plural even when he was clearly referring 
only to himself, in day-to-day conversation. The reason for 
this uneasiness was probably a combination of humility, an 
awareness that the person of the artist is of no consequence, 
a mere distraction from what he has to say; and a more 
indefinable conviction that individual ideas, like individu-
als, are of little intrinsic significance, but important only 
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in so far as they are related to others and together form an 
enduring humanity that transcends the limitations of time 
and space. Above all, Andrić was conscious always of a deep 
responsibility to words – spoken and written. For Andrić, 
words – the material of his creative work – once expressed, 
became enduring objects, with innate power for good or 
evil. Words were the material of Andrić’s own individual 
struggle against transience, and one of man’s most potent 
means of survival in a fundamentally tragic and hostile 
world. They must be used with the greatest precision and 
not lightly or carelessly transacted.

This sense of responsibility to words was closely related 
to the strong sense Andrić had that the mere activities that 
seem to fill our daily lives are not real life. The real, the 
enduring things are ideas and the works of artists, the ac-
counts of past events, the stories and legends handed down 
through the generations.

Andrić could never understand why the facts of his life 
should be of any interest to his readers: in his later years he 
used to wonder why people were concerned to make muse-
ums of the house where he was born and the flat he lived in 
in Belgrade. ‘There is nothing to see,’ he would say, ‘it is not 
as though I were Tolstoy and lived at Yasnaya Polyana …’

Nevertheless a few facts about Andrić’s life will help to 
provide a context for these reflections.

*

Andrić was born in Travnik, in the heart of the Bosnian 
mountains, on 9th October 1892. Travnik is the setting 





CONVERSATION WITH GOYA



The first shadows of the still, warm afternoon were fall-
ing on the road. I was about twenty kilometres from Bor-
deaux. As I passed through Croix des Huins, I saw on the 
right the great columns of a radio telegraph station. Towers 
of metal cobwebs, intricate as lace, solid as a city.

As I drove on, I kept thinking of the similarity between 
ancient, elegant cathedrals and these steel towers. These too 
have their permanent employees, who serve them as priests 
do churches. At night, like candles in a church, red or green 
lights burn along their whole length to warn aircraft fly-
ing in fog. Of course everything to do with these telegraph 
towers is ‘rational’ and serves a clearly defined practical 
purpose, while church towers are nowadays merely a luxu-
ry or a symbol. But, did they not themselves once arise out 
of need and were they not built on a ‘rational’ basis? Only 
their purpose has vanished, forgotten.

This analogy stayed in my mind, and made what we 
usually call near become exceptionally clearly connected in 
my thoughts with what we call distant; ‘possible’ with ‘im-
possible’. Carrying in my eyes the image of those modern 
towers, in which a miracle occurs every instant, I felt that 
my thoughts and imagination could quite easily and rap-
idly cross over past time and departed people, and bring 
them to life.

I was still thinking about these great, as yet incomplete 
cathedrals of our time, when, wandering through the large 
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wine-growing town, I sat down wearily in front of a café 
in a suburb. There are suburbs like this in all the towns of 
the world. The drainage system there is still rudimentary, 
asphalt rare, and the streets bear the names of local poets or 
philanthropic doctors, known only within the boundaries 
of that borough. These districts in the process of coming 
into being, where nothing is yet established or permanent, 
where nothing arrests or disturbs your thoughts, are the 
most agreeable places for a stranger to rest and reflect.

Not far from the café, in a field, beside materials dumped 
there after a recent building venture, a circus tent was being 
erected. I could hear the blows of hammers and men shout-
ing, and, from time to time, the stifled whining of a hyena 
or some other animal from behind the bars of the menagerie.

These little suburban cafés, in which there is no furni-
ture or ornament of any note, are more or less the same 
everywhere, and do not change with the times or fashion. 
The chairs, benches, wide-necked bottles and glasses of 
thick, opaque glass, the proprietor with his sleeves rolled-
up and blue apron, all this has always been the same, eve-
rywhere, and all of it has been seen by generation after 
generation of patrons. In such a setting, you can always 
conjure up people, costumes and customs from different 
ages, and they will not clash with it in any way, or create 
any feeling of anachronism that might spoil the illusion.

‘Yes,’ someone said beside me, as though I had spoken 
my thoughts out loud.

It was the deep rasping voice of an old man in a dark 
green cloak of unusual cut. He wore a black hat, beneath 
which shone exhausted but lively eyes. Opposite me sat 
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Don Francisco Goya y Lucientes, the former first painter of 
the Spanish Court, resident in this town from 1819.

‘Yes…’
And we began a conversation that was, in fact, a mono-

logue by Goya about himself, about art, and about general 
questions of human destiny.

If this monologue seems to you at first sight fragmented 
and disjointed, it is in fact held together by the inner bonds 
which link Goya’s life and his painting.

‘Yes, simple surroundings are the settings for miracles 
and great things. Cathedrals and palaces, in all their beau-
ty and grandeur, actually represent only the withering and 
burning-out of what began in poverty and simplicity. The 
seed of the future lies in simplicity, while in beauty and 
brilliance there is only an unmistakable sign of decay and 
death. But people have equal need of both brilliance and 
simplicity. They are the two faces of life. It is impossible 
to keep them both in mind at the same time: when you 
look at one you always lose sight of the other. And if any-
one does, in fact, see them both, it is hard for him, when 
he looks at one, to forget the other.

‘At heart, I have myself always been on the side of sim-
plicity, on the side of deep, free life, devoid of glitter or 
form. Whatever people say and whatever I myself may have 
once thought or said, in the turmoil of my youth, that is 
how it is. That is the way I am, and that is what Aragon, 
where I was born, is like.’

As he spoke, I looked down at the table on which his 
right hand was lying, like something separate, living a life 
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of its own. A terrible hand, like some magic root-amulet, 
knotted, grey, strong, but dry as a desert hillock. It was 
alive, but with the invisible life of rock. It had neither blood 
nor sap, but was made of some other material of which the 
qualities are unknown to us. It was not a hand for shaking 
or caressing, for taking or giving. Gazing at it, I wondered 
in alarm how a human hand could grow like that.

For a long time I was not able to tear my gaze away from 
that hand, which lay motionless on the table throughout 
the whole conversation, like visible proof of the truth of 
what the old man was saying, in his gruff voice which came 
from his chest and only momentarily rose to his throat, like 
a flame which could not be put out or hidden.

And so he talked on, about art, about people, about 
himself, passing from one subject to another easily and 
simply, after a short silence that I did not interrupt except 
with a silent questioning in my eyes, forever fearful that 
the old man might vanish suddenly and capriciously, like 
a dream.

‘You see, an artist is a “suspicious character”, a masked 
man in the dusk, a traveller with a false passport. The face 
under the mask is wonderful, his status is far higher than is 
written in the passport, but what difference does that make? 
People do not like this uncertainty or this secrecy, and that 
is why they call him suspicious and hypocritical. And once 
aroused, suspicion knows no bounds. Even if the artist could 
somehow make his true self and his calling known to the 
world, who would believe that was his last word? And if 
he showed his real passport, who would believe he did not 
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have a third one hidden in his pocket? And if he took off his 
mask, wishing to smile sincerely and look straight in front 
of him, there would still be people who would beg him to 
be completely sincere and trustworthy, to throw off that last 
mask as well, the one that looked so like a human face. The 
artist’s fate in the world is to fall from one insincerity into 
another and to go from one contradiction to another. And 
even those calm and happy artists, in whom these things are 
least obvious, even they waver constantly, forever trying to 
join two ends that never can be joined.

‘When I was living in Rome, a friend of mine, a painter 
who was inclined to mysticism, once said to me: “There is 
the same abyss between the artist and society as between 
God and the world. The first antagonism is merely a sym-
bol of the second.”

‘That was just his way of expressing himself. The truth 
can be told in several ways, but Truth is ancient and indi-
visible.

‘Sometimes even I find myself wondering: what kind of 
a calling is this? (for it is a calling, how else could it fill a 
man’s whole life and bring him so much satisfaction and so 
much suffering?) What is this irresistible, insatiable striv-
ing to snatch from the darkness of non-existence, from the 
prison which the connection of one thing with another in 
this life represents, to tear from this nothingness or from 
these bonds piece by piece of the life and dreams of men, 
to give them form and fix them “forever” with brittle chalk 
on flimsy paper?

‘What are a few thousand of our hands, eyes and brains 
compared to that endless empire from which, with a con-
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stant, instinctive effort, we break off tiny pieces? But still, 
that effort, which appears to the majority of people, quite 
rightly, senseless and vain, has in it something of the great 
instinctive persistence with which ants build their an-
thills in busy thoroughfares, where they are doomed to be 
crushed and destroyed.

‘The hellish torment and incomparable charm of this 
activity make us feel that we are seizing something from 
someone else, taking it from one dark world into anoth-
er, which we do not know, transforming it from nothing 
into something, without knowing what that something is. 
That is why the artist is “beyond the law”, an outlaw in the 
higher sense of the word, condemned to make superhuman 
and hopeless efforts to contribute to some superior, invis-
ible order, disrupting this lower, visible one, in which one 
ought to live with the whole of one’s being.

‘We create forms, like a second order of nature, we arrest 
youth, retain a glance which in “nature” would have changed 
or vanished a moment later, we seize and separate lightning 
movements which no one would ever have seen and we leave 
them, with all their mysterious meaning, to the eyes of fu-
ture generations. And not only that – we reinforce each of 
these movements and glances by a barely perceptible line or 
tone. This is not exaggerated or deceitful and it does not fun-
damentally alter what we portray, but lives alongside it like 
an unseen but constant proof that this object has been recre-
ated for a more enduring, more significant life and that this 
miracle has taken place within us. This addition, which every 
work of art bears, like the trace of the mysterious coopera-
tion between nature and the artist, is proof of the demonic 





BRIDGES



Of all that a man is impelled to build in this life, noth-
ing is in my eyes finer and more precious than a bridge. 
Bridges are more important than houses, holier, because 
more all-embracing, than places of worship. Belonging to 
everyone and the same for everyone, useful, built always 
rationally, in a place in which the greatest number of hu-
man needs coincide, they are more enduring than other 
buildings and serve nothing which is secret or evil.

Great stone bridges, witness of vanished ages when peo-
ple lived, thought and built differently, grey or stained with 
the wind and rain, their sharply chiselled lines worn down, 
with thin grass growing or birds nesting in their joins and 
imperceptible cracks. Slender iron bridges, stretched from 
one bank to the other like a wire, shaking and resounding 
with every train that hurtles over them; they seem still to be 
waiting for their final form and perfection, and the beauty 
of their lines will be fully disclosed only to the eyes of our 
grandchildren. Wooden bridges on the way into the lit-
tle towns of Bosnia whose furrowed planks sink and creak 
under the hooves of the village horses like the keys of a xy-
lophone. And, finally, those tiny bridges in the mountains, 
nothing but a largish tree trunk or two logs riveted togeth-
er, thrown across a wild stream that would be impassable 
without them. Twice a year in flood the torrent sweeps them 
away, but the peasants, blindly persistent as ants, cut, plane 
and build another. That is why one often sees beside those 
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There are some traditional stories that are so universal that 
we forget when and where we heard or read them, and they 
live in us like the memory of some experience of our own.

Such a story is the one about the young man who, wan-
dering through the world to seek his fortune, set out along a 
dangerous road, not knowing where it was leading him. So as 
not to lose his way, the young man took an axe and carved in 
the trunks of the trees beside the road signs which would later 
show him the way back.

That young man personifies the shared, eternal destiny of all 
mankind: on the one hand, a dangerous and uncertain road, 
and on the other our deep human need not to get lost, but to 
find our way in the world and leave some trace behind us. The 
signs we leave after us will not escape the destiny of everything 
human – transience and oblivion. They may never be noticed 
at all and perhaps no one will understand them. But still, they 
are necessary, just as it is natural and necessary that we should 
open our hearts and communicate with others.

If these small obscure signs do not save us from disorienta-
tion and all kinds of trials, they can at least make them easier, 
and help us in so far as they convince us that, in everything we 
do, we are not alone, nor the first, nor unique...
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Preserve us, Lord, from the realisation of our dreams. 
Remove us from the object of our desires, for our body 
desires its own death.

*

It is only the active, with their aggression and inconsid-
erateness who move life forward, but it is only the passive, 
with their patience and kindliness, who preserve it, making 
it both possible and bearable.

*

It is not death, but forgetfulness that solves everything. 
Forgetfulness, not only of concepts, words and faces, but of 
everything that exists and lives. Forgetfulness of the body 
and forgetfulness of time. Forgetfulness so as to rest and to 
live on in the body without memory, with a spirit without 
a name. Forgetfulness, death, but with the right to hope.

*

The worst thing is not that everything passes, but that 
we cannot and do not know how to come to terms with 
this simple, unavoidable fact.

*

At the worst moments, when the din around me is at 
its harshest, when the last traces of reason and kindness are 
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obscured and when every word and gesture expresses evil 
and misguided impulses, with a desperate movement of my 
mind, like lightning, I demolish the whole world, wipe out 
and abandon everything to oblivion, down to the last sign 
of existence. Then, over all that men have done and said, 
inexpressibly terrible things but now vanished and buried 
forever, reigns silence, not the dead, faceless silence of hu-
man habitations, but a great silence of outer space, a new 
world, built entirely of silence, a marvellous Jerusalem, 
a holy city, magnificent and enduring. Blocks of silence, 
arches and corners of silence, shadows and patches of light 
on the buildings and as far as the eye can see, a new world 
for those who have been defeated in this world, a paradise 
which remains after matter has burnt itself out in the form 
that we see and touch each day, and which poisons and 
crushes us at every instant.

Whoever succeeds in penetrating silence and calling it 
by its true name, has achieved the most that a mortal be-
ing can achieve. It is then no longer cold nor dumb, empty 
nor terrible, but it serves him and comes to his aid in all 
adversity, as in the traditional song where the hero caught a 
nymph by her hair and made her his blood sister, binding 
her to him forever. Whoever succeeds in warming solitude 
and bringing it to life, has conquered the world.

*

Whatever does not cause pain – is not life, whatever 
does not pass – is not joy.
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*

In the respect that we have for the dead, as in the love 
and care that we all show for children, lies the inadequacy 
that always accompanies our respect, our love and our care 
for the living and for the adults around us.

*

Now that I have seen, heard, felt and got to know both 
the others, it is time to find a third place. A secret place, high 
up, where no one shrieks or sings, where all the threads and 
circumstances of life and death are drawn together, where no 
one wants or waits for anything, but where you sit beside what 
you have found, what you have waited for and achieved, by 
the boundless and impassable river of life, for a lifetime, with-
out wishing or thinking of embracing it, halting or seizing it.

*

A person who does not know how to joke, and a society 
that cannot, dare not, or does not know how to laugh in-
nocently, are doomed.

*

It is not shameful to be deceived in a great hope. The 
mere fact that such a hope could exist is worth so much 
that it is not too dearly paid for by dis appointment, no 
matter how hard it is.



Celia Hawkesworth retired in 2002 as Reader in Serbi-
an and Croatian at the School of Slavonic & East European 
Studies, University College London. She is the author of 
Ivo Andrić: Bridge Between East and West, Athlone Press, 
1984. To mark the centenary of Andrić’s birth, she edited a 
volume of short stories, The Damned Yard and Other Sto-
ries and produced a new translation of the novel The Days 
of the Consuls, both published by Forest Books, 1992. The 
stories were reissued in 1993 by Dufour Editions and the 
novel was reissued by Harvill Press as Bosnian Chronicle.
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„I što po gle dam sve je pje sma, 
i če ga god se tak nem sve je bol.“

(Ex Ponto, 1918)



PREDGOVOR

Ovo iz da nje pred sta vlja iz bor mi sli Ive An dri ća, ju go-
slo ven skog do bit ni ka No be lo ve na gra de, o ljud skom ži-
vo tu i pri ro di umet no sti. 

Su vi še za tvo ren u se be, An drić ni je vo leo da da je in ter-
vjue i ko men ta ri še svoj rad. Nje go vi is ka zi su uglav nom 
po sred ni, iz dvo je ni iz mno go broj nih krat kih pri ča i ne ko-
li ko ro ma na na ko ji ma je iz gra dio svo ju re pu ta ci ju. Ipak, 
on je ta kom ži vo ta pi sao i be leš ke – o knji ga ma, lju di ma, 
me sti ma, raz go vo ri ma i, po seb no, o ide ja ma ko je je do-
bi jao na osno vu is ku stva i za pa ža nja. Te be leš ke či ne ne-
ku vr stu in te lek tu al nog „dnev ni ka“, što je naj bli že na či nu 
An dri će ve ne po sred ne ko mu ni ka ci je sa či ta o ci ma. On je 
bri žlji vo oda brao od lom ke za knji gu Zna ko vi po red pu ta. 
Još svoj stve ni ji is kaz pred sta vlja „Raz go vor s Go jom“, gde 
se zbog oči gled ne piš če ve na klo no sti pre ma de lu ovog sli-
ka ra on sâm oslo bo dio uo bi ča je ne su zdr ža no sti, omo gu-
ća va ju ći mu da iz ra zi svo je sta vo ve, ali da pri tom ne mo ra 
da ko ri sti ono „ja“ od ko ga je to li ko za zi rao. An drić ni je 
vo leo ovu za me ni cu, če sto je go vo rio u pr vom li cu mno-
ži ne, čak i u sva ko dnev nim raz go vo ri ma, kad je bi lo ja sno 
da se neš to od no si sa mo na nje ga. Tu ne la god nost ve ro-
vat no je imao zbog ose ća nja po ni zno sti i sve sti da pri-
vat ni ži vot umet ni ka ni je bi tan, da od vla či od ono ga što 
ima da ka že; dr žao se i uve re nja da su po je di nač ne ide je, 
kao i po je din ci, sa me po se bi be zna čaj ne, ali da po sta ju 
va žne sa mo uko li ko su po ve za ne sa dru gi ma, te za jed no 
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či ne traj no čo ve čan stvo ko je pre va zi la zi gra ni ce vre me na 
i pro sto ra. Iz nad sve ga, An drić je uvek ga jio ve li ku od-
go vor nost pre ma re či ma – u go vo ru i pi sa nju. Sma trao 
je da re či – ma te ri jal za nje go vo kre a tiv no stva ra laš tvo – 
kad se jed nom iz ra ze, po sta ju opi plji ve kao pred me ti, sa 
unu traš njom sna gom za do bro i zlo. Re či su pred sta vlja le 
ma te ri jal za An dri će vu lič nu bor bu pro tiv pro la zno sti, ali 
i jed no od naj moć ni jih oru đa čo ve ka za op sta nak u ovom 
u bi ti tra gič nom i ne pri ja telj ski na stro je nom sve tu. One 
se mo ra ju ko ri sti ti kraj nje pre ci zno i ne sme ju se ola ko ili 
bez ob zir no tro ši ti.

Ose ćaj od go vor no sti pre ma re či ma je bio usko po ve-
zan sa An dri će vim uvre že nim uti skom da obič ne ak tiv-
no sti ko je na iz gled is pu nja va ju sva ko dnev i cu za pra vo ni-
su stvar ni ži vot. One pra ve, traj ne stva ri je su ide je i de la 
umet ni ka, uspo me ne na pro te kle do ga đa je, pri če i le gen-
de ko je se ge ne ra ci ja ma pre no se sa ko le na na ko le no.

An drić ni je shva tao zaš to bi po je di no sti iz nje go vog ži-
vo ta za ni ma le iko ga od nje go vih či ta la ca: pod svo je sta re 
da ne se iš ču đa vao zaš to se lju di tru de da na pra ve mu zej 
od ku će u ko joj je ro đen i sta na u ko me je ži veo u Be o-
gra du. „Ne ma tu šta da se vi di“, go vo rio je, „jer ni sam ja 
Tol stoj i ne ži vim u Ja snoj po lja ni...“

U sva kom slu ča ju, ne ko li ko či nje ni ca o An dri će vom 
ži vo tu mo gu bi ti do bar pu to kaz da se ob ja sni ši ri kon-
tekst nje go vih raz miš lja nja.

*

An drić je ro đen u Trav ni ku, u sr cu bo san skih pla ni na, 
9. ok to bra 1892. go di ne. Trav nik je bio i po zor ni ca za 
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To plo i mir no po pod ne spuš ta lo je pr ve sen ke na drum. 
De li lo me dva de se tak ki lo me ta ra od Bor doa. Pro la ze ći kroz 
Cro ix des Hu ins ugle dao sam de sno od dru ma ve li ke stu-
bo ve sta ni ce za be žič nu te le gra fi ju. Ku le od me tal ne pa u či-
ne, fi ne kao čip ka i tvr de kao gra do vi.

Vo ze ći da lje, mi slio sam ne pre sta no na slič nost iz me đu 
vi tih i pre sta re lih ka te dra la i ovih če lič nih tor nje va be žič ne 
te le gra fi je. I oni ima ju svo je stal ne slu žbe ni ke ko ji ih op slu-
žu ju kao sveš te ni ci hra mo ve. I u nji ma go re, no ću, ce lom du-
ži nom (zbog avi o na ko ji le te u ta mi), cr ve ne ili ze le ne lam pe 
ko je li če na sve će i kan di la u cr kva ma. Na rav no da je kod 
onih te le graf skih ku la sve na ra ci o nal noj osno vi i sve slu ži 
ja sno od re đe noj prak tič noj svr si, dok su cr kve ni tor nje vi da-
nas sa mo luk suz i sim bol. Ali, zar i oni ni su ne kad po sta li iz 
po tre be i bi li građe ni na ra ci o nal noj osno vi? Sa mo se ta ra ci-
o nal na osno va po ma kla, a svr ha ne sta la, za bo ra vlje na.

Ta ana lo gi ja me stal no pra ti la i od nje se u mo jim mi-
sli ma neo bič no ja sno i ube dlji vo ve zi va lo ono što mi na-
zi va mo bli zu sa onim što zo ve mo da leko, „mo guć no“ sa 
„ne mo guć nim“. No se ći u oči ma sli ku tih mo der nih cr ka va, 
u ko ji ma se sva ko ga tre nut ka de ša va ču do, či ni lo mi se da i 
mo ja mi sao i mo ja uo bra zi lja lak še i br že pre la ze i oži vlju ju 
proš la vre me na i po mr le lju de.

Ve li ke i još ne sa vr še ne ka te dra le na še ga vre me na ko je 
sam po sle pod ne gle dao u Cro ix des Hu ins bi le su pred met 
to ga raz miš lja nja još pred ve če, kad sam luta ju ći po ve li koj 
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vi nar skoj va ro ši seo umo ran pred jed nu ka fa nu u pred gra đu. 
Ta kva pred gra đa po sto je u svim gra do vi ma sve ta. Tu je ka-
na li za ci ja još ru di men tar na, as falt re dak, a uli ce no se ime na 
lo kal nih pe sni ka ili le ka ra fi lan tro pa, po zna tih sa mo u ata ru 
te opšti ne. U tim kvar to vi ma ko ji na sta ju, gde još niš ta ni je 
utvr đe no ni stal no, gde niš ta ne za u sta vlja i ne bu ni mi sao, tu 
je za stran ca naj lep še me sto za od mor i raz miš lja nje.

Ne da le ko od ka fa ne, na jed noj utri ni, po red gra đe od ba-
če ne sa po sled njih gra đe vi na, po di žu cir ku sku ša tru. Ču ju 
se udar ci če ki ća, rad nič ka vi ka i, s vre me na na vre me, pro-
mu klo štek ta nje hi je ne ili ne ke dru ge ži vo ti nje iza re še ta ka 
me na že ri je.

Ove ma le ka fa ni ce po pred gra đi ma, u ko ji ma ne ma ne-
kog na ro či tog po kuć stva ni ure sa, jed na ke su ma nje- vi še 
svu da i ne me nja ju se sa vre me nom i mo dom. Sto lo vi, klu-
pe, fla še sa ši ro kim gr li ćem i ča še od gru bog mut nog sta kla, 
ga zda sa za su kanim ru ka vi ma i mo dr om ke ce ljom, sve je to 
od u vek i svu da ta ko, u sve su to gle da li mno gi i mno gi na-
raš ta ji go sti ju. Na tom de ko ru mo gu se uvek iza zva ti lju di i 
noš nje i obi ča ji iz ra znih vre me na, a da ni ma lo ne od u da ra-
ju od nje ga, i bez ana hro ni za ma ko ji bi kva ri li ilu zi ju i či ni li 
sce nu ne ve ro vat nom.

– Da, go spo di ne – re kao je ne ko po red me ne, po tvr đu-
ju ći mo je mi sli kao da sam ih gla sno ka zao.

To je iz go vo rio du bo kim hra pa vim gla som sta ri go spo-
din u tam no ze le noj ka ba ni ci neo bič nog kro ja. Na gla vi je 
imao cr ni še šir is pod ko jeg se na zi ra la po sve se da i ret ka 
ko sa i si ja le pre mo re ne ali ži ve oči. – Pre ma me ni je se deo 
Don Fran ci sco Goya u Lu ci en tes, biv ši pr vi ži vo pi sac špan-
skog go vo ra, a od 1819. go di ne sta nov nik ove va ro ši.
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– Da, go spo di ne...
I mi smo na sta vi li raz go vor, ko ji je u stva ri bio Go jin 

mo no log o se bi, o umet no sti, o opštim stva ri ma ljud ske 
sud bi ne.

Ako vam se ovaj mo no log i uči ni na pr vi po gled iz lo-
mljen i ne po ve zan, znaj te da se dr ži unu tar njom ve zom ko-
jom ga ve zu je Go jin ži vot i nje go vo sli kar sko de lo. 

– Da, go spo di ne, pro ste i ubo ge sre di ne su po zor ni ce za 
ču da i ve li ke stva ri. Hra mo vi i pa la te u svoj svo joj ve li či ni 
i le po ti u stva ri su sa mo do go re va nje i do cve ta va nje ono ga 
što je ni klo ili pla nu lo u pro sto ti i si ro ti nji. U pro sto ti je 
kli ca bu duć no sti, a u le po ti i sja ju ne pre var ljiv znak opa-
da nja i smr ti. Ali, lju di ma su pod jed na ko po treb ni i sjaj i 
jed no stav nost. To su dva li ca ži vo ta. Ne mo guć no je sa gle-
da ti ih oba u isti mah, ne go se uvek gle da ju ći jed no mo ra 
iz gu bi ti dru go iz vi da. I ko me je bi lo da no da vi di obo je, 
teš ko mu je, gle da ju ći jed no, za bo ra vi ti dru go.

Ja, lič no, bio sam sr cem uvek na stra ni jed no stav no sti, 
na stra ni slo bod nog, du bo kog ži vo ta oskud nog sja jem i ob-
li ci ma. Ma šta go vo ri li lju di i ma šta da sam mi slio i go vo rio 
i ja sam jed no vre me, u buj no sti mla đih go di na, to je ta ko. 
Ta kav sam ja, i ta kav je Ara gon iz ko jeg sam po ni kao.

Dok on go vo ri, me ni po gled pa de na sto na ko me je le-
ža la, kao neš to odvo je no i ži vo za se be, nje go va de sna ru ka. 
Straš na ru ka, kao ne ki ča rob ni ko re n-a maj li ja, čvor no vi ta, 
si va, sna žna a su va kao pu stinj ska hum ka. Ta ru ka ži vi, ali 
ne vi dlji vim ži vo tom ka me na. U njoj ne ma kr vi ni so ka, 
ne go je to ne ka dru ga ma te ri ja či je su nam oso bi ne ne-
po zna te. To ni je ru ka za ru ko va nje ni za mi lo va nje, ni za 
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Od sve ga što čo vek u ži vot nom na go nu po di že i gra di, 
niš ta ni je u mo jim oči ma bo lje i vred ni je od mo sto va. Oni 
su va žni ji od ku ća, sve ti ji, jer opšti ji, od hra mo va. Sva či ji i 
pre ma sva kom jed na ki, ko ri sni, po dig nu ti uvek smi sle no, 
na me stu na kom se ukr šta va naj ve ći broj ljud skih po tre-
ba, is traj ni ji su od dru gih gra đe vi na i ne slu že ni čem što je 
taj no ili zlo.

Ve li ki ka me ni mo sto vi, sve do ci iš če zlih epo ha kad se 
dru go ja či je ži ve lo, mi sli lo i gra di lo, si vi ili za ru de li od ve tra 
i ki še, če sto okr za ni na oš tro re za nim ćoš ko vi ma, a u nji-
ho vim sa stav ci ma i ne pri metni m pu ko ti na ma ra ste tan ka 
tra va ili se gne zde pti ce. Tan ki že le zni mo sto vi, za teg nu ti 
od jed ne oba le do dru ge kao ži ca, što drh te i zvu če od sva-
kog vo za ko ji pro ju ri; oni kao da još če ka ju svoj po sled nji 
ob lik i svo je sa vr šen stvo, a le po ta nji ho vih li ni ja ot kri će se 
pot pu no oči ma na ših unu ka. Dr ve ni mo sto vi na ula sku u 
bo san ske va ro ši ce či je iz glo da ne gre de po i gra va ju i zve če 
pod ko pi ti ma se o skih ko nja kao daš či ce ksi lo fo na. I, naj-
po sle, oni sa svim ma li mo stići u pla ni na ma, u stva ri jed no 
je di no ove će dr vo ili dva brv na pri ko va na jed no uz dru go, 
pre ba če ni pre ko ne kog gor skog po to ka ko ji bi bez njih bio 
ne pre la zan. Po dva pu ta u go di ni gor ska bu ji ca od no si, kad 
na do đe, ta brv na, a se lja ci, sle po upor ni kao mra vi, se ku, 
te šu i po sta vlja ju no va. Za to se uz te pla nin ske po to ke, u 
za to ka ma me đu ste na ma, vi de če sto ti biv ši mo sto vi; le že 
i tru nu kao i osta lo dr vo na pla vlje no tu slu ča jem, ali ta 
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Ima na rod nih pri ča ko je su to li ko op šte čo ve čan ske da za
bo ra vi mo kad i gde smo ih ču li ili či ta li, pa ži ve u na ma kao 
us po me na na naš lič ni do ži vljaj. Ta kva je i pri ča o mla di ću 
ko ji je, lu ta ju ći sve tom i tra že ći sre ću, za šao na opa san put za 
ko ji ni je znao ku da ga vo di. Da se ne bi iz gu bio, mla dić je u 
de bla dr ve ta po red pu ta za se cao si ki ri com zna ke ko ji će mu 
doc ni je po ka za ti put za po vra tak.

Taj mla dić je oli če nje op šte i več ne ljud ske sud bi ne: s jed ne 
stra ne, opa san i ne iz ve stan put, a s dru ge, ve li ka ljud ska po
tre ba da se čo vek ne iz gu bi i sna đe i da osta vi za so bom tra ga. 
Zna ci ko je osta vlja mo iza se be ne će iz be ći sud bi nu sve ga što je 
ljud sko: pro la znost i za bo rav. Mo žda će osta ti uop šte ne za pa
že ni? Mo žda ih ni ko ne će raz u me ti? Pa ipak, oni su po treb ni, 
kao što je pri rod no i po treb no da se mi lju di je dan dru gom sa
op šta va mo i ot kri va mo. Ako nas ti krat ki i ne ja sni zna ci i ne 
spa su od lu ta nja i is ku še nja, oni nam mo gu olak ša ti lu ta nja 
i is ku še nja i po mo ći nam bar ti me što će nas uve ri ti da ni u 
če mu što nam se de ša va ni smo sa mi, ni pr vi ni je di ni.
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Sa ču vaj nas, Bo že, od ostva re nja sno va. Uda lji od nas 
ono što je pred met na ših že lja, jer te lo na še že li svo ju sop-
stve nu smrt. 

*

Sa mo ak tiv ni lju di i nji ho va bor be nost i bez ob zir nost 
po kre ću ži vot na pred, ali ga sa mo pa siv ni lju di i nji ho va 
str plji vost i do bro ta odr ža va ju i či ne mo guć nim i pod no-
šlji vim. 

*

Ne smrt, za bo rav re ša va sve. Za bo rav, i to ne sa mo poj-
mo va, re či i li ca, ne go sve ga što po sto ji i ži vi. Za bo rav te la i 
za bo rav vre me na. Za bo rav, da bi se mo glo pre dah nu ti i ži-
ve ti da lje u te lu bez se ća nja, sa du hom bez ime na. Za bo rav, 
smrt sa pra vom na na du. 

*

Ni je naj go re što sve pro la zi, ne go što mi ne mo že mo i 
ne ume mo da se po mi ri mo sa tom pro stom i ne iz be žnom 
či nje ni com. 

*

U naj go rim tre nu ci ma, kad je gra ja oko me ne na vr hun-
cu, kad se po mra če i po sled nji tra go vi ra zu ma i do bro te i 
kad sve re či i gri ma se iz ra ža va ju sa mo zle i po gre šno upu će-
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ne na go ne, ta da ja jed nim očaj nič kim po kre tom mi sli, kao 
mu njom, uni štim ceo svet, zbri šem i sur vam u ni šta vi lo 
sve, do po sled njeg tra ga po sto ja nja. Nad svim onim što su 
lju di ra di li i go vo ri li, neo pi si vo stra šnim, ali iš če zlim i po-
ko pa nim za u vek, za ca ri se ti ši na, ne mr tva i bez lič na ti ši na 
ljud skih na se lja, ne go ve li ka va si o na ti ši na, je dan nov svet, 
sav od ti ši ne, div ni Je ru sa lim, bo ži ji grad, nem, ve li čan-
stven i ne pro la zan. Blo ko vi ti ši ne, lu ko vi i uglo vi od ti ši ne, 
sen ke i pro si ja nja na zgra da ma i u dnu vi di ka, je dan nov ži-
vot onih ko ji su iz gu bi li igru u sve tu, raj ko ji osta je po što se 
iz be sni ma te ri ja u nje nom ob li ku ko ji vi di mo i do di ru je mo 
sva kog da na i ko ji nas tru je i sa ti re sva kog mi nu ta. 

*

Što ne bo li – to ni je ži vot, što ne pro la zi – to ni je sre ća. 

*

U po što va nju ko je ima mo za po koj ni ke, kao i u lju ba vi 
i pa žnji ko je svi po ka zu je mo pre ma de ci, sa dr žan je i sav 
onaj ma njak ko ji stal no pra ti na še po što va nje, na šu lju bav i 
na šu pa žnju pre ma ži vim i od ra slim lju di ma ko ji nas okru-
žu ju. 

*

Sa da, kad sam vi deo, čuo, ose tio i upo znao i jed no i dru-
go, vre me je da po tra žim tre će me sto. Skro vi to a uz vi še no 
me sto, gde se ne ur la i ne pe va, gde se sti ču kon ci i uslo vi 
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ži vo ta i smr ti, gde se ne že li i ne če ka, ne go se se di nad na-
đe nim i do če ka nim, nad ne pre gled nom i ne pro la znom re-
kom ži vo ta, ce log ži vo ta, u raz mi šlja nju, bez že lje i po mi sli 
da se ob u hva ti, za u sta vi ili za gra bi. 

*

Te ško čo ve ku ko ji ne zna za ša lu i dru štvu ko je ne ume, 
ne sme ili ne mo že da se be za zle no sme je. 

*

Pre va ri ti se u jed noj ve li koj na di ni je sra mo ta. Sa ma či-
nje ni ca da je ta kva na da mo gla da po sto ji vre di to li ko da 
ni je su vi še sku po pla će na jed nim raz o ča ra njem, pa ma ka-
ko te ško ono bi lo. 

*

Fi zič ke pat nje sva ke vr ste i jad la ga nog oro nja va nja. Ali 
mo ral na be da je ve ća i te ža od fi zič ke. Da le ko ve ća, čak i kod 
onih kod ko jih mo ral ne vred no sti ni su ne kad mno go va ži le.

Uči mo se da ži vi mo steg nu ta sr ca, obo re na po gle da, bez 
pla na, go to vo i bez na de, bez zrač ka ute he. 

*

Slo bo da, pu na slo bo da, to je san, san ko me po naj če šće 
ni je su đe no da se ostva ri, ali jad nik je sva ki onaj ko ga ni-
kad ni je sa njao. 


