Simone Sandroni

Ked vila spieva

TANSC

Slova, ktoré zazneju pocas predstavenia
a su sucastou pribehu a atmosféry.



They Laugh before they go

Smeju sa, skér nez odidu.

Pod studenou a temnou vodou otvaraju o¢i dokoran,
aby lepsie videli, no to, ¢o vidia, ich neupokoji. Nadej
sa meni na hrozu, ked pochopia, Ze prenasleduju
svoju vlastnu predstavu a Ze to nie som ja.

Zadrzia dych a plavaju nahor, zatial ¢o ich
premocené oblecenie ich taha nadol.

Ked sa dostanem tam, kde sa voda stretava so
vzduchom, znovu sa k nim priblizim. Pozriem sa im
do o¢i a upokojim ich Usmevom. Pohladim ich

a pomaly spustam ruky pozdiZ ich bokov.

Robim malé grimasy: prekrizim o¢i, nafuknem lica,
pokréim nos. Pozerajui na mna a z nozdier a Ust im
unikaju malé zachvevy smiechu a voda okolo nds
bubla.

Vtedy im zacnem prstami tlacit do bokov.

Prvy stisk.

Druhy.

Potom treti.

A smiech sa stava nepretrzitym.

Steklim ich dalej, oraz silnej$ie. Smeju sa
a instinktivne sa ma snazia zastavit.
Chytia ma za ruky, no tym prestanu plavat.
Zacinaju pomaly klesat.

PokUs$aju sa ma pustit a znovu plavat, ale uz je
neskoro. Ich ruky hl'adaju vo vode nieco o ¢o by sa
mohli zachytit, zatial ¢o sa stale smeju a lapaju po
dychu.

Ja ich nadalej Steklim a smejem sa spolu s nimi.
Pozerame si do oéi.

Potom im voda zac¢ne vnikat do Ust, nozdier

a pluc. Smiech sa meni na zachvaty kasla. Vyraz

v oCiach sa meni: prekvapenie ustupuje panike.
Stale sa ma pokusaju zastavit, no ich ruky su ¢oraz
pomalsie.

Prestanu sa smiat.

Ruky a paze sa roztvoria.

Tvar stuhne.

A pomaly ich temn3, studend a pokojna voda prijme.
Smeju sa, skér nez odidu.



A Fairy Tale

Mlie¢na belost jeho tvare jemne oddelovala jeho
postavu od hustej temnoty. Svetlomodré odi
skumali tiesnivu noc. Jeho kroky postupovali neisto
a ustrachane, akoby nechcel zatazit tu nestabilnu
zem.

Bol to pocestny.

Kracal sam krajinou vody, kde zem nechava rybniky,
aby ju obklopovali, a rybniky sa opieraju o studendu,
vihku zem, az je v tme nemozné rozlisit jedno od
druhého.

Ten pohlad som videla uz tisickrat. Ten isty
vystraseny pohlad pocestnych, ktori sa od nepamati
stracali na tychto miestach.

A predsa sa tej noci vo mne nieco stalo.

Neistota a strach v tych svetlych ociach, podobnych
morskej vode vsadenej do Ciernavy, vo mne vyvolali
niec¢o, ¢o nepatrilo k mojej prirodzenosti.

Sucit.

Vznéasala som sa vo vzduchu, pre pocestného
neviditelna. Bola som tak blizko jeho tvare, Ze som
citila jej teplo, jeho hrozu.

Videla som, Ze sa chysta urobit dalsi krok.

Pod tym krokom uz nebola zem.

Bola tam &ierna voda.

Zlutovala som sa nad nim a nechcela som, aby ho
urobil.

Vtedy som urobila nie¢o, ¢o moja prirodzenost nikdy
predtym neurobila.

Odplavala som vzduchom dalej a umiestnila sa po
jeho pravici.

Potom som sa rozziarila.

Stala som sa prenho tym, ¢im je majak pre lod
stratenu v tme, svieca v okne pre rybara, Severka
pre pocestného.

Stala som sa jeho mesiacom.

Jeho tvar sa prudko otocila ku mne. Jeho morské
oCi sa upreli na moje svetlo. Zalapal po dychu

a zacal ma nasledovat.

Jeho kroky boli v blate stale neisté, no ked jeho
chodidla dosiahli suchu zem a pod nimi zacalo
Sustat listie, stali sa istejSimi.

Odviedla som ho od vody.

Zachranila som ho.



Ale nieCo sa zmenilo.

Pocestny uz nehladal cestu, ktora ho mala vyviest
z tej noci. Pozeral iba na mna.

Moje svetlo sa stalo jeho smerom.

Dovodom, preco kracal.

Dévodom jeho cesty.

A zatial ¢o on nevedomky vzdaloval od vody pod
hladinou rybnika, niekto ¢akal.

Mal zelend tvar a uskrn zarovern detsky aj desivy.
Pozeral nahor, smerom k tej tenkej linii, kde sa voda
konéi a zacina vzduch.

Bol to Vodnik, pan vod.

Odjakziva zil tam dole, zrodeny zo strachu ludi

a z neznama, ktoré si predstavuju pod hladinou
vody. Cakal na pocestnych, ktorf stratili cestu.
Vodnik vSak netuzil po ich telach.

Cakal naich duge.

Zbieral ich.

V tu noc ¢akal na dal$iu dusu, akoby bola jeho prva.
Lenze pocestny uz nemieril k nemu.

Ja som ho odviedla od vody.

Hore, na suchej zemi, ma pocestny nadalej
nasledoval. Suchot suchého listia pod jeho nohami
udaval ¢oraz rozhodnejsi rytmus.

Nechala som ho pribliZit sa.

Videla som, ako sa mu rozsirili zreni¢ky v tych
svetlomodrych odiach. Citila som teplo jeho tvare.
Potom sa jeho pohlad zmenil.

UZ som nevidela strach ¢loveka, ktorého som chcela
zachranit.

Videla som tUzbu vlastnit to, ¢o mal pred sebou.
Ale ked som to pochopila, bolo uz neskoro.

Tie ruky, ktoré mi eSte pred chvilou pripadali slabé,
sa zmenili na pascu. Jeho teplo, ktoré vo mne
prebudilo sucit, sa pre mia, odjakziva zijucu v
slobodnom vzduchu Zeme, stalo dusivym.

Necitila som strach. Strach nepatri k mojej
prirodzenosti.

Cez malu skaru medzi jeho prstami som videla oko,
ktoré ma pozorovalo.

A v tej zreni¢ke som uvidela nie¢o, ¢o som predtym
nevidela.

Priepast.

Rovnaku diernavu ako voda, v ktorej ¢akal Vodnik.
Vtedy som zhasla.

Prestala som Ziarit a stala som sa tmou.

Pocestny okamzite otvoril ruky. Z hrdla sa mu vydral
nahnevany zvuk. Zac¢al ma v tme zufalo hladat,



presvedéeny, Ze stratil nieco, o uz povazoval za
svoje.

Bola som opét slobodna.

Pozorovala som ho, ako ma hlada.

Potom som sa potichu vzniesla spat.

K rybniku.

Do stredu giernej vody.

Pod hladinou Vodnik uvidel, ze sa vraciam.
Dosiahla som stred rybnika.

Zastavila som sa.

A rozZiarila som sa.

Moje svetlo pretalo tmu.

Na brehu sa zvuk krokov pocestného zastavil.
Uvidel ma.

Okamih ticha.

Potom sa rozbehol.

Najprv som pocula, Suchot listov pod jeho nohami.
Potom blato.

Napokon zvuk krokov brodiacich sa vo vode.
Bezal za mojim svetlom.

Vstupil do rybnika bez zastavenia. Ked' bol
dostatocne blizko, vrhol sa celym telom ku mne
a jeho ruky opat vystrelili, aby ma chytili.

Ja som zostala nehybna.

Jeho ruky presli cez moje svetlo.

Tma rybnika ho pohltila. Maval rukami a vo vode
hladal oporu, ktord nemohla existovat. Jeho bleda
tvar sa neustale menila: prekvapenie, frustracia,
hro6za, panika, hnev.

Nizsie sa Vodnik smial.

Roztvaral svoje zelené ruky a tancoval.

Pocestny sa nadalej ponaral.

V istom okamihu sa prestal zmietat.

Zdvihol tvar ku mne.

Z hibin na mna uprel prosebny pohlad. Zdalo sa
ze ma ziada o odpustenie. Akoby sluboval, Ze sa
ma uz nikdy nebude pokusat chytit, ak ho este raz
zachranim .

Jeho prosba sa vSak nadalej pondrala spolu s nim.
Potom vybuchol hnev.

Voda okolo jeho tela sa naplnila bielymi bublinami
vzduchu. Zvijal sa v prudkych pohyboch, udieral
do prazdna.

Potom sa v8etko nahle zastavilo.

Telo pokracovalo v klesani.

Pokojne.

Poddajne.

NeUprosne.



Vodnik ho prijal do svojich zelenych ruk.

Chvilu si ho prezeral s vyrazom spokojnosti a
vlastnickej pychy.

Ale Vodnika to telo nezaujimalo.

Bola to iba schranka.

Cakal na to, &o sa ukryvalo v jej vnutri.

Ked' dusa pocestného opustila telo, Vodnik schranku
pustil a okamzite natiahol ruky. DIhymi nechtami
uchopil dusu s jemnostou, ktora kontrastovala s jeho
chamtivostou.

Jej svetlo na okamih osvetlilo Vodnikovu zelenu tvar.
Potom vytiahol mali nadobku.

Uvaznil do nej dusu.

A polozil ju na policu, ktora akoby nemal konca.
Boli na nej tisice dalSich nadobiek.

V kazdej pulzovala jedna dusa.

Vodnik chvilu obdivoval svoju novu korist.

Potom sa vzdiali a zacal stastne tancovat.

Vtedy zaznel spev Usvitu.

Vodnik sa zastavil.

Obratil sa chrbtom k svojej zbierke dusi a zacal
stupat k hladine.

Opustil hibokd tmu rybnika a pomaly prekrodil
hranicu medzi vodou a vzduchom, medzi nocou a
driom.

Mokry, akoby takym mal zostat na vec¢nost, si sadol
na kmern ako na tron.

A pocuval.

Spev usvitu silnel.

Pripominal, Ze v prirodzenom poriadku veci po tme
prichadza svetlo.

A po svetle opat tma.

Ja som sa este chvilu vznasala nad vodou.

Potom ma jemny vanok odniesol.

Nechala som sa nim unasat.

Aby som sa opéat stala tym, ¢im som.

Nie¢im, ¢o existuje, ale ¢o nemozno vlastnit.
Nie¢im, ¢o mozno nasledovat, stretnut, prejst tym.
Ale nie chytit.

Stvorena ziarit, nie byt vlastnena.

English version is below
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Simone Sandroni

As the fairy sings

DANCE

Words spoken during the performance
that are part of the story and atmosphere.



They Laugh before they go

They laugh before they go.

Under the cold, dark water, they open their eyes
wide to see more clearly, but what they see does
not reassure them. Hope turns to horror when they
realise they are chasing their own reflection and that
it is not me.

They hold their breath and swim upwards, while
their soaked clothes pull them down.

When | reach the place where the water meets the
air, | approach them again. I look into their eyes

and calm them with a smile. | stroke them and slowly
lower my hands along their hips.

I make little faces: | cross my eyes, puff out my
cheeks, wrinkle my nose. They look at me, and little
bursts of laughter escape from their nostrils and
mouths as the water bubbles around us.

Then | begin pressing my fingers into their hips.

The first squeeze.

The second.

Then the third.

And the laughter becomes unstoppable.

| keep tickling them, harder and harder. They laugh
and instinctively try to stop me.

They grab my hands, but in doing so, they stop
swimming.

They begin to sink slowly.

They try to let go of me and swim again, but it is
already too late. Their hands search the water for
something to hold on to, while they continue to
laugh and gasp for breath.

| keep tickling them and laughing with them.

We look into each other’s eyes.

Then water begins to enter their mouths, their
nostrils and their lungs. Laughter turns into fits

of coughing. The expression in their eyes changes:
surprise gives way to panic. They keep trying to
stop me, but their hands are becoming slower
and slower.

They stop laughing.

Their hands and arms fall open.



Their faces become still.

And slowly, the dark, cold and calm water takes
them in.

They laugh before they go.

A Fairy Tale

The milky pallor of his face gently separated his
figure from the thick darkness. His light-blue eyes
searched the oppressive night. His steps were
hesitant and fearful, as if he were afraid to put his
weight on the unstable ground.

He was a traveller.

He walked alone through a land of water, where the
earth lets ponds surround it, and ponds lean against
the cold, damp ground, until in the darkness it
becomes impossible to tell one from the other.

| had seen that look a thousand times before.

The same frightened look of travellers who had
been losing their way in these places since time
immemorial.

And yet, something happened inside me that night.
The uncertainty and fear in those pale eyes, like
seawater set into the darkness, stirred something
in me that was not part of my nature.
Compassion.

| hovered in the air, invisible to the traveller.

| was so close to his face that | could feel its
warmth, his terror.

| saw that he was about to take another step.
There was no ground beneath that step.

There was black water.

| felt pity for him and did not want him to take it.
And so | did something my nature had never done
before.

| drifted farther through the air and placed myself
to his right.

Then | began to glow.

| became for him what a lighthouse is to a ship lost
in the darkness, a candle in a window to

a fisherman, the North Star to a traveller.

| became his moon.

His face turned sharply towards me.



His sea-coloured eyes fixed upon my light.

He gasped and began to follow me.

His steps were still uncertain in the mud, but when
his feet reached dry ground and leaves began

to rustle beneath them, his steps grew steadier.

I led him away from the water.

| saved him.

But something had changed.

The traveller was no longer looking for the path that
would lead him out of the night. He was looking only
at me.

My light became his direction.

The reason he walked.

The reason for his journey.

And while he unknowingly moved farther away

from the water beneath the surface of the pond,
someone was waiting.

He had a green face and a grin that was both
childlike and terrifying. He looked upwards, towards
that thin line where the water ends and the air
begins.

He was the Water Sprite, lord of the waters.

He had lived down there since time immemorial,
born from people’s fear and from the unknown they
imagine beneath the surface of the water. He waited
for travellers who had lost their way.

But the Water Sprite did not desire their bodies.

He waited for their souls.

He collected them.

That night he waited for another soul, as though it
were his first.

But the traveller was no longer heading towards him.
| had led him away from the water.

Up on dry land, the traveller continued to follow me.
The rustling of dry leaves beneath his feet formed
an increasingly steady rhythm.

I let him come closer.

| saw his pupils widen in those light-blue eyes. | felt
the warmth of his face.

Then his gaze changed.

I no longer saw the fear of the man | had wanted to
save.

| saw the desire to possess what stood before him.
But by the time | understood, it was already too late.
Those hands that only moments before had seemed
weak to me had become a trap. His warmth,

which had awakened compassion in me, became
suffocating to me, who had lived forever in the free



air of the Earth.

| felt no fear. Fear does not belong to my nature.
Through a small gap between his fingers, | saw an
eye watching me.

And in that pupil | saw something | had never seen
before.

An abyss.

The same darkness as the water where the Water
Sprite waited.

And then | went dark.

| stopped glowing and became darkness.

The traveller immediately opened his hands.

An angry sound escaped his throat. He began
desperately searching for me in the darkness,
convinced that he had lost something he already
believed belonged to him.

| was free again.

| watched him searching for me.

Then | quietly rose back up.

To the pond.

To the centre of the black water.

Beneath the surface, the Water Sprite saw me
returning.

| reached the centre of the pond.

| stopped.

And | began to glow.

My light cut through the darkness.

On the shore, the sound of the traveller's footsteps
stopped.

He saw me.

A moment of silence.

Then he ran.

First | heard the rustling of leaves beneath his feet.
Then the mud.

Finally, the sound of footsteps wading through

the water.

He ran towards my light.

He entered the pond without stopping. When he
was close enough, he threw his whole body towards
me, his hands reaching out once again to catch me.
| remained still.

His hands passed through my light.

The darkness of the pond swallowed him.

He waved his arms, searching the water for support
that could not exist. His pale face kept changing:
surprise, frustration, horror, panic, anger.

Below, the Water Sprite laughed.

He spread his green arms and danced.

The traveller continued to sink.



At some point, he stopped struggling.

He raised his face towards me.

From the depths, he looked at me pleadingly.

It seemed he was asking me for forgiveness.

As if promising that he would never try to catch me
again if | saved him one more time.

But his plea continued to sink with him.

Then anger erupted.

The water around his body filled with white bubbles
of air. He writhed in violent movements, striking

at the emptiness.

Then everything suddenly stopped.

The body continued to sink.

Calmly.

Passively.

Inevitably.

The Water Sprite received him into his green hands.
For a moment, he examined him with an expression
of satisfaction and possessive pride.

But the Water Sprite was not interested in the body.
It was only a vessel.

He was waiting for what was hidden inside.

When the traveller's soul left the body, the Water
Sprite released the vessel and immediately reached
out his hands. With long fingernails, he grasped

the soul with a gentleness that contrasted with his
greed.

For a moment, its light illuminated the Water Sprite’s
green face.

Then he took out a small vessel.

He trapped the soul inside it.

And placed it on a shelf that seemed to have no end.
There were thousands of other small vessels on it.
Each one held a pulsing soul.

The Water Sprite admired his new prize for

a moment.

Then he moved away and began to dance happily.
And then the song of dawn began.

The Water Sprite stopped.

He turned his back on his collection of souls and
began to rise towards the surface.

He left the deep darkness of the pond and slowly
crossed the boundary between water and air,
between night and day.

Wet, as though he were destined to remain so
forever, he sat on a tree trunk like a king upon his
throne.

And listened.



The song of dawn grew stronger.

It reminded him that in the natural order of things,
light follows darkness.

And darkness follows light.

| hovered above the water for a while longer.
Then a gentle breeze carried me away.

I let myself be carried by it.

So that | could once again become what | am.
Something that exists, but cannot be owned.
Something that can be followed, encountered,
passed through.

But never caught.

Made to shine, not to be owned.
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