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  Jumping from the old cement block terrace, covered in flowerpots where buds are tenderly grown, placed beside an old plastic chair (to watch the world go by, only now, nobody is there to see), the dress falls to the ground. Istep inside and it wraps around me, like atwisted shawl, or asnake, engaging my entire upper body. Any tighter and it would choke me, but mostly it just hangs on, like achild of acertain age, playing games that lead you to discover that now, all of asudden, you are the adult in the room. We (I with the shawl) walk through the city, and as we approach the Wisła River banks, Icrouch down to the ground. “What do you want?” Iwish to ask, but the shawl just slithers off me and into the water. Anaked woman surfaces from beneath the reflective waters. Her body is visible for less than aminute, as she is almost immediately wearing the dress. The two have collided and become one, and it turns out that Iwas just the delivery girl. Now clothed in the dress which became ashawl and then went back to being adress, the swimming woman turns to blow me akiss, strands of her long black hair fanning out beneath the water, like seaweed extending from her somewhat human form. At lightning speed she swims away, her feet resembling atail, caught in the morning light.


  I turn to face the city, and the houses, the streets, are all gone. Only agreat big grassy field stretches out before me. Here children play, tossing aball or dancing around. They are one with the space, and Ishudder as Ilook down, discovering that for the time being Iam invisible, and so Imove through their midst, smiling as they smile, laughing when they laugh, living happily in their shadow. Is this the hidden life of Krakow? Iwonder, as alittle girl takes my hand. She is wearing atiny floral bandana around her head, and though she is small, no more than six years old, her face is ancient, lined, so innocent and sweet, while at the same time looking as if it has lived one million lives. I thought you couldn’t see me, Ithink out loud, and she responds with asmile. She leads me back to the river, to the spot where afire-breathing statue of Smok, the mythical dragon, emits afiery breath, and as she sits on an old stone watching him with watery eyes, the city returns to life.


  “Now Iam gone again,” she whispers sadly, and her body fades into apatch of grass, exhaling atiny cloud of mist.


  I walk back slowly, into the emptiness. With no child or dress on my back, Ifind myself returning to the wall where her image is painted, Irena the poet, chalk outlining her features, so eerily reminiscent of my grandmother’s face, though there is no relation, and Istand there like adevotee, or alost girl, trying to find areason to wake up in this world again.


  But Ido awake, sitting up in my bed, listening acutely to the sound of the rain. Cold gray drops pour from the slate-colored sky onto the glass pane of my skylight, cut on aslant into the ceiling right beside the loft bed in my tiny storybook apartment. Ilive on astreet where history actually took place. Here in this city, the past is everywhere, even in the wisps of pollution, and in the drops of rain.


  I came here to record acatalogue of stories, but the truth is that Ispend most of my days walking. Iarrived here last September, and in the first months Iwalked so much, that when November came around, Ihad already replaced the soles of my shoes twice. Pan Maciek, the local cobbler, became my first Polish friend. He taught me about the virtues of Polish herring, and how to beware of falling ice.


  Dalsza część książki dostępna w wersji pełnej


  O_KAZ Literature about Kazimierz, vol. 2


  Literary portraits of cities or quarters are not so much documents which tell the story of aplace, but rather texts that create the atmosphere. Urban fiction allows to understand better the space in which you live, but also gives you the chance to invent it again and to wander away from well-known stories, get lost and wake up in front of abuilding you haven’t seen before.


  What can the 21st century literature tell you about Kazimierz? How does it treat it? Is this quarter of Krakow pictured as the main character, alost supporting role or perhaps just the background for events? We have invented O_KAZ, our literary programme, to be able to talk about it.


  Julia Ain-Krupa – is awriter and multi-disciplinary artist. She has contributed to Cinema Editor, and is the author of Roman Polanski: ALife in Exile (Praeger, 2010). Her short films have been screened at the IFP festival, the Jung Society in New York, and the Metropolitan Museum of Art. Her most recent film works, Dancing with Brando and Joan of Arc Dreams, were presented in conjunction with Paris fashion week, and in aTeatr Stu production of the opera, Joan of Arc, in Krakow, Poland. In 2013, she completed aFulbright year in Poland, where she wrote The Upright Heart, published by New Europe Books. She lives in New York City, Krakow, and Tel Aviv.


  The Jewish Culture Festival and the Cheder were set up in Kazimierz, Krakow, inspired by its history and culture. We have been trying to be more than afestival and to become aprocess – aprocess of change in thinking and perceiving Jewish culture and change in Kazimierz itself. We are interested in creative work in the quarter and with the quarter, especially since it seems to be abit lost today and less and less friendly to the residents.


  www.jewishfestival.pl, www.cheder.pl
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