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YBOJAHA PEY AYTOPKE

neja o krbusm Yysapu moi gelliureCcliga HacTana je Ha OCHOBY UCTParkiMBarba AEeTUHCTB
Tj. UCMUTUBArba [LOXMB/baja Heyera WTO MOXEMO HasBaTth jeguHCUBEeHUM WpeHyyum
gokonuye.

OBaj npojekaT fef1oM je peKOoHCTPYKLMja Mojux ceharba Ha AETUHCTBO MPOBEAEHO Y Kyh
MaMVIHUX POAUTESbA, anu je YjeHO 1 MeAUTaTUBHO NMpOoMaTparbe O AETUHCTBY Kao YHMBEL
3a5THOM MCKyCTBY. Pafiehin Ha OBOj KrbM3KM MOKyLLana cam Aa cadyBam of 3abopasa HeLTo O
TOr aparoueHor aoba. Kesba M je ga noacetm cebe, ann 1 Apyre, 3alUTO Ham je 1 JaHa
Kao 3pennm Jbyanma, jeaHako BUTHO [ia 3aCTaHeMO, OAMOPUMO U MPEnyCTUMO Ce TPEHYTK)

Jbyon pohenn cpeanHom 1 Kpajem 80-TX roamrHa NPOLWIOr BeKa Npunagajy nocaeambul
reHepaljama sbyain Koju Cy 3HaNM Kako je ofpactaThy CBeTy 6e3 nHTepHeTa.

Halwe netnrbcTBO 0benexmnm cy neproam gocage y Kojrma CMO Mopanu Aa ce noTpyay
MO 1a OCMUCIIMO KpeaTnBHU HaurH He 61 N ce 3abaBunn. EHepruja Kojy cMo ynaranu
OBaj NpoLeC OCMULLITbaBarba Mrpe, AoNasnna je yNpaeo 13 CTarba 1 ocehaja cnoboge.

Tparajyhu 3a oBum ocehajem Bpaham ce y ABOpULLTE Y KOM CaM ofipacTana 1 »Kmneena g
CBOje ABaHaecTe rognHe. [leBojunia ca KOjoM PeKOHCTPYMLLIEM OOXKMBIbA] AOKOMMLE MPC
MB/baBa CaCBMM ayTEHTMYHO anu gpyrayvje eTUHbCTBO, heHO UCKYCTBO AaNeKO je CIIOXKE
Hnje of Mor. Capa je Moja ceCcTpa Of Yjaka. TOKOM Haller 3ajeHNYKOT Pajaa, anu 1N paHuje
youuna cam pasnnke Koje HOCK ofpactarbe Y CaBPeMEeHUM OKONTHOCTMMA Yy OOHOCY Ha T
KaKo CaM ra ja JoXxunBena.

HaHawrmy KIVHUM Mopajy Aia YNoXKe Bulle eHeprije Kako He 61 Buam omeTaHu, Kak
FbVIXOBO AETUHCTBO He BX OCTano pacejaHo Ha MHTEPHETY WA CANYHUM HaMETHYTUM ak
TUBHOCTMMA KOja MM WCMyHaBajy Bpeme anu ofdy3nmajy TpeHyTke mvpa. /I ook dela B
yCnelHnje onoHallajy HaBrke oapacianx, Mu, ,04pacaun’, BeLTO NPUKPUBAMO ropak oceh:
[la Ham "yBeK HeLTO 13mmnye”. Y OBaKBOj peanHOCTU, YeCTO HaM CaMO CMOMMHbaHe JOKONML
MOXKe 13a3BaTh Y3HEMUPEHOCT 1 Henaromy, TONMKO Aa Ce 3anMUTamo Kako Ou »K1BEU U LUT
61 pagunv fa Hama UHTepHeTa, Tenesu3nje 1 TenedoHa.

Cge npatumo. Cee BnamMmo. Cee 3Hamo. [prncyTH1 cMo cByda. [locTaBrba ce nuTakbe xoh
NN YOBEK MKag BULLe 6UTK cam? Ako 1 byae, kako he Ty camohy AoXKnB/baBaT?



AUTHOR’S PREFACE

The idea for ,Guardians of My Childhood” arose fromm my exploration of childhood itself,
that is to say, from an inquiry into experience of what we might call the unique moments of
leisure.

This project is in part a reconstruction of my own memories of childhood spent in the
house of my maternal grandparents. At the same time, it is a meditative reflection on child-
hood as a universal experience. While working on this book, | tried to preserve something
of that precious time from being forgotten. My wish is to remind myself, and others as well,
why it still matters, even in adulthood, to pause, to rest, and to surrender to the moment.

Those of us born in the mid-to-late 1980s belong to the last generations of people who
knew what it was like to grow up in a world without the internet.

Our childhood was marked by long periods of boredom, which required effort and imag-
ination just to entertain ourselves in a creative manner. The energy we poured into invent-
ing games came precisely from the state and feeling of freedom.

In pursuit of that feeling, | am returning to the yard where | lived until the age of twelve.
The girl who is now reconstructing that experience of idleness is living an entirely authentic
but very different childhood of her own. Her experience is far more complex than mine was.
Her name is Sara, and she's my cousin. Through our work together, both during this project
and before it, | observed how different it is to grow up in today’s world compared to how |
experienced it.

Today’s children have to work harder not to be interrupted, not to let their childhood
become scattered across the internet or lost in similar imposed activities that fill their time
but steal their moments of peace. As children learn to mimic adult habits with growing
ease, we —,the adults”— hide so artfully the bitter sense that something is always slipping
away. In such a reality, even the mention of leisure can make us feel unsettled, disquieted.
It forces us to wonder how we would live and what we would do without the internet,
television, or smartphones.

We track everything. We see everything. We know everything. We are everywhere. But
the question remains: will humans ever again truly be alone? And if so, how will we expe-
rience that solitude? e
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Kyha go Hac

The House Next to Us
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Moja 6aka
My Grandmother




