KONĚV

· There’s rabbit in the pan, why don’t you eat it?

· I don’t want to!

· See? Pinďa’s enjoying it, aren’t you Pinďa?!

· No!

· That’s so peculiar, your greediness won’t let you decide what to put in your mouth.  Take Africa for example, how hungry are they and how they’re doing? And you know why? Because they’re doing fine!
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· but you here… you’re losers!

· You’re a loser yourself. 

· My name is Květa Feková, born on the 19. 5. 87 in Kladno, you know? I got four kids, I got an old bear, a bushy female bear and this. And my support is just 3800,-. My husband’s is five and my nephew collects iron. So you can picture how I get by with this? No way!

      PRESENTS A DOCUMENTARY FILM

STEELWORKS KONĚV

-    There used to be a wonderful site, iron was produced here, everything. I used to work here as well. It used to be full of blast furnaces in here. Smelter number one, two, three, four, five….six. 

-
Over 25 thousand people used to work here. It was one bus  after the other. What a traffic flow that used to be! They used to drive from Prague, you know, the mines had to deliver coal, for that they needed people, and again…, The whole district depended on it.

· My father, now deceased, used to work on the fire-clay for over thirty years. That kind    

      of work is priceless. It’s hard work. The hardest whatsoever.

· Our dads used to work there, our grandpas used to work there, so it was clear that sons would go to work for Poldovka too.

· It was terrible.  Just when the smelter opens up, one is done. The heat, you know… Iron pours like water.

· It makes you cry looking at it. It was not so long ago, when this was a working    factory. One wouldn’t even think it could ever go under or something.

· They stole it all! Destroyed everything!

· Who? The owners?

· Now there is no owner anymore. There used to be. But there isn’t. He was sacked, ‘cause he was stealing, so they sacked him…

· And who was that?

· He used to live somewhere around here… Some Pešek…He has a son, they were on the TV a dozen times…

· Stehlík?

· Stehlík! Right, Stehlík…’

· Back then when you came out of the steelworks, there was ash and dust all over you. In your teeth in your hair… It was even in your skin.  

· I was taken aback by the fact, that whenever the train arrived, there used to a roar and the whole train station would suddenly be so lively, contrary to summer, when there was no train, no wagons being rearranged and the sound of crickets was all you could hear. And then it hits you, that you are in a different time, in the countryside… These contrasts  were nice.

· Did you see that? What was that?! Look at that snake Honza! Holy cow man it’s over a meter! Look them tadpoles!

· I also used to have those adolescent  bursts of writing and I used to write exactly about that: About what I saw there.

· What was nice about that? 

· You tell me! What is nice about this microphone? What’s nice about that?

· We’re shooting a documentary about Koněv….

· Well, okay! And I used to live on the Mayerau! Isn’t that the same thing? The time, and that life! What you spend with this microphone I spent there in the shaft with a shovel. It’s not nice! It’s amazing!

· It used to be really nice here, you know what I mean! It’s just that it used to be a lively place. Consider that the mines and shafts were working. Money and again money a whole lot of money. 

· That was during Stehlík, anyway, communists were in power……

· After the revolution they locked him up! Ninety-eightish, ninety-ninish…

· It was long after the revolution though!

· He used to pay well this Stehlík. He then travelled the world looking for deals.

· Come on, what kind of crap talk is that?!

· I used to work for the man! I must know! He’d travel the world to find business. They ruined him in the end.

· Come on, that’s bullshit! Stehlík was a Whitehorse! It was a set-up. 

· I also think it was arranged for him to be there.

· There’s a foundry that still works, a friend of mine works there.

· That’s it works!

· There’s one that still works I’m telling you!

· Look Madge, you owe me a shot okay?

· …I’m telling you man, a friend of mine works there…

· They’re after iron, taking it with carts. They deliver it to the junk yard and I’ve named them  “iron angel”.  They make a living out of it. 

· And if they make three, five hundred a day, they can live on it.

· You know, first of all copper is expensive,  they pay 180 crowns per kilo. They come across it so,  they find… And sell.

· Fuck it, Láďa! Help him lift the plastic ones, or it’s gonna harden! 

· How much does it have?

· Fifteen 

· That’s 1500 crowns…

· How long does it take till it burns out?

· A short while, it’s just thin wire. We got to wait until it burns out. Then it’ll pour down, it’s gonna be kinda cinder…

· The copper?

· Well yes, that’s copper. If it was black wire here in that isolation, it would make smoke like hell, it’s visible. I recently set some cables on fire, down there in those cellars. Man what smoke that was…! I was tellin’ myself that we may have got yelled at. Well, some years ago pals barged in here, and we were busy then! Oh my God! They’d come here by car with welding torches and we kept burning day and night. Listen to this, they’d borrow a car, a small truck, came here, burned iron deliver it to the junk yard and they bought the car straight away. They earned their day.

· There used to be a scrap yard here and what’s more, there was the railway to Dříň. There were  laid off locomotives as well as these huge iron balls....

· Balls?

· I have no idea what that was. But I remember it as a small fucker. It was fenced all around, soldiers used to guard it, it may have been some army stuff, I don’t know… I used to work here like hell. I used to forge round steel for the  cannons.

· For cannons?

· Well, for the gunpoints. Shortly though... Well, shortly – eight years. Then in the mines… You get the picture. It’s worth a shit. Everything. But tomorrow we’re going for something. Nothing guaranteed, 'cause in case we smell whatever bad we’re off. Cops are positive that we burn wires. But in order to meet quota… It’s like: “Put it out, extinguish it” There’s no way we can put out the cables once they set off  though… One is glad they don’t call the fire brigade. We get all sooty…

· And how do you wash it off? Does it go off?

· It’s not greasy, water is enough… worse it’s  from the cables, there’s asphalt there when you peel them. And that’s something you can’t get rid of! Those greasy ones, that’s a lousy job. Realy lousy. One is grubby all over…

·  I stylishly  studied in Ostrava, the field of indurstral monuments. Well, and there we had to work out a project. And our professor said: So do the Vojtech’s steelwork. And I, although I was  from Kladno, had absolutely no idea what Vojtech’s steelwork  was located. I, therefore, asked my mum, and she had never heard of it either. Then I kept knocking around and Vojtěšská huť turned up to be Koněv steelwork, where I used to work the year after school.

One sometimes has a commonplace idea about his hometown. That indeed is caused by the communist regime cleared off  what was possible. It let erase the whole memory. Then I started to seek after the history from the nineteenth century and I bumped into two great names: Vojtěch Lanna and Karl Wittgenstein. Regarding the second line, Karl Wittgenstein: the moment he gave up his business, he started to support the Viennese secession. That meant Klimt and people around him. So that’s further decanting of plundered raw materials in the surroundings of, for ecample, Kladno, that were recasted to some industrial base, at the same time leading to a gread social shit, and then,  in the last phase, it overflows into high culture.

· Don’t be shy, aren’t we gyppos!

POVERTY INN.

· What the hell are you doin’ there? Scew off ya’ll!

· Yeah do the beatbox!

· What is it like? The most important things you should have always on you ‘cause there’s full of gangsters around here. People hang around in bus-stops, at the football pitch, it’s some kind of ghetto.

· What is ghetto?

· Ghetto is a group. A group of people who hang together, who have their style, who…

· …who cling together. As a gang.

· I’ll count it off: van, zvo, fajf, čtyř eňa dež…

Then I look up the sky, and suddenly out of nowhere a had as big as the night sky emerges, a head with  charring curls from the stars, a face of details never seen. The steel with a tungsten and cobalt ingredient on its peel  resembles the colours of the wings of asian butterflies. Someone keeps pumping lines on my head, long lost childhood scenes, useless objects and the talk crack my heart and I, the river faun, am once again paralysed longing for the river nymph, I walk across the tungsten space, with a wire that stiches up my mouth and nose, and whenever I go off course, the nostrils sharply pain. As I approach the electrolytic kiln, having a blue bar of glass over my eyes, the melt tremendously gurgles. This is the glorious work of brilliant people, and int the martin’s kiln roars as a symphony orchestra…

· And that slag… It was exported there and there it would shine… What a blazing heat that was… When you’d stroll there in the night there was as bright as day… That was awful!

The former owner of Poldi Kladno, Vladimír Stehlík refused the interview in this film refering to his poor health. According to the media the crushed man leads a poor life in a house inherited from his father and earns his living as a building supervisor.

A legal process is supposed to be awaiting Stehlík and his son.

Marko Stehlík, who was sponsored by Poldi as a Ralye Paris-Dakar driver, can’t take notice with the court record as, according to his reprot, he suffers form multiple sclerosis.

Pirate-melter Ivan was arrested during the filming. According to his pub pals he was recorded by a surveillance camera mugging. Next to the Poverty pub a new pub was opened. White men people only.

