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I have copies of most of Dubravka Ugresic’s books, and all
of them are heavily dog-eared; flip to any page, and it’s
more likely than not that several sentences are underlined. I
suspect my various notations are due to the fact that
Ugresic pulls no punches, and so reading her work—
especially her nonfiction—is like having it all laid out for
you. And by “it,” I mean, to borrow from Douglas Adams,
“life, the universe and everything.” The editors of Music &
Literature have given over a third of their latest issue

to Ugresic, and my copy of the magazine 1s already
thoroughly dog-eared and underlined. Ugresic’s writing is
radical, accessible, aggressive, pungent, and funny, and she
is one of the most unique writers in exile at work today—
and one of the best writers, period. In an interview in the
issue with Daniel Medin, she explains that “as an outsider I
was free to shape my own literary taste, to pick my own
literary traditions, to build my own system of literary
values.” She is quick to add, however, that “going against
the mainstream 1s not an aesthetic category. Risk is moral
category, which shapes our attitude toward our vocation as
well as our ideological, political, aesthetical, and ethical
choices.” —Nicole Rudick



