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[IpoeKkTbT

MexayHapoaHUAT decTuBan Ha no-
esuata ,OP®EN“ — NJIOBAMB 2020 e
NpoeKT Ha poHaauus ,Mnoegms JINUK”.

MbpBOoTO M3AAHMe Ha ¢ecTMBana,
B KoeTo y4yactBaxa 17 noetu ot CALL,
®paHuma, Utanma, Ucnauua, Typuwms,
Janna, W3paen, YkpaliHa, CeBepHa
MakegoHus, PymbHuA, Mepums, Copbun
n bbarapusa, ce peannsmnpa ¢ puUHaHco-
BaTa nogKkpena Ha ,KyntypHata npo-
rpama 3a bbarapckoto npeaceparten-
cTBO Ha CbBeTa Ha EBponeiickua cbto3
2018“ Ha HauuoHaneH doHg, , Kyntypa“
npu MUHUCTEPCTBOTO Ha KyATypaTa.

Bropoto usaanue npes 2019r., 8 Koe-
TO yyactBaxa 13 noetun ot CALL, Pycus,
M3paen, Wcnanua, Typuma, [HdaHwua,
PymbHUs, CeBepHa MakeaoHus, Cbpbun
n bbarapwms, e yact ot KynTypHuaA KaneH-
nap Ha O6wwHa MNnoegus 3a 2019 ., Ko-
rato Mnosane 6e EBponeicka ctonunua
Ha KynTypara.

TpeTtoTo usgaHue cbbupa s Nnosams,
HaW-cTapua KB rpaa Ha Espona,
noetu ot CALl, WcnaHua, Typums,
M3paen, Xvpeatna, YHrapuma, CesepHa
MakegnoHus, Cbpbua n bbarapus.

Ot 7 po 10 mait 2020 r. MasnKaTa
PaHHOXPUCTUAHCKA Ba3nIMKa Le OTBO-
pv BpaTUTE CU 33 e3MKa Ha noesuATa.
B obeanHsBallaTa cpega Ha KynTypa,
W3KYCTBO U NinTepaTypa we 6baaTt ocb-
LeCTBEHM [Be MOETUMYECKU YeTeHus,
CbMBTCTBAHU OT KyNTypHO-0bpa3oBa-
TE/IeH CEMMHAP W nucaTencku dopym.
CbBpeMeHHUTE TBOPYECKM MOCNaHUA
e ce cpewHat B atmocdepa, obnb-
XHaTa OT aHTUYHO M CPeAHOBEKOBHO
KYNTYPHO HacneacTBo.

The Project

The International Poetry Festival
“ORPHEUS” — PLOVDIV 2020 is a pro-
ject of Plovdiv LIK Foundation.

The first edition of the festival
which gathered together 17 poets
from the USA, France, Italy, Spain,
Turkey, Denmark, Israel, Ukraine,
North Macedonia, Romania, Greece,
Serbia and Bulgaria, was implement-
ed with the financial support of the
Cultural Programme for the Bulgarian
Presidency of the Council of the
European Union 2018 of the National
Culture Fund at the Ministry of Culture.

The second edition in 2019 which
gathered together 13 poets from USA,
Russia, Israel, Spain, Turkey, Denmark,
Romania, North Macedonia, Serbia
and Bulgaria was an event from the
Cultural Calendar of the Municipality of
Plovdiv in the year when Plovdiv is the
European Capital of Culture.

The third edition gathers together in
Plovdiv, the oldest living city of Europe,
poets from USA, Spain, Turkey, Israel,
Croatia, Hungary, North Macedonia,
Serbia and Bulgaria.

From 7 to 10 May 2020, the Little
Early Christian Basilica will open its
doors to the language of poetry. In the
uniting environment of culture, art and
literature, two poetical readings will
be carried out, accompanied by a cul-
tural and educational seminar and a
writing forum. Contemporary creative
messages will meet in an atmosphere
inspired by antique and medieval cul-
tural heritage.
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Balazs Sz6116ssy
(Hungary)

banax Ceabo1uu
(YHrapus)

Bbanax Cbnbowwu (byganewa, 1981)
e MoeT, NpeBofay, PefakTop U Kyn-
TypeH MeHUZXbp. bun e uneH Ha
YnpasutenHusa cbBeT Ha AcouumauuaTa
Ha MaaguTe nucatenu B YHrapus Ao
2018 r., cnepn ToBa paboTy 3a YHrapckus
KYNTypeH LeHTbp B Wctanbyn, Typums.
Pepaktupan e exerogHute aebaTv Ha
AcounaumaTta ot 2011 go 2017 r. Haii-
HoBaTa My noeTuyecka KHura A Kildté
Presszoban (Kage Mupadop) e ny6-
AnKysaHa npe3 2019 r. lpesexaa oT
aHINIACKM U TYPCKKU, @ HEroBWU TBOPOMU
ca nybAMKYBaHM Ha PYMBHCKM, Typ-
CKM, aHI/IMIACKM, CPBOCKM N XbpPBATCKMU.
OpraHusupa nuTepaTypHU U KYATYpPHU
cbbutna n dectmsanm ot 2009 r.

Balazs Sz6ll6ssy (Budapest, 1981) is
a poet, translator, editor and cultural
organizer born. He was a member of
the board of the Association of Young
Writers in Hungary until 2018, from
when he is working at the Hungarian
Cultural Center in Istanbul, Turkey. He
also edited the debut-series of the
Association between 2011 and 2017. His
latest poetry book A Kildto Presszéban
(Café Mirador) was published in 2019.
He translates from English and Turkish
and his works have been translated and
published in Romanian, Turkish, English,
Serbian and Croatian. He has been or-
ganizing literature and cultural events
and festivals since 2009.



JITBBOBETE OTUBAT B PUM

Cb0OUpaT CBOUTE CTApUTE JIETOBUIIIA,

KOCTUTE OT IJITYKATA, CLielIeHUTE THJI3H,

IbJrUTE TyQU TPEBA, MUPU3MUTE

Ha BCSIKAKBU TEPUTOPHUH, OT CaBaHa [0 IXKYHIVIA,
BKyCOBeTe Ha CSIHKATa, U3JIe)KaBaHEeTo,

JleOGHEeHETO, CIbHIETO; B3eMAT HAa paMeHa MaJIKUTE CU
U ce saBsiBaT npe/J; Te6e, BenndyecTBenu Cb3aTesnto,

maoma bT ,,CBeTH [leTbp” JOpU He ce 3aMbJIBa,

HaNpas3Ho UJBAT U OT MH/MS, ¥ 0 BCUYKH ITBTUINA,
MOHEXe BCEKU II'bT BOJAU K'bM Tebe, He peBar,

He TP'bCBAT I'PHBA, 3alJIeHeHH OMXa HAbGJII0jaBalu

BCSIKO eJTHO MP'b/IBaHe Ha TBOs I1ala, aKo 61 UMaJio KAaKBO
Jla HabJII0IaBaT: HO CaMO CTAaTyH UM OTBPBIIAT C MOTJIE,
CeTHe ce pa3npbCKBAT, MOJIpeieHU TUCIUIIIMHUPAHO

B Ipai/ioBe, MpocBaT ce Ha HaBoHa, UcraHCcKUTeE CT'BJIOH,

npu Kosmzeyma, ieHUBO HaG/II04aBaT, YaKar,

oCTaBaT TaM Ollje HSIKOJIKO JIeHa,

BBbB GPOHTAHUTE MAJIKUTE UM CH UTPASIT,

a Te He U3/1aBaT 3BYK, HE 3aKa4YaT TBOUTE YOBEIY,

Ha MpoljaBaHe 32 OTMblLIeHHEe Pa3K'bCBAT NOECEHEUTE
KOPOHH Ha 'bpBeTaTa B MeIUTEPAHCKOTO TH BJIaJleHHUE.

IIpesod om yHeapcku Hukoaali I1. Bolikoe



AA OLEJIEELI OT 3BOJIE

Bauzam OTCTpAaHH, " BJIA3bJI, Hall ce HAOMBA Ha 04U
CTEPUJIHUAT CUMBOJIM3'BM HAa YUCTOTATA, CbIlld NONKYJITYypa:
IpH 0JTapa, o4 4aCTUYHOTO NPUKPUTHUE Ha KOJIOHUTE
AWAXpPOHHATA MapKHPOBKa I[TOKa3Ba KOJIKO CBATOCT

Y TalHCTBA ca HOX366HI/I, BpEMETO Kalle Harope

10 CTAJIarMHUTUTE HA [IaMeTTa, KOJIKO Ma/JI'bK

€ VIaA’bT Ha AiyllaTa, KOJIKO CTOJIETHUA Ca MUHAJIH,

3a /]a He CB'bP3Ba Beye CTPAHUYHOTO KPHUJIO
M3BUBKUTE HAa CBETOCTTA, 3HAYEHUETO Ce BP'blla

B ce6e cH Ha TEPUTOPUHUTE Ha pobJieMa: KaTepaJa,

KaHaJ1, TpaHcdy3Hus — 1a NPOCTHULI

3a ThPTrOBUSATA C HEZOCTBIIHOTO

Ha TbProBela, NPUTaeH B ZI0CThIIHOTO,

Jla IpOTEeCTUPAlll, Ia KallUTaJu3upalll IPOCTPAaHCTBOTO, ia OlleJieell
oT 3BoJIe B JIIOLIKAIIUTE Ce M0JIeTa Ha JIIOGOMUTCTBOTO.

Bumsamw B xpam, nonazai B 6UCTpO:

B 0JITapa Ce e HaHeCcJ1a KHIDKApHULA,

B CTPAaHUYHOTO KPHJIO CEAAT MUPSIHH,

nuAT Kade ¢ MJISKO UK CUPOI

B nepudepusTa Ha nmpobaeMa. Mbryumr.

Heka He 3HasIT B KakBa Oe3/{HA CeJAT, 331 KOJIOHUTE
KaKBH ChHHUILA Jle0HAT.

IIpesod om yHeapcku Hukosaii I1. Botikoe



YAO U MEPCH

3a MHpH3MaTa Ha TPyNoBe, 3a BKycOBeTe Ha rubesta

B 3aTbHTEHHUTE apKH, 3a KPAaHHULMTe HA MbPTBU HACEKOMH,

KPUJIU Ce N0 U3BUBKH, MepCH 3a IPaxTa, 3a BCEBb3MOXKHUTE,
pa3/iBosIBALM Ce, C OTYYIEeHU CThIasla CThJOUILA, B KOUTO

ca ce 3aJIyTaJId YeTUPUHAZECET IOJUIIHN HAPKOMaHH,

MepcH 3a 06CHNaHUTe C MOANUCAaHU TPadUTH CKIaJ0BHU KOHTEHHEDPH,
3a BarOHUTe C 110 LIefceT YoBeKa 6e3 KIMMaTHK

npes JIATOTO B MpaKa, MEPCH U 4ao

Y MepcH 3a pUbUTe, 32 HAEMUTE, CKaJallly [0 HebecaTa,

3a JIJAOUPUHTHUTE HA TOBAPHUTE aCAHCbOPH, BOJEIIU

OT eJIVH B JIPYT aji, 32 OCBETUTEJIHUTE JBOPOBE, MEPCH

3a IPEKPACHUTE JIBe TOAMHU U MOJIOBHHA, 32 TPUTE MECela,

3a MOYTH JEeCeTUIETHEeTO, TOJKOBAa €, KOJKOTO TH Ce e CTOpPUJIO, 3a BCe
[0-HaMaJigBalUTe

[IaHCOBE B OCTaBalUTE JeCeT rOJMHH, MEPCH, 3a OIlJIECKaHATa JeMOKpalus,

3a MaJIKUTE U FOJIEMUTE CM'bPTH, 32 U3PEUUMOTO,

3a HEU3PEYUMOTO, MEPCH

3a OMJIeTa CbC CbOMTa Ha 'bI'bJIa Ha yiulia Bur npu miomaz Pakoiy,

3a eMOLMOHAJHUTE ceA06e/u, 3a JolelaTa ce,

JI0 XK'bJITO U3THUJIA Ma3UJIKa,

3a BTOpaTa B'bJIHA Ha JIIOGOBTA, aKO B3eMe Jia JI0i/ie, 3a CIIOHKATa,
MOTHYallla OT bI'bJIYeTaTa HAa OYUTE HU CJIe[] IeceT FOJANHH, 3a LIeJIyBKHUTE,
3a 3aUepBEHUTE Yesia, 32 XUJISJUTE JIYHUYKH, 3 U3TapSHUATA,

MepCH U 4ao, U MEPCH U Yao B €JJUH APYT ciefobe,

B €/lHa Zipyra yTPHH, Ha €/JHO IPYTo MsICTO, B €/IHA ['bJIra HOIII

IIpesod om yHeapcku Hukosaii I1. Botikoe
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THE LIONS GO TO ROME

They pack all their obsolete bedding,

bones of prey, ragged

cartridge cases, long tussocks,

smells of landscape from savannah to jungle,

tastes of shadow, digestion, lurking

and daylight, they put their cubs on their shoulders,
and reach your presence, Sublime Creator,

Piazza San Pietro isn’t even full with them,

although they even come from India, and on all the roads,
because all roads lead to you, they don’t even

roar, their manes are motionless,

overwhelmed they’d watch every little move of your Pope,

if there was anything to watch: only statues look back at them,
they spread, ordered in disciplined troops,

they stretch out, they listen idly

on the Navona, at the Spanish Steps, the Colosseum,

they rest for a few more days,

their cubs play around in the fountains,

they keep silent, they don’t touch your humans, and while leaving,
somewhat in revenge, as kind of farewell, they tear

the greyed shrouds of your Mediterranean dominion.

Translated by Jennifer L. Williams
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TO SURVIVE ZWOLLEE

You enter from the side, and as you enter the most eye-catching

is the cleanness of the white, the pop culture - symbolism of sterility:
at the altar, in the partial cover of the columns,

diachronic painting quantifies how much holiness

is used up on the stalagmites of memory

it is dripping upwards, time, how little it is

the hunger of the soul, how many centuries it took till

the transept cannot bridge over

the arcs of holiness, it coils back into itself.

The meaning on the plains of the problem: a cathedral,
a canal, a transfusion - forgiveness,

for the elusive commerce,

protest to the merchants wrapped in the tangible,
capitalize the space, survive Zwolle

on the rippling fields of interest.

You enter a temple, you arrive in a bistro,

a bookstore moved into the altar,

in the transept civilians are sitting,

sipping café au lait or soft drinks

on the edges of the problem. You're quiet. So that
they wouldn’t know what vortex they are sitting in,
what dreams are peeping

behind the columns.

Translated by Aniké Urbdn and James Lloyd
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SO LONG, AND THANKS

for the stink of corpses, the taste of decay

for all the limbs of dead insects hidden in curves

and crannies, and thanks for all the dust, for all the fourteen-year-old
junkies lost among stairways

crumbling and branching, thanks for all the warehouses

daubed with graffiti, for the carriages filled past capacity with broken a/c,
in the dirty heat, in summer, in the dark, thanks, and so long

and thanks for all the fish, for the extortionate rents,

the labyrinth of goods lifts from one hell to another,

for the ventilation shafts, thanks

for these glittering two and a half years, three months,

almost-decade, or however long it seemed to you, for the reducing
opportunities of the remaining ten years, thanks for your botched democracy,
for all the deaths, major and minor, for what can be expressed,

and for what can’t, thanks

for the salmon omelette near the corner of Rakéczi Square and Vig Street,
for all the mornings full of feeling, the dropping,

rotten yellow bits of plaster:

for the second wave of love, if it comes, after ten years

for the saliva drooling from the corner of our eyes, the kisses,

blushing forehead, countless freckles, the burned cells,

thanks, and so long, and thanks, and see you some other afternoon,
another morning, another place, on some long night.

Translated by Kate Tough
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Darija Zhilich
(Croatia)

Hapusa Kuanyg
(XbpBaTHA)

Oapwus Munnu (3arpeb, 1972) e noer,
pasKkas3Bay, /MTepaTypeH KpUTUK U
npesogay. 3asbpwuna e dakynteTa
no XymaHutapuctuka u CoumanHu Ha-
YKU Ha YHuBepcuteTa B 3arpeb. HeliHun
CTUXOTBOPEHWA Ca NMPEBEeAEHWN HA UTa-
JINAHCKW, C/IOBEHCKM, C/IOBALLKM U aH-
TMUICKKW; NybaMKyBana e B CrMCaHusA-
Ta Consuequence w Sententia 8 CALL,
B cbopHuumte Voci di donne della
ex Yugoslavia (B npeBog Ha BoxaHa
Bpatuu; Akkuaria, Catania, 2010), 2010
- L'annuario mondiale della poesia (nog,
pefakumsaTa Ha ®daycto Kuomnu); aB-
TOP Ha NPeAroBOp 33 *KEHCKaTa noesus
B XbpBaTus B KHurata A Megaphone:
Editors Juliana Spahr and Stephanie
Young; Chainlinks, 2011. Moe3uAaTa
M e npeactaBeHa B AHTO/IOMMATa Ha
XbpBaTckata noesua Surfacing (Harbor
Mountain Press, 2014.)

Harpagu:

- Julije Benesi¢ — Harpaga 3a nuTe-
paTypHa KpWUTWKa, 3a KHurata Muza
izvan geta (My3ama u3evH 2emomo) —
Han-gobpa TBop6Oa B *KaHpa 3a 2010;

- Kiklop — Harpaga 3a Hali-gobpa
noetuyecka KHura 3a 2011, 3a cbop-
HUKa Plesi, Modesty, plesi (TaHuysall,
CkpomHocm, maHyysati)
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Darija Zhilich (1972, Zagreb) is a poet,
story writer, literary critic and translator.

She graduated on the Faculty of
Humanities and Social Sciences,
University of Zagreb.

Her poems are translated to Italian,
Slovenian, Slovak, and English; pub-
lished in the revues Consuequence and
Sententiainthe U.S.A.,inthe book Vocidi
donne della ex Yugoslavia (translated by
Bojana Brati¢: Akkuaria, Catania, 2010),
and in the collection ,,2010 - annuario
mondiale della poesia“(edited by Fausto
Ciompi); represented by her article on
women'’s poetry in Croatia in the book
A Megaphone: Editors Juliana Spahr and
Stephanie Young; Chainlinks, 2011. Her
poetry is also presented in a Anthology
of Croatian poetry ,Surfacing” (Harbor
Mountain Press, 2014.)

Awards:

- “Julije Benesi¢” - Award for Literary
Criticism, for the book Muza izvan geta
(The Muse outside the Ghetto) for the
best work of literary criticism in the
2010;

- “Kiklop” - Award for the best poetry
collection in the year 2011, for the book
of poetry “Plesi, Modesty, plesi”(Dance,
Modesty, Dance).



B IPUCTAHUIIIETO HA PUMEKA

U kakBo cu MucJsienie? Ye MopeTo caMo 1o cebe CH e JIEKOBUTO?

Ye e Te onusinu? Tu He 3a6eJis13a, Ye aBCTPOYHTAPCKUTE CBOZ0BE
MOIIbLIAT apoMaTa My U Ye OT/laBHA Beue 3a U34e3Ha/Iu
3ByKoBeTe Ha [lapad. PulieuanuTe paskonyaBaT pU3UTE CH, CSKalll
WCKaT Jla U3TUYaT B MOPETO, CAKAIl HAMAT K'bJe Jia Ce CKPUAT.

He pa6oTaT Mosi0BeTe U Gy TUIIUTE, OCTABaT CaMO NEUKUTE B IPUCTAHULIETO.
H3TerHu ce Ha eZjHA OT T#X, CBAJIU IYJIOBEPA CH, KOUTO

BCe Ollje e II'bJIeH CbC CHAT. [Ipe/icTaBu cH, ye araBeTo IybPTH, Ue

THYAIl CJIeJi TONKATAa, peJJiaraul MoKoJIa/ Ha CTapuuTe. AKO ycIeen,

oT XBap Ije MafiaT NIOPTOKaIU. Bk, OT Kopaba Bedye UABaT

CaH/bIIY, I'bJIHU ChC CJIeNMU I'bTHUIH.

Hapgeuep, Ha Cyliak, 0KaTO Ieell ¥ YeTell, TaKa

IPUKPUTO, TOBOPH 3a BCUYKO. CIOMEHH U TAJIOTO U JII060BTA

Y M'bKa Ha YOBeKa ¢ 6MpaTa, Ha CMeLIHATa XyA0KHHUYKa,

Ha J'bJIFOKOCHUS aKTUBUCT. KakBo cu Muciewe? Huio He cu MUCJIEX.

IIpesod - Jlumana Mumesa

I'bX

Bauiuad v 0CTaBU CEHKUTE Ha CKPEXTA U KOPEHHULIETO

Jla ce Pa3CUNAT U Pa3TBOPSAT BBTPELIHUTE TU IPaJHH

A cBpueTo, KOeTo roAVHM Hape[, e CbGUpao FOPYMBHUHATA,
HeKa CU MOYHHE Mo/ MEeKHs JOMUP

Ha He4yusl CMUpEeHa pbKa.

IIpesod - JJumana Mumesa

15



BABHA IYILIA

JluTepaTypara e caMo IpU3paK U yTexa 3a GaBHUTE JYIIH, KOUTO
ca 3a6paBWJIM a TUYAT 6'bP30 U JJa CH HAMEPSAT JINYEH OaHKeD.

[TouTu ce CTpeCHax, KOoraTo THU ce cbbJiede. 3a MeH KHUTaTa
3a X0JIOKOCTa bellle 0-0JIM3Ka OT TAJO0TO Ha FoJI MbXK.

Bu Tpsi6Basio Aa xKUBesl Ha OCTPOB, K'bJIeTO PAGOTHHUAT JIeH ce pa3andyaBa
OT MOYMBHHUS CaMO [0 TPUTE KoJieJieTa MoBeve Ha YIULATa.

IIpesod - JJumana Mumesa

16



IN THE RIJEKA HARBOR

So, what were you thinking? That the sea, by itself, would heal?
That it would bewitch you? You didn’t notice its smell was
devoured by Austro-Hungarian arches, that the sounds of Paraf
were long gone. The locals unbutton their shirts, as though

they want to rush into the sea, as though they’ve no place to hide.
The malls and boutiques are closed, what's left are the benches in the harbor.
Stretch out on one of them, take off that pullover

still stiff with snow. Imagine the agave blooming, you

running after the ball, offering chocolate to seniors. If you succeed,
it will rain Hvar oranges. See, already crates full of stowaways
arrive on the boats.

In the evening, on Susak, as you sing and read,

say everything on the sly. Mention the body and the man

to the guy with the beer, the funny lady artist, the long-haired
activist. What were you thinking? I wasn’t thinking a thing.

Translated by Ana BoZicevi¢

BREATH

Breathe and let the shades of frost and tubers
shatter and open up your inner gardens

And the heart, that had gathered bitterness for years,
let rest under the tender touch

of someone’s quiet hand.

Translated by Ana BoZicevic¢
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THE SLOW SOUL

Literature is just a ghost and balm for the slow souls who
forgot to run fast to find a personal banker.

[ was almost frightened when you undressed. To me the book
on holocaust is closer than a naked man’s body.

I should live on an island, where one tells a workday
from weekend just by three more bikes in the street.

Translated by Ana BoZicevic¢

18



U RIJECKOJ LUCI

I, Sto si mislila? Da je more, samo po sebi, ljekovito?
Da ¢e te omamiti? Nisi primijetila da njegov miris
gutaju austrougarski svodovi i da su ve¢ odavno nestali
zvukovi Parafa. Rijec¢ani raskopcavaju kosulje, kao da
Zele potrcati u more, kao da se nemaju gdje sakriti.
Ne rade mallovi ni butici, ostaju samo klupe u luci.
Rastegni se na jednoj od njih, skini dZzemper koji je
jo$ prepun snijega. Zamisli da sad agava cvjeta, da
tréis za loptom, nudis starce ¢okoladom. Ako uspijes,
padat ¢e narance s Hvara. Vidi, s broda ve¢ dolaze
sanduci puni slijepih putnika.

Navecer, na SuSaku, dok budes pjevala i ¢itala, onako
prikriveno, pricaj o svemu. Spomeni i tijelo i ljubav

i muskarca Covjeku s pivom, smijeSnoj umjetnici,

dugokosom aktivistu. Sto si mislila? Nisam nista mislila.

DAH

Udahni i pusti neka sjenke inja i gomolja
prospu se i rastvore tvoje unutrasnje vrtove
A srce, koje godinama je skupljalo gor¢inu,
neka se odmori pod blagim dodirom

necije smirene ruke.

SPORA DUSA

Knjizevnost je tek utvara i utjeha za spore duse koje
zaboravile su brzo trcati i nabaviti osobnog bankara.
Skoro sam se prepala kad si se skinuo. Meni je knjiga

o holokaustu bliZa od tijela golog muskarca.

Trebala bih Zivjeti na otoku, gdje radni dan se razlikuje
od neradnog samo po tri bicikla viSe na ulici.
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XacaH Epkep
(Turkey)

XacaH Epkep
(Typuus)

Mpod. A-p XacaH Epkep e noert, gpa-
MaTypr “ npenogasaTen no TeaTbp.
Hocuten Ha noseyve oT 20 HaUMOHAIHM
W MeXAyHapogHW Harpagu. ABTOp Ha
25 Xy[oXKecTBeHW N Hay4YHW KHuMM B 13
ctpaHn (Typums, ®paHuus, WcnaHus,
l[epmaHua, Pycua, Xbpsatma, ApmeHus,
lpysua, Boarapua, PymbHUA, AnbaHus,
AszepbanarkaH, XoHr KoHr).

AKageMnyHuTe My uscneasaHuA ca
BbPXY M3KYyCTBOTO Ha gpamarTa. MNuecute
My ca NocTaBaAHU B noseye ot 40 TeaTbpa
B Pa3/IMYHM CTPAHU, NPEAUMHO B HaLMO-
HanHuTte TeaTtpu B Typumsa. Mucan e owe
paguonvecu (okono 20 ca U3bYEHU No
HaLMOHA/HU paanocTaHuum B Typums) 1
KMHOCUEHapuu (HAKOM duammpaHm).

PaboTu cbwo BbpXy TeaTbp 33 Aeua
M mnagexu. XacaH Epkek e yyactsan B
MHOTFO MEXAYHapOoAHW TeaTpanHu dec-
TMBaANN U CMMNO3MYMW. ABTOP € Ha No-
BeYe OT CTO CTaTUM B PA3/INYHU CNUCAHUA
W BECTHULM.

Boan Kypcose no nucaHe Ha Apamu,
TBOPYECKO NUCaHe, CbBPeMeHeH TeaTbp
B Pa3/IMYHW YHUBEPCUTETU.
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Prof. Dr. Hasan Erkek, a poet, a play-
wright and a professor of drama. He has
been awarded more than 20 national
and international prizes. He published
25 artistic and scientific books in 13 dif-
ferent countries (Turkey, France, Spain,
Germany, Russia, Croatia, Armenia,
Georgia, Bulgaria, Romania, Albania,
Azerbaijan, Hong Kong).

His works in his academic career have
focused on the art of drama. His plays
were performed by more than 40 the-
atres from different countries, includ-
ing primarily Turkish national theatres.
Furthermore, he wrote radio plays (ap-
proximately 20 radio plays were broad-
cast by national radios in Turkey) and
film scripts (some of them were filmed).

One of his specialization fields is the-
atre for children and young people.
Hasan Erkek took part and presented
papers in many international theatre
festivals and symposiums. He has more
than a hundred articles published in var-
ious journals and newspapers.

He has been giving play reading, dram-
aturgy, dramatization, creative writing,
drama techniques and contemporary
theatre courses in various departments
of universities.



CK'bPHIEHOTO KPHJIO HA TBI'ATA

C XJIaJIHU YCTHHU LieJIyBa 4eJI0TO TH 3UMHATa yTPUH
pas6yxia Te OT KPOTKUTE TH ChbHUILA

KpUJIETE Ha BAThPA OTABXBAT HA MIPO30peLa TH

CBHHEHO ce MPOKPa/iBa CIBHLETO CpeJi MBIJIMBUSI XOPU30HT
HO T He MOXelll J1a My Ce YCMUXHell

3aMp’b3HaJ e CHer'bT 110 IOKPUBUTe, 3ajlefleHa e BoJaTa Ha I'bTs
Yy»K/i CU JOPU HAa HaW-HOBUTE cu poTorpadpuu

HoTbBall B 06pa3a CH B IOTOKA, BPbBTA HA T'braTa Te clacsiBa
MeJIoJiMsI OT BUOJIOHYEJIO 06X0X/ia CTEHUTe

3a30psBa ce, CBeTJIMHATA U/ie, HO He MOXe Jla orpee JyliaTta T

JII06UMaTa, KOSTO TaKa U He U/[Ba, He U3JIM3a OT MaMeTTa TH
HO U Ja oM /ie, e/iBa JIY 11ie e 00JI1KJIa CTUXa T

3aM'bIVIeHA lie 6'bJie MPO3payHOCTTA Ha IJ1aca i

Y IPEBUTH IIle O'bJaT KPEXKUTE KUTKHU OT AYMH

OTTOBOPUTE U- KOAHWPAHU B MeMOpaHaTa Ha e3uKa -

Jla IOTUTALI He CH CTPYBa, He ThPIHU HayYaBaHe

YTPUHUTE 6e3 JII060B ca 6e3ChbHHU KJIeMadu

OTOpYEH CH OT MPAKa, 3aJIeNeH M0 TAX

3a yCMUXHATUTE JJHU CH CIIOMHSIII

NPUSTEJICTBA B JaJIEYHUTE TPaJJMHU HAa TaMeTTa

BCHUYKO HaxJIyBa BbPXY TH, TOJUHUTE MPEBANSAT

He OTBP'BILALI JIMIE, TOCPELIAL U Ce pasIJIaliaLl

HO CK'bIIEPHUK € )KUBOT'bT- IECTH OT JIACKAaBUTe OPU30Be
CBUJIAT MY Ce, He 61Ba /ia JIETHUIII

IIpesod - Kadpue [scecyp
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INPUCIIMBHA IIECEH

L.

Esa nak Taka Ha npara Mu-

C 'bX Ha XJI516 1 Ha L{BETHI.

CbC c/IaI’bK HAlEeB BJle3 BBTPE,

T'brara B CTasiTa HATPOILY,

JIOKOCHU KHUTHUTE YHECEHH U OTOpYEHH,
Pa3TbpPCH T'Y, 32 JIIO6OB ' CHOYU!

IL

Kak nckaM c Jiek 3aMax Ha yeTKaTa

Jla KaIlHa 1[aCTHe Ha YCTHUTE TH,

Jla ce MHOXKH TO LI[OM Te IIeJIyHa,

Jla o6Jy1ajiae BCUYKU GUOPH HA TAJNOTO TH.

I11.

HUckam zia TH HampaBs Bb3rJIaBHUIIA

OT Hal-APb3KUTE CH MEYTH,

Ha Hal-UTPUBOTO B IJ1aca TH Ja BbprKa JIIoJIKa-
Jla ce 3a/110/1€eM

OT 001Y K'bM JII060BTA CH!

IIpesod - Kadpue [fcecyp
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BOAAUCAHU IITULHU

Bsaxme aBe 60511 CaHU ITUIY,
MOOTZAEJIHO OTIHJIM OT YAlIUTE C HelacTue,
MO/{HECEHH OT APYTH CUBH NTULU

6s1XMe ZiBe 00SIAMCaHU ITUIH,
KOHUTO Cce JIIoOHXa,
ONUSIHEHH OT BUHOTO Ha T'BIUTE CU

6sxMe iBe 60sAMCaHu MTULU
M3BBH BPEMETO,
HaT'bKHaJ/IM ce Ha MUMOJIETHO IIacTHe

6axMe iBe 601U CaHU IITUIH,
HO IIBETOBETE He CH MacBaxa -
OTJIETSIXME B Pa3IMYHU CUHEBU

Ilpesod - Kadpue [scecyp
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THE BROKEN WING OF THE BLUES

A winter morning breaks, kissing your forehead with its cold lips
awakening you from serene dreams

while the wind rests its wings on your window

from the misty horizon looms the sun hazy-eyed,

not that you can have a stretch and raise a smile

Snow must have frozen on the roofs and puddles turned to ice on the roads

even your latest photographs you consign to the past

a cord of sorrow wrapped around your waist, you gaze at your silhouette on a
tea glass

while a cello concerto strolls around the walls of your room

the sun will always rise, that's for sure,

not that you can brush away your worries into the light

Standing across from your mind is a long-expected lover

even if she had come, she wouldn’t have been robed in poetry

out of nothing, her crystal voice would have lost its clarity

the thin ankles of her words would have sprained

for everything there is but one answer, inscribed in the membrane of the tongue,
not that she will reveal it or you discover it

Mornings bereft of love are eyelids deprived of sleep

you resent the darkness that clings to those mornings

and recall more cheerful days,

friendships in the distant backyards of your memory,

songs echoing in wells,

every last one of them piling up on you as each year follows the previous
you will come to terms with it all, that’s for sure,

not that life grants you a gentle breeze, a chance to rest

Translated by Numan Kili¢ and Jonathan Ross
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SWEET LULLABY OF LOVE

L

Come knock on my door every morning
bringing the scent of bread and flowers
become a sweet hum and glide inside
dissolve the gloom in the room

caress the ruminative, resentful books,
shaking and waking them up to love

IL.

What would you say if |

dabbed a drop of happiness on your lips, then with each kiss
let it grow and spread to your whole body?

11

What if | made my dreams a pillow for you to lean on

if I set up a swing in the most vivacious corner of your voice
if I swayed back and forth between love and passion?

Translated by Numan Kili¢ and Jonathan Ross
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PAINTED BIRDS

We were two painted birds
drinking from separate glasses of misery
handed to us by birds that had never known paint

We were two painted birds
clinking our sorrows with one another
making love in wine-tinted dreams

We were two painted birds

deemed timeless

we flocked up above a fleeting happiness
We were two painted birds

with colours that failed to match
away we flew to separate blues

Translated by Numan Kili¢ and Jonathan Ross
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HUZNUN KIRILDI KANADI

Kis sabahi gelip 6per alnini soguk dudaklariyla
uyandirir seni dingin diislerinden

pencerende dinlendirir kanatlarin riizgar

giines goriiniir bugulu gozleriyle sisli ufuktan ama
sen gerinip ona giiliimseyemezsin

Catilarda kar donmustur buza kesmistir yollarda su
uzaklasirsin en son ¢ekilmis fotograflarindan bile

dalip gidersin caydaki suretine belinde kederin ipiyle

bir viyolonsel kongertosu dolanir durur odanin duvarlarinda
hava aydinlanir aydinlanmasina ancak

kaygilarini 1518a silemezsin

Bir tiirlii gelemeyen sevgilidir dikilen aklinin karsisina
gelse bile siirini giyinmemistir

bulanmistir sesinin saydamligi durup dururken
burkulmustur bir kez kelimelerin ince bilekleri

her seyin dilin zarina yazilmis birer yanit1 vardir yalniz
sorsan sdylemez, 6grenemezsin

Uykusuz gozkapaklaridir asksiz sabahlar

o sabahlara yapisip kalan karanliga kiisersin
giileryiizlii giinleri diisiiniirsiin

belleginin uzak bahcelerindeki dostluklari
kuyularda ¢inlayan sarkilari

hepsi, hepsi gelir iistiine y1l yila baglanirken
her seyle ytizlesirsin ylizlesmesine yine de
hayat esirger bir tatli meltemini, dinlenemezsin

27



ASKIN TATLI NiNNIisSi

L

Her sabah gel bdyle kapima
ekmek ve cigcek kokulariyla
tath bir mirilt1 ol stiziil iceri
ufala odadaki hiiznii

oksa dalgin, dargin kitaplari
silkinip uyansinlar aska

IL.

Kiictik bir fir¢a darbesiyle

bir damla mutluluk kondursam dudaklarina
optiikce cogalip bedenine dagilsa

111

Diislerimden yastik yapsam sirtina
sesinin en sevingli yerine salincak kursam
sevgiden aska salinsam dursam

BOYALI KUSLAR

iki boyali kustuk
boyasiz kuslarin elinden
ayr1 mutsuzluk kadehlerinden i¢cmistik

iki boyali kustuk
vurup kederlerimizi birbirine
sarabi bir diiste sevistik

iki boyal kustuk
zaman dis1 sayilan
anlik bir mutlulugun tizerine iisiistiik

iki boyali kustuk
renkleri birbirini tutmayan
ayr1 maviliklere uctuk
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Hava Pinhas-Cohen
(Israel)

XaBa I[Ilnuuxac-KoeH
(U3paen)

XaBa lNuHxac-KoeH e noert, npenogasa-
Ten no AMTepaTypa U U3KYyCTBO, MOAepaTop
Ha CeMWHapM Mo NMCcaHe Ha Noesna n Npo-
3a B Epycannm. PepaKkrtop e Ha noeTnyecku
KHUMU U KHUTK 3@ U3KycTBOTO. lMNpe3 1989 r.
ocHoBaBa cnucaHneTo DIMOOY 3a eBpeii-
CKa AnTepaTypa, U3KYCTBO U KyNTypa U ro
penakTMpa B NPOAb/IKEHME Ha 22 TOANHM.

MuHxac-KoeH nma gocera 12 usgagexHn
KHWUIM ¢ noesus, nybamKysaHu ot Am Oses,
M Xakmbyy Xamiowag. C noeta M3paen
Ennpas 1A e Hanucana B CbaBTOPCTBO
Yunnuvuie 3a cam 4YoBeK, KHUra ¢ pa3roBo-
pv 33 NoesunsaTa U U3KycTBOTO. HelHu cTu-
XOTBOPEHUA Ca NPeBeAeHN Ha aHIIUIACKM,
pPEHCKUN, HEMCKM, XONaHACKM, 6bArapcKy,
WCMAHCKK, KMTAMCKK, CPBOCKK, XbPBATCKM,
YHFAPCKM, TYPCKKU, CNOBEHCKU, PYMBHCKN U
WTA/IMAHCKM U Ca U3NM3aNN B MHOMKECTBO
QHTONOMMM Ha TE3M e3ULM.

MNuHxac-KoeH e HocuTenka Ha MHOXe-
CTBO HarpagM, BKAOYUTENHO Harpagarta
,Xalhetcupa”, Harpagata ,AntepmaH”,
Harpagata Ha Capy)KeHWeTo Ha aBTopM,
KOMMNO3UTOPU W My3UKaNHW u3gaTenu B
M3paen 3a Hail-gobpa KHUra Ha rogmHa-
Ta, HarpagaTta , Kyren” Ha ObwuHa XonoH,
Harpagata ,,PUWoH JleuMoH” Ha MMeTo Ha
Mewup Apuen 3a eBpeicKka Kommnosuuus,
Harpagata ,Pamat [aH” v gpyru. Ta nony-
YaBa HarpafaTta Ha decTtmsana MNponoet B
MHaKkuA, Copbua, npes 2018r. u neyenu
Harpafata 3a Hal-Zobpo CTUXOTBOPEHUE
Ha noetnyeckua pectmsan ,Asem LLkpenn”
B Kocoso npe3 2019 .

Hava Pinhas-Cohen - poet, lecturer on
literature and art, facilitator of poetry and
prose writing workshops in Jerusalem.
Editor of poetry books and art books.
Founded the magazine DIMOOQY for Jewish
literature, art, and culture in 1989 and ed-
ited it for 22 years.

Pinhas-Cohen has had, to date, twelve
books of poetry published by Am Oved
and Hakibbutz Hameuchad. With the poet
Israel Eliraz she co-authored A School of
One Man, a book of conversations about
poetry and art. Her poems have been
translated into English, French, German,
Dutch, Bulgarian, Spanish, Chinese, Serbo-
Croatian, Hungarian, Turkish, Slovenian,
Romanian, and Italian, and have appeared
in various anthologies in those languages.

Pinhas-Cohen has won various prizes in-
cluding the “Hayetsira” prize, the Alterman
Prize, ACUM prize for the best book of the
year, the Kugel Prize of the Municipality of
Holon, the Rishon Lezion Prize in the name
of Meir Ariel for Hebrew composition, the
Ramat Gan Prize and more. She received
the prize of the Pro Poet festival in Indija
Serbia, 2018 and won the prize for “the
best lyrics” at the Azem Shkreli Poetry fes-
tival in Kosovo, 2019.

29



U3 ,0PPEEBU IIECHH"
SONGS OF ORPHEA

TPUAECET JHU

He Me yyBaill, He 4yBall IJ1aca MH,
MHHaxa TPUHCET JHH,
roBOps TH BCEKHU JI€H.
He Me 4yBaui; oT TpUHCET IHU He CH C MEH,
Jla OTMapsIIl 10 MEH B eIHA CSHKA, /1a MU KaXKelll eIHO Hello.
U He yyBaw. He Me yyBa.
Tu u365ra v rJiaBaTa TH € CKPUTA OT MeH.
ETO ro CHHBOTO TH MAJITO, KOETO U3BaJUX OT IKada,
Y pavpaHaTa pU3a, KOSTO Hocellle Ha MPa3HUIUTE,
U 6esiuTe GJIaHENKH, KOUTO eMHCTBEHU HU Pa3ziesisaxa,
Y MaMy4YHHUTe Tall[eTa C MUPUC Ha CallyH 3a MpaHe,
KOMTO M3I0J13Bax, 3al[0TO TH I'0 XapecBallle.
A TH ocTaBU ApeXUTE B PbLETE MU — IPOCHAT HpeJ MeH
KaTo HAKOH, KOUTO ce KaHU Jla ce BbpHE,
HO He ce 06pbila.
Be3 fa B3eMelll HUILO OCBEH JIMI[ETO MU
Y IpyTH 4aCTH 110 U360p, KOUTO OTK'bCHA OT MeKAaTa MM K0xa.

TpuiiceT fHU TH TOBOPS

Y TH Tef], 3a ia Te U3M'bKHa OT POBa,

KbJIETO Te XBbPJIHXA.

3a za Mora fia Te 06J1eKa B MHOT'OLIBETHOTO TH IaJITO
B CHHBO.

lIpesod - Bepa HeaHosa
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BPATATA HA MbPTBUTE

YykaM Ha BpaTtaTa Ha MbPTBUTE,

0, BpaTaTa Ha MbPTBUTE ce Tpece OT XJI0NaHeTO MY,
HMCKaM Ja 3HaM, Ye HAKOH JeH

b6apuepaTa Moxe Jja 6'bjJle pa3buTa,

ye TpenTsllaTa BbJIHA

IIle 3aHece 3ByKa J10 TBOSITA Mpe/inoJiaraeMa THIIHHA,
Ye 3a/] BpaTaTa UMa p’bKa, BAUrHaTa

Jla CMaXke TOBa, KOETO pas/iesisi CBeTa

KaTo sI6'bJIKA OT HEHHUTE CEMKU.

Heka Jja oTBOpUM BpaTaTa U /J]a ce CpeliHeM
32 06MKHOBEHA 3aKyCKa U pPbKa Ha paMoTo,

KOATO Oellle U310 IPeK'bCHATA
OT OH3M YACOBHHUK OT JipyraTa CTpaHa.

Ilpeeod - Bepa HeaHosa
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KEHATA CE CYYIIBA

Kenara ce cuynsa. Kak ce cyynBsa xkeHaTa?

OT KpbCTa.

Ta ce npe4yynBa OT KpbCTa ¥ TOPHOTO U TAJIO Ce MPOTAra

B [IBMDKEHHE Ha/l0J1y KaTO METPOHOM,

NOHAKOra IVIaBaTa ¥ 3akaya 3eMATa,

a MOHSKOTA YeJIOTO M JOKOCBa He6ecaTa, Maialiy BbpXy Hesl.
[ToHsiKOTa yesI0TO 1 YAPS 3eMATa U I'bpJUTe ¥ 6UBAT NpUAbPIaHU
KaTo /iBe JII0JIeellly ce JIeHeHU TopoHy,

NpeBpBLIAIIY MISIKOTO B CHPEHe.

Kak ce cuynBa »xeHaTa -
OT KpbCTA.
Ts ce cuynBa OT Kp'bCTa U TOPCHT U Ce U3BUBA
cJe/iBaliku BpaTa M.
Kocara ¥ najia Ha 3eMsiTa KUYyp NOAUP KUIYP
U TS Ce 3aB’bPTa 0KOJIO OCTA CU ChC CTPAHHO JIBUXKEHUE
Ha 60JIKa CAKall HEHHUAT HebeceH bala
51 HACUJIBA.
ETo kak AcTtapTa norJsiejHa KbM MEH,
CTaTysl Ha CJIOMEHa KeHa, KEPTBONPUHOIIEHNE B U3/laraHe Ha BUTPUHA.

IIpesod - Bepa HeaHosa
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MECEL'BT HUCAH U ITPABHHUAT CTOJI

CesHax v 3amaxMe, AeceT AYIIU U eJIUH,

a CTOJI'bT NpeJ MeH Gellle pa3eH.

FoBopuxMe U NsIXMe, U U351L0XMe HallaTa MoPIus,
a CToJIbT Gellle MpaseH.

CefsIx 10 Hero,

CBIIO CpelLy Hero,

MOHSKOra OTAsCHO,

MOHSIKOTA OTJISIBO,

a CTOJTBT Gellle MpaseH.

BukaxMme ¥ pusaexme, H OTHOBO BUKaxMe,
M3II'bJIBaxXMe NMPa3HOTAaTa C IJIACOBETE CH,
6JyieexMe 6ee-6ee-6ee-,

HEOIETHEHO arHe e HalIeTO IPUHOLIEHHE,
Ja O'bJie CIIOMEH,

BeYHa Bp'b3Ka Ha MoeTa

MEX/y Hac U Hero,

a CTOJIBT 6ellle nmpaseH.

W3puyaiiku 6/1arofat U yMUpPanKH,

CTOJI'BT HU NOC/e/iBa BKbILHU

Y KOTAaTo NaJiHa HOLITa,

J'bpPBEHUTE My KpaKa [I04yKaxa Ha MOsITa BpaTa:
,OTBOpH, OTBOPHY,

KaKTO KOraTo 64x Id/1."

Taka Toil yyKallle ¥ MoJiellle,

JlOfJie 10 MOeTO MPa3Ho JIETJIO
Y Me XBaHa C YeTUPUTE CU KpakKa
B 3/[paBa NperpbKa.

Ilpeeod - Bepa HeaHosa
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THIRTY DAYS

You don’t hear me, you don’t hear my voice
Thirty days have passed
I speak to you each day
You don’t hear me; it’s thirty days you've not been with me,
To rest beside me in one shadow, to say one thing to me.
And you don’t hear. You don’t hear me.
You have fled and your head is hidden from me
Here is your blue coat that I took from the closet
And the striped shirt that you wore for the holidays
And the white undershirts that were the only thing separating us
And the cotton shorts that have a fragrance of laundry soap
That I used because you liked it
And you left the clothes in my hands--stretched out in front of me
And departed. Like someone who is about to retur
But fails to look back.
Without taking a single thing but my face
And other choice parts that you tore from my soft skin.

For thirty days I've been speaking to you

And singing to you to draw you from the pit
Where they cast you

So I can dress you in your coat of many colors
of blue.
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DOOR OF THE DEAD

I knock on the door of the dead

Oh, the door of the dead shakes from my pounding
[ want to know that the barrier

Can be broken someday

That a trembling wave

Will carry the sound to your supposed tranquility
That behind the door there’s a hand raised up

To smash what slices the world

Like an apple from its seeds.

Let’s open the door and meet

For a simple breakfast with conversation and a hand on the shoulder
Which was all cut short

By that clock on the other side.

A WOMAN BREAKS

The woman breaks. How does a woman break?

From the waist.

She breaks from the waist and her upper body is pulled

in a downward movement like a metronome

At times her head grazes the ground and returns

At times her forehead touches the heavens falling down on her.
Sometimes her forehead hits the ground and her breasts are pulled
Like two swinging linen bags

Turning milk into cheese.

How does a woman break—
From the waist.
She breaks from the waist and her torso is pulled
backward following her neck
Her hair falls to the ground strand upon strand
And she turns on her axis with a strange movement
of pain as if her father in heaven
Was assaulting her
That is how Astarte looked to me
A statue of a broken woman, a sacrifice in a window display.
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THE MONTH OF NISSAN AND THE EMPTY CHAIR

I sat and we sang, ten people and one
And the chair before me was empty.

We talked and we sang and we ate our fill
And the chair was empty.

Beside it I sat

Across from it too

At times to its right

At times to its left

And the chair was empty

We shouted and wailed and we shouted again
Filled the void with our voices

Bleated bah -bah -bah- bah-

A pure lamb is our offering

A memory to be

A poet’s tie everlasting

Between us and him

And the chair was empty.

Saying grace and departing

The chair followed us home
And when night descended

Its wooden legs beat at my door:
“Open up, open up,

Like when I was whole”

Thus it knocked and it pleaded

To my bare bed it came

And with four legs it held me
In a tight embrace.
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Inna Ivanova
(Bulgaria)

NHa BaHOBa
(bbarapus)

WUHa UBaHOBa e pogeHa npe3 1975 .
usee B MnoBgme. O6UYa BATbPA U
BAPBA B €3MKa Ha U3KYCTBOTO.

ABTOp e Ha cbopHuuMTEe C pa3Kasu
Mpaso Ha u3bop u Opyau npoKaemuu
(Apc, 2009), Umemo Ha Hedensma
(*aHeT-45, 2012) u JlemAauw, akopdeoH
(*aHeT-45, 2014), pomaHa Kap maHecu
(enekTpoHHa KHUra) U CTUXOCOUPKUTE
manku bykeu (MaHeT-45, 2016) n Kpune
om nanuemauwe (MaHeT-45, 2019).

Mybnukysana e TekcToBe B CH.
Co8pEMEHHUK, JlumepamypeH
secmHuK, cn. CmpaHuya, cn. [nocu,
cn. HO noesus, cn. DIVA!, cn. Hyna32,
B MHOMECTBO E/IEKTPOHHU U3AaHUS,
KaKTo 1 B cbopHuumTe [pyea 6oda, 6+ u
bawjume He cu omusam.

HocuTen Ha HaumoHanHW Harpagu.
PaboTu KaTo pepakTop.

HeliHn TeKkcToBe ca npeBexAaHu
Ha aHIMWINCKKU, PYCKW, MONCKK, dapcu,
apabCKu, XbpPBATCKM U CPBOCKM e3UK.
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Inna Ivanova was born in 1975. Now
she lives in Plovdiv, Bulgaria. She enjoys
light breezes and believes in the lan-
guage of art.

She is an author of several short story
books and two poetry books.

Ina lvanova is an author of storybooks
like The right to decide and other curses
(2009), The name of the Sunday (2012)
and Flying accordion (2014) as well as
books of poetry such as small letters
(2016) and Papier mache wings (2019).

She is a winner of the grand storybook
award Minko Nevolin, as well as Plovdiv
University‘s poetry contest award and
many more.

Ina Ivanova’s work has been pub-
lished in Literature magazines and on-
line media.

She works as an editor.

Her texts are translated in English,
Arabic, Russian, Polish, Croatian and
Serbian.



Ave, HeIpUCT'bIIEH CBAT.

Hue, 3pbHIjaTa yepeH nurep,

HHeE — COJITA Ha 3eMsITa,

HUE - IPOCTOPHUTE NaMyKOBH M0Jis,
MOJIMBAaHU C HEpa3yMHU HaeX/1H,

HUe - U3MPaTeHUTe Ha 0OMKHOBEHA CM'BPT,
Te No3/paBsiBaMe.

3aioTo uMa BpeMe 3a BCUYKO,

a CJIYYUJIOTO Ce MOXKe J1a O'b/ie Bb3KPECEHO
MO XWJISAAU HAYMHU.

U BcuykuTe - BepHHU.

BE3

JyMuTe MU ca ITUIM C 6€3KaJOCTHU ChPIa.
[nyxo 6ue KpbBTa B I'bPJIOTO. Brik:

KOraTo UJBaM, HIMaM KpuJie,

KOraTo TpbI'BaM, I'y6sl CbpLieBUHATA CH.
BmecTo Tas10TO TH - OpeoJ,

KP'BI'bJI KATO ITUYE OKO, JIEK KAaTO GeJier.
Komnac ca gymuTte. CTap MarHut

B'bPXy CTOMaHaTa Ha HEU3HOCBAILOTO Ce BpeMe.
BesmymHoO - Ka3ax - 6ue KpbBTa.

BesmyMHo cnivpa.

NOBLESSE OBLIGE

He e 3a BspBaHe
HO Te 061YaM

[0 BCUYKH HAYMHU
HEMpPUEMJIMBY 3a 3/IpaBUs pa3yM
a Ha masapa Ha YecTOJII06HUBUTE
JlBa rpaMa HeXXHOCT

CTPYBaT BCUYKUTE MM 3aMacu
HMHCTHUHKT 3a CaMOCBhXpaHeHUe



Ave, impervious world

we, small grains of black pepper,

we, the salt of the earth,

we - the long cotton fields,

wattered with insane hopes,

we

who were sent to an ordinary death,
salute you.

Because there is time for everything,
and what happened could be ressurected
in thousands of ways.

All of them - true.

WITHOUT

My words are birds with merciless hearts.
Muffled, the blood beats in the throat. Look:
when I arrive, | have no wings,

when I leave, [ lose my core.

Instead of your body - a halo,

as round as a bird’s eye, as light as an old scar.
The words are a compass. Old magnet

over the steel of unerodable time.

Silently - I said - beats the blood.

Silently it stops.
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Translated by Hristo Dimitrov

Translated by Katerina Stoykova



NOBLESSE OBLIGE

it’s hard to believe

but

I love you in all ways
unacceptable to common sense
yet

in the market of the prideful
two grams of tenderness

costs

all my reserve

of instinct for survival

Translated by Katerina Stoykova
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Katya Stoilova
(Bulgaria)

Kata CtrounsioBa
(bbarapus)

Karta CrounoBa e 3aBbplumaa maruc-
TpaTypa No 6bArapcku esmKk u uctopus
W MarncTpaTtypa no ncuxonorus. JokTop
no cnewmManHa negaroruka.

PaboTtuna e KaTo Ncuxonor B cneunan-
HO yymauLie U oM 3a geua 6e3 poau-
Tenn. OT 2006 AO MOMEHTa pbKOBOAM
AeiHocTTa 3a obnact MNnosams Ha 06-
CNy»KBaLo 38eHO KbM MOH, npokapsa-
LLLO NOAUTMKATA HA MHTErpupaHe u Npu-
obuaBaHe Ha Aeuata CbC CreuuanHu
obpasoBaTtesHM NOTPEeObHOCTH.

Muwe  cTUXOBe, KbCM  pa3Kasu
n eceta. MMbpBata M cTUXocBUpKa
,MnBOoT Ha ekc” usnmsa npes 1995
rognHa. Cnepggat ,Bpenn - npekune-
a”  /1999/, ,CrpactHata cegmuua”
/2003/, ,,Bacununesun monutsn” 2012/,
,OuepTaBaHe Ha Kpbr’/2013/. Pabotuna
e c usgartencrea ,3axapu CrosHoB”,
Codwusa, ,bvarapcku nucarten”, Coodus,
,Xepmec”, Mnosame n ap. Hocuten Ha
MOETUYHM Harpaam OT KOHKYPCU KaTo
,2dobpomnp ToHes”, ,Maruata nio-
608", ,Bbnrapua — 60nKa U Hagexaa”,
,3NaTHUAT naHew”, ,MenHULWKK BeYepn
Ha noesuaTa” u ap.
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Katya Stoilova has a master’s degree
in Bulgarian language and History and a
master’s degree in Psychology. Doctor
of Special Education.

She worked as a psychologist at a
special school and a home for children
without parents. From 2006 until now
she has been managing the activities for
the District of Plovdiv of a service unit at
the Ministry of Education and Science,
which promotes the policy of integra-
tion and inclusion of children with spe-
cial educational needs.

She writes poems, short stories and
essays.

Her first poetry book, Life on Ex, was
released in 1995. The following are
“Times - Boiling” /1999/, “Holy Week”
/2003/, “Vasily’s prayers” /2012/,
“Outlining a circle” /2013/. Her books
were published by Zahari Stoyanov /
Sofia/, Bulgarian Writer /Sofia/, Hermes
/Plovdiv/ and other publishing houses.
Winner of poetry awards from competi-
tions such as “Dobromir Tonev”, “Magic
of Love”, “Bulgaria - Pain and Hope”,
“The Golden Lantern”, “Melnik Evenings
of Poetry” and others.



MADE IN INDIA

KalIMHUpPeEH 1aJ oT Malicop

KOKOCOBH MOJHOCH OT YeaHa[,

pBYHO 6pojupaH Kuaum ot Koua

3Haex CH 4Ye 1je HalpaBs Ta3U [JIYNOoCT
alopBejJia Maruu ot Bapkasa

KyTHUs 3a 4yail 1 pa36upa ce yaii oT MyHap
MpaMOpPHHU CJIOHYEeTa OT Tpuuu

3alll0TO KaK Jia 0THeca ChC cebe cu
[[BETOBE Ha K'bII[X U 60COHOT pax
cUM(}OHHMSA 3a KJAKCOHU U CMPaJ, OT JOOUTBK
COKOBE Ha TP'bCTHKA

TUIINHA Ha 6aHAHOBU MaJIMHU

YepeH MNsAChK

JIBH)KEHHS Ha OKeaHa

nUIep KapJaMoOH namnasi Macaja
cy6ekBaTOopHaJiHaTa JiellkaBa BJiara
TBBP/, MAaTPaK

OKP'BXKHOCT OT BEHTHJIATOP

TaBaH Ha XOTeJICKa CTasi

Y 3a/ipsiMaJio B cielo6e/ia YUCKHU
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JIAC BETAC

AKoO cbM 3Haena,

Yye I0KaTO U36Hupam

poKJs,

YepBUJIO,

3aTBapsM IjMNa Ha pOKJATa
WJIM CpecBaM KocaTa CH,

HSIKOM Me 4akKa B mapka

C HepoZIeHUTe MU Jlenia,

00'bpKaH OT BUKOBETE UM;

HAKOM Me 4aka Ha Kes,

npecMsATa CKOPOCTTA Ha B'b3JIUTE,
U3PBKJIUBOCTTA HA IJIATHATA

Y HEPBHUYY;

HSIKOM Me YakKa 3aJ, 'bI'bJja,
J'bPKU HOX,

ILJII0€ XK'BJITO,

KpPbB,

nepBep3usl.

U ce ycmuxsa.

Hsiko#t Me yaka Ha cTbJibaTa

B e/lHa CTas

Jla My 1oJiaM TOYHUSsI IUPOH,

Jla My HaTOIIs YeTKaTa

Y BUKA 3a ollle 6Upa;

HSKOM Yaka npej, CTapoOMOJHO KUHO
Jla u36epeM 3aeHO PpuIMa,

Jla 4epnu 603a,

PO30BU MyKaHKHU

Y BaJly;

HSIKOM Yaka Jla ro 06p'bCHa,

Jla Bbp>Ka B'b3eJsia Ha BpaTOBPb3KaTa,
Jla My IUTUCHA BOJIa;

Jla mpoyeTa JIMCTOBKAaTa Ha Xal4eTaTa,
Jla My 1oJiaM Yaria,

MUJIeNKa Cyma...

Hsxko# yyka no Tpb6uTe;

Hsikoit yaka Ha merkaTa

B €/JHO BKaMEeHEHO CeJIo
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C UTJIa,
KOHell,

CIIUPT U CK'bCAHO;

HSKOH, 6e3 1a 6'bp3a, YaKa Ha JIETUIIETO,
C iBa OMUJIETa,

Y JIOBHA MYIIIKa

Y BUHArd HaMHUpa 4apThbp, OCTPOB

U B KOTO

Jla ce MPHIIeJIH.

AKo cbM 3HaeJa,
Yye CTpeJIKMTE ca poTaTUBKa
M cCaMO TH He CH Me 4yaKaJl.

[IIaHCBHT e 3a HAYMHAEIHUTE,
KbCMETDBT — CJIAIL

CJIEAOBEALT, B KOWTO B AOPUKA YMHUPAXA
CEJEM XWJISAAM JELIA

B OHa3HU 4YacT OT JIATOTO KOraTo
C IHU TpeBUTE IJIAYaT MPOHU3UTETHO
K'bCaT Pa3MOTAHUTE CIef06enu

Hera HaJIUBaT B I'bpJIUTE

Ha CTapuTe MOMH

K'bJIETO 3pee BPEMETO B CMOKUHU
KOTKHUTE OTJI'bYBAT MAJIKUTE CHU

OUYUTE UM U3TyOEHHU CBETYIKU

NOThBAT B 6€3pa3/IMyMeTo Ha opojaTa
B OHa3M 4YacT OT JIATOTO

HaM-JIeCHO Ce TOIIUM

B TPEBUTE

HeHaK'bpMEHHU
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EXOTO HAA ETUOIINA

» 5. [lodkpeneme me c 8UHoO, oceexceme me ¢ A66/1KU, 3aUj0MOo USHEMO28AM OM
A10608. ”
anaea 2. I[leceH Ha necnume, om Cos10MOHA

KakbB Mbk Me 0614a, [ocioau...
KakbB MbX Me 061yal

KoraTo Me riiesia, cb6/1M4aM KoXkaTa CH;
KOraTo Me JJ0KOCBa, lIyMs KaTo ropa.

Hckam ga cbM keHa, ['ociogm...

Jla ro f0K0CBaM C BbpXOBeTe Ha NP'bCTUTE CU
Y Jla MU HacTpP'bXBaT MyCTauKUTe,

Jla cJyuiaMm IJ1acbT My

Y Jia 06pbIlaM AYMUTE Ha MUeJTHU KUJIUHKHY,
B KOUTO Jja 3aTBapsM JUXaHUSI.

KakBa »xeHa ro o6uya, l'ocriogu...
Ille y3Hae /i, KaKBa *KeHa...
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MADE IN INDIA

cashmere scarf from Mysore

coconut shell trays from Wayanad

hand embroidered carpet from Cocha

I knew I would do such a silly thing
Ayurveda magic from Varkala

tea box and tea, naturally, from Munnar
marble elephants from Trichy

for how could I take away with me
colours of houses and barefoot dust
symphony of car horns and cattle stench
reed juices

banana palm silence

black sand motions of the ocean

pepper cardamom papaya masala
sticky subequatorial humidity

hard mattress

fan ring

hotel room ceiling

and a dormant whiskey in the afternoon
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LAS VEGAS

If [ had known

that while I was picking up

adress,

lipstick,

doing up the zipper,

combing my hair,

looking at myself on top of these or those
high heels,

pensively buckling

the straps

someone was waiting for me in the park
with my unborn children,

bewildered at their shrieks;

someone was waiting for me at the quay,
calculating the speed of knots,

the durability of sails

and was restless;

someone was waiting for me round the corner,
holding a knife,

spitting yellow,

blood

and perversity

and smiling;

someone was waiting for me at the stairs
of a bachelor’s flat

to pass him the right nail,

to dip the brush into the paint

shouting at me to bring him more beer;
someone was waiting at an old-fashioned theatre
so that we choose the film together,

to treat me with boza*,

pink popcorn

and it was raining;

someone was waiting for me to shave him,
to do his tie knot,

to spill some water for good luck

on his way out

and looking up;

50



waiting for me to read the pills leaflet,

to give him the cup,

chicken soup

and knocking on the heating pipes;
someone was waiting on the bench

in a village turned to stone

with a needle,

and thread,

spirits and a torn piece;

someone - at the airport,

with two tickets,

with a hunting gun,

taking his time,

would always find a charter flight, an island
and someone

to point the gun at.

If I had known

that the hands of the clock were a slot machine;
Chance is for beginners;

luck is blind.

And it was only you who wasn’t waiting for me.

THE AFTERNOON WHEN IN AFRICA SEVEN
THOUSAND CHILDREN WERE DYING

that part of summer when

cats wean their young

their eyes roaming fireflies

sink into the apathy of breed

for days the grasses keep crying stridently
tearing the wound up afternoons
pouring bliss onto the breasts

of spinsters

where time grows ripe in figs

in that part of summer

it is the easiest for us to melt away
into the grasses

unsuckled
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SULAMIT

“5. Strengthen me with raisins, refresh me with apples, for I am faint with love.. ”
Chapter 2. Song of Songs, Solomon

What a man loves me, oh Lord...

What a man loves me!

When he looks at me,

[ strip off my skin;

when he touches me,

I rustle like a forest.

I want to be a woman, oh Lord...

To reach him with the tips of my fingers
the fine hair over my lip bristling up,

to listen to his voice

and turn the words into honeycomb cells
to lock the gasps of breath inside.

What a woman loves him, oh Lord...
Will I ever know what a woman...

Translated by Maria Mandulova
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Mel Kenne
(USA)

MeJus KeH

(CALL)

Men KeH e Hanucan wWecT KHUMM ¢
noesus. Hail-HoBaTa My cTUXocCHbMpKa
Bzemu e nybnukysaHa npe3 2012 r.
oT Miros-lali [lpec. Mpe3 2010 .
Anv Kpedu [Mvbauwwvpc B WcTaHbyn
ny6ivMKyBaT [ABYE3NYHO MW3JaHWE Ha
HerosaTa cTuxocbupka Galata’dan/
nedkama om [anama Ha TypCKU U
aQHIMIACKM e3uK. Mpe3 1984 r. HerosaTa
BTOpa KHWra fOxeH eambp neyenu
Harpagzara 3a KHurn Ha ®oHaaumaTa Ha
ObuiecteeHaTa 6ubanoteka B OCTUH,
Tekcac. MNpe3 2010 r. Toi e eauH oT
HOCUTE/INTE Ha Harpajata 3a noeswus
Ha3zum Xukmem. Toi cbLU0 e npeBesn cam
M B CbaBTOPCTBO MNOE3Us OT MCMAHCKM,
bPEHCKM M TYPCKU Ha aHINIMIACKU e3MUK,
a 3aegHo cbc Canuxa [MeWkbp - ABa
poMmaHa Ha TypcKaTa nucatenka Jlatude
TekuH, CKbna 6e3cpamHa cmMbpm W
Meuose om ned. Kueee B Eckn Pouya Ha
ErelickoTo Kpaibpexue B Typums.

Mel Kenne has written six books
of poetry. His most recent collection,
Take, was published in 2012 by Muse-
Pie Press. In 2010 Yapi Kredi Publishers
in Istanbul published a bilingual collec-
tion of his poetry, Galata’dan/ The View
from Galata, in Turkish and English. His
second book, South Wind, won the 1984
Austin Book Award. In 2010 he was one
of the Nazim Hikmet Poetry Award win-
ners. He has also translated or co-trans-
lated much poetry from Spanish,
French and Turkish into English, and he
co-translated, with Saliha Paker, two
novels by the Turkish writer Latife Tekin:
Dear Shameless Death and Swords of
Ice. He lives in Eski Foga, on the Aegean
coast of Turkey.
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OIIMTOMABAHE

JlokaTo 3aBIK/jaM Ha OHE3U TOJIKOBA BJIIOOEHU

eJIUH B ZIPYT, TOBA, 3a KOETO YKHBes Cera,

e e[JHa KOTKA, KOTKa, KOSITO XKUBee C MEH U 3apa/iu MeH.
KuBes1, 3a 1a ocTaHe TYK Ollle eJJUH JieH

HEeWHHUAT U MOSIT )KMBOT. He TbXkH, HsIMa T'bra.
JIro6oBTa HUKOTA He e ThKHa. He pucyBaii ctapern,
KOUTO Ille ce pa3Ijiaye, JloJeeKU KOTKa KaTo 6e6e:
CHUMKATa, KOSITO BeJH'BX BU/SIX BbB PpelcOyK

Y 6bP30 OTMHHAX, OTBPATEH OT BHYIIEHHUETO,

Yye CTapLuTe TPsA6Ba Jja O'bAaT

6e/icTBAlLM, CAMOTHHU WJIH U ABeTe. JIln60BTa e caMo
TOBA, KOETO H/Ba OATAI0 IPU HAC €JJUH JIeH,

Y BWK/IA )KMBOTA CU B KMBOTA Ha JIPYTO ChIIECTBO,
KOEeTO BMK/]a ?KUBOTA CH B TOBA, KOETO HUBa
THUYEIIKOM Jla HaMepH JIoMa CH B HallIUTe MPErpbIKH.
JOMBT, KOUTO TBPCHUM, He € B IyXKaBaTa I'Pb/,
J'bp’KaHa JI0 HalllaTa, a B Halllus 06pas

Ha 3BsIpa B HAC CaMHUTe, KOUTO BCe ollje

ce OMTBaMe Jia OTTJieflaMe U OIIUTOMHM.

Ha KepcmeliH

Ilpeeod - Bepa HeaHosa
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KHUBOT HA CEHKH

Yakam. CekyHAuTe ca MJIACHK
Ha b/, 10 TOKPHUBA, A0KATO 06JIaluTe
ce U3NPa3HAT HAIl'bJIHO.

Tu o1je yakalll KAKTO HAKOH,
KOUTO CTpajia OT rosisiMma 60JiKa
MO2Ke [jla 0OYaKBa, HO KaKBO?

He moxern Ja KaKell, CaMO TH 3Haelll,
KaKTO CHU ceaull B KpecCJioTo,
YKpaceHO C IOKPHBKaA OT C/I'bHY€Ba CBETJIMHA,

B [IPOCTPAHCTBO, HAPEYEHO ,X0JT",
K'bJETO [I0BeYe CEHKH Ha >KUBU TeJia
ca mpeKapaJii MHOT'0 JIHU

Y HOIIM OT >KMBOTA Ha CBOUTE COGCTBEHUIIU
npejy fia ce IPeMecCTAT, OCTaBANKU Te
Jla ro IpeBbPHeIl B COOGCTBEHO KHUJIHILE —

B /loMa Ha HAAKOM, KOMTO Yaka,
KaKTO HSKOU 4aKa TesiepOHHO o6axJaHe
WJIA MIPUSTEJICKO TOCTH Olle BeJHBK

Jla ro ce0yau. 3aToBa cefull,
YaKalKHW YaKaHeTo TH Jja CBbPIIH,
KaTo 4e JIM TO HAKOTA I[e CBbPIIH, KaTo Ye JIM BpaTa

MOXe [la Ce OTBOPH IIPpU 3BbH, OTEKBAIl]
B TUIIMHATA, U IOPUBBT HA BATHpaA
olle BeJHbXK M3BHUBaAll] C€ HA BUCOTATA CH —

BCSIKO ZIPyTO HElllo, KOETO MOXe Jja I0k/1e
Jla pa34ymu CTEHUTE Ha TBOsITa
CHWJia Ha [iyXa U la MPOM'bJIBU HMETO TH.

IIpesod - Bepa HeaHosa
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B'bB BAIIUTE PBIE CbM

ToBa e MOYTH BCUYKO, KOETO MCKaM Jla KaXka.

C MaJIKO MOsSICHEHHe: TOBA , TH",

3a KOETO rOBOpsi, MOXKe /Ia HE € TOBa,

KOeTO CH MUCJIUIIL, Ye €, BbIPEKH Ye €,

MOXKEM JIa KaXKeM, OJIyIlIEBEHO ChIECTBO,

KOETO MPHUTENKaBa /iBe pblie U 0614a

Jla 'bpXKU Hellla B TAX, OHSKOTa

JIOpY APYTH OAYIIEBEHH ChIIECTBA

KaTo cBoM cob6cTBeHU. ToBa ,, TH" Moxke J1a 6'b/je MHOT'O HEXKHO
ToraBa, KOraTo MHJIBa KocaTa U

TOIJIaTa KOYKa Ha ChIEeCTBOTO, KOETO JIIJee,

Y TO MOXKe /Ia 0014a J1a A bP>KH PYTrOoTO

CBIIECTBO TOJKOBA BpeMe

KOJIKOTO BHO6IIE MOXKEe — KOeTO MOXKe /ia € UJIH

Jla He e MHOT0 A'bJiro. KoJiko BpeMe TOYHO

MOJKe /la 3aBHCH OT TOBa KOJIKO BpeMe

JUbPKaHOTO CBIECTBO *eJjlae TOBa

JIloJieeHe UJIU MperpbAKa Ja MPobJIKH.

B Haii-106pus ciydai TO NPUK/IOYBA

KaTo 4Ye JIM eCTECTBEHO U JIBETE ChIIECTBA

OCTaBaT IACT/IMBH CJIe]] KATO BCSKO € MUHAJIO0 peJia CU
Jla 6'b/le I'bPXKAHO U J1a 'bPXKU APYTOTO.

Bcsiko e 3a/bprkajio BHUMaHUETO Ha APYyroTo

3a OTpsI3bKa OT BpeMe,

He06X0IUM /ia TIOJY4YH

JKeJIaHUs Nal yA0BOJICTBYe 3a JiBeTe. Taka ye KaKBoO MoBeye?
ToBa e — BCUYKO, KOETO MCKax

Jla Kaka o ToBa BpeMe. bsiarogapst Bu, mpUsiTEsIH,

Yye CTe TYK U Me CJIyLIaTe,

TBH KaTO cera ce peJjaBaM BbB BallIUTE PbIIE.

IIpesod - Bepa HeaHosa
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TAMING

While I envy those so much in love

with each other, what I live for now

is a cat, a cat who lives with, and for, me.
I live for her life and mine to remain
here another day. Don’t be sad, this isn’t.
Love never is. Don’t picture an old man
near tears, cradling a cat like a baby:

the photo I saw on Facebook once

and passed by quickly, sickened by

the implication that the old must be
destitute, lonely, or both. Love is only
what comes running up to us one day,
seeing its life in the life of another being
that sees its life in the one that comes
running to find its home in our arms.
The home we seek is not in a furry breast
held next to our own, but in our image
of the beast in ourselves we're still
attempting to grow through and tame.

for Kestane
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SHADOW LIFE

You wait. Seconds are a splatter
of rain on the roof until the clouds
have all emptied themselves out.

And still you wait as someone
who is suffering from some
great pain might wait — for what?

You can’t say, but only you know,
as you sit in your easy chair
now graced by a sheet of sunlight,

inside a space called a “living room,”
where more shadows of living
bodies have passed many days

and nights of their owners’ lives
before moving on, leaving you
to turn it into your own dwelling —

into the home of one who waits,
as one waits for a phone call
or a friend’s visit to once again

shake him awake. So you sit,
waiting for your waiting to end,
as if it ever would, as if a door

might open on a ring resounding
through the silence, a gust of wind
rising once more to the occasion —

any other thing that might come

to break down the walls of your
fortitude and utter your name.
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I’'M IN YOUR HANDS

That's almost all [ want to say.

But a small explanation: the you
I'm speaking of may not be who
you think it is, although it is, we
may say, an inspirited being who
possesses two hands and likes to
hold things in them, sometimes
even other inspirited beings like

its own. This you can be very gentle
then, as it caresses the hair and
warm skin of the being it is cradling,
and it may like to hold the other
being this way for as long as it
possibly can — which may or

may not be very long. How long
exactly can depend on how long
the being being held wants this
cradling or embracing to continue.
At its best it comes to an end as

if naturally, with both beings left
happy after each has had a turn

at being held and as holder of

the other. Each has held another’s
attention for the length of time
needed to achieve both’s desired
quota of satisfaction. So, what then?
That's it — all I wanted at this

time to say. Thank you, friends,

for being here and listening, as I
now give myself over to your hands.
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Nenad Saponja
(Serbia)

Henag IIIanoHs
(Cbpbus)

Henag LWanoHa (Hosu Cag, 1964) e
NoeT, eCEUCT, INTEPATYPEH KPUTUK. B npo-
Ob/IKEHWE Ha AeceT roamHu Toi e bun nu-
TepaTypeH KpUTKK 3a Monntuka, a ot 2002
r. OCHOBaBa CBOe W34aTencrso Azopad.
M3pan e Hag 350 3arnasums.

Moetnyeckn KHuru: Dokonda (MoHa
Jluza, 1990), Odrazi varke (OmpaxeHus
om unro3uu, 1993), Ocevidnost
(OuesudHocm, 1996), More (Mope, 1998),
Cetiri poeme (Yemupu noemu, 2000,
2001), Slatka smrt (Cnadka cmvpm, 2012),
Postoji li dodir tvoje duse? (Cowecmsysa
AU donupbm Ha meosma Oywa?, 2014),
Izgledam, dakle nisam (M3enexcdam, cne-
dosamesnHo He cbom, 2017), Silazim u tisSinu
tega bacene kocke (Cauzam 8 muwuHama
HO mexecmma Ha MmbpKaaauume ce 3a-
pose, 2019).

CbCTaBUTEN € Ha HAKO/IKO aHTONOMUK C
pasKkasu.

Toii cblWo e HocUTeN Ha Harpaga-
Ta ,bpaHko” 3a MoHa Jlu3a, Harpaga-
Ta ,Mupocnas AHTUY® 3a Wsrnexaam,
CNefoBaTe/IHO He CbM, NOcCiesBaHa OT
Harpagata ,[MpocBeta” 3a [lbTeBoauTen
»,beferkep” KbM CbMHEHMETO M Harpaga-
Ta ,MunaH borgaHoBMY” 3a MTEpPaTYpPHU
peueHsuu. MNoesnata My e npeseseHa Ha
MaKegOoHCKWN, PYMbBHCKW, C/MOBALLKKM, an-
6aHCKM, aHIJIMINCKM, UCMAHCKK, MOICKU U
UTaZINAHCKM e3MK.
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Nenad Saponja (Novi Sad, 1964), poet,
essayist, literary critic. He was a liter-
ary critic for Politika for ten years, and
in 2002, he started his own publishing
house, Agora Publishing House. As the
editor, he published more than 350 titles.

Books of poetry: Dokonda (Mona
Lisa, 1990), Odrazi varke (Reflections of
lllusions, 1993), Ocevidnost (Obviousness,
1996), More (The Sea, 1998), Cetiri po-
eme (Four Poems, 2000, 2001), Slatka
smrt (Sweet Death, 2012), Postoji li dodir
tvoje duse? (Does the Touch of Your Soul
Exist?, 2014), Izgledam, dakle nisam (I
Seem, Therefore | Am Not, 2017), Silazim
u tisinu tega bacene kocke (I Step Down
into Silence of the Weight of Rolling Dice,
2019).

He also compiled several anthologies
of short stories.

He has received the “Branko’s Award”
for the book Mona Lisa, “Miroslav Anti¢
Award” for the book | Seem, Therefore
I Am Not, followed by the “Prosveta
Award” for the book A Baedeker to
Doubt, and the “Milan Bogdanovi¢”
Award for literary reviews.

His poetry translated into Macedonian,
Romanian, Slovakian, Albanian, English,
Spanish, Polish and Italian language.



TPABBA JA U3IT'bJIBALI IYMUTE CbC CEBE CH:

MHAYE TE HE CbIIECTBYBAT

O, npokJsieTo Ja cy,
npeJaTesCKo u3peveHue!

[lone me 3allUTHU OT CaMUAd MEH.

(Oky YCTHHUTE MU HU3JIE€TA ITHLA
U cera Td e U3K'bJIBE OYUTE MU.

3acTtaHaJsa B MIPUCBHCTBUE,
Td 1€ U3IMre BCAKa Mod AyMa.

Casl ¥ HAM,
as CbIIO Le
3aCTaHa B IPUCHCTBHE.

[lle 06s1B41, Ye ce MpesaBaM

U 1Iie TOYHa /ia Ipa3HyBaM.
[lle morbJsHa cebe cu

B'bB BCsIKa [Opa MPHUChCTBHE.

Ilpeeod - Bepa HeaHosa
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JA HAMEPAl OBUTAJIMIIETO HA AYIIATA
E MOAT IVYIABEH ITPOBJIEM

Pasriiex/ax HUIIO

6e3 13001110 Ja 3HaM,

4ye TO Me pasmiex/a.

EJlHOBpeMEHHO, CUCTEMaTHUYHO, apOTaHTHO.

YCeI.L[aX ro B TBbPAEHUATA,
B 3alie€TanTe Ha NOJIOBMH U3PEYEHUATA Ha APYT'H XOPa.

HambsiHO camoyBepeH,
a3 noTpebsBax cB060/1a,
KOSTO U3001110 He 6Gellle TaM.

He BsipBax B 06bpPKBaHETO,
BSIpBax B JIlO6OBHATA UCTOPHS,
BSIpBaX, ye Mora /ia CbIl[eCTBYBaM
B JIpyTHsl HAEHTUYEH

KaKTo B ce6e CH.

BuaumocTTa 6eie
caMo CeHYeCTaTa CTpaHa Ha ChIeCTBYBaHETO.

IIpesod - Bepa HeaHosa

HAMA CUTYPHO MACTO

Oryiea/IoTO MM Ka3Ba, Ye Me HAMa,
TO CBILO MU II0Ka3Ba, KOraTo Me HaMa.

W oT MeH 3aBUCH Jia OTipejiesist
Kak Jla Me HaMa.

[ToTbHaM B 6e3e/ue,
OTpe/ieisIM KaK MOXe /ia Me HsMa,
KOraTo Beye ChbM.

IIpesod - Bepa HeaHosa
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YOU NEED TO FILL WORDS WITH
YOUR BEING: OTHERWISE THEY ARE NOT

Oh, damn you,
treacherous sentence!

At least protect me from myself.

A bird flew from my lips,
and now it will peck at my eyes.

Positioned in presence,
it will drain my every word.

Dumb and blind,
[ too will
position myself in presence.

[ will declare surrender

and start celebrating it.

[ will absorb myself in every
pore of presence.



FINDING THE HABITAT OF THE SOUL
IS MY MAIN PROBLEM

I was contemplating nothing

without the slightest idea

that it was contemplating me.
Simultaneously, systematically, haughtily.

I sensed it in the quotes,
in the commas of somebody else’s half sentences.

Completely self-confident,
I consumed freedom
which wasn’t even there.

I didn’t believe in confusion,
[ believed in the love story,
believed I could exist

in another exactly the same
as in myself.

Visibility was
just the shallow side of a being.

THERE'’S NO SAFE PLACE

The mirror is telling me there’s no me,
it also shows me when there’s no me.

And it’s up to me to determine,
how there’s no me.

Submerged in idleness,

I determine how it could be that there’s no me,
when I already am.
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PEYX MOPAII A UCITYHUII CBOJUM BU'REM:
UHAYE HUCY

O na cu npokJeTa,
pedeHule HeBepHa!

3awtuTU Me 6apeM of cebe.

W3 ycTa MU je usseresa NTULA,
Koja he ouM ja MM KJbyje.

HaMmemrreHa y nmpucycrsy,
ucucahe MM CBakKy ped.

Cjien ¥ HeM,
v ja hy ce
HaMECTUTH y IPUCYCTBY.

06jaBuhy npenajy

Y TIOYETH /1A je CJIaBUM.
[TonyHuhy ce y cBakoj
MOpHY MPUCYCTBA.
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INTPOHAJIA’KEIBE CTAHULITA AYIIE
IJ7IABHM JE MO] ITPOBJIEM

PasmaTpao caM HULITa

yomnuiTte He caytehu

Jla OHO pa3MaTpa MeHe.

UcToBpeMeHO, CHCTEMAaTUYHO U 6axXaTo.

Ocehao cam ra y HaBoAuMa,
y 3ape3uMa Tyhux nosypedeHuUIa.

CaMoyBepeH cacBHM,
KOH3yMMPao caM CJ10604y
KOje HUje HU 6UJIO.

Hucam BepoBao y 3a6yHy,
BEpOBA0 caM y Jby6aBHY NPUYY,
BepOBao Jia MOTY /ia IOCTOjUM
y APYrOM HJieHTHYaH

Kao y ceOH.

BuasbuBoCT Gele
caMo NOBPLIHOM CTpaHOM 6uha.

HEMA CUT'YPHOT MECTA

Orsiefazio MM Kaxke Jla Me HeMa,
[I0Ka3yje MU Y KaJla Me HeMa.

A Ha MeHHU je na yTBpAUM,
KaKo Me HeMa.

Y IOKOHOCT MOPUHYT,
yTBphyjeM Kako To ia Me HeMa,

kaza Beh jecaM.
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Rafael Soler
(Mcnanus)

Padgaen Cosep
(Spain)

Padaen Conep (BaneHcun, 1947) e
NoeT, HarpaaasaH POMaHUCT N YHUBEP-
CUTETCKM npenopasaTtes, BuLenpesun-
OEHT Ha Acoupmaumata Ha nucatenute B
Wcnanusa (ACE).

ABTOp € Ha neT CTUXocbupKu: Los sitios
interiores (,BbTpewHn mecra”), 1979 —
Harpapga XyaH PamoH XvmeHec, UcnaHua,
1980, Maneras de volver (,HauvHu ga
ce 3aBbpHew”), 2009, Las cartas que
debia (,,Mncmata, Kouto abaxkax“), 2011,
Acido almibar (,Kucen cupon®), 2014 —
Harpaga Ha BaneHCMaHCKaTa KPUTUKA,
Wcnanus, 2016, n No eres nadie hasta
que te disparan (,He cu HuKON, OOKa-
TO He Te 3actpensT”), 2016. U3ne3nu ca
OT MeyaT CcefeM HEroBM KHUTU C KbCu
paskasu u pomanu: El Ultimo gin-tonic
(,NMocnegHunsaT OuH ¢ TOoHMK"), 2018,
Barranco (,bapaHko”), 1985, El suefio
de Torba (,,MeuTata Ha Top6a“), 1983, El
Mirador (,HabnogatenHuyara®), 1981,
Cuentos de ahora mismo (,Paskasu ot
npeayu manko“) (1980), El corazén del
lobo (,,CbpueTo Ha BbaKa“), 1981, El grito
(,BuK") (1979).

Yen e noesua B noseye o1 15 cTpaHu,
OBE OT aHTo/0rMuTE My ca Nyb/MKyBa-
HU B HOXXHa AMepurKa; HEeroBM KHUMM ca
npeBeXxAaHu Ha aHIIMNCKKU, PPEHCKM,
WTA/IMAHCKM, AMOHCKWU, YHFApCKM U py-
MBHCKM €3UK.

Rafael Soler (Valencia, Espafia, 1947)
is a poet, an award-winning novelist
and university profesor, Spanish Writers
Association (ACE) Vicepresident.

He has published five books of po-
etry: Los sitios interiores (1979, Juan
Ramén Jiménez Prize, Spain, 1980),
Maneras de volver (2009), Las cartas
que debia (2011), Acido almibar (2014,
Critica Valenciana Prize, Spain, 2016)
and No eres nadie hasta que te disparan
(2016) and seven books of short stories
and novels: El ultimo gin-tonic (2018),
Barranco (1985), El suefio de Torba
(1983), El Mirador (1981), Cuentos de
ahora mismo (1980), El corazén del lobo
(1981), El grito (1979).

He has been invited to read his po-
ems in more than fifteen countries,
two of his anthologies has been pub-
lished at South America and some of his
books has been translated into English,
French, Italian, Japanese, Hungarian
and Romanian.
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3A ITIPOTOKOJIA

Ha koroto My npuTpsi6GBa 3aBeljaBaM TabaKepara CH,
y4eOHHUKa 3a rybeHe Ha IOKep

Y 06YBKHUTE, KOUTO KyIHUX OT [laprk

Y KOUTO BCEKH NETHK M€ U30CTABST;

Ha POJHUHUTE MU — BeXKJIMBATa I10J13a OT 3abpaBara,

Ha JIykac - ollle e/JHa 06UKOJIKA,

Ha HOTApUyca, KOUTO ChCTAaBU aKT U HAIIPaBU MIOKPUBAJIO OT HEBUHHOCTTA MU —
Kypca [10 HEMCKH C'bC 3eJIeHU Me3eTa U C HePa3raZjlaeMo Ch'bpXKaHUE;

Ha bopcaTa - U3BUHeHUH],
Ha Mos 6pAr - KpakaTa, OT KOUTO ce Hy»/ae, 3a /ja 06JIeK4YM Tpaypa;

yTexa 3a pOTbOIA MH...
Y UMeTO, KOeTO He Jja/loX Ha peKaTa, PoAuJia ce C MeH;

3aBelllaBaM KalllJIUIATa ¥ IUeTaTa CU Ha I'bPBUS CPEIHAT,
a Ha TPUTE MM Jiella — IbXK/a,

3a 1a IPEeKOCAT HEBpPeJ MU €CEHTAQ,

Y TEXHUTE BOJHU LIEJYBKU

BHE3aIllHH
Ad U3YHUCTAT TbraTa OT 4€JlaTa Ha YeTUPHUMa HU.

IIpesod - Jludus Lllamosa
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HE CEKBA ITAMETTA

C u3ry6eHHU Bb3MOXKHOCTH — I'bJIHU JPKOOOBETE,

Jla O/Ipe/IUII UMAHETO CH UABALI

CbC CAaMOYOUICTBEHOTO CIIOKOMCTBHE HA OH3U, KOUTO € CKJIIOYUII
YyecTHa CeJiKa ChC CBOS MaJiay;

pblieTe OT 3aCKPEKEHOTO BpeMe TaTyUpaHH,
IpasHaTa TeTPasKa, B KOSITO 3aNKCcBalle BCUYKO,
3aKaJIeHOTO MO/ OTKPUTO He6e Chple

Y 3Haelll,

4e Jia ce BbpHE, KaKTO € GUJI0 € HEB'b3MOXKHO,
Yye cera b /BT ce 06J1M4a B IerneJ,

4ye 6aCTyHBT OT JjaJIeYHOTO MUHAIO

JIHEC e Mp’bYKaTa, C KOSITO MPOI'bKAalll

KOTKHUTE PAa3BbXKAAHU B HepaTa TH.

MoHapx Ha MaJIKOTO
Y BJIACTEJIMH Ha MPa3HOTaTA.

IIpesod - Jludus Llamosa
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BAKHO E CAMOTO ITbTYBAHE

Jaupnem no CeHa Ty pewu
6e3 1a CBUBAll yCTHU

H a3 puex,
3al]0TO BUHAru cMe ()7 W07 JABaMa, HO CMe e JHO LIAJ10.

ITo mbTH
eJIUH aHTUIAaTUYeH TAaKCUMETPOB MOoPpbop
HU Ka3a HOBMHATAa Ha pa3BaJieH QpPeHCKHU

peeliku ce 6e3pas/IMuHU N0/ AbXK/a
JiBaMa MJIaZIie’Ky Ha 6J1M3Ka /10 HalllaTa Bb3pacT
ce npubJsimKkaBaxa KbM Rive Gauche Ha pa3cbMBaHe;

TS 6J1eCTellle C KOJIMETO, KOeTO TH KYIUX

OT GE3MUTHHUS Ha JIETUIIETO,

a mpebJieJHSI B CBOSITA 3a6paBa

TOM HOCellle 00YBKUTE MU OT T'bMHa cadpuaHCKa KO¥Ka.

BcHuKM 3aMbyIYaxa, KOraTo aHOHUMEH I0XKapHUKap
ce 3ae C Tes1IaTa UM
c epuKacHaTa I'bpraBUHa Ha a[MUHUCTPATOD;

yZlaBeHH — p'bKa B PbKa,

OT/[jaJle4eHU OT CUHUS 6JIIH HA CUPEHUTe

HalIUTE YCTHU CIOZesIXa eIMHCTBEHOTO JKeJIaHue,
KOETO HUKOM He ycIisl Zia pa3rajiae,

HO TOBA e Jipyra UCTOpus,

KOSITO IIOKOCH MOSITA HEGPEXKHOCT U TBOSI TUCTOJIET.

Ilpesod - Jludus lllamosa
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FOR THE RECORD

To whom it may concern [ bequeath my cigarette case
my manual for losing at poker

and the shoes I bought in Paris

and that all Fridays abandon me

to my debts the polite benefit of oblivion

to Lucas another round

to the notary who made a certificate and meal of my innocence
the German textbook with the green cover

and inscrutable content

to the stock market my apologies
to my shore the feet it needs to alleviate its mourning

solace to my arm chair
and the name [ didn’t give
to the river which was born with me

[ leave my cough and diet to the first person to appear
and to my three children the rain

so that they traverse autumn unharmed

and its watery kisses

suddenly
may cleanse grief from the brows of the four of us.

Translated by Gwen Osterwald
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MEMORY DOES NOT STOP

Pockets full of lost opportunities

you come to fix your estate

with the suicidal calm of one who has
a pact of honor with their executioner

hands tattooed by the frost of time
your blank notebook where you wrote everything down
hardened heart from the outdoors

and you know

that the return to how it is impossible

that now rain is dressed in ash

and that the baton welcomed long ago

is today the stick with which you drive away

the cats your womb nurtured

monarch of the few
and lord of what is left of nothing.

Translated by Gwen Osterwald
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THE JOURNEY IS WHAT MATTERS

Let’s go to the Sena you decided
without squeezing your lips

and [ accepted it
as we were always two and we are one

on the way
an unpleasant cab driver
gave us the news in an awful French

floating indifferent to the rain
youngsters akin to our own
reached the rive gauche at dawn

she showed off the necklace I bought you
at the airport’s duty free shop
and also feeble in his abandon
he wore my dark Moroccan leather shoes

everyone quieted when an anonymous firefighter
entrusted their bodies
with the urgent efficiency of a civil servant

drowned by hand

separated from the sirens blue insanity

our lips shared an only wish

that nobody could decipher

but that’s another story

which reaped my carelessness and your gun.

Translated by Gwen Osterwald
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CONSTE EN ACTA

A quien corresponda lego mi petaca
mi manual para perder al péker

y los zapatos que compré en Paris

y que todos los viernes me abandonan

a mis deudos el cortés beneficio del olvido

a Lucas otra ronda

al notario que hizo acta y mantel de mi inocencia
el curso de aleman de tapas verdes y contenido
inescrutable

a la Bolsa disculpas
a mi orilla los pies que necesite para aliviar el luto

consuelo a mi butaca
y el nombre que no puse al rio que nacié conmigo

lego mi tos y mi dieta al primero que aparezca

y a mis tres hijos la lluvia

para que crucen indemnes el otofio

y sus besos de agua

repentinos

limpien de tristeza la frente de los cuatro.

74



NO SE DETIENE LA MEMORIA

De ocasiones perdidas los bolsillos llenos
a componer tu hacienda vienes

con la calma suicida del que tiene

un pacto de honor con su verdugo

las manos por el tiempo de escarcha tatuadas
en blanco tu cuaderno donde anotabas todo
curtido el corazoén en la intemperie

y sabes
que la vuelta a cuanto fue es imposible
que ahora la lluvia se viste de ceniza

y que el bastén de mando antafio bienvenido
es hoy el palo con que ahuyentas
a los gatos que tus entrafias crian

monarca de lo poco
y sefior de lo que queda en nada.
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EL VIAJE ES LO QUE IMPORTA

Vamos al Sena decidiste
sin apretar la boca

y yo acepté
pues siempre fuimos dos y somos uno

de camino
un antipatico taxista
nos dio la noticia en pésimo francés

flotando indiferentes a la lluvia
dos jovenes de edades parecidas a las nuestras
alcanzaban la rive gauche de madrugada

ella lucia el collar que te compré

en el duty free del aeropuerto

y palido también en su abandono

él llevaba mis zapatos de tafilete oscuro

todos callaron cuando un bombero anénimo
encomendd sus cuerpos
con la urgencia eficaz del funcionario

ahogados de la mano

ajenos al desvario azul de las sirenas
nuestros labios compartian un tinico deseo
que nadie supo descifrar

pero esa es otra historia

que seg6 mi descuido y tu pistola.
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CredaH MapKoOBCKH
(CeBepHa MakejgoHus)

Stefan MarkovsKki
(North Macedonia)

CredpaH MapKoBCKM e nucaten, MoeT,
$duIMoB cueHapuct u ¢unocod, eguH ot
Hal-MHOroobpasHMTE N NPOAYKTUBHM aBTO-
VY OT CBOETO MOKOJ/IEHUE.

PogeH e B rp. fesrenms (01. 12. 1990),
33aBbPLIMA € OCHOBHOTO W CPEAHOTO U
06pa3oBaHMe B POAHUSA CU Mpaa v ce e an-
nnomupan B Kategpata no cpaBHUTENHO
MTepaTypo3HaHue BbB Punonornmyeckus
darynteT 1 B MHCTUTYTa No dunocodua Ha
[ObpkasHua yHusepcutet ,,Cs. CB. Knupun n
MeToapmin” B CKonue.

Toli ma marucTbpcKa cTeneH no CueHa-
pucTUKa oT daky/aTeTa No ApPamaTUYHU U3-
KycTtsa B Ckonue.

Mucatenckata Kapmepa Ha MapKOBCKU m
NPUHOCHT My KbM CbBpPEMEHHATa MaKeaoH-
CKa IMTepaTypa My OHACA IUTEPATYPHM Ha-
rpagm v NOYECTU B CTPAHATa My U B Yy»KOU-
Ha, BK/IIOYMTE/IHO HarpaaaTta ,,MaKeaoHCKM
MTepaTypeH aBaHrapa” 3a COOpPHUK ¢ pas-
Kasu, HarpagaTta,Metpe M. AHapeeBckn“ 3a
pOMaH, HarpagaTta ,,benn Myrpu“ 3a noetu-
YecKa KHUra, Harpagarta ,,Kbpcte YauaHckn“
33 KHUra C pasKkasu, Harpafata Ha obuu-
Ha leBrenuna ,7-MmM HOeMBpW”“, Harpagata
,, KHAXKEBCKO Nepo” Ha AcoupaumaTa Ha Xbp-
BATCKWUTE NucaTenun, Harpagata Ha FOHECKO
33 MaKegoHCKM nucatenn Ao 30-rogumwiHa
Bb3pacT 1 Ap.

Tolh e rmaBeH pefaKTop Ha HaWi-CTapo-
TO MAKEAOHCKO JIMTEPATYPHO ChUcaHue
CbBpPEMEHHOCT, KaKTO M Ha MOETUYECcKUTE
cObMpKM Ha NpoekTa MeTpuK KapasaH.

Stefan Markovski is a writer, poet,
screenwriter and philosopher, one of the
most diverse and prolific authors of his
generation.

Born in the town of Gevgelija (01. 12.
1990), he’s completed primary and second-
ary education in his hometown, graduating
on both the Department of Comparative
Literature, Faculty of Philology and the
Institute of Philosophy of Ss. Cyril and
Methodius State University of Skopje.

He’s obtained a MA in Screenwriting
at the Faculty of Dramatic Arts (FDU) in
Skopje.

Markovski’s writing career and contri-
bution to modern Macedonian literature
has granted him literary prizes and honors
in his country and abroad, including the
“Macedonian Literary Avant-garde” for a
book of short stories, “Petre M. Andreevski”
Prize for novel, “Beli Mugri” for a poet-
ry book, “Krste Chachanski” for a book of
short stories, The “7-th November Award”
of Gevgelija municipality, “Knjizevno pero”
of Croatian Writers’ Association (HKD),
prize of UNESCO for Macedonian writers
up to 30 years of age etc.

He’s the chief editor of the old-
est Macedonian literary magazine —
Sovremenost as well as the poetry collec-
tions of the project Metric caravan.
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ECEHHO PA3L'b®HAJI AEH

[I'pTHIIATA Ce rylIaT cpef KOJIeJHHU eJIXU 6e3 KJIOHY,

JI'b4 TM pa3cyyva KaTo CKaJlles U UM pas/aBa

CyTpelIHaTa JIATHA eCEH Ha KaTepULIUTE,

ecTecTBeHaTa Koca Ha KJIoyHa e no6eJisijla OT TBbpJie MHOI0 3a6aBa,
caMoTaTa Kpa/ie roJieMH IJIaTHA OT KMHAaTa

Y IpULIMBA ce6e CU B eJIETAaHTHUTE KOCTIOMH,

C KOUTO MeLIeX0IITe XOAAT Ha paboTa,

CBETJIMHKUTE 6AaBHO 3aracBaT B XKUTHUTE MEJTHUIIY,

3eMsATa e HATOBAapEHA Ha JUPHKAGJ/IH, KOUTO IPOMEHSAT OpOUTaTA H,
IJIOZOBETE Ca IJIAHETH B ABOPOBETE,

MUCIUTE ca 6€30MacHO NPUIOTEHU BbB BpeMEHEH NMapKUHT

KaTo MOJIYK'bJIGO

Y TSJIOTO U30Mpa [Jja )KOHIJINPA Ha cBeTodapa Ha YEPBEHO,
rOTHYECKH 3aM’bLIM YKA3BaT II'bTS HA AyIIaTa C OCTPUTE CH BBPXOBE,
BBbPTEJIEKKUTE CIOKOHHO IIbQTHT,

€CeHHHU MaCTOPaJIH OT YCTUTE Ha CKUTHUIUTE U MAJKOTO G€e3/1eTHUIY,
KOWTO ropsT OHE3HW YaCTH OT JAyLIaTa, KOUTO ca OTPaXKEHHe Ha
He6eTo B Teb.

07.09.18,
Bationa

Ilpesod - Bepa HeaHosa
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EJIMH JEH, OTAABHA CbHYBAH JIEH...

CuBoTaTa Ha rpaza

MOHSIKOTa € CaMO HeyZ06€eH ChbH

B OYMTE HAa rapBaHUTE,

IUISICKAILY C KpUJIe KaTo NeNnepyay,

W3JIMBAILY Ce B GeJIN OJeX/J1, N3CKOYHIIM OT NsIHATa Ha BOAOMNAAa,
npeBp’blIa I'M 06paTHO B 06J1aLl1 1a BUJAT OTHOBO JIETCTBOTO

C 04M, KOUTO YeTaT GPBYKUTE B JINLETO HA CTAPU MOET,
CMUCBJI'BT Ce KpHe B XUMEPUTe, HANoZ06sIBalllM NYLIEK OT ayCnyx,
KOHTO OTKpHUBaMe BHHArH, KOraTo ce Briejame No-Aba60K0

Y KOTaTO YCTHUTE HY paslbPHAT B yCMUBKA,

NocerHay KbM 4al BbB BATHPA,

3aBpsiJI OT MUPHCA Ha JAaJIeuHH JIMIH.

OTKpHBaMe CEHKH ¥ UCTHUHH B NIOX'bJITEJIUTE 3aIJIaBus,

60JIKaTa ce e pa3NpocTpsija [0 YIMLUTe Ha Ipajia HY,

paspylleH OT 3eMeTpeCceHHe,

HPUYUHEHO OT CUBHU M XX'bJITH KOJIU B ChCTE3aHHUE M0 3aJ1€3.

EfvH feH, oTZaBHA CbHYBAH [€H...

eJIUH He3abpaBUM 4ac,

HebeTo Iile cJie3e Jja J0KOCHe MPaBOJMHENHUTE NOTJIeIH,
B IPaZICKUS MapK Ile UMa JbXK/,

OT pa3npbCHATH TOYKHU CbC CBEXK apOMaT OT JIMCTA,
KOUTO T'M )KUBEEM HacpeJi MUTaAIllATa eCeH.

Ilpesod - Bepa HeaHosa
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CM'BPTTA HE E Bb3BHUIIIEHA,
UCTOPUATA HE E M'BJPA

CMBpTTA He € Bb3BHUIIEHA, HCTOPUSTA He € MbAP3,

Ka3a YaCOBHUKAPAT MpeJ| IOPTHUTE Ha AIKSIHA CH,
TpeNnTeHeTO Ha KUTapeHUTe CTPYHHU OTK'bM IlJIoLiajia

e J)KaXk/ia 3a po3payHa cBo60o/a,

KOSITO CIIOpeJ, MaiicTopa MOXKe ja Ce OTHIIe

caMo oT uJUrpaHa OT KpuJaTa Ha enepyauTe,

Beye Kal[HA/IM BbpXY [VIAaBUTE Ha CTAaTYyUTe,

KOUTO TpsiGBa J]a OXKUBEST.

JlyausT XyJ0KHUK pUCYBa I'pajia, MorieJHaT OT MeCeYMHaTa,
YIUIUTE, IOKPUTH C MELIEX0JHU IbTEKH, KPELIAT 32 MOCTOBE,
CbAOOCHOCHUSAT CMYT Chb3/aBa

JIHU OT MUHaJI0, 3aTBOPEHO B'bB BOJI€H YaCOBHUK.

CMBpTTa He € Bb3BULIEHA, UCTOPUSTA HE € MBb/pa.
CBeT/iMHATaA HU pa3K’bCBa HA MUTOBE,

K'bM KOUTO BOJSIT BCUUKHM II'bTHUIIA Ha ZIBA-TPU aHTeJa 6e3 pe/icTaBa 3a BpeMe,
JlylIaTa e 3HaMe, pa3BsIHO HA KapaKaMeH.

JyuiaTa He e Bb3BUILIEHA, UCTOPUSITA HE € MBJPa,

TH CH MOSITA JIYA,OCT U K'bIlla HAa U3TPEBQ,

BUJleHHE Ha HEGETO, KOeTo naja

Y cb6Upa HaLlMTe B30POBE B T'HXKEH ABXK/I.

JlymocTTa He e Bb3BULIEHA, HACTOSIIETO HE € Bb3/IECHIIO.
Jlyna cu, a MeceurHaTa OCTaBa 0-CUJ/IHA OT HOLTA

KaKTO YCTHHUTE Ca M0-CUJIHU OT AYMMUTE,

pOZeHU Helle MeXy TeJlaTa C TPAaHUIH, PUCYBAILH AN

C THXKEH JBXK/I.

OTKaXKU ce OT 3Be3/IUTE,

TbH KaTo HOIITA LI[e TH IOKaXKe caMo

CTpaHaTa Ha MeceuuHaTa,

KOSITO OTpa3siBa CBeT/IMHATA Ha ChJI3UTE.

21.08 2018,
nped Ksujama Ha Bukmop F0zo e Cax XyaH

IIpesod - Bepa Heanosa
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A BLOOMING DAY IN AUTUMN

The roads are hugged by branchless Christmas trees

A beam cuts them like scalpel and gives

the morning summerly autumn to the squirrels

the natural hair of the street clown has whitened from too much fun
the loneliness steals large canvases from the cinemas

and sews itself in the dandy suits with which

pedestrians go to work

the tiny lights slowly set behind the grain mills

The Earth is loaded on airships that change its orbit

the fruits are planets in the yards

the thoughts are safely stationed in a temporary parking

like a hemisphere

and the body chooses to juggle at crosswalks to the red light
Gothic castles show the way of the soul with their sharp peaks
the roundabouts calmly blossom

autumn pastorals from the mouths of the vagrants and few bums
that burn those parts of the soul that are reflection of the
Heaven in you.

07.09.18,
Bayonne
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A DAY, ALONG AGO DREAMT DAY...

The city’s grayness

sometimes is just an inconvenient dream

in the eyes of the ravens

flipping wings like butterflies

pouring in white attires sprung from waterfall’s foam

turning them back into clouds to see the childhood again
with eyes that read the wrinkles in the face of the elderly poet.
Sense is embedded in the chimeras resembling exhaust fumes
we discover whenever we look deeper

and when our lips flourish in a smile

snatching for tea in the wind

simmered by the smell of distant linden.

We reveal shades and truths in yellowed headlines

the pain is spread across the streets of our city

broken by an earthquake

caused by gray and yellow cars racing with the sunset.

One day, a long ago dreamt day...

one unforgettable hour

the sky will get down to touch straight-line glances
in the city park there will be a rain

of scattered points with fresh scent from the leaves
that we live in the middle of the blinking autumn.
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DEATH IS NOT SUBLIME, HISTORY IS NOT WISE

Death is not sublime, history is not wise

said the watchmaker outside of the store’s gates

the shimmer of the guitar strings from the side of the square

at times is but a lightning chasing a translucent freedom

according to the master describable

only by filigree made of wings of butterflies

that have already landed on the heads of the statues

alleged to come to life

The deranged painter draws the city as seen from the moon
Howling for bridges are the streets covered in pedestrian crossings
the fate-bringing turmoil produces

days from a past imprisoned in clepsydra

Death is not sublime, history is not wise

The light tears us into moments

towards which lead all the paths of two or three angels with no notion of time
the soul is a flag embroidered onto a black stone

Death is not sublime, history is not wise

you are my madness and a house of the surise

a vision of a sky that’s falling

and gathering our glimpses in a gloomy rain.

The madness is not sublime, the present is not omnipresent

You are unhinged, and the moon stays stronger than the night

as the lips are firmer than the words

born somewhere between the bodies with borders painted by souls
applying a sad rain.

Give up the stars

for the night will show you only

the side of the moon

that mirrors the glowing of tears.

21.08 2018,
In front of Victor Hugo’s house in San Juan
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ECEHCKH PACLIBETAH JIEH

[laTuirrara ce rymHaTH o 06e3rpaHeTH eJKU

3paK KaKo CKaJllleJ T'M ceue U MM ja pa3fjaBa

YTPUHCKAaTa JIeTHA eCeH Ha BepBepHUIMTe

NpUpOAHATA Koca Ha YJIMYHUOT KJIOBH e o6esieHa oJf IpeMHOTy 3abaBa
caMoTHjaTa KpaJe rojieMHy IJlaTHa 0J KWHaTa

Y ce MpUIIKBa ce6ecy BO OTMEHUTE 0feJ1a CO KOU

MelanyTe oJaT Ha paboTa

MaJIUTe CBETJIMHH I0JIeKa 3a0'aaT BO XKUTHUTE MEJTHULIH

3eMjaTa e HaTOBapeHa Ha AUpPHXKa6J/IM LITO Mja MeHyBaaT opbuTaTa
IIJIOAOBUTE Ce MJIaHETU BO JBOPOBUTE

MUCIUTE ce 6e36eJHO CTallMOHUPAHU BO IPUBPEMEH MAaPKHUHT

HaJIUK xeMucepa

Y TeJIOTO GHpa A KOHIJIMPA Ha MellavyKy IPeMUHU 0 IIPBEHOTO CBETJIO
FOTCKH 3aMOILM CO OCTPUTE BPBOBU IO OKa)KyBaaT NMaTOT Ha AyliaTa
KPY>KHUTEe TEKOBU CIIOKOJHO paclLBeTaJlle

€CEHCKH MacTOPaJIH Off HEHUTE YCTU Ha pyKapuTe

Y peTKUTE CKUTHUIU

LITO ['¥ FOpAT OHHUeE J1eJIOBU O/, AiylliaTa KOU ce 0TCjaj Ha

He6O0TO BO Tebe.

07.09.18,
bajona
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EJEH JIEH, OJAMHA COHET JEH...

CuBusaTa Ha rpajioT y6aB

MOHeKorall

HeJZIOTOpeH COH Ce B 04U Ha pa3rpakaHu raBpaHu
pa3MaBTaHH HaJIUK NeNepyru

HITO TOYAT Gesiv pyBa HUKHATH O/ lleHa Ha Bojlona/,

Y Y paBaT 06JIallM 3a MakK /Jja ro BUJUMe JAeTCTBOTO

CO OYH IITO BO JIMIIETO HA OCTAPEHUOT MOET I'M YUTAAT GPUKHUTE.
CMucia BTUCHATA BO MEUTH IITO JIMYAT HA MAIJIU O ayCIycu
OTKpHBaMe CeKoraill Kora Ke SipHeMe N0A1a60Ko

Y KOra BO HAaCMeBKa HHU 1|BeTaaT yCHUTE

MOCerHaTH 10 4aj BO BETep

30BpHEH 0/ MUPUC HA JJaJIeYHH JIUIIH.

OTKpuBaMe CEHKHU U BUCTUHHU BO MOKOJITEAHU HACJOBHU CTPAHUIU
60JIKaTa e pacroc/aHa 1o YJIMIUTe Ha HAlTKOT I'pa/

HCKpILEHH O 3eMjOTpec

HaCTaHaT OJi CHBU U KOJITH aBTOMOOHUJIM LITO Ce TPKAaT CO 3a/1€30T.
EneHn neH, ojaMHa COHET JIeH

eJleH 4yac He3abopaBeH

He60TO Ke ce CHMHe /ia 0Tpe MPABOJUHUCKU NOIVIeaN

BO IPa/ICKUOT MapK BPHAT TOYKHU CO MUPUC HA CBEXKU JIKCja

LITO TU KUBeeMe Cpefie eCEH O/ TPEIHEXKHU.
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CMPTTA HE E BO3BHUIIIEHA,
HUCTOPHUJATA HE E MY/IPA

CMpTTa He e BO3BMILIEHA, UCTOPHjaTa He e MyApa
peve 4aCOBHUYAPOT Npes HOPTH Of, JYKaHOT
TpenepoT Ha FTUTapPCKUTE XKULM OTKaj MJIOIUITAZ0T
JIaMTex e 110 IPOSHpPHa cj1060/a
KOja 3a MajCTOpPOT MOXe [Jia ja onulie
caMo GUIMTPaH Of, KpuJia Ha Nenepyru
KOU BeKe c/leTaJsle Ha IVIaBUTe 0J] CTaTyuUTe
mTo Tpeba Aa 0KMBeaT
JlyiuOT cAMKap ro LpTa rpajoT NorjiefHaT off MeceuyuHaTa
[lekaaT Mo MOCTOBH yJIMLMTe 060eHH O/ MellayKy IPeMHUHU
CyAGOHOCEH HEMUp NIPOX3BeAyBa
JIHU OJ MUHATO 3apo6eHo BO KJencujpa
CMpTTAa He e BO3BHILIEHA, HCTOPHjaTa He e MyApa
CBET/JIMHATA HE pacKUHyBa Ha MUTOBU
KOH KOM BOZAT CUTe NaTHLITA Ha ABa-TPH aHreJ/ia LITO He 3HAAT 3a BpeMe
JlylaTa e 3HaMe pa3BHOpPEHO Ha KapakaMeH
CMpTTa He e BO3BUILEHA, UCTOPUjaTa He e My/Jpa
Tu cu MoeTo NyAuJI0 ¥ KyKa Ha U3TPEjCOHLIETO
BHU3Hja Ha HeOO 1ITO mara
Y HU T'M Gepe NOIJIeINTe BO TaXKeH J0XKA.
JlyAu/0TO He e BO3BUILEHO, CETALIHOCTA He € CeNPUCYTHA
JlyAa cu, a MecedrHaTa OCTaHyBa IIOCUJIHA Of HOKTa
KO LITO Ce YCHUTe NMOCUJIHU 0[] 360p0OBHU
pOZeHU Herle Mel'y TeJla UMM Mel'n 60joCyBaaT AyIIH
CO TaXKeH J0XK/,
OTKaXKHU ce 0J] SBe3IUTe
3alITO HOKTA Ke TH ja MOKaXke CaMo
OHaa CTpaHa Ha MeceyHlHaTa
IITO ja OApa3yBa CBeT/IMHATA Ha COJI3UTE.

21.08 2018,
nped kyKama Ha Bukmop Hezo eo CaH XyaH
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Biagumup MapTHHOBCKH
(CeBepHa MakeoHus)

Vladimir Martinovski

(North Macedonia)

Bnagumup MapTtuHoBcku (CKkonue,
1974) e noeT, pasKasBay, ECEWUCT,
NUTepaTypeH KPUTMK W npesoaad.
MNpenopgasaten BbB Puaonornyeckus
dakyntet ,baaxce KoHecku“. ABTop Ha
cTuxocbupkute: Mopcka  mecevyuHa
(2003), CkpueHu necHu (2005), #
8004 U 3emja u o2aH u 8030yx (2006),
Keapmemu (2010), Mobp3aj u noyekaj
(2011), Mped u no maHyom (2012),
BucmuHcka 6oda (2014), BHampewHu
naaHuHu (2016) u CoHysaHu u 6yOHU
necHu (2017). HeroBu CTUXOTBOPEHMA
ca npesejaHu Ha 61a430 paBaliceTt
e3uKa. M3gan e v Tpu KHUMM ¢ XalbyHu:
Exo 00 6paHosu (2009), Mauka eo0
maena (2016) n Hebo 6e3 see3du (2016),
KHWraTa c KpaTku paskasu 3oocmmiopuu
(2019), kakTO M cHBOpHMK C noesus
3a peua Ayp ouwam ce Hadesam
(2019). ABTop e M Ha AWUTepaTypHO-
KpUTMyeckute Kuuru: 00 cauka 00
necHa (2003), CnopedbeHu mpunmucu
(2007), Les Musées imaginaires (2009),
Cnuku 3a yumarbe (2009), CropedbeHu
dunmucu (2011), 300H noemuKkoH
(2013), Narro ergo sum (2015) wu
Moemcku (pe)susuu (2019). Hocwuten
Ha HarpaauTe: bpamsa MunaduHosu (3a
noesun), Hosa MakedoHus (3a pa3Kas)
n Jumumap Mumpes (3a KpuUTHKa).

Vladimir Martinovski (Skopje, 1974)
is a poet, story teller, essayist, literary
critic and translator. He works as a full
professor at the Blaze Koneski Faculty
of Philology in Skopje. He is the au-
thor of the following works of poet-
ry: Sea Moon (2003), Hidden Poems
(2005), And Water and Earth and Fire
and Air (2006), Quartets (2010), Hurry
Up and Wait (2011), Before and After
the Dance (2012), Real Water (2014),
Inner Mountains (2016) and Dream
and Awake Poems (2017). He has pub-
lished three collections of haibuns: An
Echo of Waves (2009), Cat in the Mist
(2016) and Sky Without Stars (2016), a
collection of short stories Zoo Stories
(2019) and a poetry book for children
Dum Spiro Spero (2019). He is, also, the
author of a number of literary theo-
ry works: From the Image to the Poem
(2003), Comparative Triptychs (2007),
Les Musées imaginaires (2009), Images
for Reading (2009), Comparative
Diptychs (2011), Zoon Poetikon (2013)
and Narro ergo sum (2015). Vladimir
Martinovski is a winner of the following
literary awards: “Brothers Miladinovci”
(for poetry), “Nova Makedonija” (for
short fiction) and “Dimitar Mitrev” (for
literary criticism).
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INPEOBPAKEHUA

Korato Te HsiMa ce nmpeBpblljaM Ha Yyaca BbB CI'bHYOI/IE] 6€3 CIBHIIE,
B KHHUTa 6e3 OYKBY, B J0M 6€3 BPaTH, B /b /L 6€3 KalKH,

B KOHTpabac 6e3 CTpyHH, B TPOTHHETKA 6e3 MpeJHO KoJielle,

B YaCOBHHK 6€3 CTPEJIKH, BbB CTUX 6€3 aHTHUYHU CThIKH,

B LII0KOJIaJ 6e3 KaKao, B IVIaBeH rpa/ji 6e3 GyJsieBap/,
BBbB kHupad 6e3 BpaT, B OPKECTbP 6€3 IUPHUTEHT,

B KOH/Iop 6e3 mepa, B yauia 6e3 TpoToap,

B CKy/IITypa 6e3 ry1aBa U 6e3 MOCTaMeHT.

Koraro Te HAMa cTaBaM opex 6e3 s/Ka,
nyesia 6e3 mpalirHKa MeJ UJin ceGuyueH
CKakasiel 6e3 LIUTYJIKA B PbKa.

A KoraTo cbM c Tebe CbM 06MKHOBEH

YOBeK KOHUTO 3Hae KakK Aad Kpre U3KYCHO
4e 1o-paHo e OUJI BCUYKU U BCUYKO.

IIpesod - PomaH Kucvoe
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HOBHU Cb3BE3UA

1.
[I'bpBaTa yacT OT HOIITA HU MPeMUHA
B'BB CbCTaBsHE HA HOBU Cb3Be3/AUsA

KoraTo Ha HeGeTo BUAAX ,3acmasia JsacToBHIa"
no6'bp3a Jla CbCTaBUII Ch3Be3ue ,Bb3riaBHuna”

Koraro pa3sno3sHa cb3Be3gueto ,Kpuso sane”
cbbOpax ABe-TPH 3Be3/1M 32 HEroBa NOATIOPKaA

Korarto BUAAX cb3Be34HETO ,3MUOPKHU"*
THU MU Kasa 4e LsIJI0TO Hebe e okeaH

Korato Buas cp3Besauerto ,101 6ucepu”
a3 TH MpolIeNHax: FaJJaKTUKHUTE Ca KaTO MUH

Korato BuAsiXMe HOBH 3BE3/IHU SITa
6'bP30 UM MOTHPCUXMe HeGECHHU APBBYETA 32 MOYHMBKA

2.
W xorato Hali-HaKpas ycrnsxMe a NPUIOTUM
BCUYKHU 3Be3[H, KOMETH, MeTEOPH U Cb3Be3/us

pemuxMe 4e npe3 BTopaTa 4aCT OT HOLTa
W HHE MOXEM [ia OTUAEM Ha 3aC/yKeHa [I0OYMBKa

3.
YTpOTO 3all0o4YHa KaTo BCAKO YTpO: norjiejHaxme ce
CAKalll He 3HaeéM HHIIO 3a HOBHUTE Cb3Be3aHUA

Ilpesod - Poman Kucvos
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OBPATEH ITPO®UJI
(ERRATA)

BB

Knurara

Ha BeHYaHUTE

ce e IpOM'bKHaIA

rpelka:

B €/JUHHUS IPAXXJAHCKU HOMep
Ha HeBsICTaTa

JIUTICBA eiHA M dpa

BbB Knurara

Ha POJIeHUTe

ce e IpOM'bKHaIA
rpelka:

BBbB GAMHUJIHOTO UMeE
Ha 6e6eTo

ca NTbTHa/H

OykBa

KasBat

ye

JlOpHU U BBB

Erunerckara

Knura Ha MBbpTBUTE

ce e BM'bKHAJI HIKaK'bB
obpaTeH npoduI,

Yye JI0pH U BBB

CbOpaHUTE NPOU3BEAEHUS HA
HaW-M'bJPUTE 1€ Ce HAT'bKHETE
Ha CTPaHHU rPEUIKH

KasBaT, BcU4KH ce
MpoMbKBaMe

C HaIlIUTE
IpelIKu:

BCEKHU ChC CBOSITA
HEBUAMMaA

errata*

* errata (J1at.) - meyatHa rpemka. (b. mp.)
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TRANSFORMATIONS

When you're gone, [ suddenly turn into a sunflower without the sun,
In a book without letters, home without doors, rain without drops,
A double bass with no strings, a tricycle without the front wheel,

A clock without hands, a verse without an ancient metric foot,

Into chocolate without the cocoa, a city with no boulevard,
A giraffe without a neck, an orchestra with no conductor,
A condor without feathers, a street without a footway,
Into a sculpture with neither a head nor a pedestal.

When you're gone, I'm a nut without the kernel,
A bee without a drop of honey, or a selfish
Little cricket that’s misplaced its violin.

And when I'm with you, I'm merely
A man who conceals so readily
All the things he used to be.

Translated by Kalina Janeva
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NEW CONSTELLATIONS

1.
We spent the first part of the night
Piecing together new constellations

When I saw in the sky a “Sleeping swallow”
You hastened to draw the constellation of the “Pillow”

When you discerned the constellation of the “Bent Tulip”
I gathered a few stars to prop it up

When I saw the glistening of the “Eel” constellation
You told me that the whole sky is one big ocean

When you chanced on the constellation of the “101 Pearls”
[ whispered: the galaxies are like oysters

Whenever we saw new flocks of stars
We rushed to find them heavenly trees so they can rest

2.
And when we finally found homes
For all the stars, comets, meteors and constellations

We decided we can take our deserved leave
And rest for the remainder of the night

3.
Next morning began as any other morning: we looked at each other,
As if we knew not of any new constellations

Translated by Milan Damjanoski
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REVERSE PROFILE (ERRATA)

An

Error has

Sneaked by

In

The Book

Of Marriage:

The registry number
Of the bride

Lacks a digit

An

Error has
Sneaked by
In the Book
Of Birth:

The last name
Of the infant
Misses

A letter

It’s said

That

Even in

The Egyptian

Book of the Dead

A reverse profile has
Sneaked by:

That even in the
Collected works of
The most wise
Strange things slip by

It’s said that

We all sneak by
With our

Own mistakes:
Each with it’s own
Invisible

Errata

Translated by Milan Damjanoski
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IIPEOBPA3BU

Kora Te HeMa ce mpeTBOpaM 3a 4ac BO COHYOIJIe, 6€3 COHIIE,
BO KHHTa 6e3 6YKBH, BO oM 6e3 BpaTH, BO J0X/| 6e3 KalKH,
BO KOHTpabac 6e3 KUIH, BO TPOTUHET 6€e3 MpeJHO KOJIILIE,
BO YaCOBHHK 06€3 CTPEJIKH, BO CTUX 6€3 aHTHYKH CTallKH,

BO 40K0J13/10 6e3 KaKao, BO [JIaBeH rpaj, 6e3 6y/eBap,
BO ’kupada 6e3 BpaT, BO opKecTap 6e3 JJUPUTEHT,

BO KOH/[0p 6€e3 1epja, Bo y/uIa 6e3 TpoToap,

BO CKYJIIITypa 6e3 I71aBa ¥ 6e3 NOCTaMeHT.

Kora Te HeMa cTaHyBaM opeB 6€e3 jaTKa,
myeJsia 6e3 poHKa Me/| U1 ceOuYeH
CKaKyJiel] 6e3 BUOJIMHA B paKa.

A xora cyM co Te6e cyM o6UYeH

YOBEK KOj 3Hae /ja KpUe BEIITO
JleKka opaHo GUJI C& U CeLlTO.
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HOBHY COSBE3/IMJA

1.
[IpBHOT JieJ1 0] HOKTa HX TOMHHA
BO COCTaByBathbe HOBU COSBe3/uja

Kora Ha HE60TO BHI0B ,3aclaHa JjacToBuIa“
MOUTA J]a cocTaBuIl cosBe3aue [lepHuna“

Kora ro npenosHa cosBe3ueto ,Kpupo sane”
co6paB [iBe-TpU SBE3/I1 3a HEroBa MOTHUpPKa

Kora ro BUJj0B COSBE3JUETO ,Jarynn”
MU pede JleKa LIeJIOTO He6O e OKeaH

Kora ro Buge cosBesguero ,101 6ucep”
TH LIENHAaB: raJIakCUUTE Ce KaKO LIKOJKU

Kora BuioBMe HOBH SBE3/I€HU jaTa UM
6apaBMe 6p30 HeGeCHU ApBILIa 32 TOYMHKA

2.
U kora ycrieaBMe KOHEYHO /ia I BJJOMHUMe
cUTe SBe3/|, KOMETH, METEOPU U COSBe3/Hja

pemriBMe [eKa BTOPHUOT AeJ1 O HOKTa
U HHE MOXeMe 1a OAUMeE Ha 3aCJ/IyKEH 04MOP

3.
yTpOTO IMOYHAa KAKO CeKoe yTpOo: Ce rIorjiefiHaBMe
KaKO /la He 3HaeMe HUUITO 3a HOBUTE COSBeSﬂHja
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Bo

Kuurara

Ha BEHYaHUTE

ce MpoTHaJIA
rpemika:
MaTUYHHUOT 6pOj
Ha HeBecTaTa
HeMa eJIHa 6pojka

Bo Knurara
Ha pOZIEHUTE
ce MpoTHaJja
rpeuika:

BO PE3UMETO
Ha 6e6eTo
roJiTHaJjIe
OykBa

Benar

JleKa

ZlyPY U BO
Erunerckara

KHura Ha MpTBUTE

ce MPOBJIEKOJI HEKAKOB
ob6paTeH mpodu,
JleKa IypHy U BO
Co6paHuTE Jesa Ha
HajMyJIpUTe Ke HauJieTe
Ha 4y HU JIallCyCU

Benar, cute ce
MPOTHYBaMe

CO HaIIUTe
rpelIKu:

CeKoj co cBojaTa
HEeBU/IJIMBaA
errata
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OBPATEH ITPO®UJI
(ERRATA)



Banam Mosiocu (YHrapus)
Balazs Sz6ll6ssy (Hungary)

Japus XKuany (XbpBaTHA)
Darija Zhilich (Croatia)

XacaH Epkep (Typuus)
Hasan Erkek (Turkey)

XaBa [Tunxac-Koen (M3paen)
Hava Pinhas-Cohen (Israel)

Wua WBanoBa (bbarapus)
Inna Ivanova (Bulgaria)

Katsa Ctounosa (bbarapusi)
Katya Stoilova (Bulgaria)

Men Ken (CAIL)
Mel Kenne (USA)

Henap lllanons (Cbp6us)
Nenad Saponja (Serbia)

Padaen Conep (Mcnanus)
Rafael Soler (Spain)

Ctredan MapkoBcku (CeBepHa MakegoHUsA)
Stefan Markovski (North Macedonia)

Baaaumup MaptuHoBcku (CeBepHa Make0HHUA)
Vladimir Martinovski (North Macedonia)

143 OBLWMWHA Mexaynapogen decTuBas Ha 10e3UsATa LOPDEN“ - [noBgus 2020
- = oy MAOBAWB ce peanusupa c duHaHcoBaTa nojkpena Ha O6iuHa [l1oBguB
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