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VERSOPOLIS
is a unique, Europe-wide platform.
It gives emerging European poets
the chance to reach an audience beyond
the boundaries of the language they write in
by translating and publishing their poems
and inviting them to perform at festivals.



GJOKO ZDRAVESKI graduated at BlaZe Koneski Faculty of
Philology in Skopje. He works as a Macedonian language teacher at
the Faculty of Philology in Nish. He writes poetry, short prose and
essays. He has published two books of poetry Palindrom so dve n
(Palindrome with Double ‘N’), 2010, and kukjichka za ptici preselnici
(house for migratory birds), 2013. Together with several other poets
from Serbia and Macedonia, he has published the book Tortu kroz
prozor (A Cake through the Window), 2010. His poems are published
in several anthologies of young poetry: Van kutije, antologija nove
poezije Ju-prostora (Outside the Box, Anthology of New Poetry
from the Yugoslavian Countries), 2009; Nov makedonski haiku-bran
(A New Macedonian Haiku-Wave), 2011; Veterot nozi ubavo vreme,
antologija na najmladata makedoska poezija i proza (The Wind is
Bringing Good Weather, an anthology of the youngest Macedonian
poetry and prose), 2012; Lirski Dodekameron, antologija na mladata
makedonska poezija (Lyrical Dodekameron, an anthology of young
Macedonian poetry), 2012. He has been translated into Serbian,
Croatian, Slovenian, Bulgarian, Czech, Spanish, French and English.
For the last seven years he has regularly participated in the Struga
Poetry Evenings Festival within Nights without Punctuation. He
has also taken part in poetry festivals of the region, among which
are: Trgni se! Poezija! (Wake up! Poetry!), Belgrade, 2013; Mlade rime
(Young Rhymes), Ljubljana, 2013; Lirikonfest (Lyriconfest), Velenje,
2014. He works as a literature editor of the Reper (Benchmark)
electronic magazine and he is part of the independent Buden teatar
(Wakeful Theater).

It should be stated right away and assuredly that Palindrome with
Double ‘N’ is a beautiful collection of love poems, a kind of revival
of the simple, and yet deep, cohesion of love and poetry in the
Macedonian language, by one of the best representatives of the new
generation of Macedonian literature and philology. The praise of love
in this short collection of poems is concentrated, tender-hearted,
serene, simple, and yet wise, and in a way, it reminds one of Koneski’s
poetry.

In this age of cynicism, the ode oflove in this collection of poems
is one of the more beautiful reading texts of the new generation of
poets to which Zdraveski belongs. Love per se is overabundant and
excessive, but it belongs only to the calm, serene, prepared, complete,
connected people, to those that love — Zdraveski’s poems are



based on this paradox. The four cycles testify to the same belief:
the morning at the beginning of this collection of poems and the
morning at the end of it are not the same, but they are part of the
same cosmology. Throughout this book of poems we recognize
the echo of the fast world, world of enemies, of instant communi-
cation, text messages, microphones, web-cameras, messengers,
but this world calms down in love, it is conquered through love.

Its intertextual games and puns are announced in the very title of
this poetic manuscript: the best known onomastic palindrome (the
name Ana) acquires one more ‘N, and therefore Andrey Nikolaevich
Bolkonski (whose lyric texts appear between the cycles) dedicated
the book to Anna Petrovna. Despite its allusive component, the
consistency of the poetic manuscript is shaped through love, which is
its thematic motif: all the poetic texts modulate the love moods and
nuances, always placed within deeply personal, and yet recognizable,
life situations.

The book little house for migrating birds, the second book of poetry
of this young poet, Gjoko Zdraveski, consists of poems and poetic
recordings which bear within themselves the angst of revenge toward
space, angst of travelling, of the immigrant who, tired of bridging
borders, lost his will to travel, so he devoted himself to a quest for
peace, similar to the flowing of the river to the sea, similar to the
unification of the Atman with the Brahman.

Throughout the poems of the young poet Gjoko Zdraveski we can
see the restlessness of the quest, the fear of what he is going to find,
the fear of the possibility of the quest. We can see the restlessness
which emerges when someone is cramped in the veins of his own
soul, and wants to find the way out, but the world is too impure and
suffocating to enter it.

Gjoko Zdraveski’s poetry is characterized by a certain charming
avant-gardism, which comes as a result of the open mind and refined
sensibility of the young poet, equally prone to Luddism and sophis-
tication. It characterizes itself and the poet as a recognizable literary
existence within the new Macedonian poetry, especially the work by
young authors.



caobopa

1.

AEAO MU CO TapabH CH ro OMeIH ABOPOT
¥ TaKa A0OH Imapye 3emja,

ama ro 3ary0u CBeTOT.

a oTOa II0YHA M TOa CBOE IIapye 3emja
A IO IIperpaayBa u

Ad UM AQBa UMHIba Ha GaBuuTe.

ajac 6eB AeTe M HajMHOTY I'l CaKaB
BPaTHMYKMTE IITO I'M CIIOjyBaa.

2.

3ab0AyBaMe KOALM-MelHHUIIH,
IjpTaMe KapTU CO HeKAKBU I'PAHHUIIH
U CTaBaMe TaMy Ayl'e

IITO HU OypHYKAaT [10 TOopOuTe

¥ Hé [IPAlIyBaaT KaAe [aTyBaMe
KAaKO AQ MM € TOA CTBAPHO BAXKHO.

gdje se putuje, gojko?

Me IpanryBa MeIHU4apoT BO IeT YacoT

HAyTpO, a jac, ylITe HepadOyAeH, My BeAaM: AOMa.
a CH MHCAaM:

IO 3eMjaBa

HAU YTOPe-YAOAY? BO IIPOCTOPOT

UAM BO BpeMeTo? cera

HAM CEKOTalll U BO BjeKHU BjeKOB?

3.

BEKOBH CMe AAAEKY OA cA0DopaTa.
3aToa IITO Ce YIITe OA TyIFUTe CHHIIUPH
ce 0ocA0OOAyBaMe. U He IO YyBCTBYBaMe
BO yTpobara KAYYOT OA KeAmjara

BO KOja cMe 3apobeHH.



freedom

1.

my grandad enclosed his courtyard with a fence
and thus won a plot of land,

though he lost the world.

and then he started to partition

that plot of land and

name the gardens.

I was a child and Iloved most

the little connecting doors.

2.

we stake in poles — bounds,

we draw maps with some boundaries
and place people there

that scan through our bags

asking us where we are going

as though it really mattered to them.

where are you heading, gojko?

the border guard asks me at five o’clock

in the morning, and I, still not fully awake, say to him: home.
while thinking to myself:

back and forth the earth

or up and down? in space

or in time? now

or always and for eternity?

3.

we are centuries away from freedom.

for we still set ourselves free from

other people’s chains. and we do not feel
in the guts the key from the cell

in which we are locked.



3abopaBaMe Aeka KadeTo LITO ro mueMe
3a Aa ce pa3byArIMe e COAPYKAHO BO
TAAOTOT Ha AHOTO OA IIOAjaTa.

CEKOj ACH 3a Hea 300pyBaMe. AypH U
AQ 3aIleeMe Ce AP3HyBaMe. CaMo,
TOA IO IpaBUMe GOAHH. CO CTPaB
IIOAHH, HAMECTO CO AYOOB.

4. 3emja. pBeHoO.

CAeryBaM BO CBOHTE IIOA3E€MHH OAAH.

BO TeMEAHUTe. TaMy Kaj IITO yIITe

CTapHTe MOU 3aKOIIAA€ HEIITO.

CAETr'yBaM OA CHOT CBET CKPHIIYM. CaM

o cebe To KpapaM KAYYOT.

AOAY € IIUOPHUHA. 0A CTYAEHHAOTO AYPH
OTaH FOPHU. AyPH I1ede KO SKap Ha FOAQ KOXKA.
M MPABKH AQ3aT. OA MPa3, OA CTPAaB, OA jaHsa.
OypHYKaM CO KAHAMALIE B PaKa.

TapalIKaM 10 TETAUTE CO CAATKO,

CO OPKO, CO TIOTKHCEAEHO.

YermKaM II0 CETO IIOMUHATO HU3 MEHe.

IIO0 CETO IIOMUHATO TIPEA MEHe.

CO HOJKe ITyIITaM BO3AYX

AQ M3Ae3e CMpAearTa.

ja Tpram MyBAaTa IITO ce paTHAA OAO3TOpa.
BAMIIYBaM AA2DOKO. CO IPCT MPOOyBaM.
TerAa 110 TerAd OTBOPAM. ja TPraM MyBAATa.
BAHIIYBaM AAAOOKO. CO IIPCT IPOOyBaM.
TeTrAQ I10 TeIrAa.

AYP He HajAaM 30ILITO TOAKY OOAH.

H AO KOTa.



we forget that the coffee we drink
to wake up is contained
in the residue at the bottom of the cup.

every day we talk about it. we even dare
sing about it. it’s just that,

we do so ill. full with

fear, instead of love.

4. earth. red.

I descend to my subterranean chambers.

to the foundations. where back in the days

my folks buried something.

I descend stealthily, hiding from the world. I steal
the key from myself.

it is gelid down there. even fire is burning

from the chill. it burns like embers on bare skin.
and goose pimples. because of the ice, fear, foreboding.
I reach forth with a candle in my hand.

I search through the jars of sweets,

bitter, slightly liquorice.

Isift through all that has passed through me.

all that passed before me.

Ilet the air out with a knife

so that the stench may leave.

I remove the mould spreading on top.

I take a deep breath. get a taste with my finger.
jar by jar I open. I remove the mould.

I take a deep breath. get a taste with my finger.
jar by jar.

until I find why it hurts so much.

and until when.



IIOTACAMTE HHU ce 6e3A0MHHU

HHIITO He 3HaeMe eAHH 32 APYTH.

He 3HaeMe HHUIITO 32 jaHSaTa U KabaeToT
LITO Ce KPHUjaT BO bpukara

0A BKOYaHEeTaTa HaCMeBKa

Ha TOj CIPOTH HaC. BO TOTTA

Ha AAQHKHTE He T'O Mpero3HaBaMe
CTPaBOT OA CMPTTa ¥

APYTHUTe IIPUBPEMEHHU PasAeAdn.

Ha ,KaKo cU?“ OArOBapame co

»A00pO cyM'; a Bo cebe poAOAKyBaMe
A CH ja IIpepacKakyBaMe IIPUKACcKaTa
LITO HEé CKOPHAAA OA COHOT.

IIOTAEAUTE HH ce 6e3AOMHH, IIPOcaT
Ae6 0A CAYYajHHUTE MUHYBAYH.

10



our looks are homeless

we know nothing about each other.

we know nothing about the foreboding and the flaw
hiding in the wrinkle

from the petrified smile

of the person on the other side. in the sweat

of our palms we cannot tell

fear of dying and all other

temporary goodbyes.

to ‘how are you?” we answer

‘fine, thanks’, and inside we continue
to tell the story

that has plucked us from our dream.

our looks are homeless, begging
for bread from passers by.
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TEAOTO IIAMTH Ce

Tpeba co ACHOBH AQ Ce CEAU MHPEH.

CO 3aTBOPEHM OYH AA C€ MOAYH. HO

Aa ce bupe OyAeH U Aa ce HaboyAyBa.
Tpeba coO ACHOBH, MAaAKY IO MAAKY,
TPIIEAMBO AQ C€ OCTPHU YMOT.

AQ He My IoberHe HUTY eAeH japex

II0A HOCOT, HUTY €eAHA MOPHHIJA

110 Ip6OT, HUTY EAHA HI'Pa Ha HEPBOT

OA BPBOT Ha TAQBaTa AO CTAllaAaTa.
Tpeba OTCTpaHa Aa ce OHAe U Ad ce
HaOnyAyBa. 6€3 CTpacT Ha HaBUBAY.

6e3 cya. 6e3 dppaeH KkameH. 6e3 AyTHHa,
HO 1 6€3 papOCT. 6e3 KOITHEeX. TYKyTaKa.
IPOCTYM. OA IIPOCTOPOT U BPEMETO HAABOP.

U AyPH TOTAIIl MOXXE AA Ce ITOYHe.
OTHU TEAOTO IIaMTH Ce.
U CTPaBOT Ha MajKa TH AYPH

AOA€Ka CH M1 Ce TIPEBPTYBaA
BO yTpobara.
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the body remembers everything

one should sit still for days.

be quiet with his eyes closed. but

be awake and observe.

for days on end one should, bit by bit,
patiently sharpen up the mind.

not let even a scratch under the nose

fly off, not even a dimple

along the back, a shimmer of the nerve
from the top of the head to the heels.

one should stand on the side and
observe. bereft of passion of a supporter.
free of judgment. no stone cast. no wrath,
but no joy either. free of yearning. just as is.
prostrate. without the space and the time.

and only then can one start.
for the body remembers everything.
even the fear of your mother

as you were turning in
her womb.
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HaITymTame Ha XpaMOT

HeK0j co HOKU 8A€2Y8aA 80 XPaMOm
U CO AdxcuHe 2U CPKaA
ouume Ha ceemyume

MucAeA maka moj Ke npozaeda

AOATO IO HaITyIITaB XPaMOT
MY Ce HaBpaKaB Ha ceKkoe Kollle
Ha CeKOja ITyKHATHHKA

OAHOBO M OAHOBO BO KPYyT

CO AAQHKHTE TIOMUHYBaB

TI0 SUAOBHTE

U 3aTBOPAB OYHTe

U TY BIIUBAaB MUPUCHTE

3a AQ OCTaHAT BO MEHe 3aceKoranl

My Ce HaBpaKaB TaKa CO ACHOBH
Co MeceIt

MHIOBHTE CTaHYBaa BEKOBH
HAABOP OA HEro

CO FOAMIHU BAETYBaB BO HETO
My ce BpakKas I10 IIaTyBambaTa
CO FOAMIHH BO HET'O C€ MOAEB

U Ce HCIIOBeAAB

A€THYBaB Ha CTYAGHUOT KaMeH
U CO YBOTO NMPHUAEIIEHO
HACAYIIHYBaB

CeKojIaT

MHCAEB Ke 4yjaM HeIlTo

HOBO HeIITO

IITO He 3HAM

a OA HeOAAMHaA BeKe He HeMa
HH XPaMOT BO MeHe
HU MeHe BO XpaMOT
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departing from the temple

night in night out someone would enter the temple
and slurp with a teaspoon
the eyes of the saints

thinking that he would thus be able to see

for along while I was departing from the temple
I'd go back to every corner

every crack

over and over round in circles

with my palms I'd stroke

the walls

I'd close my eyes

and imbibe the fragrances

so that they will stay within forever

I'd go back to it for days on end
for months

moments grew into centuries
outside of it

for years I'd enter it

I'd go back to it after my travels
for years I'd pray in it

and confess

I’d lie on the cold stone

and with my ear to the ground
and listen in

every time

I thought I'd hear

something new

that I don’t know

and as of late we no longer are
either the temple in me
or Lin the temple
[Translated by Lazar Popov
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IIOHEKOTall CyM Ipa3eH
KaKO ITIOCAEAHHOT aBTOOYC
CKOTIje — HUII

CaMO ABa-TPOjIia MAHAYPH
IITO CAY>X0eHO ITaTyBaar
AO KyMaHOBO

rpaHuIa

aBTOOYCOT MUpHCa Ha cOOyeH YeBeA
¥l yTPUHCKO 3eBambe Ha
KOH3epBa ITHBO

IIyma4YuTe SEHsaaT Ha AAQAHOTO

HOBHTE
HepPBO3HO YeKaaT Ad CH 3eMat bpojue
3a 6arakor IITO I'o AABaaT

OHHE IITO 3aMHHYBaaT

Ce€ BPTKAaaT HAOKOAY

Ce ImAamaT

Ada HE OCTaBaT CAy‘{ajHO HEIITO 3aA cebe

BO3a4OT CE€ HABAAMA APEMAHMBO
Ha AAQHKaTa

1 9€Ka 3HaK

3a MpeMMHYBabe Ha TPAaHMIATA
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sometimes I am empty
like the last bus
skopje — ni§

only two or three cops
that officially travel
for kumanovo

border

the bus smells of shoes
and morning yawns of
canned beer

smokers shift in the cold

new arrivals
wait nervously for the number

for their baggage

those that are leaving

hang around

they fear

they accidently left something behind

the driver leans drowsy
on his palms

and waits for the sign
to cross the border

17



KyKHYKa 3a ITHIM-TIPEeCeAHUIIN

MOETO A€BO PaMo
€ AyAQIIKaTa
OA TBOjOT COH

BO Hea I'o IIpeCIHBaII
YTPHHCKOTO MOAYEHe Ha CTapIiUTe
IITO IIHjaT Kae IO TepacuTe

COAMTEPOT HH I'0 3aTCKPHBa
COHIIETO
HAM HaC HE COKPHUBA OA HEro

CTamaAara
OTCOKPHEHH Ce TYIIKaaT
Ha AHOTO OA KPeBeTOT

IIPO30PELOT WIKPYM OTBOPEH
FOATHAA ITAPTAA He6O
pacmapaHo oa

cpeka usbpojana A0 AeceT

BO arOAOT
Iajax-OpOAOAOMHHK
KPOU [IAQHOBH

332 HOB AOM

HaIIIMOT €
KYI,CI/I‘—IKa 3a NTHOU-TIPECEAHUITN

HHE CMe

OpoTde 0A XapTHja cpeAe MOTOII
KOe KOTIHee

10 KOITHO
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house for migratory birds

my left shoulder
is the swing
from your dream

you sleep in and miss
the morning silence of old men
who drink coffee on terraces

the high-rise that obscures
the sun
or we hide from it

feet
uncovered are hugging
in the bottom of the bed

the window wide open
swallowed rag sky

torn from

happiness counted to ten

in the corner

a spider, shipwrecked,
stitching plans

for a new home

ours is
a house for migratory birds

‘we are

boats of paper in a middle of a flood
longing for ground

19



AOM

MoAKOm 60 ympobama ce yuu.
— H. MaIIMpOB

IIpaBUMe KyKH4Ka

OA CTOAYETO

npedpaajku poebero kebe
IIPEKY Hero.

co3paBaMe CBET
camo 3a cebe,

BO KOj HHUIITO APYTO He [IOCTOH,
CaMO TUIIMHATA

Ha HAIIETO AUIIEHeE.
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home

silence is learned in the womb.
— n. madzirov

we make a house
from a chair
putting a thick blanket

over it.

we create a world
only for us,

there is nothing else,
only the silence

of our breathing.
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3HAI[N

Kora 6eB MaAe4oK

ro BeXK6aB CBOjOT HEBEIIT aBTOIPaM
Ha 3aMarA€HOTO CTaKAO

OA CTapUOT LipBeH aBTOMOOUA

AEHeC Ha CTaKAOTO OA TyLI-KabMHaTa
CO MTOKA3aAeI[O0T HCIHITYyBaM

3HAIY IITO He I'U pas3bupam

3HaM CaMO AeKa poaraar
OA HEKOE IIOAAAEYHO AETCTBO
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signs

when I was a little boy

I practised my own sloppy autograph
on the foggy glass

of the old red car

today in the glass of the shower

I pen marks with my index finger
that I cannot understand

I know only that they come

from an even more distant childhood

[Translated by Scott Stewart & Luke Crane
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