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cn06ooa

1.

JIe10 MU CO TapaOu CH TO OMETrd IBOPOT
Y Taka 100u mapue 3emja,

ama ro 3aryOu CBETOT.

a MoToa MOYHA U TOA CBOE Mapye 3eMja
71a TO TperpayBa u

Ja UM 1aBa UMUbA HA OaBunTe.

a jac OEB J1eTe U HaJMHOTY T CaKaB
BpPaTHUYKHUTE IITO T'U CIOjyBaa.

2.

3aboryBamMe KOJIIH-MEIHUIH,
[pTaMe KapTH CO HEKaKBU TPaHULIU
U CTaBaMe Tamy Jyre

ITO HU OypHuKaar o Topoure

U HE TIpalIyBaar Kaje rnaryBame
KaKo JIa UM € TOa CTBapHO BayKHO.

gdje se putuje, gojko?

Me IpalryBa MerHHYapoT BO MET 4acoT

HAyTpo, a jac, yIITe Hepa3OyIeH, My BellaM: JIoMa.
a CH MHUCIIaM:



svoboda

1.

moj dedek je s plotom ogradil svoje dvorisce
in tako dobil kos zemlje,

a je izgubil svet.

potem je pregradil

se ta svoj kos zemlje

in poimenoval vrtove.

jaz sem bil otrok in najraje sem imel

vratca, ki so jih spajala.

2.

zabadamo kole — mejnike,

riSemo zemljevide z nekaksnimi mejami
in tja postavljamo ljudi,

ki nam $arijo po torbah

in nas sprasujejo, kam potujemo,

kot bi jim bilo to strasno pomembno.

gdje se putuje, gojko?

me sprasuje obmejnik ob petih

zjutraj, jaz pa mu na pol buden odvrnem: domov.
mislim pa si:

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 I loved 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 holder asks me at five o’clock

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

while thinking to myself:



6

0 3eMjaBa

WIN yrope-ynoiy? BO MPOCTOPOT
WM BO BPEMETO? cera

WJIM CEKOTalll ¥ BO Bj€KH BJEKOB?

3.

BEKOBH CM€ JaJIeKy o7 ciio0ozaara.
3aToa HITO C€ YIITE OJ] Ty[UTE CUHIIMPU
ce 0cio0oIyBaMe. U HE TO YyBCTBYBaMe
BO yTpoOara KIIy4oT Of KeJujara

BO KOja cMe 3apo0eHHU.

3abopaBame Jeka KaeTo mTo ro muemMe
3a 1a ce paz0yauMe € CoIpKaHo BO
TaJOroT Ha JTHOTO O] IIOJIjara.

CEKOj JICH 3a Hea 300pyBaMe. AypH U
7la 3areeMe ce Ip3HyBaMe. caMo,
TOA TO MpaBUMe OOJIHU. CO CTPAB
MIOJTHU, HAMECTO CO JbyOOB.



po zemlji

ali gor in dol? v prostoru
ali v Casu? sedaj

ali vselej in na veke vekov?

3.

veke dale¢ smo od svobode.
zato ker se Se vedno tujih verig
osvobajamo. in ne ¢utimo

v sebi kljuca od celice,

v katero smo zaprti.

pozabljamo, da se kava, ki jo pijemo,
da bi se zbudili, nahaja v
usedlini na dnu skodelice.

vsak dan govorimo o njej. celo
zapeti si drznemo. toda

to po¢nemo bolni. strahu
polni, namesto ljubezni.

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.

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. 3emja. uypeseno.

CIIETyBaM BO CBOHTE IOJ3EMHH OfIau.
BO TEMEIIUTE. TaMy Kaj IITO YIITe

CTapHuTe MOM 3aKOmasie HEellTo.

CJIETyBaM O]l CHOT CBET CKPHUIIYM. CaM

oz cebe ro KpajaMm KIIy4oT.

J0ITy € MUOPUHA. O CTYASHHIIOTO AyPH
OTaH TOPH. IypH Ieue KO ’Kap Ha royia Koxa.
Y MpaBKH JIa3aT. O]l Mpa3, OJ CTPaB, O jaHsa.
OypHYKaM cO KaHHJIIIE B paka.

Tapalkam o TErIUTE CO CIATKO,

CO TOPKO, CO TIOTKHUCEJICHO.

YerKaM T10 CEeTO IIOMUHATO HU3 MEHE.

10 CETO IOMHHATO IPE MEHE.

CO HOXKE TIYIITaM BO3IIyX

12 U3Je3e cMpJieara.

ja Tpram MyBiaTa mrTo ce ¢aruiia og03ropa.
B/IMIIYBaM JIT1a00KO. CO MPCT MpoOyBaMm.
TEIIa 10 TerIa OTBOPaM. ja TpraM MyBIIaTa.
B/IMIIYBaM JIT1a00KO. CO MPCT MpoOyBaMm.
TerIa 1o Tera.

Iyp HE HajJaaM 301ILTO TOJKY OOJH.

 JI0 KOTa.



4. zemlja. rdece.

spuscam se v svoje podzemne sobane.
v temelje. kamor so Ze

moji stari nekaj zakopali.

spuscam se skrivaj. sam

sebi kradem kljuc.

spodaj je ledeno mrzlo. od hlada

gori celo ogenj. celo pece kot zerjavica na goli kozi.

in mravljinci gomazijo. od mraza, straha, zone.
stikam s sveco v roki.

sarim po kozarcih s sladkim,

grenkim, kisanim.

brskam po vsem, kar je za mano.

po vsem, kar je bilo pred mano.

z nozi¢em puscam zrak,

da izpuhti smrad.

strgam plesen, ki se je prijela.

globoko vdihujem. s prstom pokusam.
odpiram kozarec za kozarcem. strgam plesen.
globoko vdihujem. s prstom pokusam.
kozarec za kozarcem.

dokler ne najdem, zakaj tako boli.

in do kdaj.

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 as char 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.

I sift through all that has passed through me.
all that passed before me.

I let 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.



nozneoume Hu ce 0€300MHU

HUILTO HE 3HAEME CJTHU 3a JIPYyTH.
HE 3HaeMe HHUIITO 32 jaHsara U KabaeToT
HITO ce KpHjaT Bo Opukara

OJ1 BKOYaHETaTa HaCMEBKa

Ha TOj CIIPOTH HAc. BO MOTTA

Ha JUTAHKHUTE HE TO MPero3HaBame
CTpPaBOT OJf CMPTTA U

JpyTUTE IPUBPEMEHU pa3enon.

Ha »KaKo CH?« OJIrOBapaMe co

»100po CyM«, a BO cebe MpoIoIKyBaMe
7la CH ja IpepacKaKyBaMe IpuKacKara
IITO HE CKOpHAJa OJl COHOT.

MOTVIEANTE HU ce Oe370MHH, Ipocar
1ed oJ1 CITy4ajHATEe MUHYBAYH.



nasi pogledi so brezdomni

ni¢ ne vemo drugi o drugih.

nic¢ ne vemo o zoni in krivdi,

ki se skrivata v gubah

otrplega nasmeha

tistega, ki nam stoji nasproti. v potu
dlani ne prepoznamo

strahu pred smrtjo in

drugih zacasnih locitev.

na »kako si?« odgovarjamo z
»dobro, hvala«, a v sebi Se naprej
obnavljamo prigodo,

ki nas je vrgla iz sanj.

nasi pogledi so brezdomni, prosjacijo
za kruh nakljucne mimoidoce.

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.



menomo nammu ce

Tpeba co ICHOBH Ja C€ CeIU MHUPECH.

CO 3aTBOPEHU OYH Ja C€ MOIYH. HO

na ce Ouze OyaeH u a ce HaOJbyayBa.
Tpeba co IEHOBHU, MAJIKy MO MaJIKY,
TPIETUBO Ja C€ OCTPH YMOT.

71a HEe My TIOOETHE HUTY €JIeH jalekK

07 HOCOT, HUTY €JIHa MOPHHUIIA

1o TpOOT, HUTY elHA UTPa Ha HEPBOT

Ol BPBOT Ha IJIaBaTa JI0 CTarajara.
Tpeba oTcTpaHa j1a ce duje u j1a ce
HaOJpymyBa. 0€3 CTpAacT HA HABUBAY.

0e3 cyn. 6e3 (piien kameH. 6e3 TyTHHa,
HO U 0e3 pajocT. 0e3 KOIHEXK. TYKyTaKa.
MPOCTYM. O] IPOCTOPOT M BPEMETO HAIBOP.

U JypH TOTall MOXE /1 CE ITOYHE.

OTHU TEJIOTO MaMTH Ce€.

U CTPABOT HA MajKa TH IypH
JI0JIEKa CH 1 C€ TIPEBPTYBaJ
BO yTpoOara.



telo pomni vse

dneve in dneve je treba sedeti pri miru.

z zaprtimi o¢mi molcati. a

biti buden in opazovati.

dneve in dneve je treba, malo po malo,
potrpezljivo brusiti um.

da mu ne uide niti en srbez

pod nosom, niti en srh

po hrbtu, niti en trzljaj zivca

od vrha glave do stopal.

treba je biti ob strani in

opazovati. brez strasti navijaca.

brez obsodbe. brez vrzenega kamna. brez jeze,
a tudi brez radosti. brez hrepenenja. kar tako.
pri miru. zunaj €asa in prostora.

in sele tedaj se lahko zacne.

kajti telo pomni vse.
celo strah tvoje matere,
ko si se prevracal

V njeni maternici.

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.



Hanyuimarbe Ha xpamom

HeKOj co HOKU 611e2y8ail 80 Xpamom
U CO nlaxcuye 2u CpKau
ouume Ha ceemyume

Mucien maxka moj Ke npoaneoa

JOJITO TO HAIYIITaB XPaMOT
My c€ HaBpakaB Ha CEKO€ Kollle
Ha CeKoja IMyKHAaTHHKa

OZHOBO M OJTHOBO BO KPYT'

CO JUTAHKUTE IOMHHYBaB

10 SHJIOBUTE

T'l 3aTBOPAB OUUTE

W 'l BIIUBAaB MUPUCUTC

3a J1a OCTaHaT BO MEHE 3aCeKOorall

My ce HaBpakaB Taka cO J€HOBH
CO Mecelu

MUTOBUTE CTaHyBaa BEKOBH
HaJBOP O] HErO



zapuscanje templja

nekdo je noc za nocjo vstopal v tempelj
in z Zlicko srebal
oci svetnikov

mislil je da bo tako spregledal

dolgo sem zapuscal tempelj
vracal sem se k vsakemu kotu
vsaki razpoki

znova in znova v krogu

sem z dlanmi bozal

zidove

zapiral oci

vpijal vonjave

da bi za vselej ostale v meni

vracal sem se k njemu dan za dnem
mesec za mesecem

treni so postajali stoletja

zunaj njega

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 a long 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



CO T'OJIMHU BJIETYBaB BO HETO
My ce BpakaB I10 IaTyBambaTa
CO TOJJMHU BO HETO C€ MOJIEB

U CE UCIOBEIaB

JIETHYBaB Ha CTYyJCHUOT KaMeH
U CO YBOTO IPHJICIIEHO
HaCJIyIIHYBaB

cexojmar

MUCJIEB K€ UyjaM HELITO

HOBO HEIITO

LITO HE 3HaM

a 01 HeolaMHa BeKe HE HeEMA
HU XpaMoT BO MEHE
HU MCHE BO XpamMoT



leto za letom sem stopal vanj
se vracal k njemu s potovanj
leto za letom sem v njem molil
in se spovedoval

legal na mrzli kamen

in z uhljem prislonjenim nanj
napeto poslusal

vsakic

sem mislil da bom kaj slisal
kaj novega

Cesar ne vem

a od nedavnega naju ni vec¢
ne templja v meni
ne mene v templju

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 I in the temple

translated by Lazar Popov



MIOHEKOTalll CyM Mpa3eH
KaKo MOCIIEIHUOT aBTOOYC
CKOITj€ — HUIII

camo JIBa-TpojIa NaHypu
ITO CITyKOCHO MaTyBaar
710 KyMaHOBO



vCasih sem prazen
kot zadnji avtobus
skopje-nis

z dvema ali tremi policaji
na sluzbeni poti
do kumanova

sometimes [ am empty
like the last bus
skopje — nis

only two or three cops
that officially travel
for kumanovo

19



spanuya

aBTOOYCOT MUpHUCa Ha COOyeH YeBel
U YTPUHCKO 3€Bam€ Ha
KOH3€epBa I1UBO

Myma4YuTe SCHSAaaT Ha JTAAHOTO

HOBHTE
HEPBO3HO Y€Kaar Ja CH 3eMar Opojue
3a 0araXkor IITO TO JaBaat

OHHE HITO 3aMUHYBaaT
ce BPTKaaT HAOKOIY
ce mamnar

Jia He 0CTaBar CIy4ajHO HeIlITo 3a] cebe

BO3a40T CC HaBaJInJ APEMIIMBO
Ha JJIaHKaTa
" 4Y€Ka 3HaK
34 [IPEMUHYBALC HA I'paHUIaTa



meja

avtobus smrdi po sezutem Cevlju
jutranje zehanje pa po
plocevinki piva

kadilci drgetajo na mrazu

novi potniki
zivéno Cakajo na listek s stevilko
za prtljago ki jo bodo oddali

tisti ki odhajajo

se motajo naokoli

bojijo se

da ne bi morda Cesa pozabili

sofer se je dremavo naslonil
na dlan

in ¢aka znak

za preckanje meje

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



)
)

l('yl(,'ll YKa 3a nmuyu-npecesinuuu

MOETO JIEBO PaMoO
€ JTyJaiikara
O] TBOJOT COH

BO HEa Io MpecIuBall
YTPHUHCKOTO MOJTYEHHE Ha CTapIUTE
IITO MHUjar Kage 1Mo Tepacute

COJIMTCPOT HU I'0 3aTCKpHBa
COHIICTO
WJIM HacC HE COKpHBa O HETO

crariajara
OTCOKPUCHU CC I'yllIKaaT
Ha JHOTO OO KPEBETOT

NPO30PELOT MIKUPYM OTBOPEH
TOJITHAJ MmapTaji Hebo
pacrmapaHo oj

cpeka m30pojaHa 10 aeceT



bisica za ptice selivke

moja leva rama
je zibelka
iz tvojega sna

Vv njej prespis
jutranji molk starcev
ki pijejo kavo na terasah

neboti¢nik nama zakriva
sonce
ali pa naju skriva pred njim

odkrita stopala
se ljubkujejo
na dnu postelje

na stezaj odprto okno
je pozrlo krpo neba
razparano od

sreCe, prestete do deset

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



BO arojioT
11ajaKk-OpOI0IOMHHK
KpOW IJIAHOBH

3a HOB JIOM

HaIIIHUOT €
KyKHYKa 3a NTUIU-TIPECETHUIN

HUE CMe
OpoT4e 011 XapTHja Cpejie MOTOII
KO€ KOITHEe

0 KOITHO



v kotu in the corner

pajek brodolomec a spider, shipwrecked,

kuje nacrte stitching plans

za nov dom for a new home

najin je ours is

hisica za ptice selivke a house for migratory birds

midva sva we are

papirnata ladjica sredi potopa, boats of paper in a middle of a flood
ki koprni longing for ground

po kopnem



oom
MOJIKOM 60 A\‘IH/)UJ(UHU ce A)'l/l,[.

H. MaliupoB

IIpaBUME KyKHUKa

OJ1 CTOITYETO

npedpnajku gedeno kebe
IpeKy Hero.

co3/1aBaMe CBET
camo 3a cebe,

BO KOj HHUIIITO JAPYrO HE MOCTOH,
caMO THUIIIMHAaTa

Ha HAIIETO JUIIEHHE.



dom
molk se uci v maternici.
N. Madzirov

delamo hisico
Cez stolcek
debelo odejo
razgrnemo.

ustvarjamo svet

le zase,

v njem ni ni¢ drugega,
le tisina

nasega dihanja.

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.



3Hauu

Kora OeB MaJieuyoK

ro BeX0aB CBOjOT HEBEIIT aBTOIPaM
Ha 3aMaryIeHOTO CTaKJIO

O] CTApHOT I[PBEH aBTOMOOMII

J€HEeC Ha CTAKJIOTO OJf TyII-KaOuHaTa
CO MMOKA3aJICIIOT HCIHIIYBaM
3HAIM IITO HE TH pa3dupam

3HaM caMoO J€eKa jgoaraar
OJ1 HEKOE TOIAJIEYHO JIETCTBO



znaki signs

ko sem bil majhen when I was a little boy

sem vadil svoj kracavi avtogram I practiced my own sloppy autograph
na zamegljeni Sipi on the foggy glass

starega rdecCega avtomobila of the old red car

danes na sipo tus kabine today in the glass of the shower

s kazalcem zapisujem I pen marks with my index finger
znake ki jih ne razumem that I cannot understand

vem le da prihajajo I know only that they come

iz Se bolj daljnega otrostva from an even more distant childhood

translated by Scott Stewart & Luke Crane



Cooporcuna

cinobona

4. 3eMja. IPBEHO.

MOTVIEANTE HUA ce 0E3TIOMHHU
TEJIOTO MaMTH C¢

HAMyIITAkE HA XPAMOT
NOHeKo2aul CyM NPA3eH
rpaHuIa

KyKHYKa 32 ITUIH-TIPECETHULH
JIOM

3Hal1

10
12
T4
18

20



Vsebina

svoboda

4. zemlja. rdece.

nasi pogledi so brezdomni
telo pomni vse
zapuscanje templja

vcasih sem prazen

meja

hisica za ptice selivke
dom

znaki

Contents

freedom

4. earth. red.

our looks are homeless

the body remembers everything
departing from the temple
sometimes I am empty

border

house for migratory birds
home

signs



Gjoko Zdraveski

(1985, Makedonija) Diplomiral je na Filoloski
fakulteti Blaze Koneski, danes pa predava makedonski
jezik na Filoloski fakulteti v Nisu. Pise poezijo, kratke
kratke zgodbe in eseje. Izdal je dve pesniski zbirki:
Palindrom z dvojnim n (llarunopom co oee 1, 2010) in
Hisica za ptice selivke (Kykuuxa 3a nmuyu-npecennuyu,
2013). Zdraveski je s skupino pesnikov iz Srbije in
Makedonije objavil tudi zbirko Torto skozi okno
(Tortu kroz prozor, 2010). Njegova poezija je bila
prevedena v srbski, hrvaski, slovenski, bolgarski,
spanski, Ceski in angleski jezik.

Namita Subiotto

je predavateljica makedonskega jezika in knjizevnosti
na Filozofski fakulteti Univerze v Ljubljani in
knjizevna prevajalka iz makedonscine in bolgarscine.
Za prevajalsko delo in medkulturno posredovanje

je prejela Lirikonov zlat, medaljo Blaze Koneski
Makedonske akademije znanosti in umetnosti in
diplomo Bolgarske akademije znanosti in umetnosti.

(1985, Macedonia) He graduated from Blaze Koneski
Faculty of Philology and works as a Macedonian
language teacher at the Faculty of Philology in Nis,
Serbia. He writes poetry, short short stories and
essays. He published two poetry books: Palindrome
with Double N (Ilarunopom co ose 1, 2010) and House
for Migratory Birds (Kykuuka 3a nmuyu-npecennuyu,
2013). Zdraveski has also co-authored a book titled
Cake out of the Window (Tortu kroz prozor, 2010)
with several poets from Serbia and Macedonia. His
poetry has been translated into Serbian, Croatian,
Slovenian, Bulgarian, Spanish, Czech and English.

works as a professor of Macedonian language and
literature at the University in Ljubljana, Faculty of
Arts. She translates from Macedonian and Bulgarian
language into Slovenian. She was awarded the Blaze
Koneski Award by the Macedonian Academy of
Sciences and Arts and a diploma by the Bulgarian
Academy of Sciences and Arts.



