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wolno

1.

méj dziadek ogrodzit ptotem podwérze
zyskal w ten spos6b kawalek ziemi,

ale stracit $wiat.

a potem ten swoj kawatek ziemi

zaczal przegradzac i

nadawa¢ nazwy ogrédkom.

ja bylem dzieckiem i najbardziej lubitem
taczace je drzwiczki.

2.

wbijamy kotki w miedzach,
rysujemy mapy z jakimi$ granicami
i stawiamy tam ludzi

ktérzy grzebig nam w torbach
ipytaja dokad jedziemy

jakby to byto dla nich wazne.

dokad to jedziesz, gosciu?

pyta mnie straznik o pigtej rano,

aja, przez sen, odpowiadam: do domu.
imysle:

po ziemi

czy w gére — w d61? w przestrzeni

czy tez w czasie? teraz

czy zawsze i na wieki wiekéw?

3.
wieki nas dzielg od wolnosci.
bo wcigz jeszcze obce peta



zrzucamy nie czujac
we wnetrzno$ciach klucza do celi
w ktérej nas zamknieto.

zapominamy ze kawa ktéra pijemy
aby sie rozbudzi¢

zawiera sie w osadzie na dnie filizanki.
co dzienr méwimy o wolnosci, nawet
o$mielamy sie zaspiewad, tyle ze
robimy to chorzy, strachu

pelni, zamiast milosci.



4, ziemia. czerwien.

schodze do swoich podziemnych pokoi.
do fundamentéw. tam gdzie jeszcze
starzy moi co$ zakopali.

schodze w tajemnicy przed $wiatem. sam
przez sie kradne klucz.

na dole jest taki mréz jakby

ogniem palil. piecze jak zar na gotej skorze.
i mrowi ten mréz i strach, i groza.
szperam ze $wieczka w reku.

szukam wsréd stojow z konfiturami,
stodkimi, skwagniatymi.

grzebie we wszystkim co za mna.

we wszystkim co przede mna.

nozem podwazam

aby wypusci¢ smréd.

$ciggam plesn ktéra narosta po wierzchu.
wdycham gleboko. prébuje palcem.

st6j za stojem otwieram. $ciggam plesn.
wdycham gleboko. prébuje palcem.

st6j za stojem.

dopoki nie odkryje dlaczego tak boli.

i przez kogo.



nasze spojrzenia sa bezdomne

niczego nie wiemy o sobie.

nie wiemy nic o grozie i winie
ktére kryja sie w zmarszczkach
zesztywnialego usmiechu

kogo$ naprzeciw nas. w spoconych
dloniach nie rozpoznajemy
strachu przed $miercig i

innymi, tymczasowymi rozlgkami.

na ,jak sie masz?” méwimy

»dobrze”, a w duchu nadal powtarzamy
wlasnymi stowami opowies¢

ktéra wyrwala nas ze snu.

nasze spojrzenia sg bezdomne, zebrza
o chleb od przypadkowych przechodniéw.



ciato pamieta wszystko

calymi dniami trzeba siedzie¢ spokojnie.

z zamknietymi oczami milcze(, ale

nie zasypiac, i obserwowac.

calymi dniami trzeba po trochu,

cierpliwie ostrzy¢ rozum.

by nie umkneto nic co $wierzbi

pod nosem, ciarki przechodzace

po grzbiecie, ani jedno szarpniecie nerwu

od czubka gltowy az do stép.

trzeba sta¢ z boku i

obserwowac bez namietnosci kibica.

bez sadu. bez rzuconego kamienia. bez gniewu,
lecz takze bez radosci. bez tesknoty. tylko tak sobie.
po prostu. poza przestrzenia i czasem.

dopiero wtedy mozna zaczaé.
poniewaz ciato pamieta wszystko.
nawet lek matki

gdy przewracales sie

w jej wnetrznos$ciach.



opuszczanie Swiatyni

ktos po nocach wchodzit do swigtyni
i tyzeczkq wydtubywat
oczy swietych

myslat ze w ten sposéb przejrzy

dlugo opuszczalem swigtynie
wracalem do kazdego kata

do kazdej szpary

i tak w kétko

przesuwalem dlorimi

po $cianach

zamykalem oczy

i wchlanialem zapachy

aby zostaly we mnie na zawsze

wracalem tak dniami
miesigcami

chwile stawaly sie wiekami
poza $wiatynia

latami zachodzitem do niej
wracalem po réznych podrézach
latami modlilem sie w niej

i spowiadatem sie

ktadtem sie na kamiennej posadzce
i przytozonym do niej uchem
nastuchiwatem

za kazdym razem

myslac ze cos uslysze
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co$ nowego
czego nie znam

a od niedawna juz nas nie ma
ani $wiagtyni we mnie
ani mnie w $wigtyni
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czasami jestem pusty
jak ostatni autobus
na trasie skopje - nisz

z paru policjantami
jadacymi stuzbowo
do kumanova
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granica

autobus pachnie zdjetym butem
i porannym ziewaniem
piwa w otwartej puszce

palacze marzng na dworze

nowi
nerwowo czekajg na numerek
bagazu ktéry oddali

ci ktérzy wysiadaja

kreca sie w kotko

bojac sie

by przypadkiem nie zostawi¢ czego$ za soba

kierowca opart sie sennie
na dloni

czeka na znak

do przejazdu przez granice
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domek dla ptakéw wedrownych

moje lewe ramie
jest kotysanka
twojego snu

na nim przesypiasz
poranne milczenie starcéw
siorbigcych kawe na balkonach

wiezowiec zastania nam
stonce
albo nas zastania przed nim

nasze stopy
odkryte tulg sie
na skraju t6zka

okno otwarte na rozciez
potknelo strzep nieba
rozprutego szczesciem
liczonym do dziesieciu

w kacie
pajak rozbitek
snuje plany

nowego domu

nasz jest
domek dla ptakéw wedrownych

my jesteSmy
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papierowa tédeczka na falach potopu
ktéra teskni za ladem
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dom

Uczy sie w ciszy ducha.
Nikola MadzZirov

robimy domek
ze stoteczka
pokrywajac go grubym kocem.

tworzymy Swiat

tylko dla siebie.

w ktérym nie istnieje nic innego
poza cisza

naszego oddechu.
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znaki

kiedy bytem malutki

¢wiczylem skladanie niewprawnego autografu
na zamglonej szybie

starego czerwonego samochodu

dzi$ na szklanej $cianie kabiny prysznicowe;
palcem wskazujacym wypisuje

znaki ktérych nie rozumiem

wiem tylko ze pochodza
z do$¢ odleglego dziecinstwa
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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:

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
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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.
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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.

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.
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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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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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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

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
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that [ 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
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sometimes [ am empty
like the last bus
skopje — ni§

only two or three cops
that officially travel
for kumanovo
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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
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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
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boats of paper in a middle of a flood
longing for ground
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home

Silence is learned in the womb.
Nikola 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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signs

when I was a little boy

I practiced 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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3ApaBeCKH

TEAOTO IIAMTH C&



cnobopa

1.

AEAO MH €O TapabH CH IO OMel's ABOPOT
¥ Taka AOOU Imapuye 3eMja,

ama ro 3ary6u cBeToT.

a [I0TOA [I0YHA U TOA CBOE IIapye 3eMja
AQ IO TIperpasysa 1

Aa IM AQBa MMHIba Ha GaBunTe.

ajac 0eB peTe ¥ HajMHOT'Y T CAKaB
BPaTHUYKHTE IITO ¥ CIIOjyBaa.

2.

3a60AyBaMe KOALM-MelHULIH,
LpTame KapTH CO HEKAKBH IPAHULH
U CTaBaMe TaMy AyTe

LITO HU OYpPHYKaAT 10 TOpOHTE

1 HE [IPaIIyBaar Kaae [laTyBaMe
KaKO A2 MM € TO2 CTBAPHO BaXKHO.

gdje se putuje, gojko?

Me ITpalllyBa MEFHUYAPOT BO IIeT 4aCOT

HAyTpO, a jac, yiiTe Hepa3OyAeH, My BeAaM: AOMA.
a CH MUCAAM:

TI0 3eMjaBa

HAH yTOPe-YAOAY? BO IIPOCTOPOT

HAM BO BpeMeTo? cera

VIAMI CEKOTAIIl ¥ BO BjeKH BjeKOB?

3.

BEKOBH CME AAAEKY OA CAOﬁOAaTa.
3aToa MITO ceé yoiTe oA Tyf'I/ITe CHHIIMPH
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ce 0cA0OOAyBaMe. U He IO YyBCTBYBaMe
BO yTpobara KAyIOT OA KeAnjaTa
BO KOja cMe 3apobeHu.

3abopaBame aexa KadeTo IITO Io IueMe
3a Ad Ce Pa3OyAVIME e COAPIKAHO BO
TAAOTOT Ha AHOTO OA IIOAjaTa.

CeKoj AeH 3a Hea 360pyBaMe. AypH U
AQ 3aIleeMe ce AP3HyBaMe. CaMo,
TOA O IpaBUMe HOAHM. CO CTPaB
IIOAHU, HAMECTO CO AYHOB.
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4. 3eMja. LpBEHO.

CAEryBaM BO CBOHTE IIOA3€MHH OAQH.
BO TeMEAUTE. TaMy Kaj LITO yILITe

CTapHTe MOH 3aKOIIAA€ HEIITO.

CAETyBaM OA CHOT CBET CKPHUILYM. CaM

0A cebe T0 KpapaM KAY4OT.

AOAY € LIUOPHHA. OA CTYAEHUAOTO AYPH
OTaH rOPHU. AyPH ITede KO Kap Ha T0AA KOXa.
U MPABKH AQ3aT. OA MPa3, OA CTPaB, OA jaHsa.
6ypHUYKaM CO KaHAUALLE B paka.

TapalIKaM I10 TETAUTE CO CAATKO,

CO TOPKO, CO [IOTKUCEACHO.

YerKaM 10 CeTO IOMHUHATO HH3 MEHe.

IO CETO IOMHHATO IIPeA MEHe.

CO HOJKe IIyIITaM BO3AYX

Aa M3Ae3e CMpAeara.

ja TpraMm MyBAaTa ITO ce $paTHAA OAO3TOPA.
BAMIIYBaM AAQGOKO. €O IIPCT IpobyBam.
TerAa IIO TerAa OTBOPAM. ja TPraM MyBAATa.
BAMILYBaM AAQGOKO. CO TIPCT po6yBam.
TErAQ I10 TerAa.

AYP He HajAaM 30IUTO TOAKY GOAH.

1 AO KOTa.
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nornepuTe HU ce 6e340MHM

HHINTO He 3HaeMe eAHMU 32 ADYTH.
He 3HaeMe HHIITO 3 jaHsaTa 1 KabaeToT
LITO Ce KPHjaT BO bpukaTa

0A BKOYaHeTaTa HaCMeBKa

Ha TOj CITPOTH HaC. BO IIOTTa

Ha AAQHKHTE He TO IPero3HaBaMe
CTPaBOT OA CMPTTA U

ApPYTHTe IPHBPEMEHH Pa3AeAOn.

Ha ,KaKo CH?“ OArOBapaMe co

»A00OPO cyMm®, a Bo cebe mpoaoaKyBame
AQ CH ja IIpepacKaxyBaMe IPUKACKATa
IITO H& CKOPHAAQ OA COHOT.

IIOTACANUTE HU CE 663AOMHI/I, npocar
Aeb OA CAy‘IajHI/ITe MHHYBa1H.

40



TeJIoTO MaMTH cé

Tpe6a co AGHOBH AQ Ce CeAN MUPEH.

CO 3aTBOPEHH 04U AQ CE MOAYH. HO

Aa ce buae OYAEH U A ce HabmyayBa.
Tpe6a co AGHOBHU, MAAKY TI0 MAAKY,
TPIIEAUBO AQ C€ OCTPH YMOT.

Aa He My [o6erHe HUTY eAeH japex

I0A HOCOT, HUTY eAHa MOPHHI}a

110 Ip6OT, HUTY eAHA TP HA HEPBOT

OA BPBOT Ha ['AQBaTa AO CTAllAAATa.
Tpeba oTcTpaHa Aa ce GuAe 1 Aa ce
HabmyayBa. 6e3 cTpacT Ha HABHBAY.

6e3 cya. 6e3 dppaeH kameH. 6e3 AyTHHA,
HO 1 6e3 PapOCT. 63 KOIHEeXK. TyKyTaKa.
[IPOCTYM. OA IIPOCTOPOT ¥ BpEMETO HAABOP.

H AypH TOIalll MOJKE Aa C€ ITIOYHE.
OTH TEAOTO ITAMTH Ce€.
1 CTPaBOT Ha MajKa TH AypHu

AOAEKa CH 11 Ce IPeBPTYBaA
BO yTpobara.
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HanywTamwe Ha XpaMoT

HeK0j co HOKU 8AE2YBAA 80 XPAMOM
U €O Aadcute 2u cpKar
ouume Ha céemyume

mucAes maxa moj ke npozaeda

AOATO IO HAITyIITaB XPaMOT
My Ce HaBpaKaB Ha CeKoe KoIe
Ha CeKoja ITyKHaTHHKa

OAHOBO M OAHOBO BO KPYT

CO AAQHKHTE IIOMUHYBaB

TIO SUAOBHTE

TH 3aTBOPAB OUHTE

1 I'l BIIMBaB MUPHUCHUTE

3a Aa OCTaHAT BO MEHE 3aCeKorauml

My Ce HaBpaKaB TaKa CO ACHOBU
€O MeceIu

MUTOBHTE CTAaHYBaa BeKOBU
HAABOP OA HEro

CO TOAMHH BA€TYBaB BO HEro
My Ce BpaKaB IO IIaTyBamaTa
CO TOAMHM BO HETO Ce MOAEB

U Ce FICTIOBEAAB

ACTHYBAaB Ha CTYACHHOT KaMeH
1 CO YBOTO ITPUARTICHO
HACAYIIHYBaB

cexojnar

MHUCAEB Ke JyjaM HeITo

42



HOBO HEILITO

IITO HE 3HAM

a 0A HEOAAMHa BeKe Hé HeMa
HU XpaMOT BO MeHe

HH ME€HE BO XpaMOT
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[OHEKOTAll CyM MpaseH
KaKO IIOCAGAHHOT aBTOOYC

CKOIIje — HUII

CaMo ABa-TpojLia MAHAYpHU
IITO CAY>XOEHO [aTyBaaT
AO KyMaHOBO
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rpaHuua

aBT06YCOT MHpHCa Ha co6yeH YEBCA
H YTPHUHCKO 3€Bab€ Ha
KOH3€epBa IIMBO

ITyIIQYMTE SEHSaaT Ha AAAHOTO

HOBHTE
HEPBO3HO YeKaaT A CH 3eMar Opojue
3a 6araXxoT IITO IO AABAAT

OHMe IIITO 3aMHHYBAaT
ce BPTKAaT HAOKOAY

ce mAamar

AQ He OCTaBaT CAYYajHO HEIITO 3aA cebe

BO3aYOT Ce HABAAMA APEMAHBO
Ha AAQHKaTa
Y YeKa 3HaK
3a MpeMHHYBame Ha IpaHuIiaTa
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KYI'(M‘IKa 3anTugn-npecenHuumn

MOETO A€BO paMoO
€ AyAalKaTa
OA TBOJOT COH

BO HEa ro npecruBam

YTPHUHCKOTO MOAYEIHE HA CTAPLIUTE

mTo l'II/IjaT Kacl)e II0 T€pacuTe

COAMTEpPOT HH I'0 3aTCKPHBA
COHIIETO
VIAM HAC HE COKPHBA OA HEro

CTaIraAarTa
OTCOKPHEHH C€ I'yIIKaaT
Ha AHOTO OA KPE€BETOT

IPO30PeIjOT IUPYM OTBOPEH
FOATHAA IIApTaA He0O
pacIapaHo oa

cpeka usbpojamra Ao pecer

BO ar0AOT
I1ajak-6pOAOAOMHHUK
KPOM IIAQHOBH

3a HOB AOM

HAIIHUOT €

KYI'CI/I‘{Ka 3a OTUOHU-IIPECEAHUITA

HHE CME
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6poTde 0 XapTHja Cpeae MOTOI
KO€ KOITHee
O KOTTHO
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IOM

Moakom 8o ympobama ce y4u.

Huxoaa Manupos

[paBUMe KyKHUYKa

OA CTOAYETO

npedpaajiu pebero kebe
PEKy Hero.

co3paBaMe CBeT

camo 3a cebe,

BO KOj HMIITO APYTO He IIOCTOH,
caMo THIIHHATA

Ha HAIlIETO AUIICHE.
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3Haum

Kora 6eB MaAeyoK
ro Bexx6aB CBOjOT HEBEIIT aBTOTpaM
Ha 3aMarA€HOTO CTaKAO

OA CTapUOT IIPBEH aBTOMOOHA
AC€HEC Ha CTAaKAOTO OA TYHI-Ka6I/IHaTa
CO ITOKA3aAeN 0T UCITHITYBaM

3HAIIM IITO He I'U pasbupam

3HAM CaMO AeKa poaraar
OA HEKOE ITOAAAEYHO AETCTBO
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0D WYDAWCY

Niniejszy wybdr wierszy zawiera utwory pochodzace z nastepujacych

tomikow:

deduxap uxapas (dedikar ikaral, planowany druk w 2017 r.)
wolno$¢ 5 freedom 21 caobopa 37

4. ziemia. czerwien. 7 4. earth. red. 23 4.3emja. pBeHo. 39

nasze spojrzenia sa bezdomne 8 our looks are homeless 24 noraeaure

HU ce 6e3A0MHH 40

cialo pamieta wszystko 9 the body remembers everything 25 Teaoro

ITaMTH C€ 41
swybasuna [neologizm od stéw wy6os (mitos¢) i ybasuna (piekno), 2016]

opuszczanie $wiatyni 10 departing from the temple 26 Hamymrame

Ha XpaMoT 42
Kykuuka sa nmuyu-npeceanuyu (Domek dla ptakéw wedrownych, 2013)

*** [czasami jestem pusty] 12 *** [sometimes | am empty] 28 [moxe-

KOTalI CyM TpaseH] 44
granica 13 border 29 rpanura 45

domek dla ptakéw wedrownych 14 house for migratory birds 30

KYKHYKa 33 ITUITU-TIPECeAHHUITH 46

dom 16 home 32 pom 48
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znaki 17 signs 33 3Hanu 49

W polskich ttumaczeniach wierszy zachowano oryginalng interpunkgje.
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