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I'nac

['0 BHIOB MOjOT CKeJeT

Ha PEHTTCHCKAa CHUMKA

PebOpara My ce kako Ha OCTaHATHTE JIyle

3aTBOPCKH PEIICTKH

KOU TO JIpKatr TeJIOTO BO CaMuIla

UYepenor, BUIOB, MU € CIIMYCH HA CUTE YOBEUKHU
yepenu

camo JIMIaTa H| OWIIe TaJIeHH 32 1a ce
pacro3HaBame

U mowrte parie ce paiie Kako Ha JpyTruTe

IPaHKH MOJIHU CYBH JIMCja U MPE3PEaHH TUIOJJOBH

CaMo MOjOT IJ1ac ro HeMaIle Ha CHUMKaTa

U ce ymite ja 6apa of MEHe CBOjara CJIHKa, CBOjOT
J0Ka3

ro 6apa cBOjOT HEBU/IUB JIBOJHUK

0e3 Meco, 0e3 e, 0e3 KOCKH

Me MOJIY Jia TO OOIHAM CO HIJia

Jla My ja TIpOHaj1aM BeHaTa



Glas

Videla sem svoj skelet

na rentgenskem posnetku.

Moja rebra so, tako kot pri drugih ljudeh,

zaporniske resetke,

ki drze telo v samici.

Moja lobanja je, sem videla, podobna vsem
cloveskim lobanjam,

le obrazi so nam dani, da se prepoznamo.

Tudi moje roke so, tako kot roke drugih,

veje, polne suhega listja in prezrelih sadezev.

Le mojega glasu ni na posnetku,

se vedno od mene terja svojo sliko, svoj dokaz,

terja svojega nevidnega dvojnika

brez mesa, brez obraza, brez kosti,

prosi me, naj ga zbodem z iglo,

naj mu najdem zilo.

Voice

I saw my skeleton

on an x-ray image

My ribs are the same as everyone else’s
prison bars

holding my body in solitary confinement

The skull, I saw, is similar to all human skulls
only our faces given to us for distinction
And my hands are hands just like any other
branches full of dry leaves and overripe fruits
Only my voice is missing in the image

still wanting from me his picture, his proof
searching for his invisible double

fleshless, faceless, boneless

begging me to stick a needle in him

and find a vein
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Knuza

I'o cpenyBaat MpTOBELIOT

Kako kora ce Bpaka npouynTaHa KHUTa

BO OMOIHMOTEKATa

I'u ieraT cCKUHATHUTE CTPAHUIIH, ja OpHIIaT
HeroBara Kojka

Y OTIIEYATOLIUTE OJT TPCTUTE HA COHOT KOTa
3acrmanie

YHUTAjKH

Ce cekaBaar Ha JOOPHUTE JI€JIOBU, HA MOKHHUTE
LUTaTH

Ha JICJIOBUTE OJ1 TPUKa3HaTa KOU Ke ' 3allOMHaT

Y OHHE KOW K€ MCYe3HaT Mpe aa M 3a0opasar

MucaaT Ha TaMKUTE

IITO T OCTAaBUJIC HU3 Hea

U CH ja JJaXKaT COBECTa JeKa HUKOTalll HUKO)]

HEMa J1a TH BN



Knjiga

Urejajo mrlica.

Kot bi v knjiznico vracali

prebrano knjigo.

Lepijo strgane strani, brisejo njegovo kozo

in prstne odtise sanj, ko so v branju

zaspali.

Spominjajo se dobrih delov, mo¢nih citatov,

delov zgodbe, ki si jih bodo zapomnili,

in tistih, ki bodo izginili, Se preden jih bodo
pozabili.

Mislijo na madeze,

ki so jih pustili na njej,

in si lazejo, da jih nikoli nihce

ne bo videl.

A book

They prepare the dead body

Like when one returns a read book

to the library

Patching the torn pages, wiping his skin

and the fingerprints of the dream when they fell
asleep

reading

They remember the good parts, the powerful quotes

the parts of the story they will remember

and those that will disappear before being forgotten

They think of the stains

they left throughout it

and they lie to their conscience that no one will ever

see them



bpawino u seezou

Ja 3amecHB Kepka MU OJ1 OpaIllHO U SBE3/IH
Y Taa ce poAM Ha JICHOT Kora JIeI0 MU MOYrHA

W cera Tue ce BpcHUIU
Hej3unuot xxuBot
Y HETroBaTa CMpT

Ja memam kepka My Kako pacTe U ce MEHyBa

U ce TIpallyBaM Jajld U CMPTTa pacTe U c€ MEHyBa
Ja cnemaM Kako ce U3BUIYBa U CO3pEBa

U c€ MHCJIaM

Tk U CMPTTA Ha JIS0 MU HU3 TOAMHHUTE

Ce U3BUIIIYBa U CO3pEBa

JaJM ¥ Taa CTaHyBa ITOJHOJIETHA

KaKoO HE)KHUOT BpaT Ha KepKa MU

HOKPHUEH CO [IaJI0T

Hageuep ja ciymiamM Kako ce KHKOTH
nozaeka Oy0auykuTe U CBETYJIKUTE
ja CKOKOTKaar BO COHOT



Moka in zvezde

Zamesila sem svojo héerko iz moke in zvezd
in rodila se je na dan, ko je umrl moj dedek.

In zdaj sta vrstnika:
njeno zivljenje

in njegova smrt.

Opazujem hcerko, kako raste in se spreminja,

in se sprasujem, ali tudi smrt raste in se spreminja.

Spremljam, kako se razvija in dozoreva,
in si mislim,

ali se tudi dedkova smrt z leti

razvija in dozoreva,

ali tudi ona postaja polnoletna

kot nezni vrat moje hcerke,

pokrit s salom.

Zvecer poslusam, kako se hihita,
ko jo hros¢i in kresnicke
zgeckajo v sanjah.

Flour and stars

I kneaded my daughter from flour and stars
and she was born on the day my grandfather died

And now they are peers
Her life
and his death

I watch my daughter growing and changing

and I ask myself if death grows and changes as well
I follow her getting taller and maturing

and I wonder

if my grandfather’s death over the years

grew taller and matured

does she become of age

like the gentle neck of my daughter

covered with a scarf

I listen to her at night
while the bugs and the fireflies
tickle her in her sleep



Cenku

Hageuep

ce 0TBOpa MOETO TeJ0, OaBHO

KaKoO TPUJAMMEH3UOHATHA KAPTOHCKA CIIMKOBHUIIA
O]l KOja HUKHAT

npsja, 3rpaau, CoHIle, MIIaHUHH, JTyle

HayTpoO ce 3aTBOpa

a OJ MEHE Ce YIITe ITpyar

TPaHKH, IPO30PIHU, CEHKU, KAPIIH, AJIAHKU



Sence

Zvecer

se odpre moje telo, pocasi

kot tridimenzionalna kartonska slikanica,
iz katere vznikajo

drevesa, hise, sonce, gore, ljudje.

Zjutraj se zapre,

iz mene pa Se vedno strlijo

veje, okna, sence, skale, dlani.

Shadows

At night

my body opens, slowly

like a tridimensional pop-up coloring book
out of which spring

trees, buildings, Sun, mountains, people
closing in the morning

and out of me still stick out

branches, windows, shadows, rocks, hands



Kaxo koza 0ea 6pooa

Kako kora gBa Opona ke ce cpeTHar

Ha OTBOPEHO MOpe

Y TIAaTHULIMTE Ha nany0ara cu MaBTaar of JAaJieKy

HMAaKo HE Cce I03HaBaaT, HaKo He 3HaaT HUILITO ¢ICH
3a apyT

TaKa KUBOTOT U CMPTTa CEKOJTHEBHO

ce pa3MHUHYyBaar



Kot ladji

Kot ladji, ki se srecata

na odprtem morju,

s potniki na palubi, ki si od dale¢ mahajo,

Ceprav se ne poznajo, ¢eprav ne vedo nicesar drug o
drugem,

tako zivljenje in smrt vsak dan

zdrkneta drug mimo drugega.

Like when two ships

Like when two ships meet

on the open sea

and the passengers on deck wave from afar

though they do not know each other, though they
know nothing of each other

likewise life and death every day

pass each other by



Toxkmy ceca

CurypHa cyM JieKka TOKMY BO OBOj MUT
HU3 CBETOB C€ OTBOpaar 0e30poj Bpatu
ce OTBOpAAT LIMIINEbA CTAPH MHjaIalu
3ap1'"aHI/1 YCcliMHM, KYTUHU CO HAKUT

CC OTBOPAAT JIATHUIHUTC HA KaKTYCUTEC BO ITYCTUHUTC

ce 0TBOpaaT NMpo30pLH, 3arJIaBeHN (PUOKU
CO BO)XHU JIOKYMEHTH

ce OTBOpaaT BECHUIIM, CE€ OTBOPAAT AYIIUTE
KaKO 4eroBHUTE 07 00YBUTE CO BUHO

ce OTBOpaaT KyTUH CO KOJlauu, TOKMY Cera,
BO KOj3Ha€ KOJKY KyKH U PeCTOpaHH

ce OTBOpaaT KapIuTe, HEBUJUIUBO,

ce o/jasievyBaar 1oJjieka ol CPEAUIITETO
Ha OKEAHCKUTE IpeOeHU

ce OTBOpAaT 3are4yaTeHnTe XyMaHUTapHU MaKeTH
HeKaJie HU3 CBETOB, MOKEOU

ce 0TBOpAaaT MapUYHHILIM, KHUTH, Ya10pU
TOKMY BO OBOj MHT



Prav zdaj

Prepricana sem, da se prav v tem trenutku
po svetu odpirajo stevilna vrata,

odpirajo se steklenice staranih pijac,
zarjavele pipe, satulje z nakitom,

odpirajo se cvetovi kaktusov v puscavah,
odpirajo se okna, zataknjeni predali

s pomembnimi dokumenti,

odpirajo se Casopisi, odpirajo se duse

kot zamaski vinskih sodov,

odpirajo se skatle piskotov, prav zdaj,

v kdove kolikih hisah in restavracijah,
odpirajo se skale, nevidno,

pocasi se oddaljujejo od sredisca
oceanskih grebenov,

odpirajo se zapecCateni humanitarni paketi
nekje po svetu, morda

se odpirajo denarnice, knjige, dezniki,
prav v tem trenutku

Right now

I am sure that at this very moment

throughout the world numerous doors are being
opened

bottles of old liqueurs are being opened

rusty drinking fountains, jewelry boxes

the petals of cacti in the deserts

windows are being opened, stuck drawers

containing important documents

newspapers are being opened, souls are being
opened

like corks on wine barrels

boxes of candies are being opened, right now,

in whoever knows how many houses and
restaurants

the rocks are being opened, invisibly,

slowly moving away from the center

of the ocean reefs

sealed humanitarian packages are being opened

somewhere around the world, perhaps

wallets are being opened, books, umbrellas

at this very moment



HEKaJie BpPHE, HEKaJie MOpa Jia BpPHE
TOKMY Cera, oBaa HOK

AOACKA I'M 3aTBOpAMC OUUTC, OTBOPCHU
34 narvumrara U rpaHuiuTe
HCKaAC NAJICKY BO HAC



nekje dezuje, nekje gotovo dezuje
prav zdaj, to no¢,

medtem ko zapiramo oci, odprti
za ceste in meje
nekje dalec v sebi.

it is raining somewhere, it must rain somewhere
right now, this night

as we close our eyes, opened
to the roads and borders
somewhere far within us



Cé e npooynueno

Tyka cé e mpoaym4eHo

HEOOTO MITO TO SUPKaMe HU3 JICKUTE Ha
TEJIECKOIHTE

Y TIAIKUTE Ha HAIIATE KaHIEITAPUCKU OMpoa

npo30pYHb-aTa Ha KaOMHKUTE BO OPOOBUTE KOTa
naryBame

Y MACHUBHHTE SHIOBU BO XPaMOBHTE BO KOH C€ MOJIUME

U kebumara Ha TajHUTE JbYOOBHHUIIM U3TOPEHU O]
urapa

ce MpOAyIYeHU

Y CBETOT KOj TO TVIelaMe HH3 TIPCTCHUTE Ha MPEIINTE

ceKkaBamhaTa KaKo TECTO 3a KOJauuiba Kora I'
o0NMKyBaMe

METHUTE BO YOBEUKH OOJIHIIM HAa KOU BeXKOAME MyKame

ce, C€ € MPOIYyMUYECHO

OKITaTa Ha BPATUTE 3aTBOPCHHU 3a MMUTAYUTE

3eMjara oJf paCTypeHHUTE JOMOBU Ha MPaBKHUTE

6or mro ro 6apaMe HU3 KPY>KHUTE OTBOPHU HA
KyIOJIUTE



Vse je preluknjano

Tu je vse preluknjano:

nebo, v katero skilimo skozi lece teleskopov,
in mape v nasih pisarnah,

line ladijskih kabin, ko potujemo,

in masivni zidovi svetis¢, v katerih molimo.

Odeje skrivnih ljubimcev, zazgane od cigaret,

so preluknjane

in svet, ki ga vidimo skozi prstane prednikov,
spomini kot testo za piskote, ko jih oblikujemo,
tarCe Cloveskih oblik, na katerih vadimo streljanje,

vse, vse je preluknjano,
kukala na vratih, zaprtih za berace,

.....

bog, ki ga iSCemo skozi svetlobnice kupol.

Everything is pierced

Everything here is pierced

the sky we spy through the lenses of the telescopes
and the folders on our office desks

the little windows in the ship cabins when we
travel

and the massive walls in the temples in which we pray

And the blankets of the secret lovers burnt from
cigarettes

are pierced

and the world we see through the rings of the
ancestors

the memories like cookie-dough when we shape

the targets in humans forms on which we practice
shooting

everything, everything is pierced

the spy-holes on the doors closed for beggars

the earth from the ant’s destroyed homes

god who we search through the circular openings
of the domes
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Ce cmanysame

CranHyBaMe BO HelITaTa U BeKe cMe el Of1 HUB

Hu xasxaie 1 HeKoramn JeKa IIKOJIKHUTE Ce
HOKTHUTE Ha MOPETO

JIeKa U HAIIUTE HOKTH CTaHyBAaT IIKOJIKH IITOM
BJI€3€ME BO HETO

JieKa CTOMaKOT HH € MOPCKa XKeJIKa KOra INTHBaMe

JieKa rpaJiuTe HU ce MeIy3H

OYHTE HH C€ MaJIM PUIIKH U3JBOCHU OJI jJaTOTO BO
IUTUTKOTO

KOCHTE HU C€ TIPETBOPAAT BO JIT'Y LIITOM TY TIOTOITHME

KOXKaTa HU € MOBTA, BIIAKHEHIaTa HU CE TPEBUTE
Ha KaMemaTa

KO Ce HHUIIIAaT O] BOAATa KaKo OJ1 BETep

VYimTe HU ce MOPCKU KOBYHIbA, PCTUTE TUTKA
OJ1 OKTOIIOAU

IITO TM HyAaT KaKO CIICIIHjaTUTET BO CKAalluTe MEHHja

Ce cmanyBame

KaKO MOPCKH SBE3]H LITO CE CyIIaT Ha
[pUCTAaHUIITATA

KOM Ke BHCAT HEKaIe KaKo yKpac Ha SHIO0T

KaKo 3allpeHa CBETJIMHA, TOTIHUIIAH CYBEHUP



Manjsamo se

Stopimo v nekaj in ze smo del tega.

So nam kdaj povedali, da so skoljke nohti morja,

da tudi nasi nohti postanejo skoljke, ko stopimo
vanj,

da je nas trebuh morska zelva, ko plavamo,

da so nase prsi meduze,

nase oci ribice, loCene od jate v plitvini,

da se nasi lasje, ko jih potopimo, spreminjajo v
alge,

da je nasa koza mah, nase dlake trave na kamenju,

ki se zibljejo v vodi kot od vetra?

Nasi uhlji so morski konjicki, prsti so lovke
hobotnic,

ki nam jih ponujajo kot specialiteto na dragih
menijih.

Manjsamo se

kot morske zvezde, ki se susijo v pristaniscih

in bodo visele kot okrasek na kakem zidu,

kot ustavljena svetloba, podpisan spominek.

We dwindle

We step into things and already we are part of them

Has anyone told us that the seashells are the
fingernails of the sea

that our fingernails become seashells once we enter
in it

that our stomach is a sea turtle when we swim

that our breasts are jellyfish

our eyes are little fish separated from the shoal in
theshallows

our hair turns to algae when we submerge it

our skin is moss,

our hairs are the weeds on the rocks

swaying in the water like wind-blown

Our ears are little seahorses, our fingers the
tentacles of the octopuses

being offered as specialty in expensive menus

We dwindle

like sea stars drying on docks

which will be hung on a wall somewhere as
decorations

like stopped light, a signed souvenir



)
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bnazocnogeno e ona wumo ne mosiceme oa 20
oonpeme

biarociaosenu ce JAJICHUHUTC U MEeCTaTa Ha KOU
HUKOTAIl HeMa JIa OTHJIEME

1 TCCHATa Ma3Ha HOIIHHUIA ITO CC CYIIN Ha
OAJIKOHOT CITPOTH HAC

bnarocioBena e cMpTTa Koja T TAMTH aJJPECHUTE

Ha CHUTE HAIllM HEUCTIPATeHH IMHCMa

1 OOTOBUTE KO CE HallperaMe HO He MOXeMe J1a TU
nodarume

KaKo IMajaKHHUTE BO arojioT Mer'y KpeBeToT U
SUIOT

bnarocnosena e MeceunHara cepBupana Ha
HeOOTO

KaKo YWHUja Ha HEKOj KOj TIOCTOjaHO Bedepa cam

1 COHIIETO IITO HE MOTCETYBA JIeKa

MOJKE J1a ce JbyOU | O JaJIeKy

bnarocmoBena e cinobonarta u Hamrara uiys3uja
JIeKa CMe€ ja JIoTIperie

KaKo IITO TO JIOTIMPAME KHBOTOT MPEKY CKPAHUTE
U MOHUTOPUTC



Blagoslovljeno je tisto, cesar se ne moremo
dotakniti

Blagoslovljene so daljave mest, ki jih ne bomo
nikoli obiskali,

in ozka gladka spalna srajca, ki se susi na balkonu
nasproti.

Blagoslovljena je smrt, ki pomni naslove

vseh nasih neposlanih pisem,

blagoslovljeni bogovi, ki jih kljub naprezanju ne
moremo doseci

kot pajcevine v kotu med posteljo in zidom.

Blagoslovljena sta Luna, servirana na nebu

kot kroznik tistega, ki vselej vecerja sam,

in Sonce, ki nas spomni, da

se da ljubiti tudi od dalec.

Blagoslovljeni sta svoboda in nasa iluzija, da smo se
je dotaknili,

kot se prek zaslonov in monitorjev dotikamo
zivljenja.

Blessed is that which we cannot touch

Blessed are the distances and the places to which
we will never go

and the tight smooth nightgown drying on the
balcony across from us

Blessed is death that remembers the addresses

of all our unsent letters

and the gods we try but cannot reach

like the cobwebs in the corner between the bed and
the wall

Blessed is the Moon served on the sky

like a dish of someone who dines alone all the time

and the Sun reminding us

one can love from afar

Blessed is the freedom and our illusion that we have
touched it

like we touch life through screens and displays



bnarociioBeHO € MUHATOTO IIITO HU CE JISTTH

KaKo JIOJITOTpacH KapMHH Ha ycTara

U MAHWHATa U3BaJIKaHa CO HPBCHU JaMKH

OTHOPHH U HA HajpeKJIaMHPAHHUTE ICTCPTCHTH

bnarociioBenu ce Mopumara To HAKOTaIl HemMa

J1a TH MIPETLIMBaMe

3apajiFl TPAaHUYHUIIATE 32 BOJIA U TCOPHHTE 32
0e36eqHOCT

bnarocioBena e Mekara koca Ha eHa JICBOjKa

IITO 32 MAJIKy, COCEMa 3a MAJIKy K& Me JIOTpeliie

BO €/IHa aBTOOYCKa I'y’KBa



Blagoslovljeni sta preteklost, ki se lepi
kot obstojna Sminka na nasa usta,
in prihodnost, popackana z rde¢imi madezi,

odpornimi tudi na najbolj propagirane detergente.

Blagoslovljena so morja, ki jih ne bomo nikdar
preplavali

zaradi mejnikov za vodo in varnostnih teorij.
Blagoslovljeni so mehki lasje nekega dekleta,
ki bi se me skoraj dotaknili

v avtobusni gneci.

Blessed is the past that sticks to us

like long-lasting lipstick on our mouths

and the future besmeared by red stains

resistant even to the most advertised of detergents

Blessed are the seas which we will never swim
across

because of the water landmarks and the theories of
safety

Blessed is the soft hair of a girl

that nearly, very nearly touched me

in a bus crowd



3anupku

[Iponajnos ¢otorpaduja Bo HOAPyMOT
OJ1 MECTOTO Ha Mojara Kyka

npes na Oujie u3rpajcHa

Kora OmJia camo CKHIIa

BO palleTe Ha apXUTEKTUTE

U 3naM npuOIMKHO O KOTa ja uMa
roJIMHAaTa KOra € u3rpajieHa

€ 3aMaJKaHa BO OETOHOT BO €/ICH aroj Ha JIBOPOT
HO HE 3HaM KOJIKY BpeMe MPETXOIHO
ja HemaJo

U TIpej Aa MocTojar

I0yHOBUTE TPEBUTE U HEOOTO

mto u3dnenysaa Ha potorpadujara
Jlam HermoCcToeHhETO € MOA0JITO

OJ TIOCTOEHETO

1 KOJIKY € CTapO HHIITOTO

Op mpaiinHaTta 1To ce KpeHa
on gortorpadujara

KaKO 3aITUPKH BO BO3AYXOT
CE 3aKallliaB



Vejice

V kleti sem nasla fotografijo
kraja, kjer stoji moja hisa,

preden je bila zgrajena,

ko je bila samo skica

v rokah arhitektov.

In vem priblizno, od kdaj obstaja:
z letnico izgradnje

je premazan beton vogala na dvoriscu,
ne vem pa, koliko Casa pred tem
je ni bilo,

se preden so obstajali

grmi, trave in nebo,

ki so bledeli na fotografiji.

Ali je neobstoj daljsi

od obstoja

in koliko je star ni¢?

Od prahu, ki se je dvignil
s fotografije

kot vejice v zraku,

sem zakasljala.

Commas

I found a photograph in the basement

of the place of my house

before it was built

when it was only a sketch

in the hands of the architects

And I know approximately since when it exists
the year of construction is

engraved in the concrete in a corner of the yard
but I do not know how long before

it did not exist

and before the

bushes

weeds and the sky existed

that fade in the photograph

Is the non-existence longer

than the existence

and how old is the nothing

From the dust that rose
of the photograph

like commas in the air
I coughed
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3a naceopoom, no [luopan

Tonneme cu ja edewn na Opye uawama, HO He nujme
00 ucma yawia

Jlasajme cu eden na Opye n1eb no ne jademe 00
ucmama noeauda

Ilejme u uepajme 3aeono u budeme padochu

HO HeKa ceKoj 00 8ac buoe u cam

KAKO WMo JCuyume Ha upama cmojam 0080eHO

a cenak mpenepam co Ucmama my3uKd

Kamun [[ubpan

Bo enna craruja Ha MHTEpHET

NPOYHTAB JIeKa MHOTY JbyOOBHH MTapoOBH

CH Ml 3HAaT NMaCBOP/UTE HA MEjIIOBHUTE

JIeKa CH TH pa3MeHyBaaT Mel'yCeOHO KaKko 3HaK
Ha JioBepOa U CUTYPHOCT

[la 6eB myaperr kako [InOpan
a He CyM
K€ I0/aJIEB:



O geslu, po Gibranu

Napolnjujte caso drug drugega,

toda ne pijte iz iste case.

Delite si krub,

toda ne jejte od istega hleba.

Pojte in plesite skupaj in veselite se,

toda vsak naj ostane sam,

podobno kot je vsaka struna na lutnji sama,

pa vendar skupaj odzvanjajo isti napev.
Khalil Gibran

V nekem internetnem ¢lanku

sem prebrala, da si veliko ljubezenskih parov
med sabo razkrije gesla za e-posto,

da si jih izmenja v znamenje

zaupanja in varnosti.

Ce bi bila modra kot Gibran,
kar nisem,

bi dodala:

On passwords, by Gibran

Fill each other’s cup,

but drink not from one cup.

Give one another of your bread,

but eat not from the same loaf.

Sing and dance together and be joyous,

but let each of you be alone,

even as the strings of a lute are alone

though they quiver with the same music.
Khalil Gibran

In one article on the internet

I read that many couples know

each other’s e-mail passwords

and that they give them to each other
as a token of trust and security

Had I been wise as Gibran
and I’'m not
I would’ve added:
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,,/1 TIpakajTe cu efieH Ha IPYT MEJIIOBU
HO HE JIeJIeTe TO NacBOPJIOT
3aIlTO U YOBEKOT U 3€MjaTa ce XpaHaT €IHO O]l

Apyro
a ja dyBaaT TajHaTa 3a MMOYETOIUTE, CEKOj cBOjaTa‘



»In posiljajte drug drugemu mejle,

toda ne delite si gesel,

podobno kot se clovek in zemlja hranita drug z
drugim,

pa vendar ohranita skrivnost zacetkov, vsak svojo.«

“Send e-mails to each other

but do not give away your passwords

for the man and the earth feed off each other

and yet, they keep the secret of their beginnings;
each to their own.”



Jeo

Ke MoaM Iiu Ja To u3eaaMm
OBOj aBUOHCKH CCHJ/IBUY
IITO TO OCTABHU CECTPa MU
Ha BpaKame OJ1 aTyBalkETO

OBOj ceHBUY KOj JIeTal

HaJ IBa KOHTHHEHTA U HaJ €JcH Le] OKeaH

KOj MpeJieTa; MHOTY TTOBEKE OTKOJIKY IITO HEKOTaIll
Ke U304aM U K€ UCILIUBaM

Mo:xeOu ke BKycaMm MaJIKy off oOnanuTe
aKo mpobam o011 0Boj J1ed

KOj OMJI MOBUCOK OJ 3eMjara MoJi Hero
MOBHCOK OJ CUTE JPXKaBH, TPAJIOBH U JIyfe
CO HEBHJUIMBH PaOOBH U TPAHUIIA

Koj Ot MOBHCOKO O/ CUTE BUCOUMHH

KOU HEeKorani ke ru qodaram

KaKo 3pHATa JKUTO BO HETO KOW BHUJIEJIE MOBEKE
OJ MUJIOTHTE, O]l CTjyap/CCHUTE,

Ol CUTE MAaTHULIU

107l aBUOHOT



Krub

Bom lahko pojedla
letalski sendvic,

ki ga je pustila moja sestra
po vrnitvi s potovanja?

Sendvic¢, ki je letel

nad dvema celinama in enim oceanom,

ki je preletel veliko ve¢, kot bom jaz sploh kdaj
prehodila ali preplavala.

Morda bom okusila oblake,

Ce poskusim ta kruh,

ki je bil visje kot zemlja pod njim,
visje od vseh drzav, mest in ljudi
z nevidnimi robovi in mejami.

Ki je bil visje od vseh visin,

ki jih bom kdaj dosegla,

kot zitna zrna v njem, ki so videla ve¢
kot piloti, kot stevardese,

kot vsi potniki

pod letalom.

Bread

Can I eat

this plane sandwich

that my sister left

when returning from her journey

This sandwich which has flown

over two continents and one ocean
which has flown far more than I will ever
walk or swim

Maybe I will taste a little of the clouds

if I try this bread

which has been higher than the land beneath it
higher than all states, cities and people

with invisible edges and borders

Which has been higher than all heights

I will ever reach

like the grains of wheat in it that have seen more
than the pilots, the stewardesses

and all the passengers

under the plane



Ke ro cBapu Jiu MOjOT KeIyTHHK
LeJIOTO HEeOOo

aKo ro u3eaam

0BOj oOuYeH 11ed



Bo moj zelodec prebavil
vse nebo,

Ce pojem

ta navadni kruh?

Will my stomach digest
the whole sky

if I eat

this simple bread



Bo moemo meno

Jac cym Typuct Bo MOETO Teso

¥ HEMaM Maria BO pareTe

Hexkoj mrTo ciy4ajao ke moMuHe

Ke MU ro TIOKa)Ke MaToT J0 KBApTOT HAa MYy3EHTE

710 TOJIEMUTE MAPKOBH, MJIOLITAOT

710 peKaTa IITo ce BJIEBa BO MOETO UME

[ITo npaBam Bo MeryBpeme

[Tujam MakujaTo BO €IHO THBKO Kadyie

Y TY JINCTaM JTHEBHUTE BECHULIU

HAIWIIaHN Ha ja3WK KOj HUKOTAIl HE TO HAY4HB

Cexorai, ce cekaBaM, Kora ce Bpakas Off HEKOE
naTyBame

HeboTo ce pa3Benpysaie, COHIETO maraiie Bp3
aHTeIIUTE O]l MEpMEpP

U JlypH TOTAIl UM T'M 3a0e/1e’KyBaB

HAaCMEBKHTE Ha JIMIIaTa



V svojem telesu

Jaz sem turist v svojem telesu

brez zemljevida v rokah.

Nakljuéni mimoidoci

mi bo pokazal pot do muzejske cCetrti,

do velikih parkov, trga,

do reke, ki se izliva v moje ime.

Kaj pocnem medtem?

V tihi kavarni pijem macchiato

in listam dnevne Casopise,

napisane v jeziku, ki se ga nisem nikoli naucila.

Vedno, se spominjam, ko sem se vrnila s kaksnega
potovanja,

se je nebo razvedrilo, sonce je padlo na marmorne
angele

in sele takrat sem opazila

njihove nasmehe.

In my body

[ am a tourist in my body

and I have no map in my hands

Someone that will accidentally pass by

will show me the way to the museum quarter

to the large parks, the square

to the river that flows in my name

What do I do in the meantime

I‘m drinking macchiato in a quiet coffee bar

and thumbing through the daily newspapers

written in a language I never learned

Always, I remember, when I would be returning
from a trip

the sky would brighten, the sun would fall on the
marble angels

and only then would I notice

the smiles on their faces



Yyknu npeo oa enezeut

buau cexorain BHUMATENCH, YyKHU MPE]] Ja BIIC3EII

3Haj JIeKa BO coOOMTE KoM ce BO TeOe

CEeKOTall UMa HEeKoj

OcTtaHu HajI0TO BO OHHE KaJe Ke Te MpuMaT 0e3
360p

BO KOM Ke BJIE3€Ill U K€ CeuTe

JI0JITO MOJTYEJKU

Hexou o HUB Ke Te Tmpaiiaar 3a UMeTo, K€ Te I0-
KaHar Jia Ce/IHeMI

Ke Te MOHY/AT CO KOJIauniba, K€ TH IO TIPUAPIKAT
MaJITOTO

Ke ImoTpyaar 1mo Tede ako ro 3a00paBuUII YaJI0POT

Hexou ke ru BUIUIIT caMO HU3 OKIIETO Ha
TUIITMHATA

Ha BEYHO 3aTBOPEHUTE BPaTH

¥ YeCTO HeMa Ja 3Haell Jajld CUTE THE CE TBOH
TOCTH

WM TIaK TH €IHOCTaBHO HE CH JIOMa



Potrkaj, preden vstopis

Vedno bodi previden, potrkaj, preden vstopis,
vedi, da se v sobah, ki so v tebi,

vedno kdo nahaja.

Najdlje ostani v tistih, kjer te sprejmejo brez besed,
kamor vstopis in kjer dolgo

molce sedite.

Nekateri te vprasajo po imenu, povabijo, da sedes,
ponudijo ti pecivo, pridrzijo plas¢,

stecejo za tabo, Ce pozabis deznik.

Nekatere vidis samo skozi kukalo tiSine

vecno zaprtih vrat

in najveckrat ne izves, ali so vse to tvoji gostje

ali pa preprosto nisi doma.

Knock before entering

Always be careful, knock before you entering

you should know that in the rooms inside you

there‘s always someone

Stay longer in those where you are silently welcome

where you will enter in and sit

in the long silence

Some will ask for your name, will invite to you sit
down

will offer cookies, will hold your coat

will come running after you if you forget your
umbrella

Some you will see only through the wink of silence

of the forever closed doors

and often you will not know whether they are your
guests

or you are simply not at home
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Bucoko

Jlenec HeMa 1@ 0fIaM 110 UCTHOT Hat

K€ CKpIIHAM JIEBO

MOkeOM Ke BUJ]aM KaKo Ha HEKOe JIeTe

My HM3JIeTyBa TOIKATa Ha yIunara

U Ke My ja rmojiajaM Hasajl, Kako IITO MEHE JCHOT
cexorami JbyOe3HO MU ja Bpaka

caMoTHjaTa BO HIPAIUIITETO

Kora Ke ja IIyTHaMm

BUCOKO



Visoko

Danes ne bom $la po isti poti,

zavila bom levo,

morda bom videla, da je kaksnemu otroku
zletela Zoga na cesto,

in mu jo bom podala nazaj, tako kot meni dan
vedno ljubeznivo vrne

na igris¢e osamljenost,

ko jo brcnem

visoko.

High

Today I will not go down the same road
I will turn left

I may see a child

whose ball flies away on the street

and I will return it to him, as my day
always politely returns

the loneliness in the playground

when I kick it

high



Ajoe oa my uzoecame na epememo

Ajne na My nzderame Ha BpeMeTO
IITO HY C€ 3aKaHyBa CO ONTETHAT JIaK
Y HE HUIIIAHU CO MajlaTa CTpeJiKa

OBa cakaB J1a TH I'0 KakaM

- ak0o IOMUHAM CO paKarta HHU3 HeKoja reorpadcka
KapTa

HEeMa Jia TH HaIlluIiaM HH IJIAHWHUTE HU BPBOBHTE

HeMa Jla ce HaMOKpaM HUTY Jia TH HaloJHaAM
parere co 3emja

Taka ¥ HOKBa KOTa TIOMHHYBAIIl CO paKkaTa HU3
MOETO TEJIO0

HeMa J1a HajJell HU MpaB HU BETeP, HU OCTATOIN

0J1 MOETO MME IITO CEKOjIaT OIHOBO ce para

3armTo He 3HaM KOJIKY BpeMe TIOMUHA BeuepBa

MUHYTA, Yac, TOJIMHA, IIETUOT KUBOT

MOXKeOu

[Tonekoraril Kora ke morjiefHaM rope 1 01y
HE 3HaM Koja Tpara MU c€ YMHH I10/10JIra
OHaa O] MJTa30T Ha ABUOHOT Ha HEOOTO

WJIM OHAaa IITO MOJHKABOT ja OCTABHII 3] cebe



Pobegniva casu

Pobegniva casu,
ki nama grozi z napetim lokom
in meri v naju z majhnim kazalcem.

To sem ti hotela reci:

¢e bom $la z roko cez kak zemljevid,

ne bom zatipala gora in vrhov,

ne bom se zmodila niti si napolnila rok z zemljo,
tako ti nocoj, ko bos Sel z roko ¢ez moje telo,
ne bo$ nasel prahu ne vetra ne ostankov

mojega imena, ki se vedno znova rojeva.

Ker ne vem, koliko casa je minilo nocoj:
minuta, ura, celo zivljenje

nemara.

Vcasih, ko pogledam gor in dol,

ne vem, katera sled se mi zdi daljsa:
tista od letalskega izpuha na nebu
ali tista, ki jo je za sabo pustil polz.

Let‘s escape from time

Let‘s escape from time

that threatens us with a pulled bow

and takes aim with the small arrow

This is what I wanted to tell you:

- If I pass with my hand on a geographical map

I will not touch the mountains nor the peaks

I will not get wet nor fill my hands with soil

so tonight when you pass your hand through my
body

you won'‘t find dust or wind, neither my name

that is always reborn

Because I do not know how much time had passed
tonight

minute, hour, year, lifetime

maybe

Sometimes when I look up and down

I do not know which trail seems longer
one on the jet plane in the sky

or the one that the snail had left behind



44

Ce 3ameopam

ma enno nagaio
CO Mara Ha CBETOT
IITO CO FOJIMHU CE 3aTBOPA BO MEHE

Komnara noieka ce CTECHYBaaT

BYJIKAHUTC CC racHat

PCKUTE 3arrpaar, CBETUJIHUIUTE 3aMpP3HYyBaaT
IMYCTUHUTC CC 3aMOTyBaaT

KaKO TCIIMCH ITOJIHU IIpaB

Enen neH ke ro oTBOpam J1agajioto

Y TISJINOT CBET K€ Ce PAIUPH BO MCHE
3aeHO cO HeOOTO U Kpuitjara

Ha TOJIEMUTE IITUIN



Zapiram se

Obstaja pahljaca
z zemljevidom sveta,
ki se v meni zapira ze leta.

Kopna se pocasi ozijo,

vulkani ugasajo,

reke se ustavljajo, svetilniki zmrzujejo,
puscave se zvijajo

kot prasne preproge.

Nekega dne bom razprla pahljaco
in v meni se bo razsiril ves svet,
skupaj z nebom in krili

velikih ptic.

I‘m closing

There‘s a fan
with a map of the world on it
that‘s been folding into me for years

The land is slowly narrowing

the volcanoes fading away

the rivers stopping, the lighthouses freezing
the deserts wrapping up

like dusty carpets

One day I will open the fan

and the world will spread inside me
together with the sky and the wings
of the big birds

translated by the author



Cooporcuna

I'mac

Kuura

bpamino u sBe3aun

CeHkH

Kako kora jBa 6pona

Tokmy cera

Cé¢ e mpomymaeHo

Ce cmanmyBame

bnarocnoBeHo € OHa IITO HE MOXKEME J1a To JoIpeMe
3anupku

3a macBopnort, o [Iubpan

Jle6

Bo moero teno

UykHu nipen Ja Bie3ell

Bucoxo

Ajne ma My m3beraMe Ha BPEMETO

Ce 3aTBOpam
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