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NIKOLINA ANDOVA SHOPOVA (born3 February1978in Skopje) graduated
from the Faculty of Philology (Macedonian and South Slavic literature) at
the St Cyril and Methodius University in Skopje. She has published two
books of poetry The entrance is on the other side (2013) and Connect the dots
(2014). Her poems have been translated into Serbian, Croatian, Bosnian,
Bulgarian, Greek, English, French, German and Chinese. She appears in
many anthologies of Macedonian poetry, including the anthology of the
new wave of Macedonian haiku. She also writes short stories and poems for
children.

The entrance is on the other side was awarded the prestigious UNEsco award
‘Bridges of Struga’ in 2013 for best debutante book. The book impresses with
its particularly interesting poetic statements and attracts the reader’s attention
with its peculiarity and provocativeness, intertwined through subtle irony
and parody present in almost every poem. She actualizes the poetic subject,
reveals its temperament and sensibility, thus bringing the poetic language to
a full condition of new discoveries, meanings and values.

“This is poetry where the verses are more important than the one writing
them. Here the lyrical ME shrinks down to disappearance and becomes nothing
in everything. It becomes the last prayer of the monk, it becomes the emptiness of
the pretzel. When inside us, our silent ME, in that silence, the quietest hum in
the world could be heard very clear. In that silence everything becomes holy
and equally important. In that silence Nikolina Andova with equal, childlike
easiness sings about life and death, which, though they know nothing of each
other, wave from afar like the passengers on the deck of two ships when they meet
on the open sea. There, in the silence, the moment equals eternity, and the
tiny daily activities which often seem banal turn into wise Zen-stories that
tell us about the simplicity of existence. They face us with the paradoxical
commonness of life about which the enlightened magi of the East talk.

‘Nikolina Andova Shopova brings about a world one would reach by diving
deep in oneself, a world one would reach after long moments of silence, after
the long cleansing of everything that is between the buttons, the numbers, the
letters. She knows what a cloudless sky means, and knows the birds that fly
in it are not free, conditioned by their hunger, fear and migrations. Because she
knows what freedom is. That’s why she sings about god and love unburdened
by the dogmas written down in the holy books and creates her personal gods,
with her own cosmogony. She creates a world where the entrance is on the
other side, where death never returns to those who while living have slept with it
(From Gjoko Zdraveski's review of The entrance is on the other side.)
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Vladimir Jankovski in his essay ‘Binding of the worlds’ about her second
book, Connect the dots, emphasizes: ‘Nikolina is a poet who thinks that
everything which happens around us carries within itself a certain charge
which can be transformed into poetry. She belongs to a group of artists
who believe art can discover its material everywhere. Art is and should
be discovered in the ordinary and banal daily happenings. In her poem
‘Backwards’ we read ‘From my body I throw out the daily trifles. By processing
those ‘daily trifles’, Andova creates poetry almost completely composed of
the ‘reflexive remnants of reality’ It is poetry that comes dangerously close to
recognizable objects or images. Of course, not in order to multiply them or
to repeat their banality and ordinariness. Quite the opposite. Her orientation
towards the recognizable aims to confirm the metaphysical character of that
triviality. That is why even when the themes in her poetry are some images
from collective memory, those images are there to transcend their banality
through poetry. A simple voyage by bus or train, looking through things left
in the pocket of a lover’s trousers, photographs of a park bench, children
playing, crumpled papers in one’s pocket . . . all these elements are an entry
for the author, entry into the poetical. As if there exists some crack in the
happenings around us which always can be used to enter into the world of
new meaning.

Nikolina Andova Shopova manages to turn a large portion of her poetic
obsessions into miniature essays on love, otherness, fluidity of the body.
Skilfully combining the metaphysical with the reflexive, the banal with the
poetic, she creates metaphorical perceptions of the world that surrounds her
from ordinary images, thus once again confirming that poetry, even when
it goes back to known phenomena, manages to move them out of their
appearance, and in that fashion creates them anew. She thinks that poets
must be careful, slow, cautious almost to a point of stillness and focused
on the things which happen before their eyes, and that poetry is bringing
a higher order into the chaos of the world. That is the connecting of ‘the
dots’ of experience, memory, perception. By bringing them in relation to one
another, organizing them, Andova Shopova creates poetry from rediscovered
‘harmonies’ among things and sensory experiences.



Ce e mpoaymueHO

Tyxka cé e mpoaymaeHo

He6OTO IITO IO SUPKAMe HU3 AeKUTe Ha TeAeCKOIIUTE

U [IAIIKUTE Ha HAIIMTE KAHI[eAAPUCKU Orpoa
[IPO30pYHbHATA Ha KAOUHUTE BO OPOAOBHTE KOra aTyBame
U MaCHBHUTE SHAOBHU BO XPAMOBHUTE BO KOU C€ MOAMME

U kebumara Ha TajHUTE ASyOOBHHUIIU H3TOPEHHU OA LIHTapa
ce IPOAYITYeHH

U CBETOT KOj IO FA€AAMe HU3 IPCTEHUTE Ha IIPEALIUTE
CeKaBamaTa KAKO TECTO 32 KOAAUUIba KOr'a ' 0OAMKYBaMe
MeTHTe BO YOBEYKH 00AMIIM HAa KOU BexxbaMe ITyKarbe

C&, C& e IPOAYIIUEHO

OKIJaTa Ha BPaTHTe 3aTBOPEHH 3 IUTAYUTE

3eMjaTa OA PaCTypeHHTe AOMOBH Ha MPaBKHUTe

6or mTo ro 6apaMe HU3 KPY>XHUTE OTBOPH HA KYIIOAUTE

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 practise shooting

everything, everything is pierced

the spy-holes on the doors closed for beggars

the earth from the ant’s destroyed homes

god whom we search through the circular openings of the domes



Ce cmaayBaMe We dwindle

CramHyBaMe BO HEINTATA U BEKe CMe A€A OA HUB We step into things and already we are part of them

Hu xa)kaAe AM HEKOTAII AeKa MIKOAKUTE Ce HOKTUTE Ha MOPETO Has anyone told us that the seashells are the fingernails of the sea
A€Ka M HAIIMTe HOKTU CTAaHYBAaT MIKOAKH LITOM BA€3e€Me BO HEro that our fingernails become seashells once we enter in it

A€Ka CTOMAaKOT HU € MOPCKa JKeAKa KOra mAuBaMe that our stomach is a sea turtle when we swim

A€Ka TPAAUTE HU Ce MEAY3HU that our breasts are jellyfish

OYMTe HH C€ MAAH PUIIKU H3ABOEHH OA JATOTO BO IAUTKOTO our eyes are little fish separated from the shoal in the shallows
KOCHTE HH Ce IIPeTBOPAAT BO AATH IITOM I'M IOTOIIHME our hair turns to algae when we submerge it

KOXKaTa HU € MOBTA, BAAKHEHI[ATa HU Ce TPEBHUTE Ha KaMemhaTa our skin is moss,

KOU Ce HHIIAAT OA BOAATA KAKO OA BeTep our hairs are the weeds on the rocks

Ymure HE ce MOPCKH KOBYHU A, TPCTHTE MUIIKU OA OKTOIIOAH swaying in the water as if wind-blown

LITO T HYAAQT KAKO CIIIJUjAAUTET BO CKAIIUTe MEHUja Our ears are little seahorses, our fingers the tentacles of the octopuses
Ce cmaayBame being offered as a specialty in expensive menus

KaKO MOPCKH SBE3AM LITO Ce CYIIAT Ha IPUCTAaHUIITATA

KOM Ke BHCAT HEKAA€e KAaKO YKPAC Ha SUAOT We dwindle

KaKO 3allpeHa CBeTAMHA, IOTIIHIIAH CYBEHUP like sea stars drying on docks

which will be hung on a wall somewhere as decorations
like stopped light, a signed souvenir



bAarocaoBeHO e OHa IITO He MOXXeMe AaTO AOIIpEME

baarocaoBenu ce AQAACYMHHUTE U ME€CTaTa Ha KO HUKOraul HEMa Aa OTHAEME

¥ TeCHATa Ma3Ha HONIHHIA IITO Ce CYIIM Ha 6AAKOHOT CIIPOTH HaC
baarocaoBena e cMpTTa KOja ri MaMTH aApecHUTe

Ha CHTe Hallli HeMCIIPaTeHU MUCMa

1 60roBUTE KOM Ce HaIlperaMe HO He MOXXeMe Aa TU A0paTHUMe
KaKO IMaja’kKMHUTE BO aTOAOT Mel'y KPeBeTOT U SHAOT
BaarocaoBena e MeceunHara cepBupaHa Ha He60TO

KAaKO YMHH]ja Ha HEKOj KOj IOCTOjaHO Bedepa caM

u CoHIleTo TO HE IIOTCETYBa AeKa

MOJKe AQ Ce ;syOu 1 0A AAAEKY

BaarocaoBeHa e cA060AATa M HAIIATA MAY3Hja A€KA CMeE ja AOTIpeAe
KaKO IITO IO AOTIMPaMe KMBOTOT IIPEeKY eKPAaHHTe K MOHUTOPUTE
baarocaoBeHO € MUHATOTO IITO HY CE ACTIH

KaKO AOATOTPaeH KapMUH Ha yCTaTa

U MAHMHATa M3BaAKaHA CO IIPBEHM AAMKHU

OTIIOPHM M Ha HajpeKAAMHPAHUTE ACTEPTeHTHU

baarocaosenu ce Mopumara ITO HUKOrall HEMA

AATH IIpernAnBaMe

3apaAl FPAHUYHUIIUTE 32 BOAQ H TEOPUUTeE 3a be30epHOCT
baarocaosena e MexaTa K0ca Ha eAHa ABOjKa

IITO 32 MAAKY, COCeMa 32 MAAKY Ke Me AoTlpelie

BO eAHA aBTOOYCKa IyBa
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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

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
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3anupku Commas

ITponajaoB poTorpaduja Bo IOAPYMOT I found a photograph in the basement

0A MECTOTO Ha MOjara KyKa of the place of my house

mpea Aa 6uAe U3rpapeHa before it was built

Kora 6rmAa caMo CKHIa when it was only a sketch

BO palleTe Ha APXUTEKTUTE in the hands of the architects

M 3HaM IpUOAMKHO OA KOTA ja MMa And I know approximately since when it exists
rOAMHATA KOT'a € U3rpaseHa the year of construction is

€ 3aMaYKaHa BO 0ETOHOT BO €AEH arOA Ha ABOPOT engraved in the concrete in a corner of the yard
HO He 3HaM KOAKY BpeMe ITPETXOAHO but I do not know how long before

ja HeMaAo it did not exist

H IIpeA Ad IOCTOjaT and before the

OyHOBUTE TPEBUTE U HEHOTO

mTo n36AeayBaa Ha poTorpadujara
AaAY HETIOCTOEHETO € TIOAOATO

OA TIOCTOEHETO

U KOAKY € CTapO HUIITOTO

Op mpammHaTa mTO Ce KpeHa
oA dororpadujaTa

KaKO 3aIIMPKH BO BO3AYXOT
ce 3aKalIAaB
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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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3amacBoppoT, mo [Iubpan

IToaneme cu ja eden Ha Opyez uawama, Ho He nujme 00 UCMA 4auLd
Aasajme cu eden Ha dpyz Aeb HO He jademe 00 ucmama noza4a
ITejme u uzpajme 3aedro u 6udeme padocHu

HO Heka cexoj 00 8ac bude u cam

KAKO0 WMo Juyume Ha AUpama cmojam 0080eHo

a cenax mpenepam co ucmama my3uka

Kaaua IIubpan

Bo epHa craTuja Ha HUHTEepHET

IPOYHUTAB AeKa MHOTY AyOOBHHU ITAPOBU

CH TH 3HAAT TACBOPAMTE Ha MEjAOBHTE

A€Ka CH 'l pa3MeHyBaaT Mel'yce6HO KaKo 3HaK
Ha AOBepba U CUT'YPHOCT

Aa 6eB myapen kaxo [Tubpan
aHe CyM
Ke AOAAAEB:

»Yl paKajTe cu epeH Ha ADYT MejAOBHU

HO He A€A€TE I'O IACBOPAOT

3aIITO M YOBEKOT U 3eMjaTa Ce XpaHaT EAHO OA APYTO
ajayyBaaT TajHATa 3a IOYETOLIUTE, CEKOj CBOjaTa”
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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:

‘Send emails 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.’
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Bo MoeTo Teao

Jac cym rypucr Bo MoeTo TeAo

¥ HeMaM Maria BO paljere

Hexoj mTo cAyyajHO Ke mOMuHe

Ke MU T'0 IIOKa’e IIaTOT AO KBaPTOT Ha MY3euTe

AO TOAEMHUTE MMAPKOBH, IAOIITAAOT

AO peKaTa IITO ce BAeBa BO MOETO UMe

IlITo mpaBaM Bo MeryBpeMe

ITujam MakHjaTo BO €AHO THBKO KapyAe

U I'Ml AUCTaM AHEBHUTE BeCHUIIU

HaNUIIaHHU HA ja3UK KOj HUKOTAlI He TO HayYHB

Cexkoram, ce cekaBaM, KOra ce BpaKkaB OA HeKOe ITaTyBame
HeboTO ce pasBeppyBaunre, COHIjeTO maramie Bp3 aHIeAHTe OA MepMep
M AyPH TOTAIl KM I' 3a0eAeXXyBaB

HaCMEBKHTE Ha AHUIIaTa

YykHu nmpea Aa BAe3eml

Buau cexoraim BHUMaTeAeH, YyKHHU ITPEA AQ BA€3eII

3Haj AeKa BO cobuTe KOH ce BO Tebe

CeKOrall HMa HeKoj

OcTaHu HajAOATO BO OHHeE Kaae Ke Te mpumar 6e3 36op
BO KOHU Ke BAE3€II U K& CEAUTE

AOATO MOAYEJKH

Hexou o HUB Ke Te IpalraaT 3a IMeTO, Ke Te IIOKAHAT Ad CEAHEII
Ke Te MOHYAAT CO KOAAUM A, Ke TH I'O IIPHAPSKAT TAATOTO
Ke moTpyaar 1o rebe ako ro 3a60paBUII YAAOPOT

Hexou ke ru BUAMII CaMO HU3 OKIJETO Ha THIIMHATA

Ha BEYHO 3aTBOPEHHUTE BPATH

H 9eCTO HEMa AQ 3HAEII AAAU CUTE THE Ce TBOU TOCTH
HAY [TAK TH €AHOCTABHO He CH AOMa
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In my body

I'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

Knock before entering

Always be careful, knock before you enter

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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Aeb

Ke MOXaM A¥ AQ TO H3eAAM
OBOj aBUOHCKH CEHABUY
IITO IO OCTaBH CeCTpa MU
Ha BpaKame OA IaTyBambeTo

OBoj ceHABHY KOj AeTaA

HaA ABa KOHTUHEHTA M HaA €ACH L[eA OKeaH

KOj IIpeAeTaA MHOTY ITOBeKe OTKOAKY IIITO HeKOTaIl
Ke U30AaM U Ke UCIIAUBAM

Mosxebu Ke BKycaM MaAKy oA obaanure
aKo mpobam o 0Boj Ae6

KOj OMA IIOBHUCOK OA 3€MjaTa II0A HeTo
IIOBHCOK OA CHTE APXKABH, [PAAOBH U AyTe
CO HEBHAAUBH PabOBH U IPaHUIIH

Koj 61A IOBHCOKO 0A CUTE BUCOYUHU
KOU HeKoraul Ke ru poodaram

KaKO 3pPHATA XXMTO BO HETO KOU BHAEAE IIOBEKE
OA IIHAOTHTE, OA CTjyapAEeCHUTe,

OA CHTE IATHULIK

MTOA aBHOHOT

Ke ro cBapm AM MOjOT 5KeAyAHHK
LIeAOTO He6O

aKo ro u3epaM

0BOj 0b14eH Aeb
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Bread

Canleat

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

Will my stomach digest

the whole sky

ifI eat

this simple bread
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Bucoko

AeHec HeMa Aa OAAM 1O HCTHOT TIaT

Ke CKpIIHAM AeBO

MO>KeOH Ke BUAAM KaKO Ha HeKOe AeTe

MY U3A€TYBa TONKATA Ha YAUIIATa

U Ke MY ja TOAAAAM Ha3aA, KAKO IITO MEHEe AEHOT
ceKorai »y6e3Ho MU ja Bpaka

CaMOTHjaTa BO UTPAAMIITETO

Kora Ke ja myTHaM

BHCOKO
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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 T kick it

high
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Ajae pa My n30eraMe Ha BpeMeTo

Ajae pa My n3berame Ha BpeMeTO
IITO HY Ce 3aKaHyBa CO ONTErHaT AaK
¥ HE¢ HUIIAHH CO MAAATa CTPEAKA

OBa cakaB Aa TH IO Ka)kKaM

— aKO IOMHMHAM CO paKara HU3 HeKoja reorpadcka kapra
HeMa AA I'M HAIIUIIaM HY IIAQHUHUTE HU BPBOBUTE

HeMa AQ Ce HAMOKpPaM HHUTY A I HAIIOAHAM paljeTe O 3eMja
TaKa ¥ HOKBA KOTa [IOMUHYBAII CO PaKaTa HU3 MOETO TEAO
HeMa AQ HajAell HU IIPaB HU BeTep, HU OCTATOLIU

0A MOETO MMe IITO CEKOjIaT OAHOBO Ce para

3amTo He 3HAM KOAKY BpeMe IOMIHA BedepBa

MHHYTA, 4aC, TOAMHA, [[EAUOT XUBOT

MOXebu

ITonexoram xora ke IIOTACAHAM T'OP€ B AOAY
HE 3HaAaM KOja Tpara MM C€ YMHH ITOAOATA
OHaa OA MAAa30T Ha aBHUOHOT Ha HeboTO

HAHW OHaa IITO IIOA>KAaBOT ja OCTaBHA 3aA cebe
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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 Ilook 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
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Ce 3aTBOpam

HMma epHO Aapano
CO MaIia Ha CBETOT
IITO CO TOAMHHU Ce 3aTBOPa BO MeHe

Komnara moaeka ce CT€CHYyBaaT

BYAKQHHUTE CE€ racHaT

PEKHUTE 3alIpaaT, CBETHAHUIIUTE 3aMpP3HYyBaaT
IITyCTUHHUTE C€ 3aMOTYyBaaT

KaKO TEeIIMCH IIOAHH ITpaB

EaeH pAeH Ke TO OTBOpaM AaAQAOTO

U IJeAMOT CBeT Ke Ce palllipH BO MeHe
3aeAHO CO HeOOTO U KpHAjaTa

Ha TOAEMUTE IITULH

I'm closing

There’s a fan
with a map of the world
closing inside me for years

Dryland’s slowly narrowing
volcanoes go extinct

rivers stop, lighthouses freeze
deserts roll up

like dust-laden carpets

One day I will open the fan

and the whole world will spread inside me
together with the sky and the wings

of the great birds
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