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FOLD 2.0 ES MAS VERSEK



ahmo a nevem.

két kilométerre sziilettem szarajevotdl,
nyolcvanhétben,

én hordtam a vilag legkisebb tornacip6jét és
anyamat selmanak hivtdk, aztan 6

meghalt.

a haz el6tt siillyedt

homokba, akar egy tengeri siin

mintha sose lettek volna bels6 szervei.

azota én is hordok nadragot és mindenki
ahmonak hiv,

ahmo, ugy nézel ki, mint az apad,

ahmo, belevald fickd vagy

ahmo, mit fog szdlni a vilag.

a haz koriil, az udvaron, az utcan,

a mecset koriil,

a kutyahdz kordl.

ahmo, cs6koloztal valaha figval

szivtal mar fiivet

megiilted-e valaha is apaddal a ramadant
frissitetted huzattal a szobakat

szamoltdl-e vele a napokat, szamoltal 6rakat,
szamoltal

perceket, szamoltal

vele felhéket



ahmo fiam, te egy igazi fattyt vagy anyad fattya

apam hiv igy,

kitépi a fogait az allkapcsabdl, és hozzam vagja

oklét, mintha karjaba szoritand vissza,

vorosodik, akar a tenger, sziszeg, akar a kigyo

mindent epikusan ért

néha néman ebédel, és ilyenkor

a legrondéabb, mert

csak a harag

és a diih maradt neki

szétveri anyam fényképeit és a nyakamra

il, mig el nem sotétiil eléttem

avilag

szobank a korom ala bujik és feketedik

a szomszéd hazak kozott

ahmi, apad farka né a ldbad kozott

ez tesz majd férfiva

az Uj évezred libegteti a fiiggonyeit

és minden nyar melegebb az el6z6nél

és a n6k, a n6k pedig a haz korill, az udvaron, az
utcakon,

a dzsami kortil,

a husbolt koriil

azdta én is hordok nadragot.

maskiilonben neveken
mutatkoznak be:

majdnem harminc éves vagyok,
anjanak hivnak,

belgradban sziilettem [1987],
gyakran vittek vidékre egy forré
sarga jugdban,

a sziil6k atadtak a nagymamanak és a nagypapanak,

aki hamarosan meghalt
agyvérzésben, addig birtak
az egyre szUkild erek, és akkoriban

mindenki azt mondta, az 6regek
természetes halallal halnak meg, én pedig
azt almodtam, hogy a labam 6sszend

és valamiféle halfarok lenyomatéava valik,
éjszakakon at csak a parketta falapjait
szamoltam,

az agy alatt semmi

és ha csak egyetlen egyszer bekopogna hozzam
a bikanyaku fenevad,

megerednének a folyok, de igy

csak egy esetlen igavoné barom,

egy semmilyen szamarfeju férfi zorgetett be
és

természetesen

anja jol viselkedik, mondtédk

az 6véndk, meglehet, kicsit visszahuz6do



taldn szégyenlds, kiildjék szinmtivészetire, holnap megyek elészér bosznidba.

ahol megtanultam, hogyan beszéljek hangosabban, anya azt mondta, ott az udvarokban

hogy kevesebbet mondjak, ttik-verik egymas az emberek,

hogy miért gy szebb a hajam ugyanazzal a késsel 6lik a diszndkat, mint a néket
ha a baloldalra fésiilom és hogy muvészetiik cstcsa a szényeg.

hét ez is elég egy élethez jobb lesz, ha elmegyek.

utalom a tokéletesen higgadt embereket.

jobb lesz, ha elmegyek

anja rossz lany volt, de

most mar jo

muszaj megmutatnunk neki, hogy
mindezt észrevettitk

gondolja anya, mikozben apranként
darabolja {6l ujjait,

hogy azokkal etessen,

hogy sokdig és egészségesen
élhessek.

egy gyerek eziistszin tanyérjai,

milanyag poharak a sziil6k boraval.

csaladi ebéd, az apa hamis tekintélye

az asztalfén

elviragzik, akar a pitypang

sosem gondoltam komolyan, hogy szeretlek,
amikor kimondtam,

mindig késébb szerettem

természetesen valami tavoli orszagban
blinbandan, nagykovetségek el6tt



a duna lassu folydsaban
arothad¢ bécsi halak kozott
lattam, hogy sosem leszek egyediil.

anja rossz kislany volt, de nézd meg most

most atmegy a vizsgakon, elmegy orvoshoz
megvizsgaltatja beteg mellét és mindig hasznal
ovszert

krémeket ken az arcara, gondol a j6vére

amig betakargatja a vilag leger6sebb anyjat
hideg éjjeleken

latja meztelen labfejét

ami ugyanugy védteleniil hal majd vele

és az almon kiviil

hogyan takargatja be a vilag legerésebb

anyjat

példaul a 38-as szobaban, hogyan fedi majd le zold
muanyag agyteritével

valaki egyszer majd meghal
és nemcsak mocskosan
nézni ki az ablakon és tolteni
majd {iriteni az

aranyszini kacsat.
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nem én vagyok ez az este
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[joghurt
drina
élesztd]

midta anya elment apa folyton folyvast

ujjai kozt morzsolgatja a kenyeret

ami a korme ala kérgesedik és amikor

én vasarolok kenyeret csak gytlol és gytilol

és akkor a nap homalyba borul

a madarak végre szerelmes énekbe kezdenek

6 pedig csak gytrja és gyurja a kenyérgalacsint
mintha egy golyobist formdzna:

[mindenkinek, aki nem sirt, amikor szerette
meghalt, emlékezzen erre:

soha nem felejted el az illatokat.

nincs megengedve.]
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még szerencse. ezen a vilagon anja a minden.
a berlini postabélyeg és isten és

a mogottes dolgok. minden.

és az dlom, amit dlmodtal, és utdna a szex

6 is anja.

a valaki altal egyszer megirt vers,

akit gyomorégés kinoz. igen,

4 is anja, a pirkadat a karpatok felett, de az ég
sziik lehet6sége mar nem anja

és az €16 csirkében eltort banat sem anja

a vilagrol valo altalanos tudatlansag sem

és a rab sem, aki szereti a feleségét

és a szanalom erdteljes természete sem,

és a vég, a vég sem és a kezdet, a kezdet sem,
és a semmi a kett kozott, szerencsére,

6 sem anja

egy marék sozott gorongy

sarga labnyom
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egy sivatag temetkezett el6ttem,

amilyeneket filmekben lattam

csak melegebb és

ha a markomban lenne egyetlenegy sz6

az 6 lenne

anap

és mindenkit megsiiketitene, de nincs szavam
allanddsult izomlazat képzelek el

tiizes tihegyeket

a megfeszitett bort az orromtdl a koldokomig
a gyUjtéerek biztos vizeit.

nyugtalanul utaztam és holtan érkeztem

azt akartam kérdezni, hogy mi késztet ide hajozni
gyengéden

de csak fegyelmezett farkasokat lattam
szemétként szérodtak szét koriilottem

olyan dalokat énekeltek, amelyeket egyszer mar
hallottam

sinad poharabol

és soha nem hittem annak

ami sinad poharabdl szolt.

szél korbacsolja arcomat.

hol vagy ahmo, hol vagy anya j6 fiacskdja
feldiihitettek, ahmo, tul sokszor tapostak
a labadra, és soha nem mondtak
bocsanat

egy lany torte ossze a szivedet?

nekem csak a szél korbacsolja arcomat

nem a fajdalom, nem a blinbénat, sem a szerelem
semmi koze ennek ehhez

az agyékkal teli bolhdknak

térgekkel teli sarga vizben

az6 tonhalnak

ami akdr a madar halott szeme

hol vagy ahmo, hol vagy, anya j6 fiacskaja.
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VENUSZ- ES MAS DOMBOK
(részlet)

kivéreztek a fold utderei

szamitottam rd ha hdboru lesz

puskat ragadsz majd és elfoglalsz valami szép
darab foldet otthonunknak

mindig ugy néztem ki mint olyasvalaki
akit meg kell etetni

rossz hirek érkeztek

minden tavaszunk folaprézddott
hajadat mar nem érdekelte mas szél
csak az amely hdzakat emel a magasba

még borzalmasabb hirek érkeztek

mindig tudtam a lélegzetedrdl hogy

mikor ébredsz f6l és érzed magad {616slegesnek
kinek tvoltozol melyik kormot téped le

ki dont foldre és ki fog megbaszni

mindebbdl mire emlékszel hogy mi kinoz
elalvas elétt.

véres a méhed.

bar csak éreznéd mennyi meleg szoba

van benned

bar semmit sem 6rzol beldlitk inkabb tiizeket
gyujtasz.

bar csak éreznéd hogyan dermed meg folyamod
markomban
még szenvedélyesebb lennél

a hirek borzalmasak, pokoliak.

két nappal kés6bb hogy visszatértem valami hazba
varjak gubdztak be a kéménybe

és katrany hullott anyam hajéra

a varjak szaporodnak neked meg elfeketedett a
méhed

Albino Espinosaval almodsz ahogy levagja a
melled
leszliri a tejet és azzal eteti a malacokat

tvoltesz és a padlora dobod a gylirdtt agynemiit
amelynek elnytttségét probalom nem észrevenni

én szinte mindig elbyjnék am
egyes targyak 0ssze vannak szogezve
egyes emberekre ugyanez érvényes.



EARTH 2.0 AND OTHER POEMS



my name is ahmo.

i was born two kilometers from sarajevo

in eighty-seven

i had the smallest sneakers in the world and
my mother’s name was selma and then she
died.

like a sea urchin, she deflated into the sand
in front of the house

she had no entrails.

since then i also wear pants and everyone

calls me ahmo,

ahmo you look like your father, ahmo you're a fine
young man,

ahmo what will the world say

around the house, around the yard, around the
street,

around the mosque,

around the doghouse

ahmo have you ever kissed a boy

have you ever smoked pot

have you ever sat with your father at ramadan
emptied the room of air

counted days, counted hours,counted

minutes, counted
clouds

23



ahmo my son you're a real mother’s bastard

my father calls me that,

rips the teeth from his jaw, throws them at me

gathers his fists back into his arms,

grows red like the sea,hisses like a snake

understands it allepically

sometimes lunches quietly and that’s when he’s at his

ugliest, because

he has no recourse but to be cross and

angry,

to break pictures of mother and sit on my

neck,as

i grow blind

our room slips under the nail and darkens

between the neighbour’s houses

ahmogrows his father’s tail between his legsand

makes himself into a man

the new millennium rocks our curtains

and each summer is warmer than the last and

the women are around the house, around the yard,
around the street

around the mosque,

around the butcher shop

since then i also wear pants.

24

i’m almost thirty years old, my name is

anja,

i was born in belgrade [1987]

they often took me to the country in a hot

yellow yugo

the parents would turn me over to grandma and
grandpa who

will soon die

from the blossoming of the brain, the narrow
tissue

of the firm heart aorta, and

back then everybody said that old people
die naturally, and

i dreamed that my legs are growing together
becoming an imprint of a fish tail, and

for nights on end i’d only count the wooden
floor tiles

underneath the bed, nothing

and if butfor once the beast had knocked
its horn against the door

rivers would flow, as it is

only the hauling sluggish cattle

no kind of man with the head of a donkey
and

certainly

anja’s good, the kindergarten teachers said,
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only a little withdrawn, maybe she’s shy, tomorrow i go to bosnia for the first time.
send her to acting classes mom said that they brawl

where i learned how to speak louder in front yards

in order to say less butcher pigs and women with the same knife
and how my hair looks best over to and that the pinnacle of their art is the carpet.
the left side.

it’s better i leave.
that will dowell enough for a life. i hate entirely calm people.

it’s better i leave

anja was a bad girl but

now she’s good

we have to show her we've

noticed

thinks mom as she slices off part by part

of her fingers

and feeds them to me for a long and healthy
life.

the silver plates of a child

plastic cups with the wine of parents,

a family lunch, false authority of the father
at the top of the table

blooms like an overripe dandelion

i never thought i love you when i would
say it.

i always loved later

in a faraway land,of course, in

the regret in front of embassies, in
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the slow flowing out of the danube and
its rotten viennese fish
i saw that i will never be alone.

anja was a bad girl but look at her now

now she passes exams and goes to the doctor
examines her diseased tits and always uses
condoms,

applies crémes to her face,thinks about the future
as she covers her strongest mother

in the world

in cold nightsshe sees her feet

in this exact mannerdying helplessly,

but outside of the dream

as she covers her strongest mother

in the world

with green plastic sheets

in room for example 38

somebody will also die once

and not only muddily

look through the windowand fill
empty

golden bed pans.

28

i am not this night.
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[yoghurt
drina
yeast]

and since mother went downevery day father

bakes bread around his nails there’s always

someof the crusted flour and when i buy

breadhe only hates meand then the sun has already

fogged overand the birds are finally in love and
then he

continues to knead dough for hours as if he’ll

make a planet:

[for everyone who didn’t cry when one of their
own

died remember this:

you will never forget the scents.

you are not allowed to.]

30

fortunately. in this world everything is anja

the postage stamp from berlin and god and

the thing behind

and the dream you dreamed and the sex after it

is anja

a poem once written by someone

troubled by heartburn is indeed

anjaand the sunrise over the carpathians but not

the less narrow possibility of the sky

and the wishbone broken in a live chicken and

the general ignorance of the world

fortunately

and the slave who loves his wife

and the potent nature of pity

and the end and the end, and the beginning and
the beginning, and nothing

in between fortunately

isn’t anja

a salted handful of dirt

a yellow footprint.
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a desert buried itself before me

the kind i saw in moviesonly

warmer and

ifi had in my handone single word

it’d be

sun

and it’d deafen everyone only i have no word
but a muscle fever i imagine

fiery tips of needles

skin stretched from the nose to the navel
the stable water of veins.

i journeyed restlessand arrived dead

i wanted to ask what makesone sail here
gently

i saw only disciplined wolves

spilled around me like garbage

and they’re singing songs i once heard
from sinad’s cup

and i never believed them.

the wind beats against my face.

where are you ahmo, where are you, mother’s good

son?
did they make you mad, ahmo, did they stand
on your sole too many times and didn’t say
sorry
did a girl break your heart

32

however only the wind beats against my face

however the pain nor the regret nor love

have anything to do with this

with fleas in groins

with worms in tuna fish

water yellow like the dead eye of a bird

where are you ahmo, where are you, mother’s good
son.
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MOUNT OF VENUS AND OTHER MOUNTS
(fragment)

vessels of the earth blooded.

i was counting on you, if it comes to war
taking a rifle and commandeering a nice plot
of land for our home

i always had the look of one in need
of feeding.

the news were poor.

all our springs grown tiny

in your hair, there was no interest in a wind which
does not lift

houses from their base

the news were awful poor.

i always knew before you breathe

when you will wake up and feel unneeded

to whom you will squeal and which nail you will
destroy

who will pin you down and fuck you and

what of all this will you remember to torment you
before

sleep.

your wombe blooded.

if only you could feel how many warm rooms
you contain within

and you save naught in them, but set fires.

if only you could feel how your waters
pour on my fist
you would be even more fiercely

the news poor, infernal.

two days past my return to some house
the crows cocooned in the chimney
the tar landed on my mother’s hair

the crows are staging a birth and you with blackin
your womb

you dream of Albina Espinosa chopping off your
breasts

squeezingthem of milk and with them feeding the
piglets

you howl and drag the sheets towards the floor on
which
huddled i am attempting not to see

i would almost always hide, though

some objects are nailed to others,
same goes for some people.
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ZEMLJA 2.0 I DRUGE PESME
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moje je ime ahmo.

roden sam dva kilometra od sarajeva
osamdesetisedme godine

imao sam najmanje patike na svijetu a
mati mi se zvala selma i onda je
umrla.

kao morski jez, splasnula je u pijesak
ispred kuce

utrobe nije imala.

od tada i ja nosim pantalone i svako
me zove ahmo,

ahmo li¢i$ na oca, ahmo pravi si
momak,

ahmo §ta e redi svijet

oko kuce, oko avlije, oko ulice,

oko dzamije,

oko kudice za pse

ahmo jesi li ikada poljubio djec¢aka
jesi li ikada pusio travu

jesi li ikada za ramazan sjedio sa ocem
praznio sobu vazduhom

brojao dane, brojao sate, brojao

minute, brojao

oblake
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sine ahmo pravo si majc¢ino kopile,
otac me tako zove,

istrgne zube iz vilice, njima me gada
skuplja pesnice natrag u ruke

crveni kao more, $isti kao zmija

sve epski razumije

ponekad mirno ruda i tada je
najruzniji, jer

drugo mu nije ostalo sem biti ljut i
bijesan,

lomiti majcine slike i sjediti mi na
vratu, dok

slijepim

nasa se soba zavlaci ispod nokta i crni
medu komsijskim ku¢ama

ahmi raste o¢ev rep medu nogama i
pravi se u ¢ovjeka

novi nam milenijum ljulja zavjese

i svako je ljeto toplije od prethodnog a
zene su oko kuce, oko avlije, oko ulice,
oko dzamije,

oko mesnice

otad i ja nosim pantalone.

40

inace se predstavljaju
imenima:

imam skoro trideset godina, zovem se
anja,

rodena sam u beogradu [1987]

¢esto su me nosili na selo u vruéem
Zutom jugu

roditelji bi me predali baki i deki koji
¢e ubrzo umreti

od cvetanja mozga, tesnog tkiva
krute sr¢ane aorte, a

tada su svi govorili kako stari ljudi
umiru prirodno, a

ja sam sanjala kako mi noge srastaju
bivaju otisak ribljeg repa, a

no¢ima bih samo brojala ploc¢ice
parketa

ispod kreveta, ni¢ega

idaje bar jednom zver zakucala
rogom na vrata

potekle bi reke, ovako

samo tegle¢a troma stoka

muskarac nikakav sa glavom magarca
i

svakako

dobra je anja, kazale su vaspitacice,
samo malo povucena, mozda se stidi,
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posaljite je na glumu

gde sam naucila kako se glasnije prica
da bi se reklo manje

i kako mi je kosa najlepsa kad je na
levoj strani.

paito je dovoljno za zivot

42

sutra ¢u prvi put u bosnu.

mama je pricala da se tamo tuku
po dvoristima

kolju svinje i Zene istim noZzem

i da im je vrhunac umetnosti tepih.

bolje da odem.
mrzim sasvim mirne ljude.

bolje da odem

anja je bila losa devojka a

sada je dobra

moramo joj pokazati da smo to
primetili

misli mama dok sece deo po deo
svojih prstiju

i njima me hrani za zdrav i dugac¢ak
Zivot.

srebrni tanjiri jedinog deteta
plasti¢ne ¢ase sa vinom roditelja,
rucak porodi¢ni, lazni olev autoritet
na vrhu stola

cveta kao prezreli maslacak

nikada nisam mislila volim te kad bih
to izgovarala.

uvek sam volela kasnije

u nekoj dalekoj zemlji, naravno, u
kajanju ispred ambasada, u
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tihom oticanju dunava i
njegovim trulim beckim ribama
videla sam da nikada necu biti sama.

anja je bila losa devojka a pogledaj je sada
sada polaze ispite i ide kod doktora
kontrolise obolele sise i uvek koristi
kondome,

maze kreme na lice, misli o buduénosti
dok prekriva svoju najsnazniju majku

na svetu

u no¢ima hladnim ona vidi njena stopala
kako isto ovako bespomo¢no umiru,

ali van sna

kako pokriva svoju najsnazniju majku
na svetu

zelenim plasti¢nim prostirkama

u sobi na primer 38

neko ¢e jednom i umreti

a ne samo musavo

gledati kroz prozor i puniti
prazniti

zlatne guske.

4y

ja nisam ova no¢.
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[kiselo mlijeko
drina
germa]

a od kada je majka zasla otac svakoga dana
mijesi hljeba oko noktiju mu je uvijek
ponesto od skorjelog brasna a ja kad kupim
hljeb on me samo mrzi a onda se sunce vec¢
zamaglilo i ptice se kona¢no vole a onda on
nastavi da gnjeci satima tijesto kao da ¢e
napraviti planetu:

[za svakoga ko nije plakao kada mu je umro
neko zapamti ovo:

nikada nece$ zaboraviti mirise.

nije ti dozvoljeno.]
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na srecu. na ovome svetu sve je anja

i postanska marka iz berlina i bog i
ono iza

i san koji si sanjala i seks nakon njega
je anja

pesma jednom napisana od nekoga
koga muci gorusica jeste

anja i svitanje nad karpatima ali ne
manje uska mogucnost neba

i jadac polomljen u zivoj kokosi i
opSte neznanje o svetu

na nesrecu

i rob koji voli svoju zenu

i potentna priroda sazaljenja

i kraj, i kraj, i pocetak, i pocetak i nista
izmedu na srecu

nije anja

posoljeni grumen zemlje

zuti otisak stopala
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sahranila se ispred mene pustinja
kakvu sam gledao na filmovima samo
toplija i

da sada imam u $aci jednu jedinu rije¢
bila bi ona

sunce

i svakoga bi ogluvela no rije¢i nemam
ve¢ groznicu mi$i¢a mastam

vatrene vrhove igala

kozu razapetu od nosa do pupka
stabilnu vodu vena.

putovao sam nemiran a stigao mrtav
hito sam pitati od ¢ega se ovdje plovi
njezno

video sam samo disciplinovane kurjake
prosuli se oko mene kao smece

i pjevaju pjesme koje sam nekada ¢uo
iz sinadove Case

i nikada im nisam vjerovao.

vjetar mi bije lice.

gdje si to ahmo, gdje si to dobri maj¢in sine?

jesu li te naljutili ahmo, jesu li ti stali
previse puta na taban i nisu rekli
izvini

je li ti neka djevojka slomila srce
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no samo mi vetar bije lice

no bol ni kajanje ni ljubav

sa ovim nemaju veze

sa buhama u preponama

sa crvima u tunjevini

vodom zutom kao mrtvo oko ptice

gdje si to ahmo, gdje si to dobri maj¢in sine.
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VENERENI I DRUGI BREGOVI
(fragment)

prokrvile se zemljane zile.

ra¢unao sam da Ce$ ako se zarati

krenuti sa puskom i zauzeti neki lijep komad
zemlje za na$ dom

uvijek sam izgledao kao netko koga treba
nahraniti.

vijesti su bile lose

sva prolje¢a nam se usitnila

u tvojoj kosi nije bilo interesa za vjetar koji ne
dize kuce iz temelja

vijesti su bile stravi¢no loSe.

uvijek sam znao prije nego prodise$

kada ¢e$ se probuditi i osjetiti nepotrebna
kome ¢e$ podvriskivati i koji ¢e$ nokat unistiti
tko ¢e te oboriti i jebati i

$to ¢e$ od svega ovoga zapamtiti da te muci
pred san.

prokrvilo ti se u maternici.

da samo mozes osjetiti koliko toplih soba
ima$ u sebi

a nista u njima ne ¢uvas no pali$ vatre.

da samo moze$ osjetiti kako se tvoje rijeke

slijevaju na moju Saku
jos bi strasnije bivala
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vijesti loge, paklene

dva dana poslije mog povratka u neku ku¢u
vrane se u¢ahurile u dimnjak

katran pao po maj¢inoj kosi

vrane prave porod a tebi crnilo u maternici

ti sanja$ Albinu Espinozu kako ti odsijeca dojke
cijedi ih od mlijeka i njima hrani prasice
urlag i vuces posteljinu ka podu na kojem

sklup¢an pokusavam ne vidjeti

ja bih se gotovo uvijek sakrio no
neki su predmeti zakucani u druge
neki ljudi isto tako.
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TARTALOM

FOLD 2.0 ES MAS VERSEK
ahmo a nevem.

maskiilonben neveken

holnap megyek el6szor bosznidba.
nem én vagyok ez az este

[joghurt

még szerencse. ezen a vilagon anja a minden.

egy sivatag temetkezett el6ttem,
Vénusz- és mas dombok (részlet)

CONTENTS

EARTH 2.0 AND OTHER POEMS

my name is ahmo.

’'m almost thirty years old, my name is
tomorrow i go to bosnia for the first time.

i am not this night.

[yoghurt

fortunately. in this world everything is anja
a desert buried itself before me

Mount of Venus and Other Mounts (fragment)
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SADRZA]

ZEMLJA 2.0 I DRUGE PESME
moje je ime ahmo.

inace se predstavljaju

sutra ¢u prvi put u bosnu.

ja nisam ova no¢

[kiselo mlijeko

na sre¢u. na ovome svetu sve je anja
sahranila se ispred mene pustinja
Venereni i drugi bregovi (fragment)
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Ana Marija Grbic (1987-ben sziiletett Belgradban)
szerb koltd, kreativds-oktatd koltészeti képregé-
nyek, valamint sajat és mas szerzdk verseinek szer-
kesztdje és illusztratora.

Tanulmanyait a Belgradi Filologiai Kar Szerb
Nyelv, Irodalom és Vildgirodalom Tanszéken foly-
tatta, a Szerb Irodalom Tanszéken szerzett mes-
terdiplomat, jelenleg doktori képzésének utolsd
évfolyamat végzi ugyanezen a karon. Az ARGH
koltészeti csoport alapitdja és koordinatora, vala-
mint kreativiras-oktatd.

Verseit lengyel, angol, macedén, bolgar és ma-
gyar nyelvre forditottak le. Tagja a Szerb Irodalmi
Tarsasagnak és a Szerbiai PEN Kozpontnak. Harom
verseskotete jelentet meg: Igen, de ne félj (Da, ali
nemoj se plasiti, 2012), Vénuszdomb és mds hegyek
(Venerini i ostali bregovi, 2014) és Fold 2.0 (Zemlja
2.0, 2017). Prézakotetei: Balvdnyok és az utolsé na-
pok (Idoli i poslednji dani, 2018), Az 6zbak visszatér
(Srneca leda, 2021).

Meglatasom szerint a Vénuszdomb és mds he-
gyek (Venerini i ostali bregovi) el6relépést jelente-
nek a szerz6 els6 kotetéhez képest. Az 4ltala valasz-
tott szokatlan és merész megkozelités erGsebbé,
Osszetettebbé és érettebbé tette az Igen, de ne félj
(Da, ali nemoj se plasiti) érzékenységét. E konyv
kapcsan érdekes lenne a koltéi kifejezésmod ke-
retein belilli egységrél és sokszintliségrol beszélni,
de a ndi iras kérdésérdl is. (...) Vajon miért tlinik
ugy, hogy ez egy konstrualt vilag - amely valahol
a Foldkozi-tenger és Kozép-Eurdpa kozott talal-
hatd, és amelyben gyakran felismerem a huszadik
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szazad eleji szecesszids diszitéseket. Akarcsak egy
lirai hést, aki hol Kafkara, hol pedig Sre¢ko Koso-
velre hasonlit. Mindez pedig sokkal tobbet elmond
id6rél és térrol, valosagunk fantazmagorikus au-
rajarol, sokkal kozvetlenebbiil sz6l hozzank, mint
verista versek hosszu sorozata. A kozvetlenség és a
konstrukcié sikeres kombindcidja, ezek elvalaszt-
hatatlansaga és kolcsonos kondicionalasa a szerz6
megnyilvanulasi erejének az alapja.
- Bojan Vasic¢
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Ana Marija Grbi¢ (born in Belgrade in 1987) is a
Serbian poet, creative writing mentor, editor, and
illustrator of poetic comics, as well as her own and
other authors’ poems.

She studied at the Faculty of Philology in Bel-
grade at the Department of Serbian Language and
Literature with World Literature, received her Mas-
ter’s Degree from the Department of Serbian Liter-
ature, and she is currently in the final year of her
PhD studies at the same faculty. She is the founder
and coordinator of the ARGH poetry group and a
creative writing mentor.

Her poems have been translated into Polish,
English, Macedonian, Bulgarian, and Hungarian.
She is a member of the Serbian Literary Society
and the Serbian PEN Center. She published three
collections of poetry: Yes, but Don’t Be Afraid (Da,
ali nemoj se plasiti, 2012), Mons Veneris and Oth-
ers Mountains (Venerini i ostali bregovi, 2014), and
Earth 2.0 (Zemlja 2.0, 2017).

She also published prose books: Idols and the
Last Days (Idoli i poslednji dani, 2018) and Roe Deer
Back (Srneéa leda, 2021).

“In my opinion, Mons Veneris and Others Moun-
tains (Venerini i ostali bregovi) is a step forward in
comparison with the author’s first book. The unu-
sual and bold approach she chose made the sensi-
bility from Yes, but Don’t Be Afraid (Da, ali nemoj se
plasiti) sound stronger, more complex, and mature.
Regarding this book, it would be interesting to talk
about the unity and diversity within the framework
of one’s poetic expression, but also about the issue
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of female writing. (...) Why does it appear to me that
it is a constructed world - that stands somewhere
between the Mediterranean and Central Europe,
in which I often recognize the Art Nouveau décor
from the beginning of the twentieth century — and
a lyrical hero — whose character I imagine some-
times looking like Kafka and sometimes like Sre¢ko
Kosovel - that speak of our time and place, of the
phantasmatic aura of our reality, far more directly
than a series of veristic poems? The successful com-
bination of immediacy and construction, their in-
separability and mutual conditioning, seems to be
the basis of the strength of the author’s expression.”
- Bojan Vasic
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SOCIETY OF HUNGARIAN AUTHORS

The Society was established in 1997 to promote con-
temporary literature and democratic cultural poli-
cies. Its almost 400 members include some of the
internationally most acclaimed Hungarian writers
as well as cultural journalists and cultural managers
from across Hungary, and also writers and critics of
the Hungarian minorities and diasporas, along with
international translators and scholars of Hungarian
literature.

It organizes readings, conferences, festivals and oth-
er cultural events within and beyond the borders of
Hungary. It has collaborated with a long list of Hun-
garian and international organizations.

The annual Festival: Since 2004 each year Szépirdk
Tarsasaga has organised a two day event of readings,
talks, debates, exhibitions, screenings, and music
focusing on a single topic. Previous topics included
Transition and Translation; Crisis, Poverty and Sol-
idarity; Children and Youth Literature; Neighbour-
hood and Freedom; Minority Perspectives; Women
in Literature.
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VERSOPOLIS
Where poetry lives

Versopolis Platform

Versopolis was founded in 2014 as a European po-
etry platform that builds novel opportunities for
emerging European poets. It envisages continua-
tion of cooperation and growth, given that it was
selected from two open calls within the Support for
European Platforms initiative by Creative Europe.

Versopolis creates new possibilities for emerg-
ing European poets, fostering their growth and
the circulation of their works. Poets can effort-
lessly transcend national boundaries and benefit
from a strong platform to start their careers and
amplify their voices. It is like an agency for up-
and-coming poets. It provides substantial support
for poets, including financial and organizational
support.

Versopolis provides translations of poetry into
different European languages and publishes them
in a variety of formats, such as e-books, printed
booklets, online articles and the Versopolis poet-
ry database. In addition, it supports poet mobility
by organizing a number of guest appearances at
different European literary festivals. This facili-
tates opportunities for networking with respected
stakeholders - festivals, literature organizations
and other poets — around the world.

The title of a Versopolis poet is highly desired
in the European literary community.
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By the end of 2022, we offered opportunities to
381 European poets from 47 countries, writing in
42 languages. By the end of 2025, that number will
rise to 585!

By the same year, Versopolis will have 36 festi-
vals under its wing, which will make it the largest
poetry platform in the world.

Versopolis Initiatives

In 2020 and 2021, as a reaction to the Covid-19
pandemic, Versopolis developed a digital gath-
ering called the Festival of Hope. With over 100
partners from all across the globe, from China to
North America, it became a very successful en-
deavor. In 2022, this resulted in the global initia-
tive Brave New Literatures, which served as a labo-
ratory for new literary directions, embracing new
media, AI and other cutting-edge technologies in
the field of literature and poetry.

In 2023, these efforts culminated in the crea-
tion of Poetry Expo, the first digital fair dedicat-
ed to poetry, human creativity and literature. The
Expo reached as many as 142,000 poetry lovers
from all over the world.
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