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| HAVE RETURNED TO DIE IN MY OWN HOMELAND
Voices were heard that Labro Linin, husband of the famous beauty Lina, had
returned from America. He had no problem returning to his village Gabresh, nestled
against Mount Malimadi.
It was completely desolate... a wasteland. It as if he was the only resident in
Koreshta. “When you travel alone, the road seems longer,” he thought to himself
when he sat on the threshing floor, overgrown with grass, to have a good look at the
wide valley, or “My beloved Koreshta”, as he used to call it.
That's what he used to call it and grieved and pined for it. He sat there motionless,
languishing for a long time and then, suddenly, as if he was the master of his own
emotions, tears sprang up from the deep abyss of his soul and he began to lament.
He remembered the young ladies returning from the water spring carrying colourful
earthenware jugs and smiling and giggling as they passed by the bachelors. His
thoughts then took him away, like a captive, far away to a different time. He forgot
everything and, with a strong trembling voice, he began to sing:
“Lino mori Sevdalino, Lapka (iabolko) ke frlam po tebe mori chupo, Ti ke se svrtish
da gledash, Ke ti go vidam litseto, Litseto belo, Lino mori tsrveno...” (Lina hey
Sevdalina, an apple | will toss at you hey girl, you will turn to look, | will see your
face, your beautiful face, hey Lina your rosy face...)
He got up and caught hold of the centre post. He looked toward the barn. The doors
were wide open and gaping at him. He remembered the trampled straw under his
feet but there was no smell of cow dung that coated the threshing field. The wooden
pitch forks were all rotting. The threshing field was abandoned right in the middle of
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its use. The people left their jobs and their homes when the opposing army was
coming...

That morning the sky above the Koreshta valley was colourful; blue with white
clouds. Labro listened to the sounds of the river and to the songs of the birds. He
then began to circle around the centre post... spinning around it, moving faster and
faster. His awareness took him back, back to his youth, allowing him to peer through
the memories that had faded away, that were suppressed and that were beaten
down by his suffering. But the man who passionately loves his father’s hearth needs
to safeguard his memories in a secret hiding place, in the deepest recesses of his
soul until he dies.

It seemed to him as if he had just seen Lina dressed in a bridal gown, riding a white
horse. She wore a white wreath with long braided gilded silver threads, covered with
a white translucent handkerchief. Her face was as white as snow and now Labro was
losing sight of her through his sorrowful tears. Lina bowed before him like he was her
husband and said her vows in our language (Macedonian). He stood before her,
arms stretched out and Lina gracefully, as if floating on air, came into his embrace...
he caressed her... and lost her as a passenger in the civil war, when she was cut
down by an exploding grenade and lost both legs on Mount Malimadi. Lina was a
great Macedonian fighter... asking for Labro while she was dying... refusing to
surrender to death. She begged him to come but, there in that great love, Labro
came too late, but it was not his fault.

He has now returned so that his bones can be together with hers. Labro knows that
Lina is expecting him.

He stopped spinning, wiped the sweat from forehead and lay there like a wounded
beast until sunset. When the shadow of the mountain began to cover him he felt like
he was covered by a thick, black plaid woolen blanket. He sighed and said: “Eh, love
is like a worm, it eats away at you every day, little by little, turning your life into
crumbs... Love is a tyrant...”

He lay there thinking about how life was in that country when it was full of people, full

of songs, full of richness and good health.
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According to the elderly people from the village, Labro Linin was a nice modest boy,
separated from politics and ignorance. He was interested only in his piece of land
upon which he had grown up. He belonged to the Bochkarovski family which had old
and deep roots here. Now he is an American and goes by the name Mr. Lem. He
has come here to die on his piece of land, where he was born. He wanted to build a
lighthouse. And that is what happened. He had prepared his plans a long time ago
explaining to the villagers what the structure would look like. They looked at him
strangely. Some even told him that he was insane and that the only way he could
save himself was if he jumped in the D’mbeni abyss. But when he started building
the structure, even those who mocked him came and joined him. Mr. Lem, of course,
paid double the going rate for their labour but most wanted to work for free...

The workers were all dressed in white robes and the exterior of the lighthouse was
covered with white granite. “I want to turn my black suffering into white... Our roots
are here, in this soil. They are deep and white. Capable of giving birth and sustaining
life...” Labro Linin told the workers.

The foundation was dug deep. The walls were slowly and painstakingly being built,
but only during the night, and the structure was taking a discernible shape. “We need
to emerge from the darkness,” he explained. The unusual building was growing and
passersby could not tell what it was going to be; a church, a museum, a monument,
a hotel... Some even said it might be a space station. They kept guessing until the
structure began to take the shape of a tall tower with three corners over the top of
Mount Malimadi. The builders worked tirelessly. One day the workers announced
that they could see Mount Pelister from the top of the structure. Mr. Lem wanted to
see for himself. When he reached the top, in a loud voice, he cried out:

“‘People! Brothers! From the darkness here we can see our brothers over the border.
Who now wants to see their fate?” he said then looked deep into the south and
yelled out: “Now a person can see the devastation and the graves in this country.
Everything to him was depersonalized, wild...

“Who wants to tell their brothers, the world about this, let them climb up here!” he

called out to those below who were waiting for him to descend.
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“This here is our land! Look at it! It looks sad before our eyes. But it is the most
beautiful land in the world. It is my native land! And |, Labro, belong to it... Look at
us... the kind of people we are! Like the ants we are all gathered together. We are
with you, day and night, and now we are far from you... We care for you, we love
you like a mother. Our land! Your people are scattered, chased away all over the
world, but they cry for you.”

He climbed down the tower magnificently and proud. He then invited everyone who
wanted to attend to do so. A little later ploughmen, reapers, shepherds, young and
old began to arrive. Labro started the ceremony by climbing up the tower and lighting
the eternal flame. That was all there was to the entire ceremony. People expected a
speech but when he came down he wept with joy.

“Let it, let it people! Let the eternal flame burn over our Koreshta. Let there be one
common light over all over our graves,” he announced.

Now all of Koreshta was illuminated with light. A nocturnal bird flew over Labro’s
head. He followed its flight until it was lost against the light...

“Where is it hurrying to?” Labro was wondering and shaking his head. He was happy
to see the bird fly, free from all restrictions. “Fly bird, fly! Tell the world about our
celebration here today...” he yelled out loud.

All of Koreshta was lit, everyone in Koreshta danced, sang, dressed in folk dresses,
which the people wore on special occasions.

There were voices amongst the people saying the Greco-philes, the son of the lame
Kiratsa and Vane from the Durov family had left.

Someone saw them sneaking out of Beriki and running hard to get to Kostur to
inform the government that the peace had been disturbed; many people have gone
wild and have fallen into some kind of trance.

Right before dusk armed horofilakes (Greek policemen) arrived at the tower. They
were looking for Mr. Lem, the American. The yellowish, pale horse-faced astonomos
(Greek police chief) Mr. Mitsotakis, was impatiently tapping his foot ordering the
policemen to bring him Mr. Lem at any cost.
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But when the policeman Parcalakis returned and said “I am pleased to announce
that Mr. Lem has invited you to attend a dance at his place,” the Chief became even
angrier. He jumped up to his feet and, with military steps, went closer to Mr. Lem.
“When will you scoundrels learn not to come back here?! You have long been written
off in accordance with decree number 2536,” he sternly said to Mr. Lem and without
pause yelled out: “Tell me!!”

Mr. Lem jumped up a little with the rhythm of the dance, turned towards the chief,
looked him up and down and ignored his question. During the next jump he
mockingly asked:

“What is your problem Sir?! You are welcome to join us... today is a celebration of
my soul. | am paying for everything myself...” Mr. Lem then spoke to him in English
and said: “Please, will you please join us. | am very happy that you came to my
merriment... Sir, here sir, this is my hometown. | love everything about it, our dances,
our language, our friends, our streets. For me, all these places are...”

Without letting him finish, the Chief interrupted Mr. Lem and said: “So, you are
allegedly an American, eh? So go back and look for your hometown in America!”
“Sir, | feel great in America but America is not the first place | would have chosen to
be. | chose America only because of my misfortune and, as much as | want to, it
cannot be like my real homeland. This here is my homeland which | carry in my heart
and soul, Sir!” he replied.

“You are a stranger to us!” said the Chief.

“‘Please Sir, don’t be like that... What do you think? This beauty here can so easily
be erased from my memory...? “No! No! You don’t understand, Sir. The world today
has a completely different understanding. You cannot take away something that is
dearest to a man with violence. You, for example, why do you love your Crete? To
me that end of the world is alien. | would not even want to bother thinking...”

Again, without waiting for Mr. Lem to finish speaking, the Chief interrupted him and
said: Mr. Lem! | don’t need to hear all that... | am asking you to say something in

your defense.”




Stoian Kochov / CrojaH Kouos
| HAVE RETURNED TO DIE IN MY OWN HOMELAND / CE BPATUB A YMPAM HA CBOJATA 3EMJA

“What defense? | have not committed a crime. All | have done is return to my
homeland, the place where | was born, so that | can die here. If | have committed
some kind of crime by doing that then, please take me to the international court and
take legal action against me,” replied Mr. Lem.

Chief Mitsotakis pulled out his sword and charged towards Mr. Lem yelling:
“Listen  you! You don't seem to recognize our authority here!”
“And you, Sir, you don’t recognize us in our own country, on the soil where we were
born and lived for generations. So, what do you want from me? To recognize the
destruction and desolation you left here?” retorted Mr. Lem.

After he calmed down a little, Mr. Lem said: “See this place here, this is Koreshta!
This is where my roots begin and | came here to die! Right here! That’s all there is to
it! I want my bones to be buried here and to remain here. If my bones remain here
my family, one day, will want to do the same... This is exactly what my aims are, Sir.
To rest in eternal peace in the country where | was born... This is how it is in our
tradition... just like the eels...” explained Mr. Lem.

“l can’t allow you to do that! Because | am the authority here!” replied the Chief.
“You, Mr. Mitsotakis, may have more understanding of international law, but | am the
owner of this threshing yard... As far as | know it is the same everywhere in the
world, even in your Crete, right? And you, sir, you have no right to assault my guests
on this piece of land. | have cultivated this soil. My father and grandfather cultivated
this soil before me. This is the soil where by grandfather is buried; a celebrated hero
of llinden, brought down by bullets from your gendarmes. In 1921 my father was a
soldier and left his bones in Asia Minor fighting Turkey for your Greater Greece! In
1939 my brothers put on Greek uniforms and fought the Italians on the Albanian front
in defense of your Greater Greece; they never came back! Oh, my dear sir! After that
you chased me away. That is why today | am celebrating the day of my soul. Every
day you threaten and abuse people and you loudly proclaim that you are civilized?
Do you hear me, eh? | married my Lina here. My children were born here... and you
expelled them to the Eastern European Countries. See that road there, leading to the

cemetery? My friends carried my beloved Lina in a white coffin along that road. You
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can see why | am so happy. Today | saw my entire country from that lighthouse... Do
you hear me man, Mr. Police Chief? Here, have a drink... for the soul! Leave the
politics alone...” said Mr. Lem.

But before Mr. Lem was done talking, the Chief jumped in and loudly yelled: “Don’t
talk to me like that, Mr. Lem. You will be forced to...”

Mr. Lem got upset and yelled back: “Don’t you call me Mr. Lem! My name is Labro
Bochkarovski! | am the son of Tsilo and Vesa Bochkarovski! Grandson of Ilinden
fighter and leader Krsto Bochkarovski! | was born right there, in the corner of these
ruins! | was forcibly evicted from my ancestral home! | am not a refugee and
ashamed of coming back... | have been exiled by force...!”

The Chief again interrupted him and said: “Your documents, Mr. Lem. And | forbid
you to speak that Slavophone language. For us you don’t exist.”

‘I don’t have documents. | buried them in the foundations of the tower. | came here
to die... on my land...” replied Labro.

“That can’t be! We need to extract you from our Ellada (Greece) alive. Remember,
you are an American Mr. Lem,” said the chief.

“My dear sir, | worked all my life to build this lighthouse. It gives me great pleasure to
die on his piece of land. It is my human right where | lay my life...” replied Labro.
“You still think this thing is a lighthouse?” asked the chief.

“Yes sir, | do! The hardest thing for me was to cross myself in foreign and alien
lighthouses. Don’t forget! We too have heroic figures. Do you want me to count
them? | have already picked out a place for all of them here. What do you think; they
did very little for their people? They believed in the people...! We have saints too, sir,
born of our people... and what wrong did | do by paying tribute to them before | die...
it is our human duty and tradition. The winds did not bring me here you know... my
heart did...” replied Labro.

“You mean you were involved in the revolution? Then you know what awaits you Mr.

Lem?” said the chief.
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The two men stood there facing each other face to face.
“Sir, our people say it is better to be killed than die of fear. This is my land and a
grave for me is the safest place against my destiny...” replied Labro.

“So, that’s the way it's going to he, eh old man?!” said the chief.

Behind them stood the Greko-phils Vane from the Durov family and the son of the
lame Kiratsa, rubbing their hands.

“Shoot him, Mr. Chief! Shoot him because he bamboozled the villagers into building
him this scenic white house!” said one of the Greko-phils.

And so unfolded the history of Labro Linin, a troubled man, full of thirst for
righteousness, along with all the suffering of his ancestors; which seemed to be
culminating in him. In a dignified outburst of pride, wearing a white robe, Labro
raised his shaky hands skyward and set himself on fire.

He was standing while burning, refusing to fall down. This is how he surrendered his

life to the land and the country he loved.

CE BPATVB OJA YMPAM HA CBOJATA 3EMJA
noa HAWETO MAKEQOHCKO COHUE OA ME T'PEE

Ce pasHecoa rnacosu geka Jlabpo JIuHuH, MaxoT Ha npodyeHaTta ybasuua JInHa ce
Bpatn oa Awmepuka. Toj 6e3 HukakBa BpeBa ce npubpa go cenoto [abpeu,
npunueHo 3a nnaHnHata Manu-Magun. bewe nyctenuso. Ce 4nHelle geka Toj bewwe
eANHCTBEHMOT xuTen Ha KopewTarta. “Kora oguw cam, natoT ce YMHM NoJonr’, cu
nomucnu Jlabpo n cegHa BO 3aTPEBEHOTO NYMHO [a ce Harfneja Ha LUMPHOTO none
WIX KakKo LUTO BerneLle Toj:

“‘MojaTta muna KopewrTa”. Taka cu ja Bukawe n 3a Hea TaryBawe n 6onegysalle.
Cepelue cKyTneH, UBPCT, HO ofedHaw ce pasHexu u Hebape Ke ro cosnagawle
HEeKakoB Mnay, WTO My M3BMpaLle Kako NOHOp oA AnabvHaTta Ha gywarta u Bo efeH
MOMEHT My Jornpea conauTte u necHara og muHatoto. Ce npuceTn Kako MomuTe ce

Bpakaa of BoAa CO pa3HOOOjHUTE CTOMHM, KOKEeTUpajkn npepn epreHunte. o ogHece
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Mucnata paneky, kako 3apobeHuk, na 3abopaBu Ha ce M 3anea cocema cam, CO
CWIeH Tpeneprue rnac:

JinHo mopwu cespanuHo Jlanka (jabonko) ke cdpna no tebe mopu 4dyno. Tu ke ce
BpHUL Aa rneHpaw Ke Tv ro Bugam nuueto Jnueto 6eno, JIMHO, MOpU YPBEHO...
CtaHa 1 ce paTu 3a CTOXepOT, ro CBPTW NOrNeaoT KOH nrfieBHaTta, BpaTuTe sjanaa.
Mog Ho3eTe ceTu wucnoraseHa Mnaga TpeBa, Hemawe MUpUC of npemas Ha
nenewka, sBunute 6ea nsrHmeHn, ce Bellie oCTaBeHO Kako 0 BojcKa Koja fnoropysana
n oTuwna...

Toa npegnnagHe Heboto Hag KopelwTaHckata pamMHuHa Gewle wapeHo, co 6enu
cvHM obnauu. [lo Hero gonupalle LyMOT of pekaTta U necHaTta Ha ntuuyute. Ce
BpTELLE CUMHO OKomny cTtoxepoT. My ce cBpTM M cBecTa, ro BpaTm BO MnagocTa,
MucnaTa My nocaka fa SWpHe LITO MnoBeke BO CMNOMEHUTE LWTO M Hocele
n3bnegeHn, NOTUCHATU U YHULWITEHN o4 naTtunaTta. Ho, YOBEKOT KOj CTpacHO Cu ro
caka TaTKOBOTO OrHMLITE, I'M YyBa CNOMEHUTE Hajanaboko BO TajHOTO CKpuBanuwiTe
Ha gywaTa - ce 4o CMpTTa.

My ce npucTtopu Aeka ja rnega JluHa Ha 6en Kok, BO HeBecTMHCKa pyba, co 6eno
BEHYEe M CnywTeHun Tenosu of 6ena cpma, NokpueHa co 6en nposupeH aynbeH.
JInueTo Gewe 6eno kako cHer n cera Ha Jlabpo my ce rybelue HU3 6ONHUTE CONa3u.
Hebape JInHa My ce MOKMOHM Kako Ha CToMNaH, MO HALUMHCKK, HO TOj HE n3gpxa u
pawvpu paueTe, a JInHa rpaunosHo, Kako 4a He 3ra3HyBa M Taka My ce npegasa BO
nperpaTka... Ja munyBa... 1 ja rybu 3a Be4HO Kako conaTHUK BO [paraHckaTa BOjHa,
Kora 6ea oTcedeHn of rpaHaTa ABeTe HOo3e Ha nnaHvHata Manun-Magu. JluHa Gewe
rofieM MakegOHCKM BOjHUK... yMUpajku ro bapawe Jlabpo, He cakalue necHo ga ce
npegage Ha cMmpTtTa. [0 Monewe 3a pasgentda, Ho eTe No Taa ronema Jbyoos, Jlabpo
poara gouHa, HO He Mo Herosa BUHa.

Toj ce Bpatm 3a ga MM OuaaT KockuTe 3aegHo. Jlabpo 3Haewe pgeka JlnHa ro
O4YeKyBa.

lMpecTtaHa ga My ce BPTM CBeCTa, CU ro n3bpuiia OpOCEHOTO YENOo U NnexXelle Kako
paHeTa SBepka ce A0 3ajaMcoHLe, a Kora ro nokpu CeHkaTta of nnaHuHaTta, He- 6ape

My Ce NMpUCTOpPU Aeka e NOoKpuBKa of Aebeno BanaHo LpHO BeneHue, Bo3ameHa “EX,
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rbyboBTa € Kako upB, rpu3e No Marnky, nogjagyBa kaTagHEBHO, TM OOPOHYyBa of
XUBOTOT... JbyboBTa € TMpaHWH...”

Jlexelwe Taka 3amMuCreH 3a XMBOTOT LWITO Gun BO Taa 3emMja Kora Gelle nonHa co
nyre, co necHa, co nNfo4 v 3gpasje.

Cnopep, packaxyBare€TO Ha CTapuTe nyre og cenoto, J1abpo JInHuH, 6ewe CKpoMHO
n y6aBo MoMye, OABOEH O CEKakBa NONMTMKA M HeEyK. TOj ce nHTepecupalle camo
3a CBOETO Nnap4e 3eMja Ha KOe M3pacHa Kako nacrtap, o4 ctapute anabokm KoOpeHu
Ha HeroBuTe boukaposuun. Cera AmepukaHeu, muctep Jlem, gojoe ga ympe Ha To0a
napye semja. Tyka ga nogurHe cBeTUnHuWK. Taka u cTtaHa. lNnaHoBuTe ™ Mmalle
CKPOEHO 0JaMHa M Ha cenaHuTe MM objacHyBalle Kako ke uarnega ceTo Toa, a Tue
rnefaa BYyaeHo BO Hero. Hekon og HYMB oypw Benea Aeka e BpnaB (HETOKMY) 1 aeka
3a Hero ke Buae cnac ako oam u ce gpnuv Bo 'aMbeHckoTo ayno. Ho, kora noyHa ga
rpagm My ce npugpyxmuja n oHme koj 6ea Ha nogbueane. Muctep Jlem, ce pasbupa
UM NnaTu 3a TpyaoT ABOjHO, HO NOBEKETO 0 HMB cakaa Aa pabortat 406pPOBOMHO...
pagutennte rm obnevye Bo 6Gena pyba, a M CBETUNHUKOT ro obrnimkyBa co Gen
rpaHnTeH kameH. “MouTe UpHM NaTuna, cakam ga rm npetsopam Bo 6eno... Hawwuort
KOpeH e Tyka, BO oBaa 3emja. Toj e gnabok n 6en. CnocobeH e nak ga gage poa’,
nm 36opysatue J1labpo JINHUH.

Temenute r nckonaa gnadoku. Noneka Beke ce Hasupawe obnmMKoT Ha rpagdarta
LWTO ja rpagea MakoTpnHO camMo Hoke. “ Mopa ga M3HUKHE O TeMHuHaTa”,
objacHyBawe T0j. Ce mn3BuwyBalle, Toa HEOOMYHO 34aHME, a HUKOj HE MOXelue aa
oAraTtHe TOYHO WTO Ke buae; ganu UpKBa UMK My3ej, CNOMEHMK unu xoten. Hekoj,
Benea, oypv Aeka Moxe ga 6uae n BceneHcka ctaHuua. Taka HarogyBaa, ce gogeka
He MoYyHa [a Ce KpeBa HajBucokaTa Kyna, co Tpu KoluMh.a OypyU U Hag BPBOT Ha
nnaHMHata Mann-Magun. Majctopute pabote HeymopHo. EAeH AeH jaBuja geka of
rope Beke ce rnegaat nnaHuHute lMNMenuctep n MNupuH. Muctep Jlem nocaka cam ga
ce yBepu BO Toa wTo Oelwie Haymun npeq ga nodHe rpagbata. Kora ce uckaum Ha

HajBI/ICOKOTO, M3BUKa Ha CHNOT rnac:

10

—
| —



Stoian Kochov / CrojaH Kouos
| HAVE RETURNED TO DIE IN MY OWN HOMELAND / CE BPATUB A YMPAM HA CBOJATA 3EMJA

- Jlyre! bpaka! 1 og oBa uUpHUNO cera MoOXeme fa rm Buanme Hawmte bpaka. Koj
caka ga cu ja Buaum cyabuHata?-ce 3arnega Bo gnabounHata KoH Jyr u BMKHA: -
Cera moxe 4oBeK BO OBaa 3emja Aa ro BMam nycTowoT, rpobosuTe.

Ce my belle 06e3nmyeHo, NOANBEHO. ..

- Koj caka ga nm coonwTu 3a CeTO OBa Ha cBouTe Opaka, Ha CBETOT, Heka ce
nckavm!-uM BUKHa Ha OHME LUTO ro Yekaa Aony aa cnese.

- ETe, Toa e HawaBa 3ewmja! meHpajte! Taa camaTta npen ounte TU ce npefasa
TaxHa. Ho, e HajybaBa 3emja Ha CBeTOT.

PogHa 3emjo! Jlabpo e TBOj... [neHaaj kakeBu nyre cme! Kako mMpaBkuTe-nak cme
cobpaHu Ha kyn. Hne cme co T1ebe, n gewe n Hoke n kora cMe ganeky og tebe...
Hue ce rpmwxnme 3a Tebe, Te rannumMe CoO MUCNUTE Kako Hawa majka. 3emjo! Teoute
nyre ce HanageHu No CBETOT, HO TWe nnadvar no Tebe.

Cnese Bo3BuLLEH U ropd. M NOKaHM cuTe WITO cakaa Aa ce uckayaT. He nomuHa
MHOry BpemMe [oaraa: opadn, Kocadu, oByapu, ctapu n mnagun. CBeyeHocTa ja
oTBopu Jlabpo. BCyWHOCT TOj ce uckaym Ha BUCOKaTa Kyna v ro 3ananv BEYHUOT
nnameH. Toa Gewe ceta uepemMoHuja. Jlyreto oyekyBaa roBop, HO TOj Kora crese
3annaka og pagocr.

- Heka, Heka nyre! Hag HawaTa KopeluTa Heka ropu oBoj BeYyeH nnameH. Heka Hap
cuTe Hawwm rpoboBu, buae eagHa 3aegHMYKa CBETNHA.

Cera ceTa kopewTa Oelle 3aneaHa cO CBeTNMHA. HekakBa HOKHa nTuua npeneta
Hag rnaeBaTta Ha Jlabpo. Toj ja npocnean co nornegoT, Aodeka Taa He ce m3rybu
cnpemMa U3rpejcoHLeTO...

- Kage nn 6p3a Tonky!- ce 3avygm Jlabpo n HMWHa co rnaeaTa, pagyBajku ce Ha
HejanHaTa cnobopfa, - Jletaj, nTnuyo! N kaxkm My Ha CBETOT 3a oBaa Hawla Becenba...
Becenbata Tonky mMHory ce pasrope, WTo evyewe uena Kopewra, cute nrpaa, neeja
obneyeHn BO HOCUW, LUTO M1 YyBarne 3a Hajybasute gHuW.

Mery nyreTo ce pasHecoa rnacoBu geka rm cHemarsno rpkomaHute: CMHOT Ha KyuaTta

Kupaua n BaHeTto Ha [lyposu.
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Hekoj rv Bngen kako ce cmyllHane Hakaj bepuk, Tpyaa 3aguwlaHuM ga cturHat BO
KocTyp 3a fa jaBat Ha BnacTa, HO BecenbaTa ce pacnnamTyBalle ce rnoseke, oypu
TONKY MHOrY, LWUTO fyreTo nNaraa BO HEKAKoB TpaHc, Hebape 1M ce 3auBwM KpBTa.
MpukBeyepuHaTa [ojaoa HaopyxaHu xopodunauu*. o Gapaa wmuctep Jlem,
AmMepukaHeloT. XXONYHMOT acToOHOM rocnoguMHoT MuuoTakmc, CO KOHCKO nuue
HEeCTPNANBO TynKalle CO Horata 1 Hapeam no cekoja LieHa Aa My ro JoHecaT MucTep
Jlem.

Ho, kora ce Bpatu xopodunakoT Napuyanakuc My pede-umam Yect ga Bu coonwrtam,
neka muctep Jlem, nopaya Bue ga noseneTe Kaj Hero Ha opoTo.

ACTUHOMOT, cera ywTe nobeceH, CTaHa W CO BOjHUYKM YeKkopwu ce Jobnuxu [o
muctep Jlem.

- Kora Bue ckoTtoBu, Ke npectaHeTe ga ce Bpakate! Bue cTe ogamHa oTnuwaHu,
cornacHo pgekpetotr 6poj 2536-my ce obpHa TOj Ha wmuctep Jlem.
- Ogrosapajte!!

MucTtep Jlem, NOTCKOKHa chnpemMa puTamMoT Ha OpOTO, Ce CBPTE 0 U3MEpU CO
norneaoT U He cakawe ga My peye HULWTO, HO Ha APYroTo MOTCKOKHYBawe CO
noTCMeB ro npawia:

- lWWTo Be namavysa rocnoguHe! lNoBenete, BeceneTe ce, AeHEC MU € NPasHUK Ha
Aywara. 3a ce jac nnakam... Bunjy nnuc may... CpekeH cym LWITO A0jO0BTE HA MojaTta
Becenba... rocnoguHe, ej rocnoguHe, 0BoOj € MOj poAeH Kpaj. nepate, ce My € MUno
N OpPOTO U ja3ukoT, npujatenute, ynuuute. Cute mecta mMu ce...

- Bue cte AmepukaHen! Toa ro nokaxkyBaaT HaBoAUTE U TBOJOT poAeH Kpaj 6apaj ro
Tamy!

- N'ocnoawnHe, jac nobpo ce yyBcTByBamM BO AMepUKa, HO TOj Kpaj € n3bpaH no moja
HeBOMa U KoKy Aa ro cakam, He MoXe fa Mun buge kako 0Boj, BUCTUHCKMOT. OBOj ce
HOCMK BO AyLlaBa, BO CpLeTo, rocrnognHe!

- Bue cte 3a Hac TyrnHeu!

- Hemojte rocnognHe ga 6bugete tonky... LWUto mucnute, Bne? Cera oBaa ybaBuHa,

TOJSIKY NeCHO ce bpuLle of cekaBarEeTO...
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He, He! [leHec cBeTOT nma cocema apyro pasdupare. Toa of Bawa cTtpaHa e rpy6o,
HaCUITHO Ha YoBeKa [a Myro oasemall HajMUnoTo.

Twn, Ha Npumep: 30WTO cu ro cakaw TBojoT Kput. MeHe, Toj TBOj kpaj mu e Tyl. Co
Hero HUTYy cakam Ja Ccu r'm Mayam MucnuTe...

- Muctep, Jlem! He mn ce notpebHu... Jac Be npawyBam LUTO MOXETE Aa KaxeTe BO
cBoja oabpaHa.

- Toa, geka He cyM BUHOBEH. Jac ce BpaTMB a yMpaMm Ha MoeBO napye 3emja. Ako
MU € BMHaTa rofiemMa, Mosram CBuUKajTe MeryHapoaeH cyq.

MwuuoTakuc ce BTypHa Bp3 HEro Co KpeHaTa cabja.

- A, eTe wTo 6mno!? Tn He ja NnpM3HaBall HawaTa BnacT.

- Bue, rocnognHe Hac He He npusHaBaTe BO concrtBeHaTta 3emja. LLTo cakate ga Bu
ro Npu3Haam BaLLMOT MyLUTOLL.

MornegHeTte ja KopewTaTtal... HO HawmMOT KOpeH e Tyka u jac 4ojaoB Aa ympam Tyka!
ETe, Tyka!

- Camo Toe He! Ako ocTaHaT TBOUTE KOCKM TyKa, TOrawl Toa MUCTOTO Ke ro npasu 1
TBOjOT pog...

- Tokmy Toa Mu e uenTa, rocnoguHe. 3a ga ce 6bapame Be4YHO BO oBaa 3eMja. Takeu
Ce HaluMTe UCKOHCKM npefaHunja, Kako Kaj Jarynure...

- Toa He moxe! Jac cym BnacT!

- Bue, rocnognHe MwuuoTtakuc, moxebu noseke ce pasbupaTte BO MeryHapoOOHOTO
npaBo, HO jaCc CyM COMCTBEHMK Ha OBa ryMHoO... KOnky LUITO 3HaM BO CBETOT cekafe e
Taka, na n Bo TBOjoT Kput, 3ap He? W Bue, rocnogumHe, HeEmaTe NpaBo ga MU U
TepaTte roctute of oBa Moe napye 3emja. OBaa 3emja jac cym ja opan. lNpen MeHe ja
opane gego Mu M TaTtko Mu. Tyka BO OBa 3eMja € 3akonaH Aefo MU;NpocriaBeH
WnuHpaeHeu, NOKOCEeH oa BaLl XaHOapMepcKu KypLUyMm. Bo
unjagageseTcrogBaeceTunpBarta ro obrnekosTe Tatko MW BOJHWK 3a Aa MM OCTaBwu
Kockute BO Mana Asuja, 3a Bawarta ronema Enapa! Bo wunjagageseTcTo-
TpueceTaeBeTata rm obnekoBTe BOjHUUM M MouTe Bpaka 3a Aa ja GpaHaTt ronema
Enapa on UtanjaHute n He ce BpaTuja og TeneneHun! Ex, moj rocnoguHe! lNoTtoa me

N3roHmBTe N MeHe. ETe, 3oWTO AeHec MM e Npa3HuK Ha aylwaTa. [nenaTe-cekoj AeH
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HW Ce 3aKaHyBaTe, a KaZe BM € BallaTa peknammpaHa uusunusaumja? He cnywau
LITO TK Benlam, a? Tyka ce oxeHuB 3a MojaTa JlnHa. Tyka mn ce poauja n geuarta m
o[, oBaa 3eMja BME MM NPOroHMBTE BO UCTOYHUTE 3emju. ETe, no 060j nat wTo BOAM
KOH rpobuwTata Moute npeunjatenu ja Hocea Bo 6en caHaak mojata JlnHa. negaw
30WTO TOMKY ce pagyBaMm. [leHec o[ CBETUMHWUKOT CU ja BUOOB Lienata TaTKoBUHA...
Me pasbupaw nu 4oBeky, actmHome? Ha, Hannj ce 3a pgywa! OctaBu ja
nonuTukara...

- He 36opyBajte Taka wmuctep Jlem. Ke 6ugere npumopaHuM  Ha...
- He mu Bukajte, Jlem, Tyky JTabpo Boukaposcku! Jac cym cuH Ha Linrbo n Beca, BHyK
Ha fepno Kpcto Bojsogatal PogeH cym eTe Tymy, BO KOLWOT Ha YpHaTUHUTE.
MpucunHo ncenen! He cym 6eraney na ga My e cpam ga ce Bpatam, TYKY U3roHeT.
Bawute pokymeHtn, muctep Jlem. W Bu 3abpaHyBam pfa 36opyBaTe Ha
CNaBOMOHCKMOT ja3nk. Bue 3a Hac He noctouTe.

- Hemam gokymeHTu. ['v 3akonaB BO Temenute. Jac [0jooB da ymMpaM Ha cBojaTa
3emja.

- Toa He moxe! Hue ke Tpeba xvmB ga Be uM3Bagume of HawaTa Xenaga. He
3abopaBaj, TM cn AmepukaHel, muctep Jlem.

- Ho jac, rocnoguHe, Tamy uen xmBoT paboTeB, camMoO 3a ga ro uarpagam OBOj
CBETUMHUK M TOA MU NPUYMHYBa ronieMo 3aJ0BOJSICTBO Aa yMpaM Ha CBOETO napye
3emja. Moe 4yoBeyKko npaBo e Kage Ke ro nosiokam MojoT KUBOT...

- Bve ywte cm 3emate 3a npaBO pfa [0 HapeyeTe CBETUNHUK?...
- Aa, rocnogvHe, oTU gocera HajTewko mu Gewe kora Tpebawe aa ce kpctam Ha
Tyfn ceetunHuun. He 3abopasajte! 1 HMe umame ceetnu nukosu. Cakaw ga tm
Habpojam? Jac Beke MM ro ogpeamB MeECTOTO Tyka Ha cute HuB. LLUTO mucnuw,
3apeM Tue MmarKy cTopuja 3a CBOjOT Hapod. Tue u BO HapoaoT BepyBaa... U HUe
nMame cBeTuum, rocnoguHe, poAeHW O HalMOT HapoAd, a LITO NOWOo CTOpUB jac
camMo MM oadafoB MOYUT nped Aa ympam Toa € YoBedka [OOIMKHOCT M Halla
Tpaguumja. He me goHecoa oBAe HUKAKBM BETPOBU, TYKy-CpPLETO...

Bue, 3Hauu, ce pasbuparte n Bo pesonyuuja? Bue 3HaeTe WTO BE O4EKyBa MUCTEP

Nlem?
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O6ajuaTta cToeja egeH CnNpoTU APYr Nvue B nuue.

- [ocnoavHe, HaWMWOT Hapod Benu: Nnogobpo e ga ympew ybueH, OTKONKY CMPTHO
ucnnaweH. Bo mojata 3emja, cenak, rpoboT € HajcurypHO MecTo MpOTMB MojaTa
cynbuHa. ..

- Axa, Taka 3Ha4n, ctapu!

3ag HmB BaHeto Ha [ypoBm u cuMHOT Ha kyuaTta Kupaua rm Tpueja pauerte.
- MrbycHW ro, KMpue acTMHOME, OTU TOj MM HaBPTM cCenaHuTe, Aa My ja 3actuwaTt
oBaa bena nena k'awTa!

ETe, og Tyka HaTamy ce oaBmBa uctopujata Ha J1labpo JlMHMH, ceTa maka, ceTa xep
3a cnpaBeanuBoCTa, CUTe CTpajaka Ha HeroBuTe npefuu, ce YMHelle ce CnioTtune
BO Hero. Bo goctonHcTBeH n3bnuk Ha ropgoct, obneveH Bo 6ena pyba, Jlabpo ru
KpeHa KOH He6OTO pacTpenepeHnTe paLe 1 ce camo3ananu.

lopelwe 6e3 ga nagHe u Taka ro npegage CBOjOT XKMBOT Ha CakaHaTa 3ewmja.
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