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HAYME PAJIMMECKMU:
JIMPCKUTE CBUTHUJIA HA UBAH TPITOCKH

[Toetor UBan Tpmnockm (Bomuuo, 1942 rox.) Ha MakemoHCKara JuTeparypHa
JaBHOCT (Kako BO ABCTpaiuja, KaJe IITO >kuBee Beke ckopo 40 roauHu, Taka u BO
Penybnuka MakenoHuja), TIOLEIOCHO U C€ MPETCTaBU Aypu KOH cpeauHarta Ha 80-
TUTE TOJAMHM, KOora ja 00jaBM HEroBaTa MpBa MOETCKa KHUTA [108puuHCcKU Koperba
(1985). OtToram T0j ke U3HAPEAMW YIITE CEMyM-OCYyM 30WMPKH TECHH, €IHA TOoeMa,
HEKOJIKY KHHUIM TaTONHCHO-PENopTepcka Mpo3a, €aHa OO0eMHAa KHHUra 3aIlucH,
CBE/IOLITBA U JJOKYMEHTH 33 aKTUBHOCTA HA MAKEJIOHCKUTE MaTPUOTCKU OpraHu3alluu
BO ABcTpanuja, aBToOMorpadckara KHUra 3a MOKOJHHOT HeroB Opar Cracko WTH.
HeroBure kuuru ce o0jaByBaHu 4ac BO ABCTpajuja yac BO Make[oHHUja, a MOIIHE
4YeCTO, MaKO KaKO HMBHU M3/1aBay HAJYECTO ce jaByBa MaKeJOHCKOTO JUTEPaTypHO
npymtBo ,, I purop [Ipnuyes og Cumnej, The ce neyarar Bo Makenonuja, Bo Oxpua
i Bo Ctpyra. /IBe 011 HEroBUTE MOETCKHU KHUTH, MaK, CE BO LIEJIOCHA pealn3aliija Ha
CKOIICKHTE u3aBaun ,,CTyIeHTCKH 300p* U ,,Maruia makenoncka®“. Cera, 1ypu U 1o
HENITO TOBEKE O] JABE JICLICHUU O]l HEroBara npBa BKOpHUYEHA MOETCKa Mpe3eHTalu]a,
a BO WME TIpeq c¢ Ha copaboTkara W MeryceOHara TMOAPIIKA CO HAIIWBE JIyle
[0 CBETOT, HO HE MOMAJIKy BO UME M Ha JOJTOrOJUIIHOTO JIMYHO MPHUJaTeICTBO CO
Tpriocku; moceOHO, MaK, BO CIIOMEH M HAa MOMTE HEKOTralllHU HOKHH CBETKAaBUIIU
(- WM céumuna - Kako IITO BETW TOETOT -) mo bex MocT, eBe me, cera, U BO WK
yIIITE U CO €/IeH MPBEHCTBEHO KBAJTUTATUBEH M300p o1 Heromara moesuja. Ho, ese
M€ M CO IpCT, MOBEKE WJIM TOMAJKy MIPUTOJHU 300pOBU 3a MOETCKaTa JUYHOCT
W 32 JIMpUKaTa Ha OBOj Halll MOET LITO TaryBa M IITO CTpaja, IITO CE€ pajyBa, IITO
ropu M IITO Tee MO MAaKEJAOHCKM TaMy HeKaJle JaleKy IypH TpeKy OKEaHWTE.

[lopagu cute THe HE3aHEMApJIMBH OKOJHOCTH, BO OBa MCKa)XKyBame, KaKo IITO CE
OTpeJIeIMB BEKE CO HACJIOBHATA OJPEIHUIIA, €BE, IToaraM Ol €IHOTO O] JIBeTe OapeM
3a MEHE ITPUMAapHU 3HaYeH-a Ha BEPOjaTHO HAJTUPCKUOT HACIIOB HA €THA O] ITOETCKUTE
kauru Ha Ban Tprniocku - Ceumuno. I1a, cMeTajku Ha HEj3UHATA TPUMEHIUBOCT BP3
[IeJIOKYMHAaTa noe3uja Ha Tprocku, ce onpenenyBaM 3a Hej3ruHaTa MHOYKHUHCKa (popma.
Bo npBoTO 3HaUewme TOa ce CBUTHIIA KAaKO CBETIIMHM, KaKO HEOOWYHU TPENEPIUBU
CBETJIMHHU, & BO BTOPOTO M HE MOMAJIKY MPUMEHJIMBO 3HAUYCHE TOA C€ CBUTUJIA KAKO
YCBUTEHH HEIITA, KAKO YCBUTEHU MPEIMETH, KAKO YCBUTEHU MEUTH, YCBUTECHU MHUCIIH,
ycBuTeHn 300poBu... Ho, Tpmocku mpen u mo uHeroBoto Ceumuno (1999), xako u
JI0 U TI0 TaKape4YW UCTOBPEMEHO WJIM CaMO HEKOJIKY JIEHOBH MPETXOTHO 0OjaBEHUTE
BO KHUTA TECHU 3a Jella, U3HUKHATU Mery 08e 02HUWMA, U3HEJIPHU TOBEKE MOETCKU
o0jaBM W J€HEC CTUTHYyBa BeKke KOH JBolM(ppeHara Opojka (camMO) Ha HETOBUTE
noetcku kHUTH. [la, ke HajaeMe U cera - BO paMKHTE Ha OBOj MPHCTAIl - M €IHA
BHUCTUHCKAa MEpKa, COOJIBETCH aHAJIMTUYKUA KOMEHTAp, OMHOCHO OJMEPEH KPUTUYKU
Cyll 3a Heropara IMOETCKa MPOAYKIMja BO LIeJMHA WJIM K€ OCTAaHEME Ha OJHaIIpe]l
HEOBOJTHO MPU(ATIIMBOTO PAMHUINITE HA TIPHUJaTEIICKUTE CIIOMEHH M Ha UMITPECUUTE,
KO€ HEPETKO MOXe Ja OuJie BpeTHOCHO paHTHPAHO JaJieKy MOHUCKO. MHaKy, HU cera
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HE CME HECBECHHU JIeKa, HE3aBUCHO O]l HAIIMBE CETAIllHA M HE CaMO HaIIh M HE CaMo
CErallHi ONCEPBAIIMOHO-AaHAIUTUYKH JTUJIEMH, KaKoO MOET, HO U HE caMO Kako IOET,
TaMy HeKajie IpeKky 0e30poj] Mopuma W MpeKy YIuTe moBeke OperoBu - Tpmocku
KOHCTaHTHO CH IO TpaBu HEroBoTo. [0 mpaBu oHa MITO, cOceMa CIIOHTAHO, HAJMHOTY U
Haj100p0 3Hae M MOJKE J1a TO TIPABH - J1a ce OOPH U J1a TOpY 3a TATKOBUHATA U - /1A CO3/1aBa
noesrja. A HUe, a HUE - aKO He MOBeKe, Torall ¥ oHaTaMy Ke CTUTHyBaMe Oapem Ja
I'M YuTaMe HeroBute 0e30pOjHH MOETCKU TBOPOM, KOM BO CBOjaTa KapaKTEPUCTUUHA
CTIOHTAHOCT HEKOTalll 3HAaaT Ja OMaaT Typu U KpeaTHBHO HEIOPEUEHH, 1a TTIOHEKOoTaIlll
Iypu U HaOp3WHA U HE MHOTY J100po ckpoeHu. Ho, u mokpaj Toa, cexoraii, KOJIKY
HITO C€ MOOTAJICYCHH, THE 3HAaT JAa Ounar u Toiky rnomakenoHcku. Co ce. U Bo ce.
*
AKO MaJIKy ce mpu3eMjaM, OJHOCHO aKo ja CITyIITaM MOAUTHaTaTa UMIPECHOHUCTHIKA
MHTOHAIIMja, TOTalll BepOjaTHO He Ke Tpeba Ja MmporyiiraM jJa Kaxam Jeka VBan
Tpriocku € mnpeno3HaTivMBa MOETCKa JMYHOCT BO KPYTOBUTE€ HA MAaKEIOHCKOTO
UCENIeHUIITBO BOo ABcTpanuja. Ho, cekako /eka BO paMKUTE Ha OBa MCKaKyBambe
3a HeroBaTa Moe€3Wja BO HHUEIECH MOMEHT HE MO)XKaM HHUTY J1a ja WCIyIITaM, HUTY
Ja ja moa3adopaBaM W HEroBara MHOTY Oorara aKTHBHCTUYKO-OpraHU3aIllMOHA
naTpuoTcka akTuBa Mel'y MakenoHiuTe Bo ABctpainvja Boonmro. Oco0eHo nopaau
UCKJITYYUTETHO 3a0eNeKIMBUTE MAaTPUOTCKU CETMEHTH BO caMara HeroBa Ioesja.
Ha enHo moyeTHO M MpHCTATHO HUBO, MAK, 0COOEHO HE MOXKaM Jla HE NOTCeTaM Ha
HEroBara HE3aMeHJIMBa aKTUBA BO paMKUTE Ha MaKeJJOHCKOTO JIMTEPATYPHO JIPYIITBO
L purop Ipmuaes on CumHej, OTHOCHO HA MHOTYTE MOETCKH HATIIPEBapH Ha KOU
y4eCTBYBaJl, HA MHOTYTE Harpaju IITO TU JO0OWJI, a 0COOCHO Ha HETOBUTE TMOETCKHU
KHUTU 00jaByBaHM W TPUCYTHH U BO ABCTpaiuja U BO MakenoHuja: Ha HETOBUTE
THospuwuncku roperwa (1985), na [lonemuom 6poo (1988) m nHa Oxosano(mo)
mope (1988), na Ilpecenba(ma) ma 3anao (1990), Ha He3abopaBeHaTa WM Ha
071 HEKOJIKYBEKOBHUOT COH wu3HenpeHata Todopka (1995), ma na Ceumuno(mo)
(1999), na Jbybosna(ma) umacunayuja (2004) n va Hemupru(me) semposu (2004).

[Toerckure o6jaBu Ha MBan Tpmocku, HO HE TOJIKY MOCEOHO, KOJIKY CUTE 3a€/IHO,
COYMHYBAaT €/IHa BO [IOBEKE HABPATH COOIIIITYBaHAa BACTUHCKA KpeaTUBHA KOMITO3HUIIH]a
U €/IcH aBTEHTUYEH U 11€JI, MOHOJIMTEH U HABUCTHHA HENETUB, JUPCKHU cBeT. OTTyKa,
Kaj] HETO M HEMa HEKOM IMOOCOOCHW KBAJMTATUBHU PA3IUKUA OJ/BO/CO HETOBHTE
Tospuwuncku kopersa (1985), Bo koo € Beke 0pOpMEH U KaKO YOBEK U KaKO IOET, 1a
1o Herosute Hemupru semposu (2004). Co3znaBajku He caMO HaJIBOP O TATKOBUHATA,
TYKy TOHACTpaHa U O] HallMOHAJTHATa TIOEeTCKa MaTuIa, TPHOCKH WHCIUPATHBHO CE
HAIojyBa TNIaBHO O] WJIM MOXeOU caMoO BO JIOCIYX CO (DOJIKIIOPHOTO HACIIEACTBO, CO
TpaJuilMjaTa ¥ CO HEKOorallHaTa YYMJIMIIHA TMOeTCKa JiekTupa. Toa WIyCTpaTUBHO
ro MOTBpAYBa 0COOEHO Heromara moema 70dopka, Koja, Of TEXHUYKH MPUYHHU, HE
MOYKeIe J1a Ouie BKOMIIOHUpaHa BO 0BOj m30op. Co orieq Ha TakBaTra MpHUpo/a, Ha
TAaKBHOT MEHTAJIEH COCTAB Ha [TOETOT, C€ YNHU JIEKa HETO BO Pa3BOJOT HAJMHOTY I'O BOU
OHaa TOKMY 3a HETo MoceOHO crienn(pruuHa MHIMBUTyallHA KPeaTHBHA CIIOHTAHOCT, HE
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camo COOZIBETHA, TyKy M HepasZeliHa OJf caMaTa HeroBa Bokaivja. 1 HaBucTtuHa npen
C¢ aBTEHTUYCH, HETOBUOT JIMPCKH CBET BO CBOjaTa OCHOBA € PYCTUKAJICH U MIUJIUYCH,
a caMO Ha HEKOU MecTa 1Mo3a0eekIMBO, U aKO HE W HAaBUCTHUHA MPUCHIIHO, TOTAIll
CEKaKo JIOTIOJIHUTENIHO ypOaHu3upaH. Ho € CBeT Koj ocTaHyBa MakKeJOHCKH BO CE,
MOCeOHO TTaK BO HETOBHUTE MAaTPUOTCKH MHTOHUPAHH ITOETCKU OTICECUH, & HE TIOMAJIKY
¥ BO HETOBUOT KOHCTaHTEH JIOCITYX CO TATKOBMHATA HA MTOBEKE WHCITUPATUBHU HUBOA.

Bo cmmcia Ha TOCIETHOBO, M3BOHPEIHO WIIYCTPAaTHBHO HAcOo4YyBa Kycara, HO
UCKITyYUTEITHO CyrecTUBHA TiecHa 3emja on kaurara Okosano mope. Kako na e Bo
3ayMeH Jociyx co Hukoma JonkoB BammapoB, kako J1a ce HaJOBp3yBa Ha HEroBara
HMCTOMMEHA TIECHA, aKo HE W Kako Jia ja mpeco3aaBa. Kako Banmapos, Taka u Tprnockw,
Hacekajie, ja bapa HeroBaTa, ¥ caMo HeroBaTa €JMHCTBEHA M BUCTUHCKA 3eMja. - 3emMjara
Ha BUCTUHCKH, Ha JJTa0OKU U HA CBOM, Ha Hali kopeHu. Co3/1aBajKu ja cCBOjaTa rnoesuja
HAJIBOp O] TATKOBUHATA, BO €[{HA TyTa 3eMja, TpIoCcKu e cocema CBeCEH JeKa KopemaTa
Ha HETOBHOT HApOJI BO Taa HOBA 3eMja He ce Amadoku. OTTyka, IMEHO, M HE CITy4ajHO
HEroBara NpBa KHHUTa U TO HOCU HACIOBOT [logpuuncku Kopersa. Bo Hea TOj CKOpo
UCKITyunBoOUIIee(1lIe ) 3aHeroBaTaBUCTHHCKa TaTkoBUHA. Ho3aHeamnee o mo3uiujara, ox
MPOCTOpHATA AUCTAHIAa Ha HOBUOT €T3UCTEHIIM]aJIeH ITPOCTOP. 3a Taa 3eMja, BCYIITHOCT,
riee, OJIHOCHO HajYecTo JJAMEHTHpA JyIlaTa IITO CTPaja Mopaand PacKOPEHYBAETO.

Beke Bo criemHUOT TUpCKH OJI0K, OTHOCHO BO TIECHUTE O] HETOBaTa BEPOjaTHO HE CaMO
JIMPCKH HAJHETIOTIIPAaBEHA, TYKY M KaKo IIeIMHA Hajcpe/ieHa MoeTcKa KHura I onemuom
Opo0, TUPCKUOT CyOjeKT Ha moeToT MBaH Tprocku € Bo Taka HEMOTIIPABEHU U TIPUCHU
OIHOCH CO TaTKOBHMHATA, IIITO HETOBUOT MOSTCKU TOBOP CE€ OAIIACcyBa yac OJf IpBaTa u
BHCTHHCKA TaTKOBMHA, Yac OJ] HOBaTa TaTKOBMHA, HO CEKOTalll € BO CBOjOT BUCTUHCKU
U pesyirareH KpeaTwBeH eiieMeHT. CO TaTKOBHHATAa ITOETOT JKHUBEE ITOCTOjaHo.
CrioMeHUTE 3a Hea, Kako U HOBWTE JOKHMBYBara, HO YIITE MOBEKE UyBCTBYBamha,
Ha TAaTKOBMHATA, KOJIKY CBECHH W aKTHBHH, TOJIKY JJa00KO €MOTHBHH, Ta TypH H
COHOBHH, TO CJIE/IaT MOCTOjaHo. 3a Toa, TaK, HajBIEUYATIMBO TOBOPAT HAJroIeM Opoj
Ofl TIECHUTE IITO C€ BKOMIIOHHPAHH CKOPO BO CHTE CIICAHH HETOBH ITOSTCKU KHUTH.
*
Co3znaBad Ha e/ieH ApyT MPOCTOp, MOETCKUOT cBeT Ha MBaH Tpriocku He e u 6e3 Hekou
KOMITOHEHTH, JYPH HU 0€3 HEKOM ITOIEIIOCHH MOTHBCKH KPYTrOBH KOHM OBOj ITOET HE
MOMAJIKy 320€JIeKIIMBO I'O OTKPUBAAT KaKO KPEaTHBEH COTOBOPHUK M CO HOBHOT CBET.
AKO He TIOBEKe, TOTalll Toa Ce, TIIaBHO, OTICECUH CO/0]T €T3UCTECHIIN]ATHUTE UCKYCTBA
Ha MakegoHIUTe J0jAcHU BOo ABcTpanvja. Bo mpamame € mpea ¢¢ COTCTBEHOTO
MCKYCTBO Ha IMOETOT BO/CO HOBHUTE €r3UCTEHITN]aTHU YCIIOBH, HO M CO CEKOjTHEBHATA
JKUBEa4YKa BO HOBHOT CBET, CO TICUXOJIOTHjaTa Ha TOj CBET M HAa TaMOIIIHUOT YOBEK.
Toa HajcyreCTMBHO M HHM3 €IHa BHCTHHCKA JieTie3a Of Pa3IMYHOCTH CE OTKpHBa
0COOCHO BO MECHHUTE OJ MMUKIYCcOT Ascmpanuja. He ciaydajHo, THE Ce TIOMECTCHH
Kako TmoceOHa I1enuHa BO KHurara [onemuom 60poo, - eonemuom Opoo Ha
3aMHHYBambETO Of] TaTKOBHHATa. Ho, MecHW BO KOM OBaa MHCIUpAIIHja € KPEaTHBHO
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TpaHCIIOHHpaHa HE OTCYCTBYyBaa HHUTY BO €HA OJf HETOBHTE IIOCTCKH KHUTH.
Onceanarocta €O WM TOBapOT Ha JBOTATKOBHHCTBOTO € €IHO O] CEKOrail
OTBOPEHHUTE M CKOPO HEpas3pelUIMBH Mpaliama Bo moes3ujara Ha MBan Tpmockwu.
AHaTUTHUYKU TPUMEHIIUBO € CKOPO BpP3 CHTE HETOBU TOETCKHU IICNIMHU, BP3 CHUTE
KHHTH, KaKO Bp3 IMPETXOJHO CIIOMHATHUTE, Taka, a MOXKeOM M HaJMHOTY M MOCEOHO
Bp3 lIpecenba na 3anao. Bo npammame €, BCyIrHOCT, ((€HOMEHOT Ha MOACIICHOCTa Ha
JMYHOCTA Ha TIOCTOT, MOICJICHOCTA HAa HETOBUOT YOBeUKH Cy0jekT. lako, HaBuayM, He
¢ 0e3 BUCTHHCKH OTICEPBAIMH M BO OJJHOC HA HOBHOT IIPOCTOPEH M €T3UCTEHITH]jaJICH
aMOMEHT, KaKo JIJTA00KO EMOTHBEH JIMpu4ap, TPIOCKU U Ha OBOj TIaH € HajyCIICIICH
TOTall Kora He Ce OJJIeTyBa coCeMa O, OTHOCHO KOra OCTaHyBa BO HEKOj 3ayMEH
JOCITyX CO MHCITUPATUBHO HEU3MECTIMBUTE BPYTOIIM HA/BO POAHHUOT Kpaj. OTTyKa U,
HE CJIy4ajHO, HaJCYTeCTHUBEH € TOKMY CO HEeTroBara JBOjHa MIOETCKa CJIMKA BO TIECHATA
Ceemu Josan Kpcmumen 6o Aécmpanuja, xoja € nmomecteHa Bo kHurara OxosaHo
mope. Toa e ciika Ha MaCOBHOCT Y CITUKA IIITO € MPOHUKHATA, HATONIEHA CO Ty TIIEBHOCT.

He moxeMe a He KOHCTaTUpaMe JieKa Ha OBa PAMHUIITE HA HETOBAaTa OCTBAPEHOCT
Kako IOET Ha HOBUOT CBET, OAHOCHO BO yJjora Ha KpEaTUBEH COTOBOPHUK CO
CBOjaTa BTOpa TaTKOBHHA, MoeToT MBaH Tpmocku He ce jaByBa ceKOTall TOJKY U
TOKMY KaKoO HETOB IpoMuciyBad. He peTko moBeke HaOJbyIyBad U CIIMKAP OTKOJIKY
IPOMHUCITyBaY, T1a 3aT0a OBOj JIeJI OJ HeroBara IMoe3uja, OMHOCHO MOTHUBCKU Baka
POOPAHUOT U HACOUYEH MOETCKU roBOp (DYHKIIMOHHPA HE MOMAJIKY BO CMHCJIA U Ha
HEKaKBO, MOXKEOH, 32 HEKOTO ypy U HEMOTPEeOHO MCIOBEIHO OIIODKYBame. THe
HellTa, MeryToa, MOKpaj BEeKe PEYeHOTO, YINTEe MOHAITIACEHO IOTBpJYyBaaT IcKa
HAIIMOT YOBEK HE TMOTOHYBA TaKa JICCHO BO HOBHUTE ITUBMIIM3AIMCKH MOPHIHA, IMa
TypH ¥ JIeKa € HaJJMOKEH BO OJTHOC Ha CEMPOTOITYBAUYKHOT €T3UCTECHIIN]aJICH TIOTHII.
*
NBan Tpnocku e, 6e31pyro, eaHa 01 HajpaclieaHUuTe T0jaBU Mery CUTE MaKEOHCKU
aBTOpPW BO JMjacropara JieHec. Taka € He caMO IMOpaad Toa IITO TOj HAJMHOTY
uMa Jia Kaxe, 3alITO HeMa JOKa)KyBayKa U HeMa Kpaj Ha OoJKara IITO CH ja HOcar
MaKeIOHCKUTE AYIIH MO CBETOT, TYKY Taka € 0COOEHO opay TOa IITO TOj HajJMHOTY
MOYK€E M HA)MHOT'Y CH JIO3BOJTYBa J1a Ka>Ke OJ1 OHA IIITO TO HOCH IPe]l € Kako OJIaropoieH
TOBap Ha/BO CBOjaTa Jaymia. A Ha TAKBHOT KPEaTHBEH IOJIHEK, HAa TaKBaTa CHEPrHja,
0COOCHO Ha MO)XHOCTUTE 3a Taka JICCHOTO W O] HUKAKBU TICHXOJIOIIKH KOYHHIIH
HETIONIPEYyBaHO H3Pa3yBak-E MOXKE IypHU  1aMy ceto3aBuan. Ce pa3oupa, morieIHaTo
OJ1 €[IHA CTPOTO aHAJIUTHUYKA ITO3UIIK]a, 0COOEHO MPEKY OKOTO 1ITO Ou npedepupano
OZIMEPEHOCT M CTPOTOCT, O MOKEJIO U JIa CE YaJIH IITO Taa eHepruja kaj/ua Tprocku
He Ouna HM OJaroBpeMeHo, HHW JOBOJHO, HHU IIOIEIecCO00pa3HO HacodyBaHA.
Ho, TakBa kakBa mto €, moe3ujara Ha MiBan Tpriocku € HajlipBO BOHPEIHO FOBOPIIMBA
¥ KOMyHUKaTHBHA. MOJKe J1a ce pede IypH U JieKa TPETCTaByBa BACTHHCKU METUYM 32
TpaHcdep He caMo Ha OpaHyBamaTa 0J] aBTOpOBaTa MHTUMA, TyKy 1 Ha OpaHyBamara,
Ha CTPacTUTE, Ha >KEJIOUTE, HA MEUTHTE W HA WJCUTE OJI CUTE HAIM JyIIU IO
cBeToT. HajMHOTY, Tak, Ha HUBHUTE NAaTPUOTCKU YyBCTBa. be3 HeroBuTe yyBCTBA 32
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TaTKOBHHATA, ¥ aKO HE TOJKY 0€3 HETOBUTE 3ayMHH BPCKH CO HEa, TOTall HUKAaKO He
0e3 MCKa)KaHUTE BPCKH CO Hea, CO HETrOBUOT POJIEH Kpaj, HAIIMOT YOBEK BO CBETOT,
a 0co0€HO TOJ IITO C€ UCKaXKyBa MPEKY MMOETCKUOT FOBOP, BOOIIITO HE OU MOXKelie
HUTY Jla C€ 3aMUCJIaT, HE3aBUCHO O] KOja MO3MIM]ja ce HaOJby/yBa - O/ HEroBa WIH
ol Hama. Ha The HeKoJKy HUBOA, €Te, C€ MPETCTaByBa, C€ OTKPUBA U CE peanu3nupa
U packolHUOT JUpcku cBeT Ha WM. Tpnocku Bo HeroBara noesuja on [lospuiuncku
Koperva v [ onemuom 6poo, na ce 10 Heropute Hemupru éemposu. Tue ce u u3Bopure
U JOCTPENUTE Ha HETOBUTE BHATPEIIHU ceumuia (CIIOpe] HACIOBOT Ha 30MpKara
Ceumuno), Tve ce XOPU30HTUTE U HA HETOBUOT yM M HA HETOBUTE IUPCKU OTICEIHYBaha.
*
Co omien Ha Toa IITO HACIOBYBAaH-ETO HA OBAa HMCKaXXYyBame, OJHOCHO HAa OBO]
IPEIroBOp KOH MOETCKUOT n30op Ha MBan Tprocku He camo MITO KOPECTOHANpa
CO, TYKy M JUPEKTHO Ipou3JieryBa oj HeroBara kHura Ceumuno, HYXHO €
HENITO MOBEKE Jla C€ pede 3a MECHUTE LITO CE BKOPUUYEHHU TOKMY BO Taa KHUIA.
[To nena, nypu, BO HEWTO U Ja ce noBropaM. Ceumuio, BCYIIHOCT, NMPETCTaBYBa
POAOKYBake, HO U €Ha MOCEOHO BIEYaTIuBa ajka O]l He3amupiuBaTa JHPCKa
peka Ha MBan Tpnocku. Toa e peka 6e3 OperoBu, peka co U3BOp, HO CO CEKOraul
MHOT'Y JajieyHa YTOKa. Taka € 3alliTo ako HEroBUTE ceumula T CPETHYBaBME,
HA HEKO] HAYWH, U BO HETOBHUTE MPETXOJHU KHUTH, MpU cpeadara co MECHUTE Off
kHurara Ceumuio He OCTaHyBaMe HU 0€3 €IHO M03aCUIIEHO YyBCTBO 3a IPUCYCTBOTO
HAa MHTOHALIMUTE OJ] HETOBUTE MPETXOJHU MEECHa, KOM BO OBaa KHWIa, HEKOTaIll
MOBEKEe, HEKoralll MOMaJIKy YCIICIIHO, C€ BapupaaT M c€ JopeKyBaar. Beke cme
yOeqeHn, IMEHO, JIeKa BO MpUpojara Ha OBOj MOET € MOCTOjaHO Ja o CO3/1aBa U
Jla TO J0C03/1aBa, a 0COOEHO Jla ro IMpeco3AaBa CBOJOT €IUMHCTBEH U OECKOHEUYEH
neB. [IpotuB TakBara mpupoaa, ce pazdupa, HHE IITO CME ,,0CyAeHHU na ja
IPOMUCITYBaMe U Ja ja TOJIKyBame, He MOKeMe - HUIITO. Y 1oOpo € mITo He MOXKeMe.
Ho, ceumunama na Isan Tpnocku 1 MeHe M€ OCBETIIyBaaT U Me ITIOTTUKHYBAAT 1a MU
MOTCBETHE U 32 10 HELITO APYTo. 3aT0a, HE MOYKaM a J1a He BUJ1aM JIeKa BO IECHUTE OJ1
OBaa KHUTA, Kako 00’KeM J1a 4eTIKa M0 CBOETO BHATPEIIIHO CE8UMUIO0, TIOETOT 10(aTyBa
Y HEKOH T10 MaJIKy 3ayMHH, TOTCBECHHU M COHOBHH OTICECHU. 3aT0a U CyM CJIO00ICH /1a
KOHCTaTHpaM Jieka TOKMY CO HUB M MPEKY HUB TO] HAj1J1a00KO Ke€ TH U3peue U Ke ru
MPETCTaBH, HO IIPEJI CE KPEATUBHO K€ T I0PEYE U MPETXOAHO UCKAXKYBAHUTE HETOBU
JUYHUA, OAHOCHO €MOTHMBHU, HO M Ha HETOBHOT €MHUTPAHTCKU POJ M Ha HEromara
CTpajajHa TaTKOBMHA MaKH, paJoCTH, COHUIITA, OOJKH, orcenHyBama. CUTYypHO
U camMo 3aroa, U APYrM YUTATEIM U HE camMO BJbYOEHUIIM, TYKYy M 3apOoOeHUIIU
Ha TOETCKUOT 300p, BO Mmoe3ujaTa Ha TPHOCKU OTKpUBAAT BUCTUHCKH .J1YYUOHU
oncepgayuu Ha oopedeHu OYUWesHU cOCmojou, Ha HACMAaHU U HA PA3TUYHU NOjasu
wmo cexojoHe8HO ce objasyeaam nped noemosomo eHampeuwiHo oko (CBeTiaHa
XpucroBa Joruk). Boonito Hema 1a 3aTajyBam Jieka jac TyKa, TOKMY TyKa U HaJMHOTY
ro 4YeKkaM MOjoT mpujaten u nmoet Tprnocku. Tyka ro uekam ckopo Tpu aeneHun. On
BPEMETO Ha NMPBUTE HETOBU 00jaBHU IITO I'M 3HAM. 3aToa IIITO Ha THE pesaluu, bapeM
CropeJ MO>KHOCTUTE Ha HAIIIMOB AaHAJIMTUYKH MPOUYHUT, BEPOJaTHO, TO] U C€ OCTBApyBa
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HAJKOHCEKBEHTHO, CE OCTBapyBa HE CaMO MHOTY MOBHUCOKO, TYKY U MOBHUCTHHCKH.
*
[Toesujarana iBan Tprocku mpeTcTaByBa elHa MHOTYCTpaHa, MOTUBCKH pa3HOBHIHA
¥ PAcCKOIIHO pa3rpaHeTa JHpcKa Jyene3a. Bo TOj M3BOHPEIHO MIMPOK CIIEKTap Ha
OTICECHH W MOTHBCKA Pa3rpaHeTOCT, MOCeOHO MeCTO 3adaKkaaT U HETOBUTE JIMYHH,
HEroBUTE HajA1ab0KO MHTUMHHU OpaHyBamwa. Kako u ocTaHaTuTe, U HUB MOETOT TU
COOINIITYBau COCEMAaOTBOPEHO M UCKPEHO. [1a, BO 1yXOTTOKMY HaTaKBaTa OTBOPEHOCT,
BO HEroBaTa IMoe3Hja Ce MCIpETuieTyBaaT M BO HEJ3MHATa IeWHa (PYHKIIMOHATHO
,,JI€]JCTBYBaaT" u eJieH 100ap /e 0] HETOBUTE TBOPOU KOU IO COUMHYBAaT €POTCKUOT
OJI0K BO HeroBara JupHka. Mlako necHu ucrneaHu Ha €pOTCKM MOTHBU CE€ CPETHYBaar
BO CUTE TMOETCKHM 30uMpKku Ha Tpmocku, cemak, Kako IeIMHAa THE CE MOOCOOEHO
oopMeHH BO MUKIYCOT Jbybos cpede none on 30upkara Oxosaro mope, KaKo U
BO 30upkara Jhybosna umacunayuja Bo uenuna. Eporukara Ha Tpriocku € 0co6eHO
KapakTEepUCTHYHA YIITE U CO CBOjaTa HEMOCPEAHOCT U OTBOpeHOCT. [loBeke ox Toa,
nak, HO W MOBIIEYATIIMBO - BO Hea MyJICMpaaT CUJIUTE Ha MJIOTCKOTO, Ha MAaraHCKOTO
U Ha BUTAJIMCTHUYKOTO. Toa 3Ha4YM JieKa, Kako BO IiejlaTa HEeropa rnoesuja, a BO OBHUE
NEeCHU MOXeOW M moBeke win OapeM 103a0eNekIuBO, UMa aBTEHTUYEH KHUBOT.
*
Bo nacTojyBameTo /a ce mopTpeTHpa aBTOPOT, HE CMee Ja Ce MPOMYIITH JIeKa BO
MHOTYTE TOJIMHU O]l HETOBOTO KPEaTUBHO JpYyKeme co mnoe3ujara, Mean Tpnocku
NOBPEMEHO, HO KOHTMHYHMPAHO, CO37aBa M NECHU 3a Jena. HUB ru BKOMIIOHHMpa
BO MoceOHa KHUTa, BO 30upkara Mery ose ocnuwma (1999). Toa ce meaeceTnna
MECHU BO KOU TMOBTOPHO I'O CPETHYBaMe€ aBTOPOT HA BEKE MPETXOJHO IMO3HATHUTE,
Ha OINCECHMBHUTE CTpPyeHa BO OcTaHaTtuTe noercku kHUrdu. (Exen nen on Hus
ce BKJIIYUYeHHM U BO 0BOj M300p). Ho, Toa ce, BO UCTO Bpeme, U MEeCHU MPEKY KOU
MOETOT My ce MpHOIMKyBa HAa HajMIIAIMOT yuTaTel. Toa ce MecHU MpeKy KO TOj
HACTOJjyBa Jla Ce M3pa3u BO IyXOT Ha Ioe3ujara 3a jena. Camo IITo He MOXKEME J1a He
KOHCTaTUpaMme JIeKa TOKMY HU3 NECHUTE 3a Jela Tprnocku He camo IITO HajJMHOTY
T CTaBWJI Ha WCIIUT, TYKYy W HAQjBUCOKO TH M3pa3ujl HETOBUTE BEPCHPUKAIIMOHU
MOKHOCTH. KoMyHUKaTHBHA HaTypa M JE€CEH Ha MepOoTO, UMEHO, TOKMY OBJE TO]
BUCTUHCKH C€ MOTBPYBa U Kako IPUPOJIHO HajapeH Bepcudukatop. Bo Hero cera
Ce OTKpHWBA TAJICHT IITO € MPUMEH BO HACIEACTBO O]l yCHUTE PAaCKaKyBa4H U T€jadun
Mer'y HErOBUTE T€HETCKH MpeTXoAHui. Ha nHajMmiaaure, Kkako mTO € BOOOMYACHO,
TOj UM TIe€ 3a OJIMCKUTE U UHTEPECHU HElITa Off >KUBOTOT, HO HE PETKO UM IIee U Ha
NaTPUOTCKUA MOTHUBH. AKO BO OBHE CTUXOBH M UMa IIOHEKOTAI eJICMEHTH Ha HEKaKBa
TUIAKTUKA, TOTalll Taa € MPBEHCTBEHO, aKO HE JAYpPH U UCKIYYHMBO MOBP3aHa CO H
pou3Jie3eHa O] MOBUCOKO U3Pa3eHUTE NaTPUOTCKU OINCEAHYBamba Ha HAIIUTE JIyfe
1o cBeToT. Taka e Oujejku BO HE MaJIKy IECHU OJ] OBaa KHUTa MOCEOHO MOXKE /1a CTaHE
300p U ITOCEOHO J1a C€ HACETH HACTO]yBamhETO Ha MOETOT J1a OCTBAPH KOMYHHUKaIlM]a
co MiaauoT ynrtaren. Ham ceto Toa, Bo mecHuTe Ha Tprocku o1 0BOj KpyT, 0COOEHO
HU3 HEKOU CTUXOBH, UCKITyYHBO CIIOHTAHO, TI0 3aKOHUTOCTUTE TOKMY Ha KpeaThBHATa
CIOHTAHOCT, IIOETOT IO OTKpPHBA M IO MOTBPAyBa M HEKOTAIIHOTO JIETE€ BO cede.
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Ho, BepojaTHO HajBa)kHA Of] CUTE KapaKTEPUCTUKHU Ha moe3ujara Ha MBan Tprnocku
3a jema € ciobojara W OTBOPEHOCTAa Ha MOETOT mpea Hajmiuaaute. [lunryBana
HAJIBOP O] TATKOBMHATA, CO MOTHUBH, BCYIITHOCT, M OJ] HOBaTa TAaTKOBMUHA, OJ] BTOPOTO
OTHMINTE, CO CBOJOT HACJIOBEH OOCIMHYBAauKW IMOUM, OBOj JEJI O]l IEeJOKyITHATa
HEroBa MOETCKa aKTWBa HE CaMO IITO HE M3JIETyBa OJ PAMKUTE Ha HAjIIMPOKUOT
TBOPEYKH KOHTEKCT HA aBTOPOT, TYKYy M3pa3yBa U €lHa O]l HEOIMUHIIUBHTE, aKO HE
IypH ¥ HajIpeno3HaTInBaTa, ONceAHyBaykaTa miatgopma, ol KojalTo LIPIH U BP3
KOjaIllTO co37aBa M TOj M BP3 KOJallITO CO3/JaBaaT CHTE HAIIW TBOPIM IO CBETOT.
*
bes na uznezeme cocema o] KOHTEKCTOT Ha II0€31jaTa 3a JIe1la, Ha CaMHOT Kpaj 071 OBa
HCKa)XXyBar¢ MOBTOPHO IPUMApPHO CE CBPTyBaMe KOH moe3ujara Ha MBan Tprocku
3a BO3pacHU, OTHOCHO KOH HEroBara Moe3uja BO IIeJINHa, OUJIeJKU KOTra ce TOBOPH 32
HEeroBara roe3uja Ha €IHO OIIITO PAMHHUILITE, KAKOB LITO € U OBO]j MIPHUCTAIl, HE CamMo
IITO HE MOXKE JIa C€ MPAaBH TaKBa Mozenda, TyKy Toa € U BOOMIITO HEMPOAYKTUBHO.
Taka u ce Bpakame, €Be, Ha KpajoT; ce€ Bpakame KOH Mo4eToKoT. Ho, He TOIKy KOH
OHHE TOJIKY Y€CTO MaTPUOTCKHU MOATPEeaH! HHTOHAIIUH, HE HUTY KOH HECONTUPIIHBHUTE
UTrpapuy Ha BETPOT, KOj HA MAKEJOHCKH ja3UK HE CaMoO IITO CBUPH U IITO MHUCKa,
TYKY, CJINYHO Ha TIIABHUOT M3pa3 O] CETallTHOBO MPETCTaBYBamke HA HAIIHUOB TIOET,
3Hae U Jia CBUCTH, HO U Ja (ce) cBuTU. Ce BpakaMe KOH OHUE TAMHCTBEHU CBETIHMHHU
IITO CBETKAAT BO/OJl HAILIETO JIETCTBO, BO HAIlaTa MJIAJOCT, IITO CBETKAJE U ILITO
CBETKaar U MOKpaj Hac, a HaJMHOTY TOKMY BO Hac. Ce Bpakame KOH HUB, 32 CO HUB
U Jla 3aBPIIMME 3aT0a IITO CO HUB M MPEKY HUB CE OCTBAPYBa U HU3 HUB OICTO]yBa
u noeTckuotT 300p Ha MBan Tprocku. Toa e oHOj 300p 1ITO TM coOUpa U WITO TH
o0elMHyBa HETOBUTE MOETCKU TBOPOW M BO €HA BaKBa MOXKHA KOMIIO3HIIHja KAKO
mTo € 0Boj u30op. Ce HajeBaMe Jieka BO OBOJ M300p C€ KBAIMTATUBHO CYMUPAHU
TJIABHUTE U HAJIIPETIO3HATIIMBYA UHTCHIIUU O] CUTE HeToBH KHUTH. O Ipyra CTpaHa,
nak, Toa € yuITe e1Ha, HOBa, oeTcka Kuura Ha Tprnocku. OTTyka, ce HaJieBaMe YIITe
U JIeKa OBaa HajHOBA M Mpej c¢ moceOHa HeroBa KHHUra € u300p BO KOj MHOT'YMUHA
U O] HaC, Kako caMuTe cebecH, Taka u MeryceOHO Ke ce OTKpUBaMe U JOOTKpHUBaMe
U Ke TO TMpOoJOJKyBaMe IaTOT CO/HM3 HajAJa0OKUTEe COICTBEHU CEUMUILA.
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NAUME RADICHESKI:

IVAN TRPOSKTI’S LYRICAL CRUCIBLES
The poet Ivan Trposki was born in Volino, Macedonia, in 1942. He did not fully
present himselfto the Macedonian literary public (be it in Australia, where he has lived
for almost forty years, or in Macedonia), until the mid-1980s, when he published his
first book of poetry, Ilospuuncku koperna (Shallow Roots, 1985). Since then he has
written prolifically, producing seven or eight further poetry collections, an epic poem,
several books of travel literature, a voluminous collection of memoirs, reports and
documents about the activities of Macedonian patriotic organisations in Australia, a
biography in memory of his brother Spasko, and more. His books have been published
in both Australia and Macedonia, and although the Grigor Prlichev Macedonian
Literary Society in Sydney usually figures as publisher, the books are often printed
in Ohrid or Struga in Macedonia. Two of his books of poetry, however, have been
fully produced and published by “Studentski Zbor” and “Matica Makedonska” in
Skopje. Now, more than two decades after his first edition of poetry, I have the
honour of presenting a quality selection of his poems. This is a momentous occasion
with several emotional strands, such as the spirit of cooperation and mutual support
among Macedonians around the world, my long-standing personal friendship with
Trposki, and my own erstwhile literary brainwaves (or ceumuna — crucibles — to use
Trposki’s imagery) in my home village. Here, therefore, are a few fitting words about
the personality and work of our poet who grieves and suffers, rejoices and burns with
passion, as he crafts away in our Macedonian tongue far away beyond the oceans.

As can be seen from the title above, these noteworthy circumstances have prompted
me to base this review on what | see as one of two main meanings in the most
lyrical of Ivan Trposki’s poetry titles: Ceumuno (Crucible). I consider it applicable
to Trposki’s poetry as a whole and have decided to put it in the plural. Crucibles
are bright and hot: they emit a white-hot glare like shimmering lights; they are
also searing hot like lava, like metal on the anvil, like molten dreams, thoughts and
words... But before and after Ceumuno (Crucible, 1999), and before and after the
book of poems for children Mery dse oenuwma (Between Two Homelands) that
appeared simultaneously or just a few days earlier, Trposki brought forth more books
of poetry and has already reached double figures with his poetry publications alone.
Within the framework of this approach we will now attempt to find an appropriate
scale for judgement, an analytical commentary or a balanced, critical assessment
of his poetic production as a whole; to remain at the level of friendly memories
and impressions, for all their worth, would be insufficient for writing a review.
One thing is clear when we start to analyse his profuse and complex work: we
realise that Trposki always does his own thing, both as a poet and otherwise. He
does what comes from deep inside and what he knows best: he fights for his native
country with a passion, and he writes poetry. We have no choice but to try and
keep up with his never-ebbing flow of poetic works. Characteristically spontaneous
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in style, his poems are sometimes creatively understated, at times even hastily
written and poorly structured. Any yet, although they may have been written on the
other side of the globe, they are always Macedonian through and through in spirit.
*
To come down to earth a little and tone down the impressionistic mood, I affirm that
Ivan Trposki is a well-known poet and personality in the Macedonian community
in Australia. Despite our focus here on his poetry, I certainly cannot forget or omit
to mention his many years of patriotic activism and organisational work among the
Macedonians in Australia — especially because there are highly visible patriotic
elements in his poetry too. Particularly here in the introduction, I must recall his
invaluable role in the Grigor Prlichev Macedonian Literary Society in Sydney, the
many poetry competitions he has entered, the many prizes he has won, and above
all his books of poetry published and available both in Australia and Macedonia: the
collections Shallow Roots, Ionemuom 6poo (The Big Ship, 1988), Oxosarno mope
(Chained Sea, 1988) and IIpecenba na 3anao (Heading West, 1990), the unforgettable,
indelible epic poem Todopra (Todorka, 1995), and the collections Crucible, /by6osna
umacunayuja(Lovelmagination,2004)and Hemuprusemposu(RestlessWinds,2004).

All of Ivan Trposki’s poetic publications flow together to create a truly authentic
and integral whole — his indivisible, lyrical universe — which is increasingly
gaining recognition. There are no really major differences in quality in the expanse
of his poetry between the early Shallow Roots, where he already stands forth as
a personality and a poet, and Restless Winds almost two decades later. Writing
not only outside his native country but also detached from the Macedonian poetic
mainstream, Trposki quenches his thirst for inspiration mainly from Macedonian
folk heritage, traditions and the poetry he read at school, and he seems to tap
directly into these sources. This is especially visible in the epic poem 7odorka,
which unfortunately we were unable to include in this collection for technical
reasons. In this cultural and intellectual context, the poet’s development seems
to be guided largely by a creative spontaneity of his own that fits his calling and
1s inseparable from it. His highly authentic, lyrical world is fundamentally rustic
and 1dyllic, and only in a few places has it been noticeably “urbanised” — if not by
force then at least by conscious addition. It is a world that remains Macedonian
in every respect, particularly in his patriotically intoned poetic obsessions, and
no less so in his constant bond to his native country at more inspirational levels.

The short but exceedingly suggestive poem Country in the book Chained Sea is most
illustrative in this latter sense. Trposki seems almost to be in mental symbiosis with
the poet Nikola Vapcarov (1909-42), connecting up to his poem of the same name
and perhaps even aiming to rework it. Like Vapcarov, Trposki strives ceaselessly to
shape and form his very own landscape — a unique country atop our deep Macedonian
roots. As a poet living outside his native country, Trposki is painfully aware that the

17



roots of his people in the new, Australian environment do not go deep. It is thus no
coincidence that his first book was entitled Shallow Roots. Here he almost exclusively
presented poems about Macedonia. But he does so from a distance, writing in his new
country. His yearning, rootless soul laments in his poems for his homeland far away.

The next block of poems — Trposki’s lyrically most rough-hewn but overall well-
structured book of poetry, The Big Ship — shows the lyrical subject of the poet
to be in such unsettled, intimate relations with his native country that his poetic
language resounds now from there, now from his new home, but is always in its
fecund creative element. He is constantly in touch with his native country. He is
forever pursued by old memories, new experiences, and above all feelings to do
with his native country — an abundance of conscious thoughts interwoven with
deeply emotional currents and even dreams. This mental and emotional intensity
is a striking feature of almost all the pieces in his subsequent books of poetry.

*

Created in the physical reality of his new homeland, the poetic world of Ivan
Trposki encompasses striking individual features and thematic complexes that
show he engages in creative dialogue with his new world. If nothing more, these
predominantly revolve around the existential experiences of Macedonians in
Australia. This is a question of the poet’s own experience in the new conditions but
is also to do with everyday life in the new country, its psychology and that of its
people. This is revealed most suggestively through a whole spectrum of differences
presented in the poems of the cycle “Australia”. Understandably, these poems were
presented as a distinct cycle in the book The Big Ship, whose title refers to the ocean
liner on which Trposki left his home region bound for Down Under. But poems
that creatively transpose this inspiration are to be found in all his books of poetry.

The burden of having two home countries is a perpetually unresolved issue in Ivan
Trposki’s poetry. Analytically, this obsession can be seen to run through almost all
his books and bodies of poetry — certainly Australia and The Big Ship and perhaps
even more so Heading West. This is a phenomenon of the poet’s divided personality
— the dividedness of his human subject. Trposki is a deeply emotional lyric poet,
and although he clearly has pertinent observations concerning his new spatial and
existential environment, he is most convincing when he remains in touch with the
inspirational wellsprings of his birthplace and retains that mental link. The dual poetic
image in the poem “John the Baptist in Australia” in Chained Sea is therefore his most
suggestive and poignant symbolism, an image of grandeur imbued with spirituality.

However, at the level of his achievements as a poet in the new world and
creative interlocutor with his new country, we must ascertain that Ivan Trposki
does not always take on a “cerebral” role. Frequently he is more an observer
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and painter, expressing the reality around him, than an intellectual pioneer.
Therefore this part of his poetry — his finely crafted poetic language with its
specific motifs — bears definite traits of an apology or confession (although this
may seem unnecessary). This emotional valence, on top of the old-world bonds
we have described, confirms that a Macedonian does not sink easily in new
civilisational waters and can even master the all-devouring existential Hydra.
*
Without a doubt, Ivan Trposki is one of the most prolific and celebrated writers
in the whole Macedonian diaspora today. This is not only because he has the
most to say, as there is no end to the tales and the pain that Macedonians around
the world carry in their hearts, but also because he is most capable of expressing
himself and most willing to divulge the motive force within him — the noble
burden of his soul. One can even be envious of the creative energy coursing
through him, especially of the opportunities he has for free, uninhibited expression.
Of course, when viewed from a strictly analytical angle, particularly from a
position that prefers moderation and stringency, one could also complain that
Trposki’s energy was not discovered earlier so it could be fostered and channelled.

Trposki’s poetry is exceptionally voluble and forthcoming. It can even be said to
represent an ideal medium for conveying the surge of the author’s personal feelings as
well as the outpourings, passions, wishes, dreams and ideas of Macedonians around
the world — a vehicle for their patriotic sentiment. A mental, intellectual bond is less
important here than an explicit sense of belonging to their birthplace. Without this
emotional anchor, Macedonians out in the world, particularly those who expresses
themselves through poetry, would long have gone adrift, whether they be seen from
their own position or from ours here in Macedonia. It is at these levels that Ivan
Trposki’s sumptuous lyrical world unfolds in all his poetry from Shallow Roots and
The Big Ship to Restless Winds. These are the both the sources and the attainments of
his inner crucibles — the broad horizons of his mental world and his lyrical passions.
*
Since the title of this review or preliminary contextualisation of Ivan Trposki’s
poetry collection stems directly from his book Crucible, I must say a few words
about the poems it contains at the risk of repeating myself in some detail or
other. Crucible represents an especially impressive wave in Trposki’s ongoing
and irresistible lyrical torrent. It is like a river without banks, a flood on its way
from a source to a distant estuary. That is why, if we have encountered his inner
crucibles in earlier books, the poems in Crucible amplify the moods and messages
of his preceding poetry — they echo each other here, sometimes more, sometimes
less convincingly. I am sure it is the nature of this poet to constantly create and
perfect that feeling, and in particular to re-create his own unique and never-
ending song. Those of us who are “condemned” to rationalise and interpret such
raw, elemental energy are obviously powerless against it. And that is a good thing.
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The intensity of Ivan Trposki’s crucibles illuminates me and prompts me to highlight
several other aspects. The poems of this book are clearly drawn from his seething
inner furnace, from which he casts subconscious, less “cerebral” elements and
dream fragments. I take the liberty of noting that precisely these give Trposki his
most expressive tool for presenting and creatively conveying the full depth of his
personal emotions — all the suffering, joy, dreams, pains and passion — and also
those of his migrant community and long-suffering native country. For this reason
alone, poetry lovers and captives of the poetic muse are certain to make truly “lucid
observations about certain states of the soul, events and phenomena that appear to
the poet s inner eye” (Svetlana Hristova Joci€). I make no attempt to conceal that this
is exactly where I expect the most of my friend and poet Ivan Trposki. I have been
following his development for almost three decades, ever since his first publications.
It is here, according to our reading and analysis, that he fulfils and expresses himself
most consistently, and where his poetic voice is most remarkable and genuine.
*
Ivan Trposki’s poetry represents a lavish and ramified lyrical spectrum that is many-
sided and abounds with diverse motifs. His personal, intimate surgings have a special
place in that broad range of fixations and themes. Trposki conveys these and other
passions with utmost openness and sincerity. This spirit runs through all his poetry,
allowingthe numerouspoemsintheerotic section ofhis work to function well. Although
erotic poems are to be found in all his collections of poetry, they stand out as a group
particularly in the “Love in the Field” cycle of the Chained Sea collection, as well as in
the Love Imagination collection as a whole. Trposki’s erotica is very characteristic in
its immediacy and frankness. Moreover, and more strikingly: it contains the pulsating
rhythms of the flesh, a pagan vitality. Although all his poetry can be described as
vivid, these poems perhaps contain more authentic life — or present it more visibly.
*
In portraying Ivan Trposki, we must not overlook his production of children’s poems
over the many years of his creative mingling with poetry. These pieces, which he
writes sporadically but on an ongoing basis, were brought together in a separate
collection, Between Two Homelands. It comprises around fifty poems, which show
many of the fascinations and tendencies familiar to us from Trposki’s other books
of poetry. (Several of them are included in this collection). In the poems addressed
to young readers, Trposki has taken his verse-crafting potential to the limit and
also attained the apex of his poetic lucidity. We encounter a naturally talented poet
who is communicative by nature and versatile of pen — a talent inherited from the
storytellers and village bards among his ancestors. His poems for children are
about the immediate and interesting things in life, but he often includes patriotic
motifs too. If these verses sometimes contain didactic elements, this is chiefly, if not
exclusively due to the above-mentioned patriotic preoccupations of Macedonians
around the world. In quite a few poems in this book, Trposki perceptibly strives to
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communicate with young readers. Lastly but no less importantly, various poems
from this cycle afford a spontaneously glimpse into the depths of the poet’s heart;
we see that he is also discovering and affirming the former child in himself.

But probably the most important characteristics of Ivan Trposki’s poetry
for children are his free expression and openness towards young readers.
Written outside his native country and including motifs from his new home,
with the overarching notion “between two homelands” in the title, this part
of his poetic opus remains within the author’s broad creative context but also
expresses a powerful dual source of imagery, which he draws on and uses
as a basis for his art, as do all other Macedonian creatives around the world.
*
Without departing the field of children’s poetry entirely, here at the end of the review
we again turn primarily to Ivan Trposki’s poetry for adults, or rather to his poetry
as a whole, because it is difficult to make such a distinction when generalising
about his poetry, nor is it of any use. Our analysis has turned full circle: here at
the end we return to the beginning. But not to patriotic pulp or the inane blather
and blah so common in Macedonian today, but to an intensity of meaning infused
with white-hot passion as in our poet’s crucible image. We return to the enigmatic
lights that shone in our childhood and youth, lights that have shone on beside us
— and most importantly within us. We return to them so as to conclude with them
because they are what allow Trposki’s poetic language to flourish and survive: the
vibrant language that unites and fuses together his poetic works in a collection such
as this. We believe it brings together the best and most significant of his poems and
demonstrates the main intentions of his books. On the other hand, this collection
amounts to a “new” book of Ivan Trposki’s poetry with a new overall impression.
We hope this distinctive compilation will help readers discover themselves and
each other, allowing them to continue their path to their own deepest crucibles.
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YI'PEJCOHIE BO MOJOT COH

THE SUNRISE IN MY DREAM
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INEYAJIBAPCKHU IIECHH
EMIGRANTS POEMS
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KAEIBE

He GeB nujan, HuTy 30ynaneH

KOTa TH BETHUB - JIeKa Ke ce Bparam
camo JIB€ TOJMHHM JIa M€ YeKalll
BpEME O] €THO BOJHUYKO CIIYT'yBakhe
caMo JiBa rpo3io0epa ga MUHAT WIN
€IIHO JIETE Ha HO3€ Jla TIOAUTHEII
caMo TOJIKY —

TOJIKY TH PEKOB.

[lmaveme
COJI3UTE MU ja TOIea KOIIlyJiaTa
HE UM BepyBalle Ha MOUTE 300pOBH.

Jac neTuHCKU ce cMeeB — Toralll,
TOTall MpeJl METHACCET TOAUHU —
TOrai, HO HE U cera.
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REPENTANCE

I wasn’t drunk or being stupid
when I promised you I’d return —
you’d only be waiting two years
like the length of military service
two cycles of the grapevine

or until a child is up and walking,
that’s all, no longer —

I told you.

You cried
your tears soaked my shirt
you didn’t believe my words.

I laughed like a child back then —
back then, fifteen years ago —
but not now.
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MAJYUHHUOT CIIOMEH

3aaHO Kora T€ BHJIOB

Oellie MPoJIET BPHEKIIMBA ITyCTa

HE 3HaM JIaJIM jac JIOIHEB TOTalll WK TH MOpaHu
Ta HE MOXKEB HHUIITO Ja TH JaJaM

a HEe MOJKEB HMIIITO HU 0J1 TeOe 1a 3eMaM

3a1HO KOra T€ BUJIOB

04ajyBaB 3acjIeIyBaB YM 3aBPTYyBaB

TH Oellre Jpyra Torami MOTIOJHO JApyTa
HETOMEpHa U3JIUTeHA U3TryOeHa

ciierra Oe3riacHa HeMa

3aHO KOora T€ BUIOB

B ITOBOpKa OeIlle Te Hocea APYyTru

Me eKHa Torall JaMHHUHA MayHa
Ha Hapayje MEKO Ha HajCJIATKO MJIEKO
Ha MUAJTYBKHM YE€CTH Ha OJieeHha BEUHH

3aHO KOra T€ BUJIOB

Oellle MJICH HAa 3eMJUHHUTE 320U

TOTaIll MUCHAB CHJTHO 3a JIa M€ CIIYITHEII MaJIKy
JIeKa CIIOMEH HaJMHJI B CpIie Ke 4yBam

¥ 9€CTO K€ UM IO pacKaXyBaMm Ha BHYUYHHbAaTa TBOU
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IN MEMORY OF MY MOTHER

When I last saw you

it was a rainy, empty spring

I don’t know if I was late or you were early
so | couldn’t give you anything

or take anything you had to give

When I last saw you

I despaired, darkness seized me, my mind squirmed
you were different then, completely different
stock-still, worn out and lost

blind, voiceless and mute

When I last saw you

others had carried you in the procession

I burned with the painful past

of your soft embrace and the sweetest milk

of your kisses and cuddles and nights watching over me

When [ last saw you

you were prey in the jaws of earth

I screamed my lungs out so you might hear me:
I will cherish that dearest memory

and tell it to your grandchildren over and over
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L[PHO JIETO

nocmpmua Ha opam mu {ume

MpayHa CTpeJia TO MOTOAH 3PAKOT
TIOJTYBEKOBHUOT CBETYJICI] HA TEMHOMETHHATA
OO0JTHO jauyHa MPOCTOPOT

OJT TpAaTa IIeTKa

BETEPOT 3aIMMYJIC HU3 IPHUTIATA

KOja ce HaJlaKTHUJIa HaJl KPOBOBUTE

€/IeH 3paK 3racHa

3racHa Ha MoJOBUHA (DUTHII

Ha MOJyHOKHE

OCTaBajKu 0Oesa CEeHKa BO MPa4yHOTO (hpavuio
U CTYyJI€H BOMja3 1o LpHUTE PUrypu

HITO I0J]aBaa 3a Iyl

€/ICH 3paK 3racHa
¢JIHO UME OJIeTa

TeMEH 00JIaK My TO CKPH 0JI0JI€COKOT
Ol COJI3UBHTE TIOTJICIN

CICH 3paK 3racHa

3racHa BO TPETOTO JIETO OJ] IBECTOTaTa JeKaaa
3racHa Toraii Kora Tpeoaiiie HajCUJIHO Jla CBETH
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BLACK SUMMER

in memory of my brother Dimitar

a dark arrow struck the ray of light

our beacon for half a century in the world’s gloom
a painful echo resounded

at the numbing spectacle

the wind whimpered through the blackness

that weighed heavy on the houses

a ray went out

the wick ran out half way down

half way through the night

leaving a white shadow 1n the horrid dark
and cold consternation at the black figures
making offerings for his soul

a ray went out
a name took flight

a dark cloud hid the flash
from the tearful gazes

a ray went out —

extinguished in the third summer of the two-hundredth decade
when it should have shone most bright
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JAJTEYUHCKA UCITIOBEJ

nocmpmua Ha opam mu Cnacxo — Cnace

O Opare

TeOe KOro YNHOBHUIIMTE €THOCMEPHO T€ UCIIPATH]a
3a Jla ja CTOIUII MJIaJocTa 1o padpuKuTe

1O TUIAHUHUTE

Y 10 MIEKOJIHUTE aBCTPAIUCKU PYAHUIU

O Opare

TeOe KOj OeCTpalllHO jypHIIIaliie

KOH HEraTOPCKUTE amOacaau

¥ CO M3BUIIICHO 3HAME U TylaHHUIIA

IO U3BUKYBAIlle UMETO Ha CBOjaTa TaTKOBUHA

O Opare

Tebe xoro Makenonuja

MaJUYUHCKHU T€ TPUMU

¥ HEMHUPHHUOT JyX — MUpHAaTa 3eMja
3aCeKorall TH TO CMUPH

O Opare

TeOe KOj IOBEKE T€ HEMaM
IPOCTH MU

IITO HE 3HAM

IIpca KOro aa T¢ UCIioBCcaam
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CONFESSION FROM AFAR
in memory of my brother Spasko

Oh brother

you who the pen-pushers sent with a one-way ticket
to be cannon-fodder for the factories

drilling, blasting

and the purgatory of Australia’s mines

Oh brother

you who fearlessly stormed

the embassies of the Macedonia-haters
with flag and fists flying

and yelled out the name of your home

Oh brother

you whom Macedonia

took in, like a mother

and its peaceful earth forever stilled
your restless spirit

Oh brother

whom [ have no more

forgive me

for not knowing

to whom I should speak your final confession
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MNOYHUT — KOH MIOYNHATHUOT

nocmpmua Ha mamko mu Hayme

opauy
TH TITO O€lle U Opad ¥ BOUH

U 0CJI000UTEIT CO TIEKOJIHU PaHU
CO 3aBOj OJI IETCTOTHHHU BOIIKHU
Y 4eTa Cco JiBa YuTa 1OKyIu

opauy
TH IITO KyJTy4elie U HaJHUuYeIIe
TH IITO Opallle HUBU

TW HUBM - HUE HEMA

Y IJIEKU ¥ paMeHa

U 1I€JI0 YeJI0

cC TH U30pa3auBMe

JKEJIHU 3a TpIie3a

opaay
1 T1a3aplinjo U eCHa(IIN]jO U MIETalH]O
TeOe IITO TH JIeJIeKaBMe 3a JieO

¥ HUBHTE OITyCTOIIICa

Y TIa3apUIINTaTa OHEMea

3aIlITO THEBOT 0 CKPH BO TUTYCKHUTE

Y TO OJHECE TaMy —

Kaj IITO TU OJIHECE U TaJHUTE CBOU
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DEFERENCE TO THE DEAD

in memory of my father, Naume

o ploughman

you who were both tiller and warrior

and liberator with stinging wounds

a dressing of five hundred lice

and a troop with two pairs of hobnailed boots

o ploughman

you who slogged and slaved

you who ploughed the fields

you the fields — we the hungry mouths
we strained your shoulders

and made your brow

a field of furrows

with our clamouring for food

o ploughman,

market-goer, craftsman and jokester
you to whom we yammered for bread
whose crops they ravaged

whose buyers fell silent

you hid your rage in your blisters

and took it away with you

where you went with your secrets
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NUCITIOBE/I KOH MAJKA MU

Ox Majko, MajKO HCYLIEHA JIO3HULIE
JacTap Cy My BepeH Ha CTapoTo CTeOIo,
Ox Majko, Majko MOja BedHa OyaHHIIE
qyBapKe Ha JETCKOTO MU JIETJIO

['o mameTam MajKO OTHHILITETO IITO TIEE

U pekaTa Operor, To ro Oue, mirMcka

['o mameTaM Majko BETEPOT IITO Mee

U JICTETO [IaJHO B CKYTHHUK IIITO TH BpECKa

Me Biede MajKo e€JHa JETCKa IIeTKa
B 0OCOHOra Urpa u B MpaIuUIuBO TJIO
Me Biede Majko eHa cTapa ceTka
Ja moberHaM Oj OBJIE OJ1 0Baa 3JI0

Ho faBosoT Majko mTo MU BJIETON B TaMeT
¥ TI0JICKa MU TPHUIIKA O] TOAMHUTE CTapH,
["'aBOJIOT MajKO HE MU JaBa 3aMeT

7la TO 0CTaBaM Bamy - U3BOPOT O] TapH

Ho ako majko u Toa egHam Ouje

U B [Iperparka ro CTUCHaAM CTapeyKOTO TEJIO
He 3nam majko Toramr Koj mocpekeH ke ouje
jac, T WJIM TIOJIHE0]eTO 1eJ10
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CONFESSIONS TO MY MOTHER

Oh mother, mother, dry and withered vine

this shoot 1s true to the dear old stem,

Oh mother, mother, watching o’er this son of thine
keeper of my childhood nest — a gem

I remember, mother, the fireside that glowed
and the river on its banks asplash, aslap,

I remember, mother, how it stormed and snowed
this hungry 11’1l grizzler on your lap

I was drawn, mother, by childhood reverie
to a barefoot game and the dusty ground,

I was drawn, mother, by whiff of old misery
to flee the wickedness all around.

But the Devil, mother, that has entered my mind
has nibbled and gnawed at me all through the years,
That Devil, mother, has me chained and confined
here at the source of lucre — blood, sweat and tears

But, mother, if that day ever come

and I wrap you, fragile, in my embrace
Our joy will be simply boundless, mum
reunited in comfort and solace
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AKEHATA HITO YEKA

Mwma ennHa xeHa Joaro mTo 4yeka

JIeHE¢ — HOKE U TOAWHM caMa

co 300p KPEBOK CO Ayllia MeKa

CO PaHETO CPIIC O] CyTOMHCKA Kama

Taa >xeHa € MOjaTa Majka — MEHE M€ YeKa

Mma enHa jKeHa NPCTH LITO KPIIU

HaJl OTHUILITE JIAJHO, HaJI CAMOTEH Mpar
CO UCMYKaHU YCHU, CO MIOBUEHU MPIIIH
CO IJTAYJIMB HACMEB OJ1 MOIIEI0T Onar
Taa >xeHa € MOjaTa Majka — MEHE M€ YeKa

Mma enHa s)keHa co MOOEJIEHH KOCHU
HeKazle AajeKy, Ha baakaHoT MaueH

CO 3pIiajia OYHH, CO CTarana 0ocH

CO HaJEeXK elleH N0 HeOOTO KaueH

Taa >xeHa € MojaTra Majka — MEHE Me YeKa
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A WOMAN IS WAITING

There is a woman used to watching and waiting
alone day and night for years

with a tender word and her soft soul aching
with wounded heart and bitter tears

That woman 1s my mother — waiting for me

There is a woman who counts the days and frets

by the cold hearth or her lonely window-place

with cracked lips and ragged gear the older she gets
with a maudlin smile on her gentle face

That woman 1s my mother — waiting for me

There is a woman with snow-white hair

in the far Balkans where much is awry
with mirror eyes and feet that are bare

with a hope that has scaled the sky

That woman is my mother — waiting for me
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TA’KHA CECTPA

Ha cecmpa mu Pucmana

Taxxna cecTpa Opaka yeka
Jla ce Bparart o redyajioa
¥ CO CyBa IUTaYHA yCTa
KOJIHE Tyra 3eMja mycTa

VYire mutaaum kora 0ea

Ha revyanbda MU 3aMHrHaa

Y CBOUTE TPOIIHU KyKH

CO KaTHHAPH TH 3aKJIy4unja

Me ocTtaBuja MeHe cama
Jla ja KoJJHaM cyyOnHaTa
IITO MU TH 3€/I¢ Taa HUB
Opakara — rmeTMuHara

Bo perkute npenucku
MM HaJlyMaB Jia C€ Bparar
aKO Ccakaar LPHU MUCJIU
THE MEHE J]a MU CKpaTar

A 051 HUBHUTE BETyBamba
mTo ce 300p 6e3 ¢ajue
jac ce miamam J1ajau HEeKoj
MEHE )KMBa K€ M€ HajJie
[ToOenena kyTpa cectpa
CO Tara BO JyIliaTta MeKa
J0CTOjHa OpakaTa CBOM

IIpeJl IOPTH TAa T YEKa
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SAD SISTER

For my sister Ristana

A sad sister waits for her brothers
to return from working abroad,

and red-eyed and tremulous of hand
she curses that godforsaken land

While still young

they left to work abroad
locked and chained
their humble houses

I was left here all alone
to curse my destiny —
that it had taken away
all my five brothers

In letters from time to time
I urged them to come back
and release my mind from
thoughts so grave and black

But their promises

are futile and contrived

and make me fear that none
will find me here alive

Their poor old grey-haired sister
with gentle sorrow meets her fate,
worthy of her brothers’ love

she waits for them at the gate
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INEYAJIBAPOB YEKOP

Tu oTBOpHM BpaTa BO Miag0ocTa paHa

Y TIETCTOTKA (DM Ha 3eMjara IpHa.

Te nnucHa co consa Bo oko 30paHa

U B IIperparka Toruia 3a 3aJHO T€ 3TpHa.

[Tapye 11€6 BO IEMIOT TH CTaBU

U JIB€ Mapu OeJIn 0j] KOBAaHO cpedpo.

3a 31paBje U cpeka B Ty'MHCKH CBET

ce TTOMOJIM TTOKOPHO, KOH HEOOTO BEAPO.

Te Tprua Ha mparoT Aa ro KJIOLHENI I'yMOT
Y BOJIATa [1a Ja U3MUE CUPOMAILITH]aTa BEYHA.
Bo cBetoT, Te Moreliie, a To 4yBail yMOT
U CO TPY/ Ja ja HaIpaBUIll UJHUHATA CPEKHA.

Co parere o3apaB TH MyIITUBME CUTE
BO KeJIOU 3a 37]paBje U MOBPATOK Op3.
Cp1ieTo BpeJio TH TO Kacaa 3MUHU

¥ OTPOB HU CEEIIIE OJT MOTJIEIOT IBPCT.

Pacniuiirena taa — opoceHo Jiuie OakHa

¥ KOCUTE TH 3rMe4e BO CBOJOT I'PCT.
JlanedyrHa TeMHa CMHOT M I'0 JlallHa

Ha 1ar 3a ABcTpanuja npexky I'enoBa u TpcT.
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THE STEP OF MIGRATION

She opened a door in your early years

and cast a five-hundreder down in the grime.
She splashed you with her brave mother’s tears
and held you warm and tight for the last time.

She put a piece of bread in your pocket

and two coins of silver she gave to you.

For health and luck in an alien world

she prayed and begged to the sky wide and blue.

Outside she made you kick the copper ewer!

for its water to wash away poverty’s blight.

She beseeched you to be prudent abroad, to be pure
and through labour to fashion a future bright.

We all waved you farewell, adieu, goodbye
wishing you health and a speedy return.
Your hot heart was bitten by snakes that lie
and your gaze was venom to us, so stern.

She screamed and sobbed — he kissed her tear-stained face
they knew they would be torn asunder.

Dark distance swallowed her son without a trace

on the journey from Trieste to Down Under.

1 This is a tradition where the person going to work abroad kicks over a fym (copper jug) —
the water flows out to symbolically clear their path and bring them luck in future.
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NMA EJIEH ITIAT

MMma eneH nat BO MOPHHUIIM IITO M€ 00Jie4e

[laT xoHAT, MaJYMHO CPIIE IITO CKUHA.

Wma eieH mat eAHOCMEPHO IIITO M€ OIBJICYE.

[1aT makoM, r1aBaTa HU3 MEPUAMjaHU LITO MU ja MUHA.

MMma eneH nat koj BOJU MPEKY MOPCKUTE 3ITAKU

v 1peKy 80 MUJIMOHHM YOBEKOBU CTAIKH.

MMa eieH mar mto My T rMeue CTOMaYHHUTE OarkH,
naT Mo KOj MO30KOT BOjyBa CO KPBHUTE KalKu

Nwma eneH He3abopaBeH nar —

1art, o1l IpBEH Kydep,
OBEPEH MacoIII

U MJIaJIUHCKHU JIHUK.
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THERE IS A JOURNEY

There is a journey of darkness and dismay

A cursed journey to wrench a mother’s heart.
There is a journey that takes me away — one-way,
A journey at the mercy of the captain’s chart.

There is a journey over abyssal depths of the sea

and over eighty million human paces, fleeing

There is a journey, sickeningly long, from quay to distant quay
that unleashes a war inside, in my very being.

There is an unforgotten journey —
one with a wooden suitcase,
passport and visa

and a youthful face.
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TOJEMHUOT BPO/I

Enen Opoxa — roiem Kako IiiaHuHA,

Co namjuHa ycTa OTBOpEHA —

Enen 6pox — koj J1arHa wijagaMuHa

3ararma 1mo CHHUIAaTa HEeJOTIICHH.

Enen Opon - xoj namHa uiijajjaMuHa

Co KIIyH TH TIpecede MOpHbaTa Ha TIOJIOBHHA,
Enen 6pox — koj Bp3 MUCKOTHUIIM 3aMHUHA
[lenara My ja n30puiiia Tparatra HEeBUHA.

Enen Opon — mTo pacruiaka cpiia uijaaa

Co ToBapoT ce rydemie Bo I[pHa TylHHa,

Toj 6pon ocTaBu MycTONI: BO HUBH, JTUBA/IH,
HespyOeHr HEBECTH | MPA3HHU ITEIICHH.

Enen Opon — koj HOcellIe uijaJaMuHa,

Taxxna cpeka cuH OpaH My OTKoOTa —

Enen Opon — pogHUHCKA JbyOOB IITO pacKWHA
KieTBa 1ipHa B ClIOMEH T'O BEYCH 3aKOIIa.
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THE BIG SHIP

A ship as tall as a hill,

With a dragon’s maw to still —

A ship that swallowed a thousand men
Ploughed the endless blue.

A ship that swallowed a thousand men
A prow that cut the seas in two,

A ship that put to sea amid a wail

The foam erased its silent trail.

A ship that broke a thousand hearts

Vanished with all on board into distant murk,

That ship left desolation behind: empty fields and meadows,
bedless brides, unused nappies.

A ship that carried a thousand men

A blue wave bore its sad destiny

A ship that split families again and again —
A black curse ingrained in eternal memory.
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OKOBAHO MOPE

Ha nornen jykeH npeKy COTyHCKa paMHHHA
JIeKHU €THO OeJ10, MpaMOPHO MOpE,

CO CKOBaH MoMIe] KOH HEOOTO rope
nocakysa ['ocroz 1a ro Bpaty B JaMHUHA.

Toa mope mTo OeciryMHO AuIie

Y TaryBa 3a CBOJOT 3aMp3HaT OpaH,
I1a4ye Kako Majka HaJi CHHOT CBOJ 3aKJIaH
Y HU3 COJI3U, MayHa, UICTOPH]ja HU MHIIIE.

U ce BocxuTyBaa cute Ha yOaBUHATa MOja
Y Ha [IeCHara IITO ja IIEEB CO CBOJOT IJiac,
HO CpeKaTa IMIPOPOK MU ja CKpaTH B 4ac

OpwIIejku Me O/ TpaHMIla, MajurHa CBOja.

Jlenekam eBe eI 1Ba€CCTHU BCK
N MOJIaM O CMHIIHUP Jda U3BJICUAM TCJIO,
CakKaM KaKO HEKOTalll aa 6I/IIIaM BECCJIO —

BO CBOja 3€Mja U Ha CBOj Oper.
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CHAINED SEA

To the south across the Salonika plain
there lies a white, marble sea,

with its gaze to the sky so free

longing to return to a proud ancient reign.

That sea that breathes in silent mystery
and laments for its petrified wave,

cries like a mother at her dead son’s grave
and through tears abundant tells of history.

All were entranced by my Aegean beauty
and the free song I sang for all to hear,

but the prophet cut my glory and cheer

my beloved lands became spoils and booty.

I’ve grieved all the twentieth century long

and prayed to escape from these chains I abhor,
I want to be happy and joyful once more —

in my country, on my shore, with a song.
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ITASAPEH JIEH

COHIIETO € KaKO U CEJICKO

r'0 TOpH IUIOMITAI0T IPATCKU
pasiivKa € BO YHCTO — BAJIKAHO
Y HEKaJIe JI0/IeKa pUKaaT roBesa
B Ipaji jaropar jgyre

JIEHOT TIOYHYBA CO - aupJIuja maszap

TETKO KOJIKY KOIIITaaT jajiara,

YUYKO JaJIU JIyTaT MUIICPKUTE,

YJOBEYE BO €HA BOJIA JIM CE€ BapU TPABICTO

MCIIaHHIIAa O CCJIIaHU U l"pal,"aHI/I
oa 1mmpoJgaBain U KyIlyBadu
O Ipa3Hu TC3I' U ITOJIHHU 3eMOMIN

IJIaHWHAaTa IMOBTOPHO I'0 BJICHC COHLICTO
HYfeTO Cc oagajicuyBaar o MpaBj AJIHUKOT

M TaKa —

Ha MaToT NakK Jena Ke yekaar
a MaJKUTE K& MpMOpar: yMpe Hiekepuujara
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MARKET DAY

the sun is just like in the village

it burns down on the town square

the difference is in clean versus dirty,
and while somewhere the cattle bellow
in town the people babble

the day begins with a fair dinkum market:
lady, how much are the eggs

mister, are the peppers hot

do the beans cook well

mingling villagers and townsfolk
buyers and sellers
sold-out stalls and bulging string bags

the sun seeks the western mountains
people depart from the anthill

and on the road home

children will again wait
and their mothers mutter: the confectioner has died

51



INPOTEPYBAIBE HA
IHHEYAJIBAPCKATA CYABUHA

Kora ke Tproam

OTBOPETE MU I'M CUTE BpaTH,

MPEMOCTETE TH BOAUTE

Y MpoMnajeTe r'u faBoJIMTEe O KPCTONATUTE.

Kora ke Tpruam

M30pajTe TW CTPHUILITATA,
potodpuszupajTe Mu ru
OOCOHOTHUTE CTaIlKH.

Kora ke Tpruam

HE CBPTYBajTE C€ M0 MEHE BEIHAIII
¥ CO BaIllUTE POAHUHCKHU COJI3H

HE Pa3JIN3ryBajTe o MOJOT —
3aYEKOPEH IaT.

Kora ke Tpruam

dbprnere kameH 3a TpOoB

U IIpOTEpajTe ja cya0nHaTa
CO C€ MEHE BO TylMHa
3a€JTHO Jla 3THUE
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DRIVING OUT THE MIGRANT”’S JINX

When I set off,

open all the doors

bridge the waters

and drive the devils from the crossroads.

When I set off

plough over the stubble-fields,
and rotovate away

my footprints.

When [ set off

don’t turn round to look straight away
don’t drench and muddy

the path I have trodden

with your family tears.

When I set off

cast a stone behind my back
to drive out my jinx

so it will vanish

with me in the vast abroad.
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JIOINATALI BO KEJE3HULIA

CoHoT ro Oo1Ha.

bp3a co ckazaikuTe Ha caaror.

['yt MmOoHUH!

3emu ja siomararal

Ja mouHyBa ucrara rnecHa.

HeboTo cuHo, a coHIIETO cad.

VYnupa 1o CHHUTE KeJIC3HUYIKU KaMema.
['u ocynmyBa — Bo30BH J1a Opojar,

A Ha HHMB IIParoBUTE — MPTBU Ja COHYBaar.
Tue ckokaar, co UCKpHU My ce 3aKaHyBaar.
3acTaHar, ja 3a0puuryBa norTra.

Ce pasnece mac — Kamoos...!

M onnoBO uCTO,

Co HOBa cuIa,

Co HOBa IUTYCKa U Karlka IoT.

Bo XOpH30HTOT TMHUHUTE MY CE CIIOjyBaar
bp3a, kpajoT 1a UM ro gormpe.

Ho, ce npenHyBa Ha cyyOuHara:

Op Temiku paroBu u Oesa mpas,

Op cuHu KaMema U 3rpOoaBeH CTPaB.
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SHOVELLER ON THE RAILWAY

His dream tormented him.

Racing like the hands of a clock.
G’dmorning!

Take the shovel!

The same old story once again.

The sky of blue with a furnace above
Beats down on the blue metal.

He condemns it to count the trains
And the sleepers to dream of the dead.
It jumps and threatens him with sparks.
The men stop to wipe off the sweat.

A voice resounds: ¢’mon you lot!

And the same all over again,

With new strength,

A new blister and drop of sweat.

His lines meet at the horizon

And he races to reach their end.

But he stumbles over his destiny:
Heavy sleepers and white dust

Blue metal and yakka to bust.
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HA BUJYBAIBE

MHory, MHOTY € JJaJiedHa 3€MjaBa CUHKO
MHOTY, MHOTY € TaTKO

MHOTY, MHOTY € TojieMa CUHKO
MHOTY, MHOTY € TaTKO

¥ MHOT'Y, MHOT'Y € 00orara CUHKO
MHOTY, MHOTY € TaTKO

amMu ¥ ToJIeMU MOPHUHbA UMa CUHKO
UMa, UMa TaTKo

UHIyCTpHja, paboTa, uMa c¢ CUHKO
HABHUCTHHA, CC, CC UMa TaTKO

HO KaKo HaIara He €

HE, HE € CHUHKO...
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FATHER’S VISIT

This country is very, very far, my son.

It sure 1s, Dad.

It’s very, very big, my son.

It sure 1s, Dad.

And very, very rich, my son.

It sure 1s, Dad.

But there are oceans in between, my son.
There sure are, Dad.

There’s industry, jobs and everything, my son.
There really is everything, Dad —

but it’s not like our country.

No, it’s not, my son...
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KPAJITATEH JIEPUHCKU IMTPOJABAY

He me octaBu na te npamam
3a ybaBara 00ja Ha IpacKure,
3a BKyCOT

W 3a uenara HuBHa

He me ocrtaBu na te npamam
Co koja Bo/ia r'u HaBOAHYBAIIIE,
Co Ko€ COHIIE TH NOTHEKYBAIIIE
U co umja paka ru cobupaie.

Mu Benun — 3emu, yOaBu ce
Ox 3aeqHUYKA BOJIa

M 3aeqHUYKO COHIIE Ce,

A u ox 3emjara —

Han xoja uzpacHaBme Hue
Han nea uzpacnaa u tue!

AX, KpajuaTeH JEPUHCKHU IIpoaBady
AX, MagHUKY, O/ MOJOT HajCTap PO/...
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ROADSIDE VENDOR IN LERIN (FLORINA)

In your joy at hearing Macedonian
You didn’t let me ask you

About the lovely colour of the peaches,
Their taste

And their price

You didn’t let me ask you

Which stream you watered them from,
Which sun you ripened them with

And whose hand picked them.

You spoke with elation

Take them, they’re lovely, you said
They’re from our water

Our sun,

And as for the land —

The land we grew from

Is the same as they grew from!

Oh, roadside vendor in Lerin
Long-suffering soul of our Macedonian people...
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BPAKAIGE HA 3AT'YBEHOTO EI'EJYE

Hexkane B cBeTOB

B HEIO3HATa 3eMja,
KaJie skuiia 0oIMKaBa
IpaHUlA U CIUIETE,
Tamy OpeJ npa3Ha
HaIlylITEeHa KyKa -
TpOIIaIlIe JIETE.

Tarko, Majko,

Opare, cecTpo!
OTtBOpeTre mu cTapa
JpBEHa Bparta.
CuHOT BU J10j1€ —
npedekajTe ro opara!

Tpomnaiie co 1eHOBH,
BHUKAIIIe CO HOKH

Ha JIpBEHA BparTa,

BO ITpa3Ha KykKa.

Ho Hemarie HUKO]
J1a TIOKa)ke IIaBa

U J1a CJIYIITHE BUKO].

3amiaka Jere,
npoJiea CoJi3H,

IpeJ] HaIyIITeH mpar
0]l KyKara crapa.

Ce 3ampaiia B MUCJIU
32 CBOUTE MUJIH:
Kane ce tue

1 Kaj 1a ru 6apam!?
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A WAIF RETURNS TO AEGEAN MACEDONIA

Somewhere in this world

in an unknown country
where a barbed-wire border
runs between the rocks,
there is an empty,

deserted house —

and outside a child knocks.

Father, mother,

brother, sister!

Open up

this wooden door.

Your son and brother is back
after the war!

He knocked for days,

he called for nights

at the wooden door

of the empty house.

But there was no one at all
to look out

and hear him call.

The boy burst into tears,
and bitterly cried

at the dusty door

of the deserted house.

He wondered and fretted
his family was gone:
Where can they be

and how will I find them?
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IHEJA

[TaroT Gerre MoIIHE JOJIT

MOJIOJT U O] TOXOJIOT Ha TBOJOT CHH
U €BE —

0 TIOBEKE O/ TPU MUJICHUYMH jac J10JJ10B
710j710B 1 OyHaJICKH C€ 3a/byOuB
IIOCAaKaB Ce

CE IITO € TBOE:

Y COHIIETO

U paMHUHATa

U CTApUTE HEKPOIOJICKUA YPHATUHU
U IpalirHara IITo ce CIOu CO MOTTa
ce

C¢ OCBEH TyTHOT 300p —

KOT'0 HEMOCIYIIIHO TO OJIMaBHAB
ITena

OcTaHu 10CTOJHO cMmena

1 OJIaroCJIOBH Me:

BO JIyXOT AJIEKCAHJIPUCKH

BEYHO J1a C€ B celam
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PELLA

The road was very long

longer than the campaign of your son
and behold —

here I am, three millennia later

I came and fell head over heels in love
with everything,

everything that is yours:

the sun,

the plain,

the old ruined necropolis

and the dust that sticks to your sweat —
everything,

everything except the foreign tongue —
which I defiantly waved aside

Pella

Stay proud and brave

and bless me

so | can become one

with the spirit of Alexander
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HA IIAT 3A JIA TPOII

IIpomecm npomue omseoparbemo Ha epUKUOm
KOHZpec 3a HeMAKeOOHCKU CIyouu

Ja, umjana KUIoOMeTpu
U yIIITE, YIITE
TPUIIATH MOBEKE -
caMo TOJIKY

Jlonr e marot BO HOKTA
BO 3eMjaTa npa3Ha

U 110J1 He0OTO OOJTHO -
caMo TOJIKY

Hekoj mee Bo BO3WIIOTO
JpyT BO3IMBHYBA

TPET MIye —

caMo TOJIKY

Konky 3Hamuma mTo moHecoBMe
TOJIKY Y TIOPAKU UCIIPATUBME

CO THEB KOH HallMOHAJIU3MOT —
CaMo TOJIKY

Hue numame 360p
UMaMe U MUCMO

HE HU Tpeba Tyro ume —
caMo TOJIKY

5 ¢ebpyapu 1988 rog.
MenOypH
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EN ROUTE TO LA TROBE

Protest against the opening of the Greek
Congress on un-Macedonian Studies

Yes, a thousand kilometres
and still more,

three times more —

that’s all

The road is long in the night
through this empty land
beneath the painful sky —
that’s all

In the bus someone was singing
another was sighing in despair
a third was swearing —

that’s all

As many flags as we carried,
we sent out messages

of rage at nationalism —
that’s all

We have our tongue

we have our script

we don’t need a foreign name —
and that’s that!

5 February 1988
Melbourne
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KAJIE HU CE YEJIATA

Betepot ru mmba OTKpUiIEeHUTE BpaTu
NaTUIITaTa c€ MOBTOPHO KallHU
BPEMETO pa3yJaBeHO Oapa KpTBU

0 MPOCTOPOT I'PJl O] CAMOTH]ja

KOj K€ TH MPECKOKHYBA TUIOTOBUTE
KOj K€ BHMKA: KapIlyBYe 3a JIB€ OaHKU
K0j ke HaadpayBa KaMeH O pamMo

U YeKa MICMO

071 OHaMy KaJie ¥ CAMHOT CH 3aMHHA

TECMHHKHA I'0 ITOKpWJIa IOJCTO
YrapuTcC 1jiadar 1o MpaKoT
HC CC IIaTyBa CaM HHU3 MOJIKOT

MO/ TEIIKOTO CyJOMHCKO BpeMe
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WHERE ARE OUR CHILDREN?

The wind lashes at the wide-flung doors
the roads are muddy again

wanton time demands sacrifices

in this land ugly with emptiness

Who will jump the fences

Who will yell: Giza twenny-dinar wadermelon!

Who will win the throwing-the-stone-from-the-shoulder game
and wait for a letter from the home

he has long since left?

Night covers the land

the fallow fields weep in the dark

no one travels alone in the silent murk
of this leaden-footed time
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CETA E JACHO CE

1lo nosoo npusnasarwemo na Makeoonuja

[IykHaa ankuTe MoJ MadoT OJi CBETIIMHATA
UCITIOJI3€a TaJHUTE OJ] MPaKOT

MOJIKOT €KHa

CBETOT CE€ BpAIIATOCA

Cera e jacHO c¢

He tpeba nmoBeke mparnyBama:

30MITO JIMITAJT TPOCTOPOT O/ (PUYKOT HA BETPOBUTE

30MITO pyMeHeeI0 HeO0TO Ha/l HEMHUTE KaMerha

30MITO TAHIyBaJI€ BEIITEPKUTE CEHYUIITATA U
MIpUBUJICHH]aTa

0] TAKTOT HAa TPMOTEBUIIATE

30MITO TTUIITENIO ¥ HEPOICHOTO JIETE

Cera e jacHo c¢

3a 51a ce pacTpya COHIIETO MO METJIAHOT
BPEMETO MYy TIOJIJaPW HOBH TTOTKOBHITH

a 3a Jia ce 1pTaaT Manu

HeMa IOBEKE KPB

xenbara e 3/10/IeBHa 0]1 UCUEKYBamba

a JbyOOBTa O/ TPIHEXKHU

Cera e jacHO c¢

TarkoBUHATA TO Hajne COIICTBCHUKOT

1991 .
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NOW EVERYTHING IS CLEAR

on the recognition of Macedonia

The chains burst beneath the sword of light
the secrets crept out of the dark

the silence resounded

the world turned briskly

Now everything is clear

There is no more need to ask

why the land wailed beneath the whistling winds
why the sky ruddied above the mute stones

why witches, shadows and apparitions danced
to the rhythm of thunderclaps

why even an unborn child screamed

Now everything is clear

Time has given the sun wings

to sail the length and breadth of the land
so that maps can be drawn

bloodshed is past

desire is tired of waiting

and love — of bearing blows

Now everything is clear

Our native land has found its owner

1991
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HE KAKYBAJTE 1 HA TATKOBUHATA

ITo maToT TaHOK KaKO KOHEIl

U JIOJIT KaKO BEYHOCT

CO HapaMEHO JIETCTBO U I'PCT BO3UIIKH
KWHHMCAB KOH IPOpOYKaTa aHaTema

0 TyCTaTa yropHHIla

MU UCTIaJHAaa CUTE BO3UIIKU

Ta MOPAB CO CTYAEHUJIO Ja ApyrapyBam
Ta Taka CKOYAHET J1a CTUTHAM JI0 TIEKOJIOT

TaMy Mak Kako nec 0eB Bp3aH 3a Tyr 300p
Ha Tyl IPOCTOP CO Tyl KAMEH KAMEHYBaH
U CO JIeJT OJ1 TICUXOJIoTHjaTa

ja U3IpKyBaB Ka3HaTa 3a HEMOCIYIIHOCT

CO JICIICHUHU MYy BHKAaB J1a C€ CAMHE COHIIETO
3a Tpoa CBETIIMHA JIa MY YaITHaM
3a J1a MU C€ HajJe BO TEMHHHATa
HU3 KOja K€ MU TO OCBET/IM IAaTOT 0 TaTKOBHHATa

HEMa MTOCHJIHA MHCJIA OJT MUCJIaTa KOH pPO/IHATa 3eMja
Taa € MOJOT BEYCH COTIATHUK BO COHOT U jaBETO
aHTeIn

KOTa K€ MU ja 3emaTe JyliaBa

HE Ka)KyBajTe M Ha TaTKOBUHATa
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DON’T TELL MY NATIVE LAND

The path was as thin as thread

and as long as eternity

as I set out with my childhood over my shoulder

and a handful of gripes for the prophesied grim future

my gripes and groans fell away

on the barren slopes

only the cold was my companion
and so, frozen stiff, I arrived in hell

there I was chained like a dog to a foreign tongue
stoned with a foreign stone in an alien land

and with part of my psyche

I endured the punishment for disobedience

for decades I called out to the sun to come down
so | could snatch a little of its light

to guide me through the darkness —

so it would light up the way to my native land

no thought is stronger than that of one’s homeland —
my constant companion in dream and waking

o angels

when you take my soul

don’t tell my native land
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EJHA KYKA - 3A CUTE HAC

Ha oBoj rpct GankaHcka 3emja,
KaJie CHHIIMPH TEIIKH KOpHea TJiac,
Ha OBOj TPCT O] MAKETOHCKH CHHOD
U3TpaJIUB KyKa - 32 CUTE Hac.

Ha 0B0j kamMeH 1ITO BEKOBHO TpIiE,
JIeNeK, MUCKOT U MPETCMPTEH TJiac,
Ha OBOj KAMEH KOj KPBHIIITA ITHEII,
U3TPaIUB KyKa — 3a CUTE Hac.

[Ton oBa nmapue ckpiieHo HeOo,

ox xazae ['ocron HU HacIyIIyBal IJac,
Ha OBa IMapye MTO TOHEIIE B ITEKOJT,
U3TPa/INB KyKa — 3a CUTE Hac.

Ha oBaa nnanka on CHHOBO MOpE,

KaJle HeMHpHH OpaHOoj HU CKpIIIHja 1J1ac,
Ha OBaa JiJIaHKa IITO OpHUIIEIIe CIIOMEH,
U3TPa/INB KyKa — 33 CUTE Hac.

OBaa Kyka IITO TpEnepu Ha JyroT
U TaJIKa Mo CBETOT CO CBOjOT IJIac,
OBaa KykKa IITO U3pacHa B KPTBH,

IperpaTku uma — 3a CUTE Hac.
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A HOUSE FOR US ALL

On this handful of Balkan earth,

where heavy chains stifle our call

on this handful of Macedon borderland
I built a house — for us all.

On this stone that has forever been
witness to wail, scream and dying call,
on this stone that blood and fire has seen,
I built a house — for us all.

Beneath this shard of broken sky,
where the Lord heard our plaintive call,
on this shard that is foundering in hell,
I built a house — for us all.

On this palmful of blue sea,

where roaring waves have drowned our call,
on this palmful that erased memory

I built a house — for us all.

This house that shakes in the southern wind
and roams the world with its waking call,
this house that grew up through sacrifice,
has wide open arms — for us all.
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CEHYHMIITE

T€ HACETyBaB KaKO CTapa MecHa
[IITO MU Joara HeKaJe 10 MOJTHOK
U co eHep of IPHU 3palu

M€ SHpKa O] 3a praHara KiIydajika

a jac 3HaM JIeKa He JINYMUIII Ha TIeCHa
HUTY Ha GUIMCKA 3aBOJHUYKA

HE JIMYUII Ha Oorara Tpres3a

HUTY Ha PO30B BUHCKH KajMaK

TH JIMYUII CAMO Ha IPJ0 MPUBUJICHUE
ITO M€ Ma4M Ja CKUTaM BO MPAaKOT

Y 3a J1a TH JIpyrapyBam

JIOZIEKAa CMPTHO MU I'0 TIPUTHUCKAII TEJIOTO
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APPARITION

I sensed you like an old song

that comes to me long after midnight
and leers through the rusty keyhole
with a lantern of black rays

but [ know you are not a summer song
or a film seductress, femme fatal

you are not like a harvest feast —

all cosy and rosy

you are more a monstrous phantom
that torments me till [ wander the dark
and befriend you

while you squeeze the life from my body
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JIO3A

['menam, on MeCTOTO Ha TBOjaTa paHa TeuyaT COJI3H,
BetepoT Tu ru Opulie pacTeUeHUTE PEKU
W ru 3aBUTKyBa BO I[pHATA 3€MjUHA IIAMH]a.
Tu Hemam KpB 3a J1a poTeye O]l TBOUTE PaHHU,
Tu Hemam ycra Kako cuTe Hac,
Tu Hemam ouu 3a a TO BUJIUII CBOJOT TUIOJ,
Tu Hemam TaTko, HUTHU MajKa
J1a TH TIOMOTHE, Ja T€ yTellIH...
Tu umar camo TPUCE30HCKU KUBOT:
I'po3m06ep,
3UMCKHU COH
W ennoroauiiHa npeciiexka
[Ipu mpecnekara ro uckaxyBail CBOjoT 001
Co HEeuyjHO MOJICHE
N nnauewme, miadewme, miademhe.. .

3a MPECEYCHUTE TBOU paAMEHA.
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GRAPEVINE

I see tears flowing from your wound,
The wind erases your running rivers
And wraps them in earth’s black scarf.
You have no blood to flow from your wounds,
You have no mouth like us,

You have no eyes to see your fruit,
You have no father or mother

— to aid and comfort you...

You have only a life of three seasons:
The September grape harvest,
Hibernation

And an annual change of garb

Where you let out all your pain

In silent prayer

And weeping, constant weeping...

for your shoulders nicked and gnarled.
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HA IIOMHUH
(Bo cenomo Kapxoap, bamypcm HJB)

KOra MUHYBaB HaJ| cTarajiara rocrnoioBu
Jyliara T ja CIyIIHAB a ycTaTa He

HE 3HaM 301ITO MU TH BP3a HO3ETe

3a cToI00BUTE Of] XOTENOT Pojan

a O4MTE 32 UCTOPUCKUTE 3/1aHN]a

MU TIIETHA JIeKa UMaIll OHOJIKY JKATEIH
KOJIKY TOJIMHATA JCHOBH

a M€ u3Jara

He ro u30poja kyuero Hopron

Koe ce Oamalie Bo pexara benyoOyna
HUTY KEJIE3HUYAPCKUTE PAOOTHHUIIH
HUTY MOTOPUCTHUTE

HUTY TanapanuTe Kou 9Kparnaa

npeJl IPKBUTE aHTUKBAPHUIIUTE MY3€HUTE

30IITO M€ OCYJIH J1a OCTaHaM Bp3aH
3a XOTEJICKUTE CTOJI00BH

TpUCTa KWJIOMETPH Ha 3anaj oj CumaHe]
U yIITE ABaecCeT WijaJu KWIOMETPH

o1 MakenoHuja

30IITO HE ME OABP3HUII
3a cJI000/IHO J1a C€ pacTpyam

KOH IIMPOKUTE MaHOPAMHU

KOH BOJIUTE 071 OpaHaTa

KOH SBE3JIUTE

Jla ce pacTpuyaM KOH T'OCTUHKAaTa

CO LIPH TaHra Moj 0eJI0TO 30JHULITE
IITO 3aBOJIJIMBO MU CE€ HacMea

Kapxkoap

K€ YEeKaM J1a M€ OJIBP3HIILI

JypH TOrail K€ T Kakam

neka Ilaru Jlukue e ybaBa >xeHa

a aToT KOH Te0e € MOUIHE TAUHCTBEH
HoemBpu 2003 .
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PASSING THROUGH
(Carcoar near Bathurst, NSW)

when I passed over the Lord’s footprints
I heard your soul but not your lips

I don’t know why you tied my legs

to the posts outside the Royal Hotel

and my eyes to the historical buildings

you whispered that you have as many residents
as the year has days

but that was a lie

you didn’t count Norton the dog

who was cooling off in Belubula River

nor the railway workers

motorists

or hobby paparazzi snapshotting

the churches, antique shops and museums

why did you condemn me to stay tied

to the hotel posts

three hundred kilometres west of Sydney
and as much as twenty thousand

from Macedonia

why don’t you untie me

so | can run off free

into the broad vistas

to the lapping waters of the dam

to the stars

and chase the local lady

with the black lace under her white skirt
she sent a seductive smile in my direction

Carcoar

I’1l wait till you untie me

and only then will I tell you

that Ms Page Dickie is beautiful

and the path to you is very enigmatic

November 2003

79



CUJIHEJ

3npaBo Cunnej Cutu,
TH CU MHOTY TIPUTH,
BO CEKOJ TBO]j B3]

UTa MOTJIE] Maj.

On ceBep 110 cayrT,

Ce€ CMeEeIIl CO TIOJTH MayT,
OJ1 UICTOK JIO BECT,

TH CH BUCTUHCKHU O€ECT.

Bo tebe xuBear 60jc,
MOBEKETO HA aHEMILJIO]C
U HajyOaBu repic

Bo HoB Jyxen Berc.

Jac nuiryBam Bo Oyk

3a KarreraHot Kyk

U 3a IpajioT MHOTY NPUTH

k0j ke ouae Onummucku CUTH.

Co norenoT BO CKaj,

3a Tebe jac CuaHej mpaj

1 HEeMa Ja TH pedam Tya 0aj
c'e JoJeKa He OujaMm J1aj.



MIGRANT’S IMPRESSIONS

Hi there, Sydney City,
you are very pretty,
and each of your Y’s
is a sight for my eyes.

From north to south,

you laugh with a wide mouth,
from east to west,

you truly are the best.

Sydney guys have lots of soul,
though most of them are on the dole,
but its girls, o lucky males,

are the cutest in New South Wales.

I’m writing for a book

about old Captain Cook

and how this Big Smoke gritty
becomes Olympic City.

Looking up into the blue,
Sydney, this poem is for you,
and I’ll never say goodbye
until the very day I die.
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HA TATKOBHUHATA
100 eoounu Ununoen

Taa 3eMja mto nogasa paue

U IIETIOTH MUJIHO BO MOjOT CTHX
Oeliie KO sBepka

NIOCTaHa [Iylie

a yTpe

yTpE U BIAMHWHA KOj3HAE IIITO

Taa 3eMja B mecHa 1ITo 3pauu

U TaXKHA C€ BHYPHYBa BO MOJOT 1yX
oeliie rnpBa

MOCTaHa 3aJ{Ha

a yTpe

yTpe U BJIaMHUHA KOj3HAE IIITO

Taa 3eMja B MOpHHK IITO TOpU
u OyHTyBa BEYHO BO MoOjara KpB
uMarlie Hapoj

[OCTaHa Ipa3Ha

a yTpe

yTpE U BAAMHUHA KOj3HAE IIITO

Taa 3emja B EKOJI IITO TOHU

Y OTHEH 3aBET CPLIe MU MaJH

J1a 3acTaHaM Harpes

a 110 MEHE CUTE

a yTpe

yTpE U BJlAMHUHA K€ 3HAEME IIITO
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FOR MY NATIVE LAND
100 years from the Illinden (St Elijah's Day) Uprising

My country that reaches out with desperate hands
and whispers sweetly in my verse

was once a lion proud

is now a stray cat, cowed

and tomorrow —

tomorrow and in future who knows

My country that shines in song

that now gives me cause to weep and to curse
was once the first

is now the last

and tomorrow —

tomorrow and in future who knows

My country that bristles and frets
and forever rises up in my blood
was once populous

1S now empty

and tomorrow —

tomorrow and in future who knows

My country now sinking in hell
lights a fiery pledge in my heart
to stand at the fore

with a host behind

and tomorrow —

tomorrow and in future we know
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CYJIBUHATA HA MAKEJOHHNJA

[IpopouunTe pekie u npecexe:
Jla Ouzenr MayHa U HEMTOKOpPHA
On UCTOK 70 3amai HeJ00AHA
Opn ceBep 110 JyT HEJOTJICAHA.

[Ipopouute pekiie u npecexe:
Jla dupaemn xpabpa u ropaa
MocT 3a Haponu Hajpa3IuyHU
Crazno 3a BOJIIM KPBOJIOYHU
ApeHa 3a SBEpOBU U KOMUTH.

[IpopouuTe pekie u npecexie:
Jla 6uzaent yecHa ¥ MUJIOCHA
Mamnran 3a pate CKOYaHETH
Yamma 3a rpia 3axeIHaT
[lecna 3a ycHU HEJbYOECHHU.

[IpopouunTe pekie u npecexie:
Jla Gupern y3Ha Ha CTpajlaHHja
Jla Ouzenn Majka Ha MOKOJICHH]a
Ja ounemur 3emMjo - Makegonuja!
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THE DESTINY OF MACEDONIA

The soothsayers spoke and their vision was clear:
You will be fractious and rebellious

From east to west boundless

From north to south endless.

The soothsayers spoke and their vision was clear:
You will be brave and proud

A bridge for peoples most various

A flock for wolves ferocious

An arena for beasts and brigands.

The soothsayers spoke and their vision was clear:
You will be honourable and kind

A brazier for hands icy

A glass for throats thirsty

A song for lips so lonely.

The soothsayers spoke and their vision was clear:
You will be a scar of suffering

You will be a mother of millions

Country, you will be — Macedonia!
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JIOJJOB TMAK

J10j10B mak Kako KJolap miajieH

Jla sxuBeam >KMBOT Ha TBOUTE TPaJIH,
JlojioB Bo TeOe M3MadeH U CTpajicH

Jla ucrieaM mecHa 3a niedajadapuTe MIIaIm.

Curt o Oykara Ha (pabpuukuTe 320U

[0 noTKajaB KUJIUMOT MeYanT0apCKH LIKPT,
Bo paz00joT npoKIIeT I€HOBH IITO Tpadu
N mianocTa OyjHa ja XpaHU CO CMPT.

J10j10B Tak moj pogHaTa cTpea

Co Ky(epoT npenosH o1 MEUTH U ja,
J10j10B BO jaTOTO IITO JIapyBa cMea
Jla yremam cpiie u 3acuram ria.

Jloj1oB fa 3aTpyam 1o CTapuTe Tparu

W nannMHaM BO BUPOT O] IOJTUTE CYIIIH,
J1oj10B Ha OyHApOT J1a M3MHjaM Jiaru
Co Bo/ara yecHa IITO HaojyBa CyIlu

J10jA0B 3a ocaeaHo Mpouika 1a oapam
On e3epa, peKu, MOJINkba U TOPH,
JlojnoB Ha OOTOT XKPTBa Ja My JlapaM
Co mymaBa pajoT CpekeH Jia ro CTOPH.
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BACK

I’ve come back like a tramp in hunger’s throes
To live my life now at your gate,

Back to you with my troubles and woes

To sing a song of a young migrant’s fate.

Sick of the noise in the factory bays

[ wove a humble migrant’s rug,

In the cursed loom that eats up the days
And nourishes youth with a fatal drug.

I’ve come back beneath my native eaves
With a suitcase full of dreams and grief,
Back with the flock that laughs till it leaves
To soothe my heart and bring craving relief.

Back to revisit all my childhood haunts

And wade in the pond left from the Long Dry,
Back to the well to wash out lies and taunts
With honest water that breaks the long droughts.

Back to my homeland for one last pardon
Of lake and river, of field and mountain,

I come with a token here to God’s garden

So my soul be cleansed in heaven’s fountain.
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COHAPOJIHUMNYKA ITOPAKA

Jlonecu mu —

JIOHECHU MU aKo Joaraii
CTpaKk4de Kucesell

pakarka MYEHUYHO KJ1acje

U TPCTEIl TYOBJCHCKH IPEIIIH.

JloHecu mu —

JIOHECH MU aKO CaKalll

OXPUJICKU Oucep

JIEPUHCKO CTOMHE

U TIOJTHA paKa TaTKOBMHCKA 3eMja.

Jlonecu Mu —

JIOHECEU MU aKO MOXKEII

nap4ye Hadopa

Karika KpcTeHa

Y MOJIUTBEHUK HA MajuMH ja3uK.

Jlonecu mu —

JIOHECU MU TIpUjaTesnie

OapeM eHO YyIrpejCOHIIe

3a J]Ja MU TU OCBETIIH

CUTE MOU MpPayHHU 3ajUCOHIIA.
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LIST FOR A COMPATRIOT

If you go, please bring me

a sprig of sorrel

some spikes of wheat

and a bunch of early cherries.

If you like, please bring me

an Ohrid pearl

a little Lerin pot

and a handful of homeland soil.

If you can, please bring me

a piece of Communion bread

a drop of holy water

and a prayer book in our native tongue.

Please bring me, my friend
a sunrise — at least one

to brighten

all my dark sundowns.
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MOCJIEJHA TTECHA

3a]1 MEHE SUpKa NajlaBo AETCTBO
THEBHO OJ] ITyCTa pasjesioa BeuHa
1oJIaBa paile MU UCIpaka BUK —

Jla ce BpaTaM HazaJl Co JIETCKHU JIUK

IIpen MeHe cTOM XKONTA ECEH

CO JKOJT Te(PTEP ¥ CTPAHULIH KOJITH
YKOJITaTa €CEH KOJITO CE CMEE

Y MOCJIEHA IIECHA MEHE MM T1Ee

Han mene Temuu o0au koodar
IPOILLTAJIEH MOIJIE] KOH HE0O Opoau
Ta)XKHABa TJICTKA Kaj JIM K& ME BOJIU
O MajKO 301IITO 30IITO M€ POJIU

[Ipen meHe rpoOOT CBOJOT IJIEH T'O YeKa
ro 4eKa YOBEKOT KOj HE caKka CMPT
npoctu Mu ['ocnosie jac He cyMm KpuB
IITO Cakam Ja TBOpaM Cakam J1a CyM JKHUB

[Ipoknera cynOuHa MU 3aTBOPH OUU
Me TIPOTJIaCH MPTOB TEJIO MU 3POYH
norope (UTUIOT BO (PEHEPOT CBO]
3aBPIIH U PATOCTa O] )KUBOTOT MO)]
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LAST SONG

Behind me a restless childhood glimmers
resentful of cruel separation

give me your hands, send me a call

so | can return boyish and small

Before me lies a golden autumn
with a golden book of yellow leaves
glorious autumn laughs with glee
and sings a last song just for me

Above me dark clouds seethe and boil
a farewell gaze drifts towards the sky
where will this sad scene end, | cry

o mother, why did you bear me, why

Before me, my grave awaits its occupant
expecting this man who does not want to die
forgive me, o Lord, I’m not to blame

that I want to create, that I’'m aflame

Now accursed doom has shut my eyes
declared me dead, I lie paralysed

my lamp’s wick has burned down, it’s over
fate snuffs out the life of this rover
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JbYBOBHMU NECHMHU
LOVE POEMS
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JINJIJAHA

Temiko u 3a0p3aHO AMIIIEIIIE,
TUTAaHWHA KaKo JIa OCTaBH 3a]1 cele.
300opoBuTe U Oea HEeUyjHHU,

a CHarara >KeIlka.

CUHIMPOBUOT CIUIET,

Bp3 Kpy’KHara 00JIMHa —

TH TI0CaKa A00pe J0j1e,

a Ipej 1a T€ OCTaBU Ha MHUP,
TH TO MTOHYJU U3BOPOT YCTUH
LEIUOT J1a TO UCIHEILL.

[Ton GarpemoBaTa MUPHU3JIMBA KOJIHOA,
MeceuMHaTa T Oaparie co CBOUTE 3pally:
TBOUTE KOCH,

TBOUTE 00pa3u U Pa3roJICHN TPAJIU.

Hokra ycrniea na ru ckpoTtu —
3aMOPEHUTE, )KUBHU CYIITECTRA.

Ho, camo0 Ha TBOUTE BO3IMIIIKH,
KYYEIITKAOT JIaBEXK

Y Ha MaJYUHHUOT BUK

o uMeto Jlnmjana

UM JI03BOJIM JIa TO HapyIIyBaaT MUPOT.
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LILYANA

She breathed hard and fast

as 1f she had scaled mountains.
Her words were inaudible

and her body — torrid.

Strongly built

yet curvaceous —

she was warm and welcoming,

and before leaving you in peace

she presented you the well of her mouth
for you to drink it dry.

Beneath the fragrant robinia canopy
the moonbeams sought

her hair,

her cheeks and pearly breasts.

Eventually the night tamed

these weary, lustful creatures

and she only let her moans

the barking of dogs

and her mother shouting “Lilyana!”
disturb the peace.
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AKEHA

,,/KeHara € mmpou3BOT
CO HEUCIIPITHA ITOTPOLIyBayKa“

Co pasrosieHu, KpOILIHECTH rpagu
CO MOAUTHAT, HaJIKOJICHUYeH dycTaH
Y pa3urpaHu BO MOMEHTH 3a/IHHIIA
KeHaTa BOjyBa CO MAIlIKUTE CpLA.

Pache cpenno — kako jabonkHUIIA
CO pa3rpaHeTH, HIUPOKHU cTeOna,
CO JIUK PYMEHO CBETHAT,

a BO OUMTE TMOTJIE]] pa3UTpaH.

Co Tes0To ceau BO CBOETO JIBOPHUIIITE
J0JIeKa CEHKaTa U Tpya MPEKy IJIOTOBUTE
3a J1a ce JIOAMPHE CO COCENIUTE,

Ja yKpajie JbyOoB,

Jla ce MUJIYBA...

Cur ox Hej3uHUTE 0000TEHA

HNapTHEPOT, YECTO JAPEME, 3aTBOPEH JI0Ma,
HO CpPEKEH IITO € KEHET,

IITO caMa Taa CH KyIryBa (ycTaH,
HaBpEME IIITO MY 3aTPy/IHyBa

Y PEAOBHO LITO My para.
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WOMAN

“A woman is a product
that consumes without end”

With bare, shapely breasts

raised short dress

and sometimes frolicsome bottom

woman plays a deadly game with men’s hearts

She is of medium height like an apple tree
sturdy and branching,

with her face a ruddy glow,

and a playful look in her eyes.

She sits in the yard with her body

her shadow flits up and over the fences
to flirt with the neighbours,

to steal love,

to stroke and fondle...

Tired of her babble

her partner often dozes, shut in at home,
but he’s happy to be married,

that she buys new dresses herself,

that she conceives from him on time
and regularly bears him children.
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HETPOBAEHCKU CITOMEH

Me BukHaa Ha MaHaryp PKOBHUTE SBOHA
Co m1acoT najiaB mMpoIIMHa IITO Oue.

Me BuKHAaa IJI€TKa CO OYH J]a TH KOpHAM

U ja GaucHam BO KUJIMBE — CpIIE J1a ja TIue.

Me ocTtaBu 1Moj; TAKTOT O/ TAalAaHOT CaM

Jla matam co CBETOT KOj TIe€ U TaXKH.

Me octaBu HU3 [JaropoTt 1o Tede Ja Tparam
M mamam Bo cyIiaTta OKo IITO MM BIaXKH.

Te HajnOB CKpUEHA BO )KUTHUTE KOCH,
[lon cenkute nagHU OJI CTAPUOT JPEH.

Tu moGapas Jby0OB KO MHUTaY KOj IPOCH,
Jla onjakHaMm MJ1aJJOCT BO BPYTOKOT BpeE.

Bramena o IryMOT MHUPOT IITO TO TIPEYH,
[TruBarie Bo BPTEXKOT O HAJI0jICHUOT BHP,
Bbapajku cniac Bo mopojoT Koj Bieue,

Co 31MBOT ja TojiTalie 3apodeHara Imp.

JKueerie nmpu 101UPOT CO YCHUTE BPEIU
[Tom 00makoT TEKOK CHara IITo TH MeJIe,
[Tapajku ja pyOata ox Oeapara 6enu,
TkaeB Ha pa300jOT 01 IOJKUTE 3APEIIH.

Twu xammHaa coi3u o JULETO 0el1o
3a dyecTa u3ryoeHa 1moj CTapuoT JIPEH,
CIIOMEH TH CIUICTHUB O] KJIACjeTO 3pejo

Ha cBeTnoT Melieunko-nmaHarypcku JeH.
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ON THE FEAST OF
SAINTS PETER AND PAUL

The church bells invited me to the fair

With their restless voice beating the distance,
Inviting me to glimpse you if [ dare

I went with racing heart — with all my existence.

You left me alone beneath the beat of the drum

To languish amid the masses that sing and cry

You left me to search for you through the fairground scrum
And to flounder about in the eye-watering dry.

I found you lying hidden in the stands of wheat

In the cool shade of the old cornel tree

And claimed your love like a beggar bread and meat
To refresh my strength in your spring flowing free.

Startled by my rustling noise and wide-eyed

You swam in the whirlpool of the rising advance
Seeking salvation in the tugging tide

You breathed deep and drank in the captive expanse.

I was helpless beneath your torrid lips

Beneath the crushing cloud, the steamy brume,

Then I tore the clothes from your white thighs and hips
And worked and wove at your full-breasted loom.

Tears rolled down your pale face and fell like rain
For your honour lost beneath the cornel’s stare,

I plaited you a keepsake of ears of grain

To remember that blessed June Mesheishte? fair.

2 A village in Western Macedonia, near Ohrid
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/AKEHA HEPOTKA

Ej, xeno! Xeno!

bpauyna conaranuke!

Hanu I'ocox pekoJ1 — Taka aa €:
Jla umame Jby0OB, a opo.I He.
Jlanu riyror puemne mimTko,

WM OpaHuIiata Oemie HeraoIHa —
Ta HUILITO HE U3HUKHA

Y HUILITO HE HY 3aILUIAKA...

Koj Hac, xxeHo,

KaIlka Boja Ke HU nojajae?

Koj Bo nocnenure n1eHOBU

JINIE K€ HUA n3Mue?

Ha xoro cera Hue ke My KaxyBaMe

3a JbyOOBTa, MakuTe, TaTkoBUHATA?

Ha koro ke My kaxxyBame
32 HAILIETO OCTOEHE...!
Ha koro?
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CHILDLESS WOMAN

O woman, wife, partner —

we’re in this together!

Did the Lord say:

thou shalt have love but no progeny?!
Did the plough not dig deep enough,
or was the soil barren,

so that no germ ever took root

and no little voice greeted us...

Who, o wife,

will feed us

who will wash us

in our fading days?

Who now will we tell

of our love, our hardships and our native land?
Who will we tell

of our existence?

Who?!
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HEIIO3HATHU

camo 3a MUT
BOCITIOCTaBHUBME
MTO3HATCTBO
cpenda u
Jby0OB

caMo 3a MHUT
COCTaBHUBME
HeOO

001aK "
BHUHOYKUTO

caMo 3a MUT
CTaHaBME
oT
oprazam u
pea

camo 3a MUT
OCTaHaBMeE
TH U

jac
HETIO3HATH
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STRANGERS

just for a moment
we restored
familiarity

touch and

love

just for a moment
we united

sky

cloud and
rainbow

just for a moment
we became

sweat

orgasm and
odour

just for a moment
you

and |

reverted to being
strangers
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JAJIN ITIOMHHAII MOME

ﬂaHI/I IMOMHHUII MWUJIO MOMC ITaMETYyBaIll

U BO MUCJIX MJIa1O MOMYC CH CIIOMHYBaAIll
KOra Ha ABC HUBH KOJITO KJ'IaCje KHCCBTC
H CO II0 OKO oA JaJICKyM CH HAMHI'aBTC

Jlaam TOMHHII MHJIO MOME TTaMETyBaIll

¥ BO MUCJIH MJIaJ[0 MOMY€E CH CITOMHYBAIII
KOTa CO IT0 TPCT JIaJIHA BOJIa C€ MTPCHABTE
¥ Kpaj U3BOPOT CTPACHO CE€ MPETPHABTE

ﬂaJ'II/I [MOHUII MHUJIO MOMC ITaMCTYyBalll

U BO MUCJIX MJIa1O MOMYC CH CIIOMHYBaAlll
KOra 1mpa3did CTOMHH Ha U3BOP HAIIOJIHABTC
Hu BO IBY6OB Balia BCpHaA CC 3aKOJIHABTC

Jlaam TOMHHII MHJIO MOME TTaMeTyBaIll
¥ BO MHCIIA MJIaJi0 MOMYE CH CITOMHYBAIII
WJIM TOA Taka OMJIO — OMJIO ¥ IIOMUHAJIO
Y HOBA JbyOOB CTap CIIOMEH BU UCKUHAJIO

104



DO YOU REMEMBER, LLASS?

Do you remember, dear lass

and recall that lad of long ago,

when we reaped golden grain on separate fields
and cast an eye on each other from afar?

Do you remember, dear lass

and recall that lad of long ago,

when we splashed cold water on each other
and hugged in passion by the spring?

Do you remember, dear lass

and recall that lad of long ago,

when we filled empty pitchers at the spring
and swore our love was true?

Do you remember, dear lass

and recall that lad of long ago,

or are they all bygones to you —
old memories erased by new love?
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HEJOBPIIEH IIPTAYKH ITIOPTPET

Cexoj HOB JIeH 0O/1 Hea IOYHYBaB
CEKOja JIOITHA HOK CO Hea 3aBpIyBaB
ja HaOmyIyBaB MepeB BU3MPAB

ja IpTaB CeHYaB U OOCB

NOKpYyIHa MoBecesa nopasroyieHa
CIPETHO MU MPECKOKHA
BO 3arpajicHaTa HeBHMHA IrpauHa

HEMUPHA CH

O/l HaJl HEa U PEKOB
PEKOB U 3aMUHaB
OCTaBajKH TO HEJOBPIIICH
I[PTAYKHAOT MMOPTPET

106



SKETCHY PORTRAIT

Every new day began with her

and ended with her late at night

I watched her, measured her, viewed her
I sketched, shaded and coloured her

Sturdy, cheerful and with bare flesh to show
she vaulted deftly
into the girdled garden of my innocence

You’re restless

I said from above her,
I told her that and left,
leaving the portrait
sketchy and unfinished
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JIAIICYC JIMHI'BA HA EJIHA
O CUJHEJCKUTE IIJIAKA

Ex, konky e y0aBa
ke ce oougam

Aj 6jytudym...
Aj naB jy — ja padanyBam

Copu — MU ce cMeIKa

Aj, Aj, eM...

Jac cyMm omakeHa OyJanudKo eJieH,
MU IO TTOKa)KyBa MPCTEHOT

Xa, xa, Xa... HOTU YUKEH —

Ouu, HUKO] HE TE€ TIPECOMaKyBa...
CO YEKOpU Ha TIOMOYAHKO CH 3aMHHYBaM
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A SLIP OF THE TONGUE
ON ASYDNEY BEACH

Wow, she’s a good-looker
I’ll give it a try

Hey, beautiful...
I love you, I fired off.

Sorry — she laughed at me
LI, am...

I’m married, you silly idiot,
And showed me her ring

Ha, ha, ha... naughty chicken —

be married, I don’t want to marry you...
I walked away, feeling like a mangy dog
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KAKHA MU
BO KOJA CE30HA JIA 1OJJIAM

Jloaram BO mposet
Hapocen cu — Mu Benuin
Onu cu

Jloaram BO 1eTO
HcnoreH cu — MU BEJTHII
OIIN CHU

Jloaram Bo eceH
Hagpnar cu — Mu Benuin
OJIh CU

Jloaram Bo 3uMa
CKOYaHET CU — MU BEJIHIII

OoJu CH

oaram...
MH BEJIHIII
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WHEN IS THE RIGHT SEASON?

I call on you in the spring
“You’re all wet with dew —,” you tell me,
“go away.”

I call on you in the summer
“You’re all sweaty —,” you tell me,
“go away.”

I call on you in the autumn
“You’re soaked to the skin —,” you tell me,
“go away.”

I call on you in the winter
“You’re stiff with cold —,” you tell me,

“go away.”

Whenever I call on you
you know what to say.
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JbYBOBHULIA

Konky 1mTo momaboko HaBjiIeryBaBMe BO MOJIETO
TOJIKY TOBEKE C€ IUIallele Taa

HE3HaM JIaJIu OJ] IITyMOT Ha OyOaukuTe

WJIM OJ IIUPOKUOT paME€H BUIUK

HO IITOM CE€ CpPaBHaBME€ CO LIBEKara
Taa rnodapa Bpara BO MEHE

3a J1a Ce CKpHe

BO pajckara JbyOOBHA CKPUBHUIIA
BO KOja cpliara Ke HM majaBar

a Ha POCTOPOT

JbyOOBEH Oelier ke My OcTaBar
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LOVERS

The further we went into the field

the more she became afraid

I don’t know if it was the hum of the insects
or the wide, open country

but when we sank into the flowers
she sought a door in me

to slip though and hide

in a divine romantic getaway
where our hearts would frolic

and leave love’s mark

on the landscape
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MEPUEH

Mepuen

Kaxxu M1 Kako MOKaM J1a He T€ CIIOMHAaM

Kora npBa mu supkaii o1 hotorpadckruoT andym
[IpBa y31a My HaraByBalll

U ipBa Me oBIIeKyBaIll Ha CTpaHa of cebe

Mepuen

Kaxu MM Kako MOKaM J1a He T€ CIIOMHaM
Kora npBa mMu ru 1o3ajMu yCHUTE

[IpBa Mu ja BKeIITH KpBTa

W nipBa BO cp1ieBO JbyOOB MU 3ariaiv

Mepuen

Kaxun Mu kako MOkaM J1a HE T€ CIIOMHaM
Kora npBa mMu ja mokaxa Kirydajikara
[IpBa Mu ja mogapu 3a3peaHara MEUIyMKa
U npBa Me nporiacu 3a CBOj rpajnuHap

Mepuen

Kaxxy My Kako MokaM Jia He T€ CIIOMHaM
Kora Tu

Bo xxnBoTOB

Mu Oere

ITPBA
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MARY-ANN

Mary-Ann

How can I stop thinking of you

When you are the first to look up at me from the photo album
The first to harness me

And lead me aside

Mary-Ann

How can I stop thinking of you

When you were the first to lend me your lips
The first to have my head spinning

And the first to light love’s fire in my heart

Mary-Ann

How can I stop thinking of you

When you were the first to show me the keyhole
The first to give me your ripe, seasoned pod_
And the first to declare me your gardener

Mary-Ann

How can I stop thinking of you
After all you’ve meant

In my life —

Since you were

THE FIRST
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KEHATA O MOUTE COHHUUITA

Omnaa xeHa
Ipejl MEHE IITO MUHYBA
JIeJI 110 JIEN
OJ1 CPIICBO MU OTKMHYBA

Omnaa xeHa

Ipejl MEHE IIITO HE 3aCTaHyBa
3aJIeTIeH MOIJIEN0T

110 Hea MU OCTaHyBa

Omnaa xeHa
Ipea MEHE IITO ce ryou
HE HE ja JaBaM Hea

JPYT Ja ja Jbyou
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THE WOMAN OF MY DREAMS

The woman

who passes in front of me
dismantles my heart —

I’'m dumbstruck in jaw-drop glee

The woman

before me who doesn’t stop —
my gaze is

glued to her, bottom to top

The woman

who vanishes before my eyes
no, I’m not going to let her
be another’s prize
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BEYEPHA CPE/IBA

Jlo6pa Bedep rocnoruiie [Jonc
Jlanu e cnpemMHa TBOjaTa xapeouiia
3a J1a TO MpeveKa MojoB Kapedert

71a HO 30IITO My TO CBPTHUBTE TPOOT HA COHIICTO
HE € JIU ICHOT 1oao0ap 3a cpeadu

JICHCKU JKIpeOeIoOB MU € MOIIIHE TIaJIaB
ma ce IJamiaM Jia He TH ja pacriayiaBu
U TBOjaTa xapeouiia

I1a Taa U OHAKa caMoO KU
HE K€ MOKaM IMOBEKe J1a U ja JouyBaM
HEJ3UHATa HEBUHOCT

TOraml MOKaxeTe My 1o Ha )KI[pG6CHOB
BJIC30K KOH HCa

110 MAPHUCOT OJT TTOTTA

TO]j JIECHO K€ TO HajJIe HEeTO

TYKY JIOTOTAIll 3aTBOPETE MU ja yCTaBa
CO BaIlINTE YCHH

3a Jla He Ce CIIyIIHE HaJalleKy

Y MOETO TTUCKOTCHE
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EVENING DATE

Good evening, Miss Jones
Is your filly ready
to accept my colt

yes, but why did you turn your back on the sun
is the day not better for dating

this colt of mine is very restless by day
and I’m afraid of making your
filly frisky too

she just whinnies anyway
and I won’t be able to guarantee
her innocence

then show this colt
the way to her entrance

he can smell she’s on heat
so he’ll easily find it

but for now cover my mouth
with your mouth

so my shrieking

won’t be heard far and wide
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3AHAET

Tarko Mu npen 1a NO4YHE CO OPaAE

HAJTIPBUH T 3aIIPETHYBA PaKaBUTE

U Taka KJIEKHAT MpeJl HuBaTa

METaHWYH KaKo Mpej] HKOHA

MajKa MU ITaKk OOMYHO T'0 Y€Ka CO COrojieHa HUBa
U TI0JIeKa My r'd OpIiHyBa OOCUIIUTE B palie

3a J1a OJJp>KyBa paBHOTEka MIPU OPAHETO

qyJ10

KOJIKY JIU MJIEKO UMaa MajuYuHUTE OOCUIIU

3a MIOKpPaj HaC Ja o J0jaT U Hero

IpU BaKBUOT pabOTEH pUTYyall

TaTKO MU U TUTYTOT AUMEH3UOHATIHO MMOPacHyBaa
a MajKa MM M HUBaTa ce CMaJlyBaa

10 PUTYAJIOT JUMEH3UUTE CE CMEHYBaa

OBaa Urpa Tpae ¢ € J10 13a0yBamEeTO Ha ILTyTOT
¥ OMaJIaKCyBamb-ETO Ha HUBATa

IpeKpaceH 3aHaeT — HeMa IITOo

KOj TIPB C€ Y4 a MOcJe/eH ce 3a0opasa
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CRAFT

Before he started the “ploughing”

my father rolled up his sleeves

knelt before the fecund vale

and bowed as if before an icon

my mother was always waiting to be furrowed
and slowly put her breasts in his hands

so he would keep his balance while ploughing
it was a miracle

that the milk in mother’s breasts sufficed

to feed him as well as us

during this everyday ritual

my father and the plough grew in size

while my mother and her field diminished
after the ritual the dimensions changed back
the game lasted until the plough was dented
and the furrowed field exhausted

a splendid craft, absolutely —

the first to be learned and the last to be forgotten
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IHOKPAJPEYHA UI'PA

Hanakren Bo BpOHUIIUTE

MupyBaM co pa3IuIIICHU TIOTIIEIN KOH peKara.
Te yexam ga nojaenr —

Jla Tv ucrmiepent UCIOTEHUTE O0JIeKH,

Jla ja uceyenn BojaTa Ha Mapunmba

U1 na ro Bo3HEMUpHIIT AJTA00KOTO PEUHO CHHUIIO.

A jac HaJIaKTeH Ja MUpYBaM BO BPOHUITUTE
U co pazauruieHn, JajaeyHu OTIEaN

Jla Tv ja MepaM cHarara:

Ox HUBOTO Ha BojaTa —

Jlo BuCOUMHATA HA 3alIPErHATHOT (PyCTaH
W on HaBIa)XEHUTE PYMEHHU YCHU —

Jlo HabaOpeHuTe HaBUCHATHU JIOjKH...

U jac na Te Mosiam co 11ac oJ1 Kaj BpOHUIIUTE:

VYTe 3a €THO TBOE HABEIHYBAKE —
U yire 3a €HO MOBUCOKO COTOJIyBambe! ...
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FUN BY THE RIVER

I rest, leaning on my elbows among the willow bushes
And my gaze extends towards the river.

I wait for you to come down

To wash your sweaty clothes,

Cut the water to ribbons

And ruffle the deep-river blue.

And, leaning on my elbows and resting among the willow bushes,
I extend my gaze from afar

I take in and measure your body:

From the water

Up to your hitched-up dress,

And from your moistened red lips

Down to your full, hanging breasts...

And I will ask you with a voice from the willow bushes:

Bend over like that once more
To give me an even better look!
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HOCJ/IEJHA CPEJBA

3BYKOT Ha )KCHCKHTE CUTHU YEKOPH MOJIKHA
Taa v 0BOj T1aT TO U3payBa MPOCTOPOT
WaKo MOTajyM MY C€ BOCXHTYBAIlle HEMY

1 Ha HEOECHUTE €3ePCKU CHHUJIA

HO HM OBOj Mar Taa He Oelie cama
cama He MOJKeIlIe J]a T0 CIIPEeYH €3epOoTO
3a J]a He Ce CTIOU CO OperoT

COHIIETO BEJIHAIII ja TIPErpHa

U JI0JITO ApyrapyBailie cO HEJ3UHOTO
UCIIOTEHO TEJIO

0J1 KO€ BETEPOT U ja cobiede

U mocjeaHara oonexa

1I0TOA JIBETE IOJIU CTaTyH
BTUCHYBAaa MOBEKEKPAKH JbYOOBHU QUTYPHU
0 JKEIIKaTa e3epcKa Mecok

1o JbyOOBHHOT PUTYal
COHIIETO MMOOEerHa
e3epoto 3ababdore

a Taa MOYHa J1a Ty1aue

U Jia ja TpaM paszaendara

NajaBUTE rajeOu MIETOBUTO CE 3aKUKOTEea
a 3acpaMeHHTE OpaHOBU

moOp3aa J1a TM CKpHjaT JbyOOBHUTE Tparu
MOJ1 IEHECTUOT €3€PCKU YapliaB
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LAST RENDEZVOUS

The sound of the woman’s small steps died away
as once again they graced the open space

though she herself was secretly enraptured by it
and by the heavenly blue of the lake

but she was not alone this time either
she by herself could not prevent the lake
from uniting with the shore

instantly the sun embraced her
and long played with her
sweat-glistening body

from which the wind stripped
the very last garb

then the two naked statues
impressed many-limbed love figures
in the searing lakeside sand

after their love ritual

the sun took flight

the lake began to babble
and she started to cry

and damn their separation

the skittish gulls clowned and cackled
the abashed waves rushed

to erase the traces of the love encounter
beneath the lake’s foaming sheet
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BUOIMHUCTKA

[ToHeceH Ha 3BYKOT OJ1 BUOJIMHATA

3MUBOT MU 3acTaHa

1a jac Ha4KMCTO ce 30y/1aIuB

ax KoJIKy Oeliie BO30y/IeH U TBOJOT JIMK

KOj YMTAaIlle Heurja Cya0nHa

MoOjaTa My ja IpemyIliTH J1a MU ja MPOYHUTa
TBOETO T'Y/IaJIO

TaKTOT OJ1 BHOJTUHCKHOT 3BYK TH TH
pa3IBIKM cTamajara

a HaJ HUB pa3OpaHeTH ce 3anyrieeja
KOJIKOBUTE TPaUTE KOCUTE

IIOIJIEIOT TOTaIll MU Ce CKOBa Mery 00pa3oT
Y BUOJIMHATA

1 OOJTHO TH YyBCTBYBaB JIpHKamaTa Ha
I'yIaJIOTO

110 U3HEMOIIITEHUOT CBOJ PO

MJIa/1a BUOJTMHUCTKE
CO pyca Koca U CHHHU 04U

co J1e0enu YCHU U JbyOOBEH 3aHEC

3eMHU MU TO CPIIEBO U MOTIIPH IO HA TPAJUTE
TaMy KaJe IITO CE MOTIUPa BUOJTUHATA

Y BKCIITH My TH HETOBUTE CTPYHH

1a Taka BXKEIITEHO HeKa UM JpyrapyBa

Ha TBOUTE PUTMUYKU JIBUKECHA
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LADY VIOLINIST

Carried away by the sounds of the violin
I caught my breath

and simply went ecstatic

how aroused your face was

reading someone’s fate

I consigned mine

to the stirrings of your bow

the violin’s tones and tempos

made your feet tap

above them your hips, breasts and hair
swayed like a ship on the sea

my gaze wedged between your cheek
and the violin

and I felt the painful sawing

of the bow

on my worn-out back

o young lady violinist

with your blonde hair and blue eyes

with full lips and love-like passion

take this heart of mine and set it against your chest
where the violin rests

make my heartstrings hum

and fuse like hot-wires

with your rhythmical movements
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JbYBOBHA JIEKIINJA

JIBojHO Oeliie mocrapa

a 3a TVIaBa MOKpaTKa

ro HaMaMu T'O 3aBeJie TO KaHauca

ro KaHJuca 3a jia T Oujie mociyIieH
J1a T€ AYIIKA 10 KOCUTE

IPAOTO MAOKOT

r0 Hay4H Jia ja pa3jiuKyBa
MupHu30ara Ha MoTTa

o]l MUpH30aTa Ha BaruHara

ro HaMaMH 3a J]a CTaBa YCHU HA YCHU
Ja3WK Ha jJa3uK BO3JIMIIKA HA BO3AUIIIKA
IO 3aBEJIC 32 Ja JAPKU B pale

KOCH 3aJIHMK OOCHIIU

Jla oMepyBa MacleTIyBa paciieKyBa
Jla CTUCKA IITUITH Kaca

cera jauykaj CTEeHKa] IU1a4yu

CIacyBaj ro U3Ma4yeHOTO TEJO

IOJ1 pacajJaBeHUOT ajrap

KOTO TH IO HAaMaMU 3aBeJie KaHauca
TH TO Hay4H 3a J1a ja 0CO3Hae
JbyOOBHATA JIEKLIHja I0oJ00pOo U 0J] TeOe
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LOVE LESSON

You were twice his age

and a head shorter

you lured, seduced and swayed him
you trained him to do as you said:
to sniff at your hair

neck and belly button

you taught him to tell

the smell of sweat

from the smell of vagina

you lured him to put his lips to yours
tongue to tongue, moan to moan
you seduced him to grasp

your hair, buttocks and breasts

to eye, unbutton and undress you
to squeeze, pinch and nibble

so groan now, grunt and cry

save your punished body

beneath this avid stallion

who you lured, seduced and swayed
you taught him the love lesson

and he has learnt it better than you
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CIIOMHYBAII JIK

CnoMHyBall JiM yuiTe Muja
HOKHA MHUpHA 1ITaMa
CIIOMHYBAIII JIA KOT'a MUHA
€IHAIll TOI[HA caMa

CrnioMHyBalll JIM yIITE MUJIa
OyjHa MeKa TpeBa
CIIOMHYBAIII JIU KAaKO MUHA
THUBKO M 0€3 BpeBa

CroMHyBaIll JIU YIIITE MHJIA
rpy0OCT CTHUCOK OaKHEXK
CIIOMHYBAIII JIX KaKO MHHAa
TBOJOT Y€CEH KOITHEX

CrnoMHyBalll 11 YIITE€ MUJIA
JbYOOBHO TEIIIKO Opeme
CIIOMHYBAIII JIU KAaKO MUHA

TOA JIyZ0 BpeMe
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DO YOU REMEMBER

Do you still remember, my love
the peaceful hush of night

and how you came like a dove
late, when the stars were bright

Do you still remember, my love
the bed of soft green grass

and the sleepy nodding foxglove
which you silently passed

Do you still remember, my love
the reckless fiery kissing

and the inebriation of

honest, earnest longing

Do you still remember, my love
the shine and the decline
how it waned, Lord above —

that heady, crazy time!
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ECEHCKA EJIETUJA

Muna —

TH MU CE€ HAJIaKTH KaKO €CCH
M€ BpHEEIII

MU T'0 JIUTABHUII TOCTOCHETO

TBOjaTa *enba e uyaHa
cakalll JJO’KJ1I0BU
MpEenIKamba

Y HOKHU KPUEHKH

OX KOJIKY CM HEMHpHA
pu OpaHyBaHETO

Ha BUTKOTO TEJIO

IITO MaMU OOSpHYBamba

Mwuna —

jac CyM CKUTHHK

MOJT €CEHCKUTE J10KI0BU

KOj MOJIY 3a JbyOOB

3a JbyOOB ¥ BUHO

Jla TijaM 1 MujaM Jia rnajaBam

0 JKCHCTBEHUTE TEJICCHU OOJIMHU

Jla cakaM JbyOOB BUHO U JIETO
3aroa BKEIITHME KaKoO JIETO
3a JKEKOK J1a Be3aM BO TebOe

Hu BO TBOjaTa JuraBsa €CCH
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AUTUMN ELEGY

My love —

you weigh down on me like the autumn
you rain on me

you bog down my existence

your desire 1s strange

you like rain and showers

ripples and ruffles

and nightly games of hide-and-seek

oh how restless you are
with the heavings

of your slender body
that draws my gaze

My love —

I am a wanderer

beneath the autumn rains

who begs for love

for love and wine

to drink and romp and roll around
with your feminine curves

yes, give me love, wine and warmth
let us get hot like the summer
so I, incandescent, can enter you

and your swampy autumn
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CAMO BPAHOBUTE OCTAHAA UCTU

Co pgoarameTo Ha OpoJoT
JI0TIaTyBa U Taa

[Ipu nonupot Ha parere
MU C€ CTOIUIMja XOPMOHUTE

U nox Mmeceunna
TOIJIA € Hej3UHATa IIperparka

I'pes e
pu cpenda a He ce BO3Bparar OaKHEXKHU

A npu rymkame
¢dbycTaH JIBOJHO J1a HE C€ CKpaTu

Bo Hemupna urpa
Y BO3JIMIIIKUTE CE HEMUPHU

Hoxrture mak cu ja 3anuiiaa j»y00BTa
M0 KOXKHUTE O] TPETPHATUTE Tella

Opn toramrHara cpenda
caMoO OpaHOBHUTE OCTaHaa BEYHU
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ONLY THE WAVES ARE STILL THE SAME

With the coming of the ship
she too arrived

When our hands touched
my hormones defrosted

And her embrace
was warm beneath the moonlight

It would have been a sin
not to exchange kisses when we met

And while petting
not to roll up her dress

In the fretful game
our moans were fretful too

Our nails again carved their love
in the skin of interlocked bodies

After that encounter
only the waves were still eternal
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UMATUHALIUJA

Op copotuBa HU O€a MPO30PIUTE
TBOJOT O] Oamara

MOjOT Oj criajiHara coda

TH MJIaJIa jac oOeIeH

3HaeB Kora cH B Oamba

Y TOTaIll MUCJIOBHO T€ PaclIeKyBaB
TH ja peryJupaB Bojaara

T CallyHaB TPHEB IJIaKHEB

JlouHeB co kpriara

OpHILIEJKU TH TH KalIKUTE

IITO CPAMHO C€ JIM3raa 1o J0jKUTe

U Mel'yHaOyOpeHHUTE BaruHaJIHU YCHU

A ymre noseke

pu 00JIEKYBabETO

YeIJIalkETO

IIMUHKaHbETO

MCTOBPEMEHO TY OTBOPaBME MPO30PIIUTE
C€ HACMEBHYBaBMeE

KJIIMMHYBaBME CO TJIaBUTE

U C€ OIMUHYBaBME

Ho Bo enen /| nen

HajaBe

BO Oamata

T€ JIOTJIEJIaB CO OTBOPEH MPO30pell
TOTalll caMa Ce paciieye

CH ja peryimpa Boaara

cama CH ro JIp>Kele CarmyHOT

ajac

jac CU ro JIpKeB...
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IMAGINATION

Our windows faced each other
your bathroom window

my bedroom window

you young — me grey

I knew when you were in the bathroom

and then I undressed you in my mind

I turned on the water for you

soaped you up, scrubbed you, rinsed you down

And here was the towel
I wiped away the drops
that ran bashfully down your breasts
and your luscious labia

And even more

when you were dressing

brushing your hair

and doing your make-up

we opened our windows at the same time
smiled at each other

nodded

and passed each other by

But one D-Day

I caught sight of you

for real

through your open bathroom window
you got undressed

turned on the water yourself

and were holding the soap

while I...

I held my...
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KETBAPCKA JbYBOBHA UJIUJIA

KitacoBure naraa kako »KpTBH

BP3 MJIQJUTE CHIIHU parle

U CEKOja HAIlOJIHETA paKaTKa

MU HYJCIIIe MET/IaH —

na Te mobapam Mery KEeTBapKUTE,
Mery KOJITUTE MUEHUIHU KJIaCOBH
Y TIOJT CBUTOTO JIETHO HEO0O.

[limagHETO HU MOMOTHA —
3a)KEJTHETH BOJA J1a HAaJIeeMe

Y TIOTVIEIUTE J1a T IPErPHUME

BO OMCTpara U3BOpCKa 1J1a004YnHa.

He cdarus jac Toram —

30IITO TH TOJIKY CE€ CpaMerlie.

Jlaaum on moTTa ImMITO TH TO MHUEIIE PYMEHHIIOTO,
3a TPYJOT IITO UM TO TIoJIapyBallie

CO CBOJOT CpII Ha TyI'UTE HUBHUIIITA

WJIM O] arpECUBHOCTA Ha BPEMETO

BO KO€ )KMBEEBME HHUE?...

Ho jacHo mu Gerie mypu Torarn

Kora J03HaB JieKa HUE CE 3acaKaBMe,
jac — Te0e co BIJIa0HYyBamkETO BO CPIIOT
Ha TIpBUTE OYyKBU O]l HAIITUTE UMUHA,

a TM — MEHE CO CHOII 3pally UCIIpaTeH
O] TTapy4e Ha IICITHO OTJICAIIC.
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HARVESTER’S ROMANTIC IDYLL

The stalks of wheat were falling like flies
over strong young hands

and every bundle of them

posed me a challenge —

to seek you among the harvesting girls
between the golden spikes of wheat
beneath the white-hot summer sky.

Noontide aided us —

thirsty to have our fill of water
and embrace our images

in the clear depths of the spring.

I didn’t understand back then

why you were so timid —

was it the sweat that bathed your ruddy glow,
the hard work we had to do

with our sickle in others’ fields,

or the aggressive

time we lived in?

But it was clear to me even back then
when I discovered we had fallen 1n love,
I carved our initials

into the blade of my sickle,

and you sent me a flash of sunlight

from your little pocket mirror.?

3 It was customary for a young person who fancied another to flash a ray of sunlight in their
eyes with a little mirror to give them a sign.
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JbYBOBEH CTAH

Opn nuBajgara

1ocTesia HalpaBUBME

0]l OyJIKUTE

IIOKpPHBKa

a 0] MECeUnHaTa

caMo 3padyok nodapaBme
UCIIPETJICTEHUTE palie
3a J1a CH TM IIPOHAjIeMe
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SIMPLICITY

From the meadow

we made a bed

the poppies

were our cover

and we asked only a single ray of light
of old man moon

so we could find each other’s hands
and interlock

141



HEKOT'AIII 1 CETA

IIpB nar Kora Te cpeTHaB
Oellie LIBETHA MTPOJIET
aTH

1BeKe Mery 3€JICHUI0TO

BUTKaTa HEKPIIHATA CHAra
JIECHO ja JBUIKELIE MO TpeBaTa
OYHUTE TH CEeja 3aHEC
oOpa3ute OOKHUIaK

YCHUTE JbyOOB

32 yac MoCTaHaB Kocay

KOj UTPO TU KyTHa O0COHOTUTE cTeOna
I'¥l 3racHa MJIaMEHYMbaTa

O]l CBUTUTE OYH

I'Yl U3rpu3a 3penure jaboska

U ja UCTIM YCTHUHATa JbyOOB

JIEHEC TTIOBTOPHO T€ CpeKaBaM
Ha BUCOKH MOTTIETUIIH

CO MacCTWJIOCaHU OYH
dacanupanu o6pa3u yCHU KOCU
UTaIll HEKaJIe

HE 3HaM 301ITO HE C€ jaByBalll
MAaKO TH 3HaEll JeKa

Cc¢ YIIITe UMa MECTO 3a JbyOOB
BO I'pajJiiHaTa Ha MojaTa KpeBKa
TyIIeBHA Hacenoa
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THEN AND NOW

When I first met you

it was blossomy spring

and you —

the fairest flower in the meadow

your svelte body

rolled nimbly 1n the grass
eyes shining with passion
your cheeks were a rainbow
your lips — love

before long I became the reaper
sweeping, felling the hapless stalks
quenching the tongues of fire kindled by
your searing eyes

gnawing away the ripe apples

and emptying the cup of love

when I meet you again today
you are on high heels

with mascara’d eyes

vamped-up cheeks, lips and hair
rushing somewhere

I wonder why you don’t stay in touch
though you know

there is still room for love

in the garden of the fragile

house of my soul
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YEKAJ KOJIHU BO3/IUBHYBAJ...

Yekam —

KaKo paHeTa MTulla

BO OECKpaJHHOT CHUIHE]CKH TIapK
BO KOJj TOILJIMHATA ja JEIUII

CO JIeIeHaTa KaJlgpMa

CO MPTBUOT CIIOMEHUK

Ha aHIJIMCKUTE poOujaln

BoznusnyBam —

CO 3acHUITHATa yCcTa

KOH M3JINTEHATa MOJIPUHA

KOH I'pAO0TO NapTaloOBO MOAHED]je
0 KO€ TajJKaaT o0Jianu

U JIyyBaaT HAIMOPCKHU BETPHIITA

Konnemnr —

CO 3aTBOPECHH YCHHU

Y 3aMIDKaHU 09U

1o Oecectue

3HAejKH JieKa cy1OMHaTa € eHa
a HapeYHUIIU umMa 0e30po]

Yekaj...

Bo3auBHyRaj...

Konnu...

HUKH OECIIEHU JICHOHOKH]a

BO MarencaHuoT JbyOOBEH MIPOCTOP —
HO COMHEXKOT BO KOJ C€ CKPHJI CHOMEHOT
BPEMETO B TajHa K€ TU T'O UyBa
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WAIT, CURSE, SIGH

You wait —

like an injured bird

in the boundless Sydney park
where you share the warmth
with the freezing pavement
and the dead monument

to the English convicts

You sigh —

with a husky voice

at the ragged blue

at this ugly, tattered clime
through which the clouds roam
and sea winds rollick

You curse —

with pursed lips

and squinting

till you’re blue in the face
knowing there is only one destiny
and prophets are legion

Wait...

Sigh...

Curse...

priceless days and nights stretch on
in the magic space of love —

but time will conceal the doubt
which harbours your memory.
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TOCIOJAPKE

MoeBo uMe € Ha TBOUTE YCHU
UCKapaj ro

IUTYKHU TO

U3rasu ro

MojaBa ayiiia € BO TBOUTE pane
OCy/H ja

M3Mauu ja

YHUIITH ja

MoeBo cpiie € Bo TBOETO cpiie
MIPETPHU TO

JbyOH 0

IIaMTH T'O

T'ocomapke
ja yekaM TBojara mnpecya
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AT YOUR MERCY

My name is on your lips
abuse it

debase it

trample it

My soul is in your hands
rebuke it

torment it

destroy it

My heart is in your heart
embrace it

kiss it

remember it

O lady of the heart
I await your judgement
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TATKOBUHCKU IIECHHA
PATRIOTIC POEMS
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CKUTHUYKA UCITIOBEL

CrojaM Ha 'pOETOB 011 HEUM]jaBa 3eMja

BO MAJITO MOAOJTO O]l HEKOJIKY Opoja

U Kydep ApBEH co u3auTeHa 00ja

CO BECHHK B paIle BaXHOCT IIITO My MUHAJ

Tyrfa 3eMjo TH He cu KpHBa — BUHaTa € Moja!
Crojam Kako BeLITEp MOy MPTOB

CO TOIJIe] BIIEPEH KOj 3HAE Kaje

U HacMeB (pJICH B 3aTYOBEUKHU aMOuUC

B O€3yMEH MOTEr B JAJIEYMHA ITO YNHAM
Tyrfa 3eMjo TH He cU KpHBa — BUHATa € Moja!
Crojam Ha paboB o1 Tyf'aBa 3eMja

CO 00SHJIaH KOITHEXK OJ1 MJIaJJ0CTa CBOja

IIpU OYEKyBame Ha Kopad 0e3 eapa u KpMma
Jla IPEHECe CpIlIe CTApOCT LITO IO CKUHA

Tyfa 3eMjo TH He cu KpuBa — BUHaTa € Moja!
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A WANDERER’S CONFESSION

I stand on this ridge of some-man’s land

in a coat several sizes too large

with a wooden suitcase whose paint is peeling
and an old newspaper in my hands

O foreign land, it’s not your fault — the blame is mine!

I stand like a warlock half-dead
staring away God knows where
with a smile cast into an inhuman abyss
in a senseless dash into the blue

O foreign land, it’s not your fault — the blame is mine!
I stand on the rim of this foreign land

with my youth’s yearnings bricked in

waiting for a ship without sail or rudder

to bear away this age-racked heart

O foreign land, it’s not your fault — the blame is mine!
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OTCEYHO CAMO - HE!

poOTEpajT€ ME HA YETUPUMETUETO

O] HajU3Mau€HAaTa 3eMja Ha CBETOB
TaMy 0e3rpeBHO yOuere Me

CMPTHO CTpeJiajTe BO MEHE

CO KEJIE3HUTE CBUTHIIA

U3peIIeTajTe T HeMMOMHUPINBUBE TPaIn
HEeKa MpCcKa KPB M0 3eMjaTa MaueHUYKa
yM HEKa ce MpOCHUIia

Jylia HeKa JeTa

HE

jac He ce OTKa)KyBaM O] Taa 3eMja
O] Taa memnel

O/l Taa MaYEHUYKa apeHa

npeceyeTe Me Kako JabOoJIKO

Ha YeTUPUMEIHEeTO O] pachapyeHara 3emja
Ha YETUPU Mapynba

3a YETUPUTE JICJIOBU HA TaTKOBUHATA
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A FIRM, EMPHATIC NO

Drive me out to the fourfold frontier

of this most tormented of lands

and there kill me without remorse

torture me with red-hot irons

go ahead — shoot me dead

riddle this unyielding breast with bullets
let blood bespatter the long-suffering earth
may my mind be flayed

and my soul take flight

no

I will not relinquish this land
these ashes

this arena of martyrdom

dissect me like an apple

at the fourfold frontier of this dismembered land
quartered

like the four parts of my homeland
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3A CTPYTA —
CO MOTHUBAITAJA

EBe, Tu ru supHaB u jac [lnanunure

0J1 300pOBH COTpaJICHU

u E3eporo HU3 ycHH

KaKo OjaKeBHHA IIITO TH UCTEKyBa

['m BUOB SBE3AUTE U BOJIATa

IpeJl MPOPOLMUTE KaJe T BEHYaBaIll
TBOETO MOCTOEHE TO CETUB

Jyp4 U o1 jlabounHaTa Ha MOjaBa JiyIia
Y T cTarHaB Ha MocTtoT

3a J1a cranHe u Toj Bo MeHe

Tebe, mTO MU TO yKpajJie UMETO —
3a J1a MU TO TIOJJapHILl CBOETO

Crpyra
Asryct — 1987 rogx.
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MAGIC MOMENTS IN STRUGA

Now I too have glimpsed your Mountains
edifices of words

and the lake 1ssuing from your lips

like liquid bliss

I have seen the stars and the water

before the prophets, where you crown them
I have sensed your existence

at the very depths of my soul

and stepped onto your Bridge

so the Poet would enter my soul

You, who stole my name —
only to give me yours

Struga
August 1987
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MOJIK HAJI MAKEJJOHUJA

Han cynOunara ce 3akaTaH4mIJI MOJIK
MOJTYH BETEPOT

MOJTYH HEOOTO

MOJTYAT SBE3UTE

MOJIYM C€ HaJl 3eMjaTa

IIITO TTOBTOPHO CE€ KPIITEBA

Op yeTnpu CTpaHU — YETUPHU HECPEKU
1 KoOar

Enna e Taa mery 4eTupu SBEPKH

CUTE ja HErupaar — aHaTEMUCyBaar
HO 32 CBOja ja mporjacyBaar

Co yeHrenu ¥ ja Biieyar Jayuiara

001M —

001 ¥ UMETO KOTa Ce ceue Ha YeTHPHU
a COHIIETO Ha JIBE

Kpajot Ha BEKOB € rpo3eH — NPEeBPTINB
MOKA3aJIIUTE Ce MOBaMITUpHU]ja
BOXKJOBCKHUTE LIOKYJIM 3aTOIOTEA

a 3a0uTe ce MOATrOTBEHU 3a ro30a

3aroa 3eMjara BHUKa I10 HaC

a HUE TI0 CBETOB BUKaMe

HO OJISUBOT € KaTUHAPOCaH

OJ1 JIOOMCTHYKH KJIy4 BO MPTOBEYKH MOJIK

1990 ron.
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SILENCE OVER MACEDONIA

An ominous silence has settled

the wind i1s silent

the sky is silent

the stars are silent —

everything is silent over this country
due to be re-christened

From four sides — four disasters portend

It is pitted alone against four beasts

who deny its existence, curse it with persistence
yet declare it their own

They extract its soul with hooks

sharp and cruel —

its very name hurts when it is cut in four
and the sun in two

The end of the century is cruel and fickle
dictators arisen point the way

jackboots again stamp the streets

and fangs are readied for a feast

Thus our country calls us

and we around the world respond

but the echo is dampened and deadened
in the lobbyist’s stifling den

1990
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BUJIJAHA

Co 3a/101IHyBamk-€ TH JIETHA O] CE/ICJIOTO
Ha MajyrHara yTpo0a,

TBOjOT U3TPEB HU T'M OCBETIIU BUJENATA
HU3 KOU CO TOJIMHM CE€ NIPEITUHABME.

Cera kako KpHUcCTal HU CBETU BO HAIIUTE OYU
TBOjaTa MaJieyka cTarya.

Jlozieka HOKUTE HU TKaaT CIIOKOj U MU

10 O€CKpajHUTE COHMIIITA.

CexakoB 00J1 HAHECEH Ha TBOjaTa CUJIyeTa
T'O 9YyBCTByBaMe HUE —

TH, C¢ YIITE , YUHUME JUIICII CO HAIIUTE CPIIA.
Hajpagocen uuH 3a Hac e — Becenara cMea
Y 3aTPUYaHUOT JIETCKH TaTHEK,

KOH OTBOPEHUTE POJUTEIICKH O0payHu.

Hwue He cakame na HM mopacHen

BUCOKO 110 Benepa,

na oumern oorara kako Enm3adera

WM JJu4Ha Kako Adpoaura.

Hala eyda e — J1a H1 OuJiell BUTKa

Y HEKHa Kako Opesa,

1a uMai 0e30poj ela v rojieMa MHJIOCT —
KakBa IITo uMa Majka Tepesa.
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BILYANA

You were cast late

from the nest of the womb,

the rising of your sun lit up the lands

we had stumbled through for years.

Now your little statue

shines in our eyes like crystal,

while our nights weave peace and quiet

in the endless field of dreams.

Every pain caused to your silhouette

stabs us with steely knives

it still feels like you breathe with our hearts.
Our greatest happiest is to hear your rippling laughter
and the patter of little feet

towards our open, outstretched arms.

We don’t want you to grow up

to be as tall as Venus,

as rich as Elizabeth

or as stunning as Aphrodite.

Our wish is for you to be as lithe

and tender as a birch

to have countless children and great compassion —
like Mother Teresa.
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KOJIHATA CJIOBOJA

He Oelie porcTBO Torall
0 YJIMITH KOTa BUKaBMe: -
71a )KHBEE CaMOyTIPaByBameTo!

ImamMeTaM, TaTKO MH T'O 3¢J10a BexkO0a,
CJIEIUOT JIEJI0 C€ BPTKAIIE HU3 JIBOPOT,
MajKa MU ja MOJI3€LIE KpaBara,

a MaK HUE TO YeKaBME MIIEKOTO.

He Oere porcTBO Torall
JTAHOYHUKOT TJIaCHO KOTa BpECHa: -
JTAHOK, JIyTe, JaHOK!

nameTam, pejl HaCOOPaHUOT CBET
MajKa MU MUJIO3JIMBO TO MOJICIIIE: -
K€ TH IJIaTUME Ha €CEH,
MIOCEaHOTO Kora Ke ro mpoaaieMe.

He Oelie porcTBO Torall
Ha YeceH 300p Kora He Ce BepyBaille,
TYKy BJIacTa CaMO C€ HaJMETHYBAIIIC.

naMeTam, KpaBara ja MoIuia,

TETUH MU ja OJBEJIE,

MajKa MU KOJIHELIE,

a IaK HHE OJf LIECT IpJia 3alIakaBMe.
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ACCURSED FREEDOM

no man was another’s master back then
when we marched the streets shouting:
long live workers’ self-management!

I remember they took my father away on military exercises
grandfather pottered blind around the yard,

mother milked the cow,

and we... we waited for milk.

no man was another’s master back then
when the taxman yelled:
tax, people, it’s time to pay your tax!

I remember, my mother begged and pleaded
in front of the assembly:

we’ll pay you in the autumn

when we sell what we’ve sown.

no man was another’s master back then
though a man’s word did not count
and the Comrades disposed at their will

I remember she mentioned the cow in the census,
my uncle took it away,
my mother cursed,

and the six of us just burst into tears.
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CMPTTA HA MJTIAJIATA MTAPTU3AHKA

Camo mTo ce npoOMBME HU3 LIIymMara rycra
1 0€3 MOYHH CE UCKAYMBME

Ha TUTAHUHCKUOT BPB,

TOTaI JI0JIeTa KYPIITyM O]l JaJIedrHa ITyCcTa
KEJICH 32 )KUBOT 1 MOMHUHCKA KPB.

['0 mienaB BETEPOT KAKO CUIIHO J1yBa

U JIECHO CHETYJIKUTE CO ce0e TU HOCH,

3a MUT TOTAlll B IPETPATKU ja YyBaB
MpTBAaTa MapTU3aHKa CO UCKPBABEHU KOCH.

Bo Taa 3umMcka mpoksera Beuep
OJIMa3HMYKH JYpHAB HU3 00padoT TBP/
Y IYIIIMAHCKO MECO OJI TUPAHU CEYEB
opaju Hej3uHaTa HEBUHA CMPT.

Bo mraHMHCKHTE HAMETH CHEXHU
MOTIpeHa Ha Oykara — cyBa
CO ITyIIIKa BO palieTe MOMHUHCKH HEKHU

OCTaHa KyTpa — 3eMja jJa 4yBa.
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DEATH OF A PARTISAN GIRL

We had come out of the forest of snow shapes bizarre
and climbed, not resting, to the bare mountain peak,
when a fey bullet came whistling up from afar
thirsting for her young blood and life so meek.

The wind was blowing icy strong
snowflakes rode on the swirling air,

I held in my arms for seconds long
the Partisan girl with blood in her hair.

On that accursed winter eve

I charged and burst through enemy ring

to stab at flesh of foe, to cleave

to avenge the one cut down in life’s spring.

Amid the drifting mountain snows
beneath an old beech of great girth

rifle in tender hands that froze

the poor lass was consigned to the earth.
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CUIHEJ —-TPALl ITO YMUPA U
BOCKPECHYBA UCTOBPEMEHO

Ce Hypkaar 00JalluTe HU3 MHOTYKaTHUTE
Heboaepu

MPOCTO CH T'W YelIaaT 3aJHULIUTE O]
BO3BUIIICHUTE 3/laHU]ja

Bo3oBurte Ha HEYOBEYHOCTA M HajaBHja
MTOJTHOKHO 3aMOTYyBaHh€ —

HEKa yeKaar cera A3ujIIMTEe HOB BO3EH pe

Bo HajHOBara emnoxa 3a4€CTH SBEKOTOT

Ha OPYXKjETO

Taka, MPOTUB AOOPUIIMHEIL] € BIIEPEH
MOJIULICKUA PEBOJIBEP

3aroa HEeKa IJ1a4ar yaulnuTe

110JT MHOTYPAaCHHUOT CBET —

KOj J0ara oJ1 HaJJBOPEIIHOCTA 32 J1a TUTyKHE
npea JaHO4HaTa 3rpajia

Hajy6aBara ckynnrypa Ha CTOJIETUETO € CEKAKO
paka oJf MUHYBau UCHPYEHA KOH KOITHUYKA 3a I'yope
Jla skuBee MoJMTHKATa Ha JP>KABHOTO MOJIMTU3UPALE:
KyIM CH CTaH — CaMO 3a MeT WIjaJu HeJIeTHU
3apabOTyBaYKH...

Ha, Cunnej e rpaj, Koj ymMupa U BOCKpECHYBa
HCTOBPEMEHO!
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SYDNEY — A CITY THAT DIES AND
COMES BACK TO LIFE AT THE SAME TIME

Clouds scud past the towering

skyscrapers

their bottoms scratch

on the soaring buildings

The railways oh so humane have announced

a midnight shutdown

let the suburban-bound Asians wait till morning

gun shots and knife-fights

have become a daily occurrence

a police revolver

1s pointed at an Aborigine’s breast

so let the streets cry

in this seething, multiracial world —

that comes from abroad to spit

at the Tax Office steps

The most beautiful sculpture of the century is doubtless
the hand of a passer-by reaching towards a rubbish bin
Politics and government serve the rich

buying yourself a flat

costs just five thousand weeks’ wages...

Yes, Sydney is a city that dies and comes back to life
at the same time!
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MAJYUHHUOT IJIAC

[i1agoT Tiiee B HOKTA IJTyBa
Mpa3oT ceue BETep 1yBa,

BO KyKapKa TpOIIIHA CTapa,
MajKa 1iade, CHHOT ro 0apa.

[Teyanbapue 371aTHO MUJIO,
MajYrHO TOIIO KPHUJIO,
Ty CITyIai MoJIOSH Iyiac,
Ka)kM MU CHHKO BO OBOj 4Yac.

Jla Te mpaiiam, Kaj CH IITO CH,
Ty TH BETEp MO3ApaB HOCH,
OJl cCTapaBa TBOja MaMa

ITO )KMBEE MayHO, CaMa...

CoH1ie JIeH oJ1 3palH 1jieTe
MajKa mpa3Ha Kyka MeTe,
COJI3H Jiee, JbyOu mpar

Y TI0 CHHOT BUKA TIaK:

Jlojau, nojau 4eao Moe
Ha3aJ B THE3/10, TOTUIO CBOE
U TIPETPHU CHU MajKa MUJia

B JIBETE palle, co ceTa cuial
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MOTHER’S VOICE

A sad voice moans in the deep of night
hoarfrost pierces, the cold winds bite,
a mother cries in a run-down shack,
disconsolate, wishing her son back.

Young, lonely migrant, what will fate bring
come back under mother’s warm wing,

can you not hear my imploring voice

oh, my son, I would so rejoice.

Tell me where you are, how things fare
do these thoughts reach you on the air,
from your old mother at home

who lives a hard life, alone...

The sun rises, a new day looms,
mother sweeps the empty rooms,

if only she could again be one

with her sorely missed, faraway son.

Come, my child, oh come to my breast
come back to your warm childhood nest
and give your aging mother dear

the first tight hug in many a year!
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TATKOBUHCKA

Co KpeHaru pale U O4d MIa4Hu
CTOjaM IMOKOPHO Ha PaMETO TBOE,

0 3€MjO MOja, TATKOBUHO MUJIa
IIPUMH TH BO3IUIIKUBE MeUaI0apCcKu
MavHHU.

Han TBOJOT TOIOM MajUYMHCKH CKYT
iayam pujiaM U MoJiaM 3a MpoyKa:
MPOCTU MU TaTKOBMHO TH Majuyulle MUJIA
IPOCTU MY Ha TBOJOT MeYaa0apCKu CHH.

Ox koJIKy € y0aBo J1a ce ouae goma

BO TeO€ 3eMjO U Mery CBOjOT PO/,

cpiie Mu 000OTH OYM MM COJI3aT

O]l cpeka ce pacTpenepu nevyandoapor TBO].

OBaa 3eMja € HajyOaBa BO CBETOB

Opaka, He MpojiaBajTe ja 3a HUKAKBH I1apH,
U HE JI03BOJTYBajTE TYIMHIIM J1a BU ja
BaJIKaart, a yejara Hej3MHU 10 CBETOT Ja

M TaJIKaar.
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PATRIOTIC POEM

With arms uplifted, with tears and groans
I stand meekly on your earthen shoulders,
o my country, beloved native land

accept this migrant’s pining moans.

I cry and sob and beg forgiveness

above your warm motherly lap:

forgive me, fatherland, dear mother country
forgive your migrant son.

Oh, how lovely it is to be home

in my native land among my own,

my heart beats like a drum, my eyes weep tears
of happiness — your migrant son is all a-tremble.

Of all the lands on earth, ours 1s most beautiful
brothers, do not sell it at any price,

and beware the usurpers so pitiless,

lest its children wander the world penniless.
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NBan Tprocku e pozen Bo ceno Bomuno — Oxpujicko, Makenonuja.
Ce oxennn 3a Haga MBanocka Bo 1967 roa. m Bo 1976 roma. um ce
poau kepkata bunjana. Ha 26 aBryct 1968 roa. ro Hanymmra BojguHo
u Makenonuja u ce gocenysa Bo Cunnej, ABcrpanuja. Padoren mo
4 ronuau BO (HaOpUKHM 3a CTaKJICHM M TpeXpaHOEHU MPOM3BOIHU, A
nocnenuute 28 rogunu padoren Bo JlpkaBHara xene3Huiia Ha Hos
Jyxen Benc, on kamge Bo 2007 roguHa CTapOCHO CE€ MEH3UOHUPAIL.

Ynenysa Bo JluteparypHoro apywtso ,,I purop [Ipauues* og Cunnej
ox 1979 ron., kako u 4ieH Bo M3gaBauykuoT oa00p Ha CIIMCAHUETO
,,JIoBon‘* 1 nonrorogumieH bubnuorekap u Apxusap Bo bubianorekara
I purop IlpauueB®, mpBa ox TakoB BUJ HaABOp oJ MakenoHuja.
[Topeke roauHM OWI JOMUCHUK Ha CIHCaHUETO ,,MakemoHuja
ol Marunara Ha WCEIEHULIUTE W HAa MHOIY JPYyTH BECHHUIU H
cnucanvja Bo Makenonuja u Apcrtpanuja. Co cBoja moesuja u
pedepaTu HactamyBajl Ha MHOTY COOHMpH, CO KOHM IO MOATrpeBaj
oyxoT Ha MakenoHenor 3a Ja onctou Bo Jlujacmopara.

YuecTByBaa co cBoja moe3rja Ha MmaHudecraijara ,,Mmnaga Ctpyra*
B0 1979 roa. u na Crpymikute Beuepu Ha noe3uja Bo 1987 u 1995 rog.
KaJie y4eCTBYBaJI CO CBOja Moe3uja Ha MaHudecranujara ,,MocToBu®.
Unen e Ha [pymrBoto Ha nucarenure Ha Makenonuja on 1988 rox.,
yjieH Ha J[pymTBOoTO Ha HOBHHAapUTE Ha Makenonuja ox 1995 rox.
ffouecen wien nHa JlureparypHoro napymtBo ,,Ipurop [Ipmuues™ tH

2013 GfsH.

Co noe3swuja e 3acraneH Bo 30opHunure: ,,Bunumu® (Cunnej — 1984),
(Cxomje — 1988), ,,Hammu marexu* (MenOyps — 1986), ,,Mcenennyku
noercku Mepuaujanu’® (Cromje — 1997), ,,Oxpujacku auTepaTypHU
tBOp1M of [IpnuueB no aenec* (Oxpun — 1999), ,,Kotu Ha KOIHEXK U
crpact® ( Cunnej — 2003), Kako ¥ BO aHTOJIOTMUTE HA aHIJIMCKU ja3HUK:
,,AHTOJIOTHja Ha MakeJloHCcKara noe3uja“ (Cuanej — 1997), ,,MonepHa
MakesnoHcka noesuja — OctpoBor Ha 3emja* (Cuanej — 1999), Bo
ABcTpanuckara aHrosnoruja ,JluraBo ornemano (bpuzden — 1998),
M BO AHTOJIOTHMMTE Ha 21-0T CBETCKH MOETCKU KOHrpec ,,OTBOpEHH
rpanunu’ (Cuanej—2001)u, IToropHacpenda (Cuanej—2003). Mcto
Taka 3acTaneH ¢ Bo Ennukionenuute Ha ABcTpanuja 1 MakenoHuja.
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ABTOp € Ha 30upkuTe noesuja: ,,[ loBprmHcku kopema* (Cugnej — 1985),
., onemuot opox™ (Crkorje — 1988), ,,OxoBano mope* (Cunnej — 1988),
,IIpecenba Ha 3aman” (Cuanej — 1990), moemara ,,Tomopka* (Ckorje
—1995), ,,Cutuio® (Cunnej — 1999), ,,Mefy nse oraumra® (Oxpu —
1999), ,,Hemupnu BerpoBu‘ (Cugnej —2004), ,,JbyboBHa nmarunaiuja‘
(Cugnej — 2004), ,,3ax cunnor opan‘ (IItum — 2008), ,,LGME ] sty ot
oS SIS sz «, Hots OLdydzs dLHOG], (Cummej —wSstf J, 2013), "The sunrise
in my dream" (Cumrej — Zsdtf, 2013); %0 golssyoidlsj: A folstsls &0
cornero Bo Maxkegonuja“ (Cumnej — 2000), u ,,Makegonuja S0
tatkoBuHa* (Cunnej — 2002). McTo Taka TOj € aBTOp Ha KHUrara
,MakenoHcku neMoHcTpanuu Bo ABcrpanuja“(Crpyra — 2004) u Ha
ouorpadcekuor3anuc,,Crnace Tpnocku—xuBoT u 1eno‘( Ctpyra - 2008).

WBaH e ef1eH o1 ”HUIMjaTOPUTE 3a OpraHu3Mupamke Ha MaHU(ecTalujara
,,Jl€HOBH Ha Make1oHCKaTaKynTypa‘kou ce ogpkaaBo 1986, 1988 mn 1991
roa. Bo ABctpanuja. Unenysaia Bo Oa00poT 3a JOMOJHUTEIHA HaCTaBa
M0 MaKEJIOHCKH ja3WK BO YUMJIMINTETO ,,11-T OxToMBpHU* BO JaryHa u
BO IIpocBeTHO yumnmumHuOT o00p 3a HoB Jyxxen Benc. UnenyBan u
BO ympaBara Ha KVY]I ,.Bapmap* on beHKCTEOH. YUeCHUK € Ha MHOTY
IPOTECTH KaJIe ce AeMOHCTpupaiiie 3a MakeaoHuja u 3a Make10HCTBOTO.

beme wuHunmjatop wu npercegaren Ha ,,OXpHACKO-CTpYIIKara
aconujarja® 3a Hom Jyxken Benc, koja orcrojyBamie 13 roauHw.
WMuuiujarop € 3a opKyBame Ha ,,BonrHCKUTE Beuepu* BO BOJOHTOHT,
ABCTpasiija U COpaOOTHUK MpHU H3JaBamkbeTo Ha MoHorpadujara 3a
ceno Bonmuuo Bo 1995 roa. UnenyBan u Bo onoopoT Ha DoHpanujara
3a MakeqoOHCKM CTyIMHd Ha YHUBEP3UTETOT ,,MakBopu* Bo CujHE].
[Ipubupan m wucmpakag mnomoil 3a 3a00J€HM W 3a H3rpajgda Ha
KyJATYPHU U BepcKHu 00jekTh BO ABcTpanuja u Bo Makenonuja. Toj e
pPENOBEH WiIE€H BO ABCTpPaJIMCKO-MaKEeIOHCKMOT Tearap Bo CujiHej,
ABCTpaJIUCKO-MaKeJIOHCKaTa Cly>)k0a 3a JTOOpPOTBOPHU pabOTH BO
Cunnej 1 EMUTPaHTCKHOT H3BOPEH HeHTap Bo pernonot Ceeru I opri.

HarpagyBan € Ha MHOTY KOHKYpCHM 3a IO€3uja M IIpo3a, HO
Haj3Ha4yajHu ce: ,Mcenenmuka rpamora’ — 1995 rom. koja ja
nojieslyBa  Maruiiata Ha HUCEJIeHMIIUTEe oJ MakenoHuja, Kako
nen ox Crpymkute Beuepum Ha moes3mwja; Harpaja 3a Ioesuja off
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WNuTtepHannonannata Oubnuoreka Bo Kaunznmenn Bo 1998 rox.;
Harpajara MakeIoHCKO COHIIE 3a JIMTeparypa u Kynrypa Bo 2004 rog.
d L0 Sidcoksd Avetsj fishkyj o s sl fishi o 2013 6sH. ‘0 HEBJ
tfle jilsd> %050 %06tOHO LO tisjLd0 Aulsts 0d misdiissef &0 wilstsz Sofls j

o juitsq] 0 s jLg 00,

3a ONIITEeCTBEHA JIEJHOCT UMa IOOMEHO MTOBEKE HArpaau U MpU3HaHU]ja
Mery KOM M: Harpaja 3a OIIITecCTBeHa pabora ox OnmrTuHara
Kenrtepb6epu (npenrpanue Ha Cunanej) Bo 2006 roja. moceOHU Harpau
U npu3HaHuja 106w ox Komucujara 3a ogaocu Bo 3aeauuiiata Ha Hos
JyxeHn Benc 3a qoopoBosina padora Bo 2006 1 2007 roa.; og CoBeToT
3a ABcTpanujanen Ha roguHara Bo 2008 rox.; og OnmrtuHata Oxpuj
3a KyJTYpHM BPCKH cO TarkoBuHara Bo 2008 rox.; ox OmnmrtuHara
KentepOepu 3a KyATypHM OCTBapyBama € mnporiaceH 3a [lodeceHn
rparanud 3a 2010 rox.; [IpxaBHa Harpana ox Bimagara Ha HoB Jyxen
Beric 3a onmirectBenu u xyManutapau padotu Bo 2010 rog.; pxkaBHa
Harpaja3a CeHnop HaroauHara 3a J00poTBOpHa paboTa BO 3a€/IHUIIATA
B02011rox.; HarpagaTa3a KUBOTHO Je10 3a paboTara BO MaKeJOHCKaTa
3aeanuna on Obenunera Makenoncka J(ujacropa Bo BammHrton Bo
2011 rox.; Harpagara 3matHoTo coHile Bo 2011 rom. 3a JKuBoTHO H IS
3a HEroBara MakoTpIiHa padorta Bo makemoHckara LOJHEAYO; G0GteOHO
La rdoatlsis Hjes L0 OWdteis0yd 0 &0 i30S JHBGNSEls 0LdS d Slzdiskzis0
ots Ppoflsts0kzd0 os 2013 GtsH. sH_Fofls js0skztetssts HislzPisats A_ytedetsts
[IpnunueB®; Harpana 3a adpupMmalija Ha MakeJaoHCKaTa KyJaTypa 0]1
40-te IIpecnancku uceneHu4ku cpeiou Bo JbyoojHo 2013 roxa.; Harpana
LO nlzdz0dzdlsOtez0 tfisazsh d OWdtedz0yd 0 10 fjdztsists Asizdits sH JJhnd0kso
3aJHEAYO &0 . dskdis o 2013 GsH.
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Ivan Trposki was born on 21 June 1942, in the village Volino, Ohrid
Region, Macedonia. In 1968 he migrated to Australia and settled in
= Sydney. For 28 years he worked in the Rail Infrastructure Corporation
“ as a Safety Officer. Retired in 2007.

_—

o “ﬂ; His work has been published by the Australian Ethnic press, as well

el as in some publications in Macedonia. His poetry has been selected
[

_ for the Anthologies: Vistas (Sydney 1984, Skopje 1988), Our Paths

= (Melbourne 1986), Meridians of Immigrant Poets (Skopje 1997),

Macedonian Poetry in Australia (Sydney 1997), The Liquid Mirror

(Brisbane 1998), Contemporary Macedonian Poetry - An Island on Land (Sydney 1999),
The Opening of Borders (Sydney 2001) and Reunion (Sydney 2003).

He is the author of several books of poetry: Shallow Roots (Sydney 1985), The Big Ship
(Skopje 1988), Chained Sea (Sydney 1988), Heading West (Sydney 1990), Todorka
(Skopje 1995), Svitilo (Sydney 1999), Between Two Homelands (Ohrid 1999), Restless
Winds (Sydney 2004), Love Imagination (Sydney 2004), Behind the Blue Wave (2008), and O
The Sunrise in my Dream (2013), also two Travelogues: Following The Sun - Journey to
Macedonia (Sydney 2000) and Macedonia - My Homeland (Sydney 2002), the notebook
The Macedonian Demonstrations in Australia (Sydney 2004) and the biography Spase:
Migrant, Writer, Patriot (Struga 2008).

Ivan has been a member of the Literary Society Grigor Prlichev in Sydney since 1979,
and Honorary member since 2013, the Association of Writers of Macedonia since 1988,
the Association of Journalists of Macedonia since 1995 and the XXI World Congress of Poets
in Sydney 2001. He has participated at the prestigious Struga Poetry Evenings in Macedonia
1987 and 1995 and at the XXI World Congress of Poets in Sydney 2001. For 35 years he has
volunteered his time as a Librarian and Archivist for the Macedonian community in Sydney.

His awards include the prestigious "Stojan Hristov" award for poetry in 2013 at the International
Poetry Festival in Struga, Migrants Gramota (Iselenichka Gramota) for his literary work
in 1995, the International Library of Queensland award for poetry in 1998, the Macedonian
Community’s Golden Sun Award for Culture in 2004, Community Relations Commision's
(CRC) Volunteering Award Certificate of High Commendation in 2007, CRC’s Award for
Volunteering Certificate of Acknowledgement in 2008, certificate by the National Australia
Day Council for the Senior Australian of the Year in 2008, Ohrid City Council (Macedonia)
for Cultural Cooperation in 2008, Senior Citizen of the Year Award for Service to the
Community by the Canterbury City Council in 2010, NSW Seniors Week Achievement Award
in 2010, award by the St. George Migrant Resource Centre for active contribution to the
community and making a difference to the life of others in 2011, Lifetime Service to the
Macedonian Community in 2011 by the United Macedonian Diaspora (Washington USA),
Golden Sun Community Life Achievement Award in 2011 by the NSW Macedonian Telephone
Directory, and Life Achievement Award for Literature in 2013 by the Macedonian Literary
Association.
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