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CAIITA BPOHBACEP

W3Baiok o1 pOMaHOT
Caywaj

IIPEBOJ] Ha MAKeJIOHCKH ja3UK:
Enmszabera BoxxuHocka

ITapus, cenremBpu 2021

BECTUTE CTACAA BP30; TakBUTe BECTH Ce Kako CTpeJIa.

3HaeB /leKa CH BOBJIEUeHa BO TOA UCTHOT MOMEHT
kora ozt I lapus npucruraaa npsute n3genrran. [ lomiiHaa
cera Beke PEYrCH IIeCT FO/INHU, Ha IIETOK TPHHAECETTH.
JlaTyM Kako JIioI Buil.

PazHopa3HU JTyT'e ce UeKupaa OHJIajH Kako ,,0e30e/1-
uu". [Ipujaresu, BHyKa, JajiedeH pogHuHa. JIyre co Kou
CTYZIIPAB, MOU [TOPAHEITHYU yueHHIu. 31araunre o
n3siokOara Ha ororpacduu, TBOUTE Kosieru ororpadu.
U nipyru, MO3HAHUIY HA KOU €/1BAj Ce ceKaBaM; I3HEHa-
ZieH OeB KOJIKY MHOTY JIyT'e [I03HaBaM Ha MAPTHHUTE HA
e/ieH cBeTcKu HactaH. U T Gerrie Tamy, @10, a TBOjOT
Ipor1 0cTaHa HeM. 3JI0BECHO TUBOK, KaKO IIITO BeJiar.

SACHA BRONWASSER

Excerpt from the novel
Listen

Translated by
David Colmer

Paris, September 2021

THE NEWS TRAVELED FAST; news like that does.

I knew you had been caught up in it the moment the
first reports came in from Paris. Almost six years ago
now, on a Friday the thirteenth. A date like a bad joke.

All sorts of people checked in online as “safe.”
Friends, a niece, a distant relative. People I'd studied
with, my own former students. Exhibitors from the
photo show, your fellow photographers. Others, vague
acquaintances; I was surprised how many people I knew
on the fringe of a world event. You were there too, Flo,
and your profile stayed silent. Ominously silent, as they
say.



Taa HOK U IeHOBHUTE IITO CJIE/TyBaa I'M IIPOY4IyBaB
BUjieara u pororpadumnTe Bo BecTuTe. I'vl IpersieyBas
JleCeTUIINTe CHUMKH Ha IIPeBPTEeHH CTOJIOBU BO JIETHU-
Te Tepacu Ha Kadyaumbara, TPOTOApU IPEKPUEHHU CO
pacrapueHo CTaKJIoO, Jiyl'e II0j] K30METPUYKH KeOHba
IITO T U3HECYBAaT Ha UMIIPOBU3UPAHU HOCUJIKU O]
3amrtuTHa orpasia. Pororpadun Ha amOyIaHTHY U ITPO-
THUBIIO’KAPHU BO3WJIa 3aCTAHATH 10T Uy/IHU aryIu, Hacoo-
paHM MOJIMIIMCKY aBTOMOOWIU. ByieBapure, aBeHUNTE
Y IUTOIITaINTE Oea IMPETOJTHUA CO BpaOOTEHH BO UTHUTE
cIIy»k0u, HO Taa Beuep HeZIOCTUTALIIE Off Ce.

Osga i1 Genre MecToTO U yacot? TBojara Koca jiu
Oerrie Toa? TBoOWTE OJITH parie ¥ HO3e Jiu Oea Toa? TBou-
Te unsMu? Ke Te IIpero3HaM JIv 1o CUTe OBHe TOIUHH,
BO OBaa cpejiiHa?

Berre s1u ce yinre skuBa? Toa, ce pa3bupa, Gerire
IIPBO IIITO Tpebarrie /1a ce mpariam cebec.

~HE EVICTO A TVIEJAII 11 IA BUIUIIIT, ué Hayuu
OJIaMHa, JT0/IeKa ce yIirre 6eBMe MHOTY MJI/IU. Jac HeMaB
HU JIBaeceT TOJIMHU; TH CE YIIITe HeMAIIle HU TPUECET.
Yunauiara ge 6elte 3aTeMHEeTa Kako IIITo BooOHu4Jae-
HO Gerre. Ty, HalIaTa npejjlaBavka, He cakale Jia ro

That night and in the days that followed I studied
the videos and news photos. I scrolled through dozens
of shots of toppled chairs at sidewalk cafés, floors
covered with shattered glass, people in space blankets
being carried away on stretchers improvised from
crush barriers. Pictures of ambulances and fire engines
stranded at odd angles, clusters of police cars. The
boulevards, avenues, and squares were packed with first
responders, but everything was in short supply.

Was this the place and hour? Was that your hair?
Were they your long limbs? Your boots? Would I
recognize you after all these years, in this setting?

Were you still alive? That was what I should have
asked myself first, of course.

“LOOKING AND SEEING AREN'T the same thing,” you
taught us long ago when we were still so young. Me, not
even twenty; you, not yet thirty. The classroom wasn’t
darkened like it usually was. You, our instructor, weren’t
going to whip up our enthusiasm for a photographer’s



Pas3TOpHII HAITUOT €HTY3Hja3aM 3a OIyCOT HA HEKO]
dotorpad HuTY 32 icTOpHjaTta Ha pBaTa pororpaduja,
He IUIAaHUPAIIIE /]a He TTOBEJIENT Ha EKCIIEAUIIN]ja co Go-
TOAIAPAT CO CTAKJIEHA IJIOYA IIITO IO BJIEYEII JI0 HEKO]
OJI/IaJIeU€eH aroJi Ha CBETOT 32 /1A ja CHUMMUIII TJIeTKaTa
TI0 IIPBIIAT BO UCTOPHjaTa HA YHUBEP3YMOT.

He, Tu cakaiie fja HE HAayJHIII 32 TOA IIITO € IPBO,
mpen potorpadujara. U cakaire sja ro cropuiii Toa 6ivc-
Ky 710 JIOMa. YUIJTHUIATa BO KOja ce cOOMpaBMe BO YTBP-
JIeHO BpeMe ceKoja Hejiesia berrie, BO Hajaobap ciry4aj,
MECTO IIITO IOBPEMEHO I'0 TIOIVIEJTHYBAaBME, HO BEPOjaTHO
HUKOTaIl He To BUyioBMe. Cera Toa Tpebariie ja Hu buje
I0jI0BHA TOYKa. bapaiiie oj1 Hac /1a My /103BOJIIME Ha
CBOJjOT IOTJIE]T /1A TAJIKA IETHAECETUHA MUHYTH JI0/IEKA
MEHTATHO UMeHyBaMe ce. /lypr OTKaKo Ke TOMHHeIIe
TOj UeTBPTHHA Yac HU Oellle J03BOJIEHO J1a IPABUME
OesiellKH; Toa Oellle IeTCKU eJHOCTaBHA Bexk0a.

HanpaBuBMme kako 1mro nob6apa, mpaBeBMe Ce IITO
6aparmie. Bo Toa BpeMe, pa3iukara oJf ieceT TOAHHI
0elrlre KOJIKY pasJiiKaTa IoMery rp/IoTo ajue 1 Jiehe/ToT.
[Tes10 Bpeme cejieliie BO TUIIIMHA, 3jariajKd HU3 ITPO30-
PeroT, TBOjOT MPOQWIT OCBETIIEH O] HUCKOTO ECEHCKO
conrie. Co ynm3MuTe KpeHaTH Ha Maca; Toa bea ocymye-
CETTUTE TOJIFHI.

body of work or the history of the first image, not going
to take us on an expedition with a glass plate camera that
was being lugged to a distant corner of the world to record
the view for the first time in the history of the universe.

No, you were going to teach us what comes first,
before the photograph. And you were going to do it close
to home. The classroom we had been gathering in at a
fixed time each week was, at best, a place we had looked
at occasionally but probably never seen. It was now going
to be our starting point. You asked us to let our eyes roam
for fifteen minutes while mentally naming everything.
Only after that quarter of an hour had elapsed were we
allowed to take notes; as an exercise it was childishly
simple.

We did as you asked, we did everything you asked.
Back then, ten years’ seniority was the difference between
duckling and swan. You sat in silence the whole time,
staring out through the window, your sharp profile lit
by the low autumn sun. With your boots on the table; it
was the eighties.



Co Meceru JioaraBMe TyKa, HO IypH cera 3a0es1eaB
KAaKO C€ BO YUFJTHHIIATA —O]] CBHCHATHUTE BEHEIIjaHEPKH
CO CBOUTE BAJIKAHU KAaHAIH JI0 U3JIUTEHUTE I11apoH-
CKH ITaHEJIH — BICU MJINTaBO. Bo Bo3myxoT mery dryo-
PEeCIIeHTHUTE CBETIIKY Ce BUOpea ITPABJINBH I1ajaKUHU.
BuioBMe 1 IMeHyBaBMe CE BO THIIIMHA, O/] OTCjajoT Ha
CTapHOT JIMHOJIEYyMCKH 11071, (60ja Ha ceHd, UCUYKAH)
110 u3bseeHuTe rurcenu mwiadpoHcku jajcHu. Ce ce
3aMp3Ha, a [10Toa Cce Bperka BO MeMOpHjaTa KaKo CBeT-
JIMHATA Ha eJIeH 071 JATePOTHUIINTeE 32 KOM HU KaKyBallle
HEKOJIKY IIPeZlaBarha IIPeTX0AHO. /{0 /ieH-/1eHec MoXKaM
Jla T HabpojaM OHME HEYTPAJIHH, COCEM HEYTIa/IJIMBU
JleTaJiv, Jiypy 1 u30siefieHUTe KApTUUKHU BO METATHUTE
CJIOTOBH Ha KAPTOTeKaTa BO aroJioT BUCOKA IlIeCHaeceT
(moku — u chatus 1ITO Ce 06U TyBAIIIE /1A [IOCTUTHETTL.
OHOJ 11ITO MOZKeE /1A TJIEJTa, MOYKE U /1a KKyBa. A OHOj IITTO
MOJKe J]a KaKyBa, 3a0esiexxyBa. [ToTpebeH HU e ja3uk 3a
Jla CU TO HaBe/[yBaMe I0TJIe/[OT.

Jypu oforHa chaTuB AeKa 1 IIOKPaj Ce IIITO Ce CITy-
9, Koja 1 Jja Oelrre MpUYMHATA IIOPA/IH KOja Me 0710pa,
KOj 1 /1a Oellle BUHOBEH 32 TOA, CENaK TH Oellle Taa IITo
Me Hay4H KaKo Jia OujiaM TOJIKy BHUMAaTeJIeH.

We’d been coming here for months and only now
did I notice how everything in the classroom—from the
sagging venetian blinds with their grimy cords to the
weary ceiling panels—hung listlessly. Dusty cobwebs
were swaying in the air between the fluorescent lights.
We saw and named it all silently, from the gleam on
the old lino floor (mustard, dented) to the discolored
cornices. Everything condensed and then etched itself
into memory like the light on one of the daguerreotypes
you had told us about a few classes earlier. To this day
I can still list those neutral, completely unexceptional
details, even the faded cards in the metal slots on the
filing cabinet in the corner, sixteen drawers high—and
I understood what you were trying to achieve. Someone
who sees can tell. And someone who can tell records. We
need language to guide our eyes.

Only later did I realize that despite everything that
happened, whatever reason you had for choosing me,
whoever was guilty of what, it was still you who taught
me how to be so observant.



NBAHA TPAJAHOCKA

W3Baiok o pOMaHOT
Jeitia

Kanpuje nperypaiiie Bo 1kagor, cBreHa Kako KH-
¢i1a, ru mpoBUpallle parere HU3 YpeIHO 3AUIIEHUTE
mrropoBu Ha iHOTO. Hutrro. Ja mossiede BpaTuykara
1 ro 3aTBopu. ['n uMmariie mpebapaHo U cUTe 11e00BH Off
CHUTe Hej3MHU (PycTaHH 3aKayeHU 10 60ja KaKko BO Ia-
Jieta 32 ©300p HA MaTepPHUjasIy 3a Taalupame MebeJt,
HO 11o1tycro... HaBuym, HeBepojaTHO 3a ¢J1ell YOBEK, HO
Taa TOYHO 3Haellle KaJie My € MeCTOTO Ha CeKoe Iapye
obsieka. IIpemectu f1Ba pycraHa, r'u U3Ma3HU PAKaBU-
Te, I'Y IIOTEeTHA 3a JIOJIHUOT /eI KaKo /1a M IIO/ITOTBYBA
3a IerJiame U ja IoMecTH 3akavyanakaTa. Pycranure
Oea mozipesieHN He caMo 110 60ja, TYKY U CIIOpEJ, CE30-
Hata. Ce peziea jieTHU, IIPOJIETHYU, 3UMHU, 112 €CEHCKU
KOMIUIETH, O] BUCKO3a, CBIJIA, BOJIHA, U0ja, 1 HA KPaj,

IVANA TRAJANOSKA

Excerpt from the novel
Jeta

Translated by
Maja Trajanoska

Kadrije rummaged through the wardrobe, bent over
like a crescent roll, running her hands through the neatly
folded fabrics at the bottom. Still nothing. She pulled the
door shut. She had already searched through the pockets
of all her dresses too, hanging by color like a palette of
fabric samples, but to no avail... Unbelievable, seemingly,
for a blind woman, yet she knew exactly where each item
belonged. She shifted two dresses aside, smoothed the
sleeves, pulled gently at the bottom edges as though
preparing them for ironing, then straightened the hanger.

The dresses were arranged not only by color but
by season too. Summer, spring, winter, then fall outfits
followed one another, made of viscose, silk, wool,
broadcloth, and finally, slightly set apart, the house



MAaJIKy O7|/ieJIeHH, Oea IOMAITHUTE ,,pOITINEbA“, CEKaKO
I[BETHH, HO HEJ3MHUTE Oea BO TEMHU HHjaHCH, ICTO KaKO
U ceTa Hej3uHa 00J1eKa, MaMyYHU U HAIITHPKAHU, CO
OeJty3J1aBU IIMPOYKHU KOIMYNEHbA, COBPIIEHO HCIIETIIa-
HU 1 HAMUPHUCAHU O KOMOMHAIIMja HA OMEKHYBa4 1
CPe/CTBO IPOTHB MOJIIH 3aJIETIEHO Ha BHATPEIITHATA
CTpaHa O/ BpaTUYKaTa.

360pyBariie ry1acHo: ,,[I0OBTOPHO HEKO]j MTpeTypal.
[IITo majka 6apas Bo MojoT 1mikad...*

Kanpuje MHOTY peTKo u3JieryBaiie off JoMa, €Be
BeKe /IBaeCEeTHHA TOJHY, €IUHCTBEHO 32 IJIacabe Ha
n3060pH, JIOKATHY, TIApJIaMEHTaPHH, ITPETCEIATENICKY,
IIPB ¥ BTOP KPYT, KAKO U BOHPEHH, 32€/THO CO BHYKa-
Ta 1oy paka. Ceeror Gelre oBaa cob6a Koja HaBeuep 1
IpuUIaraiie Ha BHyKaTa, a IPeKy JieH Oellle Hej3uHa.
Cexoe yTpo ja Gyaemre pano. Ke iesemme Bo cobara,
0e3 Tpomame, CO CBOjOT IPETIO3HATINB YEKOP — JIec-
HO JIN3rarbe Ha TEMHOCUHHUTE IAITy4YH, U Ke CeHeIe
Ha KpajoT Ha KpeBeToT. Ke i1 T1 (pareme crananara u
CO CBOWTE JIAJIHU, TEHKH, CJIa01, KOBYECTH IIPCTU, HO
CO Ma3HA U MeKa KOKa, HEXKHO Ke U TH U3MacHpalle
scroBuTe. JleBojkaTa Ke cTaHelle U ke ja OakHeIle
6aba cu, 11a ke ja MOTKPEHeIIIe 3a J]a ja I3BaJIn IOCTeJT-

dresses, floral of course, though hers, like all her clothes,
were in dark shades, cotton and stiff with starch, with
wide off-white buttons, perfectly ironed and scented with
amixture of fabric softener and moth repellent stuck to
the inside of the wardrobe door.

She spoke out loud. “Someone’s been going through
my closet again. What on earth was anybody looking for
in my closet...”

Kadrije rarely left home anymore. For nearly twenty
years now, she had gone out only to vote—local elections,
parliamentary elections, presidential elections, first
rounds and second rounds, even snap elections—with
her granddaughter guiding her by the arm. Her world
was this room, which belonged to her granddaughter at
night and to her during the day. She woke her early every
morning. She would enter without knocking, with her
distinctive step—the soft shuffling of dark blue slippers—
and sit down at the edge of the bed. She would take her
feet in her hands and gently massage her calves with her
cold, thin fingers, bony yet soft-skinned. The girl would
get up and kiss her grandmother, then help her up so she
could remove the bedding. She would fold it neatly, like
arolled strudel, open the wardrobe, and place it at the



HUHaTa. YPeIHO Ke ja IIpeBUTKAallle, KaKO IITPY/AJIa, ke
ja oTBOpeliie BpaTara o1 IKadoT U Ke ja cTaBellle Ha
JTHOTO, Ha/T IITOMOBUTE, TOUHO CIIOPE/T yIIATCTBATA HA
Kanpuje. IToToa &e ro mpekpueliie KpeBeToT co iebesia
KpeMacTa IIPEKPHBKA, /1a JIMYU Ha Ky, ¥ IIOBTOPHO Ke
ja mojiurHerIe 3a paka 3a Jia To i3Ma3HU y0aBo U IMOJ,
Hea. [Ipeky Buken, Kajipuje camo ke JierHelre 7o BHyKa
CH, OJT CIIPOTUBHATA CTPAHA, CO IJIaBaTa KPaj HEJ3NHUTE
CcTaraa, v ja OCTaBallle /Ia IIOCIHE, HO He JI0 IIPEIOIIHA,
»DagHu Hapog Hohy cliasa, a gary pagu”, v BeJielle.
Orkora BHyKaTa ke ro IpeTBOpeIe KPEBETOT BO Kayd,
Kanpuje ro mpeceyBariie IeHOT Ha HEro, Ha CPEJIMHA,
He TOTIHUPAjKU Ce, MAJIKy MOArpOaBeHa, MyIIejKu co
HeTeJTHUYE B PaKa.

Toa berrie efiTHEYEH KPEBET, ITUKHAT IO, ,,MOCT" O/
PeZi TOPHU TIOJIUIIH U /IBA BEPTHUKAIHU IUIAKAPH O/JIEBO
U oziecHO. TeseBU30POT ¥ Oellle ceKorail BKIyYeH.
I'epariie, Wy MOTOYHO CIIYIIAIIE BECTH U KAKO Ke 3a-
BpIIIea e/THH, TO 3eMallle JAJIEUNHCKUOT yIIPABYBay 1 'O
MeHyBallle KAaHAJIOT 32 J1a TH CIYIIHE cienHuTe. KomeH-
THAIIIE, ITIIyeIlle 1 Ce PACIIPABAIIIE CO TEJIEBU30POT, 1A
ke ja 3a0osielie ryiaBara. ,Me ¢ppKHa Iy1aBaTa O OBHe®,
Ke peuelrre 1 ke ja i3racHellle [urapara BO MeleTHIYeTO

bottom, on top of the folded fabrics, exactly as Kadrije
instructed. Then she would cover the bed with a thick
cream-colored bedspread to make it look like a couch,
and once again help her up by the hand so she could
smooth it neatly underneath her as well. On weekends,
Kadrije would simply lie down beside her granddaughter,
on the opposite side, with her head by the girl’s feet,
and let her sleep a little longer, though never too late.
“Working people sleep at night and work during the day,”
she would tell her. Once her granddaughter turned the
bed into a couch again, Kadrije would spend the day
sitting on it, right in the middle, without leaning back,
slightly hunched over, smoking, with a small ashtray
resting in her hand.

It was a single bed wedged beneath a bridge of
overhead shelves connecting two tall wardrobes. The
TV was always on. She watched, or rather listened to, the
news, and as soon as one broadcast ended, she would pick
up the remote and switch channels to listen to the next
one. She commented, cursed, argued with the television,
until her head hurt. “These people are making my head
pound,” she would say, stubbing out her cigarette in the
small ashtray in her hand, then rummaging through the



BO HEj3MHATa paKa, ke OypHUHeIIe BO [1e00T 071 JoMalll-
HUOT (yCTaH, CEKOTAIII [TOJIH CO HEKOJIKY JIEHTUIKU, 1
ke CKUHellIe ciupeTHO ezieH kadeTtnH. Co eHA paka ke
'O OTBOpeIIIe 1, 6e3 BO/Ia, Ke 'O M3TPHIIKAIIIe KaKo O0HO-
oHa. [Tocrerneno, HU3 rogHUTE, 6POjOT HA KadEeTUHHN
ce 3roJIeMyBallle, [1a UCITUBAIIIE, WJTU IIOTOYHO U3TPHUII-
KyBallle, U I10 I1eJ1a JIEHTA BO eJIeH JieH. BHykaTa, koja it
nazapeliie, ofIellie BO HEKOJIKY aIlTEKH 32 /1a MOKe J1a 1
ja Kymu MecevHara /jo3a Ha cBojara 6aba. ,Kako e Tetka
Kazpuje? Heka BHUMAaBa, He € y0ABO TOJIKY KadeTuH", 1
BeJlea MAaJICKUTE alTeKapKH, ,,/]a ja mo3pasumt, a Taa
ce 3abJ1aro/iapyBailie ¥ ce HaCMEBHYBAIIIe He OTKPUBAjKU
jaTajHaTa Ha 6aba 11 JieKa 3eMa YeTUPUIIATH 10 TOJIKY.

pocket of her house dress, always stuffed with several
blister packs, skillfully tearing off a Cafetin tablet. She
would unwrap it one-handed and, without any water,
crunch it down like candy. Over the years, the number
of Cafetins kept increasing, until she was taking, or
rather crunching through, an entire strip in a single
day. Her granddaughter, who did the shopping for her,
went from pharmacy to pharmacy so she could buy her
grandmother’s monthly supply. “How’s Aunt Kadrije?
She should be careful, that much Cafetin isn’t good for
her,” the neighborhood pharmacists would tell her. “Give
her our regards.” And the granddaughter would thank
them and smile, never revealing her grandmother’s
secret—that she took four times that amount.



JINJIJAHA KOPOBKA

W3Baiok o1 pOMaHOT
Kpajoiti Ha tiattioiu

IIPEBOJT O/ POMAHCKH ja3UK:
Epmuc JladazanoBcku

Ha kpajot oz matot ce Haora He6oTo. ['ope HEGO, 0Ty
He0o, JIeBO, IECHO 1 BO CUTE HACOKHU, He0Oo, caMo Hebo!
Bo3sot mmoseka ce oyiasiedysaiiie, ce TOIEIIIe BO JJaJIeUr-
Hara, Bpakajku ce Hazajl. [loraTramMy Hema mpyra, TyKa
3aBPIIH. A HAC, TI0 JIOJITOTO MATyBakhe BO IPOKOJIHA-
THOT BO3 O7] IIEKOJIOT, HE HAITyIIITHja, HE OThpJIrja, He
3adpsrja IMpeKTHO BO HeboTo. Hebape bor ru cirytiHan
HAIIINTE MOJIUTBY U, 110 €/IEH MeCel] Mauerhe, He IIPaTh
OBJIe, BO 0BOj OeckpaeH HebeceH paj. HeboTo 3amouHy-
Ballle Kaj KpaTKaTa, KPeBKa U PETKA TPEBA, & HAOKOJIY
KOJIKY IIITO TH TJIefiaT ounte HUIITo jipyro! l'ocmonu,
CTUTHABME /IO KPajoT Ha IIaTOT, KOj ce Haora cpejie TBo-
ure Hebecu! V13001ICTBO BO3/IyX, 32 HAIIINTE U3BMOPEHHI
6estu poOOBY 1 M300MJICTBO YOABHHA 32 HAIIINTE TaXK-
HU OYH, 10 TEMHIHATA U 3aTyIIUIMBOCTAa HA BaroHUTe!

LILIANA COROBCA

Excerpt from the novel
The End Of The Road

At the end of the road there was heaven. Heaven above,
heaven below, to the left, to the right, and in every
direction—heaven, nothing but heaven! The train was
slowly moving away, melting into the distance, going
back the way it had come. There was no railway beyond
this point. It ended here. And we, after the long journey
in that accursed train from hell, had been abandoned,
cast aside, dumped straight into heaven. As though God
had heard our prayers and, after a month of torment,
sent us here, to this boundless heavenly paradise. Heaven
began where the short, frail, sparse grass grew, and all
around, as far as the eye could see, there was nothing
else! Lord, we had reached the end of the road, which
lay in the midst of Your heavens! An abundance of air
for our exhausted lungs, and an abundance of beauty for



Boznyx, Bo3yx, Boztyx! JluiieBMe, BUKaBMe, CKOKaBMe
Harope, Hye, TIOMJIJIUTe; OCTAHATUTE €/[Baj Ce /IBIKEA,
Tpecejku ce 071 Bo3Oya u cMeorrreHocT. My GJ1aroza-
peBMe Ha ['ocrio mto cturHaBMe oBzie. Heé ctaBu Ha
roJIEMH U JIOJITH UCKYIIIeHNe, HO Taka Oerre TBojaTa
Boutja, T'ocriomu! My 61aroiapriMe 1 ro ¢J1aBUMe HaIlTHOT
Bor 3aToa 11to HY MOMOTHA /1A IIpeXKHBeeMe U 3aToa
IIITO He ja U3ryOMBMe Hallata Bepa. [JieaBme 3auy/ieHu
HAOKOJIy, Ce UCIUIAIINBMeE 071 ToJjIKkaBa Hebeca! He cu
IO 3aMHCJIyBaBMe BaKa KpajoT Ha HAIIETO IaTyBambe.
He Tosiky y6aBo. Haj Hac ce BUIIIeIIe e{HO IIPOCTPAaHO
He0o, a HaceKaJie OKOJIy ce IIPOCTUpAIIle e/JHa OTPOMHA
1 3a00JI1eHa 3eMja, KaKBa IITO HUKOTAIIl [IOPAaHO HE CMe
Bujiesie. CeTo O0XKeCcTBEHO CHHIIIO ce Oerre cobpasio
HaJ[ HAC ¥ TOA He YeKallle Ha TOj Kpaj Ha HAIITUTE MaKH.

Kosky ybaBo MecTo 32 ymMupauka, HOMHUCIUBMeE HHe
KOTra ro BH/IOBMe BO30T KaKo I10JIeKa ce Of)/lajlevdyBa U
HCUe3HyBa, KAKO HUKOTalll 1a He 611 Tyka. CTUTHaBMe
OBJI€ 32 /1a yMpeMe, Hue, THe IIITO OCTAaHaBMe KUBH, OU-
Jiejk MHOTYMIUHA yMpea Ha IaToT. 30IIITO /1A TO YeKaMe
yCIEHUETO Ha HaIlIuTe AyIu Ha He6oTo? EBe, HamuTe
KPEeBKHU U TEHKH, CKOPO ITPOSUPHU TeJIa, HAJIUK Ha 0Baa
TpeBa, 6ea JOHECEHH PaBO Bo HeOOTO. Moxkebu cme
Beke MPTBH, a OBa € HaIlleTo Hebo, 3aCITy?KEHOTO HeOO!

our sorrowful eyes, after the darkness and suffocation of
the carriages! Air, air, air! We breathed, shouted, leaped
into the air, we younger ones; the others could barely
move, trembling with excitement and bewilderment.
We thanked the Lord that we had made it here. You had
put us through great and long trials, but so was Your
Will, Lord! We thanked and praised our God because
He had helped us survive and because we had not lost
our faith. We gazed around in amazement, frightened by
so much heaven! We had never imagined the end of our
journey like this. Not so beautiful. Above us stretched
an immense sky, while all around us lay a vast, rounded
earth such as we had never seen before. All the divine
blue had gathered above us, and it was waiting for us at
the end of our suffering.

What a beautiful place to die, we thought when we
saw the train slowly moving away and disappearing, as
though it had never been there. We had come here to die,
we who had remained alive, because many had died along
the way. Why wait for the ascent of our souls to heaven?
Here we were, our frail and thin, almost transparent
bodies, brought straight into heaven. Perhaps we were
already dead, and this was our heaven, the heaven we
had earned! We should not have arrived in this purity



He Tpebarrie qa mprcTUTHEME BO OBaa YMCTOTa U HEOECHA
jacHOCT BaJIKaHU M TIOJIHH cO Bortku. Hu Gerte cpawm,
Hebape razeBMe Ha HOB YHCT TEIUX CO O0YBKH TIOJTHU CO
Kau1 win rpaB. OBa e mpeMHory 3a Hac ['ocriosiu, mpero-
JieM 6J1aTOCJIOB 32 HAC, HEJTOCTOJHUTE KOU CKOPO MECEI]
JleHa He ce uamueHu! /IuieBme mojeka, 3a Jia He ce
3a/TyIIMMe O] IIPEMHOTY YHCTHOT Bo3/ayX. Ha ritaiHuoT
He MY ce /IaBa YMHHja CO jaIerhe, BEIHAIII 10 UCIPITY-
BayKa IVIaJl, MOJKe /1a ro youer. Taka v Hue, TUIIeBMe
T10JIeKA 3a JIa He yMpeMe Off TOJIKY BO3/IyX, CO CTPaB, CO
HezioBepOa, UCIIPIIEHU O MHOTYTE U TEIIKU HUCKYIIIe-
Huja. EBe, CTUTHaBMe CHTe, HAITYIIITEH! BO CTPAHCKHUTE
Hebeca. Ho He ja u3rybuBMe HaJIEXKTa, 3HAEBME JIEKA CH
HeKaJle OJTHCKY, He CH JTajieKy. SHaeBMeE JIeKa, KaJie IIITO
HUKOJ He He yeka, Tu He uekarir, ['ocriosiu! He He ocraBw,
nobpu bozke, 3amrro cBet cu, u Ha Tebe, Ha OTeroT 1 Ha
Cgetnor Jlyx cyiaBa BO3BHUIILyBaMe — cera M CEKOTAIIl 1
BO BEKOBUTE HA BEKOBUTE. AMUH.

and heavenly clarity dirty and covered in lice. We were
ashamed, as though we were stepping onto a new,
clean carpet with shoes covered in mud or dust. This
is too much for us, Lord, too great a blessing for us, the
unworthy, who had not washed for almost a month! We
breathed slowly, lest we suffocate from the sheer purity
of the air. You do not give a starving man a full bowl of
food immediately after along and exhausting hunger—
you might kill him. And so we too breathed slowly, lest
we die from so much air, fearful, distrustful, exhausted
by so many terrible and arduous trials. Here we were,
all of us, abandoned in foreign heavens. But we had not
lost hope; we knew that You were somewhere near, that
You were not far away. We knew that where no one was
waiting for us, You were waiting for us, Lord! You did
not abandon us, good God, for You are holy, and to You,
to the Father and to the Holy Spirit, we raise glory—now
and forever and unto the ages of ages. Amen.



TOMUMCJIAB OCMAHJIN

W3Baiok o pOMaHOT
Jleaeceill u tipsuoiu

(...)
63.

KaBaj ozierrie Harpes Beke IOJIOBHHA YaC U CE CETH
JleKa Bo KHHrata Ha Hymuk Gerire HaBe/ieH MO/IaTOKOT
JleKa [O/I3EMHUOT IIPEMUH O]T OXPU/ICKUOT BJIe3 710 BEJI-
TOIIKHIOT U3J1e3 € JIOJIT LI e71eH vac ofierbe. [Tpodecopor
TIOYYBCTBYBA JK€eJI M1 O] PAHEIIOT ja U3Ba/IH CBOjaTa crapa
BOJHHMUYKA MaTapKa, KOja ro MPU/IPY»KyBallle Ha CUTe He-
TOBH MJIZIELITKY TEPEHCKU UCTPAKYBAha U OTITUBAJKU
TOJITKU OfI Hea, TPoosnky Harnpes. Cryrnrajku ja Mma-
TapKara, BO JJIA00YMHATA HA XO/THUKOT BHJIE JIaJIeYHa
CBETJIMHA, a TIOTOA U CHJTyeTa Ha YOBEK CETHAT HA3EMU.

— Koj e Toa? — BUKHA KOH HETO HEITO3HATHOT IIPH
IITO HAajHAIIPE/T BO IVIACOT, IIOTOA U BO JIUKOT, ITpode-
coport KaBaj ja 3/10r71€/1a IO3HATATa CUJIyETA.

TOMISLAV OSMANLI

Excerpt from the novel
The Twenty-First

Translated by
Maria Jones and Matthew Jones

...
63.

Kavay had been walking through the tunnel for half
an hour now and remembered that Nusi¢’s book claimed
it took an hour from the Ohrid to the Velgosti end of the
passage. Feeling thirsty, the professor pulled out from his
rucksack the old army flask which accompanied him on
all his research trips, and having taken a few sips from
it, he continued forward. As he slipped the flask back
into the rucksack, deep in the corridor he saw a distant
light, against which he could discern the silhouette of a
man sitting on the ground.

‘Who is that?’ the unknown man shouted, and Kavay
first recognized the voice and then the face of the distant
figure.



— Credane — peue HecurypHo KiinmvenT Kagaj — tu
Jm cu?

— A, Toa cu T, Kinume — 0IrOBOpU YOBEKOT CO
oJiecHyBame. — MucsieB Jileka HeMa Jja Me Haj/iel.

— Ce pasbupa — ce nobmmxu Kasaj co Credan
[TumaH, cera BeKe IMOBEKe JIYT, OZIOIITO M3HEHAJIEH O]
cpenbaTa — co OIJIe] ieKa Me HacOuM Ha KpUBa Tpara.

— IIpyrapue, jac BUCTHHA MUCJIEB JIEKa IPEMUHOT
e BO MaJjiaTa pkBa... [lypu cera BUJIOB Kajie BUCTHHA
ce Haora.

— Cu oaras Tyka u Ipyrul maty. Mu pede crapara
»KeHa rope.

— E nob6po e, He cakaB BeIHAIII /1A TH OTKPHjaM
KaJle ce Haor'a BJIe30T BO IPeMUHOB — peue ITuman. — Ke
TH IO OTKPHEB IIITOM Ke CTUTHEBME TyKa. /[a He... /]a He
OeB cripeyeH BO TOA.

— A oHOj TBOj ['pauIKy 01 MATUIHUOT (DAKYJITET,
KOj 602KeM TOJIKY MHOTY Te TIOYUTYBa € 00MYEH JIAXKTO...

— 3omro? — criokojHo npama Credan ITunas.

— 3a1To Mu peye /ieka HeKHU CU yMpeJl.

—J1a, e — peue [Tunan. — Hexau Bevep jac BUCTHHA
yMpeB.

— I'nepam — peue KaBaj capkacTHYHO U My ja TIOZIAZIe
MaTapkara co Bojia. — Cakaiil /ia ce HaIyer?

‘Stefan?’ said Clement Kavay apprehensively, ‘is
thatyou?’

‘Ah, itis you, Clement, replied the man, relieved, ‘1
thought you would never find me.’

‘But of course, said Kavay approaching Stefan Pipan,
rather angrier now than surprised by their meeting,
‘Since you have sent me on the wrong trail.’

‘My friend, I truly believed that the passage was in
the small church... It is only now that I have realized
where it really is.’

‘But you have been here before. The old woman up
there told me.’

‘Well, all right then, I didn’t want to disclose its
location to you at once,” said Pipan, ‘T would have told you
upon our arrival here. If only... Thadn’t been prevented.’

‘And that Gradiski from your faculty, who apparently
held you in such high esteem, is an ordinary liar...’

‘Why?’ asked Stefan Pipan unperturbed.

‘Because he told me that you had died the night
before last.”

‘Well, yes,” said Pipan, ‘I did die the night before last.’

‘I can see that,” said Kavay sarcastically and passed
him the flask filled with water. ‘Do you want a drink?’



— He cym xeznen — peue Ilumnan u nonaze — Hue
MTOKOJHUIIUTE HE ITHEME.

KaBaj ro morviesiHa cBOjOT IpHjaTet.

— AKO ce 11eryBalll, He € H1 MaJIKy CMEIITHO — My
peue He3a0eJIesKIIMBO TIO/ITOJITHYBAjKH.

— He ce meryBawm, npujartesie. Ce cu uma Kpaj Ha
BEKOB, T1a Taka 1 jac. Camo IIITo jac He cakaB Jia 0JlaM
rope, TyKy 7oity. Lles ;kuBoT ro 6apam IMpeMUHOT U Jia
He YMpeB, HeMallle HU /1a To HajaM.

Kagaj, co mosioTBopeHa ycra, 3aHeMeHO I'0 IJIe/ialie
MTOKOJHUOT IPUjaTeL.

— Ajne, ajne — My pede Ha Toa [Tuman — He TYKy MU
ce otpecyBaj. CeHulre kako ceHuinte. Hu npso Hu
nocsiesiHo. ITax, 1ITo uMa JIOIIO BO TOA /14 CPeTHeIII /TyX
Ha s100ap mpujaTest, He € Taka?

Cero TOa ro Kaka Taka cpzieuHo, 11rro Kasaj masiky
ce IO/IOTIIYIITH.

— BepojaTHo... — peue KaBaj u mpoIosmKu €o TTOBe-
Jap ToH. — Tr 3HauUM peltu 1a Be3ell Bo HylukeBHOT
IIPEMUH. .

— JbybonuTeH cym, mpujaTete, 10 cMpT. [lompasgo,
1 110 Hea. CeKOj YOBEK CH Ma CBOU JIyHKH, a JIYHKaTa Ha
podecopuTe e UCTPAXKYBAETO, He e TaKa?

‘T'm not thirsty,” said Pipan, and added, ‘The dead
are never thirsty.’

Kavay looked at his friend.

‘If you're pulling my leg, you can see that I'm not
laughing,” he said, gulping unnoticeably.

‘T am not joking, my friend. Everything has to end
in this world, and so did I. It’s only that I didn’t want to
go up there but down here. I've been obsessed with this
passage all my life and if I hadn’t died, I would never
have found out where it leads.’

Kavay stared speechless at his deceased friend, his
mouth gaping.

‘Come on!’ Pipan reacted, ‘Don’t go fainting on me
now. I am just a ghost like any other. I won'’t be the first,
or the last. And anyway, there’s nothing bad in meeting
the ghost of your good friend, is there?’

He said all this with such cordiality that Kavay
relaxed somewhat.

‘Probably...” said Kavay and continued in a more
cheerful manner, ‘So, you've decided to take a walk down
Nusic’s passage...’

‘T've always been curious, my friend, unto death. And
after it, as well, actually. Every man has his own whims,
and a professor’s whim is his research, isn’t that so?’



— Taka e — muTomo ce corviacu KaBaj n3HeHajieH o1
CIIOKOjOT CO KOj Beke II0YHa Jia Ce COOUyBa CO HEOOMU-
HUTE [I0jaBH IIITO O/ U3YTPUHA MY C€E CITydHja.

— Cera 1e71aM 301IITO HUKOTAIII He CyM MO>KeJI Jia
pasbepam 301IITO ce BeJIENO ,II0KOj Ha aymmaTa“. 11-k,
mope. Toa 3a Hac He Baxku. Ke BuumI u can...

— laneky 6uiio! — efiBaj 3a0€/1€3KIMBO CH TIOTLTYKA
Kagaj B ma3yBu Kako IIITO HEKOTAlll IJIefiallie JieKa IPaBu
6aba My Bo Kykarta Ha MecokacTpo.

— biocky, nanexy, Toa tu e — peue Ilunan. —
EnuncTBEeHO MU € 3KaJt 32 BUHIETO. MHOTY Cakas Jja cu
myrkam. Of Toa u ympeB. HekHu Bedep 1001B Karka
of1 kanka. /{o zymia, He Gellle Kamka, TyKy II0JIOBUHA
IIUIIIEe BpPAHELl.

(..

‘Itis, Kavay agreed meekly, surprised by the serenity
with which he had faced all these unusual phenomena.

‘Now I see why I could never understand that ‘rest
in peace’ stuff. No way. That doesn’t apply to us. You'll
see for yourself...’

‘God forbids!” Kavay spat, barely noticeably, into
his armpit to ward off evil spells, as he remembered his
grandmother doing in the house in Mesocastro.

‘Whether God does or not, it’s all the same,’ said
Pipan. ‘T only miss my wine. I loved swigging a drop
or two. The drop actually dropped me dead the night
before last. In point of fact, it wasn’t just a drop, but a
half bottle of Vranec...

(...)



EJIOJ MOPEHO

W3Baiok o pOMaHOT
Mpexcu

[TpeBos1 071 IIIMTAHCKY ja3UK:
Buosera Jares

Peunicu eiHa rosiiHa cesiaM Bo 0Baa coba: MeCTO UCIIOJ-
HETO O KaMepu, MUKPO(DOHHU, KOMITjyTepU U €KPaHHU.
MecTo BO KO€, TEOPETCKU C€ € COBPIIIEHO; BO KOE HUKO)]
He MU JIOZIeBa... MECTO CO3/1aJIeHO 3a MeHe, 32 Hac.

OcgeH Toa, ja UMaM HajcHUIHATA UHTEPHET-BPCKa
IIITO IIOCTOM, HAJKBAJIUTETHOTO O3BYyUyBaHe U, IIPe/]
ce, HerocpezieH 1 OecruiaTeH IPUCTAIT JI0 CUTE MOXKHHI
aTUTUKAIIH.

AX, ¥1 TOa ITITO € HajBayKHO, cobaTa MiMa TOJIKY 100ap
0e30eHOCEH CUCTEM IIITO, O0Cera, HUEAEH O/ MOUTE
csiez10eHUIIY He yCIeal /ia IoIpe 710 MeHe.

Opnamua npudatus Jileka MOjOT KUBOT HUKOTAIIl
HeMa Jia Oujie KaKo »KUBOTOT Ha OOMYHUTE JIyTe, 3aT0a
IIITO HUKOTAIII He OMJI TAKOB, 3aT0A IIITO Ce PO/IUB CJIABEH.

ELOY MORENO

Excerpt from the novel
Networks

I have spent almost a year in this same room: a place
surrounded by cameras, microphones, computers and
screens. A place where, in theory, everything is perfect,
where nobody bothers me... A place made for me, for us.

Plus, I have the most powerful internet connection
there is, the best possible sound quality and, of course,
instant and free access to all the applications I could
ever want.

Oh, and most importantly, this room has a security
system so tight that none of my followers have been able
to get to me. Not yet, anyway.

I have long assumed that my life would never be
exactly like that of a normal person—because it has never
been—because I was actually born famous.



Jac cyM Toa IITo ce HapeKyBa cpeieH uUH@.ayeHcep
Ouejku HeMaM MIWIHOHU CJIeI0EHUITA, HO TH KMaM
BO JIOBOJIEH OPOj 3a /1a M€ aHTayKHPAAT IIOBPEMEHO O]
dbupmu 3a /1a TM pekJIaMUpaM HajHOBUTE BUIIEOUTPH,
€KCKJTy3BHA OpeH/TipaHa 00J1eKa, OrpaHUYE€HU CEPUH
MIaTUKH, OCBEXKUTEJTHU €HEPTeTCKH ITHjaIallH. ..

U nokpaj Toa 11rro 3apaboTyBaM MHOT'Y Tapy, UMaM
rotpeba o1 IoBeKe, 071 MHOTY ITOBEKe, 3aIIITO UMaM eJ1eH
po06JIEM... 32 KOj OF MOKEJIO /1A ce KasKe JIEKa € 37]PaBCT-
BeH. Bo 0BOj MOMEHT cé yIIITe HeMa JieK, He € HajJieHO
peleHune, HO 3a cpeka, HEKOJIKY KOMIIaHUHU TTO/I0JITO
BpeMe BPIIIaT UCTPA’KyBarha, ¥ TOA MU BJIEBA HAZIEK.
[Tesata Moja 3apabOTKa ja JOHUPaM 3a THE ITPOEKTH.

Toa He ro crio/ieTyBaM Ha HHTEPHET OUJIEjKH € Moja
TajHA ¥ HUKO] HE MOPa /ia ja 3Hae Taa CTpaHa o7 MeHe.
EnHo on mpaBrutata Ha uH@yeHcepuilie € AeKa JIyreTo
Tpeba /1a ro ryieziaaT caMo YOABHOT JIEJI O] HAIITHOT K-
BOT, CUTe IPyT paboTH e T0100po Aia ce ckpujaT. OcBeH
TOQ, COTICTBEHUIINTE HA (prpMaTa HeMa /1a JI03BOJIAT /1a
300pyBaM Ha Taa TeMa, aKo I'0 HaIlpaBaM, TOa Be/THAIII Ke
T0 N30pUIIIAT MOjOT KOPUCHUYKH pod 1. Bo Toj ciryuaj
He Ke MOXKaM J1a BJIOKYBaM ITapH BO UCTPaXKyBambhara, a
TOa O 3HAUEJIO J]a U3TYy0AM CEKaKBa HAZIEK.

COIICTBEHUITHTE HA CETO OBA HAjUECTO MU KayKyBaat
IIITO /Ia TIpaBaM, IIITO /1a KaXkaM, KOU CJTUKH J1a TH 00ja-

I'm what they call an average influencer. I don’t have
millions and millions of followers, but I have enough to
get companies to sponsor me now and then to promote
the latest video games, clothing from exclusive brands,
limited-edition trainers, those energy drinks... You get it.

I earn a fair amount of money, but I need more.
Much more. Because I have a problem. A health problem.
Right now there is still no cure. They have not found
a definitive solution, but fortunately there are several
companies that have been conducting research on it for a
while, and that gives me a lot of hope. I donate everything
I earn to these projects.

I never talk about it online, because it’s my secret
and no one needs to know about this part of my life. One
of the rules of being an influencer is that people should
only see the beautiful side; everything else is better left
hidden. And the company owners would not let me talk
about this. They would delete my account as soon as I
did. Then I would no longer be able to donate my money
to the research and all my hopes would die.

The owners have told me many times what I have
to do, what I have to say, the photos I should post, the



BaM, KaKBa peKJIaMHa KaMIIama /1a BO/IaM, KOU IIPOU3-
BOJIY J]a 'Y PeKJIaMUPAM... ypH ce 001710a /1a Me HayJat
IITO /14 YyBCTBYBaM.

Ho co TekoT Ha BpeMeTo U jac Hay4uB /1a T MaMaw,
¥ TOA TOJIKY ZI0OPO IIITO MHCJ/IAT JIEKA FIM ja KasKyBaM BHC-
tuHara. [Ipob1eMoT e Bo Toa IIITO CTUTHAB /10 MOMEHTOT
KOTra He MO>KaM /Ia Pa3JInKyBaM IIITO € IIPAaBUJIHO U IIITO
€ TIOTPeITHO, IIITO € I00PO U IIITO € JIOIIO.

Moeto nme e Ajiekc, HaKO CUTE Me 3HaaT KaKo
@alex_reddast, v BO 0BOj MOMEHT KMaM PEYHCH TI0-
JIOBMHA MIUIFIOH CJIEZIOEHUITN Ha HQjHOBATA COITHjaTHA
Mpexa: Muitium.

OsJie mMa U JIpyTH KaKo MeHe, ¥ Toa MHory. Cute ce
Haol'aMe BO O'POMHA XaJIa CO HEKOJIKY IECETHHHU co0H,
BO UH/IyCTPHCKU KOMILJIEKC HA/IBOP O] TP/IOT.

Bo mojaTa coba nma ekpaHu IIPeKy KOU MOKaM J1a
'Y cJ1eJlaM BHATPEIIHUTE 1 Ha/IBOPEITHUTe KaMepy Ha
3rpaziaTa; Th IPOBEPYBaM PeIOBHO OUIEjKU HEKOTAIII
mpaBaM pabOTH IITO HE ce I00PH, IIITO He ce BOOIIIIITO
J100pH, T1a YeCTO IIOMUCITyBaM JieKa eJleH JieH Ke /10j/1aT
II0 MEHe.

U ToxMy JtleHecKa € TOj JieH.

JleHecka 710j710a 110 MEHe.

promotional campaigns I should accept, what products
I should promote... They have even tried to tell me what
I'should feel.

But over time I have also learnt to lie to them in
such a sweet way that it seems like I'm telling the truth.
The problem is that now I'm at the point that I can’t
distinguish between what is right and wrong, good and
bad.

My name is Alex, but everyone knows me as
@alex_reddast, and I currently have almost half a million
followers on the latest social network: Meeteen.

There are more like me here, many more. We are
all in a huge ware1 building with dozens of rooms, in a
business park on the outskirts of the city.

I have screens in my room that let me see the
building’s internal and external camera feeds. I'm always
keeping an eye on them because occasionally I do things
that are not good, not good at all. I always knew they
would come for me one day.

That day was today. They came for me today.



* kK

Bo 09:23:38 yacoT HayTpO, TpY OJIUIUCKU BO3WJIA I1Ap-
KUpaa Ha/IBop 071 Xasiara. l3j1eroa HEKOJIKy HOJTUIMCKU
CITy?>KOEHUITN KOH, 110 Oapare SBOHYE IIITO He ITOCTOU,
[IOYHAa CWJTHO JIa TPOIIAaT Ha [JIaBHATA BparTa.

Ce 11oBp3aB co KamepaTa 1 o MUKPO(OHOT O] eZieH
O] BHATPEIITHUTE XOJHUIIH, ¥ TO BU/IOB 111eOT Ha 06e3-
OeyBameTo Ha 3Trpa/iaTa Kako 300pyBa CO TEXHUIApOT
mITo OOGMYHO J1oara Bo Mojara coba Kora ke ce IojaBu
HeKOj mpobJieMm.

— W3Baau ro! MzBajsiu ro! Heka ucuesne! — my Bu-
Karrre megot Ha 00e30e/TyBabeTO Ha TEXHIYAPOT.

— Astexc? 3omrro? IIITo ce ciyunno?

— 3amnose;; oJ1 rope. AjleKc Mopa /ia ucue3He, He
cMear Jia To HajJjaT — MHCUCTHpaIlle 1medoT.

— AMma... — ce Kosiebaiiie TEXHUIapoT.

— Tpeba na ucuesne! Tpeba sja ucue3He U TOA BEJI-
Ha!

—Awma...

— Ajne! — Bukarne medot Ha 006e30eyBameTo. 1
CO TOA T'0 3aBPIIU PA3TOBOPOT.

TexHUYApOT IMOMTA KOH MOjaTa coba.

Bo TOj MOMEHT ce CIyIITHA UCTPeJT OTHAZIBOP: IIPEKY
KamMmepara BUJIOB JleKa eJleH O/] ITOJIUIIAjIIUTe ITyKaJl BO

At 09:23:38 in the morning, three police cars pulled
up outside the ware1. Several officers got out and, after
looking for a non-existent doorbell, started banging
loudly on the main door.

I'linked up to the camera and microphone covering
one of the interior aisles and I saw the building’s security
chief talking to the technician who usually comes to my
room when there is a problem.

“Get him out, get him out.” Make him disappear!”
the security chief yelled at the technician.

“Alex? But why? What’s going on?”

“These are orders from above. Alex has to disappear,
they cannot find him,” he insisted again.

“But...” the technician hesitated.

“Make him disappear! Right now!”

“But...”

“Now!” screamed the security chief. And that’s where
the conversation ended.

The technician started running towards my room.

Just then a shot was heard outside. I saw in the feed
that one of the officers had blown the the lock on the
main door. In a few seconds, they were all inside the ware.



OpaBara o] IIaBHATa BpaTa. 3a HEKOJIKY CEKYH/IU CUTE
Oea BHATpe BO XaJIara.

Tpeba ga ucuesHe.

Cakaar z1a ce 0cy1060/1aT 0/ MEHE, a TOA 3HAYH JIEKA
CYM HAITPABIUT HEIIITO JIOIIO, HEIIITO MHOTY JIOIIIO... IIPO0-
JIEMOT € /ieKa He 3HaM IITO e Toa. Bo mociieHo Bpeme
IIOCETYBAB MeCTa JI0 KO He Tpebarlle 1a IpHUCTaITyBaM:
BeO-CTpaHUIIM HA BJIaJaTa, HA BOjCKATa, 3AIITUTEHH
CQjTOBH... YCIIEAB JIa U3BJIeYaM apu 071 0aHKH, GUPMHU,
1a iypu U o1 MUiliuH... HO CEKOTaIll IPABEB CE TAKa IIITO
HE 0CTaBaB HUKAKBU TPATH, CUTYPEH CyM, TOA 3HAUU
JleKa cTaHyBa 300p 3a HEIITo JIpyTo... Moxkebu e mopau
CJIVKWTE, HE TU 3AIITUTHB JIOBOJIHO.

OpmamMHa 3HaM JieKa HEIIITO BAKBO MOXKE /1A CE CITYYH.
[Topaau Toa cu moAroTBUB n3se3. Kora Ke Biesart, ke
MUCJIAT JieKa CyM Ce VIITe TyKa, HO MeHe ke Me HeMa.
Ke 6umam otusieH.

Cermnak ke Mopa Jia ja u3Becram betu jieka ke 6umam
WCKJTyYeH HEKOJIKY JIeHa.

3gpaso, buiubuiil.

Mucaam gexa cakaait ga ucue3Ham.
Mucaam gexka itioa e iopagu caukuitie.
Mucaam gexa tte cakam.

Make him disappear.

They want to get rid of me, and that means I have
done something bad, very bad... The problem is that I
don’t know exactly what. Lately I have been visiting sites
I'should not be accessing. Government, army, protected
sites... I have also managed to withdraw money from
banks, companies, even from Meeteen. But I was always
careful not to leave a trace, I'm sure of that, so it must be
because of something else... Maybe it was the photos. I
wasn’t so careful there.

I've known something like this could happen for a
while. That’s why I've been planning my exit. When they
come in, they will think I am still here, but I won’t be. I
will have managed to get away.

Even so, I have to let Betty know that Iwon'’t be able
to connect for a few days.

Hi Bitbit,

I think theyre going to make me disappear.I think
it’s because of the photos.

I think I love you.



HNBAH IIIOIIOB

W3Basiok 071 30MpKaTa MUKPOPUKITII
3enitipugdyia

MUCHUJA

Penapot Bo KMHOCA/IaTa MU BIIEPU BO JIUIETO CUJIEH
CHOII CBeTJIMHA 0] baTreprckara jamba. M mokpaj Toa
IIITO Ce HAMYPTHB U IIO/[3AMITKaB, He 3a0eJ1e)KaB U3BHHY-
BAUKH TOH BO HEroBuTe 300poBu: — MecToBo He e Barile!
— [TornegHaB BHUMATEIHO BO OPOjOT HA CEJTUIIITETO 1
PEOT IIpeJT J1a CeTHAM, HO JIOIYIITHB JieKa € MOXKHO J1a
cyMm 3rpettit. ['o u3BaauB OUIETOT 071 11€00T 3a J1a ITPO-
BEpaM J]aJIU ce Haor'aM Ha CBOETO MECTO, A YIIITe et /1A
CTUTHAM /1A TIPOYUTAM IIITO OFIIO0, MU IIPH]/IE IEBOjKA BO
JIOKTOPCKH 0eJ1 MaHTWJI, TpabHyBajku MU IO OUJIETOT Off
parere: — CranyBajre! MecroBo He e Baite! — 30yHer, ce
WCITPABUB, HECIIPEMEH 32 HEJ3UHUOT CJIeZIeH noTer: — U

IVAN SHOPOV

From the book of microfiction
Zentrifuge

Translated by Christina
E. Kramer

MISSION

The guard in the movie theatre pointed the strong beam
of the flashlight in my face. As I grimaced and blinked,
I didn’t notice the apologetic tone of his words: ‘This
isn’t your seat!” I had looked carefully at the number of
the seat and the row before sitting down, but I accepted
that I might have made a mistake. I took my ticket from
my pocket to check whether I was in my own seat, but
before I could read what was there, a young woman in
a white lab coat came up and snatched the ticket from
my hands. ‘Get up! This isn’t your seat!” Confused, I
straightened up, unprepared for her next move. ‘This
jacketisn’t yours either!” she said and began pulling it off



jakHaBa He e BaIia! — peue 1 IOYHa /1a MU ja coDJIEKyBa.
Co XUpypIIKH HOXK MH ja pacriopu 0J1y3ara Ha HEKOJIKY
MecTa 1 Taa caMo Ce JIN3HA Ha IO/I0T. PasrosieH, mouyBCT-
ByBaB 007IEXK O]1 TIEH/IPEK BO IPOOT, JIyTHOT TIOJIAIIAE]
Bpeckaite: — ['pazioB He e TBOj! — [TapTanaBa 6abmyka
co usries Ha 6e37l0MHIYKA BuKaiie: — 11 oBue He ce
TBOU — JIOZleKa MU I'l TeTHellle TaTUKUTE Of] CTaraiaTa.

— Kocara He e TBOja — peue Ma)KOT Off PeZIOT IIpet
MeHe.

— Ouure He ce TBOH — 10/1a/Ie IOKTOPKATa U ce 00ue
Jla MU CTaBU IIPEBE3 BP3 HUB, HO U M OTTYPHAB paIeTe.

— KoxxaTa He e TBOja — peue peZiapoT U 3ae/THO CO
JIOKTOpKaTa, 6abnykaTa 6e3J0MHUYKA U HEKOJIKY T10-
JINLIAjIIA Me U3Hecoa o7 KUHOcaJIaTa.

— [IyaneTaBa He e TBoja! — pekoa BO e/ieH IJ1ac, MU
HaTHaa KOCMOHAYTCKH ckadaH/iep 1 Me JIJaHCUPaa He-
KaJle BUCOKO.

Jlebmam Bo GecKkpajHUOT IMpocTop 6e3 /1a 3HaM Ha
KaKBa MICH]ja CyM UCIIPATEH U Ce IpaIiryBaMm: 100ap Jiu
6erre hrutmot? ITporryTirram JIu HEIIITO MJTH MOYKaM J1a
OHngaM coceMa CIIOKOeH?

me. With a scalpel she slashed my shirt in a few places,
and it slipped to the floor. Stripped, I felt the stab of a
truncheon in my back, the angry police officer shouting:
“This is not your city!” The ragged granny who looked
homeless screamed: ‘Those aren’t yours either, and she
yanked my sneakers from my feet.

‘That hair isn’t yours,” said the man in the row in
front of me.

‘Those aren’t your eyes, added the doctor as she tried
to put a veil over them, but I pushed her hands away.

‘That skin isn’t yours,’ said the guard, and with the
doctor, the old homeless lady and several police officers,
he carried me from the theatre.

‘This planet isn’t yours!’ they said in one voice, as
they put me in a cosmonaut suit and launched me high
up somewhere.

I am floating in endless space without knowing what
sort of mission I've been sent on and I ask myself: Was
the movie any good? Am I missing something or can I
be totally calm?



PEOUIIA

Crapara TestecdhoHCKa TOBOPHUIIA IOKPAj MOIIITAaTa He pa-
0O0THU CO TOIMHM, HO TOA HE TO CITPEYyBa MayKOT CEKOj ZIEH
Jla BJIETYBA BO KaOMHATa ¥ ia 300pyBa BO CITyIIIAIKATa
co yacosu. [Topajiu ocasia Wity opajiy HelITo JIpyro,
pelaBaM /ia ce roueryBaM co Hero v 3acTaHyBaM IIpet
TOBOPHHUIIATA KaKo Jla uekaM peJl. Toj mpecraHyBa Jia
300pyBa, ce CBPTYBa KOH MeHe U Me MOIJIeHyBa JiyTo. Ce
IIpaBaM JieKa He I'i 3a0eJ1e’KyBaM JIyTHHATa U OCTPUHATA
Ha IOIJIeJIOT, 14 CO IPAIIAJIHY T'eCTOBU ce 00H/TyBaM /ia
JI03HAM YIIITe KOJIKY K€ Tpae HETOBUOT Pa3roBOP.

— I1a He r1eqan v ieka rOBOPHUIATA He paboTH?
Bynaso eqna! — My ofroBapa 6ecHO 1 TOMUCITYBaM JieKa
u7iejaTa Jia ce IeryBaM co HETO HA TOj HAUWH He Oerre
Oarr HajmooOpa.

Ce cBpTYBaM /1a CH 0/1aM, HO 3a0eJIe3KyBaM JieKa 3a/1
MeHe CTOH YIIITe e7IeH YOBeK, 110 Hero MJIa/ia JIeBOjKa,
33/1 Hea JieTe 32 Koe OU ce peKJIO JieKa HeMa HUTY CeTyM
TO/INHU, Ma’K, I1a [10 HETO YIIITe e/IeH. ..

Mu ce ynHY JieKa cera BeKe HeMa Ha3aJl.

THE QUEUE

The old telephone booth by the post office hasn’t worked
for years, but that doesn’t stop the man who goes into
the cabin every day and talks into the receiver for hours.
Either out of boredom or something else, I decide to play
ajoke on him, and I stand in front of the phone booth as
if ’'m waiting my turn. He stops talking, turns to me and
gives me an angry look. I pretend not to notice the anger
and sharpness of his gaze, and with questioning gestures
I try to determine how much longer his conversation is
going to last.

‘Hey, don’t you see that the phone in the booth
doesn’t work? You idiot!” he tells me furiously, and I
decide my idea of teasing him in this way wasn’t exactly
agood idea.

I turn to go, but I notice that behind me is standing
another man, and behind him a young girl, behind her
a child, who, I would guess, isn’t even seven years old,
then a man, and behind him another.

It seems that now there is no turning back.



MAPTUHA BUJIAUK

N3Bagok o pOMaHOT
/JIpsenuyu

[TpeBos 071 XPBATCKY ja3UK:
T'opru KpcreBeku

Mosketiie /1a Gujie paHa IpoJieT, HO HOKTa Oellle MOIITHe
cryzneHa. Kora 6eBMe Ha cpeZiliHaTa O/ KAHAJIOT, [TOYHA
Jla tyBa BeTep. ,, HopmastHo e oBa“, modpsu AHTe mpe-
Ky paMeHaTa Ha MOMYETO KOe Ce CTHCHA Ha KJIYHOT O]f
vamerioT. Ce 0OHI0B /1a My T'O yJIOBaM IIOTJIE0T, HO He
BHUJIOB HUIIITO OCBEH KPYITHATa Maca TeJIo Koe Becalile
MHOTY TIOEHEPTUYHO Of] CBOjaTa BUCTUHCKA IIPUPO/IA.
3orirro 6errie TOJIKy MpauyHO? Moke6u 06J1aIiyTe yIre
TOTralll ro 6ea 1eJI0CHO MPeKpIIe HeOOTO, a He MOJIOITHA,
KOTa OTIUIOBUBME JIAJIEKY OJ1 IPaZIOT, 3aBJIETOBME Mery
OCTpOBUTE, ¥ KoTra chaTUBME JieKa HeMa Jia To u30erHe-
Me HeBpeMeTo. MopeTo Hé n3MaMu, KaKO MHOTYMUHA
nperxoHO. He BepyBaMm jieka cu Grijia Ha OTBOPEHO MOpe
noziexa Hajoara 6ypa. Ke tv kaskam, CTyzieHa: ipyrute

MARTINA VIDAIC

Excerpt from the novel
Bedbugs

Translated by
Ellen Elias-Bursa¢

The season may have been early spring; the night was
downright cold. When we were out near the middle of
the canal, the wind picked up. “That’s to be expected,”
said Ante over his shoulder to the boy who was huddling
in the stern. I tried to catch Ante’s eye, but there was
nothing for me to see but the big hulk of his body, rowing
with more vigor than was in his nature. Why such a dark
night? Maybe the clouds had already blanketed the sky
by then, and not later, once we’d ventured farther from
town, navigating in among the islands, when we realized
we wouldn'’t be able to avoid a squall. The sea had tricked
us, as it had tricked so many before us. I reckon you've
never been out to sea when a storm is rising. I'll tell you,
Hladna: the illusion then is that you’re not there with



Jiyre ce wiysuja. [Iocton caMo MOKPHOT MpPaK KOj TH TO
crera rpJoTo, TH TU MP3HE OUHHTE JaOOJIKIIA, IIPOINPA
J10 HAjTOILUTUTE IeJIOBU HA CTOMAKOT K T€ HUIIIA KAKO IIITO
€/THO JieTe HUIIIA Ha JiyIaHKaTa Oybauka I11To Habp3o ke
ja 3rmeun. ONUITyBaB 10 BHATPEIIHOCTA Ha YaMelloT, HO
HUKAaJIe He HajJI0B HUIIITO IIITO OU /Ia10 CUTYPHO peliie-
HUe. ['0 9yBCTBYBaB MUPHCOT Ha AHTEOBATAa ITOT ¥ MOKEB
jacHoO /1a cu 3aMIICIaM KaKO MCTOBPEMEHO MY € Y3KaCHO
JIQJTHO U Y?KACHO KEIIKO, KAKO I10 ZIe0eTHOT BpaT My U3-
OuBaaT I[PBEHU JAMKH, KAKO CEKOj MUT ITPEKY I'POOT IO
110J1a3yBa UIJIECTaTa [TAHUKA, OVJIEjKU HE € COCEM CHTY-
PEH JIaJTH Ce YIIITe TH JIP?KU JIBETe Becsia. ,Morkebu Tpeba
Jla robapame IOMOIII, TO CJTYIITHAB KAKO MPOIIE/yBa HU3
BETEPOT U JIOK/I0T, HEMOKHO ITPUITUBAjKH TH palleTe Ha
MeBOT. ,Hema!“, pemuresino BukHas. He ce uyu, Cry-
JleHa. AHTe Gerrre 1ete Ha AHHIA 1 Ha /[paraH, HO jac 6eB
cecTpa Ha YeTBOPHUIIA BO3PACHU U CEKOTAIIl YyBCTBYBAB
Jleka Tpeba J1a cyM rmocrapa ofioITo cyM. Jleka He Tpeba
71a kpasiam yamiy. Jlayi HaBucTrHA 6B OATOTBEHA /1A
T'0 3arp0O3aM COIICTBEHHOT U /1a 3arP0O3aM Tyl }KUBOTH
3apaau obuyHa cyeta. O, 712, 6eB. Bo meHe ce pa30y-
JTV HEIIITO IIITO Me HaTepa /Ia T PelllaBaM HajTEIIKUTe
MaTeMaTHYKHU 33/1a4H, JIa TPOEKTUPAM U3BOHPETHHU
KyKH, Taa JKIJIABOCT Ha JieTe KOe IIOPACHAJIO IIPE]T /1a ce

anybody else. All you know is the drenching darkness,
the clench in your throat, the freezing eye balls, the cold
penetrating to the warmest parts of your belly and rock-
ing you the way a kid tips a bug in his hand before he
squashes it. I patted the inside of the boat, but nothing
could offer a secure outcome. I smelled Ante’s sweat
and clearly imagined how he was feeling both terribly
cold and terribly hot, how red splotches were rising on
his thick neck, how a prickling panic was running down
his back, because he wasn’t certain anymore of having
a grip on both oars. “Maybe we should call for help,” I
heard him mutter through the wind and rain, helplessly
clutching his arms to his belly. “We will not!” I yelled
sharply. No surprise there, Hladna. Ante was Anica and
Dragan’s child, but I was a sister to four grown-ups, and
I always felt as if I ought to be older than I was. That I
shouldn’t have to steal rowboats. Was I really prepared
to place my own life and the lives of others in jeopardy
out of sheer vanity? Oh, yes, I was. Something inside
me spurred me to tackle the most challenging of math
problems, to design brilliant buildings— the tenacity of
a child who was a grown-up even before she was born,
who always had to prove to everyone she could manage
on her own. I turned around in the dark; some of the



PO/IH, KOE Ce YIIITe MOpa /Ia UM IOKaKyBa Ha CHUTE JIeKa
Mo3ke /1a cpaboTtu camo. Ce BPTEB BO MPAKOT: HEKOU O/
CBeTJIaTa IIITO Ce IJIe/1aa CUTypHO Gea Bo Hal jrocer. /la
3HAEI KOJIKY O€B 3/10pa/IocHa KOra HaBUCTHHA chaTHB
JIEKA e/IeH OJT MJIUTE OCTPOBU HHU € PeJIATUBHO 613y
U JIeKa TIOroJIeMa € MOXKHOCTA J1a yCIleeMe Jia JIOTLI0-
BHME He I'0 HEeTrO TyKy Ha jy’KHaTa CTpaHa Off IPyTH J[Ba
norosieMu octpoBu. OBUe IBajIia UANOTH, CU MUCJIEB,
TIOITPBO OU MM Ce jaBUJIe HA MAjKUTE J]a TH u3BJiedar. My
Hape/INB HA MOMYETO Ha KJIYHOT /]a BeCJIa CO PaIleTe o7
JieBaTa CTPaHa, a jac BecJIaB Of1 iecHaTa. bpaHoBuTe Beke
0ea TOJIKY BUCOKH IIITO TH OEB HAMOKPHJIa PAKaBUTE Of
OyHzaTa 710 PaMOTO, JIUIIETO MU Oellle 3aTUTHCKyBaHO Off
CHTE CTPaHU U ja UyBCTBYBaB MOKpaTa Koca Ha 00pas3uTe,
MaKOo BOOMINTO He MU cryzene. CTy/I0T 10j/ie OTIOCIIe,
Kora iortoBuBMe. Hexon pubapy HY TOMOTHAA /1a ro
Bp3€eMe YaMeI0T, U3BJIEKOA O/THEKA/Ie CyBH KeOUmba.
Opn uBperara rmozytora Gypara Beke He ce UUHEIIIE TOJIKY
cTpaliHa, bere caMo OOMYEH MTOPOEH JI0XK/T CO MAJIKY
BETEP, HO jac He IpecTaHyBaB /1a ce Tpecam. [lameram
JleKa HeKaJle HAKPATKO BJIETOBME JIa Ce 3TpeeMe, BO He-
KOj TIOZIPYM WJIH KyKa Ha €JHUOT O] prHbapuTe, U yIITe
HCTaTa HOK Ce BPaTUBME I10 UCTHOT mat. Momuero o
KJIYHOT O€llle CHUTHO BO30Y/IEHO OJ1 HACTAHHTE U HE TIPeC-

lights I could see must be reachable. If only you knew
how joyfully scampish I was when I saw that one of the
smaller islands was quite close by, but that we had better
chances of landing not there but on the southern shores
of two larger ones. These two numbskulls, I thought,
would rather call on their mommies to save them. I told
the boy in the stern to paddle with his hands on the port
side while I paddled on the starboard. The waves were so
big that my winter jacket was soaked to the shoulders,
my face was sprayed on all sides, and my wet hair was
plastered to my cheeks, but I felt no chill at all. The cold
came later, once we’d landed. A few fishermen helped us
tie up at the wharf, and from somewhere they produced
dry blankets. Once we were on land, the storm didn’t
seem so dreadful. It was an ordinary light downpour with
a little wind, but I couldn’t stop shivering. I remember
we went somewhere briefly to warm up, to a cellar or
the home of one of the fishermen, and that same night
we rowed back the same way we’d come. The boy in the
stern was excited beyond all measure by the events and
could not stop talking. I watched his teeth gleaming in
the moonlight, his stupid apelike arms gesticulating,
so I told Ante: “Hey there, birdie boy, you may wear a
Che Guevara T-shirt, but rowing is definitely not your



TaHyBallle /1a 30opyBa. My ru HaO/by/1yBaB 3a0UTE KON
OJteckaa Ha MECEUMHATA, HETOBUTE IVTyTIABH MajMyHCKH
paiie Kou MaBTaa HAOKOJIy, 1a My peKoB Ha AHTe: ,I'y-
Jiarrde, TU MOxKe Jja Hocui Mautia co Ye I'eBapa, ama He
3Haell J1a Becsiam ‘. Mu ce HTyTH ¥ MU TH TPEMYIITH
Becsiara. Ilozio1iHa IpruKa3HaTa Kpy»kelle HeKoe Bpeme
Mery HaIlluTe BPCHUIIY, HO HEKAKO He YCIIea /1a CTUTHE
1o Aauria u j1o JIparas. Tosiky ce ruiaiieB /ieka 6u Mo-
2KeJI0 /1A ce ZIo3Hae JieKa CyM CTaHasIa MJIKy AQpOTaHTHA.
ITpecranas 1a IOKQXKyBaM /ieKa CyM HajIIaMeTHa Off CUTe
U J1a ce pacrpasam co rnpodecopure. Moxebu ycriean
Jla IOKTOpUpaM TOKMY Iopajiv Toj yamery. Ho, 3o1mrro
cera MucJieB Ha Toa?

forte.” Can you believe such a sentence ever crossed my
lips? This made him angry, and he gave me the oars.
Later the story made the rounds for a time among kids
our age, but somehow it didn’t reach Anica and Dragan.
I was so scared the word might get out that I softened
my arrogance. I stopped claiming to be smarter than
everybody else and badgering my teachers. Maybe that
rowboat is why I was later able to defend my doctoral
thesis. But why think about this now?



JINJIJAHA ITAH/IEBA

W3Baiok o1 pOMaHOT
3apa 3apuna

[ToTpaguIrIoHaTHO CEME)CTBO 071 JaHEBIIM HEMAIIIE.
Ce 3Haer1e K0j IITO Tpeba /ja IpaBH, KOj JIeH IIITO Jia ce
TOTBH, KOj JIeH /ia ce TIOYHe CO II0CEBOT, U /]a BpPHE OII-
peJlesIEHHOT JIeH MOpallle J1a ce JKHee, 3 CeKoja JIeBojKa
0] CEMEjCTBOTO CE ITO/ITOTBYBAIIIE HCTaTa pyda, CTapuoT
Jane cu nmaiiie cBoe MeCTO BO I[PKBATa, ce IIOYUTyBaa
U ce IIpa3HyBaa CUTe Npa3HUI. EAHCTBEHOTO 1ITO
He MOKea J1a To BHeCAT BO TpajuIlfjaTta Oea Maskad-
KHUTe U KeHauKuTe Bo ceMejcTBoTO. He fiexa mocses-
HUOT 300D He Oellle Ha CTapyOT JaHe, HO CeIaK TeIIKo
ce Haorarre cCHaa 1o HUBHa Mepka. Majkara Ha 3opa 3a
Toa Oerie Hajmobap mpumep. [IpemHory 6esia 3a HUB,
IIPEMHOTY He3KHa, MHOTY OaBHa, ceKorall HacMeaHa
1 ipeybaBa. YoaBuHaTa UM Oelrle IMOC/IeTHOTO HEIIITO
IITO T'M 3arpuKyBaliie JaHeBIU. 3Haeja /ieKa KOJIKy U
Jla ce TP/H, CEKOj TIOTEHITHjaJIeH MOMOK 3a YKEHEhe
WY CEKOja HeEMaKeHa JIeBOjKa MOTAjHO TocaKyBaa /1a
BJIe3aT BO HUBHOTO ceMejcTBO. Taka 1rro, ybaBuHaTa

LILJANA PANDEVA

Excerpt from the novel
Zara Zarina

There was no more traditional family than the
Janevci. Everyone knew what they were supposed to
do, what was to be cooked on which day, which day to
begin sowing, and that, even if it rained on the appointed
day, the harvest had to be brought in. Every girl in the
family was given the same traditional dress. Old Jane
had his own place in the church. All the holidays were
respected and celebrated. The only thing they could not
fit into their traditions were the marriages in the family.
Not that the final word did not belong to Old Jane, but
it was still difficult to find a daughter-in-law who met
their standards. Zora’s mother was the best example of
that. Far too fair-skinned for them, far too delicate, very
slow, always smiling, and beautiful beyond words. Beauty
was the last thing the Janevci worried about. They knew
that, no matter how ugly they might be, every prospective
bridegroom or unmarried girl secretly wished to become
part of their family. So, in the end, beauty did matter



cernak uM Oerire rproka. I[IpernounTaa paboT/IMBH Off
ybaBu Jyte. 3a cpeka, 1 HepabOTHUIUTE Kaj JaHeBIH
CTaHyBaa pabOTHHIIN, 3 TOTOMIIHTE YIIITE O] TIeJIEHU TH
ydea Ha IIOCJIyIIHOCT U BpeZiHocT. Kaj 3opa ce cobpasio
oz cé o Masky. bemie y6aBa, BpesiHa, CO MOYUT KOH
BO3PAaCHHTE, YMHA U TAJIEHTUPAHA, IITO OU PEKJIE BO
MoxkpuHO — 3a cé ja 6uBa. EUHCTBEHOTO HEIIITO IIITO
MAaJIKy OTCKOKHYBAIIIE O] IIOCTaBEHHUTE IPAHUIIH Oeriie
noctymHocta. Ke Hanpaseine cé mto ke no6apaa o
Hea, HO TOTalll Kora Taa caka. buziejku Ha JaHeBIM UM
Oerire BayKeH KPajHHOT PE3YJITAT HE U BIIMjaeja Ha PEYHCH
3aHEMAPJINBATA, HO CEeNIAK [TPUCYTHA HEMOWTyIIIHOCT. He
caKaa /ia M TH cevaT KpPUJIaTa, 3allTo CJIO00THHUOT JIyX
Ha JaHeBI[ UM Oellle MOIIIHE BaskeH. bea TakBU KakBU
1rTo 6ea, Ho cy10601HM BO yMOT. Cera Taa cyiobozia 3opa
MI0YHAa /1a ja (3710)ynoTpebyBa. KOMILIETHO ¥ ce pe/iaie.
Jlasexky oz JoMa, He TI0CTOeja CTETH IITO Ke ja IprKaT
Ha MecTo. AGy-3ap i1 ja 3rosiemu cytobozara, o Ckorje
1o Kabys1. Yac 6ea Tyka yac Bo ABranucras. AGy-3ap
Oerre ofuTYEeH pacKaKyBad. JI0 CUTHUITH ¥ O OITUIILY-
Bale KUBOTOT BO Kabyu1, IOTOJIKY IITO HA MOMEHTH
MIOMUCJTYBAIIIE JIEKa TO YyBCTBYBA MUPHUCOT HA IPAJIOT.
HejzuHoTo packaskyBarbe, Iak, Oyzeriie xesiba kaj AOy-

to them after all. They preferred hardworking people
to beautiful ones. Fortunately, even those who did not
work among the Janevci became workers, while their
descendants were taught obedience and the value of
hard work from the moment they were born. Zora had a
little bit of everything. She was beautiful, hardworking,
respectful toward her elders, clever and talented —
as they would say in Mokrino, there was nothing she
couldn’t do. The only thing that strayed slightly beyond
the boundaries they had set was her obedience. She
would do anything they asked of her, but only when she
wanted to. Since the final result was what mattered to the
Janevci, they did not let her almost imperceptible, yet
nevertheless present, disobedience bother them. They did
not want to clip her wings, because the free spirit of the
Janevci was very important to them. They were what they
were, but they were free in their minds. Now Zora had
begun to (mis)use that freedom. She surrendered herself
to it completely. Far from home, there were no restraints
to keep her in place. Abu-Zar expanded her freedom all
the way from Skopje to Kabul. One moment they were
here, the next they were in Afghanistan. Abu-Zar was
an excellent storyteller. He described life in Kabul to
her down to the smallest detail, so vividly that at times



3ap IITo MOCKOPO /1a To BU/IU 3eJieH1oTo Ha bestacuria,
60raTHoT POJI Ha II0JIETO U /1A Ce TIOJIME CO CTy/leHaTa
BoJ1a o1 M13BOpoT. MHOTY KpaTKO ce 3Haeja, HO BeKe ce
no3HaBaa. HuBHaTa Bpcka cTaHa TOJIKY CHJIHA IITO He
Mozkea ezieH 6e3 ipyr. Ce yirrre ce Hemaa 6akHaro. [IpBo
CTaHaa IIpHjaTesu, I0Toa JbyOOBHUIIH !

A A6y-3ap ropete og xxesba fia ja 6akse. Ho Bo
Heroparta 3eMja MHTUMHUTE JIOIIPU Ce I03BOJIEHU JIypy
IO cTalyBameTo Bo Opak. Tyka He e Taka. CekojiHeB-
HO T'l IJIe/Iallle CBOUTE IO3HAHUIIYA KaKO Pa3MeHyBaaT
HEKHOCTH CO JIeBojku. U Toa He co exHa. Toa my Gerrie
4yyaHO. Bo Heropara 3eMja caMo €O Taa ITTO Ke ja 3eMell
3a JKeHa COo ajiaj o/1 Ajiax, MOXKelll /ia IO IPaBHUIII TOa,
HO He Ha jaBHO MecTo. Toa BIIpoYeM U ¥1 O/iroBaparie
Ha 3opa. Mako cute 3Haeja sieka ce Bo Bpcka. Ho Bo
TajHa, ce 3ayaxyBarle Taa. Cenax, ce Jp»kea 3a parie.
Hejsunara gyianka Bo HeroBata. Kako Kora mpB maT cu
noziazroa parie. L{Bper crucok. Kako fa ce moramenie a
He My usbera. Torai HUTY €THUOT OJ] HUB C€ YIIITE HE
3HAelIle JIeKa CaMO CMPTTa Ke TU Pasziesiu.

Cekoj JieH ja 3ami03HaBallle ce oBeKe. Bripouewm,
Taa berrie TOJIKY eJTHOCTaBHA TMIHOCT. Kora mokpaj Hea

she imagined she could smell the city. Her own stories,
meanwhile, awakened in Abu-Zar a longing to see the
greenery of Belasica, the abundant crops in the fields,
and to pour the cold water of the Spring over himself.
They had known each other for only a very short time, but
already they knew one another. Their bond had become
so strong that they could no longer bear to be apart. They
had not kissed yet. First they became friends, then lovers!

And Abu-Zar burned with the desire to kiss her. But
in his country, intimate touching was permitted only after
marriage. Here, it was not like that. Every day he saw
people he knew exchanging tenderness with girls. And
not with just one. That was strange to him. In his country,
you could do such things only with the woman you took
as your wife, with Allah’s blessing, and never in public.
That, in fact, suited Zora perfectly. Even though everyone
knew they were in a relationship, she deluded herself
into believing it was a secret. Still, they held hands. Her
palm in his. Just as when they had first reached out to
one another. A firm grip. As if she were afraid he might
slip away. Neither of them knew then that only death
would ever separate them.

Every day he came to know her a little better. She
was, after all, such a simple person. Whenever a bee



Ke 3a3yellle ImueJia, ¥ ce Tpraiie o/ IaToT U ja Hacoduy-
Ballle KOH HajOJIMCKUOT I[BeT. ['u cobupariie KOCKUTe 1
OCTAHATOTO MECO O] THE IIITO Ce/Iea OKOJTY Hea BO MEH-
3aTa BO €/IHA Keca ¥ [T0TOA ' OCTABAIIIe HAJ[BOP 32 /1A ce
HaXpaHaT JOMCKHTE KyUHba, TAKA T'M BUKAIIIE, HUKAKO
KyJWE-a CKUTHHIIY WIH, TIAK, YJIMIHH Kyduba. Tre, nax,
KPOTKO ja YeKaa I1o ceK0j 0OPOK ITpeJ] BIie3HaTa Bpata of
MeH3aTa. A Kora BUJIe JIeKa Ha CHMCOT O/ ITPO30PEIOT
Ha Hej3uHaTa coba Ha JIEBETTUOT KaT OCTaBa Bojia BO
€/THO IUTACTUYHO KaHYe OJT KHCEJIO MJIEKO, ICEUEHO JI0
II0JIOBUHA, 32 IITUIIUTE, TOTIIOJIHO I'O OCBOM.

[Trurrre nm Gea 3aeTHIYKA JBy00B. Taa xypu 3Hae-
IIIe JIa rO IMUTHPA [PLIIOPOT Ha ceKoja irura. Mucsiere
JleKa OCBEH HeTro HUKOj TyKa He TY II03HABA IITUIUTE, HO
Taa UM I'0 3HaeJ1a ¥ Ja3UKOT, WJIH YIIITe TI0yDaBo IeCHaTa.
Co ryryTkame ceKoe yTpo IIOBHUKYBAIIIE /IBE TYTyTKU Ha
HEj3UHUOT ITPO30pell. Beke rv yekaa poHKH Jieb 1 BOzia
BO KaH4eTo. EiHart Gelrie CBeJIOK Ha pe4rcy BOjHA Mery
rrruny. VIMeHo, Ha HUeJIeH JIPYT ITPO30pel] BO TpuTe 610-
Ka Ha JIOMOT HeMallle rHe3/10 o tuiy. Ha HejsuHuor
MMalIlle THE3/I0 O/f JIACTOBUITY IIITO HA JIETO HA HEKOj
Ha4YMH UM ja y3ypIIipaa TEpUTOPHjaTa Ha TYTYTKUTE 1
Ha BPAITYUIHATA.

buzzed past her, she would step out of its way and guide
it toward the nearest flower. She collected the bones
and leftover meat from those sitting around her in the
canteen, put them into a bag, and then left them outside
for the dormitory dogs to eat. That was what she called
them — never stray dogs or street dogs. The dogs, in
turn, would quietly wait for her after every meal by the
entrance to the canteen. And when he saw that on the
windowsill of her room on the ninth floor she left water
for the birds in a plastic yoghurt cup cut in half, she
completely won him over.

Birds were a love they shared. She could even imitate
the sound of every bird. He thought that, apart from
him, no one here knew anything about birds, but she
knew their language — or, better still, their song. Every
morning, cooing softly, she called two collared doves to
her window. Crumbs of bread and water in the little cup
were already waiting for them. Once, he witnessed what
was almost a war among the birds. There was not a single
bird’s nest on any other window in the three dormitory
blocks. Her window, however, had a swallow’s nest, and
in summer the swallows somehow usurped the territory
of the collared doves and sparrows.



Toj ja momy4yBaiiie Ha ce IITO UMallle HaydeHo 3a
ITUIUTE, HO U Taa Hero. My Kaska /ieKa JIaCTOBUIIUTE
IpaBaT FHE3/IO0 O] CTPEUTE Ha JIOMOBUTE Ha JIOOpHU JIyTe.
Taka Bo MOKpHHO ce pacrio3HaBasie Mery cebe. Hexou
oJleJie I0TaMy IITO ce oOK/yBaJie caMU Jla HaIllpaBat
rae3710. Ho 11 1a M ycrieBasio Toa Jja 3ayInyu Kako Jia e
IIPaBEHO CO IITHYjU KJIYH, OCTaHyBaJIo 0e3 rruriy. [1pas-
HO. A IPa3HO THE3/I0 € TOPa3UTETHO 32 YOBEKOT.

Hurty Toj HUTY Taa He 3Haeja JieKa e/ieH JIeH HUB-
HaTa KepKa ke IIpe;KuByBa 6s1aroJijapeHre Ha IITHITUTE,
HO, FICTO TaKa, U JieKa HUBHOTO THE3/10, HUBHUOT /IOM
TI0JIeKA Ke ce ITPa3HHU, 32 Ha KPaj /1a TO CPYILAT THE IITO
He 3Haar Kako near rrurure. Kako nee ciiobozara.

He taught her everything he had learned about birds,
but she taught him, too. She told him that swallows built
their nests beneath the eaves of the homes of good people.
That was how people in Mokrino recognized one another.
Some even went so far as to try to build a nest themselves.
But even if they managed to make it look as though it had
been made with a bird’s beak, it remained without birds.
Empty. And an empty nest is devastating to a person.

Neither he nor she knew that one day their daughter
would survive thanks to the birds, nor that their nest,
their home, would slowly empty until, in the end, it was
brought down by those who did not know how birds
sing. How freedom sings.



JAITI POBEH

W3Baiok o pOMaHOT
CseiliiuHailia Ha campaxoit

IIPEBOJ] Ha MAaKeJIOHCKH ja3UK:
Enmszabera BoxxuHocka

Mwma Hekoj Bo MojaTta coba. [IBrkema, 6ou. ,, Tobmjac?*
Heuwnu parie MU T¥ [1o/jaBaaT OUMJIaTa, a MOTOA U arla-
paTyeTo 3a CIIyIIabe.

,J100p0 yTpo rocrioro bayrrHk-TeHzesos.  Miasio
Momue. brieckaBu oun 1 Masia GpajraKa, ypeiHo moTeT-
pIDKEeHA KaKO TEHUCKU TEPEH.

Co romau cu 6eB camo rocriora bayTHHK, HO OTKaKo
ce ITPEeCeJTUB TYKA, II0CTOjaHO MU IO JIE[aT © MOMUHCKOTO
npe3ume. UyTHO MU €, KaKo /1a 3HAAT 32 MEHE IOBEKe
OTKOJIKY IIITO OM cakaJia.

,1100po yTpo.*

JKe nojnere i co meHe? [ToToa ke MokeMe yOaBo
Jla Be ucrymmmpame.“ Mu roziaBa paka. I[IpBo momucins
JieKa HOCH JIOJITH PAKaBU, HO PALIeTe My Ce ICTETOBHPAHU

JAAP ROBBEN

Excerpt from the novel
Afterlight

Translated by
David Doherty

There’s someone in my room. Movement, colours. “To-
bias?” Someone hands me my glasses, then my hearing
aids.

“Good morning, Mrs. Buitink-Tendelow.” Young
chap. Twinkly eyes and one of those litle beards, trim
as a tennis court.

For years, I've been plain old Mrs. Buitink, but ever
since I moved here they keep tacking on my maiden
name. It feels odd, as if they know more about me than
I'd like.

“Good morning.”

“Wifl you come with me? Then we can give you a
nice shower.” He holds out an arm. At first, I think he’s
wearing long sleeves but his arms are tatooed afl the



110 3roboBuTe. Co cramasaTa ro JOMUpaM CTyAeHHOT
io71. PaboT o1 HOIITHUIIATa MU ce KPeHasI Harope 1 Habp-
3WHA I'0 Tpram HaJI0Jy.

,,A KaKo ce BUKarm?“

»0x, mpocrere.“ Ce pakyBame. ,[lejmu, Bam Ha yc-
Jryra.“

CaeTmikara Bo MajiaTa 6arba ce BKJIydyBa aBTOMAT-
CKH 1 BEHTHJIATOPOT IIOYHYBa JIa 3yr. Bo ycrara dyBCTBY-
BaM BKYC Ha 3aCTOjaHO, I1a O/Ir0BapaM Kyco U ce TpyZlaM
Jla He U3/IUIIyBaM BO HeroBa Hacoka. OTjieaioTo Mu
MOKa’KyBa IycTa, pa30ylaBeHa Koca. BpaTuukute of
1IKkadoT ce HUIIAAT U Ce 3aTBOPaar co Tpecok. [lejmu
3rparrdyBa e/THa KpIIa, TeJI 3a TYIITHPAkhe U JIBE UCYIIIe-
HU KPITUHHa 3a Tpuetbe. TOJIKy e peJlakChpaH, TyKa ce
YyBCTBYBa KaKO JI0OMa IIOBEKe OTKOJIKY IIITO jaC HEKOTAIII
Ke ce YyBCTByBaM.

sllocmaBTe T MaJIKy?“

,Ce 00nmoB.“

~IIpBaTa HOK e CeKoraIll HajTermka.

,Taka n?“

,1'0 TJIe/IaM UCTOTO Kaj CU'Te HOBU CTaHAPH.

»He MokaM HH /1a 3aMHCJIaM JIeKa TyKa HeKoralll
ke ce HacIlMjaM KaKo Y0BeK.

way to his wrists. My feet hit the cold fioor. The hem of
my nightdress has ridden up and I pufl it down quick.
“And what’s your name?” I ask.
“Oh, I'm sorry.” He shakes my hand. “Jamie, at your
service.”

The light in the tiny bathroom fiickers on automat-
icafly and the ventilator starts to hum. My mouth tastes
stale, so I keep my answers short and try not to breathe
in his direction. The mirror shows me a mad thatch of
hair. Cupboard doors swing and slam. Jamie grabs a
towel, shower cream, and two dried-up fiannels. He’s
so at ease, more at home in this place than I'fl ever be.

“Did you get some sleep?”

“I'tried.”

“The first night is always the hardest.”

“Is that right?”

“I see it with afl the new residents.”

“Can’t see me ever geting a good night’s sleep here.”



,CHUTypeH cyM Jieka ke ce HacriieTe”, Besu [lejmu u
CO pakaTa IoKa’KyBa KOH Tyor. ,,Ke caxare jm?*

Ja mordakam HOIIHUIIATA ¥ TH YyBCTBYBaM JIJIaH-
kute Ha [lejMu, Kou IBPCTO ja 3rpardyBaaT TKaeHHATA.
,He, ocraBu Me MasKy“, Besiam. ,Mozkam u cama.” Camo
IIITO, CETIaK, He MOKaM U TOj, CEIIaK, MOpa /] MU IIOMOTHE
Jla ja cobsieuam IpeKy IyiaBa.

»OVKHUJIOYK®, BEJIH.

Crojam cBpreHa co rosuot rpb koH Hero. Co efieH
Op3 IOTET ja N3BJIEKYBA BJIOITKATA 32 THKOHTUHEHIIH]a
Mery moute Ho3e. EjiBaj ro 3abesie;kyBaM HETOBHOT JI0-
IIHP, HO 3aT0A I'0 YyBCTBYBAM U CHJTHO 'l CTUCKaM OyTO-
BUTe eJleH/10ApyT. ,,OyKu1oyK.“ Toa My e Kako yBepTHpa
3a cé mTo npasu. U Taka, crojam mopasrosieHa oj1 Kora
U /1a e ripetxoiHo. CoceMa rojia, OCBeH I[PBEHOTO KOITue
32 BUKAHb€ IIOMOIII IIITO MU BUCH HA TPA/IHTE.

[lejMu mokaXKyBa KOH IJ1aBaTa HA TYIIOT Ha SU/IOT
Jlo7ieKa Boziata ce BxkelTyBa. CTy/ieHa Marvia ce IBIKU
KOH Me€He, a 110 rpOOoT Me Jia3aT MOpHHUIH. ['u TyTKam
paMmeHara, TpOOT MH € TOJIKY CBUTKAH IIITO YOBEK OH
Ce 3aKOJIHAJI IeKa caKaM /la Ce CBUTKAM KaKO TOIIKA.
Pacram u ce cMasryBaM BO BPEMETO CO CBOETO JIHIIIETHE.
Cramasiata MU ce YMHAT MHOTY JJaJIEKY, a CO MOMYETO
3aCTAHATO TOJIKY OJIHCKY, ITypPILyPHUTE BEHH U3IJIeNAaT

“I'm sure you wifl,” Jamie says, and gestures towards
the shower. “Shafl we?”

I start to pluck at my nightgown and feel Jamie’s
firm hands grasp the fabric. “No, give me a second,” I
say. “I can manage.” Only I can’t and he has to help me
yank it over my head afier afl.

“Okey-doke,” he says.

I am standing with my bare back to him. In one swifi
motion, he slides the incontinence pad from between my
legs. I barely notice his touch but feel it and the more and
clamp my thighs together. “Okey-doke.” It’s the prelude
to everything he does. So, here I stand, more exposed
than I've ever been. Naked but for the red alarm buton
dangling at my bosom.

Jamie points the shower head at the wafl until the
water heats up. A cold mist drifis my way and goose
bumps shiver down my back. He ushers me into the
white chair. I hunch my shoulders, back so bent you'd
swear [ was trying to curl into a bafl. I grow and shrink
in time with my breathing. My feet seem a long way off
and, with the lad standing so close, the purple veins look
darker than ever. My knees with the long scars down



IIOTEMHH 07 KOra U J1a e. MouTe KoJieHa €O JI0JITU JIy3HU
o7t ABere crpaHy. CTOMaK IIITO Mopa /ia ce Mue (hajrra 1o
danra. Koka Meka Kako Kpern XapTHja, 0eHKH IITO, BO
Haj100ap CIyJaj, MOKEIII 14 TH TIOYYBCTBYBAIIl HA JIOTIHP.
U mowure nojku. Majko moja, moure 710jKu. Uy THO JTu €
IIITO TY JIP3KaM CTHUCHATH 331 TO/IJIAKTHUITUTE?

»~3eMu.“ [lejMu Mu /1aBa KpIrue 3a TpUEHE. ,,AKO
cakailll cama Jia ce u3muen ogHampes.“ Kpajaoo BHuMa-
TEJTHO ITOKa>KyBa KOH MJIa30T Kaj MOHUTe cramnaia. ,/la
HE TH € IIPEMHOTY KelKa?*

~He, mobpa e.“ Beke He MOXKeB J]a TPIIaM U Ce U3MO-
yaB, HO, 32 CpPeKa, TOj He 3abeseskyBa. [louHyBa 1a Mu
ro Tpue rpooT co Kpmyero. [IpujaTHO N3HEHATYBabE.
Hu mpubmkHO 106p0 KoJIKy JIyH, HO JIOBOJIHO TPY0O0.
Mauiky 3ajauuiB, HO ©MaM cpeka u [lejmu He Me citytiia.
,J100po MoMue cu”, My Besiam. MuciiaM Jieka Hi Toa He
IO CJIyIITHA.

Jla Gerire JIyu TpeMHOTY HEYKeH, Ke My PeueB J1a CH
3aMUCJIH JleKa TPHe HeKoja YIIOpHA /IaMKa O7] 3aCyIIIeH
IITUYjU U3MET Ha KYJHCKHOT ITPO30PEIL.

»Oykunoyk. Kpenu ru parere.“ IIpaBam Kako mro
MU ce BesT. MU 't caryHu Ma3yBUTe U BeJIHAII T'H IUIAK-
He. ,,MO:Kelll 32 MUT J1a ce ucpasuIinr? Torar Ke Mokam
Jia TH ro ucrpujam rpoot.“ Ce aprkaM 3a eJieH ipskad IITo

both sides. A befly that has to be washed crease by crease.
Skin sofi as crépe paper, moles you can dab at most. And
my breasts. Oh dear, my breasts. Is it any wonder I keep
them clamped behind my forearms?

“Here.” Jamie presents me with a fiannel. “In case
you want to take care of the front yourself.” Ever so
carefufly he points the spray at my feet. “Too warm for
you?”

“No, that’s fine.” I can’t hold in my pee anymore but
thankfufly he doesn’t notice. He starts on my back with
his fiannel. A pleasant surprise. Not a patch on Louis,
but just rough enough. I let out a litle grunt, but I'm in
luck and Jamie doesn’t hear. “You're a good lad,” I tefl
him. I don’t think he heard that either.

If Louis was too gentle, I'd tefl him to imagine he
was rubbing a stubborn splat of bird poo off the kitchen
window.

“Okey-doke. Raise your arms.” I do as I'm bidden.
He soaps my armpits and rinses them straight off. “Can
you stand up a sec? Then we can do your back.” I cling to
a bracket he folds down from the wafl. The fiannel slips
between my butocks. “Are you done with the front?”



TOj TO ITOBJIEKYBA HA/I0Ty OJT SUI0T. KpIryero 3a Tprerse
MU Cce CTU3HYBa Mery OyToBuTe. ,,Ce U3MU OTHATIpe/T?

»XMM...“ Jly; MU J103BOJTyBaIIIE 1A TIOTPOIIIAM IIeJT
60j1ep Bozia, Ho I lejmu Beke ja 3aTBOpa yermmara. TosKy
e Op3 IITO KaKo J1a IpeIN3BUKA BETPE. ,AX, 4EKA]... 3
MaJIKy ke 3a60paBeB /ja TH ja HamecTam obsiekata. Co
MOJICKaBIYHa Op3MHA MU ja palllupy KpraTa 3a Opu-
IIIEEhE, ME 3aBUTKA BO HEA M T'O CHEMA BO CIIaJIHATa coba.

~JleHecka cakam s1a HocaMm 0J1ej3ep, “ BUKaM 110 HETO.
Opwmanure 1 pUOKUTE ce OTBOPAAT U Ce 3aTBOPAAT.

,»,Koj 671€j3ep?“

,»L0a 111TO Oere 3akaueHo OKPaj BpaTara o1 Oarba-
Ta.“

3a Mur HacrartyBa TaIHa. Hemam rmovuM 1rro mpa-
BU TaMy BHATpe.

JKe ja Hocwur 6esata O6sty3a co Hero? Vimu Taa e 3a
JIpyT mar?“

»Taa 6ty3a oyiu co Hero, ocobeHo 3a fieHec. [1anTa-
JIOHUTE MU Ce BeKe IM0CJIAHU Ha CTOJIOT.

I'naBaTa Ha [lejmu ce mojaByBa o1 3a/1 Bparara.
,OBaa?“

»laa e.“ MojaTta apyra objieka OMJIUTaBEeHO BUCH
npedpJieHa MpeKy HeroBaTa paka — JoJiHaTa 00JIeKa,

“Uhm ...” Louis let me shower a whole boiler long,
but Jamie is already turning off the tap. He’s so quick
he’s stirring up a bit of a breeze. “Oh wait ... I nearly
forgot to lay out your clothes.” In a fiash, he fiaps my
big towel open, drapes it around me and vanishes into
the bedroom.

“I want to wear that blazer today,” I cafl afier him.
Cupboards and drawers fiy open and shut.

“Which one?”

“The one that was hanging by the bathroom door.”

It goes quiet for a moment. I have no idea what he’s
up to in there.

“Are you wearing the white blouse with it? Or is that
for another time?”

“That blouse goes with it, especiafly for today. The
trousers are already laid out on my chair.”

Jamie’s head pops round the door. “This one?”



JopanuTe, TPaJHUKOT Hajrope. [lounyBam s1a ru 6pu-
IIaM JIEJIOBUTE 01 cebe IIITO MOKaM /ia TU JIOCTUTHAM.
[IejMu ypeTHO I'tt ITOJIOKYBa JIMIITATa BP3 KAIaKoT O]
TOAJIETHATA IIIKOJIKA.

,/IMaTe HEIITO CIIEeNNjaTHO BO IUIAH JIeHecKa?"

, Kaxo mucum?“

»11a, TOJIKy ce loTepyBare.

,CHH MU Jioara Jia Me 3eMe MOIUIa{HEBO.

»Toa 6u 6uio yb6aBo.“

, XMMMM.“

»3ap HeMa j1a ouze?“

,»Ja, camo mro...“ He moxam a cu 'l IOCTUTHAM
cranaiaTta. [lejmu ja 3ema Kpriata, KJIEKHyBa Ha €THO
KOJIEHO U Me IVIejia co OueKyBambe. ,Ke oyume y1a ja pac-
TYpHME IIeTeJiTa Ha MOjOT COTIPYT.

“That’s it.” My other clothes are hanging limply from
his arm—underwear, socks, bra on top. I begin to dry the
bits of me I can reach. Jamie places the clothes neatly
on the lid of the toilet.

“Something special planned for today?”

“How do you mean?”

“With you geting afl dressed up.”

“My son is coming to coflect me this afiernoon.”

“That’fl be nice.”

“Hmm.”

“Won’tit?”

“Yes, it’s just that ...” I can’t reach my feet. Jamie
takes the towel, goes down on one knee and looks up at
me expectantly. “We’re going to scater my husband.”.



COIbA CTAHKOBCKA

W3Baiok o pOMaHOT
doboc

405 IIp. H. €.

®rIOMHECTOC CTaHA U [TOYHA ITOJIEKA /1A ce JI00ITH-
’KyBa 10 rpynara. HUBHHOT pa3roBop ce Ha/loBp3a Ha
HeroBuTe MucyH. BepyBarie Bo Mokra Ha 300pOT, HO 32
HETO0 U MMHIIIAHKOT 360D Oellle MOKeH, TOj Oertie MeMo-
pujaTta, Toj ro mobesyBare 3abopaBot. Cakaiile Jja UM
'O KayKe TO0A Ha OBUE JIyT'e, /1a TU CIIPOTUBCTABHU CBOHTE
apryMeHTH Ha Toa IIITO THe 0 KaXkaa. 3acTaHa IMOKpaj
HUB. BUCOKHMOT YOBEK NOTJIE/IHA TUPEKTHO BO HETO CO
pozsiopHUTe cuHU 04d. Ce MOYyBCTBYBA COTOJIEH, KAKO
TIOTJIE/IOT HA CHHUTE OYH JIa IIPOZIPE BO HAjCKPUEHUTE
JUTab0YMHY Ha HeroBaTa Ayiia. bes fa ru Tprae ounre
o1 PryToMHeCTOC, TOj IPOIOJIKU /1a 300pyBa.

SONJA STANKOVSKA

Excerpt from the novel
Phobos

405 BC

Philomnestos stood and slowly approached the
group. Their conversation echoed his own thoughts. He
believed in the power of the word, but for him the written
word held equal power; it was memory, it conquered
oblivion. He wanted to tell these men that, to lay out his
arguments against what they had said. He stopped beside
them. The tall man looked directly at him with piercing
blue eyes. He felt exposed, as though those blue eyes
had pierced into the hidden depths of his soul. Without
taking his eyes off Philomnestos, he continued speaking.



— Hekou ce 3aBeieHU 071 MOKTa K0ja ja IPHUITUIITY-
BaaT Ha MUIIIAHUOT 300p, 6e3 /1a IOMUCIIAT Ha IIITeTaTa
Koja ja mpaBu. HuBHaTa Bepba BO MHUIILYBAETO Ke TH
HaTepa Jia He ja KopycTaT MeMopujata. [TuriyBamero He
€ eJINKCHP Ha CEKaBAETO, TYKY CAMO ITOTCETHHK — CEKOj
HCKa)kaH 300D ro pyiele cBeToT Ha PuaoMHecToc.
EnBaj ycriea s1a ce cozeMe v CKOPO HEIYJHO U3YCTH:

— Ho... — HO, He ycmiea HUIIITO /1a KaXke. HOBEKOT
MIPOJIOJIKH J1a 300pyBa.

— I'mteram comHesx Bo Tebe, MOMYe, MJIQ/IOCTA €
JsiecHO oBo/iuBa. Ho, He Tpeba sja Mu BepyBalll MeHe,
jac cym camo @oboc, ereH o MHOTYTE (10301 KOu
rasart 0 KaMeHUTe IUI0UU Ha aropara. OBa ce 300poBU
Ha Cokpar, HajrosleMuoT Mery Hac. COKpaT HU Karka JIeKa
My/ZIpOCTa He Jioara oJf HUIIyBameTo. OHOJj IIITO MUCITH
JleKa CO IUIITYBame OCTaBIJI BUCTUHCKA MYZ[POCT 3a/]
cebe, ¥ OHOj IIITO YATA, BEPYBajKH JieKa HAIMIIIAHOTO
HOCH JaCHOCT U CUTYPHOCT, He ja pa30paJi mpupo/iaTa Ha
300poT — 071 OyHTOBHOCTA Ha PHUIIOMHECTOC Beke HeMallle
Hu Tpar. Camo croerire u cirymmamnie. COHIIETO 3a0rarie.
Cjaeja camo cunute oun Ha Doboc.

— Ceé 1ITO € 3amuIllaHo, Ke Oujie MPOYUTAHO, a CE
IITO Ke Ou/ie mpoYuTaHo, ke 6ujie u3onaveHo. /la He
CU Urpame co oras!

- Some are seduced by the power they attribute
to the written word, without considering the harm it
causes. Their faith in writing will cause them to abandon
memory. Writing is not an elixir of remembrance,
but merely a reminder - with every word spoken,
Philomnestos felt his world crumbling. He barely
managed to collect himself and muttered:

- But... - but he couldn’t manage to say another word.
The man continued speaking.

- I'see doubt in you, young man, the young are easily
swayed. But you need not trust me, I am only Phobos,
one of the many philosophers who walk the stones of
the Agora. These are the words of Socrates, the wisest
among us. Socrates told us that wisdom does not come
from writing. He who believes that by writing he has
left true wisdom behind, and he who reads believing
that the written word carries clarity and certainty, has
not understood the nature of the word - every trace of
boldness Philomnestos had felt was gone. He stood and
listened. The sun was setting. Only Phobos’s eyes still
gleamed.

- Everything that has been written will be read, and
everything that is read will be twisted. Let’s not play
with fire!



IIpen cekaBamara (ImaaeoIuT)

Hacexkaye ce mpocrupaiiie 1uBa, HECKpOTEHA ITPH-
pona. Heboto Gerrie HaTesKHATO 0] 00JIAITH, BO3IYXOT
MUpHcallle Ha BJIara, Kaj u 3acyuiena kpB. Ciabara
CBETJIMHA KOja yCIeBallle Jja ce Mpooue HU3 o0J1am-
T€e OCBETJIyBallle CypoB Tiej3ax. T1oTo Gerre cTyaeHo,
KOCKH U HCKPIIIEHU KaMerba Jiexkea HaokoJty. [Toeka
nararie Mpak. Mpak TOJIKy IIeJIOCEH IIITO TOj Ce IpeT-
BOpallle BO OUTHE KO€e I'o UCIIOJIHYBa ITPOCTOpoT. CamMo
HIOBPEMEHHUTE MOJIEHH 07 Oypara IITO Ce O/aIeUyBaIlle
ja pacuiernyBaa TeMHUHATA. 3BYKOT IIITO CJIEZIEIIE, TIPU-
ZIPY?KEH CO 3aBUBAHETO HA BOJIIIUTE O] JIAJIEYNHATA, ja
CMp3HYyBaIlle KPBTA HA JIyI'eTo Kou 6ea CKpUeHU IO/
€/IHa HaJ/IBUCHATa Kapra. bea HaKuCHATH, KaJUINBY,
UCIUIAIIIeHY, 30MEHH eJIeH BO JIPYT, BO HICYEKYBAbE /1A
HIOMPHE oracHocTa. OcTaHaa HEMOIBIYKHH CE 710 MYTPH.
Kora mouynaa y1a ce pacro3HaBaaT OOJIUIHTE, HO CE YIITe
I'H HeMalre OouTe, IOJIeKa IIOYHAA J]a U3JIETYBAAT O]f
3acoTHUIITETO. ITpeTnasiuBo ce ABurKkea OUEjKU BO
OBOj CBET OMACHOCTUTE Oea MHOTY 1 MOKea /i Ce Ioja-
BaT OJTHEHA/IEXK. BHUMaHUETO UM TO IIPUBJIEYE IpBe-
HO-KOJITaTa CBETJIMHA IIITO JI0aralile O €JHO CKPIIEHO
cre6s10. I'o HAbOIBYIyBaa o/i1asieKy, To UCIIUTyBaa, Oea
Marerncanu. boxkjaTa cBeT/IHA KOja Buepa ro maparie

Before memory (paleolithic)

Wild, untamed nature stretched in every direction.
The sky was heavy with clouds, the air smelled of damp,
mud and dried blood. The faint light that managed to
break through the clouds illuminated a harsh landscape.
The ground was cold, bones and shattered stones lay
scattered around. Darkness was slowly falling. A darkness
so complete it had become a presence, filling every space.
Only the occasional flash of lightning from the retreating
storm broke the darkness. The thunder that followed,
accompanied by the distant howling of wolves, chilled the
blood of the people hidden beneath an overhanging rock.
They were wet, muddy, frightened, huddled together,
waiting for the danger to pass. They remained motionless
until dawn. When shapes began to emerge from the
darkness, but color had not yet returned to the world,
they slowly stepped out from their shelter. They moved
carefully; in this world, danger was everywhere and could
strike without warning. Their attention was captured by
the reddish-yellow glow emanating from a fallen trunk.
They watched from a distance, examining it, mesmerized.
The divine light that had torn through the sky the night
before was now trapped within the trunk. The smoldering
wood so completely held their attention that they didn’t



HeboTO betrie 3apobeHa Bo cTebs1oTo. TireeukoTo IpBO
TOJIKY TO 3ap00H HUBHOTO BHUMAHHE IIITO HE OCETHja
KOTa U O] KaJIe Ce I0jaB! HEIMO3HATHOT. JIutiero My Gerrie
IIpeMavKaHo co 60ja 1 merest, Gere MOKPHEH CO CJIOEBH
oz 06J1eKa HaTIpaBeHa 07 JKUBOTHHCKU KOXKH M KP3HA,
a OKOJIy BPAaTOT My BHCEIIIe HAKUT HAIIPABEH O] KOCKHU
u kameH. Croelire Mer'y HUB, 6e3 1a Kaxke 300p. [71e1aa
BO HET'OBHUTE [TPOJIOPHU CHHU OYH IIOJT KOH CO TTeres 6ea
ucIprany TeMHu TnHuY. Ho, mojaBata Ha HEIO3HATHOT
He Oellle JIOBOJIHA J1a TO OfIBJIeYe HUBHOTO BHUMAaHUE
O7I CBETJIMHATA IIITO Jioarare oyt crebioto. Enen yoBek
TPrHA KOH cTeOJIOTO J1a To ucnuTa oA mobsusy. Hermo-
3HATHOT ITPOTOBOPH:

— Croj, Toa He TU ITpunara Tebe — ¥ HAIPaBU J[BU-
KEFbE CO PAKATA, CHTHAJTUZUPAJKU MY /1A CE OJTIEUH.

Ho, sjbybomiuTHOCTA Oellle TOCHITHA, JIYT'eTO e/ieH
IO e7IeH IOYHAA J1a ce MPUOJIMKYBaar /1o CTebJI0TO.
Hemo3HaTHOT MUPHO CTOEIIIE U 32 MUT, CO BEIIITHHA
Ha rpabJsiuBer, ro ¢haTu 3ajakoT Koj berrie Bo 6yiM3uHA.
CamoyBepeHO ce IpUOIIIKY /10 cTebI0TO U TO dpau
’KUBOTHOTO BO JKEIIKHOT IUT1aMeH. [IpocTopoT ro ucros-
HU y’KaCeH JKUBOTUHCKU KpUK. JIyfeTo, mpecTpamieHn
IIOYHaa Jia OeraaT. A TOj, KOj BO BpEMHUbaTa I0Toa ke
Ouze 3ammamereH kako ®oboc, caMo CTOEIIIE U TJIE/IAlIIE,

notice when or from where the stranger appeared. His
face was painted with pigment and ash, he was covered
in layers of animal hide and fur, and a necklace of bone
and stone hung around his neck. He stood among them
without uttering a word. They looked into his piercing
blue eyes, beneath which dark lines had been drawn in
ash. But the appearance of the stranger was not enough
to draw their attention away from the light coming from
the trunk. One man moved toward the trunk to examine
it more closely. The stranger spoke.

- Stop, that doesn’t belong to you - and moved his
hand signaling him to move away.

But curiosity prevailed, and one by one the people
moved closer to the trunk. The stranger stood calmly
and, in an instant, with a predator’s skill, caught a rabbit
nearby. He approached the trunk with confidence and
threw the animal into the burning flames. A terrible
cry pierced the air. The people scattered in terror. And
he, who in the times to come would be remembered as
Phobos, simply stood and watched.



— OrHor e r1a/1eH. OTHOT MM IpurTiara Ha G0TOBHTE —
6aBHO 1 CMHPEHO UM ce 00paTy Ha n30e3yMeHHUTe JIyTe.
— He cu urpajre co oran!

* % %

CoHriero belrie BUCOKO Ha/l XOpu30HTOT. HeboTo
Gerrie uKCTO, jacHO, bowTe ce Bpartuja. JIyreto cemea na-
JIEKy 0J1 cTebJI0TO 30MEeHH eZIeH BO JIPYT, CE YIIITE MO/
uMIpecuu oz cpeztoara co Poboc. Bo Toj MoMeHT 1ipes
HUB 3acTaHa 00KeCTBEH JIUK.

—Jac cym IIpomerej.

- The fire is hungry. The fire belongs to the Gods - he
addressed the frantic people, slowly and calmly.
- Don’t play with fire!

* % %

The sun was high above the horizon. The sky was
clear and bright. The colors had returned. The people
sat huddled together, far from the trunk, still shaken by
their encounter with Phobos. At that moment, a divine
figure stood before them.

-Iam Prometheus.
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