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Limelight Poetry is a 501(c)
(3) nonprofit organization
dedicated to promoting world
poetry, founded in 2024 in New
York City by poet Wang Yin.
It invites outstanding poets
and artists from around the
world to share their work in
various forms, with the goal
of showcasing poetry in under-
represented languages. Drawing
on the city’s rich cultural
resources, Limelight Poetry
connects poetry with other
art forms, fostering a global
exchange of poetic expression.
It welcomes audiences into a
vibrant and inspiring world of
poetry, music, and beyond.



Nikola Madzirov

Nikola Madzirov (poet, essayist, translator) was
born in 1973 in Strumica, in the family of war
refugees from the Balkan Wars. When he was 18,
the collapse of Yugoslavia prompted a shift in
his sense of identity - as a writer reinventing
himself in a country which felt new but was
still nourished by deeply rooted historical
traditions. His poems are translated into more
than forty languages.



For the book Relocated Stone (2007) was given
the international Hubert Burda poetry award for
the writers born in East Europe and the most
prestigious Macedonian poetry award Miladinov
Brothers at Struga Poetry Evenings. Other recog-
nitions include Studentski Zbor award for best
poetry debut and Xu Zhimo Silver Leaf award for
European poetry at King’s College, Cambridge

in UK. American jazz composer Oliver Lake; the
Pulitzer Prize winner and composer Du Yun; the
American composer and singer Becca Stevens and
the founder of “Snarky Puppy” — Michael League
have composed music based on Madzirov’s poems.
He was granted the following international fel-
Llowships: International Writing Program (IWP) at
University of Iowa; Yaddo and MacDowell in US;
DAAD in Berlin; Marguerite Yourcenar in France
and many others. Nikola Madzirov is one of the
coordinators of the international poetry network
Lyrikline, based in Berlin. He edited the
Macedonian edition of the Anthology of World’s
Poetry: XX and XXI Century. He is editor of the
literary magazine Stremez and curated and moder-
ated events at Poesiefestival Berlin, Stockholm
International Poetry Festival, Struga Poetry
Evenings. Nikola Madzirov has translated some

of the work of Louise Gliick, Yehuda Amichai,
TIlya Kaminsky, Li-Young Lee, Slavenka Drakulic,
Vasko Popa, Georgi Gospodinov and others. He was
member of the jury for the largest internation-
al poetry award for a single book, The Griffin
International Poetry Prize in 2023. His poetry
collection “Remnants of Another Age” was pub-
lished by “BOA Editions” in US and by “Bloodaxe
Books” in UK.



AFTER US

One day someone will fold our blankets

and send them to the cleaners

to scrub the last grain of salt from them,

will open our letters and sort them out by date
instead of by how often they’ve been read.

One day someone will rearrange the room’s furniture
like chessmen at the start of a new game,

will open the old shoebox

where we hoard pyjama-buttons,

not-quite-dead batteries and hunger.

One day the ache will return to our backs
from the weight of hotel room keys

and the receptionist’s suspicion

as he hands over the TV remote control.

Others’ pity will set out after us
like the moon after some wandering child.



Nno HAC

EneH oeH Hekoj ke rv 3gunnun HawwunTe kebuma

N Ke r npaTt Ha XEMUCKO YNCTEHE

Of, HMB [a ro UCTpME NOCNegHOTO 3pHLE COor,

Ke rm OTBOpW HawuTe NMcMa v Ke v peav no gatymm
HaMeCTO MO UCYNTAHOCT.

EneH oeH Hekoj ke ro pasamecTn mebenot Bo cobarta
Kako LLaxoBCKM oUrypu Ha NOYETOK Of HOBa Urpa,

Ke ja OTBOpW CTapaTa KyTuja 3a YeBnu

BO KOja MM YyBaMe nagHaTUTe Kon4vMhsa o NmKamunTe,
HefoTpoLleHnTe GaTtepun 1 rmagara.

EneH oeH ke Hu ce BpaTu 6ornkaTa BO ‘pbeToT
Of, TeXUHaTa Ha XOTENCKUTE KINy4YeBu 1
COMHEXOT CO KOj peLenuuoHepOoT HK o nogasa
Oane4vynHCcKMoT ynpaByBau.

TyrfuTe coxarnyBamna ke TprHaTt no Hac
Kako MeceuvHa Mo 3atankaHo gere.



HOME

| lived at the edge of the town

like a streetlamp whose light bulb
no one ever replaces.

Cobwebs held the walls together,
and sweat our clasped hands.

| hid my teddy bear

in holes in crudely built stone walls
saving him from dreams.

Day and night | made the threshold come alive
returning like a bee that

always returns to the previous flower.

It was a time of peace when | left home:

the bitten apple was not bruised,
on the letter a stamp with an old abandoned house.

From birth I've migrated to quiet places
and voids have clung beneath me

like snow that doesn’t know if it belongs
to the earth or to the air.



AOM

>KvBeeB Ha KkpajoT of rpagot

Kako YNIMYHO CBETIO Ha KOE HUKO]

He My ja MeHyBa cBeTurKaTa.

MajaxxuHata rn gpxxelle snaosuTe 3aeqHo,

noTTa HalMTE CMOEHU OSaHKMW.

Bo npeobpa3buTte Ha HEBELUTO COSUOaHNTE KaMera
ro KpUeB MMAULLAHOTO MeYe

crnacyBajku ro of COHOT.

[leHOHOKHO ro oxuByBaB nparot
BpaKajkn ce Kako nyena LiTo

cekorall ce Bpaka Ha NMpPeTXOAHUOT LBET.
Belue mup Kora ro HanyLwTVB JOMOT:

rpusHaToTo jabosko He Gelle NOTEMHETO,
Ha MMCMOTO CTOELLe MapKa Co CTapa HanyliTeHa Kyka.

KoH TuBkute NnpoCcTOopU o4 pafal-be ce aBmxam
M noa MeHe npas3HHn ce nenart

KaKoO CHer LITO He 3Hae aanu Ha 3eMjaTa

M Ha BO34QyxXOT npl/lnafa.



WHEN SOMEONE GOES AWAY
EVERYTHING THAT’S BEEN DONE COMES BACK

For Marjan K.

In the embrace on the corner you will recognize
someone’s going away somewhere. It's always so.
| live between two truths

like a neon light trembling in

an empty hall. My heart collects

more and more people, since they’re not here anymore.
It's always so. One fourth of our waking hours

is spent in blinking. We forget

things even before we lose them —

the calligraphy notebook, for instance.
Nothing’s ever new. The bus

seat is always warm.

Last words are carried over

like oblique buckets to an ordinary summer fire.
The same will happen all over again tomorrow—
the face, before it vanishes from the photo,

will lose the wrinkles. When someone goes away
everything that’s been done comes back.



KOIrA HEKOJ 3AMMHYBA ]
CE LUTO E CO3O0AAEHO CE BPAKA

Ha MapjaH K.

Bo nperpaTkarta 3ag aronot Ke npenosHaeLu

Aeka Hekoj Hekage ogn. Cekorall e Taka.
>KvBeam mery ABe BUCTUHMU

Kako HeOHKa LUTOo ce koneba Bo

npaseH xogHwk. Moeto cpue cobupa

cé noseke nyre, 3aLUTO HMB BeKe ' Hema.

Taka e cekorawl. YeTBpTuHa of, GygHocTa

ja Tpowmrme BO Tpenkawe. HewTtaTa

r 3abopaBame yLuTe Npeq ga rm narybmme —
TeTparkaTa no KpacHomnuc, Ha npumep.

HuwTo He e HoBO. CeauLITETO BO

aBTobyCOT e cekorall Tonso.

MocnegHute 360poBK Ce NpeHecyBaat

Kako HakoceHu kohm BO BOOBMYaeH NneTeH noxap.
YTpe nak ke ce NoBTOpU UCTOTO —

nuuUeTo Npea Aa ncyesHe o gortorpadujaTta
NpPBUWH Ke M n3rybn 6pukmte. Kora Hekoj 3aMmmnHyBa
Cé LUTO € co3gafeHo ce Bpaka.
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| DON’'T KNOW

Distant are all the houses | am dreaming of,
distant is the voice of my mother
calling me for dinner, but | run toward the fields of wheat.

We are distant like a ball that misses the goal
and goes toward the sky, we are alive

like a thermometer that is precise only when
we look at it.

The distant reality every day questions me

like an unknown traveler who wakes me up in the middle of the
journey

saying Is this the right bus?,

and | answer Yes, but | mean | don’t know,

| don’t know the cities of your grandparents

who want to leave behind all discovered diseases

and cures made of patience.

| dream of a house on the hill of our longings,
to watch how the waves of the sea draw

the cardiogram of our falls and loves,

how people believe so as not to sink

and step so as not to be forgotten.

Distant are all the huts where we hid from the storm

and from the pain of the does dying in front of the eyes of the
hunters

who were more lonely than hungry.

The distant moment every day asks me

Is this the window? Is this the life? and | say
Yes, but | mean | don’t know, | don’t know if
birds will begin to speak, without uttering A war.



HE 3HAM

[aneyHn ce cute Kykl/l LLUTO ' COHyBawm,
panevyHu ce rmacoesuTe Ha MajKa MU WITO Ha
Be4yepa Me NnoBuKyBa, a jac Tp4YaM KOH MnoJinHaTta Co XUTO.

[lane4yHn cMe Hue KaKo TorMKa LUTO ro mpomMallyBa ronot
N 0aun KOH HeBOTO, XKMBU CMe

Kako TepMOMETap KOj € TOYEH caMo Torall Kora

Ke nornegHeme KOH Hero.

[aneyHaTa CTBapHOCT CeKoj AeH Me ucrnpallysa

Kako HenosHaTt naTHWK WTo Me Byam Ha nonoBuHa nat

Co npauwame ,Toj Nn e aBTobyCcoT?,

a jac my Benawm ,Jla“, Ho mucnam ,He 3Ham®,

He 3HaMm Kade ce rpagoBuUTe Ha TBOMTE Aef0BLM

LUTO cakaaT Aa M HanywTaT cute OTKpuMeHn bonectu

N NEKOBUTE LUTO COApPXaT TPMNEnUBOCT. 1

COHyBaM 3a Ky|'<a Ha pnaoT o4 HaWnTe KOMHEXMN,

aa rmegam Kako 6paHOBI/ITe Ha MOPETO ro ncuptysaar
KapanorpamoT Ha HallnTe nagoBu u J'by608|/|,

KaKo J'nyeTO BepyBaart 3a Aa He NoToHaT

M 4Yekopart 3a Aa He oupat 3a6opaBeHM.

[Jane4yHu ce cuTe konNMbK BO KOW Ce KPMEBME Of AOXKOOT
1 og 6onkaTa Ha CpHWTE LUTO yMMpaa npes o4mTe Ha foBLuTe
Kou Gea noBeke 0CaMeHu, OTKOIKY rmagHu.

[aneyHnoT Mur cekoj AeH MU nocTaByBa npaLlarbe

,10] NI e Npo3opeuoT? Toj Nn e XMBOTOT?, a jac My Benam
.Ja“, a BcylwHocT ,He 3Ham®, He 3HaMm Kora

nTuumMTe Ke npo3dopar, a Aa He kaxarT ,BojHa"“.
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SEPARATED

| separated myself from each truth about the beginnings

of rivers, trees, and cities.

| have a name that will be a street of goodbyes
and a heart that appears on X-ray films.

| separated myself even from you, mother of all skies
and carefree houses.

Now my blood is a refugee that belongs

to several souls and open wounds.

My god lives in the phosphorous of a match,

in the ashes holding the shape of the firewood.

| don’t need a map of the world when | fall asleep.
Now the shadow of a stalk of wheat covers my hope,
and my word is as valuable

as an old family watch that doesn’t keep time.

| separated from myself, to arrive at your skin
smelling of honey and wind, at your name
signifying restlessness that calms me down,
opening the doors to the cities in which | sleep,
but don't live.

| separated myself from the air, the water, the fire.
The earth | was made from

is built into my home.



OOBOEH

Ce ogBoOMB 0f, cekoja BUCTUHA 3a moveTouuTe
Ha cTtebnaTa, pekuTe 1 rpagoBuTe.

Vimam nme wto ke 6uge ynvua Ha pasgenou

N CpLe LUTO Ce NojaByBa Ha PEHOTEHCKN CHUMKW.
Ce oagBouB 1 of Tebe, Majko Ha cuTe Heba

N KyKkn Ha Be3rpmxHocTa.

Cera kpBTa Mu e Beranel, WTO Npunara

Ha HEeKOrKy OyLUM U OTBOPEHU paHu.

MojoT 6or xmnBee Bo dpocdop of vkopue,

BO nenerTa WTOo ro 4yBa obnukoT Ha npece4yeHoTo OpPBO.

He mu Tpeba manata Ha CBETOT kora 3acnvBam.

Cera ceHka op Knacje XuTo ja NokpvBa MojaTta Hagex,
1 mojoT 360p e BpeaeH

Kako cTap CEMEEH YacCOBHMK LUTO HE FO Mepy BPEMETO.
Ce oagBouB of cebe, 3a fa ctacam 40 TBOjaTa Koxa
LUTO MMpUKCa Ha Mef 1 BETep, 4O TBOETO MMe

LUTO 3HAYM HEMMP LUTO Me YCMOKOjyBa,

LUTO MM OTBOpa NOPTUTE Ha rPagoBUTE BO KOU CrvjamMm,
a He XuBeam.

Ce ogBouB 0of, BO34YXOT, 04 BoAaTa, 04 OrHOT.
3ewmjaTa of Koja cym co3ganeH

€ BrpageHa Bo MOjoT JOM.

13
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USUAL SUMMER NIGHTFALL

1.

This is what summer nightfall is like:

the adulteress comes onto the balcony

in a silk nightgown that lets through

the trembling of the stars,

a twig drops from the beak of a bird

that falls asleep before it has built its home,
a soldier lowers the flag of the state

with a letter from his mother in his pocket
and atomic tests in the womb of the earth
secretly revive the dead. At that moment someone
quietly interprets Byzantine neumes,
someone else falsifies the exoduses

of the Balkan and the civil wars

in the name of universal truths.

In the factory yards

the statues of participants

in annulled revolutions sleep,

on the symmetrical graves

plastic flowers lose their colour

and ordinary ones their shape,

but this peace of the dead

we have parted from

is not ours.



OBWYHOTO NIETHO 3AHOKYBAHE

1.

Taka narnega neTHOTO 3aHOKyBaH-E:
nperbybHuLaTa nsnerysa Ha GankoHoT

BO CBWIIEHa HOLWIHMLA TPENETOT Ha SBe3anTe
LUTO ro NponyLuTa, rpaHye nara oA KIyHoT Ha
nTyuara WTo 3acnuea npea Aa ro uarpagu JOMOT,
€[0eH BOjHMK ro cryLlita Ap>KaBHOTO 3HamMe

CO NUCMO Of Majka My BO LIEGOT K

aTomckuTe Npobu Bo yTpobaTta Ha 3emjaTa
TajHO MM oXmByBaaT MpTBUTE. HEKOj BO MUIroT
TMBKO ' TOJSIKYBa BU3AHTUCKNTE HEYMMU,

Opyr ri npenpasa ersogycuTe Ha 6ankaHckuTe
M rparaHCcKn BOjHWU BO UMETO Ha YHMBEpP3anHuTe
BUCTUHW. Bo dhabpuyknuTte gBopoBum

cnujat cTaTyuTe Ha y4ecHULUTE BO
MOHULLTEHWUTE PEBOMYLIMM, BP3 CKNagHUTe
rpoboBM NnacTn4HUTE LUBeKnH-a ja rybat
6ojaTa, a obuyHuTe hopmara,

M OBa CMNOKOjCTBO Ha MPTBUTE

o[, Kou CMe Ce NpocTure,

He e Hale.

15
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2.
In the village with three lit windows
a fortune-teller foresees only
recoveries, and not illnesses.
The waves throw up bottles enough
to hold the whole sea,
the arrow on the one-way road sign
points to God,
a fisherman rips off a bit of the sky
as he casts his baited line into the river,
some poor child searches for the Little Bear
and the planet he’d like to come from,
in front of the doorstep of the killer with an alibi
a feather attempts to fly.
This is what usual summer nightfall is like.
The town combusts in the redness of the moon
and the fire brigade ladders seem
to lead to heaven, even then when
everyone
is climbing
down
them.



2.

Bo cenoTo co Tpu ocBeTNeHN Npo3opLum
efHa Gajayvka rn npeasuaysa camo
o3gpaByBakaTa, He 1 3abonyBakaTa.
BbpaHoBuTe ncchpnaar WwWnwnka

Lieno mope LTO MOXaT Aa ro Bnujat Bo cebe,
cTpernkaTa of 3HaKoT 3a 3aJ0ImKuTeneH npaseL
nokakyea koH bor,

pnbapoT OTKMHYBa Nap4ye of HeboTo
dpnajku ja jagmuara KOH pekara,
cvMpomaluHo geTe ja 6apa Manata Medka

1 nnaHeTaTta of koja 6u cakan ga noTekHysa,
npea nparot Ha yoneuoT co anbu

efeH nepays ce obuayea fa NeTHe.

Taka nsrnega obUYHOTO NETHO 3aHOKYBaH-E.

MpagoT coropysa BO LIPBEHWIIOTO Ha MecevmHaTa

N MPOTMBMNOXAPHUTE CKanu YMHULL BOAAT KOH
pajoT, Aypw 1 Torawl Kora cute
ce
CMMHyBaaT
no
HUB.

17
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WHAT WE HAVE SAID HAUNTS US

We’'ve given names

to the wild plants

behind unfinished buildings,

given names to all the monuments
of our invaders.

We've christened our children
with affectionate nicknames

taken from letters

read only once.

Afterwards in secret we've interpreted
signatures at the foot of prescriptions
for incurable diseases,

with binoculars we’ve zoomed in

on hands waving farewell

at windows.

We've left words

under stones with buried shadows,

on the hill that guards the echo

of the ancestors whose names are not
in the family tree.

What we have said without witnesses
will long haunt us.

The winters have piled up in us
without ever being mentioned.



WU3PEYEHOTO HE NMPOIrOHYBA

MM napoBme Mmuksa

Ha OuBUTE pacTeHunja

3a[ HeoBpLUEHUTe 3rpaau,

M UMEHYBaBME CUTE CMIOMEHMLM
Ha HalmMTe nopobyBaun.

[euata rn kpctmBme

CO Jby6OBHUTE Npekapu
N3BneveHn og nucMmarta

efHall npoYnTaHu.

OTnocne TajHO rv TornKyBaBme NoTnucuTe
Ha OHOTO o4 peuenTuTe

3a HenaneunBy Gonectu,

co ABornep rv 36nuxyesasmMe AnaHKuTe
Ha MpPOCTyBakse NOTNPEHU

BP3 Npo3opuuTe.

36opoBuTe 'M OCTaBaBME

noa kamersarta Co 3aKoMaHW CEHKM,
Ha pWaoT KOj ro YyBa exoTo

Ha npegumMTe LWTO He Ce BrULLAHK
BO CEMEjHOTO CcTebno.

OHa WwTo ro Ka)kaBme 6e3 ceegoumn
yLiTe JONro Ke Hé NPOoroHy.a.

3nMmnTe ce HaMHOXKMja BO Hac
©6e3 pa bugat cnomMHaTu.

19
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SHADOWS PASS US BY

We’ll meet one day,

like a paper boat and

a watermelon that’s been cooling in the river.
The anxiety of the world will

be with us. Our palms

will eclipse the sun and we’ll

approach each other holding lanterns.

One day, the wind won’t
change direction.

The birch will send away leaves
into our shoes on the doorstep.
The wolves will come after

our innocence.

The butterflies will leave

their dust on our cheeks.

An old woman will tell stories

about us in the waiting room every morning.
Even what I'm saying has

been said already: we’re waiting for the wind
like two flags on a border.

One day every shadow
will pass us by.



CEHKWUTE HE OOMUHYBAAT

EneH noeH ke ce cpetHeme,

kako 6poTye of xapTuja u

ny6eHuLa WTO Ce Naam BO pekarta.
HemupoT Ha cBeToT ke

oupe co Hac. Co gnaHkuTe

Ke ro nompaymme CoHLETO U co heHep
Ke ce pobnmxysame.

EneH oeH BeTpoT Hema

a ro NpoMeHn NpaeeLoT.
Bbpesara ke ncnpatu nucja

BO HalLUMTe YeBMU Npes nparor.
BonuuTte ke TprHat no

HallaTa HEBUHOCT.

MenepyTknute ke ro octaear
CBOjOT MpaB Bp3 HawmTe obpasu.

EpnHa cTtapuua cekoe yTpo

Ke packaxyBa 3a Hac BO YekanHara.
W oBa WTO ro kaxyBam e

BeKe KaXkaHo: ro Yekame BeTpOT

KaKko ABe 3HaMWHa Ha rpaHn4YeH npeMunH.

EneH neH cute ceHku
Ke Hé ogMuHaT.

21
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THE ONE WHO WRITES

You write. About the things that already exist.
And they say you fantasize.

You keep quiet. Like the sunken nets
of poachers. Like an angel
who knows what the night may bring.

And you travel. You forget,
so that you can come back.

You write and you don’t want to remember
the stone, the sea, the believers
sleeping with their hands apart.



OHOJ WUTO NULLIYBA

Tv nuwysaw. 3a HewTaTa Kov Beke NocTojar.
A Benart geka nsmucnyBsall.

Monuunw. Kako notoneHa mpexa
Ha pubokpaaum. Kako aHren
KOj 3Hae LUTO Ke Ce Cryuu CO HOKTa. 23

W naTyBaw. 3abopagalu,
3a [a ce BpaTuLL.

Tu NMWyBaLL 1 He cakall a ce cekaBalll
Ha KaMeHOT, Ha MOPETO, Ha BEPHULIMTE
LUTO CrujaT Co pa3aBOEHU OJIaHKW.
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THE EYE

To Vasko Popa

Open one eye only —
the horizon is in the closed eye.

Open the seashell —
no solitude will escape.

The stones on the riverbed drink up time,
the dead fish swim towards the sun.

Open one eye only.
The world is a young tree on a building site,
windows are rivers of our uncertainty.

Open the sky.

In my hands | keep a home —
a prayer room in a hospital garden.



OKOTO

Ha Backo Nona

OT1BOpPM ro €4HOTO OKO —
XOPU3OHTOT € BO 3aTBOPEHOTO.

OTBOpMU ja WwKonkaTa —
ocameHocTa Hema Ja u3sbera.

Kamenata Ha OHOTO ro nujat BpeMeTo,
MpPTBUTE pUbKU NNMBaAAT KOH COHLIETO.

OTBOpPM ro €4HOTO OKO.
CeToT € Mnago ApBO Ha rpagunuwiTe,
Npo30pLUUTE Ce PEKM Ha HallaTa HECUTYPHOCT.

OTBOpY ro HeboTO.

Bo gnaHkute yyBam gom —
coba 3a MonNuTBKU BO BOMHMYKN OBOP.

25
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| SAW DREAMS

| saw dreams that no one remembers
and people wailing at the wrong graves.
| saw embraces in a falling airplane

and streets with open arteries.

| saw volcanoes asleep longer than

the roots of the family tree

and a child who'’s not afraid of the rain.
Only it was me no one saw,

only it was me no one saw.



BMOOB COHOBU

BuooB COHOBM Ha KO HUKOj He Cce cekaBa
N Nnayera Ha NorpeLLHn rpoboBsm.
BuooB nperpaTtky BO aBMOH LLTO Nara

M ynuum co oTBOPEHU apTepun.

BnaoB ByrnkaHu WITO civjaT Nnogonro

0f, KOPEHOT Ha CeMejHOTO cTebno

N efHO AeTe koe He ce nnaluun of AOXKAOT.
Camo MeHe HUKOj He Me Buae,

CaMO MEHe HUKOj He Me BUE.

27
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FAST IS THE CENTURY

Fast is the century. If | were wind
| would have peeled the bark off the trees
and the facades off the buildings in the outskirts.

If | were gold, | would have been hidden in cellars,
into crumbly earth and among broken toys,
| would have been forgotten by the fathers,
and their sons would remember me forever.

If | were a dog, | wouldn’t have been afraid of
refugees, if | were a moon
| wouldn’t have been scared of executions.

If | were a wall clock
| would have covered the cracks on the wall.

Fast is the century. We survive the weak earthquakes
watching towards the sky, yet not towards the ground.
We open the windows to let in the air

of the places we have never been.

Wars don’t exist,

since someone wounds our heart every day.

Fast is the century.

Faster than the word.

If | were dead, everyone would have believed me
when | kept silent.



BP3 E BEKOT

bp3 e BekoT. [1a 6eB BeTep,
Ke rm nynee KopuTe Ha ApBjaTa
n cbacaguTe Ha nepudepHUTe 3rpaau.

[a 6eB 3naTo, ke Me Kpueja BO Nogpymu,

BO POBMMBA 3eMja U Mefy CKpLUEHMW Urpadki,

Ke me 3abopaBea TaTKOBLMTE, @ HUBHUTE CUHOBM
TpajHO ke Me namerea.

[a 6eB kyye, Hemalle fa My Buge cTpas
oa 6eranuu, oa 6eB MmecevnHa Hemalle
[a ce nnaLlam of, CMPTHU KasHW.

[la 6eB snaeH 4YacoBHUK
ke rv KpMeB NyKHaTUHUTE Ha SWMAOOT.

Bbp3 e BekoT. ['M npexnByBame cnabute 3emjoTpecu

rnefajku KoH HebGOTO, a He KOH 3emjaTa.

' oTBOpame nposopunTe 3a Aa Bnese BO3AyX
of MecTaTa Kafe LITO HMKoralw He cme bune.
BojHK He nocTojar, 3alTo CeKoj AeH HEKOj

ro paHyBa HaweTo cpue. bp3 e BekoT.

Mo6p3 og 360poT.

[a 6eB MpTOB, CMTe ke MK BepyBaa

Kora monyam.
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All poems
translated by
Peggy and Graham W. Reid,

except the poems
“Shadows Pass Us By”
(translated by
Magdalena Horvat
and Adam Reed)

and “The Eye”
(translated by
Sasha Dugdale
and the author)
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