“The poet’s experience of love is pure and
sincere, with many layers of significance,
often dealing with conflicting emotions. The
dominant verses are those where passion is
intensified by the awareness that time can
ravage everything — even the most profound
emotion.

Typical poems of this kind are: ‘I took her to
Prizren’, ‘It all begins to fall into place’, ‘Love’
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and ‘Sudden love’.
— Goran Maksimovic

Radosav Stojanovi¢, a well-known Serbian author, reached his artistic maturity
and affirmation of Serbian literature by living in Pristina, the centre of the
Serbian province of Kosovo. Life in that ancient milieu of rich spirituality is
evident in Stojanovié’s literary work — his poetry, short stories, novels and drama.
His literature conveys the passing of time which he has creatively resurrected,
as is recognizable in some of his poems.

This book contains mainly love poems selected from the author’s seven previous
books, as well as some new poems. The motif of love ranges from classical elegiac
couplets in poems such as ‘You Know’, ‘If You Go Away’, ‘Some Eyes’ and ‘Keep
Your Smile for the Parting’, to modern poetry where sensuality and carnality
prevail, for example ‘Sudden Love’, ‘Vicious Poem’, ‘Bequeathing’.

One of the most memorable poems is ‘I took her to Prizren’. Prizren is an old
town with a rich spiritual history where different cultures and religions have
coexisted for centuries. With its rare crafts and trades, it is no wonder the
author was attracted to its Oriental magic and mystique.

Stojanovi¢'s talent of narration and his selection of different approaches to the
essence of life is displayed in these beautiful and moving poems. This significant
book will give the reader a very pleasurable experience.

HYBRID
PUBLISHERS

ONIHLYdAN0dd

w
o
&
o
=
=
S|
g
&

1S Aesopey

J1aouelo




Bequeathing

3aBewTame

Radosav Stojanovi¢, the well-known Serbian
writer, journalist and lexicographer, was
born in 1950 in Krusevac. He received his
Bachelor's degree in Literature from the
Faculty of Arts in Pristina. He has worked as
a secondary school teacher, as a journalist
and as the editor-in-chief in the daily paper
Jedinstvo. He was also the managing director
of the National Theatre in Pristina. Expelled
from Kosovo in 1999, he now lives in Nis.

Stojanovic is the recipient of numerous
awards for his poetry, prose and journalism.
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A Word or Two About Translation

Having taught English and translated technical documenta-
tion, various manuals and an English text book, I never
thought of biting off more than I could chew. But on the only
snowy day in December 2013, I met a person from my home
town who inspired me to do something beyond my usual
ability.

Poetry is not easy to translate. There is no such thing as
an absolutely correct translation of a poem, as poems cannot
be translated literally — they are rendered in English from
the original (in this case, Serbian). So, thanks to this special
person, I started this challenging and rewarding task.

I needed to read each poem many times in the original
before starting to translate it. I wanted to find the story in the
poem, — it is the story that matters, after all. I needed to find
the deeper meaning of the poem, to find its message. During
this process I sometimes had to transform the text: to add
or omit words and at the same time respect the word order
in English. T used many dictionaries and thesauruses to find
the best word without changing the meaning of the original.
After many drafts to finalize the translation, I reread it to
feel the words, to imagine the characters in the way they
talked and walked, in their love and their parting. I wanted to
feel that I was reading a new poem that told the same thing.

My best support and altruistic help in doing this satisfy-
ing job has been the author himself who was always happy to
tell me what lay behind the lines, in other words, to explain
‘what the writer wanted to say’.

Also, thank you to Anna Blay who helped to proofread
and edit this book.

Let me quote a well known Serbian translator, Milovan
Danojli¢, who said: ‘The best translation is the one where you
cannot see or hear a translator’. Therefore translation should
be the authentic work of the one who translates.

If T have succeeded in making future readers feel they
are reading an authentic author’s work, I will be very happy.

DusSica Vuckovi¢, translator



KAIJA BU JbYBABHU BUJIO If There Was Affection

Kapa 6u mydaBu dumio, If there was affection
3Bao dux Te ;bydaBIby CBOjOM I would address you as my love.



CBE RE JORH HA CBOJE MECTO

KoHauHO

Cse he mohu Ha cBoje MecTo

Bogpa y kopy0e, kuma y onyke,

Bertap y 3acTpyre, Myma y KOXYXe,
3emspa y yCOBe, ITIMHA Y KaJlyIle.

Camo tu hewr, ;bydaBU MOja HEBUIJBUBA,
Ocratu pasdanaHa, pasBejaHa, paclpuLIeHa,
Y naTtune MaTHumbaka,

Y tanke naxysse npucehama

Y nnesy meceuuHe.

Y He paw ce cabpaTtu

Kao Bopa, kao kua,

Kao Myma, Kao rinuHa,

Y nmocrojehe obnuke

Jep 3a gpyre odnuKke U He 3HaMO

Y xojuma ce TBOje 0LCYCTBO KPUCTAIUILE.

It All Begins to Fall into Place

At last;

It all begins to fall into place

Water flows into troughs,

Rain into gutters;

Wind blows into covered wooden dishes,
Lightning strikes fur coats,

Soil is covered with snowdrifts,

Clay pours into moulds.

Only you,

My invisible love,

Will be scattered,

Winnowed,

Dispersed everywhere:

In petals of lemon balm,

In fine flakes of recollection,

In chaff of moonlight.

And

You will not allow yourself to be collected
Into the existing shapes

Like water,

Like rain,

Like lightning,

As we do not know what other shapes
Your absence

Is being crystallized into.



JbYBAB

ITociie TONMUKO roguHa

Cpehewm cBojy npBy /bydaB

Kao 3adopasibeny apujy

Anokpu@HH PyKOIHUC

W3 kora CIyTUM HeKaJallky BeOPUHY.

Ha xanoct

boxaHCTBO je cBeMy yIaxXHYI0 CMUPA]j
Cjajy HeDa y ouuma

XKydopy noroka y pykama

Cracy nacrapa

Oxcesy 30pe ca fHa DyHapa.

bucTprHa ce noBykia npej HalJIaBUHOM
JacHocT npeuwia y HejacHOhy

Pyxonuc nocrao HeuuTax

Menopnvja Henmo3Hara.

Huje nv v 0Ha y MEHH IIpeno3Hana
Hctm npepymuisbaj 60xaHCTBa ?

Love

After so many years

[ am meeting my first love;

Like the forgotten melody and
Mysterious handwriting

Out of which I assume past cheerfulness.

Unfortunately, a deity has made everything tranquil
Brightness of the sky in her eyes

The gurgle of a stream in her hands

The shape of a young tree

The reflection of dawn in the bottom of the well.

Clarity has gone away after the flood
Brightness has turned into twilight
Handwriting has become illegible,
And the melody unknown.

Has she also seen
The same change of deity in me?



3ABEIITAILE

[Tomuiyj cBaky miaky

Pasranu gyury

[Toxaku cTpacT 3a/by0/b€HUKA Y apXEOJIOTH]Y

Y nusipe nmpenene

Obdpacne coOHUM DUBEM U MECEUUHOM

[Tokaxv CMUPEHOCT YOBEKA KOJU TPTYje
nacTyBUMa

Koju 3Ha [1a pa3iyyu rBO3LEHO Of KAMEHOT 10da

Cexupy n3 Kpcramkux noxona o JJaMmoKkIoBOT
Mavya.

3aorpHu ce npefaHourhy Jyroroguilber pagHuKa

Ha noxanurery.

bynu ynopas. 3ahu y maryme v CKpUBHHULIE.

H3HoBa ucTpaxyj Beh ucrpaxkesne nocene

OtxpuBaj Beh OTKpUBEHO

Hcnutyj cBuity, npoyuu Opokar U caTeH.

3asioxu XKUBOT. KUBOT je CTpacT 3a/byO0/beHUKA.

Hura He npenycTH city4dajy.

Crapa ocehama y3rajajy ce y Miiagum CyIO0BUMA

Crape rpuBHe Ha jlacTapuma U miagulama

JlpeBHa cenuia ¥ y3€HIHje Ha OMULIaMa

HoBo BHMHO y CTapUM Kp4asuma.

Haopy»aj ce cpuanourhy

bynu ocnoH.

Bequeathing

Stroke each and every hair,

Make your soul feel pleasant,

Reveal the passion of a lover of archeology
And wild scenery

Overgrown by indoor plants and moonlight.

Expose yourself as a calm trader of stallions

Who can differentiate between the Iron and Stone Age
and

The axe of a Crusader from the sword of Damocles.

Perform your job with absolute devotion,

Be persistent. Go deeper into underground passages and
hidden places.

Explore your possessions over and over again;

Reveal what has already been revealed.

Cuddle, stroke, Kkiss ...

Give in, in favour of life.

Life is the passion of those in love.

Leave nothing to chance.

Old feelings are cherished in new dishes,

Old straps nurture young saplings,

Ancient saddles and stirrups are put on a yearling mare,
New wine is poured into old pitchers.

Arm yourself with bravery;
Be the support of your feelings.



JbYBAB HUOTKYIJA

buna je To Kynpasa myma

Y kojy je moja pyka

Hexotuue 3anyrana

bunu cy To OyceH u mmkapa
Y3rajanu Ha NMPOIUIAHKY MECEYHHE
H3Hap pauBe HaL U3BOPOM

buiio je To pUB/BE MECO MAXOBUHE.

36or me cam ce HohMma pBao C BETPOBUMA
CsJ1auuo oJlyje 1o rojie Koxe

Byyjum 3ybrma pacrtpsao dype v opkane
KojuMa je dusna ofieHyTa BeHa IyTEHOCT
[Tapao nponehny cBuy meHora Tena
Tonyo y knacje xxydbopa

U pasronuo mymcke 3sepu

IIITo Cy ce Bp3mMasle OKO BEHUX IVIEKIbEBA
Ilok cmo BoguIu JbyDaB.
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Sudden Love

It was the rainforest

Where my hand accidently got lost
That forest — dense and impenetrable,
Growing in the clearing of moonlight
above the cleft, over the well

It was the wild flesh of moss.

For her I wrestled with the winds at night
I undressed the storms to the skin

For her I tore apart gales and hurricanes
With which her sensuality was covered.

I ripped spring’s silk off her body

[ drifted into the sounds of the stream
I chased away wild animals

that were moving around her ankles
While we were making love.

11



ITOPOYHA ITECMA

Boneo dux ma dynem mac

U na te o Bacuenu naH dasaBUM

OBOM CBOjOM OTPOMDO/BEHOM HYIIKOM

Ja 3yduma duuteM TBOja U3BHMjeHa ieha

Ila XpckaM CUTHE KOCTH BPaTHUX NPLUIBEHOBA
TBoja BuTa pedpa.

Kap dux duo nac

Bupena du i cBora bora

H xome cu ce ycypuna

ITa ©3MOroJbMII CBOja Ma3Ha
Coja DakapHa

Csoja HepocTvkHa denpa!
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Vicious Poem

[ would like to be a dog

To slobber over your body

With this flabby snout

To fondle your bended back

To crunch the small bones of your jugular vertebra
And your thin ribs.

If I were a dog

You would get what you deserve
How did you dare

To withdraw

Your lovable

Your unreachable thighs

Of copper colour.

13



H OOBEJOX JE Y ITPU3PEH

U oxsenox je y Ilpuspen, Ha pexy

[Toce Tonuko roguHa

U pekox joj: ,He 60j ce, mydmena moja,
Humra mu He kpagemo on boxjux maposa
Cse je To CTBOpUTE/b CMUCIIHO 32 JBYLE

3a OHe WITO X0/[1ajy 0] BETOBUM CBOJJOM".
AJY OHa je HEelNoBEPJ/bUBA:

,DOJUM ce", peKJa je omer,

,DHO0 CH BeH4YaH 3a JbeBuiiky, Camonpexy,
3a Crynenuny, ['pavyanuny u Jbyboctumy,
Cmucnnhe BEIUKY OCBETY

H3nesepene nenoruue!”

»AJIA TH CH MOje niposiehe U 1eTo", KakeM joj,

»Moj ducepHu naHy 1 HOhM KpUCTasHa,
HMaj y MeHe Dap TOIMKO y3iama

ok majctopu nrxy Cete ApxaHresne
Jla ce mpUYecTUMO y IOy

U 3aKUTHMO TPHOPYKULIOM

Bapa HaMa nyTOBaTH CTa3amMma CTPMEHUM
['me Hac ouexyje MOpox jepyCcaqTuMCKu".

14

I Took Her to Prizren

After so many years

I took her to Prizren, to the river,

And I told her: ‘There is nothing to be afraid of my
sweetheart,

We steal nothing from God'’s gifts.

All has been devised by the Creator

For those who walk under His firmament.’

But she was mistrustful.

‘I am scared,’she said.

‘You were wedded to Ljeviska, Samodreza and
Ljubostinja.

Those betrayed monastery beauties will plan a great
revenge.’

‘But you are my spring and my summer,’ I told her.

‘You are my pearly day and crystalline night.

Trust me.

While the masters of their trade are raising the
sacred archangels

We shall take Communion in the fields

And decorate ourselves with wild roses,

As we need to walk along steep paths

Where the ancestors of Jerusalem are expecting us.’

15



I1

U oxsepnox je y [Ipuspen ko kpojaua
U y3ex bacMy ¥ 0OIMEpHUX CBUITY

U camux joj jesnek, Kynux jeMeHuje
U BeHal cpMEHU M HUCKY OyKaTa

U ducepje, npcreme U rpUBHE

U 3aKUTHX je TPHOPYKHULIOM

U 3apyuux Hap buctpunom Ha KaMEHOM MOCTY
U BuHOM notkynux urymaHa Ceetux ApxaHresna

ITa HaC TajHO BEHYA

[Top mornenuma 3rpaHyTHUX CBeTalla y MAaHACTUPY

,Cag HEeMaMo KyJ, jby0/b€Ha MOja,
CBe CMO YYMHUJIY ILITO )XUBOT HajlaXe
Hyb/puM CMO y3aMa BE3aHU

Ho wto uvH Taj y UpKBH dewie

[Tox nxonocracom majcropa JIOHIMHa.

Canm moxemo y Xouy

Ha wuBy ¥ y BUHOIpazge

3eMJby I1a Ienamo

Yokohe na HaMm paba

[Topon na puxemo

3a jeceH hemo cipemuTH depdy npBy

Kap Haw Credan Ypolu Ha CBET CTaHe.
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II

I took her to Prizren and I went to a dressmaker,

I got a roll of silk to be measured

For a sleeveless embroidered jacket to be made for her.

I bought her shoes and a necklace interwoven with
silver threads.

I bought her a necklace made of gold coins.

And I bought pearls too.

I bought rings and bracelets and I decorated her with
wild roses.

And I got engaged to her on the stone bridge over the
river Bistrica.

And there, under the watchful eyes of monastery
saints,

[ bribed the Prior of the sacred archangels with wine

To secretly join us in the wedlock

‘There is no other way, my sweetheart;

We have done all that life recommends.

We are now tied with deeper bonds than the ones in
the church,

Under the iconostasis of the master Longin.

Now we can go to Hoca, to the fields and vineyards;

To till the soil so the grapevine will bear grapes;

To raise children and prepare the first grape picking in
autumn

When our Stefan Uros will be born.”’

17



IT1

A oHa peue: ,Ocrahy oBne

Kpaj yecme, nopen pexe

Ha xameHoM cryny JbeBulike,

buhy cnymkuma y KOHaUUIITY OBOME

[TpBa moC/IyuIHyLa y3 MUPOTOYHUBOT

Hckywenuna npen borom

Panuhy y hakOHMKOHY ¥ EBHULIU

Cnyxuhy cedbpuma 1 Mmeporncuma

[TpuxBaTahy KOmE OHMMa LITO CHIa3e Jia CE IOMOJIE
[TpTrhy xuTO Yy MIIMH, Boguhy MOCI0BE Y BUHOTPAny
Texxaunhy y kyxumwu: Mecuhy x1ed 3a aBaHOM
Kysahy MmoHacuma, jepejuma, LpHOPUCLIMA
JKuBonucuuma, X0gO4aCHULIMMA, TyTHULMMA Ha MyTY.
[Tpahy MmaHacTUpCKO pyXo

benuhy cykHo Ha buctpuuu

Tkahy cuny 3a dapjaxe, Be3 hy Bectu

[Tpunocuhy MajcTropyma LUITY U MasTep

lacuhy kpeu 3a KOHaK, KyJ1y ¥ 3BOHUK

bynuhy ce npe 30pe fa ocrane ONIOMEHEM

Ha BpemMe u my»HOCT.

Ocrahy y ITotkamaju, uemy hy rope y Kadamry

Mehy upHoByHUIMMA 1ITO Da3nde Ha ODpaBETHHY U TOP.
OsBpe je MEHH MECTO

Y npBOM KyTKy M3a Bpara

Y xpamy nog boXjuM CKYyTOM U OITyTOM.
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I11

But she said: ‘I will stay here

By the well-spring, by the river

Under the stone pillars of Ljeviska.

I will be a servant in this billet,

The first helper to the aromatic saint.

[ will be a postulant before God,

[ will work in the sacristy and in the chant room.

I will serve the people of lower and upper classes,

And I shall hold horses for those who come to pray,

I will carry wheat to the mill,

[ will supervise jobs in the vineyard.

I will Iabour in the kitchen,

I will make bread,

I will cook for the monks and the priests;

[ will cook for the fresco painters, travellers and pilgrims.

I will wash monastery linen,

I will bleach the fabric in Bistrica,

I will weave silk for the flags,

[ will do embroidery.

[ will pass bricks and mortar to the masters of trade,

[ will slake lime for the billet, the tower and the belfry to
be whitewashed.

I will wake up before dawn

To warn the others about the time and their duties;

[ will stay in Potkaljaja;

What is the point of going to Kabas

And be among shepherds who stink of sheep and a fold.

Here I belong; to this temple

To be in its first corner behind the door

And live under God’s laws.

19



TH 3HAIII

Ty 3Haw Ja yMEeM J1a CE CTBOPUM

Tamo rae me HU CIYTWIA HUCH

Huuem u3 3emibe, U3 TpaBe rOpUM

3ejIeHUM TUIITheM, IIBETOBUMA; ca Heda BUCHM.

Tu 3HaW Aa Te yBek U3HEeHaIUM

W oHpOa kKag MpTaB MO KAMEHOM JIEKUM

Bymu curypHa na HHje TO [1a ce BaMM:

Ja caM OHaj MUPUC LITO C 1IBETa HA LIBET DeKHu.

Moja Te pyka 3apy’KeHa C BETpOM MUJyje

U nyma noHeceHo ¢ ToDOM nedau y Kopak
U ako moHekaj TBOje yXo ¢ MUHhyI1IOM uyje
Osiaur cBOje UMe, ja caMm ra MPOCJIOBUO —
[ToMasnio nyjad ¥ MOMaso ropak.

3Haj ja CaM jeAWHU LITO TE€ TAKO JO3UBA
[Tpeko eBeT peka U AeBeT JbyTHUX Operosa
3aTo He Bepyj NPUYHU KaKO MU OKO NMOYHBA

Jep cBaxor nponeha onucram ko myma dpesosa.

Moj ocmex Beh nosraHama MyMOpH KO jaceH
Pagyjem ce wTo Te oneT Tako BeApy BUJUM
U wto he ¢ Todom 0Baj cBET OUTH CrACeH.
3aTo ¥ HeDO LpBEHU U 0[] JbydDoMope dpUnH.
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You Know

You know that I can appear

Where you would never expect me

I am emerging from the soil and burning from the grass.

With green leaves and flowers I am hanging from the
sky.

You know that I always surprise you

Even when I lie dead under a stone;

Be sure that I am not excusing myself;

I am that scent that spreads from one flower to another.

Combined with the wind, my hand fondles you.
And my soul ecstatically hovers with you.

And if sometimes you barely hear your name,
It is me who utters it,

Being a bit drunk and a bit bitter.

Have in mind that I am the only one who calls you thus
Over nine rivers and nine steep hills.

Therefore do not believe that I sleep

Since in every spring I sprout as the birch forest.

My smile spreads over fields like ash.

I am glad to see you so gleaming again

And thanks to you this world will be saved,

That is the reason the sky is red and burns with jealousy.

21



Panyj ce v Th kaf nTULE JIETE, KaL BUHOTPALU Y Rejoice also when you see the birds flying and the

Opoy BeXy grapevines fruit,
U xan ce CyTOH pasnucTa a JaH npodynu. And when the twilight covers everything and the day
Camo na 3Hall fa CH Tajia yxBaheHa y Mpexy wakes up.
Kojy cam pasamneo Ja Te jou jeJHOM MOJbyOUM. Just have in mind that you have been caught up in a net

That I have spread in order to kiss you once again.
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OJEII JTN

Opeuwr iy, 0Baj oaH he mocuBeTH
Csa jyTpa moduhe dojy 3adopasa

U Buie HHUKO Hehe KUBeTH

Y npuuu wto ce cpehHoO 3aBplIaBa.

Opewr iy, kaHyhe cy3a ca dpese
Cpywuhe ce y neTy nomayznena nTuua.
Hako To ca MHOM Hema Dall HUKaKBe Bese,

3abonehe me 10 CpkH, 1O CaMHUX KOUIYHULIA.

Opew 11, Hehy yMeTH Jja Te BpaTUM
Hapaurhe pexe, usnuhe ce csa Mmopa
Camo he jegHa jpydaB ucrivBaTH

Kao meteop pacnpcuyhe ce 3opa.
Opew 11 — Uy, ako ce Beh Tako Mopa.

Opew 1y, BulIe Hehy ycTajaTH
[TpecnaBahy cBoje Hajnemnuie gaHe
U xap ce mpodynum y HEKOj Nojatu
Moxpa he © MeHU jeTHOM la CBaHe
Moxga he 1 MeHe CyHLe OTpejaTH.

Opew 1y, na 3Hau: Hehy ymupaTtu
[Toctahy npBO Ha HajBulIEM Dpery
Wnu 3Be3pa wTo ce Ha HeDy 3/1aTH
Y menu he peun Ko UCKpe Aa ce Jery
Koje he Hebecke nruie no3odary.
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If You Go Away

If you go away this day will turn grey;
All mornings will sink into oblivion
And there will be nobody to live

In the story that has a happy ending.

If you go away a tear will roll down the birch tree,

A mad bird will fall down while flying,

Although it has nothing to do with me

It will hurt me to the marrow, to the very smallest
bones.

If you go away I will not know how to get you back.
Rivers will rise, all the seas will flood,
Only one love will come to the surface.
Dawn will blow up like a meteor

If you go away ... Go! —if it has to be.

If you go away I won't get up,

[ will oversleep the best of my days
And when I wake up in some hovel
Daybreak might dawn on me one day,
I might be warmed up by the sun.

If you go away just remember I will not be dying,
[ will become a tree on the highest hill

Or a shiny star in the sky.

I will create words like sparks

To be eaten by heavenly birds.
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Oneur iy, Hehe UMATH KO /ia TATH If you go away there will be no one to suffer

[ITo cy ce Tamo y Destome CBETy Because somewhere at the end of the world
Pacrane gBe 3apy0meHe BiaTu Two blades of grass in love have parted.

[1a BeTap nuje can BUXOBY CETY. Now the wind whistles sorrowfully for them.
Ogneur I — UOM U BULIE CE HE BpaTH! If you go away ... Go! — and do not come back.
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HEKE O4YHU

Hexke Te ouu 1o cMpTH mparte
Hexe 1e pyke y cHy rpie

Hexe Te ycHe y mpoLuiocT Bpare
Hexe peuu Heympiie

Heke Ty pyke OofIIKpPUHY BpaTa

U yhew TaMo roe HUKO HUKAJ He Ou
Hexka je muiocTt camo 3a Te fara

A Heka ¥ He 3Ha ocUM TedH rae ou.

Hexe cy peuu yekane tebe
a jenHoM Dyny uspeuyeHe
U onpa xapa 1ieo CBeT 3ede
Yrpejy oHe u Tede U MeHe.

Heke cy peuu kao peke Texie
U kao nma cu duo y uyHy
[IlamaTom cy T cCaMe pekse
Hy1ia je meHa 3a TBOjJy CTPYHY.

Hexe Te peuyu 1o cMpTH nipaTe
Hexe peuyu HUKa[ HE peyeHe
U jepHoMm Kap ce ca mOM BpaTe

Ocnymnyhe Betap y 6pe3u ymecto mMeHe.
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Some Eyes

Some eyes follow you until you die
Some arms hug you in your dreams
Some lips bring you back to the past
Some words are immortal.

Some hand opens the door for you

To enter where nobody would ever dare to
May grace be given only to you

Without knowing anyone but you.

Some words are waiting for you
To be uttered once

When the whole world is cold
To warm us up, you and me.

Some words are running like rivers

You feel you are in a small canoe

When they whisper to you that

Her soul was made for your heartstrings.

Some words follow you until you die
Some words have never been said

And once they are with her when she returns
They will be heard only by the wind in the birches

instead by me.
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CAYYBAJ OCMEX 3A KPAJ

CauyBaj ocMeX 3a Kpaj

bnaro ce y TUXOM JaHy CMeIIH
U cBakom Taj boxju nap naj
7KMBOT MOHEKAA U MOTPELIH.

Axo je duno, u onet duhe

Omner he cpue nponahu paj
3anwe CMO CKyma UCWIK nuhe
Ha uckarm Ty, a ja TeK rytmaj.

Mornu cmo jou gyro, Iyro
MHore cy 3Be37€ 3a Hac cjaie
OBo je caga HeUTo Apyro

Hu oHe Hucy 3a KoHal 3HaJeE.

He mewaj Buie nuhe ca Tyrom
[Tuj naraxo, de3 xkypode, ¥ 3Haj —

Kap Oynmewr yaury Hanmuma opyrom,

CauyBaj ocMex 3a Kpaj!
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Keep Your Smile for the Parting

Keep your smile for the parting
Smile lovingly that peaceful day,
And give that God’s gift to everyone
Life can go wrong sometimes.

If it has been, it will be again

The heart will again find paradise.

We had our last drink together

You drank it to the dregs, I had only a sip.

We could have been together for a longer time
Many of the stars shone for us.

This is something else now

Even they did not know about the end.

Do not mix drinks with sadness any more
Drink slowly, without rushing and remember —
When you pour a drink for someone else

Keep your smile for the parting.
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KA MUHE YAPOJINJA

Ty 3HaW [1a MOCTOjU TajHA

Hapn xojoM cMo Hac [1BOje 3aKJIeTH
Ila he Ham /bybaB OuTH TpajHa

Ila KO U3HEBEPH MOpa YMPETH.

U cap mu je xao wro hy v pehu:
CmpT 61 mMu Damn Tewmko nasna.
Y ynuuu ce nojasuia jegHa mana
Xohe y cBeT ca MHOM 1n0dehwu.

He nwxu naHuKky, He Ipeywu.
[Towtenu Me CBOjUX CaBeTa.
MonuM Te, ociiodoau Me 3aBeTa,
U ja hy tede cBojux peun.
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When Magic Ends

You know that there is a secret

The two of us have sworn to:

That our love will last forever;

The one who betrays the other has to die.

But now I am sorry to tell you this:

I am scared of death.

A girl has appeared in the neighbourhood,
She wants me to run away with her.

Do not panic, do not scream,

Let me be spared your advice.

Please free me from our promise,

I shall free you from keeping my words.
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CJIOBO Y KAMEHY Words Written In Stone

O ®»0j IBE-TpHU peuH Just a few words about her

U jenHo myznpo cinoBo And one special word,

[Ta MupHO nox opBo nehu Then quietly lie down under a tree

Y caH Texak KO 0JI0BO. And fall into deep sleep.

U He DyuTH ce HU 3a TPEH Without waking up for a second

Yy TOj JlYﬁHHI/I y Hanpartu In that depth of fern

Y OUTH CHITHO HeH — Being hers completely —

3apacTH y caH M BIATH. Becoming overgrown with blades of grass.
1975 1975
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OITPOILIITAJHA

IloHecH jenaH nBer
Ty rzme je Moj 3aBpILEH JIET.

H cmelun ce Maio,
Pasranu THILIUHY.
Menu je jour crano
Ila Te rinenam OJUBHY.

U He cymmaj Tag
Ila caM y oyl oCcTao miap.

W HEMOj MUCITUTH ia MU je J1aKo
JJok Me TH riemall Tako.

Hemoj Hu fa Tv Dyne xao
[IITo camM Ha moJia myTa CTao,

U wto HUucam duo Te cpehe
[la Tedu ja moknamam usehe,

U pa Te BOgUM KpO3 Mo/baHe
['me Betap y usehy ocBane,

Jla pamocTaH y3BUKYjEM TBOje UME,
A TIOTOM f1a TPJIUM T€ U TH TPJIULI Me.

Bupuu, cBe je To cafia ocTao caH
[ITo ra je Tyrom 3aBUO [aH.
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Farewell Song

Bring a flower
To the spot where my flight ended.

Smile a bit,

Make the silence seem pleasant
I am very fond of

looking at you, so beautiful.

And please do not consider then
That my soul is still young.

And do not think that it is easy to endure you
Looking at me in a such a way.

Do not make me feel sorry
Stopping half way.

[ was not so lucky
To make a gift of flowers to you,

To take you through the fields
where wind finds itself in the flowers,

To joyfully cry out your name
And then to hug you tenderly.

You see, everything has been just a dream
Everything remains as it has been.
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HERE UMATH KO OA TH JABH

Hehe umaTu ko ga Tu jaBu

Kag Mu pyiia npxHe KO U3 KOHOIUbE MTULIA
Camo he jenan obnaunh miasu

[TpeneTreTy MpeKo TBOjUX 3EHULIA.

3amarnuhe ce, MOXJa, ¥ yalla
U3 xoje cu ca MHOM BUHO NTWiIa
Anu To je Beh TajHa Hawa

Kapg mu gyma noduje kpuia.

U 3apymenehe ce Hebo usa odnaka

ok rpadum Kpo3 3Be3faHe KHIle

U nehe dutu Ipyrux 3Haka

Anu Ty hew Beh 3HaTH fa Me HEMa BUILE.
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There Will Be Nobody to Let You Know

There will be nobody to let you know

When, like a bird from the hemp bush, my soul
flutters away

Only a blue cloud

Will fly over the pupils of your eyes.

The glass you used to drink wine from with me
Will perhaps mist up

But that will still be our secret

When I have gone to heaven.

And the sky behind the clouds will become red
While I am rushing through the celestial rains
And there will be no other signs

But you will already know that I have gone.
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IOPBO JE 30T IITULE

IpBo je 30or nTuue
[Ttuua je 30or Heda
Hebo je 3bor cynna

Hemam ume 3a ntuny
Hemam ume 3a gpBoO
Hemam uMe 3a 3eMiby
Y CBOJY XKa

Moja xar je 3a nTuny
Moj dom je 3a HEDO
Moja /pydaB je 3a 3emiby

[Ttuua he ce BpatuTu HEDY
bon he ce Bpatutu cpuy
Camo he 5pyDaB ocTaTu
Hey3BpaheHa.

40

A Tree Exists For the Sake of a Bird

A tree exists for the sake of a bird
A bird exists for the sake of the sky
The sky exists for the sake of the sun.

I have no name for the bird

I have no name for the tree

I have neither a name for the land
nor for my own sorrow.

My sorrow is for the bird
My pain is for the sky
My love is for the land.

The bird will return to the sky
the pain will return to the heart
Only love will remain
unrequited.
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ODE/IHUIA Ophelia

Odenuja MU pasMellTa OCTEIbY Ophelia makes my bed.

[Terna yapwade, yeTka ofena, epe CyfoBe, KyBa, She irons bed linen, brushes my suits, does the
neye... dishes and the cooking ...

ITpuHOCH MU YHCTO pyOIbe. She brings me clean underwear

Yoriire jeqHO MPEIUBHO CTBOPEHE. In general, she is the most wonderful person.

Anu Hohy, UMM JIeTHe Topes MeHe, But at night, as soon as she lies beside me

She starts to snore like an old windmill

In her dreams she jerks, she rips off the quilt
Revealing her body

Sometimes she tears off her nightdress in ecstasy
And rushes naked out of the window to the ledge.

3axpue KO CTapy MJIUH
Y cHy ce ceda, cTprke jopraH, OTKpHBA Ce...
Y 3aHocy KaTkapj nena crnasahuiy

U xpo3 mpo30p jypu Ha CUMC roJa.

Jlocapm cam KpHO fa caM je BOOUO KOJ Jiekapa
Koju HuCy 3HaMU 1ITa [1a jOj IPOIULLY.
JbyboMOpHO MEHM Ha yXO0 IpoLege:
[Tputernu tv To dosmwe! [Tpuwpadu!

So far I was hiding that I took her to doctors
Who never knew what medication to prescribe
But jealously whispered to me

To ‘tighten and screw her up’.

Amu Odenvja HHje 0DMYHA JKEHa But Ophelia is not an ordinary woman,

1 10] He Tpedajy y3nie U IU3TUHY. She does not need to be told what to do.

Jbybas J'Y.J.e Tek DHJIa JoTaKIa She had only just experienced love

Kan cam je y3eo 3a codapuuy. when I hired her to be my chambermaid.

Capma menmumo IocTesby. And now we share a bed.

36or we HohMMma He ciaBam At night I cannot sleep

bojehwu ce na Ha kpoBy He Habaca Fearing that while walking on the roof

Ha cen XamneToBor ona. She may come across the ghost of Hamlet's father.
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EYPUOHUKH

Huxkagna ce ja He duX OKpeHyo.

Huxkaga, Bepyj Mu.

Hukana He 6ux nmpocyo 3pHeBbe U3 ducara.

Tu dum uuIa 3a CBULKMMA LITO OCTAjy 3a MOjUM
cTonama

U ocehao dux fma cu Ty, jep Te Moja gylia yBeK
oceha

U He Dux DHMO Tako HECTPIJBUB U HECIIPETaH

Ay TH cu ce duia odpeksa ApyroMe.
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To Euridice

[ would never turn back.

Never, believe me.

I would never spill a kernel of wheat from the
saddlebags.

You would walk behind the fireflies left after my
footsteps

And I would feel you were here

As my soul always would feel your presence.

And I would not be impatient and clumsy
But you have been promised to somebody else.
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OBAJ JAH

OBaj JaH je Jiemn 3aTo IUTO y BeMY IOCTOjH

Cse 0HO WITO Te YUHU cpehHOM

Jlen je 3aTO IUTO MOCTOjULI TH

Odrp/seHa anheockum Kpuiom

3aTo 1ITO TE CE HaZlajy OHU KOjU TH MOKJIamajy
7byDaB HEU3MEDPHY

U oHpa kaga Te He BULE U He 4yjy

A [1eo c1 BUXOBOT CBETA

CaMo TH 3HAI KOJIMKO Ce jbyDaB MOXe 1aTH

W npuMuTH y jesHOM faHy

Ha Ko/nuKo BapHHULA U CyHalla Pa3l0XKUTH

Jla 3rpeBa UCTOBPEMEHO U KAMEH U yIy

U TH je MOXKEel yUUHUTH CTBAPHU]OM OJf CTBAPHOCTH
Jla ce moTakHe yCHaMa, IOOUPHE pyKama, 3arpiu
U npeTBOpH y NTHLY UHjH je KaBe3 CpLe

[TocToju jenHO cpue WTO je C TODOM
IIPOTOBOPHJIO O CBETIIOCTH

Cpue Koje ce THe3[u y AyIIH Kao y M0Jby PaXKu
To cpue uma nossydar 3a Tebe

Hckpenuju on HeDa U obnaka.

Y meMy CHM TH KOULIyTa LITO [0/ AYyTOM IPOMUYE
Ja, koju cam CBe TO BUJIEO JYXOBHUM OUMMa
CBenoyuM TH XKyDOPOM CBOjUX Ha[JOLUIUX BEHA
U crasrpaM nospydars Kao TaqucMaH

Ha oBaj naH koju Te je ca )yamOoM I0YeKao CHEHY
Jla T jou jeqHOM NOJapy MUpHCE

CBOjUX UYyJIHUX LIBETOBA.
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This Day

This day is a beautiful one because whatever makes you
happy is here.

It is beautiful because you exist and are hugged by
angels’ wings,

Because those who love you immensely are hoping for
you

Even when they do not see or hear you,

And being a part of their world

Only you know how much love can be given

And received in one day

And in how many sparks and suns it can be dispersed

To simultaneously warm up a stone and a soul

And you can make it more real than it is in reality.

To be kissed, touched and hugged

And turn into a bird whose cage is a heart.

There is one heart whose talk about light began with
you,

The heart that builds its nest in the soul as if it was in a
field of rye,

That heart has a kiss for you

That is more heartfelt than the sky and the clouds.

In that heart you are the doe passing under the
rainbow.

I who have seen it with my spiritual eyes

I swear with the throbbing of my swollen veins

And I kiss this day as a talisman

Because it welcomes drowsy you with intense desire

To reward you once more with the scents of its sensual
flowers.
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HE ITUPAJ MHUPHY IIPAIIINHY

He noTuun me cBOjoM MaruyHom ceeTyiomwhy
PacaweHOM MECeYHHOM, KpUIUMa U KpUHOBUMA
He nupaj MUpHY NpalivHy

Cap xap CcBe je JIETJI0 TAMO OJaKIIe je U MOTEKIIO
He nwxu Oypy y karssu Bone

He K0OBHT/Iaj OPKAaHOM y TUX0j CEMEHLIN

[Tyctu na ce namapu yKOTBE y CMUPAjy

byau cumpuinTe yTUXHYJIUX BOJOMAIa

Kao ma Hucu 3Hana fa jeqHo y30ypkaHo Mope
Yeka TBOjy PyKy Kao CUTypaH YyH.
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Do Not Tempt an Old Man

Do not touch me with your magic light
With awakened moonlight, with wings and lillies.

Do not tempt an old man

Now when everything has calmed down.
Do not create a storm in a drop of water
Let the pulse quieten.

Be the port to quiet waterfalls.

As if you didn’t you know that a stormy sea
waits for your hand to be its safe canoe.
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OAHH

Hma nana xan haBo

Y cBe ymemia npcre

Tepa 1pHy mery

OBdpHe cBe Ha CBOje pyTaBO MJIMBO.

U xonuko rop ce ynupanu fa pasdujemo manep
Cse BullIE XpaHUMO CBOJ LIPHU TETAK

3aneTspaBaMo Ce y Mpexe, MPUMKE U Ky4uHe.

A Moxpa je dospe DU
[TpecnaBaTu Ty Bpaxjy HeLeJby.

Cse npyro duio je bome
Of oHOra IITO CMO YYHUHUIIH.

Cse npyro je dosse
Og oHora wTo hemo yYyuHUTH.
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Days

There are days when the devil
Interferes everywhere

Pulling everyone’s leg and
Reversing everything to its side.

The harder we try to dispel misfortune

The more we feed our unlucky day

We got ourselves entangled in nets, traps and
difficult situations.

It might have been better
To oversleep the whole devil’'s week.

Everything else was better
Than what we have done.

Everything else is better
Than what we will do.
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HA KPAJY

Ty je 6ap jacHo:

CaB UBOT ITPOBEO CaM y UIIYEKUBAKY —

['oBopH cenvHa ykpaj Beka IPUTHYT KOCTODOJbOM —
Y cap suiie He 3HAM

[IITa je TO MOTJIO OUTH LITO CaM YEKAO

C BepoM y MOTyhHOCT CTBapHOT J0JacKa.

AJY 1ITa aKo je To OM0 CaMO MPUBU]

Axo HumTa Hehe ctuhu

Kao mTo roguHamMa OTyfia HULITA HE CTHXE

AKO je jeIHU CMHCA0 Ouia CaMO Ta HEU3BECHOCT
Ta Texmwa 3a HeNmo3HaTUM, Hernoctojehum?

[ITa cam Kafg CBE CE TOMU KO BOLITAHULIA
U XUBOT U HaJla y OTKpOBeEHe?
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At the End

Bent by gout a grey-haired man in his nineties says:

‘At least one thing is clear;

I have been expecting something to happen all my
life

And now I can barely remember

What it was that I was expecting,

Still believing in the possibility of its arrival.

But what if it has been just a vision

If nothing was to arrive

As it has been happening all these years — nothing
arrives from there.

What if that uncertainity was only a sensation

The aspiration for the unknown and non-existing?

But what now? When everything is melting like wax
Both life and hope?
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IIOIJIEQ YHA3AI Retrospection

OcBpHHM ce KaTKkaj yHa3an: Bunehem When you think back, from time to time

Kaxo cBe uMa CBOj pel KOjU Ce YIO3Haje KaCHHUje You'll notice that everything has its own order.

Jla cBE ITO MUHE HHjE MPOLLIOCT You will see that the past is not only what has ended
Hurtu je SyoyhHOCT caMo OHO HcIpen Nor is the future only what lies before us.

W He MUC/IM CYBHIIE Ha TO IITO IIPENCTOjHU Consider all that has occurred: it could all have been
Cymmaj y cBe mTo npohe different.

The next day will soon be behind you.

Your number of remaining days is unknown
And a day without a future lacks a horizon.
It is a light on the darkened window.

Jep mMorio je u gpyrauuje OuTH

Ia cytpamsu nad Beh dyne 3a Tobom
Kao wTo je Tonuko faHa ocTano des nmuna
A naH 0e3 Mua HUje JIell JaH Ha IOMOJTy
OH je cBeT/IO y 3aMpayeHUM NMPO30pUMa.
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