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Mojoj majuu 3opxu
To my mother Zorka



CAH OKOLIYTH

K ouLyiiU K0joj 0Ko gyOuHy jesepa uma
03By4eHo Ouve yciuasaHky iesa. CaH.

Y wytikom tipesojy tiiera Bugum Kailu 38e3ga U
3BYK KOUUTUA HU3 UAGHUHY YYjeM.

OHa o UpouLraHaAK ¢ MeCey,oM OX0gU.

CHeHa u pa3dgpaiaHa 0g uiyMcKe Aeioie KOpak
He Moe ga 3ayCuiaBu.

OHa ilo otitip4a iipu Mara Kpyia u CUyCiiy
IAGBY HA UBUYY Moje gyule.

OdasujeHa MaHKUM BeAOM HidjHe, OHA HLO
gyOooKy poBaiujy cHa oiBapa.

Ilpema 3aracky weH 0dpuc mecevuHy uUciuja.
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DREAMING THE DOE

Deep lake of the doe’s eye with piped music of her-
bose lullaby. A dream.

In the graceful saddle of her body I see blobs of stars
and hear hoofbeats down the hill.

Escorted by the moon she visits the one she loves.
Drowsy and mellow from the beauty of the woods
she cannot stop her trot.

She runs all around in three little circles and lays
her head on the edge of my soul.

Wrapped in a thin veil of mystery, she opens the
bottomless chasm of dreams.

When the moon sets it devours her contours.



2.

H a jesepy 3eAeHOM, Ha MUPHOj BOGu UyHO]
umiure U waiauid, UaHKa ce CEHKAa

u3suja u uperama.
Aeayja jouwsr y Bazgyxy Mpiuso iiiu4je Kpuio u
dpeipuiill 38e3ga gasu ce y gyOuHu.
He niuiniaj koje me itio uygo gosogu y ioHoh ga
uie iregam Aeity U3 gaouHe.
He nuinaj winia me iio 8y4ye ga upuiidajes
OCAYUIKYjeM 3aciiale Beiupose Ha ULBOM HeAy.
TTvywiiu mup c Aucitia dpe3e gok cmo 0doje
UYHU HeKe tiuxe Clipelire U je3e Be3aHu 3da
0danry, 3a MpcKy.
Cinanu, wiyMcKa Aeiioitiuye, He iLoiuj Mojy
38e3gy Koja je y Bogy 3aAYiala.
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Green pond, calm waters full of stillness
and whispers, a thin shadow bends and folds.
The dead wing of bird still sways in the air and a
handful of stars drown in the depths.
Ask me not what miracle brings me here at midni-
ght to see your beauty from afar.
Ask me not what draws me to lie low and list the
slumbering winds on your brow.
A lull falls from birch leaf and both of us are full of
a silent fear and chill linked to the
shore, to the reeds.
Stop, you forest beauty, don’t drink that star of mine
that has strayed into the water.
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,A Be Mogpe Kaiu 0g O4ujy iregajy me
C lBOIL Yead.

2KegHu Mu Upciiu 0g mene ga iie goilakHem
BUTUKUJY 0 MAEHHOI cAaiia HONHUHe.
Y upckama csetirocill Ayga uipa

iaec 3A0iraBe 3mMuje.
He éoj ce, kowsyinio, HukHyhe u3 wewe irase
citiada0 wiitio ce jyiipo 308e.
Ilpeko ycuyae Boge gohu he JereH.
Jeaen he gohu, Kowsyinio, tipeko ycHyae Boge.
YygHo Hac Heulliio cilaja Upeko Haule HeCaHuye.
Lllina me o oiiu, wittia me tio ouu?
Iloren Mu Ha je3uKy, Ha gAAGHOBUMA CeHKe

O00AHO uipajy.
Caeiiu 3a 0By HOM, 3a 0BY BOgYy, KpO3 uLymy
Ugemo 3aHeceHU — Yerda Ham Uyma Ciliaia y oKo.
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T'wo purple blobs of eyes watch me from your dome.
My thirsty fingers yearn to touch you more slender
than the milky nocturnal waterfall.
In the reeds wild lights dance the dance of

the evil-headed snake.
Fear not, oh Doe, a tree called morning will sprout
from its head.
Over the sleeping water the Stag will come.
The Stag will come, oh Doe, over the sleeping water.
Something odd ties us in our insomnia. What got
me drunk, what got me drunk?
Taste of wormwood on my tongue,

shadows agonizingly shuffle on my palms.
Blind to this night, to this water, enraptured we
move through the forest — the whole forest fitting
into her eye.
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TpttuM Ha Opgo u BuxeM y garouuy: Jyiipo!
Beaa ce cseitirocill iouu ca Hedeca.

Hciiagajy 3pHa 38e3ga u gaH uperasu pexy y
cpedpHUM Koxujama.

Mu ugemo ¢ Mmaro mamHuHe y gyuiu, 3aMOMAHU
Yy UayvuHaclile KOHye CHa, OMYa HAM OKO Bpalild,
KOHOUYUU CBUULAIDA OKO PYKY.

Ipe meio witio ce upodygum ciiuhu hy Ha mope.
Ilog KyAom, 1i0g gpBeioM HeKUM U3 MOjUX
Kociiujy pacitie dera pyma.

Kowyinia je ilakHe cBojum iioireqgom, 3a jegHO
KOAeHO Uopaciie.

Kowyia je lomuayje csojum gaxom, 3a
upeipulitl yiosa UCUyHU CBeEll.

Aeayja xyira Koja ce caH 308e.

Aa ce He pa3duje.
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I run to the hilltop and shout into the distance:
Morning!
White light pours down from the heavens.
Shreds of stars fall out and day crosses the river in a
silver coach.
We go with bits of gloom in our soul, wrapped in
webs of dreams, noose around our neck, ropes of
daybreak around our arms.
Before I awaken I shall reach the sea.
Under the tower, under some tree a white rose grows
out of my bones.
The doe touches it with her eyes, and it grows

a knee higher.
The doe caresses it with her breath, for an armful of
buds it fills the world.
The sphere called a dream sways.
Not to bust.
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Tpchl cam 3eieHd 1o Kojoj xoga yCiupeuimaraa.
1llitio me HeKa gpaiocill UCiLybasa, ULILO Me
HeuLitio y3 MUpuc upusuja.

Ouu cy weHe y meHu ipeHohuie.

Ilpeiipuasa iiowve, Upeiip4asa cBojy CEHKY AAK).
Ckouuitiu u3 camoi cede, u3 rodamwe iaredose
ogoeire UOKYLUTHU.

Jadyky Heky ca ciiadra ckuHyiliu. Aeiioidy y

cedu upogyouinu.

He dux ce ximieo ipodyguitiu.
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I am the green grass on which she tremblingly treads.
A kind of sweet gratification fulfills me, something
that nestles me to the scent.
Her eyes have spent the night in me.
She runs across the field, runs over her own
lightsome shadow.
To jump out of myself, to pick up the gull that defected
from my skull.
To pick an apple from its tree. Intensify the beauty

in me.
I would not like to awaken.
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JABYKA

] a BUGUM 3PHUA CYHUA
IlpeitioueHa y weHy Kopy.

CBa ce pyuKocill CKyiuuira
Y ayxy wenoi pymeruia.
Tuwmuna garexoi iopja
Kpos ueiievky yuira.

Kao ga je cag gomipuara

Y pyke, kwuie...

TloxotiHo ce ko vydaBHUYA HYGU,
AoK Aemu Ha marbupy.

TajHum KvyueBuma OiBapa yCiha
M cutunu tiecak cyHya upocuia.
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THE APPLE

I see granules of sunlight
Blend into her skin.

All her appeal amassed

In the arc of her reddish glow.
The silence of distant mountains
Creeps into her through the stem.

It’s as if she has just come running

Into one’s hands, books . . .

She offers herself with lust, like a mistress
As she lies there on the plate.

Her mouth opens with secret keys
And she sheds her fine granules of sunlight.
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KOILIYTA

y HWpKY amHuy ygap kouuiia. Aeryja gax.
31aMHUM HUTMUMA 0Be3aHe CIlpyHe CMUpaja.
IIpeiipuasa ciipax iwymarey KOjom Kpyie
ciiadra,
Hesugnvusa pyka 3aiiiexe HeBUGbUBY MPency.

H3nenaga meitiak Ayiiaruya, cBUpeio Koive,
Iloiogu oko iyHa Heda u MOgpUHe.

Caspesa ol a KpB CYOHA HA MAXOBUHU
Cmupyje ce musay, Ko HUill 3aileiHyiia.

Iloaygeo jeaeH HOCU gaH HA poioBe HageH Y.
Y domiunrky my Be3aH ma4 cpedpHi.
Kacna je jecen. 3aysek ce pacitiajemo,

YOaBU WAYMCKA,
Tsoje imieAo HAjaHCILBEHO je Aeiio

upema 3aAacKy.
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THE DOE

Ominous striking of hoofs at a gallop.

Billowing breath.
Chords of sunset linked with strings of gold.
Dread runs across the path encircled with trees,
An invisible hand stretches an invisible net.

Without warning a wandering bullet, a fierce lance,
Hits the eye that is full of sky and blueness.

Warm blood of twilight mellows on the moss

The taut nerve relaxes like a loose thread.

The furious stag pierces the day on his horns.
A silver sword tied at the back of his head.
It is late autumn. We part for good, my forest love,

Your body so mystifyingly beautiful against the sunset
19



AOIIOYM

BEJLMHOM CBOJOM 3aB0ge, Ha 3eAeHd OCILpPBa
Aeiru. Mogpa ce iioBpuiuHa ucitog upociiupe.
CHeBajy caH, ouu yiuupyhu y HedecKy ipasHUHY.
Caeill Ou HARLYCIUAY CAeliU, 3aBUHA]

Y KOM HUKOULe.

Hciuum cmo HiiuMa Be3aHu 3a CBOj MYb.

Ha gny
Hownu tiarvesu y ariama. Y Hucitiom 308Y,
Ilpyswam granose iore. Tpugeceini Spakhe dojama
Csojum mu ce yraiyje. Hemyuwiiiu je3ux yekarba.

Mupyjy Ha Bogu oxkyilaHu wegHo upema CyHyy
Hcinoiivero oHo um ce HU3 KpyHe yequ.
3es kpuje
Busue omuvke cjaja. Koauxo cy imumiune
upehymanu!
Koauko cy 38e3ga u o4ujy nouuiu
GOK UX INegaM.
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WATER LILIES

Prostrated on green islands, their whiteness is so
Tempting. Blue surface spreads out below them.
They dream a dream, eyes fixed on the celestial void.
And go away, blind to the birthplace in which

they grow.

The same threads link us to our own soil.
On the bottom
Big toes in the algae. In a clear appeal
I extend my bare hands. I am cajoled by the colors
Of thirty brothers. The mute language of expectation.

Dormant, swimming in water they thirstily

look at the sun
That melts and drips down their crowns.

Their yawn hides
Old scars of splendor. How many secrets have they
passed over in silence!
How many stars and eyes have they imbibed

as I watch them.
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JEAEH

Aeﬂa je weiosa usgymeHa ceHka ipeyg seye
OH Kao ga je udawiao u3 cAuke He U3 ulyme
CHaxHa puKa pasHULOM gok MyWKU ia3u cHei
W tiaj gpaiu AuK y yeayy upema cyHuyy

Caniauly ce Builiku poiosu o Bevepre

HUULU CBEIUNOCIUU
CitipawiHa je uipa Ha HUWAHY Kpajibei 0ecMuUcAd
Yosex mopa ga ce ipodygu u caseka
Aok ce He celliu cBUX yBpega u KA KpBu

Y murama

Tewixe cy u HEOHOBbUBE UCTUHE Be3aHe 3d HAC
Pasaiieitie kao 38yx usmely iiroga u cMpiniu

OH je 3awydreH y cAr000gy cailikaHy 0g ipaHa —
3auitio u 40BeK0Ba pyKa Ko cpye He Cara

22



DEER

How majestic his protracted shadow at sunset
As if he stepped down from a painting
not out of a forest
His roar echoes across the plain while he manly
treads the snow
His loving image faces the sun in the virgin whiteness

Slim horns stumble through threads of twilight
The awesome game of extreme absurdity

takes its aim
Man has to be aroused from his sleep and must

take the time
To remember all the insults and drops of blood

in his veins

Weighty and unrepeatable are the truths related to us
On tenterhooks like the sound between
the fetus and death
He is in love with the freedom of intertwining branches-
Why does not the hand of man dream like his heart
23



KY'hA CHA

,A yio Beh, gpaia u ja,
Ipagumo kyhy cHa.
Luine, niecax, kpeu...

Ilpsenu kpos
Ilwyckosu koce

Aau, 0og cBeia iioia,
3ereHu Bpil ioguHama
Ipuyurwasa Ham Hajsehy
Pagociu

Haiuioiiven 3Hojem u Bogom
Aapyje Ham yBeiliose u
Kopuche ninogose

Huinaa, tiecak, kpey u gave
Bpyce granose

Mu u3 xyhe cHa

Iregamo 3peae iirogose
HACUpam CyHua u

Mopa

Manruncka, 18. 7. 1988.
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HOUSE OF DREAMS

Fora long time my wife and I
have been building a house of dreams.
Bricks, sand, lime...

Red roof
Barrages of showers

But, of all that
It’s the green garden that has for years
Brought us the greatest

Joy

Permeated with sweat and water
It bestows us with flowers and
Beneficial fruits

Bricks, sand, lime continue to
Roughen our palms

From the house of dreams
Ripe fruits we see
Counterpointing the Sun and
Sea

Malinska, 18. 7. 1988.
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BAEACKO JE3EPO

H a jesepy upse Kauu Kuuie.
Ilwvycak, tia cyHye oueitl wo1u.
Cjaj y MeHU HeBUGLUBO HUULE,
Aeilointy og koje 3adore o4u.

Kao ga caiipa ymop u tipax —
Kotupwajy ce sBogom 3raiiiHa 3pHa.
Vaetiwa cauxy Ha max,

Aesojka ipoiipuasui KO CPHaA.

Y gywiu oiieii pomopu caail.
Ocarywkyjem: iMUMUHA, ULUUA, KA
Ilogume me 0Ba HeuyjHa jeKa

W3 dora u cHa gareka.
3aucilia, 3pa1Ha U HUciia Aeioma
Bpahajy sepy y cmucao wusoiia.

Baeg, 6. 6. 1988.
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LAKE BLED

The first raindrops ripple the lake.
Shower, but again the sun pours out.
The glow inside me invisibly writes,
Of beauty that dazzles eyes.

As if all strain and dust are washed away -
Streaks golden now dash through the water.
And the stroke enhancing this beauty,

A girl that runs like the doe.

A waterfall again bickers in my soul.
I hark: silence, a bird, a drop
The inaudible echo elevates me

From sorrows and distant dreams.

Indeed, airy and pure beauty
Brings back faith to the meaning of life.

Bled, June 6, 1988.
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CBET KOJlM1 HECTA

K ako ¢y garexo beoipag u Mocksa Hohac
ABe ycamweHe 38e3ge Ha KpajeBumMa CBeilla
Cawm, uctiucyjyhu ilecme, y ii03HU Hac
Oiusapam cpue iipeko VIHiliepHeilia

Tpeiiepu gyuwia y irysom gooy
Ceitina, cama, UpeiyHa Cilipaxa
L]eo cseii citiao y mojy cody
Pywehu ce y iomuare iipaxa

Ca ciipeiiroom uciucyjem 08a cA08a
Yirawen 3a 3aemnwpy Koja Hecllia
Aok uekam Hekoi HOBoI boia

3AUKOBYU UPOCUILA]Y HLOHE OA0BA
He niomepajy ce Aodpu ¢ mecinia
Cseini il0HOBO ia3u loiaHa HOiA
28



THE WORLD THAT VANISHED

Tonight Belgrade and Moscow are so remote
Two lonely stars at the ends of our planet
Alone, at this late hour, I scrawl a poetic note
As I open my heart on the Internet

In the dead of the night my soul senses doom
Mournful, lonesome and full of terror

The whole world that once fit into my room
Turns into piles of dust and scenes of horror

I write these letters with dread
Afraid for the land that now dies
As it waits for a new God to come

While culprits drop tons of lead
Unmoved remain the Good Guys

Earth is trampled by feet of scum
29



OKO

I ocitioju jegHo 0YgHO 0KO CHA U O0Ad,
3airegaHo y gyusy -
OHO Me gaBHO HobYSUNO.

Iocitioju gom cam camyuiu y ikyhu,
upax u ciupax uomMmeulaHu -
CeHKa Me eiosa ceye.

Yuac me doa uctiottiuxa cHale.

2.

Ilpocune iio HeKa cauka wymHa.
OHO je yBeK 0YgHO,
OHO Me Upailiu gaHoHONHO.

Ilocitioju oHo, 3HaAM ga UoCiioju,
jaka me BogeHa CBemAOCH
CULAAHO OUOMUIE U lieHe

Au Bepyjem Y UCKpy 3eHUYe theiose.
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THE EYE

Thereisa vigilant eye of dreams and dolor
that looks upon one’s soul -
it has kissed me ages ago.

There is a lonesome home all by itself mixed in
alien dust and fear -
its shadow cuts me off.

Without delay the dolor silently overtakes me.

2.

From time to time a sad scene shines through.
it is always vigilant,
if follows me night and day.

It exists, I know it exists,

a strong watery light

persistently admonishes me and hurts me
But I have faith in the spark that glistens from his pupil.
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KPUCTAAHA KOLJKA BEAPVHE

n

uio:
jesepo
wyma, pyma, umpasa
ipo3pauHa OUCHIpPUHA Boge
yBelL A0ioya Yoy bKaH CiUaBa
3e/eHa 3Be3ga Auciiia, Kpyi xoga
CaH WO Cce HA JaBU geuiasa
KpucimiarHu cjaj Begpune je y MeHU
Ty dux, eitio, ga ce iOHABbA
08a SAUCTABA pagoCiliu KAl
rehiu u Kpaj y3iraBra
ocehaimiu kako dpe3a
UpOCUILA YUCIUU CAALL
AaiaH Kao cpHa
paciio4eH y 3pHa
y upax

X 0o N QK

0
0g cBeia
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CRYSTAL LUSTER OF CLARITY

And
this:
forest, rose, grass
transparent clearness of water
flower of the lulled water lily
green star of leaf circling around
the dream coming to pass in reality
in this crystal luster of clarity within me
Here, you see, I long for a recurrence
of joy’s sparkling drop while I
with pillowed head recline
sensing the pure dip
of the birch-tree
Light as a doe
strewn into bits
into dust

QT 9 =N 9 -

y
from everything
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CAAIT

OcmaB/bclMo ilpo3op omiBopeH HONY u cpye
Togunama. Kao doiosu yiiuuwanu iregamo
Iope 38e3ge dpemenuitie gok ce cBeiAOCI
Ciipotiowitiasa y mope 0e3 38yKa Koju Ou
Moiao ga 3aredgu Hag Kamerwem Haia.
Cseitiau jegHo 0KO Ha Hedy, gpyio He
IlosHajem, HecaHuye HAC My4e goK CILapumo
Mucarehu na cmpini u iwyil. Joutr cmo

ipusugHo cpehuu
Mucaumo Ha 38e3ge u 0CiiaBpamo Upo3op
Oimsoper ga ducmo iregaru iope.

Mu yecitio u He CAYWIUMO Y 10 AUUMUHIU CAGH
Meceuune, Kao pyiuKocill ieHe Kag ce yKajce
C mekum ypiiama iiera, Kamem, Mu U He
Caryiiumo crail cBeMUAOCIAY KOjU HAC

310CAYTUHO 3aHOCY U YHUUILABA.
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CASCADE

We keep the window open overnight and the heart
For years. Like silenced gods we stare up
At the pregnant stars while the light
Plunges down into the sea without a resonance
To hover over the pebbles on the beach.
Only one eye glitters in the sky, I know no other.
We suffer from sleeplessness as we grow old
Thinking of death and flesh.

To all appearances we are still happy
Thinking about the stars and keeping the window
Open so as to look up at the heavens.

In that silence we often fail to apprehend a cascade
Of moonlight, like the beauty of a woman that appears
With the soft lines of body, yes I repeat, we do not
Apprehend the cascade of light that
Forebodingly carries us away into ruin.
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’KE'D

CyHLleBcl oipAuYa Uaru Hedo YBOUATILEHO
Hedo ce usjegnaquiro ueciiap dykitkiu uryitiom
CilaweHo fiogHedve 3iacio y welj urosaue
Ymop u el imiero mu paciayy

Rurudap Heda CyHUOKpeUioM ce oiu yypu
3emiba y japu paciuruHyiio cuja

Y wesu Baitipe cyuie weciiuna xsailia
Hegoxsaitiom gpBo kpaj ilyiia he ga usiopu

Kpuwiom Ha moja pameHna caeitiera je upeileruna
Oiamw Heda ga je He Tipumeitiu
Kpuaruma ga yiacu ruye 3aiareHo

Cpxom hemo ipBo jezepo ga ucyuumo

Cywiuao jesuka welj ga yitiorumo

Paciiopero Hedo dykHyhe ilo Mojum jaioguyama
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THIRST

T he Sun's neckiace inflames the waxen sky

The uniformity of sky and the underbrush rubble ablaze
Scorched climate extinguished in the thirst of the clay
Exhaustion and thirst decant my body

The sky’s amber and sunflower melts and dribbles
Land in glowing heat spreads effervescently

In the broiling days of drought fires intensify
Outside of reach the tree at the roadside will burn

Furtively a quail alights onto my shoulder
Lest the blazing sky should notice her
Wings to extinguish my burning face

With a sip we shall first dry out the lake
Quenching the thirst of my dry tongue
The ripped open sky erupts on my cheekbones
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TAJHA

H uje imedu gaiio ga ce 3agpmum
Jegpa y cBom iwiery y camohu

Ha manxoj mogpoj otinu kowe

Ha jesuxy mHoiux iy ce upycui

Haiipcaa seh tipuruxom paliarwa
Hciara cu u3 csoje vywilkype

Y iiogned vy cu usiydura u csoje ume
Cag cu Be3aHa 3a gpBo Haialjarwa

Huje iiedu gaitio ume koje iipaje
JKelj 3a imisojum cokom iopu
IIpocyia yeau cseiii o AABY
Hcmejana ucitywasaus deckpaje
38



THE SECRET

Y ou are not destined to prevail
Robust in your body in seclusion

In the thin membrane of purple skin
You've burnt on tongues of telltale

Already fractured during delivery
You dropped out of your shell
Losing your name in the clime
Now you rely on the guessing tree

You've not been given a name of durability
The thirst for your juice spreads like fire
And spilling you flood the entire world
Even if ridiculed you still fulfill infinity
39



I/PBEHA JABYKA

H e laga gaieko og ciliadra, He el
Og mainepe, og oya HeBUGHUBOL.

Bpx gpseinia iipumeitium, iioHekag,
Kaxko ce c Beueprwa1om vydu kKpuuiom
M weny cseitirociti y cBOj COK Upeinaia.

Jegsa uexkam jeceH ia ga je oliKuHeMm
M weny cracith y ycithumMa oCeiiuMm.

3gpasa He cura3u 1aKo, He gocagu
Joj Auciul ioxcyitieo u tioireg y gabuHy
He seau y mojoj codu ykpac ga dyge.
40



THE RED APPLE

Never falls far from the tree, does not flee
From her mother, from the invisible father.

I sometimes notice the top of the tree
Secretly kissing with the evening star
Blending her juices with starlight.

I can hardly wait for autumn to pick her
And taste her sweetness in my mouth.

She will not come down easily while hardy,

Yellow leaf and distant vista do not bore her

She does not want to be an adornment in my room.
41



APBO

,A PBO U3PACAO U3 MOJUX OYUJY
Vima dmiuyy y c8ojoj kpoustbu,
Hma tnajny y csom Kopervy.

ApBo iiodeiro u3 3asuuqadja,
U3 jegHoi aeniol tipegeaa.

Koauxo aeiioitie iiog roum!
3aimisopeH y iBphasy cHa -
Hemam Bowe ga ce tiomepum.

MaxosuHna Hac ocBaja cKyia.
Kps moja - kps mweiosa paciiie.
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THE TREE

The tree grown from my eyes
Holds a bird in its crown
Holds a secret in its roots

The tree that has fled from home,
From a landscape of beauty.

What delight beneath it!
Imprisoned in a fortress of dreams -
I have no will to move.

Moss covers us both.
My blood and its blood expands.
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3AMDYBNSEH Y IIYMY

H uko me 0g vydasu Helie uzrequiiu.

Ko raH tupeiiepas 3arydwveH y ukymy,

Aewum tiog citiadruma ciioreiiHum. Mucaum:
Kako je cBeitirocin Aelia Kag o4y yMupy.

Hmam jesepa y ounum gyilvama 3eieHa.
Y wesapy, mely mpcke, iaredosu Hedo
Pasaiiumwy. Kpo3 gyuy koperve paciiie.
Kako je cBeitirocin Aelia Kag o4y yMupy.

Huxo me og vydasu Hehe usieyuiniu.

Hema me. Hucam suuie Hu ipasa

Toiiru gpxiniaj y iiery gok ipoduja gpseilia Bpx
Kako je cBeitirocin Aelia Kag o4y yMupy.
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IN LOVE WITH THE WOODS

N obody can cure me of love

Like the tremulous fawn in love with the woods,
I lie under the centennial trees. I ponder:

How beautiful the light when eyes fade out.

Green lakes gleam in the orbits of my eye.
Among bulrushes and reeds, gulls unfurl the sky.
Roots of plants shoot up through my soul.

How beautiful the light when eyes fade out.

Nobody can cure me of love.

I'm not even grass any more. There is no me.
Warm thrill of flesh pierces the top of a tree
How beautiful the light when eyes fade out.
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METAK Y ITAABM ’KVBOTUIbE

M eiiax y irasu musoiiuve, jous spyh
M moiira KpB HA MAXOBUHU, Y MAA30BUMA
Uma u Heda y ouuma oryotiBopeHUM,

M xopga mpasu koja oMamHo Hagupe.

Craiuxu mupuc wyme. CreljeHa MUmUHa ceHKY
3aitieyeHu MOTUPUMO C HEBEPULLOM KOHLCY,
Cmupeny, 3aysex. Koiuitio wegHo garuHa

U macravaka 3ineueHux Ha Upouranky hyiiu.

Meiuak y irasu musoimiume. 1lpekuHyina HU.
Y majywnum senuyama iopu ucyiio cyHuye.
Ciuspguyitie pevu y Hama, MPpUuiBO y gyuil...
Jows Kyua muia jour OHA pexcu Ha HAc.
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BULLET IN AN ANIMALS HEAD

Buttet in an animas head, still hot
Jets of warm blood splutter the moss
Also a chunk of sky in the half-open eye
And columns of ants in frenzied attack.

Sweet forest smells. Frozen silence of shadows

Caught off guard and in disbelief we stare at the hide,

Tranquilized, forever. Still is the hoof that yearned
far-away places

And the dandelions crushed in the clearing in the wood.

Bullet in an animal’s head. A broken thread.

Yellow sun glows in the small pupils.

Our words are tongue-tied, deadness in our soul...

Even so a vein keeps on throbbing and snarls at us.
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AYAA ITTULJA

H. ag WyMcKuM jesepom 0e3 iaraca
Ko rygu Hapyuc ciipmoirasiyje ce
Y Hemu amduc owitipa KvyHaA U OKA
Ilameitiu ocitiaswvexe y MupHom Hedy

Hag oiregarom iirasum de3 mpve
Ko mettiak uciiaveHr u3 HeBuga
Aemiu iorygera kao ga he 'y cmpiii
Ilaga odampaa og cracitiu wusoitia

CyHuye joj ilogpe3yje kpura MeKa
Ilpodaga itiero 3railiHum uirama
OHa niaga 3ayciiasveHa gaxa uouiom
Bpuitiko ce uzsujajyhu ityii Heda
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INFATUATED BIRD

Avove the gleaming smoothness of the forest lake
Suddenly plunging down like an enthralled Narcissus
Headlong into the silent abyss with sharp beak and eye
She leaves her wits back there in the peaceful sky

Above the blue of the untarnished mirror
Like a projectile fired from the unseen
She flies besotted as if in self-destruction
Falls sinking into torpor from lust of life

The sun clips her soft wings
Pricking her body with pins of gold
Down she drops with breath held
To keenly curve up towards the sky
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MAAA YCTA

Mcma YClia Koja cBelil HoamHeo
Omsapajy u 3aiuBapajy MUpHo

He uwuesasa 6o/, Huwilia
hyiie mMHoio, hyitie HOM cBojy
OHo wiitio ce ioguHama CKyibaro

JegHa BeuHoOCIl, UeAa Be4HOCI iipolje
Og peuu go pequ

Ilpe he ce cyHye omKUHY U
Og kpyHe Heda Heio wiitio hy
Caacii Mmarux ycina oceimuiniy
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THE SMALL MOUTH

Her smai mouth calmly
Opens and closes the dimmed world

On a bed of pain, nothing said
Mumi’s the word, mouth speechless all night
Not a word of what's been accumulating for years

An eternity, a whole eternity goes by
From one word to the next

Even the odds of the sun’s breaking loose

From the vault of heaven are more likely

Than my chances to get a taste of that small mouth
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TOAMKO AETA HA BAAKOHY

Tmﬂ-to Yy UogHe oliBapa Bpalia
M usrasu u3 mumiurne BeAukux coda

Toruko Aeitia umMa Ha WOM OANAKOHY
Y durwy kom Hu ume He 3HAM
Toauko ceiiie y MAAUM pyKama

IlotiogHeBHa pasmuulvarwad CAYba
Ouujy y loimuvky Koje je iregajy

Okpene ce Ycue Koje mupyjy
Tloiiom y doaHo ce jesepo pasrujy
Toruko Aeitia Ha OAAKOHY U pyKama
52



SO MUCH SUMMER ON THE BALCONY

At high noon exactly she opens the door
And leaves the silence of large rooms

There is so much summer on that balcony
In the plants the names I don’t even know
So much longing in those small hands

Afternoon meditations and foreboding
Eyes gazing at the back of a neck

She turns with Lips calm and still
After to flow over into a dismal lake

So much summer on the balcony and in the hands
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CEBEPHA COBA

ll[ o cesepHy cody HALyCiiu
Hexwnocimu moja ycupeiiiara

Csake Hohu gorasum ga
Ilpenohum y imioj codu
Y mium ouuma Koje me He Buge

He upumeiiux iie CyHye
Ipai moj odurazuus HakyKao

3a cBaku gax cseill ce upouLupu
Ouuma ia Hehew Bugeiliu
AranoBuma ia Hehews gomiahu
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THE NORTHERN ROOM

Why did you abandon the northern room
Oh my fluttering little darling

Each night I come to
Spend the night in that room
In those eyes that do not see me

I did not notice you, oh Sun
Partly cracked, you visit my threshold

The world expands with every breath
You won't see it with your eyes
You won't touch it with your palms
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CEBEPHA CObBA 2

] eCeH ULLLO YAa3U HEeUpPUMEeUiHO
Y cody ¢ marum ipo3opuma

Jadyke u ciiape krwuie rewe
Ayte ca 3pHyumMa CyHua Ha
Opmany u Mupucu uiitio iie 3aHoce

To je cesepHa coda iioesuje
Ige maae pyke xohe ga uckoue

N3 pamena Huwilia ce He goiala
Hu mip3saj Hu gamap Hu 0ko
Beauko kao cseiu iioiiamHeo
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NORTHERN ROOM II

T he autumn that invisibly enters
The room with its small window

Apples and old books lie about
The quince with grains of sunshine
On the wardrobe and smells that exalt

That is the northern room of poetry
Where little arms want to break away

From shoulders and nothing happens
No twitch no throb no wide-eyed look
As big as the darkened world
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CBETAOILI'RY IIPECEYEHU

TpeHyLﬁaK je kaga miumuHa caeljeHa
Ha majnu 3Hak caspesa
A KpB y cBOjy iioAygeAoCill paciile

Caetiromhy ilpeceveHu
Hawe ymopne pyke Ha citiory
IIvyckosu cyHya

U jecen y jadykama ypsenum

Csakoi Munyilia jegHo ce 0ko
Ha 3raiiny Huill HageHne

Aok ycHe Hedo uciujajy
Pasgsaja Hac bydasu iymHa

Osaj roiiou Ha Bogu
U ygap kpura dimu4jei
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INTERSECTED BY LIGHT

The moment when frozen silence
Mellows on a cryptic clue
And blood boils in frenzy

Intersected by light

Our tired hands rest on the table
Showers of sunlight

And autumn in the red apples

Each minute an eyelet

Is laced onto a golden thread
While lips slurp up the sky
Blue loves rend us asunder

This floating water lily
And the flapping of a bird’s wings
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JIETO HA JE3EPY

Camm/la HaM Y OKY iipeiepu jegHa pcKa
OdeuteHo o0 3AailiHy HUIL CYHYe ce Hulle
Toiinro je, asiycill Koy UpcKa

Ha jesepy, iare, iipBe kaniu kuuie

Ilvycax. Aru MuHyill-gsa uoiiom

Oiieitl uciia Bamipa weciiuHoOM Uarl

Mu 3arydrenu, camu, YyCUABAHU HUBOTLOM
Oiieiti cMo Aer0 Y BOgy 3ypuilh’ ciharu.
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SUMMER ON THE LAKE

A reed in our eyes flickers for hours in a row
The sun swings suspended from a golden chain
Warmth of August spatters skin with heated glow
And lo, upon the lake, fall the first drops of rain

A downpour. But a minute or two after that
The torrid heat fervently glows once more
We, lulled by life, in love and detached
Again lazily gaze into the water and bore.
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HEIIO3HATA CEMEHKA

B UGUMO je ume joj He 3HaAMO
He 3namo witia he u3 we HUKHY LU

Hemywina iiyHa Heke iliajHe
3aioHeitiHo ce ocmexyje Ha gAAHOBUMA

Ige ga je tiocejemo ¢ KOAUKO CYHUA
Tuwmiune c KOAUKO KAl ga je HAojumo

Xohe ru yBeili Mupuca uAu WpH OpoOBa
Aa nyciiu oKo cjajem ga uciyHu

CaceveHa y KoAeHUMA 3eAeHUM
Aa Au he HOBU WycTUTUY AUCTU

Cse mamwe 3HAMO cBe BuULe je iregamo
Huxnyhe oHa kpo3 Hauty gyuLy HALYKAY
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THE UNFAMILIAR SEED

We see her but we don’t know her name
We don’t know what will sprout from her

Mute and brimming with some rare secret
From our palms she gives us a cryptic smile

Where should I sow her and with how much sunlight
Silence and how many drops to quench her thirst

Will she grow a fragrant flower or release
A toxic thorn or fill the eye with brightness

Nipped in the bud of her green knees
Will she crop a new leaf

The more we look at her the less we know
She will shoot up through the cracks in our soul
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AABYA

OHa je mpiisa u dera
OH ce dayuo ca citieHe

Ao jyue 3ajegHo
OHu cy jesepo iipeceyaru
/bydasry cBojom wapkom

Boga je iiyciia u 3eaeHa
Boga je xao oireganro

He peyu Hukaga Hu 'y cCHYy
/bydasu je gocitia, Kpaj
Beao je cmpini kao cse doje
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THE SWAN

She is dead and white
He threw himself off the cliff

Till yesterday together
They cut across the lake
With their fervid love

The water is lifeless and green
The water is like a mirror

Never say, not even in your dreams
That you're tired of love, that its come to an end
Like all colors white is death
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TPEIIIFHA

CBaKO JYULPO, Ca CIupaxom, MOAUM jega ce He OULBOpU
ipeparo, ga He UpcHe SeAuHOM. A OHa, Hadpekjira y
cBaKkoMm UyiopKy, upeg mojom Kyhom, y Bpiky, y Mojoj
codu Beh, He caywa. Y3aryg morde. Kao ga wmypu ga
ipociie cBoje yapu u Aeuouty.

Hohy je sBeauka ciniyg, yjyimipo owitipa dypa. Ila kyga
wypuws, dpurye3o moja? Ociuanu jour yciuasaua,
Aetiomio! Heka e iiBoja KpB ipepaHo He u3Hece,
HeKda WiBOj HAIOH OCiliaHe 3allOM/beH joui KOju gaH.
Ilpoaehe camo winio Huje. Ogymuro ce 08B0 HeULILLO.

Hukako ga ipoHuxkHeMm Yy iBojy uucihy gyuwry. A
MUCAUO CAM ga Camo ja pasymem WiBoj OMajHU i0Bop,
cBe 0g OHOI gaHa Kaga Cam uie ocaguo MaireHy, a
OHga ce logUuHama guBUo MB0joj PACKOULHO] U CMEPHO]
Kpouirbu. A KacHuje el iewao Ha Boje ipaHe, jeo
ypseHe iir0gose u iieiao: Tpeuirwo moja, ipeuirbuye,
Ko he ilie Spaitiu Kaga meHe jegHom He dyge 0Bge.

Caga okpehem tioireg iipema Hedy U MOPY U MOAUM
aupuir ga uonypu u OuloUAU BOje WieA0 UWLitio ce
Hygu. bojum ce ga hy jegHoi jyitipa kaga ce ipodygum
u Howypum go uposopa, Bugeiiu iisoje dere o4y
MpiBe.

ITuene y iiBojum raimiuyama godap cy 3Hax.
66



THE CHERRY

Every morning, in a state of alarm, I pray she does not
open too early, does not burst with whiteness. And she,
all her buds bulging, in front of my house, in the gar-
den, already in my room, does not listen. Futile are my
pleas. She seems to be in a hurry to spill her charms and
beauty.

The nights are very chilly, and in the morning the fierce
bora will blow. So what's the rush, my princess? Remain
dormant, my beauty. Let not your blood expose yourself
too early, let your instinct stay pent-up for a few more
days. Spring is almost here. It's somewhat slow in co-
ming.

I just can’t seem to get to your pure soul. Yet I thought
that only I understood your secret speech, from the mo-
ment that I planted you, so small, and through the years
delighted in your luxuriant and submissive treetop. And
later I climbed your branches, eating your red fruit and
babbling: Cherry my darling, little cherry, who will pick
you when I am no longer here?

Now I look to the sky and to the sea and beg April to
hurry and warm your giving body. I fear I may awake
one morning and, moving hastily to the window, see
your white eyes dead.

The bees in your petals are a good sign.
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CAH
1

To je a mysuka Auuha
CitiarHO UpucycitiBo 38yK0Ba
KOjU HAC pa3aiurwy

Caeiiu 3a 080 mieuiko seye
Kao newcne Huitiu 3ainieinyimiu cMo
usmeljy cHa u vydasu

Yacosu cy itio kag ce gyuia
IlyHu kao 8p4 iweckoOoM U iiyiom
CAMUL CMO O CAMU CMO

Tuxa jeza y Hama kao ga xohe
Kao ga meau ga ogreimiumo
Kpuiuma ypHe uiiuye

2

SaﬁucyjeM 084j peHyiax
Ilpe cBakoi cHa upe iop4uHe
dygau Bugum cBeill Hoxcyiieo

Koauxo BpitioiraBoi BpemeHa iipolje

Og jegHoi go gpyioi cHa
Aella MUBOULUIL O KPBOMEGHULE

Aeayjamo kpo3 oBaj musoit u
Kao cxamemwene kaiiu ociiajemo
Y MYULOM UUOGHEBY JaHA



A FANTASY

1

It is that music of leaves
The permanent presence of melodies
that crucify us

Blind to this difficult night
Like delicate threads we lie tightly drawn
between fantasy and love

Those are moments when the soul
like a pitcher fills with anxiety and grief
and we are alone oh so alone

The hushed shudders within us
seem to urge us to take flight
on the wings of the raven

2

I make a note of this moment
Prior to every dream and before bitterness
open-eyed I see a withering world

How much zooming time passes
from one fantasy to the next
beautiful bloodthirsty beast

We sway through this life and
like fossilized drops stay behind
in the yellow afternoon of the day
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Kao mpasu ychnama cmo BesaHu
3a iuiKuy Bpaill weHe Ha Hary
CeiliHa MY3UKO MOPCKA

3

M wuexyjemo ganuma cadupemo cede
OmyilveHux 3eHa HeKamo OupouLiiaj
doje cMpiliu Kakse Au Cy

I1podygu ce gesojuuye moja u3 cBojux
CoiiciiBeHux ceHKU cseiirociiu de3 cjaja
gouiuveM iiBoje cpye MpiiBo

Aokopauasa ilamMHo3ereHU UPAK TUPYAIeNU
Tosopum itie cBeitiroCiliY HE3HAHA [0BOPUM
ga dux ilie HagmuBeo

4

H ely gouexaitiu Helry cuiypHo 3HaAM
Taj koparHu 38yK SucitipuHe
Ip4eBuilio ce ciiesy upciiu

Kocmoc ocaetieo 3a xunvagy ioguHa
MECOKO HAC Ouje HeBUGbUBUM TLPCILOM
WHLA CMO UCIL0g KYIlOoAe

Ocinajemo 3adopasveHu gareku
Cse mamwe ce goitiuyemo pykama
cBe BuULe 3aKOUABAMO Y cede



Like ants our lips are glued to
the pliant neck of the woman on the strand
the melancholy song of the sea

3

Getting a hold of ourselves we spend days in expectati-
on
With lusterless eyes awaiting forgiveness
And who knows what are the colors of death

Wake up, my beloved girl and come out of
your own shadows of light without brilliance
I touch your dead heart

The dark green lane of decay comes striding
I speak thee light unknown, thee I speak
so as to outlive you

4

I 'm sure I won't live to see
that sound of coral clearness
as my fingers frantically tighten

The cosmos has gone blind for a thousand years
Its invisible finger beats us violently
for staying under the dome

We stay behind forgotten and remote
Less and less do we touch with our hands
each keeping to ones self more and more
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BEAEIIKA O AEBOJYMULIN

Texlo iy Mope gesojuuye a pyke BaroBU
Ouu doja Boge u3 Kojux HeBUHOCIL 3pasu
Quitias maj y Kocu cilasa yBewiHUu Kpyiosu
Og Boi gaxa MeHu ce y cBeCiu Mpa1u

Ihegam: usz granosa miu usaehy iaredosu

Y imisojum Mmumuyama o00peHo cyHye gpema
Mupyjy cpue y oy msojux pevu

3a modom ipoyseiliasajy ciiadra daipema

Tero iwiu Mope gesojuuye a 'y UhBoM Cilacy
Auwe Mara KouLyimla garekux ipegena
Hma newinio y tiecky uma Heuiiiio y uharacy

Og mBojux kopaka u og iiBoje HeMupHohe
Tu du cag ogjegHom mara mMoja UL XitieAd
3peira ko HapaHya Ko jymHo sohe
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NOTE ON A MAIDEN

Maiden, your body is the sea your arms the waves
Eyes, color of water emitting rays of innocence

All of May sleeps in your hair of floral curls

The freshness of your breath makes me dizzy

I see: gulls flying from the palms of your hands
The struck down sun daydreams in your muscles
Fawns are serene in the meadows of your words
After you the locust-trees are in blossom

Maiden, your body is the sea and within your stature
A small doe from some faraway regions breathes
Something of your footsteps is in the sand

Something of your restlessness is in the wave
And now, my little one, you suddenly want to be
As ripe as tropical fruit, as ripe as an orange tree
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AEBOJYUIJA CKYII/bA CBOJA KOAEHA

,A,eBojliuLgol CKYiiba cBoja derd KoAeHd

ABa ipymeHa cBeiiA0OCiiY, gBe Kailbe HeNHOCHLU
L[Beitiose koju ce y Aaiiuye pasrancy

CmepHa, BoAU OHA MOje GAAHOBE HA WUMA.

Kps je moja usnece iipeg uygecHy csemA0Ci
AAu He oiliBapa uBpcilie KailiaHye »ydasHe
He iiomaxncy iny Hu tiopyuyu Hu UAGMUYYY

Koju ce ilase tioitiajHo y 3eHUuyama gyooKkum

beauna je wena pasaciupiia y aipuiy Miaga iieira
Huwitia Hucam Hay4uo og upsoi uoryiuya BUgum
Cawmo je irag docitiara sehia kpo3 ioguHe

Jytipo gouekyjemo y upasu u CBemAOCIHL Y gabUHU.
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THE MAIDEN DRAWS HER KNEES TOGETHER

T he maiden draws her white knees together

Two nuggets of brightness, two drops of tenderness
Flowers that break up into petals

Modestly, she loves the touch of my palms on them.

My blood brings her out into the miraculous light
But the firm padlocks of love do not open

Even the kisses and little flames that in secrecy
Burn deep down in her eyes are of no help

Her whiteness spreads through the April of her young body

I learned nothing from that first kiss and see

That the hunger grows greater with the years

As we await mornings arrival and the light in the distance.
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APATA

B UllKa, Ha UecKy WLOoUAO0L Aetlhd, AelU gpala
Hma otiBopere ouu 3airvypeHe y HedO
3aioHeitiHo OcMexHY A YYBa CBOJY UAjHY

Aohem, otipyum ce ilopeg rwe u yekam
Aa u 'y moje ouu yhe ilapue reilia
Yexam 4uiliasy seyHOCHL U BUULe

Hucam cpeham cpehna je moja gpaia
OHa ce cBa tpeitiBopu y vydas U
3aipyHe ce og cmexa HeodjaulbuBoi

Kag 3ameru 3aitaru ycHOM HOBO CyHUe
M aukum ia pykama cKuHe ¢ BUCUHA
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LADYLOVE

Willowy, on the warm summer sand, my ladylove lies
Her eyes open as her gaze penetrates the skies
Her secret protected by her enigmatic smile

I approach and stretch out beside her and wait
For a piece of summer to enter my eyes as well
And I wait a whole eternity and even longer

I have no luck but my ladylove is fortunate
All of her converts into lovemaking and
Inexplicable laughter sticks in her throat

If she desires she can light up a new sun with her lips
And with her slim arms bring it down from its heights
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3BE3AE HA Y3IANABADY

Ta Ppa3gBojeHoCil
Aeitoitia ioguna y ciipyKy
Towytiyu Koju wpajy

baega y umvexusarwy
Caeqgu oHa moj iioireg
M ayi pyky

3Ham iiaj HaioBewiiaj
Tajru 3Hax vydasu
Pamena ciuuchyiviux
Ouujy ucitog raiiuya
Ilpujatinu ciipax y iieay

beaa xao sogenu ysein
Toauko MAGGA U HEWHA
Hu y iiecmy He cmem

Aa je ysegem

Ociniajy camo HOMHU 10y iYU
M xacHe 38e3ge Ha Y3iraB.wy
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STARS ON THE PILLOW

That separateness
Beauty of years around the waist
Lasting kisses

Pale in expectation
She follows my gaze
And the routes of my hands

I know that sign

Secret gesture of love

Huddled shoulders

Eyes under petals

Body trembling with pleasant fear

White as a water lily

So young and tender

I can not even bring her
Into a poem

Only kisses of night remain
And late stars on the pillow
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AYVEbA AV XKEHA

ll[ U0 gywa HUCU, MUPUC HEH, OULUCAK CBEeWIHE
Boja koja 3asogu oxo u mucao sogu gareko

Toao meco ogenyitio y Mainry 4excrve, Wi

Bbokosu uciiog xavuHe y HadoOpuma Beinpa

Muwrvax, kaxo ga ilie HAUpPILam HeCuLBapHy
AO0K puuuL 0BpULUHOM MOpa u iyduuL ce
Aaneko y jegHoj mauku dere Lyiiu Kao iared
Bexwcao cam u3 camoi cede uyiiao u3 gyuie

N uciiucusao dojy imiBojux 3eHULA MUULDLY CBOjOM
Ogara3uo y Hetlo3HAO0 U UCIUPANUBAO MALO CPUE
Ayme ca moi citiora cAreguo OKOM iupai

PackowsHu 00AuK WiBOi itieAd KO pyMeH HweHe Kope
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A QUINCE OR A WOMAN

Why aren’t you a quince, its smell, mark of freshness
Color that seduces the eye and leads the mind astray
Bare flesh clothed in mist of desire, those

Hips under the dress in the folds of the wind

I wondered, how to draw you unreal

As you run across the surface of the sea to disappear
Far away into a point of white flesh like a seagull

I ripped myself away from my soul as I fled

And 1 spelled out the color of your iris in my thoughts

I went into the unknown to explore your little heart

I kept my eyes peeled on the quinces on my table

Their voluptuous form like the pink skin of your body
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/bYBEHA

Tu cu Aeiia, vydasu moja, rydasu
/byiikuja og csake vyiuKkociiu
Caspuienuja og caux 60iosa

Bainipe miBojux ycitia, »ydasu moja, »ydasu
H3siapajy me cBojom tiomamom
Y Haioctiu ieaa BOI U ipygu YKPYIULbUBUX

Ha tipesojuma iy iiera, pydasu moja, pydasu
Mely gorunama Builikux u gyiux Hoiy
IpygBuyy mpaka ygom pasioHum

A iy cu reiia, pydasu moja, pydasu

M wiBoja xaruHa, Koca iyciia, pyke, MUPUCU y ipasu
A iy cu Mu reiia, pydasu mMoja, pydasu
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LOVE SONG

Youare beautiful my love, my love
More charming than all other charms
More perfect than all the gods

The fires of your lips my love, my love
Inflame me with passion
Through the nakedness of your body and swelling breasts

The curves of your body my love, my love
In the valleys of your slender and long legs
My member disperses a lump of darkness

And you are beautiful my love, my love
So is your dress, your hair, your hands, and scents in the grass
And you are beautiful my love, my love
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MUP, MOPE, CAH

qac camohe. be3 miotir0i gaxa eHe.
Coda Hag mopem, kyliuyama iieHe.
Auuye Ha granoBuma, ogryiiaie 3eHe:
Cino, kmwuie, ja5y1<e, uipaiosu cexe.

Yac mumune. CaeiiAoCill ipegmeitie 3Aamu:
Lllyma, uiiuya, iiove, YCKOBUMLAAHE BAATLU
To gasHa je cAuka Kojy Mucao spaiiiu,

Ha tupenyitike wiitio ¢y 3HaAU Aeiiuie Cjaiiu.

ManeHo cpye ussujeHo y rvyodas, BUMKY MOCI
Caeirocitl yiluuiaHa Ha Maxose id UpcKa
Hemohny pyky 3apacinia ipax, wiaws, mpcKa.

Mup. Mwuyiiana u3 iiera Ayiia KoCid.
Hapacinia og dora vyduuacitia kyra:
3aiiareHo oko, gpxiniaj, oipydera uyia.
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CALM, SEA, DREAM

A lonesome moment without the warmth of a woman’s breath.
The room looks out on the sea and its cups of foam.

My face in the palms of my hands and eyes that roam:

The table, books, apples, shadows of a darker tone.

A moment of silence. Light covers objects with a golden hue:
Woods, birds, meadows, a flurry in the leaves of grass

A picture from bygone days that the mind cannot surpass,
A return to times that shined as bright as opal glass.

A small heart twisting in love, a narrow stepping-stone
Spasmodically spattered by the subdued light of day
The boggling hand is grown over with reeds, sedge, clay.

Calm. The bone ripped from the body drifts.
The purple tower of agony grows:
A fervent eye, tremors, sensations in rough throes.
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OIIOJHM I'PEX

,A, eBojuuya Me ipAu U pyou.
Oceham Kako joj ce ycHe iioile Ha MojuM,
U KAKo joj iheAo gpxXiiu
0g ciipaxa u yemrve.

Y muwunu
jous HegospuieHe AaHUHCKe Kyhe
mupuuie paro iiporehe
u weHe maare jadyuaciie ipygu.
Tlenywiajy ce seueprwe maire
u ocelia BAAWHOCT Kuuie
Y epoiUHHOM BA3gyX).

Omna ce iipoiiutbe Ha tipcille,
upuiiuja c8oja cilleiHa YBpCiio y3 MeHe,
Hameuwiiia o0Ae KYyKoBe,

CBOj 3a00.beHU TUPOYX...

Yyilaia c8oje HeloMUu4He 04U
Y MOJUM 3eHUUAMA
u vyou, vyou

Ciuaswam csoj uomiuc
ycHama
Ha rweH Bpaill U3BUjeH
JoK ollujeHa cpcuma dAegu Moja geBojuuya
U Kao Aediiupuya impeiepu Ha MeCculy
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THE INTOXICATING SIN

The girl hugs me and we kiss.
I can feel her lips melt into mine,
and her body tremble
with fear and desire.

In the silence
of the still unfinished alpine house
there is a smell of early spring
and of her small apple-like breasts.
Evening mists sparkle
and the humidity of rain
fills the erotic air.

She rears on her toes,

Her thighs tightly clinging to my body,
She adjusts her curvaceous hips,
her round belly. . .
her fixed expression dips
into my pupils
and kisses, kisses

I sign my name
with my lips
on her bent neck
while drunk from the thrill my girl grows pale
and flutters like a butterfly without action
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H olpeuury cMo
Kasa Mu
y jegHoM UipeHy CAACiuY u Bailipe
3aycimasrajyhu Haule gucare
Koje ogseja seiap.

Tloipeuuru cmo,

Ka3a Mu ¢ joul BeRum cihpaxom
OMPIHYBUY Cce U3 3aipvaja,
demehu HU3 UpoUIaHAK U
ogHocehu BAawHe Hovyiiye
HA MAGGOj KOWU.

Moje je ouu He ciiumcy.
88



We are sinning
she says to me
in a state of fire and desire
stopping our breaths
that go away with the wind.

We are sinning,
she said with even greater fright
and broke away from my embrace,
running down the clearing in the wood and
taking away wet kisses
on her youthful skin.

My eyes do not catch up with her.
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YCHE

y CHO BAAWHA, PYMEHA UYKOUWLUHO, BApo!
Ko tieayg mexa 3puws y noryiuyuma,
AOK couHa y 3pHYuUMa Boja Kps Uiamca.

Tu cu Mu itio 0K0B.we Koje 3apodvasa,

Yuja ce craciui y Me Clupoiousiiiasa, u

Camo Bepy y HewHocill Bpaha u upu4urbasa.
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LIPS

Moist lips, rose-red fissure, fire!
Like soft pollen you fertilize in kisses,
While your juicy blood cells burn.

You are the chain keeping me in bondage
The sweetness that plunges into me, turning

faith itself into make-believe and tenderness.
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TTOMYBAL]

Bmﬁpa KOJy WeAUM U3 MUPUCA U HEWHOCIU HeHe
M3 HajguBHuUje paHe Koja ce Y3 MeHe UPUBUja

Ha Bpxosuma tipcitiujy ko Ha iharacuma iieHe
Manra ce muwika Ha ycHama Ko pyMeH yBeill pa3Buja

Tpewmwa paciioryhena ila mexoha ta ciraimikoha
Kaxko je HeBuHO iio Auye y BeAUkoj Aeititboj Hohu
Aok pydum u y noryidyuma youpem cAaitika soha
Auuy maie Giiuye y weHUM ipyguma Ko y camohu

Cseilie kaxo cu Aeil Kag cMO Y WLOUAOM UODYULY
M oBa pexa u 080 gpBo u 08a usMuuLbeHa UMUYa
Y Basgyxy usnag pyky y pymuHaciuiom Heuyy

Aok itio iipaje 3ad0pasbamo Ha G0A U HeKU MeitiaK

/bydasu moja HeBUHOCTIIU 04Uy U HAABUX BUTLUYA
AKo Me BoAuuL He 3HAMO UObYUYY KPaj U UoHelaK
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THE KISS

The fire I seek in female fragrance and tender passion
From the most wondrous wound that clings to me
Moving on tiptoe like the crests of the waves on the ocean
A small floating light, red bloom of lips, comes to be

The halved cherry and its softness and its sweetness
How innocent her face in the great midsummer night
As I kiss her the kisses pick the sweet fruits of ripeness
Little birds within her breast flutter in their lonely flight

Oh how splendid this world when we warmly osculate
And this river and this tree and this bird of our imaginations play
The air above our hands and within our rosy palate

While kisses last our pains and fear of bullets will run amiss
Oh love, the innocence of your eyes and blonde
locks of hair say
If you love me there will never be an end or a beginning
to the kiss
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AO3PEBAIBE AEBOJYMIIE

Ula gesojuuya
owmtupux Kyuuya ipygu
HeWHa KyUaduya
BUgpa Koja ceye MOgpu ardac
4eA0 je Aelio go3peBad

lloHeKay y uecKy
PacuraMcaBaida
iopera
gokK cam joj »yduo
Kauu KoAeHa

HeMupaw deuse iared
weHux degapa
ByHUUA AMHOL MelyHOWja
wpdyx ca 3pHUUMA
CYHYeBOl Upaxa

Ilpuiujara me y3 ciupyk
UpouBeliaBaira Kao uBell Bulirbe
gok cam ocehao cAacii pacekiuHe

U UOMAMHY ULpY UieAd
ioHekaq je ioBopuia
JoYOHU Me
cBa ce oulBapaida
Kao Aetio MUpucuma
gasaia
UOMAAO Y3gUCAA
u uocae cseia
ociuajara gyio
aciuparHumM OHUMA
3airegaHa y Hedo
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THE MAIDEN COMES OF AGE

Lhat girl
pointed cup-shaped breasts
delicate swimmer
an otter cutting through the blue wave
has been coming of age all summer

sometimes she flared-up
in the sand
ablaze
while I kissed her
kneecaps

restless was the seagull
of her thighs
and the she-wolf of her groins
the belly with grains of
sunshine’s dust

she entwined me around her waist
blooming like the flower of the sour cherry
while I tasted the sweetness of the fissure
and the lust of the playing body
now and then saying
kiss me

She unfolds fully
like summer unfolds to smells
giving
and slightly sighing

andwhen all is done

for a long long time
her astral eyes
gaze at the sky 95



AEIIE ’KEHE

Neae wmeHe cy raimuye
Koje ce pacupckasajy
Kpo3 Haw musoiu

Caracili wuxoBux ycava
Kaga nwyde

U mipaiosu tiorvydaya
Ociniajy y Hama

,A,O/Lase U iporase

Owne

Aeiie Ilenenoiie

/byiike u HemHe

Ca 3aioHeiiHuM ocMecuma
Y yirosuma ycana

Ociniajy oAU Uoryiuyu y cpuy

U jegHo Waiyimaso ax
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PRETTY WOMEN

Pretty women are petals
That burst
Into our lives

The sweetness of their lips
When they kiss

And the traces of their kisses
Stay with us

2.

They come and go

They

The pretty Penelopes
Loving and graceful

With enigmatic smiles

In the corners of their lips

Warm scars in the heart remain

And a whispered ah
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y gyookum 3aiprajuma

Kao yseimiosu dpeckse
Oiusapane cy yseiline Mmupuce
XavuHa

Beuepuma xoje cy goiopesanre
N3a nac, vydasu, vydasu
Ilosreire Baraitiu

CBM Hauu Uopyuyu
Hucy gociniojuu gydune
Ouujy reiiux weHa
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I the deep embraces
Like peach blossoms
Unsealing the floral scents
From their dresses

The evenings that burned themselves out
Leave the blades of grass, my love,
Behind us

Al our kisses
Are not worthy of the depths
In pretty women’s eyes
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KEHA -TPCKA

H a jezepy je vyoux, a AUMUAG MU HA HAPCKY.
Csa tupeiiepura y cBOM cmexy

MAGgeHa4YKe HeWHOCULU.
3akiumwara Mu ce 'y vydas gox Cam joj omBapao
Mane pyxe u xorena. Tpamux UCHIUHY UX pequ

Y ouuma koje dexy ogcyinine, imlpamcux
Y Wi0j YUKOCIUYU
Hewinio og moje dygyhe khepu. bejax megau
Cse Buuie megam gox uciuujax
CAACIU UUUX UBEULHUX YCAHA
Bbejax gareko og cede garexo y woj camoj.

Ckugox joj xanruHy, yKasa ce iieio weHe-ipcke
Buaa je dera kao r0iou Ha jedepy. FbeHo Builiko iieno
Fbenu granosu Ha mom Auyy. Tlodujax ce cHaie

CBOje MYWKOCIAYU
OHa je upeiiepura y MOjuM oHUMA KAao MpcKa

Kao upcKa.
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REED-WOMAN

I ted her to the lake, and she resembled a reed.
All tremulous in her laughter of youthful charm
She pledged her love for me as I opened her
Little hands and knees.

Searching for the truth of her words.

In those dreamy eyes, in their gracefulness I tried to find

Something of my future daughter in them. I was thirsty

Ever more thirsty while I sucked the honey of her
flower lips

I was so aloof from myself and deep down into her.

I took off her dress, and before me was the body of
a reed-woman
As white as a water-lily on the lake. Her slim body
Her palms on my face. The force of my manliness
frightened me
As she trembled in my eyes like a reed like a reed
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TEAO ’KEHE

Texlo WeHe, 0g MAA0 0AKpA U HEWHOCIU, KAO UBeill
Koju tpsu iryiu yirega cyHue, 0HO Koje ce Hygu
/bydasu u ioguHama, rexu Ha iecky aBiycilia.
Koauxo cnaie u aetioiie y ihum AuHujama! Boaum

Te ceHe, iiaj HaileB pYUKOCIHLU CKPUBEH Y JYOUHAMA
Fbernux ouujy, ilaj clupyk Koju uma HeuLiio og
BUULKOCULU
Cpue y upoiirwy. Boaum itio itiero y cBojum pykama
2Keciioko og HaioHa u weve ga ce gaje. Boaum itie

IIpo3upne tipcinie, BUilike u Meke, Ha CBOM AULY, ULy

Aanrexy Hoh y Kocitipenu gox vyduuaciiu Urausi

CyitioHa KAU3U UpeKko MOPCKUX iaraca.
Beckonauma je

Moja irag tiocae cBakoi 3aiprvaja. Y 3aitioHuma
HEeHUX
Ouujy sugum ucitky irag, y eHum CillakAeHUM

pyguma
Oinkpusam 1excry a Ha YCHAMA Hery 34
UObYUUUMA.
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BODY OF A WOMAN

Body of a woman, touch of copper and gracefulness,
like a flower

When it sees the sun for the first time, offering itself

To love and time, lying in the sands of August

What strength and beauty in those lines! I love

Those shadows, that sweet melody hidden in the depths
Of her eyes, that waist with is stroke of slimness.

A rearing roe. I love that body in my arms

Fervent passion and a desire to surrender. I love

Those translucent fingers, slender and soft, on my face,

that
Remote night in Kostrena where the violet veil of
Twilight slides over the waves. Infinite is

My hunger after every embrace. In the coves of her
Eyes I see the same hunger, in her glassy breasts
I find desire and on her lips a lust to be kissed.
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KO TU JE YKPAO 3BE3AE U3 OYM]Y, AHA*

H YHUO ce gaH cBeiiAouily og 3Aailia
Ilasrehiu manro cyHye Ha AYKY BOi Bpailia

Ko miu je ykpao 38e3ge u3 ouujy, Ana

Ilpoysemasao Buiiku CIpyk gok cu iopera
Yekajyhu pyke iiaHa koia cu Borerd

Ko miu je ykpao 38e3ge u3 ouujy, Ana

Y yirosuma miBojux ycana camosaida Aeuoma
Yeitiaracana y yuny Hylewa cOKOBUMA HUBOTLA

Ko miu je ykpao 38e3ge u3 ouujy, Ana

Paciiramcasanre iiu ce ipygu Ha Ho4eMiKY gaHa
Kao doja napanye dexy 3pHya imisojux ycana

Ko miu je ykpao 38e3ge u3 ouujy, Ana

OgBsejaHu Beilipom yBeiiosy Kajcuje caehy
Ha tipeiud ciipyka ilomewsarnu mupucu y uporehy

Ko miu je ykpao 38e3ge u3 ouujy, Ana

* Ipagpuili u3 jegre deoipagcke yruye
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WHO STOLE THE STARS FROM YOUR EYES, ANNA

The day filled with golden light
Kindling a small sun on the crook of your neck

Who stole the stars from your eyes, Anna’

Your narrow waist flowered while you burned
Waiting for the hands of the Pan you loved

Who stole the stars from your eyes, Anna

Secluded beauty lived in the corners of your lips
Swelling in the act of offering the juices of life

Who stole the stars from your eyes, Anna

Your breasts flared up at the start of the day
The granules of your lips were the color of an orange

Who stole the stars from your eyes, Anna

Wind blown blossoms from the apricot tree alight
From the valley of your waist mixed fragrances of Spring

Who stole the stars from your eyes, Anna

1 A graffiti a street in Belgrade
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MAAAE BUTKE ’KEHE

M/wlge, BUIIKe eHe, C peKama 0eqapa ULy ULilaBux,
C imymHum ouuma, gyooKum uposarujama y Koje

uagamo,
C jesepuma koja OMUKPUBAMO UCILOG APEUABUYA...
Llitia he duiniu c wuma Kpo3 geceill ioguHa?

Ilporase one yruyama c ileAuMa iLilKUx CpHa,
Aesojuuye jows, u yrehy y Hawe iioirege uenrvbuBe.
Kao iogune oitisopene cy wuxose gyuie pacyseiliane,
AOK 3aHOCHO AeAyjajy KYKOBUMA 00AUM Y X0gY.

Kao taracu mopcku tipogpao je iporehe meko
Yiue ipygu, y itie ipauye koje ce dyge.
Poguine cyiipa gesojuuye, kaxemo, ga sac iregamo
Y wuma iipodyhene kao dere yBeitiose Ha BOGU.
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SLIM YOUNG WOMEN

Stim young women, with rivers of rustling thighs,
Sad-eyed, abysmal depths into which we fall,

The lakes that one discovers under eyelashes...
What will become of them after ten years?

They walk the streets with bodies as lithe as the roes
Still maidens even now, flying into our stares of desire.
Their budding souls are as open as the years theyve
reached,
While they seductively sway rounded hips in their stride.

Like sea waves penetrated by the softness of spring

Those breasts, those doves roused from their slumber.

Tomorrow, give birth to girls, we say, so that we may

See you reawaken in them like white flowers on the water.
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o4 MOJE APAT'E AOK ME VICIIPARA

,A paia Moja uma o4u Kao Kauu Kuuie y pymu
Aok me uciipaha Ha tpaiy Haulei goma

Ilog kpoBoM Hawux ioguHa uipa WAMHO CYyHYe
Y gamapuma Hawum cesajy mymwe o4aja

Ilpexo dpga rvyduuaciviux kKAu3u WOUAY CYULOH
H yrasu y mojy gpaiy Kao kpagrusay, MUPUCa
Apaia moja citiaBva Y80 HA WKObKY U HE

Yyje Huwitia camo ygap maraca MOpPCKUx

Ona mawe pykama Kao Aacilasuya He BUGUM
Buuie Huwitia aru vyoum gpaiy y 0Ko byiKo
U caytuum topke ioguHe 0gcyimiHOCAYU HYCULO
Y csum ciisapuma ocitiaje cpye HAuykAO
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THE EYES OF MY BELOVED AS SHE SEES ME OFF

M y beloved has eyes like raindrops in a rose

As she sees me off from the threshold of our home
A dark sun dances under the roof of our years
Lightnings of despair flash through our veins

A warm sunset oozes over the purple hills

And enters my beloved like a perfume thief

My beloved puts her ear to a shell and hears nothing
But the striking of sea waves

She waves her hands like a swallow waves its wings
I don’t see anything anymore but I kiss the dear eye
of my beloved
As I anticipate the bitter years of absence
Everything barren. Only a broken heart remains
109



UBAET HA TPCAT KYAY

1.

lU o je Aetlo Mope Y gabUuHu
Pexox, moja rvydasu,
Illino je cjaja Hag wum.

Ymupem nHohac 3anecerno
/bydehu ryk mBoi Bpaitia

Ko mogpu iipesoj Spewcyvaka
Ilog cHeiom.

Csuja Hoh Hawie Tipcilie
Y arxe tiporeha
Aok carbamo mourU gom.

2.

Il og Tpcaini Kyrom

Aewe vydasHuyu.

Hac gBoje ko gse iiumiune.
Aillpuar u yBeiiosu

Tuxy ceny dora, ipumehyjem,
I1reiny oxo mBojux ycana

U mnamke dope oko ouujy

Bykosu meceuuny pasHoce
Y menu,

Kao iio iopama pogHum.
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AN EXCURSION TO TRSAT CASTLE

1.

How beautiful the sea in the distance
Said I, my love,
How shines its surface.

This night I die enthralled
Kissing the arch of your neck
Like the blue in the
Snow-covered hills.

The night bends our fingers
Into rings of spring
As we dream of the warmth of home.

2.

At the foot of Trsat castle
Lovers lie.
Two silences, you and I.

April and flowers

A dormant shadow of sadness, I see,
Forming around your lips

And thin wrinkles around your eyes.

Wolves tear the moonlight to shreds
In me,
Like in my native mountains.
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CBaKuM CMO gaHoM Y cse Behiem dory,
Moja vydasu, otieili ce ietbeMo Ha KYAY
Ko gse iiuwmune

IIpeceuene cenxom meceya.

Llino je reito Mope y garwuHu,
Pexox, moja vydasu,

Lo je mogpuHe Hag wum
Beuepac.

Pey ce moja y rommioc pacyseiia
OH ce y vy UKOCIL IhBOI AUUA
Pawupu, sugum...
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With each day our sadness grows larger,
My love we climb up to the castle again
Like two silences

Cut in half by the shadow of the moon.

How beautiful the sea in the distance
Said I, my love,
How blue its surface tonight.

My words blossom into a lotus
Into the splendor of your face
The flower blooms, I see...
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MYBAB AEBOJYULIE

y JymHoj dawsitiu Meceya y KoM ipeuirbe yBeiiajy
Hemywinium jeduxom iosope iitiuye o0 uiBojoj
Aeloiiu

Ha nexnum citiadruma dpe3a UAaBOOKU gesayu
Owiitipum HoweBuMa ype3yjy uiBoje Aeiio ume
gesojuuye

U gox wiu y gorunu depem dere yBeitiose iipeusrve
Aewuws iregajyhu kaxo u3a jaceHosa goiase 00Aauu

Bojnuyu koju tipora3se iiopeg dawiitie iyHe Mupuca
Aygyjy 3a iiBojum ouuma u Mekom iuporeliHom
XAbUHOM

Y jymnoj dawmitiu meceya y koM iipeuirvbe yseiiajy
Boaum itie HewHO usa ciiadara cCAaillKa gesojuuiie
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A MAIDEN’S LOVE

I the southern garden of the moon where cherry
trees bloom
In their wordless tongue the birds chirp about your beauty

Blue-eyed boys with sharp knives
Carve your inspiring name into the tender bark of
birch trees

And as 1 pick white cherry flowers for you in the valley
You lie watching clouds gather behind the treetops
of the ash

The soldiers passing in front of the scented garden are
Infatuated with your eyes and your pliant spring dress

In the southern garden of the moon where cherry
trees bloom
I love you, sweet maiden, oh so tenderly behind the trees
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JKEHA Y MOAPOM

,A,aH je tipociiupao 8ogy iog reHa CIlouard
Ilo 3eaeHOM TiecKYy 110 HAOOPUMA CYUIOHA

OHa je demara us ycHyre gyouHe ¢ Kanbama
Ha xarunu mogpux HUiti 0KO AOMHA CHAPYKA

C Kukoitiom Koju ce pacyBeiiasao Ha YCHAMA
M mpBuyama cyHuya y Kkocu cjajem uiitho 3pu

HMsmuyanra ce mopy 3arasura y wuse oKyke
Yak u iiog Bogom Heu3Opucus mpai ociliajao

Tpuanra je mena y Mogpom 00ar0M 00AAOM
OH je Bukao: xogu MeHU, gesojuuye, xogu
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WOMAN IN BLUE

The day spreads the water under her feet
Over the green sand and folds of sunset

She flees from the dormant depth with drops
On her dress of purple threads around her fragile waist

With the giggle that flowered from her lips
And bits of sunshine that glowed in her hair

She slips out of the sea and oozes around vivid curves
Even under the water her indelible trace remains

The woman in blue runs along the beach the beach
from which
He shouts: come here, girl, come to me
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X itieo je ioryday Bpeo Kao ieyaill YilucHy iy
Ha iy ycny koja je hyitiara gan Hemux puda

Xitleo je pymeHy 38e3gy OKAYUILU O HeH CMeX
Mysuky de3 oiluparva ga cAywia u3 gyouHe

Cauexkaira ia cMepHO YMOPHA HA HaANY Y HOKAPY
Aela
Ige joj je cBykao mogpo rvyduo ycHe u KoAeHd

OHa ce 3aipiniara ClUUgoM CHlard ga upeuHaqyje
Beye
Y weioBo oko MeceuuHy Haia ga ogesa

AaH je tipociiupao mope iiog weHa Ciioiara
Ilo 3ereHom tiecKy y Hadopuma cyilloHa
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H. yearned to impress the seal of a hot kiss
Onto that lip that was mum on the day of dumb fish

He wanted to adorn her smile with a coral star
To unresisting listen to the music of the depths

Humbly exhausted she welcomes him on the beach
in summer heat

Where kissing her lips and knees he strips her of her
aquamarine

She pulls on her cloak of shame to remodel the
close of the day
And in his eyes disguise the moonlight with her robe
f nudity

The day spreads the water under her feet
Over the green sand and folds of sunset
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CBy my Hoh Aucitiao je weHa degpa og dapuityHa
Cay iy HOM OHa je ycHOM Haiura weiose Muuiuhe

CBa pacimiouena u dera odehasara my cuHose
Hcine, Ha weia, ogmepeHUM KOpakom HONHU caitin

Je3guiu iipeko itiepaca BuHoipaga dexmaxy KacHe
ITinuye gsa reila Upopura Aeliura ce 3a MAX0BUHY

CoiticitiBeHUM o4UMa HUCy Bugeiu iaredose y
3eHUYaAMda
Kag je jyiipo ywiro y pyke pekao je: Ja iie vydoum

AaH je ipociiupao Kailu iog weHa CULonara
Bbeckonauna y csojoj ogcyitiHocitiu oHa je carbaia
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3.

That whole night I leafed through her velvet thighs
That whole night her lips set his muscles on fire

All wet and white she promised him sons who would be
The same as he, well measured pace of hours in the night

Gliding over terraces of vineyards on this late flight
Two birds of pretty profile glued to the moss

The did not see the seagulls in the pupils of each
others eyes
When morning entered their arms he said: I love you

The day spreads droplets under her feet
Boundless in her absence she goes on dreaming
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AOAASNIT C MUPHCOM BH/DA

,AOA&ZSMLM.’ Y CHlOTaruMa iy Mupuc duva
Y KoareHuma KpyHUYUa pUubaHa pymeHa
Hedo iwiu y ouuma jaitio 38e3ga ipaiiuva
Mokpa iy xaruHa pa3dyKilasa pameHa

Kegan cam ymopan og gyie decanuuye

Moje ce muciu ogmapajy Ha yBeiky

Tede wyde uimuye iiede vyde dere KpyHUYE
Ja HecpehHu jereH yMpoO cam y gaBHOM Aeilly

Aorazuus: Ha mMojum heuw pykama ycHyimiu
Can je otiacHa iipeBapa caH je oAd UCHIUHA
Ja cam 3opa ja hy itiu Ha ycHamMa cBAHY AU

Ja cam itio Hemoiyhe ilecma Boga mpasa

Ha csemy ciiapa 3ereHKacitia nailuHa

Ja cam ciupaxcap iiBoi Haioi ilieAa gok ciasa
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YOU ARRIVE WITH THE SCENT OF HERBS

You arrive: the scent of herbs in your feet
Crown of the rose colored lily in your knees
The sky in your eyes is guide to a flock of stars
Your wet dress makes your shoulders flourish

I am thirsty and tired from the long insomnia

My thoughts find rest on a flower

You are kissed by birds and loved by coronas white
I, unfortunate stag, died in a bygone flight

You arrive: in my arms you will fall asleep
Sleep is a threatening deception sleep is a half-truth
I am the dawn and I bring the daylight to your lips

I am the impossible the poem the water the grass
The old green-like patina on everything around
I am the guardian of your naked body when it sleeps
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IIECMA KOJY IIMMCAX BATPOM YCAHA

H POCULaM CBOj gax o UiBOjoj KOWCU HeHO
Kao HeBug»UBO MAacitiuAo Kao byBeHa CA0BA
Yuiuckyjem iio iisom Bpauiy pequ Koje HUKo
Hehe ogionemminyitiu ycana npeiykiux og 00ia

Aosge, go ose wecitioke Baitipe koja u3duja
W3 mede ja cam gora3uo u ilagao Ha KoreHa
Topeo u ckaxao y jesepa ouujy imiBojux

Mely wikomke u pakose go iiajHux Kaiuja

Ilpa3sHua je gaHac moja gyuia cama Ha Kpajy

Aellda
Togume ce ykpyasajy Ha MOpcKoj 0daru u
Ogaa3se Ha Kpaj cBeitia Y3aayg OKYuaBam
Yenama naiiucaimiu Hajreiusy vyBeHy uecmy
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POEM WRITTEN WITH THE FIRE OF MY LIPS

Woman, I spill my breath over your skin

Like invisible ink like love letters

I print upon your neck words that nobody will ever
Be able to read from lips cracked with spleen

Up to here, to this hot fire that bursts

Out of you I would come and fall on my knees
Burning and diving into the lakes of your eyes
Among the shells and crabs up to the arcane gates

Today my soul is empty and alone at summer’s end

The years embark on the sea coast and

Sail away to the end of the world and in vain my

Efforts to write the most beautiful love song with my lips
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