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Biography
Lidija Dimkovska was born in 1971 in Skopje, Macedonia. She is a poet, novelist, essayist, and
translator. She studied Comparative Literature at the University of Skopje and took a PhD in
Romanian Literature at the University of Bucharest. She has worked as a lecturer of Macedonian
language and literature and as a lecturer of World Literature. Since 2001 she has been living in
Ljubljana. In 2009, she received the Hubert Burda literary prize for young East European poets
and, in 2012, she won the Tudor Arghezi international poetry prize in Romania. Her first book
Skriena Kamera (Hidden Camera) won the Writers’ Union of Macedonia award for the best prose
book of the year.

Backup Life received the Writers’ Union of Macedonia award for the best prose book of the year
and was also shortlisted for the Utrinski Vesnik award for the best novel of the year.

Synopsis

Backup Life is an original story about two Macedonian Siamese twins joined at the head, Srebra
and Zlata, and their struggle for individuality, privacy and a life of their own. The story is told
by Zlata and begins in 1984, in a June suburban afternoon in Skopje, and it ends on August 18,
2012, at the exact same location. The game the characters play is the same: Fortune Telling.
Later in the novel, their prophecies come true, but in a tragic fashion. In the beginning, Srebra
and Zlata get to play the game; in the end, it belongs to Zlata’s daughters, Marta and Marija, also
twins. The circle is complete, including 28 years of living, growing, suffering pain, and experi-
encing love and hate. There is also darkness due to death, the separation of conjoined twins,
and the break-up of joint Yugoslav republics and autonomous regions. Srebra is left on the
outside: the circle closes without her, for she ‘does not survive’. The novel takes in the death of a
child, the heavy burden of guilt, hatred, weddings and funerals, incest, murder, passport falsifi-
cation, a poverty of the soul disguised as social poverty, faith and God, holidays and traditions,
masturbation, family dysfunction to the nth degree, and acculturation. The novel is a personal,
political, and historical story about the time we live in and the people we identify with.
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1984.

Toa jyHcko momiaiHe Mpea HamaTta 3rpaja Ha nepudepujara
Ha Ckomje jac, Cpebpa u Po3e cu urpaBme eaHa cocema
HOBa Urpa: npeTcKkaxyBame Ha cygounara. Co Oemna kpena
Bp3 BXKEIITEHUOT OCTOH BO YIOJHHUIATA LITO BOJEIIE KOH
rapaxuTe Ha CTaHapUTe LpPTaBME KBaJApaTd M BO HUB
ro BIOMIIYBaBMe€ OpOjOT Ha TOAMHUTE KOra cakame Ja ce
omaxume. CUTYpHO My nIafaBMe B OYM Ha CEKOj MUHYBaY, a ce
YIITE ¥ Ha CTaHApUTE CeAHATH Ha OAJIKOHUTE UM 3aCTaHATU
Kpaj OTBOPEHUTE MPO30pPLH O 3rpajaTa IITO HE TMO3HAaBaa
MOIITHE 00pO: MMEHO, jac U cecTpa MU OeBMe OJM3HAUKH,
CHjaMCKH, CO CpacHaTH, CIIOCHU TJIaBH Kaj CICTIOOYHUIUTE,
BEJHAIIl HaJ MOETO JEBO M HEJ3UHOTO JeCHO yBO. TakBu
ce OeBMe pojuiie, 3a Halla HECpeKa, a 3a cpaM Ha HaIIUTE
ponutenu. WM nBeTe uMMaBME JONTH, T'YyCTH KOCTEHJIUBH
KOCH IITO HU IO 3aTCKpHBaa, WJIM OapeM Taka MUCIEBME,
MECTOTO Ha CpacHaTOCTa; Ha NpPB IOIJIE] HU3TJIeaBMe KaKo
Jla cMe KJIEKHATH CO JIONPEHU TJIaBU €Ha JI0 ApYyTa, a A0y
Tenara HU 0ea cnoOoaHM, 00NeYeH! BO JIeTHU (pycTaHUMBba
0e3 mpepaMKH, CO JIaCTUK HaJl TpajuTe, jac BO 3€JIEHO CO
CUTHH KOJITEHUKABU I[BETUUIHA, @ CECTPA MU BO I[PBEHO, CO
cuau u Oenu touknuyku. Cectpa mu, Cpebpa, a jac, 3nara,
Ha 12-ronMiiHa BO3pacT MOXXKEBME CaMO Jla C€ CpaMuMe
ol HamuTe MMHUKBa. Kako Moxe jaema, JeBOjuMmba, Na ce
Bukaatr CpebOpa u 3nata? U oHaka Beke obesexkaHM Jeua,
CO CpacHaTH TIJIaBH, HEHOpPMaJHU 3a OKoJmHaTa. Toa ce
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MMHbA 32 CTapu KEHU, 32 TETKU LITO YUCTAT MO BIIE30BUTE
HJIN 3a IMpOJaBadYKKW Ha KOMIIMPU MpEA MNCKapHUIaTa. Mawma
CeKoraim HE 3aMONluyBallleé CO apryMEHTH KOra MOBTOPHO
ke ce moOyHEeBME 3a UMHUBbATa: ,,[aKka cakaiie KymMoT, 3iara
no ceera 3nata Mernencka, a Cpebpa mo Hekoja cu Cpebpa
AmnocTtosnoBa mrto noryousia nasa 6era Bo Jlepun.“ ,,I'mymnas®,
Oerre cexorail HalMOT KOMEHTAp, €ACH O PETKHUTE IITO HU
Oemte 3aeaHuuku. O KpUITEBKAaTa HaBaMy KyMOT HHUKOTaIl
MOBEKe He CTAllHa BO HAIIMOT JIOM, KaKo Ja MpormagHa B3eMH.
[ToTouHo, 3amMuHan Ha mevanba BO ABCTpajvja U 3aCeKOTaIl
HC OTHHUINAJN O] HEroBaTa CBecCT. ,,37aTa Ha kiama, Cpedpa
0e3 pebpa“, HE 3a7eBaa nenara oA yiauiara u ocBeH Pose, a
noHekoram u bornan, HUKOj APYT W HE CHU UTpalle co Hac.
Ennu He ru nyuiraa poauTenuTe, 1a He UMaaT HOKE KollIMapH
aKo TpeKy JIeH CH urpaat co Hac, ,,HCHOPMaJIHUTE", a APYTH
camu Oeraa u ofJjaJieKy He raraa co KaMEHUYHMba U3BUKYBajKU
»pertapaupanu®. Pose Oemie eauHCTBEHATa INTO HEMAaIllle
TCIIKOTHUU CO HallaTta (1)1/131/1111(21 MaHa, )XMBECIIC Ha BTOPUOT
KaT BO HAIIMOT BJie3, Oellle eHa TOJUWHA IMOToJieMa O] Hac,
UMalle TycTa [pHa KajpaBa Koca u Oemie IpHoOMypHa, MaJKy
MOHUCKA, HO TMOLBPCTA, 3alITO MMa Jela MITO Ce KPEBKH,
YUHUII BETPOT KE TU IYBHE, CO TEHKH HO3€, OJIe]] TUK U CUTHH,
KOCTEHJIMBO-3€JIEHH 04YH, KaKO Hac, a UMa JIella IITO U3riienaar
MYCKYJECTO, 3[IpaBO, TEIIKH 32 HOCEHE B pale, cO IIBPCTHU
nnaHku, kako Po3ze. beme mMHOry pemutenHa U HEj3UHHOT
300p Oemie TOJKY LBPCT IITO CEKOTAIl CE CI0KYyBaBME CO
Hej3UHUTE Tpeaso3u. Taka Oemie u TOj IeH, Kora IpeaIoKu
Jla HaI[pTame KBaJpaTH, J1a ja BIUIIEME BO HUB BO3pacTa Ha
HalllaTa MocaKyBaHa Ma)kayka, HaJl KBaJApaToT /1a HAMUIIIEMe
0 TpHU NNOYECTHHU 6YKBI/I Ha HAIIUTEC CUMIIATUU — KaHAUAATU
3a Ma)kul, IOJI KBaJApaTOT Jla HamuIlieMe OpOoeBH O]l €eH 10
TPHU — KOJIKY JIella cakaMme J1a UMaMme, O JieBaTa cTpaHa Ja TH
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CTaBUME MOYeTHUTE OyKBU Ha TpUTE (PUHAHCUCKU COCTOjOU
Ha HaUIMTe Maku (cupomauieH, OoraT ¥ MHJIMOHED), a Ha
JlecHaTa CTpaHa Ha KBaJApaToT Jla HalKIIeMe MOYeTHU OyKBH
Ha TPHW T'paJiOBH BO KOM OM cakaye J1a KHBEeMe CO HAIIuTe
Maxxu. MojoT kBaapar u kBajapatroT Ha Cpebpa Oea Omnusy
eleH A0 Apyr, a Po3e ro Hampra CBOjOT MaJjKy MOHACTPaHA
on Hamwute. [lotoa ru nmpebpojyBaBMe HaNUIIAaHUTE 3HALU
TOYHO OHOJIKY MaTH KOJIKY IITO Oemie OpojoT BHHUIIAH BO
cpelMHaTa Ha KBaJpaTOT U I'M 3a0KPYy’KyBaBMe 3HALUTE IITO
HU ce maraa. Baka u3riiegaa meMuTe Ha HAIIMOT MTOCaKyBaH
OpadeH )KMBOT HEKOTalll BO MHHUHATA!

Fone
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«@’5

Po3ze cakamie ga ce oMaku o OCyM FOAMHM, IITO U OHAaKa U
ce YMHea MHOTY, Ha 21-roguirHa BO3pacT, UCTO KaKO MajKa
M, ¥ M ce IaJHa JeKa Ke ce OMakH co Hekoe mMomue Ha II,
Ja, KOJKY y0aBo IITO M C€ IMOrOAuM TOKMY CHMIIaTHjaTa
[Tanaut on KarepwHu Kaje MITO CEKOj jJyJdu ONEIIE CO
CEeMEjCTBOTO Ha OJIMOpP, BO HEKOja cTapa Kyka co amapTMaHHu
Onm3y 10 Kareapajiata Ha TpardeTo. Bo cocemHUOT ABOD
xuBeen [lananT, cMMIIaTHYHO MOMYE KO€ 3a BoJija Ha Poze
HAy4UJI0 HEKOJIKY MaKeJOHCKH 300pa JOBOJIHU 32 HHBHATa
CpaMeKJIMBa KOMYHHUKallMja CO MOrJIeau, KpPUEHKH U Kallewma
Bo MopeTo. O, ke OujemMe CUpOMAIIHH, U3BUKA, 3aIITO Taka
U 1 ce moroau, Aeka Ilanaut ke Ouae cupomarieH, U JeKa
Ke uMaaT eIHo JeTe, U Jeka ke kuseaT Bo ConyH, rpajgoT
mto [TaHauT ro cakas HajMHOTY Off C€ Ha CBETOT, 3aIlITO TAMY
Ce pOoIaMJI, KaKO HEJOHOCYEe, TaMy MY T'0 CIacujie >KUBOTOT
U 3aTOa CeKoja roJiHa CO POAUTENIUTE OU Ha MOKJIOHEHHE
Bo 1npkBata Cetru Jumutpuja, na My ce 3abmarogapu Ha
ceerenor. CaMo egHo nete, TaxkHO pede Pose, 3amrto cu
3aMuUCIyBalle Kora ke Ouae rojsieMa, CpekHa U OMa)keHa 3a
[Tanaut — oM MOJIH €O Jena, uiu 6apeM co ABe, KaKo IITO ce
Taa u cecTpa U, MorojieMa ojf Hea TPU TOJAUHH.
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Ha Cpe0Opa koja mocakyBaiie aa ce OMaxku Ha 23-ToquIliHa
BO3pacT M C€ MOroAu JAeKa Toa Ke Ouae HeKoe MoMdYe Ha
OykBata /[, mako TakBO HE MOCTOEIIe BO HEj3UHATA CBECT, TO
CTaBH OHAaKa, KOJIKY Jla UMa TPH MAIlKH UMUa, neka [| ke
oune Oorat, nexa ke umaat nse neua (bmase cu tu! , u3Buka
Po3e), u nexa ke xuBeat Bo rpaa Ha Jl. ,,Bo Jlongon!“ n3Bukas,
U O]l U3HEHAIYBakhETO MAJIKY ja MOBJICKOB U HEj3MHATA IaBa
co cBojara. ,,Kako Bo Jlongon? He Hu 3Haem kako usriema! 1
IJIyC € TOJKy falieky! Jac e cakam jaa »xuBeam Bo JIoH10H!
Kako ke >xuBeen1 Tamy ako He )kuBeaM u jac? Camo Ha cebe
mucnuim!“ Jla, ymire ol HajpaHUTE TOJUHH HMMaB YYBCTBO
neka CpeOpa cexoramr MUCJIM caMO Ha ceOe U JieKa BOOTIITO
HE U € TpUKa MITO UMaMe CPacHaTH TJaBH, IITO HE MOXKEME
Jla ’MaMe OJIBOCHM >KMBOTHU TYKY €lIeH 3aeIHHUYKH, KaKo Ja
CMe e/IHa JIMYHOCT BO JIBE MoJsiycrnoeHu teia. Ce mopaBMe Ja
paBHMeE 3a€IHO: Ja jaJieMe, Ja CIiueMe, 1a OJJuMe o HyX/1a,
Ha YUYUJIHIITE, HAJIBOP, BHATPE, cC. YIITE Kora 0eBMe Mallk U
HOKe Ke U ce MpuMOYKalle, Harjao ke ro oTdpenie jopraHoT
U Ke cpumamie ojJ KpeBEeTOT HITO 3Ha4M JeKa U MEHE K& Me
MOBJIEYEIlle KPajHO HEYYBCTBUTEIHO, K& Me pas3lyneuie on
COH HEOYEKYBAaHO U Ke Me IMOCTaBelle Ha HO3€, HaKO CC YIITE
O0eB BO HEKakBO OyHUJIO, Mel'y COHOT U jaBeTo. Tosky Oere
cuiHa 0Ooyikata BO JENOT Kaj MITO HU Oea CIOCHU TIaBUTE
IITO U3BUKYBaB of yxkac, a Cpebpa co cTucHatu 3a0u Beke
Tpyallle BJE€YEjKHM M€ KOH ToaleTroT. Tamy Kkora eaHara
cejele Ha Be-Ie IIKOJIKaTa, Apyrara Mopaiie UCTO Taka Jia
MOTKJICKHE U J]a CeJTHE, & HaJUeCTO J1a TPECHE BPp3 MJIaCTUYHATA
CHHA KOpma 3a OTMajoIld, KOja ja MOCTaByBaBME JIEBO HJIH
JIECHO O]l IIKOJIKaTa, BO 3aBHCHOCT KOja OJ Hac Kijeuelle
Bp3 IIKOJKaTa, a BO Koja He ce (piaime camo xapTjara 3a
Opuieme mTO He Oelie ToaJeTHA U MUPUCIHNBA, TYKy Oele
XapTHja 3a MalllMHA 32 MUITYBakhE MITO MajKa HU CKPUIITYM ja
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Hocellle o7 paboTa U MOTOA CEKOj JUCT I'0 KUHELIe HE YeTUPHU
Jiena, 3a Jia MOKeMe CO HHB Jla ce OpumiemMe 1o HyXJa, TYKy
U KYJHCKHMTE OTIIaJIO0I¥, OCTATOLMTE OJf XpaHaTa, U c¢ HITO
oeme cmeT. U jac wecTtonatu OB CypoBa, MOBJIEKYBajKu ja
HarJIo BO HEKOj MpaBel, HO O0eB CBECHa JeKa IJIaBUTE HU Ce
¢u3NYKU cpacHaTH, JieKa BO CEKOj MUT Tpeba J1a BHUMaBaMe
Ha OJTHECYBAH-ETO 32 Jla HE Ce MOBpeauMe, npej c€ GU3NIKH,
3a1ITO OO0JIKaTa BO CIEMNOOYHHUILIMTE Kaj IITO HU Oea cpacHaTu
rJ1aBuTe Oelle HeM3Ap KIMBa KOra HEHa/IeJHO Ke HallpaBeBMe
HEKOE HEeHajaBeHO JBHKeme. Cpebpa Oerie ucTo Taka CBECHa
JIeKa CMe JIBe BO €JTHO, HO caMo (PM3HUKH, KOra Ke ja 310001er1e
riiaBaTa, a ICHUXWYKH HE, TMpaBelie TOJeMHU IJIAaHOBH BO
KUBOTOT ¥ €JHOCTABHO HE I'M IOBP3yBalle CO MOUTE JKEJI0U
U HAlIUTE 3aeTHUYKH MOXHOCTHU. beme curypHa zneka eieH
JIeH, Kora ke OuieMe rojieMu 1 Kora ke iMaMe MHOT'y IapH, ke
MOXEME J1a IIaTUME 32 OTIepallija 3a 0J1BOJYBamkhE Ha CHjaMCKH
6nu3Hanu. Toaky MHOTY BepyBalle BO TOa IITO JYpH U CO
CIIOCHM TJIABH IIPaBeEIIe TUIAHOBH KAKO JIa CME BEKE OJIBOCHH.
Taka Oemre u Torami, co urpata Ha IPEeTCKaKyBambeTO, KOra
HaJMHPHO Ha CcBET MU peue: ,,CTOmAaTU CyM TH peKJia JeKa
cakaM Ja kuBeaM Bo JIOHJOH, a T HE CU I'0O CTaBUJA TYyKa,
eBe, Tu ce maaHana Oyksara C, curypno Ckorje, ama jac He
OoCTaHyBaM TyKa HM 3a xuBa riasa! Bo Jlonnon curypho ke
MOXKaT J1a HE 0/BOjaT, TaMy MMa TakBH Jiekapu“. Bo ouute
Beke MU ce cobupaa cons3u. HajcuiaHo mITO MOXEB cO JieBaTa
paka ja IITHIHAB 3a HEJ3MHHOT neceH JakoT. Cpebpa ja
U3BHIIM JieBaTa paka M MPEKy CONCTBEHATa IjaBa Me yApHU
HAjCUJTHO IITO MOXKEIIEe IO TiaBata. Twe Hej3uHH yIapH 1o
rJ1aBaTa IITo Me OoJiea o Lenu JeHoBU. MaMa eHaml u peye
»laKa ke ¥ To JyMHEeIl MO30KOT, IMa Ke Ce CIMKaMme IMocie®,
a TaTo, KaKO M CeKoraii, jaojaane: ,,M3eaunu HU3aeqHHU, T'O
n3enoBTe cBetoT. Mako rmaBuTe HM Oea cpacHAaTH U Toa
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IpeKy 3aeJHUYKa BeHa HU3 KOja HalllaTa KpB ce Mellalle
U BO MUTOBU Ha B0O30yJa, BOSHEMUPEHOCT U APYTH KpajHU
CUTYyallUH BO HALIMOT )KMBOT U JBETE YyBCTBYBaBME KaKoO J1a
HU Oue cpLEeTO BO CJIENOOYHMIIUTE, CENaK pa3MHUCIyBaBMe
MOMHAKY, 3Ha4M MO30I[MTE BHATpPE HE HU Oea cpacHaTH, IITO
HE 3HaM Janu Oemie cpekHa MJIM HECPEKHa OKOJHOCT Ha
HaIuoT kuBOT. 3aT0oa Cpebpa Kora ke Me yapelle 1o riaBara
cekorami u ke Mu rmpocackariie: ,,Hemoj ga cu 3ymnana goma!*
Ho, cera He ycnea fja pedye HUIITO, 3aILITO jac MOYHAB TOJKY
CHUTHO Ja miavam mto Po3e BegHamm ce HaBeHA HAJT HAC I MU
ru u30puiia ouute co paka. ,,Ej, 31ata, HemMoj, BUIH KOJKY
y0aBo TH ce majHaJio, MaX TU ke Oujie MUJIMOHEDP U Ke uMate
€/IHO JIeTe, @ CO MUJIMOHHUTE CUTYPHO Ke HajleTe M JeKap Ja
BH 'l OZIBOU TJIaBUTE",
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Backup Life
Lidija Dimkovska

Translated from the Macedonian by Ljubica Arsovska and Peggy Reid

1984

That June afternoon in front of our block of flats on the out-
skirts of Skopje, Srebra, Roza and I played a completely new
game: fortune telling. On the hot concrete of the sloping drive-
way leading to the residents’ garages, we used white chalk to
draw squares then wrote in them the age at which we wanted
to get married. We must have been a sight for every passer-by,
and even more for the neighbours sitting on their balconies
or standing by the open windows of our block of flats, who
knew us very well: in fact my sister and I were twins, Siamese
twins, with heads joined at the temple, right above my left
and her right ear. We were born like that, to our misfortune
and the great shame of our parents. We both had long, thick
chestnut-brown hair that covered the place where we were
joined, or at least so we thought; at first sight it looked as if
we were squatting with our heads leaning together, and all
the way down our bodies were free, dressed in little summer
dresses with no shoulder straps but held up with elastic above
the breast, I in a green dress with little yellow flowers, and
my sister in a red one with blue and white dots. At the age of
twelve the only thing my sister, Sreba, and I, Zlata, could be
ashamed of was our names. How could anyone name their
children, girls, Srebra (Silver) and Zlata (Gold)? Children
already marked at that, by joined heads, and abnormal as far
as other people were concerned. These were names for old
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women, for stair-cleaners, or for the women selling potatoes
in front of the bakery. Mum used to silence us with arguments
when we came down on her about our names: “That’s how
your godfather wanted it, Zlata after Saint Zlata of Meglen,
and Srebra after a certain Srebra Apostolova who killed two
beys in Lerin.” “Stupid,” that was always our comment, one
of the few that were concerted. The godfather never set foot
in our house after the christening, it was as if the earth had
swallowed him up. In fact he had left for Australia to earn
a living and wrote us off his consciousness for ever. “Zlata
in the gutter, Srebra no vertebra,” the children teased us in
the street, and apart from Roza, and sometimes Bogdan, no
one else ever played with us. Some weren’t allowed to by their
parents, so that they wouldn’t have nightmares from playing
with us, the “abnormal”, during the day, and others fled us of
their own free will and threw pebbles at us from a distance,
shouting “retards”. Roza was the only one who had no problem
with our physical impairment; she lived on the second floor
of our block of flats, a year older than us, with thick curly
black hair and a darkish face, a little on the short side, but
sturdy, for there are children that are delicate, you’d think the
wind would blow them away, with thin legs, pale faces and
small chestnut brown-green eyes, like us, and there are chil-
dren that look full of muscle, healthy, heavy to carry in the
arms, with firm hands, like Roza. She was very strong-willed
and her word was so firm that we always agreed to her sug-
gestions. That day too, when she suggested we drew squares,
write the age we wanted to get married at in them, then the
initials of the names of three boys we fancied - candidates
for husbands — above the squares, then under the squares
the numbers one to three: how many children we’d have, on
the left the initial letters of three financial statuses for our
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husbands (poor, rich and millionaire) and on the right the
first letters of three cities where we would like to live with our
husbands. My square and Srebra’s were close to each other,
and Roza drew hers a little further away. Then we counted the
signs we’d written exactly as many times as the number we’d
written in the centre of our squares and circled the letters and
numbers we’d arrived at by this counting. This is what the
graphics of the married lives we wished for ourselves at some
future time looked like:

Po% ¢ (Roza)
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Mebra)

«@’5

Roza wanted to marry in eight years, which seemed a long
time to her, at the age of 21, like her mother, and it fell out
that she would marry a boy whose name began with P, yes,
it was so nice, she’d got Panait from Katerini where she went
with her family every summer for the holiday, staying in some
old house with apartments to let near the cathedral. In the
house with the garden next door lived Panait, a nice boy who
had learned a few Macedonian words for love of Roza, enough
for their shy communication with glances, hide and seek, and
swimming in the sea. “Oh, we shall be poor!” she exclaimed,
because that was what the counting showed, that Panait would
be poor, that they would have one child, and that they would
live in Salonika, the city Panait loved more than any other
in the world because he had been born there, a premature
baby, and they saved his life there and that was why once a
year he and his parents went on a pilgrimage to the Church
of St. Demetrius, to thank the saint. “Only one child,” Roza
said sadly, because she’d been imagining that one day when
she was grown up and happily married to Panait she’d have a
house full of children, or at least two, like her and her sister,
three years her senior.
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To Srebra, who wished to get married at the age of 23, it fell
out that she would marry a boy whose name began with a D,
although no such name existed in her mind, she’d scribbled
it off the top of her head so as to have three boys’ names, that
D would be rich and that they’d have two children (“Good
for you!” Roza exclaimed) and that they’d live in a city with
a name beginning with L. “In London!” I cried out, and over-
come with surprise I pulled a little at her head with mine.
“Why in London? You don’t even know what it looks like!
And besides, it’s so far away! I don’t want to live in London!
How will you live there if I don’t too? Youre only thinking of
yourself!” Yes, even in childhood I had the feeling that Srebra
always thought only of herself and that she couldn’t care less
that we were joined at the head, that we couldn’t possibly
have separate lives but a single one shared, as if we were one
person in two semi-joined bodies. We had to do everything
together: eat, sleep, go to the toilet, to school, out, in, every-
thing. Even when we were little if she felt like peeing at night,
she used to throw off the quilt and jump out of bed, which
meant she would tug at me extremely inconsiderately, she’d
wake me up unexpectedly from my dreams and have me get
to my feet although I was still in a sort of torpor, between
dream and reality. The pain in the area where we were joined
was so severe that I screamed with horror, while Srebra, teeth
clenched, was already running to the toilet dragging me with
her. And there, when one of us sat on the toilet bowl, the other
had to bend her knees to sit, most often hitting her bottom, on
the blue plastic waste bin that we moved to the left or the right
of the toilet bowl depending on which of us was sitting on the
bowl, the bin where we threw away not only the paper, which
was not scented toilet paper but type-writer paper my mother
had filched from her office and then torn every piece into
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four so that we could wipe ourselves after relieving ourselves,
but also the kitchen waste, leftovers, and anything that was
rubbish. I was sometimes cruel too, pulling her suddenly in
an unexpected direction, but I was aware that our heads were
physically conjoined, that we should be careful in our move-
ments every minute so as not to hurt ourselves, most of all
physically, because the pain in the temples where our heads
were joined was unbearable when one of us made a sudden
unannounced movement. Srebra was also aware that we were
two in one, but only physically, when her head started to ache,
but mentally she was not, and she used to make great plans
for her life which she simply didn’t relate to my wishes and
our shared capacities. She was sure that one day, when we
were grown up and had a lot of money, we’d be able to pay for
surgery to separate Siamese twins. She believed it so intensely
that even when our heads were still conjoined she was making
plans as if we’d already been separated. It was like that then
too, with the fortune-telling game, when she said to me in an
absolutely calm voice: “I've told you a hundred times that I
want to live in London, and you haven’t written it here, look,
what you got is the letter S, it must be Skopje, but I'm not
staying here, not for anything in the world! In London they’re
sure to be able to separate us, there are doctors like that there.”
My eyes were already filling with tears. I pinched her as hard
as I could on her right elbow with my left hand. Srebra raised
her left arm over her head and hit me on the head as hard as
she could. Those blows on the head she used to give me hurt
for days. Mum once said to her: “If you go on like this, one
day you’ll make a hole in her brain, and I don’t dare think
what will happen to us then!” And Dad, as always, added:
“Voracious beings, you've eaten up the world!” Although our
heads were not only joined but shared a vein at that, where
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our blood mixed so that in moments of excitement, anxiety
or other extreme situations in our life we both felt as if our
hearts were beating in our temples, we nevertheless thought
differently, which meant that our brains were not conjoined
and I still don’t know if that was a fortunate or unfortunate
circumstance in our lives. It was why whenever Srebra hit me
on the head she hissed at me: “Don’t you dare tell about this
at home!” But this time she didn’t manage to say anything
because I started to cry so desperately that Roza immediately
bent over us and wiped my tears away with her hand. “Come
on Zlata, don’t, see how nicely it’s all turned out for you, your
husband will be a millionaire and youre going to have one
child, and with all those millions you’re sure to find a doctor
to separate your heads.”
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