EUROPEAN UNION
PRIZE FOR LITERATURE

Nenad Joldeski

Former Yugoslav Republic of Mac

Cekoj co ceoemo e3zepo (2012)

Each with their own Lake

Publishing House Templum

© Martin Kuculovski

Biography
Nenad Joldeski was born in 1986 in Struga, Macedonia. In 2010, he graduated at the Faculty
of Economics in Skopje. In 2013, he received a master’s degree in comparative literature on
the subject of ‘Intertextual Irony in Modern and Postmodern Short Stories." He is a writer and
author of two collections of short stories. His debut, The Silence of Enhalon, written in Macedo-
nian dialect and slang, received the Novite Award from the publishing house Templum in 2009.
His second book, Each with their own Lake, was published by Templum in 2012. He is also an
editor of a collection of short stories dedicated to the Russian emigrant Dr Nikolai Nezlobinski
titled Nikolaj (Fiction. Water. Truth).

As a part of the art group Wezdensky, he adapted several screenplays for amateur theatrical
performances. He is also a co-founder and one of the organisers of a festival for culture called
DRIMON.

He was also a member of several teams that published online journals for literature, and for
three years he was part of the team that was in charge of organising the prominent interna-
tional poetry festival, Struga Poetry Evenings.

Synopsis

Each with their own Lake is a short story collection composed of 14 stories that oscillate themati-
cally around the imperilled urban landscapes of the city, around grief and ageing, and love and
sadness, set by a restless inky lake.

The short story ‘Fire’ is an example of the instability of identity and the need to share the identity
of narratives and real events; where fiction brings balance to the disproportionate relationship
between truth and lies, and reality and fantasy. In this circle of stories we can also include the
short fictions ‘My Father, the Clock and the Short Story’ and ‘My Mother, the Flood and the Short Story'.
These are tense, dramatic, melancholic, and ironic stories in which the existential abyss and
the abyss of identity are compensated by the silent text of the writer, carefully retaining the
mystery by protecting the right of mystery as the right of creative freedom and the right of free
absence or existence.



Cekoj co coemo e3epo
Nenad Joldeski

HUKOIA] 1 MACTUIIABOTO E3EPO

5.

JIyTajkm HM3 NpasHUTe YIMIM, INOMMHAB IIOKpaj MY3€joT,
nopaHenrHara kyka Ha Huxonaj u Co¢uja Hesnobuncky, ucrara
OHaa KOja HEKOJIKy JieHa MM ja pacIylaMTyBalle QaHTasujaTa.
[Tomucnus fma Bre3aM BHATpe, HO BparaTa Oellle 3aTBOpEHa,
IIa HaMeCTO TOa, ' OOMKONMMB OapakuTe ¥ XOTENOT KOj ce
M3IUTAllle 337 HUB U 13/1eroB Ha OperoT Ha [Ipum. CemHaB Ha
e/jHa K/IyTIa ¥ TU 3aTBOPUB o4nTe. PasmuciiyBaB 3a packasoT Koj
OeB pemn fa ro HanymaMm. Kako u cekorami, co oHaa JeTcka
HECTPIUIMBOCT IITO Te Tepa /la IO IPOYUTAIl KpajoT Ha KHUTaTa
0e3 BOOIIIITO /ja ja 3allOYHel, IIOMJC/IYBaB Ha HETOBUOT Kpaj.
Hemro emoTnBHO. Co OCcTpa Menofuja NITO 3aBpLIyBa BO €-MOJL.

CepeB co yacoBM Ha K1ynaTa IIOKpaj Be4HuoT [Ipum u mocakas
ma OupaMm jaryma. [la maTyBaMm miajafHMIM KujaoMmeTpu 6e3
HUKOj J1a Me 3a0e/IeXx11, Kora HeKajie ToMery >kenbara U 3BYKOT
Ha OpaHOBUTE IITO Ce O61Baa OFf KOPUTOTO, ICYE3HAB.
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6.

Yrpo e. Ce 6ymaM Bo 6GapakmTe HOKpaj MacTMIaBaTa peka.
Jyror saMpsHyBa ce Haokony. Hus orBopeHnoT nposopern Ha
Majata coba Bierysa najeH Bo3gyx. Hukomaj ce 6yau cam Bo
cBOjoT ene3eH KpeBeT. Coduja ja HeMa 1 caMO MHIEKCOT Ha
HEj3MHOTO Te/I0 BTUCHAT BO 0eNIMOT MCIpeIieTeH dapuad
JIOKa)kKyBa fieKa Omra Tyka, mokpaj Hero. CTapuoT 4acOBHUK
Ha MacMyKaTa mokaxysa 8. Ce mpamryBalie Kage 6 Moxerna
na 6uye. Bo cToMakoT 4yBCTByBa MauHMHA.

Hus nposopenor riefja BoO HaKpMBeHATa Orpaja IOKpPaj peKaTa.
Ja rnena u Hea KaKo 3jaria Bo pekaTa. Bofiata i1cTacyBa o HO3e.

»11To e co Tebe”, moMucIyBa JOKTOPOT BO cebe. ,,1IITo mpaBumr
TaMy, KyTpu4Ka TI.”

[ToToa ro 3amuciyBa Bo cebe Hej3MHMOT IIac.

»CakaM Hasaz, Hukomnaj. OBne BpemeTo noBeke 6onn! IToBeke
Ol C¢ Ha CBETOB. 3eMjaBa, 3eMjaBa TyKa I1eKOJTHO IIOTCeTyBa Ha
HalllaTa, pyckara.”

»~Codunja... Coduja... 3Haem geka HeMa Ha3aJ , i Bpaka TOj BO
cebe. ,Ilapor nmagHa, Pycuja e ogamHa roroa. OBpe e fo6po.
Ajme npubepu ce. Hé yeka gonr meH. Camo bor 3Hae mto e
Hajno6po.”

Ce CE€IIHyBa I €€ CpaMI LITO CU 3aMICITyBa.

[Toroa ro ro 3abenexysa ¢goroanaparor. [o MecTyu, HuIaHN
Bo Coduja n ucrpenysa. Ennam. 3xae mexa ¢potorpadujara
Ke Oupie ycrielmrHa ¥ Kako IO 00M4Yaj CM 3aMUCTyBa Kako 6m
usrjenana Bo 6oja.

MacTtunabara peka

MoBTa Ha orpajara
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Coduja

Hejsunnort 3enen pycran
Pycara cBunena xoca

W xaxo no nmpasuo:

Cankr [leTepbypr

M Tljaturopck

Jyror na Pycuja

puoTo Mmope

Mupucor Ha BeTCTBOTO
3eenara Mama 6e3 TOIOHUMMU

Ce obnexyBa u n3nerysa HajBop. Taa He ce HOMpAHYBa Off
orpapara. PexkaTa 11 M1e Ho3eTe 3aIl/IMCKaHU BO Ka. ['o
110/1a3yBaaT MOPHULIM U CTYJEHU/IOTO 3alI0YHYBa la MY TI
3a¢haka Hozere. MacTuaBaTa peka ce Opanysa. [lajmannre ce
IperaByBaar. Tarata 1 BeTpOT My r'o Mp3HaT T€/IOTO U TOj
IIOBTOPHO T'l I'yOV BUCTMHCKNTE UMUBA.

MacTtunaBoTo e3epo
Macrtunabara peka
MacTtnnaBuot rpaj
Ce npubnmxysa go Codunja.
»11ITo e co Te6e? IllTo mpaBmuI Tyka?“, i1 Benn.
Taa ce BpTU 1 ce HaCMeBHYBa.

»Pekata. Pekara My 36opyBa... AX, UCTO KaKo fia cMe Kaj
Hac Hukomaj“, My Bemm 1 Kako fla TO HaceTMIa HEBPEMeETO,
ro mperpHysa. My 36o0pyBa 3a HeTCTBOTO, 3a KOIWJTE Ha
ITjaruropck n HaepHam ce ce cMupysa. Tarara Ha Hukonaj ja
BnyBaar uciranmeHure oun Ha Coduja Hesnobuncka. Taa ce
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cMee, a jyroT ja Bpaka TormHara. He6oTo ce uncrn.
Hukonaj ja 6akHyBa.

»Ke nsrpagam mysej“, u' Bennu ,,Ke ru noka>kam nenmkanute
Ha CBETOT", a TIOTeM HEXXHO ja IIOB/IeKyBa KOH cebe U ja Bpaka
BO cobaTa.

['mepam Kako ce MpuOMVDKYBaaT ¥ HaeJHAII ce IPMCeTyBaM Ha
cpenbara co lIBeTkoBcky. TpyaM KOH HeropaTa KaHIle/napuja.
HapBop mouynysa fa BpHe. CTapuor rpaj 6aBHO ce TOIN IIpef
MONTE OUN.

%%

Kannenapnjara Ha I|BeTkOBCKM belite mpeHaTpyaHa co KHUTY
u xapTun. Ha ceBepHuor sup Buceme noprperor Ha Coduja,
MICTUOT OHOj TO JlypaloBCKM IO CIIOMEHYBallle BO PacKasor.
Ce mpamyBaB fany 3aJ IOPTPETOT HABUCTUHA ITOCTOM JIPYT,
HO caMoO IITO CaKaB HAJyJHMYABO U JBYOOIUTHO Aa mobapam
JI03BOJIa 3a Jja IIPOBepaM, KaKo Off OyHap ce C/IyIIHA TUBKMOT
u 6aBeH BOKaJ/l HA MOjOT COTOBOPHUK:

»1ITo moTo4YHO Te MHTepecupa?“

He 3HaM 30mTO, HO My Ka)kaB JjeKa BeKe MMIIyBaM
packa3 3a Hes3moOuHCKM M JieKa CeKOj HOB HOJATOK O6UM MU
nocnyxut Toa e cé. Me ucnyna 1 3aloyHa Ja 't pefyi OHMe
nHOpManM KOU IITO BeKe MU Oea IIO3HATHU, CO HEKOIKY
UCKIy4doLM: IPBMOT — JleKa BO MY3€jOT ce HaoraaT IIOBeKe
on 100 poxymeHTapHu dororpadum HampaBeHU Off CaMUOT
Hukomnmaj; BTOpMOT - feKa HeroBaTa OCTaBLITVMHA, OTKAaKO
611a IpeMecTeHa BO IPOCTOPUNTE Ha BOJOCTOIIAHCTBO, Outa
pacdprana u it ce u3rybmia Tparata; Tpetnot — HesnobuHckn
HOYMHA Off CpLeB ypaap Bo Maj 1942 ropmua, a Codwnuja ro
Ha/pkyBeana 15 roguHu u paboTena Kako mpodecopka IO
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pycky, ¢paHIycku ¥ Mysuka BO IMMHasujata Bo Crpyra.
IToxpaj Toa, Me U3BeCTHU JieKa MY3€jOoT BeKe MOIrOTBYBa HOBA
MoHorpaguja — CIlelijaJHoO IOCBeTeHa Ha JIOKTOPOT I JieKa Ke
ja u3gajie IO IOBOJ OAMIIHMHATA Ha HEroBaTa CMpPT, KaKo U
TOA JleKa JJOKOJIKY cakaM MO>Ke Jia OupaM ypefHMK Ha 30upKa
packasy Bo Koja MysejoT 61 ro o6jaBu MOjOT packas, 3aejHO
co OHOj Ha [lypalloBCKM ¥ HEKOJIKY ApPyru. Mu Gemre decT fja
npudaram. ITokpaj Toa, cakalle fa ja 3Hae COfp>KMHATa Ha
MOjOT pacKas. PekoB ,,HEIITO OKOJY TaraTa’ ¥, MCIUIAIIEH JeKa
Ke pa3soTKpue fleKa packa3oT BOOIIITO ¥ He € 3aIl04YHaT, I'o
cnoMeHaB Jlanumo Kumr.

@OuknyjaTa 3alI0YHYBa OHAMY JleKa Kafie
UCTOpMjaTa CTaHyBa MaI/lINBa...

[Toroa ce cmymruBMe BO My3€joT. Mwu rum mokaxa
doTorpaduuTe, a co HUB U egHA 3e/ieHa Mana Ha MakefjoHMja
Kako gen op KpancTBoTo CXC - CONCTBEHOCT Ha CaMMOT
Hesno6buncku. Ha manara ja Hemame Crpyra. ITomnnHaBme
HeKoe BpeMe pasrliefyBajku ru ¢ororpadumure, a IMoTOa
ja BpaTuMBMe OCTaBLITMHATa HasaJ M ce M3TyOMBMe HMU3
CTaKJTapHULNTE CO IpeapyupaHy )XMBOTHI. 3aCTaHaBMe ITpef
IBOI/IABOTO TeEJIE.

»Kaxxy Mu“, mu peue, ,kako ro nuurysam packasot? Illto ce
Mopa Jja U3MMUCINII?

T'o regaB Hekoe BpeMe 6e3 ja My OATOBOPAM.

»OBOj mmaT He myiyBaM. [ToBeke Ou ce peksIo eka 3aIyIIyBaM.
CgezfouyaM, My OITOBOPYUB BO HEKAKOB IOYETHNYKM 3aHEC.

Me rnefaie 3a4yjeHo, a IIOTOA Ce HACMEBHA U IIPOJOJLKY
I71ela BO TeJIEIIKUOT JaHYC.

6 The European Union Prize for Literature 2016



Nenad Joldeski

M pBajoara Momumme. TummHata ro Imapa IIPOCTOPOT U
BpeMerto. ITofony, Ha HEKONIKy MeTpu of Hac, Hukoraj riefa Bo
IpenapypaHuTe XMBOTHU Ha IPBMOT IPUPONO-HAYYEH MY3ej
BOo MakenoHuja. Herosure copaboTHNIu Tpeba ga IpUCTUTHAT
cekoj Mur. ['71efia BO IeIMKaHNUTE, BO HUBHUTE CKAMEHETY 04N
U HaeflHAII ro ob63eMa CTyAeHNUIO. ,IIITo mpaBaM co KyTpure
OTUIN, CM MUCTH, »,30ITO I'M yomsam?“ Caka [ja ja OTKaxke
u3noxobara, ga IpecraHe fia JIOBY, HO HAOpry ce cMupysa.
»HaykaTa, Haykara 3ac/ly>KyBa TakBa >KpTBa‘, cu Benu. Hus
IIPO30peLoT I7Iefia BO pekaTa. [IoBTOPHO e MacTu/IaBa.

Bo 6apakara Bierysa Co¢uja. O mpo3openoT naraaT COHUYeBI
3palm.

»Jojau®, 1 Benu, a Taa My ce NMpUOMVDKYBa M My IO MeCTHU
HIelnpoT. ,Kora gojposme 3a npsBnaT BO IpajioB, HAMUPNCAB
KaKo M3Iyefia cpekata. V ja BujjoB cobonara Bo KpuijaTa Ha
HeINKAHOT, M Hea, CpeKaTa, BO ro/IeMoTo 6efio e3epo. A cera,
UICTUOT TOj IeJIMKaH, clobofara, Mojata pajjocT, CTOM BO OBaa
BUTpUHA.”

»VIMa MHOTY Ile/IMKaHY Ha cBeToB. OBOj CUTYPHO He € T0j“, My
OfirOBapaa Taa HeyMeCHO, HO 3Hae JleKa 1 TOa € JJOBOJTHO 3a fla
MY ja 130puie TaraTa.

Hukonaj caka ia Ka)ke HEIITO, HO HEKOj BJIEryBa BO Oapakara.
Enmas Amsa
lanm Jypym

Cymo Takcum
Mune llyne
Pynmwes
Jlykun

The European Union Prize for Literature 2016 7



Cekoj co ceoemo e3epo

Maxkapos
u baponot bopuc.
Jlo MeHe 1IBETKOBCKM ja MpeKMHYBa TULIMHATA.

»3Haell, Kora XWTIep ja CpaMHMI JyrocinaBuja cO 3eMja,
CTPY>KaHM He JO3BO/INJIE Ja IIPOTIa/IHAT MY3€jeCKITE EKCIIOHATI
U BO CaHZaLlM I'M COKpUJIe BO OKOMHUTe Kyku. Cracume ce
MM BeIM M TPrHyBa KOH M37I€30T, Be/ejKU JeKa BeKe [JOIIHU
3a pyuek. ['o saknyum mysejor u msnreropme HagBop. OTKaKo
3aMIHA, 3a [TOC/IE/IeH I1aT ITOI7IefHaB HI3 IPO30PeLoT. A TaMy,
Pynmes r1ema BO IeIMKaHOT, I1a BO pAMEHUIIUTE Ha JOKTOPOT.
Kako fa caka ma oTpkpue jfanyu Mo>KeOu M TOj MMa Kpuija.
Hukornaj He o 3a6eexyBa 1 TUBKO MY BeJIM:

»lIpnjatene, Tecma pexonm feka dYoBek Mopa ja Oupe
CEeHTMMEHTa/leH KOH NTUIMTe 3apafiyl HUBHNUTe Kpuija. Benn
fleKa ¥ 4OBEKOT HEeKOTAll T'M MMaJjI, BUCTMHCKM U BUJIUBU!
Kpunjara ce ceé Bo )xuborot! Ho, Toa Me Maun, npujatene. IllTo
€ CO LIpHUTE Kpuija Ha XUTIep KOU ja mpeneTyBaar Espomna.
IITo e co Tue xpusnja, npujarene!?”

PynmweB cTou ckaMeHeT. 3Hae KOH ILTO LieIN JOKTOPOT.

»10a He ce BUCTMHCKM Kpwija“, My Beu, ,COHIIETO Ke T
CTOIN, HO HYU CaMIOT He 3Hae Jja/li BepyBa BO TOa.

A HaJBOp MOBTOPHO ce cTeMHyBa. Ce BpakaM BO CBOjOT JIOM.
IIpeniaBen of emMouuy, CefHaB fa IO NUIIYBaM BETEHMOT
packas. MojaTa HoBa rpazba.

Tpu HeycriemrHy 06UV Ia 3alI0OYHAM U 3aCIINBaM.
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7.

YTpoTo BO Hepenara, mpep fa ormaTyBaM Hasaj 3a Ckomje,
ro IIOCETVUB MOjOT IIpujaTen Off AeTCTBOTO, Iopan Pucrosckm.
CezneBMe BO HETOBOTO aTejie Kajie IITo Tpeballle ja MU IIOAapy
cmuka. Bo cobara Hekajie moMery ITaTHaTa 3abe/ie)kaBMe eJfHa
KOja M3IJIefiallle coceMa Heob61uHo. [opaH He ce ceKaBale Kora
ja HacIMKal CAMKaTa, HO IO CTMJIOT ce IJefjalle JieKa Toa €
HETOBO fe/o0. Pakomucor ro usgasame.

I pBajuara rnegaBMe co HeBepyBame. Ha Hea, efleH 4yoBek co
IIeIVp Ha IIaBaTa Cef) 3aBPTeH CO I'pl IOKpaj egHO e3epo.
['mefaB M 4yBCTBYBaB Kako 0aBHO ¥ HEIIOBPAaTHO TOHAM BO
TUIbATA HA BPEeMeTO.

Eseporo e MupHO M HaOKOmMy ce [I/eflaaT pPasroaeHuTe
nnaHyHU. BogaTa e mactunasa, majHa u nermnnsa. Op rope
MOXKAaT Jla ce BMJAT CEHKNUTEe Ha puONUTe IITO KAKO CEHKU
CTOjaT IoJ; MOBpUIMHATA.

MacTtunaBoTo e3epo (My ce YMHM Ha HEMIO3HATHOT, MaKO HE e
Taka) HeMa uMe. Kako H1Koj 1a He ro uMeHyBan jocera. Kako
HIUKOj la He HU mocakan. Kako ma e moBomHo camo Esepo.
Y6enen e Bo Toa. Bo cekaBameTo Aypy IOBUKYBa U e[jHa
3esleHa Mama. Ha mamaTa 3a6enexxyBa (1ako, TOBTOPHO I'PeIINn)
— €3epOTO HaBUCTMHA HEMA UMe.

VcroTo e u co MMeTO Ha peKaTa Koja 6era off roleMaTa e3epcka
MaCTM/IHUIIA MA/IKy IIOMCTOYHO OJf MECTO KaJie ITO cera CTOM.
Pexa. Pasnmuuna of cexoja gpyra mTo ja 3Hae. besumeno un
TUBKO CU ja CIIacyBa CONCTBEHATa MPMKa3Ha M IPCKO 0fi0uBa
fla ja MelIa co esepckaTa. VIsBupa off jy>kKHaTa ITaHMHA M HU3
Eeseporo ce cnymTa BO rpafioT BO CBET/IO 3€/IEHM HUjAHCHU.
Camo moHekorai, Kora He60To Ke ce 3aMpauy, peKkaTa KaKo
Jla ce COXKalyBa Ha TaraTa Ha €3epoTo, IOTEMHYBA, IIOCUHYBa
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1o 171ab0KO CMHMJIO ¥ 3aII0YHYBA Ja ce OpaHyBa IpenyuBajKu
ro KOPUTOTO U JlaBejKM ro rpafotT. VI xora e takBa nyrero
M Cce IUIallaT M ja IOYMTYBaaT yIITe IOBeKe. 3aTeKHATy Of
pasiyTeHaTa pekKa, 4yeKaaT 3aKJIy4eH} BO CBOUTE JJOMOBU U
ombMBaar fa ja BUJaT MacTVU/IaBa I IIOMEIIAHA. Ja MyLITaaT a
UCTedve, ja CU TU KaXke MaKIUTe, a ITIOTeM Kora 6ojaTa ¥ MUPOT
Ke ' ce BpaTaT, M ce BpaKaar U THe.

Ho To0j He e kako Tue nyre.

I'pajor, mak, koj Ha jyr e 3adpaTeH off MAaCTUIABOTO €3epO He My
e Tyl, HUTy Helo3Har. Peuncu ocyMHaeceT rofyHu Kako n1yTa
110 Hero. My ro 3Hae CeKoj CAaHTUMeTap, HETOB U Ha IVIAHVHNATE
HITO TO ONKpPy>XXyBaaT. Bo cekaBamweTo Ha Huxkonaj rpagor ce
yIITe MMa MMe, HO BO MMETO, Pa3MICIyBa TOj, Ma HELlITO IITO
ce IIpas3HM U ILITO 3aMUHYBa KAaKO OJ|BeaHO, Be[JHAIII LITOM Ke ce
usropopu rnacHo. Kako memara cymrnHa a 6era off Hero Hu3
HeBU/INB IpeMMH. Toj caka fa To M3BMKa MMETO Ha TPajioT, T1
OTBOpa YCHUTE, TU HAIIpera MUCIAUTE U CO ja3MKOT NPUTUCKA
Bp3 ponHute 3ab6u. Ho, camo mto ja marosapa mpsarta 6yKBa,
ce Kounu, a uMeTo My Oera of cekaBameTo. Kako yTexa 3a
3a00paBOT U 3a TaraTa Koja My ce IIVpPM IIO TEIOTO, IJIACHO
Besue: ,3aTyIHO € CeKoe NMOBUKYyBame . 3e/leHaTa Mala My To
KaXyBa 1ctoro. JlosonHo e ['pap.

Ho, Hajno6po ma mobpsam Aypu He UCYE3HANIO Ce.
I'nemajre.

Toj Mucnm u feka camMmoTr He NOCTOM. JleKka HeMa MMe HUTY
npesnme.

Esepoto e MypHO. TOrmmoT Majcku ieH 6aBHO ce Tacy i Ce TOTHI
CO THUIIMHATA Ha IPOJIETHATa HOK. 3ApBEeH, HEIOJBIDKEH CBET
Kako Oonect ru Hadaka ocymTe cTpaHM Ha cBetoT. Haj Hero
JIeBUTMpAAT MeJIKaHY, HO TUe CaMO HaBUYM ja IpeKpIIyBaaT
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sgpBeHocTa. I'm cnegu. HanmkyBaaT Ha mpenmapypaHy eKCIIOHATH
M KaKO CO KOHIIY 3alllieH) Ha He6OTO ce HMIIAaaT 6e3ryacHo,
HEKOOPAVHUPAHO U COCEMA BELITaYKI.

Haepnam noMuciyBa fieka ce Ke 3acTaHe
Toj
Bpemero
CseroT

[lomucnysa, HO HMIITO He 3acTaHyBa. Hamecro Toa, cmymia
UCTpeN KOj My Ce YMHM JeKa 3a MUT ja racy Be4HaTa jpaMbaza
Ha BpeMeTo. [lenkaHnTe McIIameHo 6eraat Ha CUTe CTPAHIL.
IIpocropor ce mpasuu. Ho, He e mcnmamen. He mucnu pexa
HeKoj 6u ro 3actpenan. V cocema e Bo mpaBo. Vcrpenot mro
ro ciayma foara of ¢oroamapar, a He Off OTHEHO opyKje. Toa
n ro nomucnysa. ®Poroamapar. IIpogomxkysa ma riema BO
esepoTo. Off MCTOK ce KpeBa IpamyHa. Baunrysa Bo B1opor of
HpaIIVHKM U TIOMUCTyBa Kako 6u nsrienana gpororpadujara.

beckpajna nnaxa

CHUTeH IecoK

Vicdpnenn Tpckn

3ampeTaHy CIOMEHU BO OeCKpaeH Xaoc
Heb6oTo, 6eno

CsernnHara cimaba, HO JOBOJIHA

Toj 1 HErOBMOT CTaMeH LIeMmup

Bo mucnute cera ja makyBa MajaTa 3ejlleHa Malla, a Haj| Hea ja
cTaBa 3aMuceHaTa ¢poTorpaduja Ha Koja CTOU HATIINC:

IpauuiuBa rajiepuja

[cé mTO CyM 3aKomasn co roguHuTe]
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T'o 3eMa Ky(epoT U CTaMeHNOT LIENNp ¥ 3aMUHYBA.
3amucnyBa
Baumysa
Ce 6yau

Betepor ce 3acunyBa. CrloMeHNTe KOM Ce Melllaa CO BUTE/IOT
Off TIpaIIMHa IITO Ce pasrpajyBa Bo rojieMara MacTuuaBa 6apa
3all0YHyBaar ja ro LIapaar JOTOrall HEIOABIDKHIOT cBeT. Of
JlajledHaTa ce Kpesa bypa.

HajuypmHOTO Off c€ € ITO HErOBOTO HEBpEME, Cera € U Ballle
HeBpeMe

Yurarenu

3anouyHyBa fa mara cuneH goxj. Cryna yekopu. Hekoj my ce
npubmvKyBa. Betepor ce 3acuiryBa 1 My ro HUIIA CTAMEHNOT
Iennp Ha r7aaBata. [o gommpaar Ha rp6oT. Bo mpekpiieHOTO
MacCTU/IaBOTO OIJIe[laio Ha €3epOTo ja I7Iefa KeHa CH.

Ce Bptu. Taa ro nperpuyBa u ro 6akHyBa Ha o6pa3oT. Exna
CoJ3a mara u ce Mella co IIPBUTe Kanku fox. He ce 3Hae unja.

Ha senmenara mamna Koja IIOBTOPHO MY Ce IIOjaByBa IIpeJi O4NTe
cera ce BpakaaT TOIOHMMMUTE.

Oxpupcko Esepo
Lipn Jlpum
Crpyra

I'nejaBMe BO cmmKaTa HEKOE BPEME, a IIOTEM ja 3€lOBMe CO Hac
u ce cnymTusMe fony. Ha I'opan My packaykas Jleka NNUITyBaM
packas 3a He3mo6uHCky 1 leka cmKara Me HOTCeTyBa Ha HeTo.

»Mucnuir fneka Ha cnukaBa e Heanmo6uncku?“, Me mpaiia.

»CUrypes cym.“, My pexos. ,,I'n, He Mycayms?
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»He 3Ham®, peue. ,He ce cekaBaM HajgoOpo, HO HeMa fia TU ja
llafaM Ha nofapok. Ke Mopam jia ja pasriegam.”

Ce cormacus M My KaXkaB JieKa Ke 3eMaM Jpyra C/IMKa, HO
CTIeTHMOT MaT.

I3nerosme Ha mporeTKa. E3epoTo 6/1eckaie Ha 3ajI1ICOHLIETO.
Hap Hac mpenerysaie jato raBpanu. Mu ce 4uHele fexa BO
HUBHUOT KPUK IO CIymaM u3rybeHoro Bpeme. OfekHyBaie
ol Bojara. Jlomeka raseBMe Bp3 TPCKUTe IO IITakaTa, ce
3aMJCIyBaB KakKo JIeTaM HaJ IIOBpLIMHATA Ha e3epoTo.
CnobopeH xako nTuua. o mpeneryBaB cekoj CaHTMMeTap Ha
BOJaTa M IOC/Ie HEKOJIKY 4acOBM, IIpeJi MOBTOPHO Jja 3HAM 3a
cebe cu, ce HajjOB BO aBTOMOOWM/IOT Ha OpaT MM Ha B/I€30T Ha
Ckormje. JleT Bo TeMHU1IA.
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8.

Bo nmonenenHuKoT cefieB Ipes MOHUTOPOT M 3aHECEHO CO MUHYTH
I7IeflaB BO 6e/aTa IOBPIIMHA Ha BUPTYENHUOT MUCT. benemkara
CO MMETO Ha JIOKTOPOT BHCellle 3ajielleHa BP3 MOHMUTOPOT.
CrpenkaTa BO TEKCT €AUTOPOT ce rybemie M IOjaByBalle
BO KpaTku uHTepBanyu. CakaB [ja 3all0YHaM CO PAaCKasoT U
IIOBTOPHO MIUC/IEB HA HETOBMUOT KPaj. [JaTyMOT BO I€CHMOT arosn
Ha KOMIIjyTepOT MOKa)KyBaule 14 Maj 1942 ropuna.

OpnagBOp pommpa TakKHa MeJOAMja Ha IMjaHO. YTPO e.
Huxkomnaj AnroHoBuu He3nmoOmHCKM Tiefa BO MacTHMIaBara
peka u moMmmciaysa Ha Pycuja. MpasoT Ha Tarara ce Hadaka
no paboBure Ha HeroBorTo cpue. CHer 6aBHO My I'M IOTHMU
koMopure. Hosere My ce mpemnaBeHM BO MacTUIOTO Ha
taraTa. Hayg HeroBara rimaBa Bo 6eCKpajHM IMPYyeTH ce KpeBaaT
iBa menukaHu. ,Cnobopa“, moMmcnysa, ,cmoboga“ u cpuerTo
My 3aMp3HyBa. [locegHnuTe TOHOBM Ha OCTpaTa Menojuja ce
penar 6aBHO, BO HEKaKBO OecKpajHO McyekyBamwe. Hukomaj
nara MpTOB BO pa3becHeTara peka. Menofujara 3aBpIiyBa BO
n-moi. ToHoT Tpae 15 roguum.
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Each with their own Lake
Nenad Joldeski

Translated from the Macedonian by Ljubica Arsovska

NIKOLAI AND THE INKY LAKE

Wandering the empty streets, I found myself in front of the
museum, once the home of Nikolai and Sophia Nezlobinski
the same house that had been exciting my imagination for
several days. It occurred to me that I might go in, but the door
was locked so I went around the single storey, once wooden,
buildings and the hotel rising behind them and found myself
on the bank of the River Drim. I sat down on a bench and
closed my eyes. My thoughts were on the story I had decided
to write. As always, with that childish impatience that makes
you read the end of the book before the beginning, I was
thinking about its end. Something emotional. With a sharp
melody closing in E-minor.

I sat for hours on that bench by the eternal Drim and at
one moment wished I was an eel. To travel for thousands of
miles unnoticed by anyone, and then, somewhere between
the wish and the sound of the waves bouncing off the river
bed, I vanished.
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6.

It’s morning. I wake up in the single storey wooden building
by the inky river. The south wind freezes everything around.
Cold air rushes in through the open window of the small room.
Nikolai wakes up alone in his iron bed. Sophia is nowhere to be
seen and only the imprint of her body impressed on the white
crumpled sheets proves that she was there next to him. The old
clock on the small table shows 8am. He wondered where she
could be. A queasy feeling stirred in the pit of his stomach.

He stares through the window at the crooked low plank fence
at the edge of the river bank. He sees her too, on the other side
of the fence, staring at the river. The water reaches her feet.

“What’s going on with you,” the doctor wonders. “What are
you doing there, poor thing.”

Then he imagines hearing her voice.

“I want to go back, Nikolai. Time hurts more here! More than
anything in the world. This country, this very soil painfully
resembles our country, the Russian soil.”

“Sophia... Sophia... you know there’s no going back,” he
answers her in his mind. “The Tsar fell from power, and Russia
has been done away with long ago. It’s good here. Come on,
pull yourself together. There’s a long day ahead of us. Only
God knows what’s best.”

He flinches and is embarrassed by his flight of fancy.

Then he sees the camera. He sets it, aims it at Sophia and
shoots. Once. He knows the photo will be good and, as usual,
imagines what it would look like in colour.

The inky river

The moss on the fence
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Sophia

Her green dress

Her silky blond hair

And as a rule:

Sankt Petersburg

And Pyatigorsk

The South of Russia

The Black Sea

The smell of childhood

The green map without toponyms

He dresses quickly and goes out. She hasn’t moved from the
fence. The river washes her feet splashed with mud. Shivers
run down his spine and the cold begins to grab his feet. The
inky river is rushing in high waves. The water runs over the
eel-trapping weirs. Sadness and wind chill his body and he
loses the actual names again.

The inky lake
The inky river
The inky town
He joins Sophia.
“What’s the matter with you? What are you doing here?” he
asks her.

She turns to him and smiles.

“The river. The river speaks to me... Ah, Nikolai, it’s just
as if we were back home,” she says, and as if feeling the
tempest approach, she puts her arms around him. She talks
to him about childhood, about the horses of Pyatigorsk, and
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suddenly everything subsides. Nikolai’s sadness is absorbed
into Sophia Nezlobinska’s frightened eyes. She laughs, and
the south sends the warmth back. The sky is clearing up.

Nikolai kisses her.

“I’ll build a museum,” he tells her. “I’ll exhibit these pelicans
to the world,” and then he draws her gently closer to him and
takes her back to their quarters.

I watch them approach and suddenly remember the meeting
with Cvetkovski. I run to his office. Outside it’s beginning to
rain. The old town slowly melts before my eyes.

%%

Cvetkovski’s office was stuffed with books and papers. A por-
trait of Sophia was hung on the south wall, the same por-
trait Duracovski mentioned in his story. I wondered if there’s
really another portrait behind this one, but just as I was about
to ask, absurdly and inquisitively, for a permission to check
it, the low and slow voice of my collocutor was heard as if
coming from a well:

“What precisely do you want to know?”

I don’t know why, but I told him that I was already writing a
story about Nezlobinski and that any new information would
be useful. That’s all. He heard me out and then started recount-
ing facts already known to me, with a few exceptions: the first
— that there were more than 100 documentary photographs in
the museum, taken by Nikolai himself; the second - that his
effects had been moved to the Water Resources Management,
where they got scattered and mostly lost without trace; the
third - Nezlobinski died of a heart attack in May 1942, and
Sophia outlived him by 15 years and worked as a professor
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of Russian, French and music in the Struga High School. He
also told me that the museum was already working on a new
monograph - a special edition dedicated to the memory of
the doctor, to be published on the occasion of the anniversary
of his death, and that if I wished I could be the editor of a
book of stories in which the museum would include my story;,
along with Duracovski’s and some others. I said it would be
an honour and agreed. Then he asked me to tell him some-
thing about the angle of the story I was writing. I said, “It’s
something about sadness,” and then, fearing that he would
find out that I hadn’t even started writing the story, men-
tioned Danilo Kis.

Fiction begins where
history becomes hazy...

We left his office and went to the museum. He showed me
the photographs, as well as a green map of Macedonia as part
of the Kingdom of Serbs, Croats and Slovenes - Nezlobin-
ski’s personal property. The map did not show Struga. We
went through the photographs, then put everything back and
strolled among the glass exhibit cases with stuffed animals.
We stopped in front of a two-headed calf.

“Tell me,” he said,” how do you write the story? What with all
the things that you have to make up.”

I looked at him in silence for a while.

“This time I’'m not writing. It could rather be said that I'm
writing down. I testify,” I finally replied with a kind of begin-
ner’s fervour.

He gave me a perplexed look, then smiled and turned his eyes
back to the Janus calf.
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Neither of us says anything. The silence rips space and
time. Further down, a few metres from us, Nikolai looks at
the stuffed animals of the first Natural History Museum in
Macedonia. His collaborators are to arrive any moment now.
He looks at the pelicans, their glassy eyes, and is suddenly
gripped by coldness. “What am I doing to the poor birds,” he
thinks to himself, “why do I kill them?” He feels the urge to
cancel the exhibition, to put an end to his hunting, but soon
calms down. “The science, science deserves such sacrifice,”
he says to himself. He looks through the window at the river.
It’s inky again.

Sophia enters the building. Sunbeams bore their way from the
window.

“Come closer,” he tells her, and she does and sets his hat
right. “When we first arrived at this town, I could smell what
happiness looks like. And I saw the freedom in the wings of
a pelican and it, the happiness, in the big white lake. And
now, that same pelican, the freedom, my joy, stands in this
glass case.”

“There are many pelicans in this world. This can’t be the same
one,” she replies ineptly, knowing that even this will suffice to
soothe his sadness.

Nikolai wants to say something, but somebody comes into the
building.

Elmaz Amza
Gani Dadush
Sulyo Taxim
Mile Shule
Rudnyev
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Lukin
Makarov
and Baron Boris.
At my side Cvetkovski breaks the silence.

“You know, when Hitler razed Yugoslavia to the ground, the
citizens of Struga did not allow the museum exhibits to be
destroyed, but packed them in wooden boxes and hid them in
the neighbouring houses. They saved everything,” he tells me
and starts for the exit, saying he’s already late for lunch. We
went out and he locked the museum. After he left, I took one
last look through the window. And there, there was Rudnyeyv,
looking at the pelican, and then shifting his eyes to the doc-
tor’s shoulder blades. As if to check the doctor had wings too.
Nikolai notices it and tells him quietly:

“My friend, Tesla said that a man has to be sentimental to
birds because of their wings. He says that man too had wings
once, real and visible! Wings are everything in this life! But,
that’s exactly what’s been torturing me, my friend. What
about Hitler’s black wings flapping over Europe? What with
those wings, my friend?”

Rudnyev is rigid with apprehension. He knows what the
doctor is aiming at.

“Those are not real wings,” he replies, “and the sun will melt
them.” But he doesn’t know if he himself believes this.

And outside darkness falls again. I'm returning to my home.
Overwhelmed by emotions, I sit down to write the promised
story. My new building.

Three unsuccessful attempts at a good beginning, and I drop oft.
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7.

In the morning on Sunday, before leaving for Skopje, I visited
my childhood friend Goran Ristovski. We went up to his
studio, where he wanted to give me one of his paintings as
a gift. Somewhere among the canvases we noticed one that
seemed markedly exceptional. Goran didn’t remember having
painted it, but the style clearly proved it was his work. It was
his hand that was giving him away.

We looked at it in disbelief. In it, a man wearing a hat on his
head sits by a lake with his back to the spectator. I looked at
it and felt that I was slowly and irrevocably sinking into the
soft mud of time.

The lake is peaceful and the mountains surrounding it are in
clear view. The water is inky, cold and sticky. Looking down,
one can see the fish standing still like shadows under the
surface.

The inky lake (which seems inky to the untrained eye, even
though it’s not) does not have a name. As if no one has named
it before. As if no one ever wanted to. As if it was enough for
it to be a Lake. He’s convinced of it. His memory even evokes
a green map. He sees there (but is wrong again) - that the lake
really doesn’t have a name.

It’s the same with the name of the river escaping from the big
inkwell of a lake a little bit further to the east from the place
where it is now. A river. Different than any other he’s known.
Namelessly and silently it saves its own story and arrogantly
refuses to mix it with that of the Lake. It takes its source
from the southern mountain and descends through the Lake
into the town in light green hues. Only at times, when the
sky darkens, the river seems to take pity on the Lake’s sorrow
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and darkens, turning blue to deep blue and begins to rise in
big waves, flowing out from its bed and drowning the town.
And when it’s like that people fear it and respect it even more.
Taken by surprise by the raging river, they wait locked in their
homes and refuse to see it when it’s inky and mixed. They let
it flow through, tell its sorrows and then, when its colour and
peace return, they return too.

But he is not like those people.

On the other hand, the town, with its south end taken over
by the inky lake, is not alien to him, nor is it unknown. He’s
been wandering it for almost 18 years. He knows every single
centimetre of the city and of the mountains surrounding it.
In Nikolai’s memory the town still has a name, but there is
something in that name, he ponders, something that flows
out and disappears as if blown by the wind the moment he
says it aloud. As if the entire gist of it eludes him through
some invisible passage. He wants to shout out the name of
the town, open his mouth, strain his thoughts and press
his tongue against the lower teeth. But as soon as he pro-
nounces the first letter he’s benumbed and the name escapes
his memory. As if to find comfort for the oblivion and for
the sadness spreading throughout his body, he says aloud:
“All evoking is in vain.” The green map tells him the same.
A Town is enough.

But I’d better hurry before everything vanishes.
Just watch.

He also thinks that he himself doesn’t exist either. That he has
neither a name nor a family name.

The lake is peaceful. The warm May day slowly fades and fills
itself with the silence of the springtime night. A deadened,
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unmoving atmosphere spreads to all sides of the world. Over
his head pelicans levitate, but they only seemingly break
the torpor. He follows them. They look like stuffed exhibits
stitched to the sky where they sway soundlessly, uncoordi-
nated and absolutely artificially.

Suddenly he’s struck by the thought that everything will stop
Himself

Time

The World

The thought strikes him, but nothing stops. Instead, a shot
is heard that to him seems to turn off the eternal lambada of
time. Scared pelicans fly to all sides. The place empties. But he
is not frightened. He doesn’t think anyone would shoot him.
And he’s quite right. The shot comes from a photo camera,
not a firearm. That’s what he thought. A photo camera. He
turns his gaze to the lake. In the east, dust rises. He inhales in
the swirl of small dust particles and imagines what the photo-
graph would look like.

Endless beach

Fine sand

Washed out reeds

Entangled memories in infinite chaos
The sky, white

The light, poor, but sufficient

He and his straw hat

In his mind he now packs the small green map, and on top of
it puts the imagined photograph bearing the inscription:
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dusty gallery
[everything I've buried over the years]
He picks up his suitcase and his straw hat and leaves.
He imagines
He inhales
He wakes up

The wind grows stronger. The memories that were mingling
with the dust whirlwind, which is now dissipating into the
huge inky pool, begin to dart about in the — until then -
motionless world. In the distance a tempest has started.

The strangest thing about this is that now his tempest is our
tempest too.
Readers

Heavy rain begins to fall. He hears footsteps. Somebody is
coming his way. The wind grows stronger and plays with the
straw hat on his head. Someone touches him on the shoulder.
In the broken inky mirror of the lake he sees his wife.

He turns around. She puts her arms around him and kisses
him on the cheek. A single tear drops and joins the first rain-
drops. It’s unclear whose tear it is.

On the green map which reappears in his mind’s eye, the top-
onyms are re-emerging.
Ohrid Lake

Crn Drim

Struga

We looked long at the painting, then took it with us and left
the studio. I told Goran I was writing a story about Nezlobin-
ski and that the painting reminded me of him.
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“You believe the man in the painting to be Nezlobinski?” he asked.
“I'm sure it is,” I said. “You don’t think so?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t remember, but I know I'm not
giving it away to you. I will have to take a closer look at it.”

I complied and said I would accept another painting, but
some other time.

We went out for a walk. The lake was glistening at the sunset
light. A flock of ravens flew above our heads. It felt as if I could
hear the lost time in their croaks. Resounding from the water.
As we trod on the dead reeds on the beach, I was imagining
myself flying low above the surface of the lake. Free as a bird.
I was flying over every centimetre of the water, and after the
few hours it had taken me to regain awareness of myself, I
realized I was in my brother’s car at the entrance of Skopje. A
flight in darkness.
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8.

On Monday I was seated in front of the computer, staring
pensively for long minutes at the white surface of the virtual
paper. A slip with the doctor’s name was stuck to the monitor.
The cursor in the text editor was disappearing and reappear-
ing at brief intervals. I wanted to begin the story and I was yet
again thinking of its end. The date in the right corner of the
monitor read 14 May 1942.

A sad piano melody flows in from outside. It’s morning.
Nikolai Antonovich Nezlobinski is looking at the inky river
and Russia comes to his mind. The ice of sadness gathers on
the rim of his heart. Slowly, snow fills its ventricles. His feet
are drenched in the ink of sadness. Above his head two peli-
cans rise towards the sky in endless pirouettes. “Freedom,” he
thinks, “freedom,” and his heart freezes. The last notes of the
sharp melody slowly follow each other in some kind of infi-
nite anticipation. Nikolai falls dead into the raging river. The
melody finishes in D-minor. The note resounds for 15 years.
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