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Na onoj komu ku~kite Lajki mu bea }erki,

a site nie zaedni~ko semejstvo.



Vovedna

^ovekot spoen vo pregratka so denot

po damne{na ~ista sila,

~etirinaeset od Avraama do Davida rodovi,

od Davida do Vavilon u{te tolku

isto tolku i do Hrista

i koj znae kolku do sega vo `ivotta zemna

i onie {to doprva idat

vo ednoto svetlini da `iveat,

vo ovoj den sedmi

sveta neka e silata {to ne se ni{ti

kako meneweto na smrekite niz vremeto,

preobrazbite

vo povtorno obnovenite bilki od samokorenot,

neka se mno`at praznuvawata

za voskresenie damne{no

vo voskresenie se~ie

za raspnuvawe na krst,

veli ~ovekot

raspnat od svojot po~etok,

ra|aweto vo voskresenie `ivotno

od `ivotno- 

drugi velat,

po eden prapo~etok

srede tri mese~ini

so mnogu boi na ludiot vitel.

Toga{,

izleze ~ovekot i pra{a:



[to e toa {to ne e tajna,

a }e mora da se odjanya

kako edinstven zavet

oploden vo pregratka na milna sila?

Ako e Svetlosta Svetost

Svetosta Doblest,

Svet neka bide Zborot 

da stignam do Mudriot.

I.

Mo`ebi i nikoga{

mo`ebi docna nekoga{

}e be{e ~udotvorno

da ne be{e sonot

pred koj kako gre{nik

pove}e leta begav

bez da se setam

deka }e treba da go sretnam

da go pro~itam znakot  negov

kako vizija na edna celina

tebna svoina,

sekoj obid da izbegam

be{e obid {to mi se vra}a,

sonot na son mi doa|a

kako jasno pretskazanie,

jasno da ne go vidam.

Se redat bledi poliwa

i skrben nem zvuk,

Ti

biduva{ kina~ na vozduh

{to se teteravi tapo

i prokleto lesno,

moli{ da stane{ izguben lik

bez tajni i kopne`i -

tie spoeni vo ulav vresok

{to ~eka da se najde

kako izgubena slika

kako veter bez dvi`ewe

kako presret na ona {to treba se skroti.



Pukam bez zvuk vo glasot

stojam pred nere{en oval

koren neznaen

kako korenot na sto~etirieset i ~etvrtiot 

od rodot moj

silata silina {to izvira

ednata tatkova,

drugata majkina,

so prvata radost

vo trinaesettata novina

od ovalot vo polo`ba na {est

za cel eden `ivot

mu dadov na sonot zavet

kako najlesen ~ekor

do krajot na letot.

Talkam niz obidite

kako {to se talka vo nevreme

da gi pro~itam brojnite znaci 

kako nekoj ~ita~ od yvezdite,

povtorno,

kako isku{enik stojam pred niv

i pred seto nebo nad mene

{to mi te`i

kako pred do`d {to se najavuva,

mè isku{uva ona {to ne go gledam

bez molba moli

bez molba da se svrtam

da go dopram

kako najsovr{eno bessoznanie

me prekolnuva,

vika.

Dali ti trebam kako Sluga,

dali mi treba{ kako Gospodar i Bog

da doznaam,

pa, da kleknam pred tebe najponizno

ne kako gre{nik,

ami kako ~ovek molitel?

Dali mo`ebi saka{

ne{to da priznaam pred kameniot predel

i pred site sliki kako pustina pred mene,

da kleknam kako pred ikona

zamoluvaj}i za sebe

za sopstvenite pra{awa

za prikaznite na{i milni,

so onaa nade` ~ove~ka

{to ja nosam vo sebe od pokolenijata,

da zami`am

da ne se sopnam pred isku{enieto

neizvikuvaj}i da progovoram

da gi govoram

neka`anite svetosti na mudrosta -

a kamenite predeli

i site pustini mol~at,

kako i ti

kako odgovor 

i sveta tajna od sonot?

Koj si?

[to si ti?

^ovek li si

i {to bara{ od mene

me|u site izbrani vnuci



od site ~etirinaeset od Avraama do Davida rodovi,

od Davida do Vavilon u{te tolku,

isto tolku do Hrista

i koj znae kolku po nego?

Pa,

ne sum prorok

a }e moram da prorokuvam,

me ma~i{

i mami{

Ti

nesoznaena silo, 

~udo,

da pomislam 

da ne te otkrijam

isto kako da ne postojam.

Gledam ne~ie telo i lika vo oblik na ku}a,

vleguvam i odam niz ne~ii odai

polni si starini i svetost,

go vidov i predvorjeto

i dvajca glasnici ma`i,

ne mo`am da odgatnam vo sebe si

koja e taa sila

da tragam po odgovor na jave

ka`i,

koja e taa ku}a 

vo koja na son stalno vleguvam

vodena od za mene poznat

od rodot me|u lu|eto ma`i,

ma`ot vo ode`da so boite na esen.

Si mislev, 

da ne e teloto na Boga

koga nekoga{ odam

da osetam mir

da ne slu{nam glas

da vidam i ne~ujam ne{to

{to kako vo son

istoto mi se slu~uva

da pozboruvam so sebesi,

koga 

i bogovite molat,

i bo`joto

i yvonoto za glas

nosi pitom molk

~etiristotini i natamu inakvi `elbi

so nezgasnat `ar

za novi dni.

Me ima tvojata mo}.

Ti,

od koja smisla doa|a{,

od onaa

kade neboto i zemjata ne se dopiraat -

ottamu prio|a{,

no pak ne znam

zo{to

i koj

i {to si ti {to me vika{

ili treba da ~ekam

na son }e te vidam da se javi{

ako si ~ovek vo toj oblik i so taa lika,

da ne molam i vikam



mojot glas ne~uen

`ivot te`i,

onoj

za mene znaen

od rodot me|u lu|eto ma`i,

ma`ot vo ode`da {to se nosi vo Listopad

re~e -

sè vo svoe vreme

jas pak }e se vratam,

ostanuvaj}i pred ku}ata bez breme

i sè taka

i sè taka

vo edno beskrajno ra|awe

na isku{eni~ka nekakva sila

ne~ija mo}

so seta golemina me pregrna

vo ona {to treba jas da go imam,

pa, za mig zaprev

so misla vakva:

sekoj ima mig

migot toj

ra|a{ novi kosmosi

bez migovi

da rodi{ mig

toj svet

toj zbor

zborot tebe

ti migot

ti svetot

svetot jas

jas migot

migot svet

i

vitelot razigran

vo sopstvena pregratka

kobi za spas vo neviden beskraj,

moli do kob

za mojot spas -

Otkrovenie,

kopneam da te odgatnam!

Znam deka ne si samo son

ti si ona {to me najde,

prokleto,

prokleto

moram da te najdam

zavetot toa me vika

kako da treba da se vratam nekade

ne tolku daleku

da oslobodam del zataen

da se oslobodam sebe si

stigaj}i do tebe

kako ne~uen silen krik

{to si odi{

se vra}a{,

tuka si postojano

pirejuva{ bez ime

za da bidam sè svoe,

mè nosi onoj tivok i miren

za mene poznat ma`

imeto mu go znam

vo tebnosta mu go ~uvam

vo ku}ata me nosi

saka ne{to da mi re~e

imeto



da,

ima{ ime,

imeto tvoe

na ku}ata mora da e.

^ekav znak.

Barav znaci

da stignam do pobeda {to ne sogoruva

vo rani spomeni najdov vizija od detstvo

lik na ~ovek me|u oblaci

nalik onoj `rtvenik

koj nosel ve~nost,

ovoj pregrnal 

osvoil

ne ~ove~ka

mitska

bezvremena mo}

i znaev deka e ~asovnik

{to nikoga{ ne meri vreme,

i svest

{to ja vozdignuva `elbata za ra|awe

i sila bez ime -

Ti mora da si ~ovek,

zatoa veruvam 

toga{

toa be{e vizija za Svetec

~ij lik nikoga{ ne go sretnav me|u svetite

nitu pak go prepoznav me|u obi~nite.

Doprena do sr` deka si ~ovek

~ie ime e na ku}ata bo`ja

{to na son stalno mi doa|a

pred golemi praznici

kako pred golemi isku{enija

{to praznik mi vetuvaat

koga nemam golemi `elbi

dovolno

da bidam sre}na i bez niv

no, 

edna edinstvena

kako odgovor da mi dojde

da mu odgovoram na sonot {to mi  bara

za{to nade`ta mi kopnee

da stignam do tebe

kako do sopstven brod

koga na patot kon tvojata zemja

dopiram do izmisleni planeti

goltam par~iwa te{ko nebo

zapoznavam iljada zakoni na misli skitnici -

patot do sopstvenoto otkritie

mora da si ti

dvojna yunica

vo trinaesettiot `etvaren den

posokata na nebo mi ja ispi{a:

Patot si ti.

]e te najdam,

}e te pronajdam, tebe odgovoru,

bez da mi is~ezne{

bez da mè odmine{

bez da te izmislam

vo nevidliva dale~ina kade si

kako dale~na pregratka

a dale~inite bliski -



iskra bez strav

za novi ro`bi vo vremeto,

imeto tvoe 

na ku}ata mora da e.

Prvo da te vidam kako ku}a

da te sretnam kako ~ovek

da te zapoznaam kako iscelitel

i Svetecu,

da se pomolam pred tebe

za moite race poddadeni kon neizvesnosta

za mojot dopir so smrtta pretvoren vo strast

za zatvorenite bez klu~ tajni vo mene

za moite kopne`i

i son

bez boi bojadisan,

za sekoe vreme {to mi e blisko

za ne{tata {to dale~ni treba da se,

mno`ewata na ni{tavilata

~emerot vo mislite

la`nite sliki nemo`ni da gi uni{tam

i pred koi nemo`na stojam,

za stravot {to mi go silat

koga sum tuka,

a saka tamu

toga{

i onamu,

za vremeto noseno

so seto nedonoseno

i sebesi otstrana videna

kako senka dlaboko damlosana,

za burata {to sakam da zavr{i

koga krajot e neizvesen

i ne znam komu treba da se predadam

koga nema koj da mi re~e

koga se pra{uvam sebe si

kako mo`am ni{toto da go vidam

rasplamten zalog na seni{te bedno

{to qubi da viree rasko{no -

go gledam vo prostorot izmislen i izvi{en,

koga tu|ite glasovi gi slu{am kako svoi

koga ja odgatnuvam obremenetata sila na sonot

vo koj

tvoite glasnici

mene neznajni dvajca ma`i vo temni kostumi

kako za sve~en ~in oble~eni

nekaneti mi dojdoa

go baraa od mene 

onoj

od rodot me|u lu|eto ma`i,

ma`ot vo ode`da so boite na esen

ma`ot {to na son me ven~ava bez zbor

Svetecu,

pomoluvaj}i se da ti ka`am

nemo`ej}i da mu re~am

da mu priznaam deka sakam da go pra{am

vo koj del od vremeto da go pobaram

da ne se sre}ava so mene samo na son molkum,

vo koj del od sonot nesonuvan

da go prepoznaam

bez da go pra{am da znae

znae

so godini sonot me tera

za nego da molam,



vo koj del od mislata da go smestam

da ne ja izlee re~ta

nenapi{ana

nepro~itana

`edna

`iveana `iva vo mene,

da go smestam vo `ivotta i `ivosta,

re~e -

sakam sè da mi ka`e{,

kako da mu ka`am za neka`livata mudra

koga znae

kako da go odgatnam

znaej}i go

son

nasonuvan

moj

ti

tih i miren ma`u,

da go razvedram i bolnoto nebo

pa, prinesi me vo sebe

ta, ne mora na race

i ne mora vo ode`da so boite na esen

milno prijdi

bez dobredojde

so usni razvle~eni

{to priod }e oglasat

dobredojde na gostinot vo ku}ata ni-

Svetecot ja ~uva,

oti ne se mori

tuku po obi~aj

nie da ja is~uvame,

prijdi,

koga listot prezreva

donesi go

sve` da go storam na zalezot negov,

deka sakam da me slu{ne

da go nateram ako ne

da ne me mori

neka odi

ili

Toj

mo`ebi na pat kon sebe razmisluva

`ivotot e dar

dali nosi qubov za mene,

no taa kade e?

Mo`ebi na polovina pat od mene

da se sretneme tamu toga{

ili na krajot od denot

i 

zasekoga{,

ne samo na son da me vika

posetuva

nosi i vnesuva

vo ku}a na son soneta ne me iznesuva -

posakuvam bez da sakam

bez da mislam i promisluvam

kako nikoj

koj cel `ivot

nikako i ne govorel pred tebe Svetecu,

nenacrtana ikono,

vdahnata silino,

od najdlabokoto vo mene da ti izre~am

od mene jasnovidno da izustam:

koga na{ite na razmin zakoni



rodija svest

kade postoeja samo skeleti od zborovi

{to govorea ne{ta bez boja

di{ea samo ~udni oblaci

likot nema{e oblik

nitu oblik povrzan so lik,

tamu racete {irum seti

bea poddadeni kon nevidlivi insekti

{to obvrzuvaa izlez od oblikot -

a ne postoe{e.

Minuvavme niz {inite kako vozovi bez cel

vodeni od inakvi ritmii

sekoj kako skakulec na {trek

na sopstven na~in mol~e{e

kako skameneto mo~uri{te bez `abi i insekti

voden od sila na nevidliva zla kob

{to kako zelena pe{tera demne{e

nad se~ie beste`insko telo,

edinstveno i cvrsto odevme

so ~ekor na mravka kon nevetuvana sila

da stigneme do svet na neiz`iveani ubavini

a tie molea so cvet me|u usnite

bez iskon i pogled nanazad,

ne rodivme vo domot son

se voskresna `elbata za nera|awe

se rodivme nie

sekoj vo svojot dom za nepoznatiot son,

tamu izbegavme od soznanieto

{to nè dopre -

juri{ za blagodat so mar{ot na bumbarite

hitinot i tie }e opstojat

so umeeweto na obnovenieto svoe,

seu{te juri{aat vo polu~ekor napred

do sledniot agol mo`ebi samo

glavniot gi vodi nemo

kon skrienoto duvlo 

{to ne postoi kako edinstveno -

tatni govor na gnile`

i pogled revnosen rie -

ima li nazad po dopirot so tebe,

ima li nazad po dopirot so sonot da se opstane?

Sekoja slika 

sopstvena praznina

bessilen

besseben

zaseben vo slikata

zborot vrzan e tuka

iscican vo su{nosta svoja

neka`an  e~i

za silata vo ustata zbrana

ehotno da te potseti

ne da te oslobodi

pepel da te stori vo `ivosta tvoja,

izlezi

izlesni

ne

zami`i

i odi ti,

odi 

da go setam vo viorot razbesnet

da go vidam

da 

moe

kako sè na{e



kako Svetite pred papata

za istoto Sonce

za istiot

i eden Do`d

za inakva - az

za site nas

za moeto pred vas

i za taa ista voda

kako tie pred mene

so istata- az

da ka`am

kako tie za inakva -

buka {to smiruva.

Vresok od utrobata

tamu rovi vo gr~

is{iban

zakosten do sr`

kako kosten tvrd bol,

oblak i dno

bestebnost stebli

onde kal

ednen iskon

kon beloto

teloto

otelotvori

i

razjaren nered vo silinata

taa ni likuva

moli

molitva bez amin

vika

vik

vo

o,

Gospodi!



II.

Be{e den nedela

neobi~no ~uden za mene

vo koj nao|am mnogu dobrina

i sobiram sila za {estte drugi

taka sekoja nedela

za mene e sveta,

stignav pred ku}ata {to ja baram

da ja vidam

da ti go znam imeto

znaev deka ti go znam

ne mo`ev da se setam

oti ne te znaev

znaev deka postoi{

doznav pred desettina leta,

istata ku}a be{e

sonot {to mi ja vele{e

ne me povede onoj

mene znaen

od rodot me|u lu|eto ma`i,

ma`ot vo ode`da {to se nosi

koga ne{tata umiraat so boite na esen

molev

Ave

ne 

a?

Bo`e Gospode

isposti me

spazi me

spasi me

`enata vo mene

mene vo nea

ti

i

da se vidam

ne vo toj dim

d i i i m

vo sebe, Gospodi,

so otecot i presvetata sestra se molev

i na trpeza vo nedela

zaedno so Sveta Nedela

znaev

iskonska sila si ti

{to na son mi se prika`a

samokoren si ti

od vekovi nesozdaden

vo ova vreme voobli~en -

i u{te kolku od sonot

do svetata tajna

i sredbata so tebe

{to kako svet graal vetena mi e -

Sredbata so Mudriot Semo}?

Be{e den nedela

no}ta soniv son - samo temnina

istata pred da izrti den prvi

i dve svetli linii me|u edna temnina

kako dva svetli dena okolu edna no}

~uvstvo na strav mè razbudi,

utro be{e mugrina

koga ve}e izrti den vtori

za mene {esti od nedelata se stori



kako vo den prvi koga  bi

vtorpat rodena setiv

vo sr`ta na vekot zariena

ne znaev kako vo nego treba

kako ~ovekot edna{,

od stravot

toj me stvori

ne{tata sveti

od drugata strana

zapo~na samo za mene da gi tvori,

vo ovoj den  {esti {to za mene se zbi

porivot saka{e

vino`itoto da go napravam da se dvoi

del po del,

boja po boja

da ja odgatnuvam zagatkata svoja,

kako ~ovekot edna{ {to pra{a:

{to e toa {to ne e tajna,

a }e mora da se odjanya

kako edinstven zavet

oploden vo pregratka

na milna sila?

Po~nav od po~etok

toj stoi vo krajot

ako od ovde do nego

samo sonot e,

toga{ Svetecu,

da ne bide samo son zavek

kade nema koj da me potseti

deka e vreme

i postoi takvo vreme

da po~ne da viree

i slikata izmislena negova -

pusto ne se gleda,

migot minat

tolku

i

kolku

i

tolku dale~en

svoeto ra|awe

sopstvenata smrt

gi meri{ i premeruva{

so dol`inata na svojot `ivot,

za navek bez vreme

so novite poliwa za tr~awe

na pettata strana od ve~nosta,

semo}u ^ovek,

kopneej}i so deteto

me dofati sonot so godini sonuvan

da ne bidat i godini sonuvani samo

go dofativ ovalot

da go re{am nego vo nemo`enieto

od sto~etirieset i ~etvrtiot koren od kvadratot

istiot prepoloven na dve

kako gor~liva treva {to isceluva

ovalot samo epilog mi vetuva

da ne sogoram

samo prazno ime da me imenuva,

od sonot trgnav

preku ku}ite bez ime projdov,

be{e den treti

za mene petti od nedelata se zbi,

se kolnam vo site ubavini



mora da pronajdam odgovor

toj mora za mene da postoi,

sila velika me odvede na jave

kade edna{ Svet ^ovek me krste{e,

ma`ot vo ode`da so boite na Listopad

na son

pred istata ku}a zastana

koga sevnav

da se vratam kon svojot po~etok

doznav

na toj den ^etvrtok

da po~nam sè i silno od po~etok

so silata bez ime

silno {to me tera

da se vratam nazad popoleka spokojno

na pirejot `ivoten

i `ivotot zemen

so ubavi strasti

kon brojni radosti

so sre}ata na ~elo nenapi{ana

site buri

i nevremiwa da gi pridobijam

od mojot brod da gi isplivam

na pat kon tvojata zemja,

o, Svetecu,

i svetot moj da go osvojam

da go pregrnam

so site krici nebroeni

so sudbinata mi pomno`eni.

Ve}e den ~etvrti se zbi

od koga stravot me stvori

koga na pat trgnav

pred mnogu godini

od patot se vrativ

od utrobata na majka mi presveta se rodiv

sreda nov den

stignav tuka pred tebe

kogo vo oblik na sveta ku}a go spoznav

imeto preku svetata ku}a ti go doznav

vo mojata vizija od detstvoto silno veruvav,

vodena od silata bez ime mrakot da go urnam

za vo nego da ne se turnam,

kako sè da be{e sozdadeno za mene

vo ovoj Zlatec,

sreda den,

na denot na ra|aweto na Svetiot Krstitel,

i da ti re~am,

ne soniv son

kade nekoj jasno }e mi re~e,

samo na son

ma`ot od rodot me|u lu|eto ma`i

nekolku ku}i kon tvojot eden dom mi poka`a,

vistinskiot

imeto tvoe

i imeto na tloto

samo mi se ka`a

vo osmiot den bi

koga stravot do nebo me izvi{i

i nemam {to da pregrnam

odozgora se{to gledam

i

Ave

ne

a a a a a a a a?

Ajiram



Gospodi Bo`e,

isposti me

spazi me

spasi me

`enata vo mene

i

mene vo nea

tuka sum

od gore sè gledam

nebo i son izvi{uvam

zemja i nebesa obrnuvam

d i i i m 

da se stori

od temninata da se izdvojam

na `ivotot od ovde da se prilagodam,

Gospodi

vo sebe

i

svetlina svetlo da vidam

da go daruvam ona {to go imam

vo ime na seto ubavo

i toa sito,

vreme e da zapo~ne,

inaku

{to sum jas bez vas migovi moi -

samo obi~en talka~ po dol`ina,

i beden nemo}nik vo viso~ina -

pomogni mi,

Svetecu,

dal-di-su-vam!

III.

Ne dade.

Samiot raska`a kako bilo.

Sveto neka bide

edno ne poinakvo postoewe

po nalika gospodova

prikazanie na sila,

odzema sekoe breme

sè {to e tegobno

go pravi lesno

zaumnoto - umno.

Blagoslovena da e

majka mu okoravena

{to go rodi,

na son ne £ dojdoa angeli mili

kako glasnici rodot da go javat,

nitu pak devet nare~nici

plodot so sveta re~ da go pretstavat,

znae{e prostum

Toj 

vo utrobata e

koja mina vo bla`enstvo

onolku ~asa i dni

i lunarni meni predodredeni

koga ro`bata progleda

na Golem i Svet Den

Denot na za~nuvaweto na Svetiot Krstitel

i stana sin vo Listopad



da bide sin na ognot `ivoten

i `ivotot zemen.

Minaa dvanaeset gospodovi leta

koga vo trinaesettoto

onaa sila bez ime

{to na po~etokot stvori nebo i zemja,

posaka da go povika

da go vidi bo`joto odozgora

i go rodi vtorpat,

primi sovet od onoj koj nema lika

se vrati od Boga dopren

da vdahnuva sila kako svedo{tvo

vo sekoj onoj na bo`jata nalika,

vdahna molitva vo nego

kako prvo pismo dadeno:

Ti

}e bide{

Toj

edinstven }e bide{

vo den prvi

ne samo na tvoite mili roditeli,

me|u svetite i presvetite

obi~nite }e gi lekuva{

so tvojata ve~na sila,

}e ~udotvoruva{ od gradot

kade `itija na svetci niknat,

edinstven }e bide{

ne samo po um i lika

i delo

od koe

za mnogumina vino`ita }e riknat.

Bi den vtori

Toj

po~esten po pohodot posleden

zapo~na pohoti da tvori,

ne zapira i na tretiot den bo`ji

bez prestan

so silna volja

so svetlosni godini

i bez da go zazori,

a utroto,

koga den ~etvrti se rodi 

od prvata - az mina

niz sekoja druga sozdadena

stigna do pettiot den vedna{

bez molitvi na usnite

so molitvi od iskon vo sebe

za sekoj onoj {to se ma~i i strada

kako vulkan svojata sila ja naso~i

kon sekoj onoj

{to umee da ja blada.

Den {esti

i no} {esta se stvori 

bidnaa mnogu {to dojdoa

Toj

da gi izbavi.

Na sedmiot den,

kako Bog {to re~e -

da se odmori

za site {est no}i i dni

so Sveta Nedela da se pomoli

i so site sveti i presveti

za site onie drugi

bez negovata sila da se izmori

so u{te pogolema

sekoj nov da go primi



kako gostin i stradatel

vo ku}ata kade se rodi

trinaesettata po red

vo gradot ~udotvoren i svet.

I najposle Toj.

Tuka pred negoviot hram zaprev

samata kako glasnik dojdov

na povikot silen jas

pred da sonam ku}ata razru{ena,

brzav vo gradot edinstven

kraj ezero belo da stignam

vodata `ivot

od vodata nie

od krv i meso

potomci na Avraama i Davida

isusovi ~eda

sinovi na na{ite Marii Majki

i tuka soprev

kade sila bez ime

harfuva niz tragi od nemi gradovi

uriva bol

kako na krst za kraj

Sam

Presvet samuva

Mudrost nedoprena

dopira do bezbroj kako blagodat

ra|a odnovo roden

od istiot e koren

od krv i meso

Isusovo seme

Sin na Listopad

Sila bez ime

Svetecu,

Spasitele!



Vo osmiot den

svetlosta e svetost,

svetosta e doblest,

svet stana Zborot

koga stignav do Mudriot.

Post scriptum

NE VERUVAM, MOJOT SVETEC NE UMIRA

Prolog

Porano ne znaev {to e toa Svetec,

se osamuvav, da go vidam 

tolku mnogu obi~en {to misli so srceto,

so o~i kako kosten golemi i pogled kako staklo {to

re`e,

me nau~ija deka toj e sam so site,

deka negovite pravila ne se i na{i,

a deka i toj i nie sme edno isto.

Go zamisliv osamen na nekoja planina

kako go galat yvezdite

kako gi razmestuva oblacite

i kako gi ~uva tajnite.

1.

Go vidov patot rasposlan kako nebo

koja nasoka da ja za~nam, mislev,

najdobro taa {to ne mo`am da ja vidam,

a vo mene kako stolb se izvi{uva

i odvnatre me korne, kako `iva rana rika

po svojot siguren isceluva~.

Go vidov patot rasloen od kal i voda

otsekoga{ e sostaven od nekoj

koj vo sonot i druga sozdade, a nego -

ne go gledav vo mene.



Kako vo prazen stomak, mrak se izlaja kako ku~e{ka

bolka 

{to sama od sebe se lekuva -

a dali mojot obid vrede{e?!

Se nude{e kako `olta mese~ina

so pogled vperen kon proyirno sonce, a toa na zalez

a toj pak, kako da zboruva za nekakov kraj.

Zalez e - rekov, ne e kraj, no

treba{e da se brza,

koga,

taa prostodu{na skromnost

mi ja ispi ranata kako sveta voda.

Bev toga{ blizu Azija,

a vodi, vodi... sekakvi mi zboruvaa

i denovite tesno se zbivaa,

za se{to raska`uvaa, nema{e koj da zapi{e,

koga eden taen zapis preku Efes, Smirna,

Konstantinopol

eh, a taa Kapadokija,

i doru~ekot na tivkiot Bosfor,

kamenata tvrdina i najgolemata Aja Sofija -

me zapre vo mene,

na voda me isfrli kako davenik isceden od bunilo,

so golem spokoj rekov:

Se ozabil vo kopne`ot za udar

Toj mi e dale~en kopne`,

smrznuva

pogledot go skusuva,

toj saka da go `ivee i ovoj Pantelejmon.

2.

Nekoj umrel.

3.

Na voda izlegov, no nazad,

tamu kade ve}e edna{ bev rodena.

4.

Pri~est se sprema{e.

5.

Niz spokojot sprostrena 

kako da nemam {to da dopram,

a tolku branovi na mirno more

kako zreli gradovi i kuli kameni-

vo podno`jeto samo ne~ija smrt se nayira{e

kako nepovratna senka na ne~ij obraz,

a likot ne se gleda, nekoj se ma~i vo zborovi

{to ne mo`at da se snajdat vo spokojot

{to bara{e ti{ina kako zakopano zimo

vo poslednite migovi

i poslednite branovi.

Kako da se ~u {epot od nikade dojden

kako zavet

deka naskoro

nekoj }e bide spokoen,

Toj sprostren nad spokojot,

~eka{e.

6.

Denot izrasna vo staklena figura,



nekade,

dete se za~nuva{e.

7.

Nekade,

druga smrt se sprema{e.

8.

Ima vreme i toa postoi 

zalezot seu{te trae,

nekade druga smrt se sprema{e

smrt vo smrt kako zakana i spas, lice v lice

zagledani

kako kopne` i Ti spokoen kako figura od vosok,

Ti mora da si takov i Ti mora so tajni da se

me~uva{

i ti ne misli{ - ti sè znae{

pred site kopne`i i vremiwa znae{ kako bilo

i kako }e bide, ne e tajna za Tebe,

ne, ne veruvam vo zalezi kako bli`ewe na krajot,

ne, ne veruvam,

Mojot Svetec ne umira.

9. 

Postojano povtoruvav -

Te najdov

kako vo prikazna {to ne postoi

izmislena nekade vo detstvoto

dodeka go minuvav parkot za nakaj doma,

te sozdavav kako misla pred spiewe

koga ti go izmisluvav likot vo mojata du{a,

barav kallivi pati{ta i {areni kilimi 

koi ti gi postila{, jas da gi gazam

koga go gledav beliloto vo spokoj

posakuvaj}i da go imam

vo onie migovi

koga zimata {ara{e zakani

koga site stravuvaa dali postoi{

i dali }e te najdat.

Tie zaprea, 

a mojata prikazna se tkae{e sebe

da te otkrie nekade

da te pokrie tebe

smrten kako nas

ve~en i osamen kako Bog

izrasnat vo nad-monah

i dodeka sam go nosi{ tovarot na svetot,

sakav da te pra{am...??

A, ti -

Kako me najde?

Mo`ev li da go odminam nemirot

da se vivnam kako ranet stvor

vo ne~ii pazuvi koi ne bea moi?

Mo`ev li da ja pottisnam prikaskata

da ja zavr{am so somne`

taka rano

i da ostanam bez tebe

besrebreniku vo imeto,

tajniku i rastajnuva~u najgolem?

Se vidovme vo dvorot

so siguren po~etok na prikaznata

nao|aj}i te tebe,

Moj Svetecu.



10.

Ne okorave,

umre.

11.

I kolku pove}e si mrtov

oddale~en kopne`i i ve~nosti, 

tolku si `ivo razigran vo krvta 

kako siguren pogled so otvoreni o~i

{to kako staklo re`e

i toa stalno bez krv,

kako ostvaren dopir {to tagata mi ja razne`nuva

kako pekolen zrak {to silata mi ja razigruva

kako {iro~inata na zborot

kako zaluden odraz za imeto na deloto tvoe

{to raste kako bremenost dodeka zborot se stesnuva.

A nema sporedbi,

nitu tagata gi ra|a, nitu radosta gi za~nuva, 

da te izre~am tebe, Edenu,

O, Svetecu Moj,

taka dojde i taka zamina

onaka ostro -

kakva {to ti be{e mislata

prodorna i vistinita

ostanuva takva da kru`i

i go izmolknuva stravot 

i studot od nego da bega

i povtorno krugot se obesil

niz koj }e moram sama

kako osamen kowanik niz burite na vodite,

a ti strada{ bez prestan

dodeka trae i posledniot od nas.

12. 

Kuso se isplakav

po vesta deka umrel Mojot Svetec

potoa go osetiv

kako {totuku vratena od sredba so nego,

koj znae 

kakvi magnetni poliwa otkriv

niz koi go sprostirav mojot `ivot,

koj znae

kolku li tirkizni vodi proplakav

niz koi

Toj

ode{e

za mojot umor da go spastri

vo celo edno `ivo nebo

na koe

Toj

Mojot Svetec

ostanuva.

13.

Mislev,

sto godini }e po`ivee.

14.

Tamu se nemi zborovite

vo ovie migovi

za smrtta na Mojot Svetec.

Tamu se golemi slikite

vo ovie denovi

{to kako najtenki ogledala

ja poka`uvaat

skrotenosta na edno ~ove~ko srce



kako golemi sudbini

poneseni bez zbor kako golem tovar,

na polno}

pred zadu{nica,

gi ispr`i ribite

ja svari p~enicata

se podgotvi,

bez zbor,

tivko 

kako {to i `ivee{e,

Mojot Svetec.

15.

Ribite nikoj ne gi proba.

P~enicata nikoj ne ja dopre.

Gi podgotvi za nas.

A nie nego za kov~eg.

16.

Razni{aj gi vetrovite nebesni

}e ~ujam {to da baram

zad prevezot

na sè ona {to 

so tebe ostana odneseno.

17.

Ne veruvam,

Mojot Svetec ne umira.

Epilog

Sam

kako monah od svoeto ra|awe

sam i vo svojata bogovska smrt

i potoa,

i pak sam

no, otkoga te najdov

i postojano, pak te nao|am.

A Letka nema da ra|a pove}e.

Kako nevernik od bolka

mislam da ti go otkopam grobot

da te vidam spokoen

i da ti go dopram mrtvoto telo

neraspadnato i pak spokojno,

i toga{

se otka`av

za{to me dopre spokojot po koj tragam

kako odglas

deka si `iv,

a mislite mi se neverlivi,

nemerliva e i qubovta 

prijatele moj,

ne veruvam za smrtta,

re~e, ne sum jas Bog,

a ti{inata go znae{e toa.

Taa me sledi, 

i toga{,

sum jas so tebe.

I toa e postojano taka.



Mi ostavi pat

na patot sme sega dvajca

jas i ma`ot vo ode`di so boite na esen

povtoruvame..

Pogled

gled...

po

del

po

gled

qub o o o o o v

gled

del

mina

skri{no

eden ~ovek

~eka

gled

me strese

pogled

o

o

o

o

ogled

vo

eden ~ovek

eden ~ovek

ogled

so mene

romor 

za tebe

RoMoR

o

verno

po

toj pogled

re~e

siot romor

prote~e

sè
za nas.

Ottoga{

svirepa i rovka `ed

za nebid vo tenka no}

mo}no so sebe zbori

mo`ebi za svojot dolg-

kon tebe

{to `ivot kresna

i kopne` raspna

vo eden den,

pa ne`en stisok

ogan

vrisok

zareven vo sebesi

pregrnat od tebe-

iskonu.

Ti mol~i{.

Patot si vrve{e

vozot {iba{e

doprevme nebo.

Pove}e ne izustuvame:

Ne, mojot svetec ne umira.

(1997)





To the One who dwelled with the Laika she-dogs,
And deemed us all his Catholicon.



Introductory

The man is as one with the day in his arms
By the rule of an ancient, pure force,
So, the fourteen generations from Abraham to David, 
And from David to Babylon fourteen more,
And that many yet to Christ - 
Who knows how many by now have lived on Earth,
And how many are yet to come 
To live in the light of the One

In this day seventh

Sacred be the force that can't be vanquished
Like the changes brought to the junipers by the passing
of time,
The changes
Of the plants renewed by their own roots,
May the celebrations
Of the ancient resurrection multiply 
In everybody's resurrection
In crucifixion,
Says the man
Crucified since his beginning,
The birth into the resurrection of life
From life itself -
Others say,
After the genesis primordial
Amidst three moons
With the colors of the mad whirlpool.



Then
The man came out and asked:
What is it that is not a secret
And will have to be suffered through
As the sole oath
Impregnated in the arms of a beloved force?

If the light be sacred,
If sanctity is virtue,
Let the Word be sacred 
So that I may reach the Wise One.

I.

Maybe never
Maybe sometime later
It could have been miraculous
Had it not been for the dream 
From which I, like a sinner, 
Was fleeing for years 
Remembering not
That I shall have to face It,
To read Its sign
As a vision of a whole
That belongs to me,
And every attempt at escaping It
Was attemp caming again to me,
A dream follows a dream
Like a clear omen,
For me not to see It clearly.

Pale fields line up,
A frail, silent sound, too,
You
Become an air-ripper
That lumbers blindly
And terribly weightless,
You pray to become a lost face
No secrets, no yearnings -
They are merged in a mad scream
That waits to find itself
Like a lost picture,
Like a motionless wind
To face what needs to be tamed.



I crack, no sound in my voice
I stand before an unsolved oval
Unknown roots
Like the roots of the one hundred and forty forth
Of my kin
The strength that spouts force
One from the father,
The other from the mother,
With the first joy
In the thirteenth novelty
From the oval in the sixth position
For a whole life, 
I gave my pledge to the dream
As the easiest step 
To the end of the flight.

I drift through the attempts
Like drifting through the storm
To read the signs like a star-reader,
Once again,
Like a novice I stand before them
And all the sky above me
That weighs down on me
Like before a rain that announces its coming,
What I don't see tempts me
It begs me without a plea
Without a plea to turn 
To touch It
As the most perfect unconsciousness,
It beseeches me,
It calls me.

Do You need me as a Servant?
Do I need You as a Master and God 
I should find out,
And then kneel in front of You most humbly,
Not a sinner,
But a supplicant?

Or do You want me
To confess something before the rugged sight
And to all the images spread in front of me like a
desert,
To kneel as in front of an icon
Praying for myself
For issues of my own,
For our dear tales,
With that human hope 
I carry within myself from my kin,
To close my eyes
Not to stumble upon the temptation
To say without shouting
To utter
The unsaid sacraments of the wisdom -

And the rugged ground
And all the deserts are silent,
Just as You are
As an answer
And a holy sacrament of the dream?

Who are You?
What are You?
Are You a man 
And what do You want from me, 



Me of all the chosen grandsons
Of all the fourteen generations from Abraham to David, 
And from David to Babylon fourteen more,
And that many to Christ
And who knows how many since then?
Well, 
I am no prophet,
But I will have to make prophecies,
You are torturing me
And deceiving
You,
An unfathomable force, 
a miracle,
So that I should think 
And not uncover You
As if I didn't exist.

I see a body and a face in the shape of a house,
I enter and walk thru' somebody's chambers
Filled with antiquity and sanctity,
I saw the atrium 
And two heralds,
I can not unravel it inside me
What is that force that makes me
Seek the answers in the reality 
Say,
What is that house
That I enter constantly in my dreams
Headed by a man I know
From the man-folk,
The man in the garments of the colors of the Autumn.

I thought,
Could it be the body of the Lord
When I go sometimes
To feel peace
To hear not a voice
To see and not hear something
That like in a dream
Reoccurs to me
To talk to myself,
When 
Gods, too, pray
And both the divine
And the bell for the voice
Sounds tame silence
Four hundred constantly different wishes
With an undying zeal
For new days. 

I'm possessed by Your power.

You, 
From what sense do You come, 
From the one
Where sky and Earth don't touch -
You approach from there,
Yet I don't know
Why
And who
And what You are that call for me
Or should I wait
To see You greet me in a dream
And should You come as a man in man’s image,
Not to beg and scream



My silent voice
Weighs a life-time,
The One
That I know
From the kin of the man-folk,
The man in the garments worn in October
Said -
For everything there is a season 
I shall return
Standing in front of the weightless house
And so on
And so on
In an endless birth
Of some tempting force,
Someone's power
Embraced me in its entire magnitude
In everything I should have,
So, I stopped for a moment
With a thought: 
Everybody has a moment
That moment 
You give birth to new universes
Without moments
To give birth to a moment
It the world
The world word
The word you
You the moment 
You the world 
The world I
I the moment
The moment the world
And 

The playful whirlpool
In its own embrace
Curses for salvation
In the unseen eternity,
Prays until the omen comes
For my salvation -

Revelation,
How I yearn to unravel You!

I know You are not just a dream
You are that which has befallen me,
Wretched,
Damned
I have to find You
My pledge is calling me
As if I should return somewhere
Not that far
And free a suppressed part,
Free myself
Reaching You
Like a silent piercing cry
You leave and You come back again,
You have always been here,
So that I can be all that I am,
I am carried by that silent and quiet 
Man I know
I know his name
And I keep it to myself 
He takes me to the house
He wants to say something
The name
Yes,



You do have a name,
Your name 
Must be the name of the house.

I waited for a sign.
I sought omens
To reach the victory that won't burn out,
I found a childhood vision in some early memories 
A face of a man in the clouds
Like that altar
That carried eternity,
This one hugged
Conquered
Not human
But mythical
Ageless power
And I knew He was a timepiece 
That never shows the time,
And a consciousness
That praises the desire to give birth
And a force without a name - 
You must be a man

Thence I believe
Then
It was a vision of a Saint
Whose face I never saw among the sacred
Neither recognized among common men.

Touched to the core by the knowledge that You are the
man
Whose name stands on the house of God
That haunts my dreams

On the eves of the great holy feasts
As if faced with great temptations
That promise me a holiday
When I have no great desires
But enough 
To be happy without them,
But
A single wish 
To come to me as an answer
To answer the dream what it wants from me
'Cause my hope yearns
To reach You
Like a vessel of my own
When traveling to Your land,
I reach imaginary planets
I swallow pieces of the heavy sky
I meet thousands of laws of wandering thoughts -
The road to the self-discovery
Must be You,
A double rainbow
On the thirteenth day of the harvest
Wrote the way on the sky:

You are the path.

I shall find You,
I will find You, oh, answer,
Won't let You disappear
Or pass by me
Without having to invent You
Standing in an invisible distance 
Like a distant hug,
And the distances nearby -



A fearless sparkle
For new offspring in the time -
Your name
Must be of this house.

Let me first see You as a house
Meet You as a man
Know You as a healer

Oh, Saint 
And pray before You
For my arms reaching out to the uncertainty
For my touch by death transformed into passion
For the secrets locked within me without a key
For my yearnings
And a dream
Painted without colors, 
For every age I hold dear
For the things that ought to be distant,
The multiplication of nothingness
The despair in the thoughts
The fake images that I cannot destroy
So I face them powerless,
For the fear theu give strenghth to
When I'm here,
And it wants there
Then
To the other place, too,
For the time carried away
With everything unfinished
And myself seen from the side
As a shadow in a deep coma,
For the storm I would like to end

When the end is uncertain,
And I don't know to whom to surrender
When there is no one to say it,
When I ask myself
How could I see the nothingness
An enflamed pledge of a dismal apparition
That loves to thrive opulently -
I see it in the space imaginary and praised
When I hear other voices as if they were mine
When I solve the burdened power of the dream
In which
Your heralds
Two man unknown to me, dressed in dark suits
As if ready for a celebration
Came uninvited
And demanded that I renounce
The one
From the kin of the man-folk,
The man in the garments of the colors of the Autumn,
That man that weds me in a dream without a word,

Oh, Saint,
While praying to tell You
Being unable to tell him
To admit that I would like to ask him
In which segment of time to seek him
So he wouldn't meet me only in a dream, silent,
In which part of the undreamed dream 
To recognize him
So that he should know without having to ask him
He knows
The dream urges me for years
To pray for him



In what part of my thought should I put him
So that he wouldn't spill the word
Unwritten
Unread
Thirsty
Living alive inside me,
To place him in life and vitality,
He said -
I want you to tell me all,
How can I tell him of the unspeakable unutterable 
wisdom
When he knows
How I can grasp him
By knowing it
A dream
Thoroughly dreamed
You
My
Quiet and peaceful fellow-man  
Let me brighten up the ill sky
Then take me into yourself,
You don't have to carry me in your arms,
You need not wear the garments of the colors of the
Autumn,
Approach gracefully
Without a welcome
With your lips apart 
To announce the coming,
Welcome to the guest in our house - 
The patron Saint guards it,
'Cause He does not get tired,
But by the ancient custom
We should take care of it,

Approach,
When the leaf over-ripens
Bring it to me
To make it fresh again at its decline,

'Cause I want him to hear me, 
Or if not, to make it
Stop haunting me
Let it go
Or
He
Maybe, on his path towards himself
He thinks, 
life is a gift 
Does he bring me love?
But where is it?
Maybe halfway to me
So, let's meet there then
Or at the end of the day
And
Forever,
Not just call me in my dreams
Visit
Carry me and take me into
The house dreamt in my dream and not taken out -

I wish without wanting
Thinking or considering it
Like no one
Who failed
To speak to You, oh, Saint, all of his life,
You, an icon unpainted,
You, an inspired power,



From my deepest self to tell You
To say it as a prophecy:
When our diverging laws 
Gave birth to the consciousness
Where only the skeletons of the words existed
That conveyed things colorless,
Breathed only strange clouds,
The image had no form
Nor a form connected with the image,
There, the arms 
Were widely outstretched to the invisible insects 
That demanded release from the shape -
And there was none,
We walked the rails like aimless trains 
Guided by different rhythms
Each like a grasshopper ready to hop
Kept silent in his own private way
Like a petrified swamp without frogs or insects
Lead by the force of an unseen ill-fortune
Which watched like a green cave
Over all weightless bodies,
We walked united and strong
With ant-like steps towards the strength 
not promised to us
To reach a world of beauties never lived out - 
And they begged with flowers between their lips
Without origin and a look behind,
We had no dream born at home 
The desire for sterility resurrected
We were born
Each in his home for the unknown dream,
We fled there from the knowledge that 
Touched us -

A charge for plenty with the march of the bumblebees,

Only they and the chitin will remain 
By their ability to perpetuate themselves,
They still charge forward in a half-step
Maybe only until the next corner
The leader leads them quietly
Towards the hidden lair
That does not exist as the only one -
The speech of the decay rumbles
And a diligent gaze burrows -
Is there return after a brush with You
Is there a return after a brush with the dream 
to survive?

Each image 
its own void
Powerless
Selfless
Separate in the picture
The word is tied here
Sucked out dry
Unspoken it echoes
The strength concentrated in the mouth
To remind you with its echo
Not to release you
To turn your life-force to ashes,
Come out
Spill it out
No
Close your eyes
And go 
Go you



To feel it in the raging hurricane
To see it
Yes
Mine
Like all that is ours
Like the Saints before the Pope
For the same Sun
And the same Rain
For another Alpha
For all of us
For mine before you
And for that same water 
As those before me
With the same Alpha
To speak 
As they did for a different -
Soothing noise.
A scream from the guts
Roots there spasmodically
Flogged
And ossified to the marrow
The pain hard as a chestnut,
A cloud and a bottom
Selflessness sprouts
There some mud
A single primordial time
To the white
The body
Incarnated
And 
Enraged disorder in the strength
It gloats
Prays 

A prayer with no Amen
Cries 
A cry
In
Oh,
God!



II.

'Twas a Sunday that
I found rather strange,
In which I see a lot of kindness
And gather my strength for the other six days,
Thus, every Sunday
Is sacred to me,
I made it to the house I have been seeking
To see it
To know Your name
I knew I know it
Just couldn't remember
'Cause I didn't know You
I knew You existed
I learned a dozen of years ago,
It was the same house 
Mentioned by the dream,
I was not taken by the one
Known to me
Of the kin of the man-folk,
The man that walks in garments worn
When things die in the colors of the Autumn

I prayed

Ave
No
Ah?
Dear Lord,
Cleanse me
Give me a shelter
Save me

The woman in me
Myself in her 
You
And
To see myself
Not in that smoke
S m o o o k e
In myself, oh, Lord,
With the Father and the Holy Sister I prayed
And at the Sunday table
Together with the Holy Sunday
I knew
You are the primordial force 
That came to me in my dream
You are self-procreating
Uncreated by centuries
At this time incarnated -
And how much more dream remains
Until the holy sacrament
And the meeting with You
Which was promised to me like the Holy Grail -
The meeting with the Wise Omnipotent.

It was Sunday 
On previous night I had a dream - nothing but darkness
The same that ruled before the first day sprouted
With two bright lines amidst the darkness 
Like two bright days enveloping one night
I was awakened by fear,
It was early dawn
It was already the second day
For me it turned into the sixth of the week
Just like in the first day 



I felt like I've been born again
Stuck in the marrow of time
I didn't know what to do in it
Like the man once didn't know,
He created me 
Out of fear
He created me
The sacred things 
On the other side just for my sake
In this sixth day for me condensed
The urge wanted
To make the rainbow split
One piece at a time
Color by color
To solve the riddle that I am,
Like the man that asked once:

What is it that is not a secret,
And will have to be suffered through
Like a single pledge
Impregnated in the embrace
Of an endearing force?

I started at the beginning 
Which is at the end
If only the dream stands
Between here and him
Then, Saint,
Let it not be just a dream forever
With no one to remind me
That the time has come
And that there is such a time
To start sprouting 

And his invented image - 
Alas, it can't be seen,
The moment that passed
That much
And
How
And
So distant
Your own birth 
Your own death 
You measure once and again
With the length of your life,
Forever timeless
With the new fields open for running
On the fifth side of eternity,
All-powerful Man,
Yearning with the child
I was caught by the dream dreamt for years
May it not be years of nothing but dreaming
I got the oval
To solve it in the impotence
Of the one hundred and fourth square root
The same divided in two
Like a bitter herb that heals
The oval offers nothing but an epilogue
So that I don't burn out
Only be called by an empty name,
I started in the dream 
And passed over the nameless houses,
It was the third day
For me the fifth of the week it was,
I swear by all the beauty
I have to find an answer



It has to exist for me
Great strength took me to the reality
Where once I was baptized by a Holy Man
The man in the garments of the colors of the Autumn
In a dream
He stopped in front of the same house
When I flashed
And started back to my beginning
I found out
On that Great Thursday
To start it all from the beginning and strongly
With the nameless power
That urges me strongly
To go back slowly, quietly
To the weeds of life
And earthly living 
With pretty passions
To numerous joys
The luck not written on the forehead
All the storms
And bad weather to win over
To scoop them out of my boat 
On the road to your land,
And, oh Saint,
Conquer my world, too,
To embrace it
With all countless cries
Multiplied in my fate. 
Already it was the fourth day
Since my fear created me
When I took the road
Many years ago
I returned from my guest

I was born from the womb of my saintly mother
Wednesday, a new day
I got here in front of You
That I got to know in the shape of a holy house
I learned Your name through the holy house
In my childhood vision I believed strongly,
Led by the nameless force to demolish the darkness
So that I don't fall in it,
As if everything was made for me
In this month of June 
Wednesday
On the birth of the Holy Baptist,
And let me tell You,
I didn't have a dream
In which someone will tell me clearly,
Only in a dream
The man from the kin of the man-folk
Several houses pointed towards Your home,
The true One
Your name
And the name of this land
Revealed themselves to me
On the eighth day it was
When my fear took me up to the sky
And I have nothing to embrace
I see different things from above
And

Ave
No
Aaaaaaaaaah?
Airam
Oh, Lord,



Cleanse me
Give me a shelter
Save me
The woman in me
And 
Myself in her
I am here
I see all from above
I uplift the sky and the dream
I switch the earth and the heavens
May it turn to 
S m o o o k e
So that I can separate from the darkness
To adapt myself to the life here,
Oh, Lord,
In myself
And
Lightness light to see
To give what I have 
In the name of all that is beautiful
And well-fed,
It is time for it to start
Otherwise
What am I without You, my moments -

Just a wanderer that walks the length,
And miserable powerless soul in the height,

Help me,
Oh, Saint,

I'm engrossed in my quest!

III.

He didn't let me
But told the true story himself.

May a not altogether different existence
Be Holy and Sacred
In God's image
A presence of strength,
It takes away all burdens,
All that brings discomfort
It relieves
The insane turns to clever.
Blessed may be 
The Holy Mother
That gave birth to the Bliss,
She didn't have angels come to her in a dream
Like heralds announcing the coming of the child,
Nor had she nine Moirés
To give the holy word to the child,
But she simply knew

He was

In her womb
That spent in bliss
That many hours and days and
Lunar changes predetermined
When the infant saw the light
On a Great and Holy Day
The day of the conception of the Holy Baptist
And became a son in October
To become the son of the fire of life



And the earthly living.
Twelve Lord's years have passed
When in the thirteenth 
That force without a name
That created at the beginning the heavens and the
earth,
Wanted to call Him
To see the divine realm from above
And give Him birth for the second time,
Took an advice from the one without a face
Came back touched by God
To give strength as a testimony
To everyone that was created in God's image,
He breathed in Him a prayer
Given like the first letter:
Thou
Shall be 
The One
Thou shall be unique
In the first day it was,
Not only to Your dear parents,
Among the sacred and the exulted
Thou shall heal common people
With Your eternal power,
You will make miracles in the city
Where hagiographies abound,
You shall be unique 
Not only in mind and face
And precious noble deed
That will
Roar out rainbows for many a man
It was the second day
He

Honored after the last campaign 
Started creating lusts,
Did not stop on the third day of the Lord
Ceaselessly
With unabating will
For light years
And without a dawn, 
While the morning,
When it was the fourth day
Passed from the first -alpha
Through every other that was created
Immediately arrived to the fifth day
Without prayer on His lips
With primordial prayers in himself
For all that suffer and live in pain
He directed His power like a volcano
To everyone
That could agonize it.
It was the sixth day 
And the sixth night came
And many came to seek from Him
Their salvation
On the seventh day,
As the Lord said,
To rest himself
For all the six nights and days
To pray with the Holy Sunday
And with all the sacred and exulted 
For all the others
Without exhaustion of His strength
And gaining greater strength
To receive all the newcomers
As a guest and sufferer



In the house where He was born
Thirteenth 
In the holy miraculous city.

Finally, Himself.

Here, in front of His temple I stopped
I came myself a messenger
To the strong appeal 
Before I dreamt the ruined house,
I hurried through the unique city
To reach the white lake
The water is life
From the water we come
Of flesh and blood
Descendants of Abraham and David
Children of Jesus
Sons of our Mother Marys
And there I stopped
Where the nameless force
Plays the harp through the remains of the silent cities
Kills the pain
Like on a cross for the end
Alone
Exulted He leads a lonely life
Untouched wisdom
Reaches many as a bliss
Gives another birth to the already born
He is from the same roots
Of flesh and blood
The seeds of Jesus
A son of October
A nameless force

Oh, Saint,
Savior!

On the Eighth Day
Light is Sacred,
Sanctity is Virtue,
The Word became sacred
When I reached the Wise One.



Post scriptum

I DON'T BELIEVE IT, MY SAINT SHALL NOT DIE

Prologue

Earlier, I didn't know what a Saint is,
I chose solitude, to see Him 
So simple that He thinks with the heart,
With eyes as big as chestnuts and a gaze that could cut
glass,
I was told that He is alone with everyone,
That His rules don't apply to us,
And that He is one and the same with us. 
I imagined Him alone on a mountain
Caressed by the stars
Rearranging the clouds 
And guarding the mysteries. 

1.
I saw the road spread ahead like the sky
Which direction should I take? I thought,
It would be the best if I took the one I can't see,
Inside my body like a column it rises 
And rips me apart from within, roars like a living wound
Calling its sure-handed healer.

I saw the road riddled by mud and water
It has always been completed by somebody
Who, in His dream, created another woman, and Him -
I couldn't see inside me.
Like in an empty stomach, the darkness barked like a
canine illness

That heals as it proceeds -
Was my attempt worthy of the effort?

He offered himself as a yellow Moon
Watching steadily the transparent Sun, and the Sun was
setting
While He seemingly talked of some ending.
It's sunset, I said, it is not the end, but
We had to move quickly,
When -
That simple humbleness
Drank away my wound like the holy water.

I was nearing Asia then,
And waters, waters... all kinds talked to me 
And the days were compressed together,
They told stories and stories, and there was no one to
write them down
When a secret scripture, traveled through Ephesus,
Smyrna, Constantinople,
Ah, Cappadocia! 
And the breakfast at the silent Bosporus, 
The stone fortress and the greatest Hagia Sophia -
Stopped in myself,
Took me to the water like a drowning man exhausted in
agony,
I said very calmly:

He is getting greedy in His yearning to strike
That is my distant yearning,
It freezes,
My gaze shortens it,
It wants to survive this Panteleimon, too.



2.
Somebody has died.

3.
I went to the waterfront, but backwards, 
To the place where once I was born. 

4.
They were preparing the Communion.

5.
Spread out throughout the calmness 

I have nothing to touch,
While there were so many waves on the calm sea
Like ripe cities and towers of stone -
At the foot of the hill just a semblance of somebody's
death
Like an irreversible shadow on somebody's cheek,
And the face invisible, somebody is struggling with
words
That cannot adjust in the calmness
That demanded silence like a buried winter
In the last moments 
And the last waves.
As if I could hear a whisper coming out of nowhere
Like a pledge 
That somebody will
Rest in peace soon,
He was spread out above the calmness,
Waiting.

6. 
The day grew into a glass figurine,

Somewhere,
A child was conceived.

7.
Somewhere,
Another death was being prepared.

8. 
There is time and it exists
The Sun is still setting
Somewhere, another death is plotted
Death in a death like a threat and a salvation, face to
face, they look at each other
Like a yearning and You, calm like a wax figure,
You have to be like that and You have to fence with
secrets,
And you don't think - You already know it all
You know what it looked like before all yearnings and
ages came
You know how it will be, that is not a secret for You,

No, I don't believe sunsets portend the imminent end 
No, I don't believe it, 
No, My Saint doesn't die.

9.
I repeated it constantly -
I found You
Like in a story that doesn't exist
Made up back in the days of childhood,
While walking through the park on the way home,
I created You as a thought to think of before I go to



sleep
When I imagined Your face in my soul,
I sought muddy roads and motley carpets
Which You spread around so that I could walk on them
When I watched the tranquility in whiteness
Wishing I had it 
In those moments 
When the winter drew threats around
When everybody feared you might not exist
And they might not find You.
They stopped,
And my tale weaved itself
To uncover You in some place
And then to cover You
Mortal, as we are
Lonely and eternal like a god
Grown like a supreme monk
And while you carry the burden of the whole world
alone,
I wanted to ask You...?
And you,
How did you find me?
Could I ignore the discomfort
To rise like a wounded beast
Into someone's arm pits that weren't mine?
Could I suppress the story
End it with a doubt
So early
And lose You
With the unmercenary appellation in Your name
Weaver of secrets and the greatest demystifier?
We saw each other in the yard
With a beginning for the story secured

By the fact that I found You,
My Saint.

10.
You didn't harden,
You died.

11.
And the longer You are dead
Away from all yearnings and eternity,
The more playful in your blood you become
Like a steady look with open eyes 
That cuts like a shred of glass
And never draws blood 
Like a touch that sooths my sorrow
Like a ray of light from hell that animates my force
Like the width of the work,
Like a futile reflection of the name of Your deed
That grows like a pregnancy while the word is getting
narrower.
There is no comparison,
The sorrow can't start them, nor the joy conceive them, 
So that I could speak of You, Oh, the One
Oh, My Saint,
You came as You left 
Slightly sharply -
Just like Your thought
Penetrating and true
Remains such to circle
And take away the fear
So that the cold could run away in fear
The circle is hanging again
And I will have to pass through it alone



Like a lonely horseman through the raging water,
And You suffer constantly
For as long as the last of us should last.

12.
I cried a little
At the news that He died, my Saint
And then I felt Him
As if I had just returned from one of our meetings,
Lord knows 
What magnetic fields I have uncovered
To use them to spread out my life,
Who knows 
How much turquoise water I have cried
He walked through
Those waters
To allay my exhaustion
Into a whole living sky
Where
He
My Saint
Remains to exist.

13.
I thought,
He may live a hundred years.

14.
The words are silent there
At the moment
Spoken on the death of My Saint.
The pictures are huge there,
These days,

To show
Like the most transparent mirrors
The humbleness of a human heart
Like great destinies
Carried away silently, like a great burden,
At midnight
On the eve of a memorial service,
He fried the fish
Boiled the wheat
Prepared himself
Without a word,
Silently 
As He lived,
My Saint.

15.
No one tasted the fish
No one touched the wheat
He prepared them for us 
And we prepared Him for the coffin.

16. 
Blow away the winds of the sky
I shall learn what to seek
Behind the veil 
Of all that was carried away with You.

17.
I don't believe it,
My Saint doesn't die.



Epilogue

Alone
Like a monk since the birth
Alone in His divine death
And then,
Alone again
But, since I found You
And, repeatedly, keep finding You,

Letka won't give birth any more.
Like an unbeliever, in my pain,
I intend to dig out Your grave
To see You at peace
To touch Your dead body
That didn't decay and is calm again,
Then
I gave up on it
Touched by the calmness that I seek
Like an echo
That You are alive
My thoughts are immeasurable
As is the love,
My friend,
I don't believe in death,
You said, I am not a God
And the silence knew it.
It follows me, 
And then,
I am with You. 

It's always like that.

You gave me the way
There are two of us on the road
Myself and the man in the garments of the colors of the
Autumn
We repeat:
A Vision
Look...
Then 
Part
Then
View
L o o o o o o o o v e
Look
Part
Passed
Secretly
A man 
Is waiting for
A look
I was shaken by a view
O
O
O
O
Insight 
Into
A man
A man
Looks into me
Murmur 
For You
MuRMur
O



Faithfully
After 
That look
He said
All the murmur
Is gone
All
For us.

Since then
A cruel
And fragile thirst 
For nonexistence in a thin night
Talks loudly to itself
Maybe talks of its debt-
Towards You
Who started a life
And spread out a yearning
In a single day,
So, a gentle squeeze
A fire
A scream
Screaming inside
In Your hug -
Oh, Beginning.

You are silent.

The road progressed
The train wheezed by
We touched the sky.

We say no more:
No, My Saint doesn't die.

(1997)



SVETA POETSKA RE^ ZA SVETLOSTA 

Poemata Osmiot den od Sofija Grandakovska e vosta-

novuvawe na svetosta na re~ta za svetosta na svet-

losta. Videna i sfatena kako svetlost, svetosta e

predmet na zaumen kopne` na ~ovekot. Kopne`ot e ed-

novremeno son, `edba i misla. Son koj postoi za da se

sonuva bez prestan. @edba koja se ostvaruva sebesi

samo dodeka kopnee po ne{to otsutno za da se posedu-

va, a prisutno za da se nasetuva i za da gi pothranuva

sno-videnijata i pred-~uvstvata. Misla koja spoznava

zatoa {to veruva i zatoa {to qubi. Kopneewe po

zaumnoto koe od pregolema sila se preobrazuva vo

ne{to drugo: sekoga{ kopne` plus ne{to drugo. I

tokmu tuka, vo toa ne{to ot-pove}e, se za~nuva poet-

skiot oblik na poemata Osmiot den od Sofija Granda-

kovska, koj se vseluva vo prostorot na imaginarnoto,

spekulativnoto, metafizi~koto - vo osmiot den, den

koj postoi nadvor od vostanoveniot sedmi~en ciklus,

den koj se sprotivstavuva na vostanoveniot stereotip

za {est plus eden den za vreme na koi{to e sotvoren

svetot, den koj navestuva bunt, li~en grev, poetska ~u-

dotvornost, barawe izlez od tradicijata, od kolek-

tivnite veruvawa i zabludi, den za poezija, den za

individualizacija, den za sebe, den za kopneewe. Os-

miot den e matricata na mudrosta, osmiot den e mat-

rica na mudrost. 

Poemata Osmiot den od Sofija Grandakovska e ras-

pra{uvawe za molitvata - dali molitva, komu molit-

va, zo{to molitva, mora li molitva. Tolku mnogu pat

za da se otkrijat odgovorite za molitvata ne mo`e a

da ne iscrta edno patuvawe, edno osobeno iskustvo

na molitvewe. Poemata e oblik na molitva. Poemata

e molitva. Osmiot den e den za retki no mo`ni pre-

poznavawa na svetosta. Osmiot den e den za pokoruva-

we na ti{inata. Osmiot den e den za otkrovenie na

poetskata mo} na re~ta, za mo}ta na re~ta, za re~ta

prosvetlena od svetosta na Vi{(n)iot. Osmiot den od

Sofija Grandakovska e opevawe na sakralnoto i sak-

ralizacija na re~ta. Onaa re~ koja vodi kon Slovoto

na postanokot, kon prvoto, osmoto, beskone~noto. Os-

miot den od Sofija Grandakovska e proekcija na sim-

bolikata na beskone~nosta, na osmicata na beskone~-

nosta vo ogledaloto na poezijata. Re~ta e beskone~na.

re~ta e kopne` po beskone~noto. Tuka zapo~nuva kru-

got na isku{enieto i tuka trae, beskone~no. 

akademik Katica ]ulavkova



A HOLY POETIC WORD ABOUT THE LIGHT

The Eighth Day, a poem by Sofija Grandakovska, establis-
hes for us the holiness of the word on the sanctity of
light. Perceived and understood as light, the holiness is a
subject of irrational yearning for man. 

That yearning is, at the same time, a dream, a wish, and
a thought. A dream which exists only to be able to dream
all the time. A wish that is self-fulfilling, for it desires so-
mething abstract enough not to be possessed, but also
concrete enough to be sensed and to feed the visions and
the premonitions. A thought that possesses the ability of
comprehension because of its faith and its love. The pin-
ing for the irrational that is transformed by its great force
into something new: always a yearning plus something
else. It is there in that transreal that the poetic forms of
The Eighth Day by Sofija Grandakovska are conceived,
moving the realm of the imaginary, speculative and meta-
physical - into the eighth day. Outside the established se-
ven-day cycle, that day opposes the established stereo-
type of six plus one day in which the world was created;
it is a premonition of a rebellion, a personal sin, poetic
wonders, the search of a way out of the chains of traditi-
on, collective beliefs and self-deceptions. It is a day for
poetry, for the individual, a day for one's self, a day for
contemplation and yearning. The eighth day is a matrix of
wisdom, the eighth day is the matrix of wisdom. 

The poem The Eighth Day by Sofija Grandakovska is an
inquiry about prayer - should we pray, to whom we pray,
why prayer, and do we have to? So much road covered to
unearth the answers about prayer cannot but map a

quest, a peculiar prayer experience. The poem is a form
of prayer. The poem is, indeed, a prayer. The eighth day
is a day for rare, but nonetheless possible recognitions of
sanctity. The Eighth Day is a day to subjugate ourselves
to silence. The Eighth day is a day of revelation of the
poetic power of the word, about the power of the word
as it is, about the word enlightened by the holiness of the
Almighty. The Eighth Day by Sofija Grandakovska is a
hymn to the sacral and a sacralization of the word. The
word that leads to the Genesis, to the first, the Eighth,
the infinite. The Eighth Day by Sofija Grandakovska is a
projection of the symbolism of the infinity, of the laid
down Eighth that is the symbol of the infinity, as seen in
the mirror of poetry. The Word is infinite, the word is a
yearning for infinite. This is where the cycle of temptation
starts, and this is where it goes on forever. 

Professor Katica Kulavkova, Ph.d., 
Member of of the Macedonian Academy 

of Sciences and Arts
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Sofija Grandakovska (1973) diplomira Op{ta i

komparativna kni`evnost na Univerzitetot Sv. Kiril

i Metodij vo Skopje, kade gi zavr{uva i svoite post-

diplomski studii. Profesionalnata ekspertiza ja

steknuva preku pedago{ka rabota kako profesor po

makedonski jazik i literatura i kako  asistent-sora-

botnik vo Makedonskata Akademija na Naukite i Umet-

nostite vo oddelenieto za literatura i lingvistika.

Predmet na nejzin nau~en interes se komparativnite

istra`uvawa vo kni`evnata i likovnata semiotika i

kulturnoto nasledstvo. Redovno objavuva teoretsko-

nau~ni studii i kni`evni kritiki, proza i poezija

vo makedonskata i stranskata periodika. ^len e na

Dru{tvoto na komparativistika na Republika Ma-ke-

donija i internacionalnata asocijacija na kompara-

tivna literatura (AILC/ILCA).
Dobitnik e na pove}e nagradi za literatura: 13 No-

emvri na Grad Skopje, II nagrada na svetskiot den za

za{tita na ~ovekovata sredina, dodelena od SSRNM,

^ovekot vo 21 vek i drugi.

Poemata Osmiot den e nejzina prva poetska kniga na

makedonski i angliski jazik.
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