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Evino stvaranie

Jednom davno kad Zemlja bijase pusta i prazna, Eva se ogledavala u sku-
pljenim vodama mora plavog poput opala. I ono sto bijase lijepo pozeli uci-
niti jo$ ljepsim. I u¢ini pokret ka Svijetlosti uzevsi iz zemlje pregrst raznoli-
kih oblika i nacini, kao $to je Vjec¢ni ¢inio: umijesi prah s vodom, stalnost i
promjenu i oboji ih u ogrlicu od ljubavi i zlata, znak savrsenstva.

Sacini jos od srebra i morsko bice s krilcima posutim od bijelog mjese-
¢evog sjaja i stavi ga na zvjezdanu vrpcu koju zapecati odbljeskom dija-
manta, simbolom savrsenog dovrsenja. I potrazi zatim smaragdnu rijeku
nad kojom su plovile ptice dugog zelenog perja i izroni iz nje skoljku i pro-
nade u njoj biser. A praiskonska voda joj rece: »Eva, svemu sto nades daj
od svog duha, jer samo tako dobit ces vise od zivota«.

Ona, Eva, Hava, prva Zena, ohrabri se i postade umjetnica. I tako prekr-
8i sve zakone priblizivsi se najdubljoj razini uvida iz kojeg sve nastaje. I za-
ljubi se u zivot kakav joj je podaren. Tad potrazi na drugoj strani Edena ko-
ralje i nizuci ih, Zrtvova kaplju svoje krvi i upise u njih porijeklo svijeta, bilj-
no i mineralno. I stavi jos oko ruke jantar sveobuhvatne mogucnosti pove-
zujuci njime svoju kozmicku dusu s bozanskom.

Adam je nade zamisljenu na obali i ona mu rece: »Postoji tok zivota i tok
smrti, ali i Bozje milosti. Ti si sa mnom izdrzao trenutak praznine kada smo
spoznali tocku iz koje sve proistjece i u koju sve utjece«. A on izvadi za nju
iz svoje kose kristale, poput onih sa safirnog prijestolja Gospodnjeg. I pore-
da ih po njezinom dlanu podarivsi joj s njima intuiciju s kojom ce se zZena
kretati izmedu vidljivog i nevidljivog.

Eva ga pogleda o¢ima u kojima su jos bile blistale edenske kise i u njima
san koji sanja samoga sebe. I shvati: oni koji su pali na Zemlju ponovno mo-
gu naci put k Nebu.

Autorica
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Eve's Creation

Once upon a time, long ago, when the Earth was waste and void, Eve
looked at herself in the waters of the sea, blue like an opal. And she wished
to make the beautiful even more beautiful. And she made a movement
towards the Light, taking from the earth a handful of various forms and
did, like the Eternal One did: she kneaded the dust with water, the perma-
nence and change and coloured them into a necklace made of love and
gold, the sign of perfection. And she took silver and made a sea creature
with wings dusted with moonlight glow and put it on a starry ribbon
which she sealed with the sparkle of a diamond, the symbol of perfect com-
pletion. And then she sought the emerald river over which birds with long
green feathers were flying, and dived a shell out of it, and found a pearl in
it. And the primeval water said to her: “Eve, whatever you find, give it
from your spirit, because only in this way will you get more from life.”

She, Eve, Hava, the first woman, took heart and became an artist. And
thus she broke all laws, approaching the deepest level of the insight from
which everything emerges. And she fell in love as it was presented to her.
Then, on the other side of Eden, she looked for corals, and stringing them,
she sacrificed a drop of her blood and in them she wrote the origin of the
world, both vegetable and mineral. And round her arm she also put amber
of all-encompassing possibility, connecting with it her cosmic soul with the
divine soul.

Adam found her musing on the shore, and she said to him: "There is a
course of life and the course of death, but also the course of God’s grace.
With me you have stood the moment of emptiness when we realized the
point from which everything springs and into which everything flows.”
And out of his hair he took crystals, like those from the Lord’s pearly
throne. And he arranged them on the palm of her hand , presenting with
them the intuition with which the woman will move between the visible
and the invisible.

Eve looked at him with the eyes where the glistening Eden rains were still
present, containing a dream dreaming itself. And she understood that
those who have fallen to Earth can again find the way to Heaven.

The author

13



Adamu To Adam




Pomislih: »Pretty woman«.
Diplomat diplomatski $uti.

Covijek kraj nas narucuje
fileke sa $pekom.

Valjda u znak mira.

To se jede Zlicom.

16

I thought: “Pretty woman”.

The diplomat is diplomatically silent.

The man next table orders
tripe with lard.

Possibly, as a sign of peace,
This is eaten with a spoon.
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Gospodin je bio u logoru smrti.

On ne voli izlaziti iz kuce.
Svoju fotelju ne bi mijenjao za
cijeli svijet.

Uostalom, $to ima u svijetu?

18

The gentleman has been in a death camp.

He does not like going out.

He would not exchange his armchair
for the whole world.

After all, what is there in the world?
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Sve vise privla¢im tipove raznih fela.
Kada im se dogada nesto vazno kume
me da budem blizu.

Navecer se vracam kuci umorna i zbunjena.

I dok tonem u san u mojoj dusi i njihova
svijetli.

20

I am increasingly attracting all sorts of people.

When something important happens, they implore
me to be near.

In the evening I come home tired and confused.

And while I sink into sleep, in my soul, their soul also
shines.

21



Htjela bih na more, a ostajem u gradu.

Petama pecatim asfalt, a u meni miris
brnistre u plavom.

I galeb sto krijestom vala brodi.

Grad. Samo moj dah u vrelini izbacen
u Nebo.

22

I would like to go to the seaside, and I stay in town
With my heels I seal the asphalt, and in me the scent
of yucca in blue.

And the seagull sailing on the wave crest.

The town. Only my breath in the heat thrown out

to Heaven.
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Pustas me da hodim, brodim, sama plovim.
Ali odmorista?
Odmorista su tako rijetka.

24

You let me walk, sail, cruise alone.
And the resting places?
The resting places are so rare.
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Krpati. Krpati.

Zakrpati se.

Iscijeliti se. Nasmijesiti se.
Patchwork je vie¢no u modi.

26

To mend. To mend.

To patch up.

To heal oneself. To smile.
The patchwork is always in.

27



Prezivjeti. Prespavati.

Ne mislis da bi tako
mogla i umrijeti.
Otvori oci!

28

To survive. To hibernate.
Don'’t you think you could also
die like this.

Open your eyes!

29



Ranojesenska kisa sapire

zlatnoZute suncane tragove.

Rani mrak guta listove.

30

The early autumn rain is washing away
the golden yellow traces of sunshine.
The early dusk is swallowing leaves.

31



Ima li moj put u padanju uzdizanje?
Rabin Nahman iz Braslava rece mi:
»Tvoj korak u visinu po ostroj stijeni je.

Andelu pruzi ruku, jer Stvoritelju uznosi te«.

32

Is there a rise in my way down?

Rabbi Nahman from Braslav said to me:

“Your step upward is on sharp rocks.

Give your hand to the angel, for he is rising you to the Creator.”
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Prisao mi je. Uhvatio me za ruku i poveo.

Pogledah na koga slici.

To lice blijedo. To tijelo krhko.

Gotovo bijelo.

I ne nadoh usporedbe.

Tada smo stali. Njegov mir bijase moj
mir.

Njegova ljubav, moja ljubav beskonac¢na.
Pogledah tada u svog andela i rekoh mu:
»Sada znam, ta ljubav nedostajala je.«

34

He came to me. He took my hand and led me.

I looked to see who he looked like,

The pale face. The frail body.

Nearly white.

And I could find no comparison.

And then we stopped. His peace was my

peace.

His love, my love, infinite.

I looked at my angel and said to him:

“I know now, it was this love that was missing.”

35



Zaspah snom teskim. Teska.

I On me povede na putovanje,
Krugovima snjeznim i bijelim.

Kroz prozra¢nost leda spustajuci me
i uzdizudi me.

I tada shvatih, treba me

prociscenu.

36

[ fell in heavy sleep. Heavy.

And He took me on a trip,

Along circles snowy and white.
Through ethereal ice, lowering me
and rising me.

And then I realized, he wants me
cleansed.

37



Hocu vidjeti sunce.

Hocu vidjeti Nebo.

Ne Zelim samo prolaziti.

Zelim biti.

U nekom danu koji je ispred mene
htjela bih izaci iz vode i blistati.

Na putu ka Praizvoru okrenuta Tebi.

38

[ want to see the sun.

[ want to see the Heaven.

I don’t want just to pass.

I want to be.

In a day which is before me.

I would like to come out of the water and glisten.

On the way to the Primaeval Source, turned to You.

39



Odjednom osjetila sam da stojim
na hladnoj plohi leda.
Samo, je li bilo odjednom?

40

I suddenly felt I was standing
on a cold sheet of ice.
Only, was it suddenly?

41



Okus lose savjesti?
Gorak je.

42

The aftertaste of bad conscience?
It’s bitter.

43



Dokoni $etaci. Komadic neba.
Krajickom oka zadrzavam pticu.
Lomi nas bura.

44

Idle walkers. A patch of sky.
With a corner of my eye I detain a bird.
The bora is breaking us.

45



Na putu prema zra¢noj luci vidim u dubini
grad.

Njegove zidine i tvrde svijetle u izmaglici nodi.
Nad vlastitim snom zgurena u malom autobusu
naginjem se i lebdim. Neko vrijeme nad
Dubrovnikom.

46

On the way to the airport I can see, down there,

the city.

Its walls and fortresses shine in the mist of the night.
Over my sleep, crouched in the small bus

I bend and hover. Some time over

Dubrovnik.

47



Sreca? Ima li tezeg
pitanja o krhkijem?

48

Happiness? Is there a more difficult
question about a more frail thing?

49



Gle kakav divan dan!
Svibanj se njise na zelenom
listu.

Ja trosim svoje sretne sate.

50

Look, what a lovely day!
May is swinging on the green
leaf.

I spend my happy hours.

51



Smiraj dana na Lastovu.

Sjene otoka ogledavaju se u vodi.

Neko vrijeme. I zatim potonu.
Ujutro se otoci opet vracaju.

52

The dusk on Lastovo.

The shadows of the islands are reflected in the water.
For a time. And then they sink.

In the morning the islands come back again.
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Dresden stoji iznad Elbe.
Na raskosnim dvorcima andeli se
nimalo smjerno propinju u nebo.

54

Dresden stands above the Elbe.
On sumptuous castles the angels
not a bit humbly pitch for the sky.

55



Budimpesta. Lijepe gradevine

i raskosne dvorane.

Prijemi i slavlja.

Pljes¢em na koncertu.

Bértok i Kodaly.

Moje srce luta po Pesta Vigado dvorani.
I ne mogu za njim posegnuti.

Ja sam tu, a ono bi u sjaj zvijezda i dubinu mora.

Moje srce tebi.

Ja sjedim na koncertu.

Tiha i pomalo blijeda.

Nekako jesam i nisam.

Tu negdje izmedu Budimpeste i otoka.

56

Budapest. Pretty buildings

and magnificent halls.

Receptions and celebrations.

I applaud at the concert.

Bartok and Kodaly.

My heart wanders through the Pest Vigado Hall.
And I cannot reach for him.

I am here and it would go to the star splendor and the sea depth.

My heart to you.

[ sit in the concert.

Silent and slightly pale.

Somehow I am and I am not.

Somewhere here between Budapest and the islands.
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Iz Izraela Ezav je stigao u Madarsku.
Sa sobom je poveo bolesnog psa koji
vuce zadnje noge.

Ezav, koji likom podsjeca na Isusa,
godinu dana putuje svijetom.
Prolaznici i namjernici svi zalosno
promatraju psa.

Ezava §to li¢i na Isusa uglavnom
nitko ne gleda.

U Dohany sinagogi sjedim uz Ezava
u istoj klupi.

Kraj onog koji s beskrajnom njeznoscu
gleda u svog psa.

Liza i ja kriom gledamo u Ezava.

58

From Israel Esau arrived to Hungary.
With him he took a sick dog who

is dragging his hind legs.

Esau, who looks like Jesus,

has been travelling the world for a year.
By-passers and chance travellers, they all sadly
look at the dog.

And Esau, who looks like Jesus, practically
no one looks at.

In Dohany synagogue I sit near Esau

in the same pew.

Near him who with infinite tenderness
looks at his dog.

Lisa and I stealthily look at Esau.

59



Kako se uvuci u jutro u koje mi se

ne ustaje?

Pijem glazbu i slusam kavu.

Ipak uspijevam navuci cipele i

triput zaboraviti papire,

trudeci se prepoznati trenutak u kojem
odjednom bivamo svjesni da na3 Zivot

vide nikada nece biti jednak onom kakvog smo
poznavali.

60

How to crawl into a morning where I don’t feel
like getting up?

I sip music and listen to coffee.

Yet I manage to pull on my shoes and

three times forget my papers,

trying to recognize the moment where

we suddenly become aware that our life

will never be the same as the life we

used to know.
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Vlak Zagreb-Be¢.

Zadah jeftine plastike i lose salame.

Sto mogu uciniti?

Ponuditi samu sebe umjesto bombonima nekakvim

bilo kakvim happy endom.
I zatim ogrnuta u smijesak si¢i na Stidbahnhofu.

62

The Zagreb-Vienna train.
The odour of cheap plastics and bad salami.

What can I do?
To treat myself instead of some candies with some

with any happy ending,

And then, wrapped in smile get off at Stidbahnhof.

63



Tamni andeo valovima noci plovi.
Onaj tko zlatnim prahom sanja i
ne sluti, bez sna, ostat ce.

64

The dark angel is sailing on the waves of night.
He who dreams with gold dust and
does not suspect, will remain sleepless.

65



Covijek poslije nesrece prisiljava se ustati.

Umiti se, izabrati odjecu, o¢istiti cipele,
sve $to je bilo rutinom, naporom je.
Cini mu se, postoji, a ne zivi.

A ipak zna da je umiranje jedini put
ka radanju.
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The man after an accident, he makes himself rise.
Get washed, choose his clothes, clean his shoes,
everything that has been routine, is an effort.

It seems to him he exists but does not live.

And yet he knows that dying is the only way

to birth.
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Odjenes prekrasnu haljinu.
Uvuces se u nove cipele, stavis
nakit i posegnes za skupocjenim
kaputom.

Pogledas se u ogledalo. Sve je lijepo.

Samo srce ugrijati ne mozes.
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You don a beautiful dress.

Get into new shoes, put on

your jewellery and reach for the expensive
coat.

You look in the mirror. Everything is nice.
Only you can’t warm your heart.
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Viktoru su pjesme kruh i voda.
Ponekad ih nade netko tko je gladan.
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For Victor, poems are bread and water,
Sometimes found by someone who is hungry.
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Pavel silazi s Atosa bez krila.

Tamo negdje u Skopju mora

odgovoriti na tri pitanja: o spoznaj,
usamljenosti i mistici.

Pavel se zatim ponovno uspinje na Atos

s ruskim pjesnikom Viktorom Krivoulinom.

Boze, imaju li sad krila?
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Pavel leaves Mt Athos wingless.
Somewhere there in Skopje he has

to answer three questions: on cognition,
loneliness and mysticism.

Pavel climbs Mt Athos again

with Russian poet Viktor Krivoulin.
God, do they have wings now?
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Gospode, kad pomislimo da vise nemamo
snage podnijeti ono §to moramo, daj da
podnesemo. I daj nam jo$ snage da se

osmjehnemo i onda kada nam nije do smijeha.

I nade nam daj. I onda kad snovi zamiru.
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Lord, when we think we no more have

strength to bear what we have to bear, let us
bear it. And give us more strength

to smile when we don't feel like smiling.

And give us hope. Even when dreams are dying.
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Na ulici stoji Zena i prosi.

Iza nje se skriva djevojka.

I dok majka prosi,ona se sve vise
priljubljuje uz njezina leda.

Gledajuci u pod grize nokte i sa svakom
izgovorenom rije¢i umire od srama.

U podne stoje u sredistu grada njih dvije.

Izbjeglice iz Bosne.
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In the street, a woman stands begging.

A girl is hiding behind her.

And while the mother is begging, she increasingly
clings to her back.

Looking at the floor, she bites her nails and with each
word uttered, she is dying of shame.

At midday, in the town centre, the two of them.
Refugees from Bosnia.
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Mala pticica iznenada je pala mrtva.
Gledam u to ¢udno bice koje jos Zivi

samo odsjajem svojih krila.

I ¢ini se poput zvijezde $to se u nevrijeme
otkinula s neba snivajuci vje¢cnom sudbinom
hrabrih letaca.
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A little bird has suddenly dropped dead.

I look at this strange creature, still alive

only with the glow of its wings.

And its looks like a star which, at a bad moment,

has broken off from heaven, dreaming with eternal destiny
of brave flyers.
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Kisno jutro na moru.

U maloj, hladnoj prostoriji

govori ¢ovjek o svojem stradanju.
Zidovska saga prepuna dramatike.
Covijek zatim otire suze, zahvalan

8to je napokon prevalio preko duse

teret potisnutih uspomena.

Pali svjetlo i ulazi u sinagogu, staru

i memljivu koja odige tiginom.

I izgovara rije¢i molitve Shma Yisroel.
Stojim iza njega i znam poput onih koji su
stigli davno prije mene da srediste svijeta
nije u zlu nego u dobroti.

Tako se i rastajemo. Na stubistu jedne zgrade
u Rijeci.
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Rainy morning at the seaside.

In a little cold room

speaks a man of his suffering.

A Jewish saga, packed with dramaticism.

He wipes his tears then, grateful for

having finally relieved himself

of the burden of his bottled memories.

He lights the light and enters the synagogue, old
and musty, smelling of silence.

And says the words of Shma Yisroel.

I stand behind him and know, like those who
arrived long before me, that the centre of the world
is not evil, but goodness.

And so we part. On the stairs of a building

in Rijeka.

81



Hrvatska Kostajnica-Hebron.

Uvijek netko isti¢e zastavu,

a netko skriva lice.

Kola¢ pravde rasipa se u mrvice.

Na Medakovoj kosi miris paljevine,

straha i izdaje.

Pustos u kojoj raskosno i nestvarno uredno
rastu ruZe i perunike ispred kuca kojih
vise nema.
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Hrvatska Kostajnica-Hebron.

Always there’s someone who puts up the flag,

ond one who hides his face.

The cake of justice disperses into morsels.

On Medak'’s slope there’s smell of burning,

of fear and treason.

The waste where lavishly and unrealistically neatly
grow roses and irises in front of the houses which
are no more.
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Grad je pun lica bez osobnosti.

Ociju bez svijetla.
Usta bez osmjeha.
Hocu li se i ja jednom
takva probuditi?
Praznog lica, a ziva.
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The city is full of faces without personality.

Of eyes without light.

Of mouths without a smile.
Am I also going

to wake up once like that?
With empty face, and yet alive?
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Mozda ¢emo i mi ljudi jednom
biti ¢isti poput andela i bez
grijeha.

Pitanje je samo tko ce prvi

pozeljeti sunovratiti se na Zemlju.
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Perhaps we, people, will once

be pure like angels and without

sin.

The question is who will be the first
to wish to plunge back to Earth.
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Moje vrijeme ne mjeri se satima
ni danima.

Njegova je jedina mjera

tvoje prisustvo ili tvoje odsustvo.
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My time is not measured in hours
or days.

Its only measure is

your presence or your absence.
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Ja ne nosim tvoju sliku.

A ipak na mojim prstima
zivi dodir tvoje kose.

Na mojim rukama blagost
tvojeg lica i njeznost koja
se ne iskazuje rije¢ima.

Ja ne nosim tvoju sliku.
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I do not carry your picture.

And yet on my fingers

is the living touch of your hair.
On my hands the gentleness

of your face and tenderness which
is not expressed in words.

I do not carry your picture.
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On promatra meke sjene rane jeseni.

I ¢eka njezin povratak ne znajuci hoce
li ga biti.

Tople sjene jeseni dugom zimom bit ce.
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He looks at the soft shadows of early autumn.
And waits for her return, not knowing whether it

ever will be.
The soft shadows of the autumn will be a long winter.
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Na cesti on stoji kao bijeli ¢ovjeculjak
u staklenoj kugli.

Samo umjesto laznog griza po njemu
istinski snijeZi.

Osjecam mraz koji se skuplja u njegovoj dusi.
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He stands on the road like a white midget
in a glass ball.

But instead of fake semolina

real snow falls upon him.

I can feel the frost gathering in his soul.
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U nasem vremenu toliko

su stvari pronasli i izumili.
Stojim malo po strani,
promatrajuci ljude koji ubijaju
ono §to vole.
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In our time so many

things have been discovered and invented.

I stand a little aside,
watching the people killing
what they love.
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More se povuklo.
Gledajuci u pijesak

8to na suncu blijedi
vidim osusene ljusture.

More, more se povuklo.
U mijeni s njime disem.
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The sea has ebbed.
Looking at the sand
fading out in the sun

I can see dried sea shells.
The sea, the sea has ebbed.

In the change with it I breathe.
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U zrcalu ja. Nedostajes ti.

Tko je zapravo bio sa mnom?

Ja koje je Zeljelo da budes u njemu
iti

Ja u zrcalu. Bez — ti.
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In the mirror — me. The missing one is you..

Who really was there with me?
Me who wanted also you

to be in it.

Me in the mirror. Without — you.
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Osveta, svjesna ili podsvijesna Revenge, conscious or subconscious
vje¢ni je znak na licu Kainovu. is the eternal mark on the face of Cain.
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Uvijek iznova i uvijek ponovno

dijete se u meni snijegu raduje.

I kao sto se satima moja dusa

stopljena s morem moze odmarati,

tako i snijeg gledam $irom otvorenih
ociju ispunjenih plesom bijelih pahuljica
koje netko tamo Gore istresa iz svoje
paperjaste postelje nama Dolje.
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Always anew and always again

the child in me is happy about the snow.
And like for hours my soul

fused with the sea can rest,

so I look at the snow with eyes wide open,
filled with the dance of white snowflakes
that someone Up there has thrown from his
downy bed for us Down here.
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Covijek stoji na ulici i promatra
okna na kojima su nacrtane
Davidove zvijezde.

I zatim gleda na prozoru
osmerokraku svjetiljku

i ruku koja mala svjetla pali.

I pita se kakvo je to ¢udo

pred kojim sva tama u ¢asu nestaje.
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The man stands in the street looking
at windows with drawings

of stars of David.

And then sees on the window

an eight-branched candelabrum

and the hand lighting the little lights
And asks himself what wonder it is

that scatters all darkness in a moment.
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U Trencinu ¢arobnjak viri

iz bunara i vodenom zmijom

plasi sve oko sebe.

S veceri kad trg opusti on gleda u praznu
sinagogu u koju samo ptice ulijecu trazeci
zaklon pred olujom.

I strpljivo ¢eka da se nocu iz nje iskradu
djeca sjene.

A ona sivim dimom obavijaju i vuku trgom
¢arobnjaka koji zbunjen gubi vodenu zmiju
pricajuci bajke, onako iz navike sam za sebe.
Jer, sto moze reci djeci koja su rasla odlazeci
na molitvu uvjerena u snagu njegove moci.
Jutrom na suncu turisti bez rije¢i kroz prozore prazne
sinagoge gledaju ne pitajuci: »Gdje su ljudi?«.
Samo iznenada nasmiju se $to za njih

iz bunara voden zmija skace.
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In Trenchin, a wizard peeps

out of a well, and with a water snake

scares all about him.

At dusk, when the square is deserted, he looks at the empty

synagogue where only birds enter looking for

shelter before the storm.

And patiently he waits to see

the children of shade to come out of it.

And they, with a grey smoke, wrap and pull across the square

the wizard who, confused loses the water snake

telling fairy tales, to himself, just out of habit.

For, what can he say to the children who grew, leaving

for prayer, sure of the strength of his power.

In the mornings, in sunshine, tourists speechless through empty
windows

of the synagogue look, not asking: “Where are the people?”

They just suddenly laugh because it’s for them

that the water snake jumps out of the well.
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Zima ulazi u grad.

Taj hladni osvajac¢
posljednje je lisce

s drveca odnio.

Ulice su opustjele

i nijemo u ogledalu

od ledene kise sivo

nebo promatraju.

Samo dusa onog koji
voli sun¢anim se plamenom
u visinu radosno uzdize.
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The winter enters the town.
This cold conqueror

has taken away the last leaves
from the trees.

The streets are bare

and silently they watch, in the mirror,
the grey skies,

grey from the icy rain.

Only the soul of him who
loves, by sunny flame
happily rises high up.

111



Magla se vjesa o Sutnju.

Ti 0 moju dusu.

U ustima okus svjezeg

ananasa.

Sa stola guras novine pokrivajuci
rukom trag prosinca.

Netko kraj nas narucuje kavu i
dva pelinkovca.

A ti? Citas iz jelovnika i kazes mi:

»Moja draga ljeto je!«
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The fog hangs on the silence.

You hang on my soul.

In your mouth, the taste of fresh

pineapple.

You push the paper from the table, covering
the trace of December with your hand.
Someone near us orders coffee and

two wormwood wines.

And you? You read the menu and say:

“My darling, it's summer!”
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Onaj nepoznati netko otvara novine,

okrece stranice, ¢ita naslove i sto

kazu svjetske zvijezde, $to je in, a $to out.

Tko je koga ubio, prevario, iznevjerio.

Tko je kome prodao drogu, a tko zbog toga u
zatvoru zaglavio.

I promatra skupocjene darove za ljude sa
»stilom« kako pise.

Onaj nepoznati netko pere zatim ruke,

uvlaci se u svoj kaput i ne razmislja o

tome hoce li netko pomisliti kako nije

¢ovijek s naslovnice, ¢ovjek sa stilom.

Ponekad pjesaci, ponekad ude u autobus

u kojem nitko nikoga ne gleda.

Jedni ¢itaju poruke s mobitela, a drugi ih
nekome 3alju.

Treci samo kroz prozor tupo zure.

I silazi na posljednjoj stanici kupujuci na

putu do kuce kruh i mlijeko.

Taj nepoznati, bezimeni netko, u hladnoj
kuhinji slaZe na stol hranu iz plasti¢ne vrecice
pitajuci se zasto je sve tako skupo, a placa mala.
A onda slegne ramenima i cvijece pocasti s malo
vode.

U sobi ruzama koje ne rado u njoj venu, peteljke
krati sretan Sto evo »vec Sesti dan Zive«.

I zatim pali lucice na stolu na kojem jede, ¢ita
knjige i piSe pjesme, zatravljen bojama sustavog
lis¢a koje ulazi kroz njegov prozor.

I dok se jutrom jo$ sve kupa u mraku on pjeva himne
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The unknown somebody opens the papers,

turns the pages, reads the headlines and what

the celebrities say, what's in, what's out.

Who killed who, who tricked, betrayed who,

Who dealed drugs to whom, and who, for that,

ended up in prison.

And he looks at expensive presents for people with

‘style’, as it says.

The unknown somebody then washes his hands,

gets into his coat and does not think

whether somebody will think that he isn’t

the person from the front page, a man with style.

Sometimes he walks, sometimes boards the bus

where nobody looks at anyone.

Some people read SMS messages, others

send them to someone.

Others just gaze aimlessly through the window.

And he gets off at the terminus, buying

bread and milk on the way home.

The unknown one, the nameless one, in the cold

kitchen arranges the food from the polythene bag

wondering why everything is so dear, and the paycheck is small.

And then he shrugs his shoulders and treats the flowers with some

water.

In the room, to roses that are unwillingly withering, he

trims the stems, happy they “have been alive for six days already”.

And then he lights small lights on the table where he eats, reads

books and writes poems, fascinated by the colours of rustling

leaves entering through his window.

And while, in the morning, everything bathes in darkness, he sings
hymns,
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Bogu zahvaljujuci na spokoju i miru.

I korac¢a ulicama u kaputu, nekakvom, tek takvom da

mu nije hladno.

I kupuje usput andelka Zureci s njime kuci i tjeseci ga da
viSe nece stajati sam na zimi i kisi.

Onaj nepoznati netko koji nikada nece osvanuti u reklami
za ljude sa stilom.
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thanking God for his serenity and peace.

And he walks the streets in a coat, just

not to be cold.

And on his way buys an angel figure, hurrying home with it,
consoling it, it will never stand alone in the cold and rain.
The unknown one who will never appear in the ad

for people with style.
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»Zvucis sretno« rekla je prva prijateljica.

»Glas ti je drugaciji«, uvjeravala me je druga.

I ja sam se smijala u oguljenu slusalicu crvene
boje, zovucdi ih s jednog kraja zemaljske kugle
na drugi.

Kod njih je bilo jutro,a kod mene ve¢ odavno
proslo je podne.

A onda sam izasla iz male, stije3njene kabine u
trgovini mjeSovitom robom.

I dalje se smijuci i pruzajuci ruku onom koji me
¢ekao i zbog kojeg sam bila sretna.
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“You sound happy”, said the first friend.

“Your voice is different”, persuaded the other.
And I'laughed in the flayed receiver in red
colour, calling them from one part of the globe

to the other.

It was morning there, and we had midday

long ago.

And then I left the little crammed booth in

the grocery store.

Still laughing and stretching my hand for the one

who was waiting for me and who made me happy.
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Ljerki Lukinac

Osjeti gré u trbuhu, jer se dan u njemu skupio

i skvr¢io.

I tad pomisli na glazbu i kako je lijepo u nju

se skloniti i umirena predivnim beskrajem ploviti.
Ustane, izabere odjecu i izvuce iz ogledala
smijesak.

Jo$ samo trenutak nedoumice, gdje je karta za
koncert?

I ugleda je u staklenoj vazi prisilivsi dan koji se

u trbuhu skutrio da ode bestraga.

A glazba se ragirila, umeskoljila i zauzela njegovo
mjesto.

U pauzi koncerta netko je rekao: »Solist bas i nije neka
liepota«.

»Nije me briga«, rekla je, hodajuci koracima
otmjenim i sitnim u oblacima parfema, ovlag
popravljajuci kosu,»samo neka sviral«
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To Ljerka Lukinac

She felt a cramp in her stomach for in it the day had shrunk
and contorted.
And then she thought of music and how nice it is to

shelter in it, and, appeased, sail in the beautiful endlessness.

She rose, chose her clothes and took, from the mirrow,
a smile.

A moment of hesitation, where is the ticket for

the concert?

And she saw it in the glass vase, forcing the day

that had crouched in the stomach to go miles from there.
And the music spread, cuddled and took its

place.

During the interval someone said: “The soloist is
nothing much”.

“I couldn’t care less”, said she, walking, with steps
classy and small, in clouds of perfume, casually
stroking her hair, “just let him play!”
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Sto vidis kroz prozor?
Ulicu i male kavane.
Sve je manje posjetitelja
koji na suncu &to gasne,
dugo ispijaju kavu.

Iza ugla je crkva.

Nocu svijetli i sat se ¢uje
podsjecajuci na sebe one
koji je u sebi ne nose.
Sto ti nosis u sebi?
Mozda pitanje za mene,
Sto ja vidim kroz svoj prozor?

Park u kojem umire cvijece Zarkih

boja, fontanu iz koje prsti voda
zadrzavajuci u prozirnim kapljicama
obris ptica Sto lete.

I dokonog putnika koji na klupi drijema

i vrijeme bez vremena krati.

Sebe tu ne vidim, jer dijelim s

Josefom Flavijem pijesak $to sve zamete.
Napisah tako ono sto sam mogla, pamteci
¢ovjeka koji mi rece: »U ovome svijetu
najvaznije se ne izgovara.

I zato samo moje pitanje tebi: »Sto ti vidis
kroz svoj prozor?«
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What can you see out of the window?
The street and small cafés.

Fewer and fewer visitors

who, in the dying sunshine,

long sip their coffee.

The church is round the corner.

It’s lit at night and you can hear the clock
reminding of it those

that do not have it in them.

What do you have in yourself?
Perhaps a question for me?

What can I see out of my window?

The park, where flowers of bright

colours are dying, the fountain with water sprinkling
keeping in clear drops

the outine of birds flying.

And an idle traveller napping on the bench

killing time without time.

I cannot see myself there, because I share

with Joseph Flavius the sand that covers everything.
So I wrote what I could, remembering

the man who said to me: “In this world

the most important is not uttered”.

So my question to you is:”What can you see

out of your window?
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Svida mi se da dani moji teku polako

ma kakvi bili.

I oni koje sam sama nanizala mirisom

naranci na upaljenom svjetlu lucica i

oni koji odzvanjaju kisom po blatnom

snijegu.

Ne bih se odrekla ni dana s hladnim stopalima

u cipelama $to moce ni onih u kojima se dusa
neprozirnim uljem to¢i i izljeva u Nista ne znajuci
Sto ce biti.

Neka samo teku polako zaustavljeni u brani misli
kakvi god da bili, moji dani.

Svida mi se bas tako, da teku polako.

124

[ like my days passing slowly

no matter what they are like.

Even those that I have strung with the fragrance

of oranges on the lit candles and

those that echo with rain on the muddy

Snow.

I would not renounce the days with cold feet

in shoes that let in water, or those where the soul

with opaque oil pours and pours out to Nothingness, not knowing
what will be.

Let them flow, slowly, stopped in the barrier of thoughts
no matter what they are like, my days.

[ like them just like this, passing slowly.
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Ne boj se. Jer ono &to sam ti
namijenio, nitko ti ne moze
oduzeti.

Ipak ¢ini ti se, umrijet ces.
Ali ponovno ti govorim Ja

sam Gospodar svih prolaza.
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Fear not. For what I have
designed for you, no one can take
from you.

Still, it seems to you, you will die.
But I say to you again, I

am the Master of all passages.
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Zapocni dan ne sanjajuci.
Operi kosu, promijeni boju.
Ispeglaj haljinu i napisi pricu.

Ti pametna ne budi san kozmosu.
Ratuj s njime.

Reci mu: »Ne«.

Ispeglaj zatim jos kosulju.

I napisi kako se ratuje u Gazi.

I kako jedni pobjeduju u ratu, a
drugi u miru.

Probusi iglom od brosa sve iluzije.

I ispeglaj zatim sebe.

Zacepi usi. Zatvori o¢i, zatvori se
pred svemirom koji ti se smije.
Ti Nista iz Nista.

A opet Ivana Orleanska za sva
vremena.

U casu slavljena. U ¢asu spaljena.
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Start the day without dreaming.
Wash your hair, change the colour.
Iron your dress and write a story.

The clever you, don’t be a dream for the cosmos.

Fight with it.

Say “No” to it.

And iron the shirt again.

And write how they fight in Ghaza
And how some win in war , and
others in peace.

With your brooch needle pierce all illusions.
And then iron yourself.

Plug your ears. Close your eyes, close yourself
to the universe which is laughing at you.

You Nothing out of Nothing.

And yet Joan of Ark for all

seasons.

Hailed in a moment. Burnt in a moment.
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IZUECENJE

Pred tobom je put.

Oznacio sam ga s deset

svjetlosnih krugova.

Samo da ne zalutas,

samo da se ti ne izgubis.

U¢im te iz dana u dan da
preuzme$ kontrolu nad

svojim mislima, rije¢ima, djelima.
Sa svakim svojim dahom,
iscjeljujem te znajuci sto si se vise
od mene udaljavao vise i vide si
me molio da ti dam snage
osloboditi se onoga to nije valjalo.
Sad stojis u jednom od mojih svjetlosnih
krugova. I dozivas me Imenom.
Imenom Onog koji zacjeljuje.
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HEALNG

Before you is a path

I have marked it with ten

light circles.

[ hope you don't lose your way,

I hope you don't get lost.

I teach you from day to day

to take control over

your thoughts, words, actions.

With each your breath

I heal you knowing that

the more you withdrew, the more you
asked me to give you strength

to free yourself from what was not good.
Now you are standing in one of my light
circles. And you call me by the Name.
The Name of Him who heals.
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BEZUVJETNA [JUBAV

Samo tvoja ljubav bezuvijetna
pobjeduje tamu koja bi htjela

da zaboravis da Svjetlo vje¢nim
zarom sjaji.

Onaj koii te je blagoslovio za nju ce te
obilato darivati.

Pobijedi tamu. To je najtezi ispit

Sto ¢es$ ga u svojoj ljubavi za mene
poloziti.
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UNCONDITIONAL LOVE

Only your love unconditional

defeats the darknes which would

want you to forget that the Light with eternal
glow shines.

He who has blessed you, for it will

endow you amply.

Conquer the darkness. This is the hardest test
that in your love for me

you will pass.
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SMIRI SE

S cijelim svijetom nitko ne
moZe ratovati.

I zato se umiri

kao sto se vode umire kada
ih prekriju kristali.

I ¢ekaj u tisini da tu modrinu
i bjelinu svjetlom ponovno
pokrenem.

Tada i ti kreni, oboruzana
strpljenjem i rije¢ima koje

de ponirati u ljudska srca kao
kamencici koje si bacao na vodu i ja ih prihvatio
i morima nosio.

I vratio ti sve tvoje krugove.
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CALM DOWN

With the whole world no one

can be at war.

So calm down

just as waters calm down when

they are covered with crystals.

And wait in silence until I

move again, this blue and whiteness,
with light.

Then you start too, armed with
patience and words that

will ponder into human hearts like
pebbles which you threw on the water and I took
and carried them over the seas.

And gave you back all your circles.
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DUGI NIZ

Tvoja je dusa iznenada

progovorila zvukom i rije¢ima.

[ ti si se zbunila pitajuci Me

odakle ti to znanje?

I jesi li sada drugacija?

Cula si slova koja govore s mjesta na koje
ih sama nisi stavila.

To se samo Ja igram s tobom
podsjecajuci te da si moja jednom vec
bila i da ¢e$ mojom ponovno biti.
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LONG SERIES

Your soul suddenly

spoke with sound and words.

And you were puzzled asking Me

where I got this knowledge.

And are you different now?

You heard letters speaking from the place where
you did not put them yourself.

It's only Me playing with you

reminding you that you have already been mine
and that you will be mine again.
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NEMOC

Osjecam te nemocnom.

Ne, tebi to nisam namijenio.

Zar si vec zaboravila koliko

sam te puta svojom Rukom spasio?
Dao ti da vidi$ Svijetlo.

Svoje poslanike ti slao.

Sve sam za tebe ucinio.

A ti? Places.

Zar je to sve $to ¢e$ za mene uciniti?
Svjetlo, Svjetlo!

Idi na Izvor.

Tamu tami odmah vrati.
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POWERLESSNESS

I feel you powerless.

No, I have not destined this for you.
Have you forgotten how

many times I have saved you with my Hand?
I let you see the Light.

I sent you my messengers.

I have done everything for you.

And you? You are crying.

Is this all you are going to do for me?
Light, Light!

Go to the Source.

Give darkness back to darkness.
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PODIELI PLAMEN

Ti, ¢ovjek svijeca,

jednu sam za tebe upalio

u sredistu sredista svih
univerzuma.

Svijecu koja gori,a ne
dogorijeva i ¢iji te plamen
nece sprziti.

Udi u tu svjetlost kroz
plamen crni, plavi i bijeli.
Put do bijelog vodi od crnog.
U svijetu svih mojih svjetova
plamen sam za tebe upalio.
Ne samo da ga ti nades

nego da ga dadnes i drugima.
Jer tvoja je dusa plamen,

Ja, tvoja svjetiljka.
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SHARE THE FLAME

You, man candle,

I have lit one for you

in the midst of the middle of all
universes.

The candle that burns and does not
burn out, and whose flame

will not scorch you.

Enter the light through

the flame, black, blue and white.
The way to white goes from black.
In the world of all my worlds

[ have lit the flame for you.

Not only for you to find it

but to give it to others.

For your soul is the flame.

Me, your candle.
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GOVORECA TISINA

Koliko sam ti puta rekao

da je sve u tebi i meni,

dok si se osvrtao i u nevaznim
sitnicama gubio i posrtao.

[ 8to si sam vise govorio

manje si razumijevao

Sto znaci govoreca tiSina.

Jer sa svijetom koji okom ne vidi$

samo u tisini s mojim Imenom se moze$ povezati.

I shvati da sam Ja Jedan u svemu.
I da je sve u Jednom.

Ma gdje da krene$, ma gdje da te
zora zatekne, tamo negdje na
najudaljenijem mjestu, Ja cu ti biti
najblizi.
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TALKING SILENCE

How many times have I told you

that everything is in you and me,

while you were turning and in insignificant
trifles getting lost and stumbling.

And the more I told you

the less you understood

what talking silence means.

For with the world invisible to the eye

only in silence can you connect with my Name.

And understand that I am One in everything.
And that everything is in One.

Wherever you go, wherever

the dawn meets you, somewhere there in

the remotest place, I will be

closest to you.
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TIHI PARTNER

Ja nisam drugo nego tvoj

tihi partner.

I&¢itaj poruku iz slova mojeg Imena.
Jer ona govore 0 nasoj uzajamnosti.
Promijenit ce$ vrijeme i svjetove.
Mijenjajuci se, dolazit ces i odlaziti.
Samo Ja ¢u uvijek biti tu da te docekam
1ispratim.

Ja tvoj tihi partner.
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SILENT PARTNER

I am nothing but your
silent partner.

Read the message from the letters of my Name.

For they speak of our interconnectedness.
You will change the time and the worlds.
While changing, you will arrive and depart.
Only I will always be here to meet you

and see you off.

I, your silent partner.
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PUSTI GRAD

Pjesac¢imo kroz pusti grad. Zatim se vozimo
tramvajem i autobusom. I penjemo se na
trinaesti kat.

Gleda me ispod oka. Pravim se da ne vidim.
On se nada da ¢u odustati. Ja se nadam da ¢u
izdrzati.

U sparnom ljetnom danu, moj andeo ¢uvar i ja.
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DESERTED TOWN

We walk through a deserted town. Then we ride

on the tram and the bus. And we climb to

the thirteenth floor.

He gives me a veiled look. I pretend not to see.

He hopes I will give up. I hope I will

manage.

On a sultry summer day, my guardian angel and me.
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ODSJA

Opsjednutost ljudi spomenicima

traje stoljecima i tisucljecima,

premda je sve i uvijek samo u srcu

1 sjecanju.

I zato kad umrem Zelim biti prah prosut
u more. Sjena 8koljci i koralju. Vjencic¢
algi i plavi odsjaj ribljoj ljusci.

Jednom sasvim iznenada pojavit ¢u se
pred tobom u nekoj skrovitoj uvali.

I onda kada me ne bude, ti ¢e3 me prepoznati,
jer morem bit cu.
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REFLECTION

The fascination of men with monuments

has lasted for centuries and millenia,

although everything is always only in the heart
and memory.

So when I die, I want to be the dust scattered

in the sea. A shadow to the shell and to the coral. A wreath
to the algae and a blue reflection to the fish scale.
Once, quite suddenly I will appear

before you in a hidden cove.

And when I am no more, you will recognize me,
for I will be the sea.
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BLISKA OSOBA

Nikada se nemoj prestati nadati.
Nikada nemoj prestati traziti.

Jer kao sto sam tebe ucinio za njega,
tako sam i njega nacinio za tebe.
Tvoja dusa zna vise od tvojih ociju.
Ja ¢u vas povezati kada za to bude vrijeme
1 mjesto.

Samo nikada nemoj prestati ¢eznuti.
Putujuci kroz vrijeme ici cete jedno
drugome u Susret.

I kada se napokon pronadete,

Ja ¢u biti ljubav vase ljubavi.
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A CLOSE PERSON

Never stop hoping

Never stop searching,

For, as I have made you for him,
have I made him for you.

Your soul knows more than your eyes do.

[ will connect you when time

and place come for it.

But never stop longing.

Travelling through time you will move
toward each other.

And when you finally find each other,
I will be the love of your love.
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NEMO] ODUSTATI

Ono sto zapocnes, dovrsi,

kao $to sam i ja dovrsio Nebo

i Zemlju, stvorio mora i svodove.

Ti san, budi ispunjenje mojih snova.

I ne razmisljaj o onome sto je bilo

ranije, 0 ovome sada i 0 onom §to ce

tek biti.

Prepusti to meni. Onom za kojeg vrijeme

ne postoji.

U meni postojis samo ti koja me neprekidno
dozivas i moli§ da ti dam svoje darove kako
bi ih mogla darivati.

I zato nemoj odustati.

Jer ti si moj san kojeg tek trebas dosanjati.
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NEVER GIVE UP

What you have started, finish,

just like I have finished the Heaven

and Earth, created the seas and canopies.
You, a dream, be the fulfillment of my dreams
And do not think about what was

before, is now or only

will be.

Leave it to me. To Him for whom time

does not exist.

In me, only you exist, who constantly

call to me, asking me to give you my gifts so
you could give them.

So never give up.

For you are my dream that you only have to finish.
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USPOMENE

Boris se sa sjecanjem &to bi ga

htjela izbrisati.

Alj, to nije u tvojoj modi.

Brisaljka je u mojoj Ruci.

Pitas se, je li ba3 sve tako trebalo biti.
Htjela bi ispravljati i popravljati ono sto
se vise popraviti ne moze.

Ti nisi mogla znati da iskustva kroz
koja sam te proveo sluZe ne tebi nego
meni.

I zato sam te kroz mnoge nevolje vodio

da tvoja dusa to iskustvo nikada ne zaboravi.

Jer ti si dio mojeg plana, kao sto sam ja
postao dio tvojega.
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MEMORIES

You fight with memory that you

would like to wipe out.

But this is not in your power.

The erazer is in my Hand.

You wonder whether everything really should have been like that.
You would like to correct and put right what

can no longer be put right.

You could not have known that the experiences

I took you through do not serve you but

me.

And that is why I have taken you through many a trouble
so that your soul never forgets the experience.

For you are part of my plan, just as I

have become part of yours.
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TEZINA ILUZ|E

Jutros mi se smijes, jer ne

mogu ustati.Promatras me

kako odbijam si¢i iz sna u stvarnost,
bojeci se da necu naci ono $to sam
sino¢ izgubila.

Svoju kutijicu iluzija.

»Necu se sazaliti«, Sapce$ mi,
»morao sam te probuditi«.
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THE WEIGHT OF ILLUSION

This morning you laugh at me, because I cannot
get up. You watch me

refusing to descend from dream to reality.
fearing I will not find what

I lost last night.

My box of illusions.

“I am not taking pity”, you whisper to me,

“I had to wake you up”.
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PUT NAPRETKA

Granice ne nadilazi onaj

koji ih samo s lakocom

prelazi.

I tko ne zna da je u odricanju,
dobivanje.

Prazninu samo imanja ni jedan
novac ovog svijeta ne moze
ispuniti ni popuniti.

Svijet koji je Gore ne zrcali se
u takvom svijetu Dolje.
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THE WAY TO PROGRESS

Limits are not crossed by him

who only crosses them

with ease.

And who does not know that giving up
is gaining.

The emptiness of having

cannot be filled or filled up

by all the money of the world.

The world Up there is not reflected

in such a world Down here.
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MOGUCNOST

Dao si mi svoje zakone,

dao si mi da pogledam

kamo vodi moj zZivot,

a kamo Tvoj put.

Ostavio si mi jutros i

spoznaju da nista nije dovreno
ni zavréeno, jer ja tako mislim,
uvjeravajuci se da je misao moja,
a ne Tvoja.

Izvla¢is me njezno u dan.

Jer, nije gotovo, nista nije gotovo
dok se sve ne sazme u ovome svijetu
u ljubav Tvoje ljubavi.
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POSSIBILITY

You have given me your laws,

you have given me the chance to see
where goes my life

and where your way.

This morning you have also given me
the insight that nothing is completed
or finished, because I think so,
convincing myself that the idea is mine
and not Yours.

You pull me out gently into the day.
For, it is not finished, nothing is finished
until everything is condensed

into the love of Your love.
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SIMRT SMRTI

Koliko se samo bojim!

Pitam te o zdravlju i sreci.

O sutra, ne znajuci hoce li

ga i dokle ce ga biti.

Koliko se samo bojim andela
smrti koji ¢e jednom dodi.

Ali ¢emu taj strah, kaze$ mi,
kad kraj nije kraj nego samo
trenutak tame, prije nego bljesne
vje¢na Svjetlost.

Prije nego tvoju dusu ponovno u svoju metnem.
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THE DEATH OF DEATH

I am so scared!

I ask you about health and happiness.
About tomorrow, not knowing whether
it will be and how long.

I 'am so scared of the angel

of death who will come once.

But why is the fear, you tell me,

when end is not the end but just

a moment of darkness, before the flash
of eternal Light.

Before I put your soul into mine again.
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VODA

Kroz prste klize sitne,

svjetlucave kapi vode,

oplakujudi i oplahujuci

smrtno tijelo.

I dok se vanjska slika okrece u unutarnju,
Ti proc¢iscavas moju dusu dajuci joj snagu
da traje onoliko koliko za Tebe tu, na Zemlji,
mora trajati.

Udahnuo si u mene bilijune svjetlucavih
Cestica Zeleci da shvatim da sam za Tebe na
ovome mjestu gdje stojim. Pronadena.
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WATER

Through fingers trickle tiny,

shiny drops of water,

mourning and washing

the mortal body.

And while the outer image turns into the inner
You cleanse my soul giving it the strength

to last as long as for you here, on Earth,

it has to last.

You have breathed into me billions of twinkling
particles, wishing me to grasp that I am for You
here where I stand. Found.
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STRAH

Dani ispunjeni ljubavlju dani su
ispunjeni strahom da ¢u posrnuti,
izgubiti nadu, da mozda necu izdrzati,
da ¢u jednoga dana u sebe posumnjati.
Dani puni ljubavi, puni su straha da ¢u se
putem do Tebe izgubiti.

A opet znam, nista nije moje nego Tvoje.
I ova ljubav i ovaj strah u meni.
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FEAR

Days filled with love are the days
filled with fear that I will stumble,
lose hope, that I may not endure,
that one day I will doubt in myself.
Days full of love are full of fear that
I will get lost on the way to You.

And yet I know, nothing is mine but Yours.

Both this love and this fear in me.
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DUSE KOJE ODIAZE

Nocas duse putuju Tebi,

dok izgovaram molitvu

nad Tvojim Imenom, moleci

Te da im osvijetli§ put, da im
udahnes snagu i podaris iscjeljenje
od svih ovozemaljskih boli.

Nocas duse putuju Tebi.

A Ti me pustas da tiha i sjetna
gledam kako se uzdizu noseci

u sjecanju i dio mene.
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THE DEPARTING SOULS

Tonight, souls depart to You,

while I am saying a prayer

over Your Name, praying

You to illuminate their way, to

inspire them with strength and give them healing
from all pains of this world.

Tonight, souls depart to You.

And you let me, silent and wistful

to look at them rising, taking

a part of me in their memory.
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NISTA NIJE IZGUBIENO

Skloni smo Zaliti se na gubitke.

A umjesto toga trebalo bi pronaci

put prema Kudi.

Tvoja slova i rije¢i Tvojeg svetog
Imena sjaje poput svitaca u noci.

U srcu te molim, onom koji je smeten
podari jasnocu misli.

Tuznom, daj vedrinu.

Kasno je. Trebalo bi pronaci put Kuci.
Put prema natrag koji vodi pocetku.
U tami ljetne noci samo Tvoje Ime za me
svijetli.
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NOTHING [S LOST

We tend to complain about losses.

And, instead, we should find

the way Home.

Your letters and words of Your holy

Name shine like fireflies in the night.

[ ask you in my heart, to him who is confused
give clearness of thoughts.

To a sad one, cheerfulness.

It’s late. We should find the way Home.

The way back, leading to the beginning.

In the darkness of the summer night only Your Name for me
shines.
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DUHOVNI UCITEL

Htjela sam biti samo promatrac,

a Ti si me ucinio sudionikom koji

se svakog jutra budi pitajuci Te o
smislu.

I ne znam &to ¢u jo$ morati za Tebe
uciniti.

Ja, koja sam zeljela biti samo u¢enikom
u raspravi s Tobom koji Zeli§ da budem
ucitel;.
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SPIRITUAL TEACHER

I only wanted to be an observer,

and you made me a sharer who

wakes up every morning asking you about
the meaning.

And I don’t know what else I will have

to do for you.

I, who just wanted to be a student

in debate with You who want me to be

a teacher.
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BESAMIM

Putem do sinagoge zajedno
kro¢imo moja blagdanska
dusaija.

Po isteku Sabata udahnut cu
opojni miris blagdana iz prelijepog
besamima.

I jos dugo ¢eznut ¢u i gledati

za tobom moja duso.

Jer, za sve ono §to osjecam

jedna mi nije dovoljna.
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BESAMIM

On the way to the synagogue, together

we pace, my holiday

soul and me.

After Sabbath I will breathe

the pungent smell of holiday from the wonderful
besamim.

And long will I pine and look

behind you, my soul.

For, for everything I feel

one soul is not enough.
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MIKVE

Petri R. S.

Ljudi, sjene, siluete.

Stvarni i nestvarni,

kao san i java.

Neke prepoznajes sebi bliske,
drugima se ¢udis i slusas im
korake ¢vrste i one jedva ¢ujne.

Ljudi, sjene siluete.

Stvarni i nestvarni,

uronjeni u zvukove grada.

Ti u snenoj Sutnji u spokoju
ranog jutra promatras svjetlosne
arabeske na zidu.

Prije nego $to ces iz dana
zaploviti u vecer, ulazi$ u
mikve.

U toplu vodu novog radanja.
Istovremeno mirna i uplasena,
pitajuci se: »Tko ce to izroniti
pred tobom iz vode?«

I dok rukom dotices svoju dugu

kosu u zrcalu ti jesi ista,a drugacija.
I pitas Svetog za onu koja je bila prije
te vode i ttho Mu Sapces: »Ne zaboravi i

ona jesam .«

Na trenutak zastajes gledajuci
blistave kapi vode sto klize niz
tvoje tijelo s jednog kraja na nov
pocetak.
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MIKVEH

To Petra R. S.

People, shadows, silhouettes.

Real and unreal,

like dream and reality.

You recognize some, just like you,

you wonder at others and listen

to their steps, firm ones, and those hardly audible..

People, shadows, silhouettes.

Real and unreal,

immersed in the sounds of the city.
In your dreamy silence in serenity
of early morning you watch the light
arabesques on the wall.

Before sailing from the day

into the evening, you enter

the mikveh.

In the warm water of new birth.

Quiet and frightened at the same time,
wondering: “Who ever will come out

of the water in front of you?”

And while your hand touches your long

hair in the mirror, you are the the same, and yet different.

And ask the Holy one about the one who was before
the water and whisper to Him softly: “Don’t forget
I am also that one”.

For a moment you stop, looking

at shiny drops of water trickling down
your body from one end to a new
beginning.
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Ljudji, sjene, siluete. Stvarno i
nestvarno, kao san i java.

Za ruke drzi8 djecu trazeci o¢ima
njihova oca, Zeleci uci u mirnocu
i u domu zapaliti dvije svijece.

Tpak, okreces se. Cujes Mu korake.

Osvrces se, jer to te Sveti tvojim
svetim imenom zove.
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People, shadows, silhouettes. Real and

unreal, like dream and reality.

You hold the children by the hand, your eyes looking
for their father, wanting to enter the calmness

and light two candles at home.

Yet, you turn round. You can hear His steps

You turn back because the Holy one

is calling you by your holy name.
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DOBRO JUTRO FRIDA

Fridi Kahlo

Zacudena? Bila bi da te razocaranje
mimoislo, ti $to godinama ocekujes

da te on zavoli, da te vidi onakvu kakva
jesi.

Ti sva u pokretu, u nutrini, u vatri ociju

i duse, ljubeci druge, ljubeci drugu, a ipak
kroz sve njih voleci samo Diega.

Sada lezis i sva istjece$ u boju boli.

Je li osim nje jos nesto preostalo u tebi

Frida?

Boja, bol, on i tvoje srce $to se rasprskava

na zidu.

Htjela bi spaliti svoj krevet, svoju sobu, sve $to
je iz tebe isteklo u vrijeme, okvir za njega.

Frida, izadi iz slike u svjetlost bilijuna srebrnih
Cestica.
Izadi iz okova ti koja si zlatnim prahom skovana.

Ne gledaj me kroz zeleno, crveno i plavo, kroz svoje
nodi prelomljene i slomljene u svitanje.

Prikradas se tiho Zelec¢i mi nesto dati.

Svoju ¢eZnju neispunjenu, svoj san neostvareni.
Nemoj Frida, suti, idi dalje. Bolje je tako.

Znam $to mi zeli$ reci: »Diego, pogrbljen u samoci.«
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GOOD MORNING FRIDA

To Frida Kahlo

Surprised? You would be, if disappointment

had bypassed you, you who have for years been expecting
him to fall in love with you, to see you the way you

are.

You, all on the go, in your inside, in the fire of your eyes
and soul, loving others, loving another women, and yet
through all of them, loving only Diego.

Now you are sick in bed and pouring out with pain.
Has anything but pain remained in you

Frida?

Pain, pain, he and your heart shattering

on the wall.

You would burn your bed, your room, all that

has poured out of you, into time, a frame for him.

Frida, come out of the picture into the light of a billion silver
particles.

Come out of fetters you, who have been forged with gold dust.

Don’t look at me through the green, red and blue, through your

nights broken up and broken at daybreak.

You sneak up softly wishing to give me something.
Your desire unfulfilled, your dream unrealized.

Don't, Frida, be quiet, move on. It’s better this way.

I know what you mean: “Diego, crouched in loneliness.”



ADAM YESHAYA

Prije nego $to si na Zemlju stigao

svojim licem moju si dusu obasjao.
Smirenost i sre¢u na mene si prenio,

svaku brigu iz srca izbrisao.

Tvoj sjaj od Adama ha risona je, satkan

od vje¢nosti milenija kroz koje si na oblacima
bozanske slave u tisini noci doplovio.

I kada si bio roden, kao sto se vec ¢ovjek na
Zemlji rada nisi zaboravio odakle si do3ao

gledajuci sve oko sebe iz dubine skrivenog sjecanja,

znajuci da smo u ljubavi tajne svih tajni
neraskidivo povezani.
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ADAM YESHAYA

Before you came to the Earth

with your face you lit my soul.

Serenity and happiness you transmitted upon me,
wiped all worries out of my heart.

Your splendor comes from Adam ha rishon, woven

of eternity of millenia through which, on clouds

of divine glory, in the silence of the night you sailed in.
And when you were born, the way a man is born upon
the Earth, you did not forget whence you came from
looking at all around you from the depth of hidden memories,
knowing that in the love secrets of all secrets we are
unbreakably connected.
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JESEN

Jutros, spustila se magla.
Drvece, jedva se nazire.

U sobi gore svijece dok
¢itam iz starih, zaboravljenih
zapisa.

Jutros spustila se magla.

Dah kasne jeseni grli u gradu
ranu zimu.

Cujeé li, dozivam te.
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AUTUMN

This morning, fog has descended.

The trees can hardly be discerned.

In the room, candles are burning while

[ am reading from old, forgotten

jottings.

This morning, fog has descended.

The breath of late autumn is hugging, in the city,
the early winter.

Can you hear me, [ am calling you.

187



BALADA O NEZNANCU

Filipu Davidu

Djevojka je koracala

pod plavim nebom,

puna mira i vedrine.

Tad sretne njega i ne

prepozna ga.

A on joj re¢e: »Dodi k meni, navrati.
Utinit ¢u za tebe sve $to moguc.

I ona mu povijeruje. I dode puna

mira i vedrine.

On gurne pred nju posudu punu
mirisnih i opojnih rijeci.

»Uzmi jos«, rece joj.  doda ih

jos nekoliko.

A ona puna mira i vedrine uzme

ih sve, ne birajuci.

I ne odvagujudi. I uputi mu pogled

pun blaZenstva i srece.

Odjednom problijedi.

Shvati da joj je zlo od rije¢i.

Ali nijednu vise nije mogla iz srca
izvaditi. Ni jednu vise iz duse is¢upati.
I tako umre ona koja bijase mirna i puna
vedrine.

On je pogleda, nasmijesi se i ode dalje.
Sad pjevaju balade o djevojci punoj mira
i vedrine.

I neznancu koji je stigao od tamo negdje
iz tame. S druge strane.
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BALAD ABOUT A STRANGER

To Filip David

The girl was pacing

under the blue sky,

full of peace and brightness.

Then she met him and did not

recognize him.

And he said to her. “Come to my place, drop in.
I'll do for you everything I can”.

And she believed him. And came full

of peace and brightness.

He pushed to her a bowl full

of fragrant and pungent words.

“Have some more” said he. And added

some more.

And she, full of peace and brightness took

them all, not choosing.

And not appraising. And she gave him a look
full of bliss and happiness.

Suddenly she went pale.

She saw the words had made her sick.

But she could no longer take any word

from her heart. She could not pluck them out of her soul.
And so died she who was peaceful and full

of brightness.

He looked at her, smiled and went on.

Now ballads sing of a girl full of peace

and brightness.

And of the stranger who had come from somewhere there
from the darkness. From the other side.
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POTRAGA

Ona prolazi gradom i u jednom

trenutku vidi ga kako stoji pored nje.

I zajedno ¢ekaju na raskrscu zeleno

svjetlo kako bi mogli na drugu stranu

prijeci.

Pogledava ga i on ju osvijetli osmijehom.

Poslije se stalno pita: »Tko je to bio?«

Tako blizak, tako nasmijesen i drag kao da

se ve¢ odavna znaju.

I poslije danima i godinama prolazi istim putem

i zastaje uvijek na istom mjestu ¢ekajuci da prijede
na drugu stranu.

I u¢ini joj se s vremena na vrijeme da on stoji
ponovno kraj nje, vedar i postojan.

I ¢ini joj se da joj je rukom iznenada dotaknuo
kosu.

»Vjetar« kaze sama sebi dok joj On sapce: »Ja sam, onaj koji
Jesam.
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THE SEARCH

She passes through the town and at one

moment she sees him standing near her.

And together, on the corner they wait for the green
light to cross to the other

side.

She glances at him and he lights her with his smile.
Later she keeps wondering. “Who ever was it?”

So familiar, so smiling and dear as if

they have known each other for a long time.

And later for days and years she passes the same way
and always stops on the same place waiting to cross
to the other side.

And it seems from time to time he is standing

again by her side, cheerful and steady.

And it seems to her he has suddenly touched

her hair.

“The wind” says she to herself, while He whispers: “ I am who
[am”.

191



BEZ USPOREDBE

Upitaj se tko je poput mene?

Tri su klju¢a u mojoj ruci:

klju¢ rodenja, klju¢ kise iz koje
se rada obilje i klju¢ smrti iz koje
se rada nov zivot.

I to troje, ukljucuje sve: mudrost,
znanje i razumijevanje.

Ja sam Svet i ti si po meni sveta.
Svoj zivot uzdizes i mijenjas. Zasto?
Sto si ti?

Moj svjedok.
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NO COMPARISON

Ask yourself who is like me?

There are three keys in my hand:

the key of birth, the key of rain from which
abundance is born, and the key of death from which
new life is born.

The three includes all: wisdom,

knowledge and understanding.

I am the Holy one, and you are holy by me.
You elevate and change your life. Why?
What are you?

My witness.
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SVJEDOK

Sto bi vrijedilo nekome, bilo kome

reci 0 onome $to osjecas i sto znas,

o svijetu novom kojeg naslucujes.

I koji ¢e doci dok strepis nad opomenama

vremena, nad potresima i valovima, nad

bombama u tajnim skrovistima Istoka i Zapada.

I tako stoji$ zabrinuta nad sudbinom svijeta koji

se njide na tankoj peteljki hladne jeseni prije mraza.

I poslije ¢e samo rijetki prezivjeli pricati o

onome $to je bilo, nesigurni u svoje sjecanje.

Tko zna, mozda ce netko govoriti o Zoharu, Bahiru
nadajuci se da je Na putu do svjetlosti.

Pitas se hoce li ruze sti¢i uvenuti i hoce li se iznenada

u tidini rasuti po stolu kao $to se znaju odjednom rasuti
nec¢ujno latice tamnocrvenih bozura.

I $uti$ ne znajudi da li ce netko svjedociti, ne o snazi smrti
nego ljubavi kao u Pjesmi nad pjesmama — stavi me kao znak
na srce 1 mnoge vode ne mogu ugasiti ljubav niti je potopiti.
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THE WITNESS

What's the use to someone, anyone

to speak of what you feel and know,

of a new world that you have glimpses of.

And which will come while you dread the warnings

of time, the earthquakes and the waves, the

bombs in secret hideouts of the East and West.

And so you stand worried over the destiny of the world which

swings on a thin stem of early autumn before frost.

And later just the rare survivors will talk about

what happened, uncertain of their memories.

Who knows, someone may speak of Zohar, Bahir

hoping that he is On the way to light.

You wonder whether roses will have time to wither, and whether

suddenly,

in the silence, they will scatter on the table, like the petals of

crimson paeonies, noiselessly.

And you are silent, not knowing whether someone will witness,
not the power of death

but of love, like in Song of Songs — set me like a seal

on your heart , the love no flood can quench, nor torrents drown.

195



TOG DANA

Rabini su se zaogrnuli bijelim

ogrta¢em i molili su Shma Israel,

svim srcem i svom dugom.

U budistickom samostanu tiho i
predano satima su pjevali mantre.
Hindusi su upalili svoje svjetiljke noseci
Sivi cvijece i trazeci pogledom ucitelja
kojem ce dotaknuti lotosna stopala.

Na crkvama oglasila su se zvona.

U povorci $to je vijugala put vrha brda
na suncu bljeskalo je ¢udesno zraceci
zavjetno srce.

Starim, kamenim ulicama Mediterana
odjekivao je i putovao glas u nebo: Bog je velik.
Zasto se ti skrivas u sjeni?

Izadi i budi sudionik u vremenu koje ti je darovano.

Samo tako znat ces da je Sveti Jedan prosao
i tvojim danom.
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THAT DAY

The rabbis wrapped themselves in white

shawls and prayed Shma Israel,

with all their hearts and soul.

In Buddhist monastery they silently and

devoutly sang mantras for hours.

The Hindus have lit their lamps carrying

flowers to Shiva and looking for their teacher

to touch his lotus feet.

Bells rang on churches.

In the procession winding towards the hilltop

in the sun, shone with radiant brilliance

the votive heart.

On old and stony Mediterranean alleys

echoed and travelled a voice to heaven: God is great.
Why are you hiding in the shadow?

Come out and take part in the time presented to you.
For only thus will you know that the Holy One has passed
through your day too.
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SAVRSENO NESAVRSENI SVIET

Uvjeravas me da svijet nije

savrdeno mjesto i da to nikada

nece biti.

Govori$ malo povisenog tona o

vaznosti jednog stabla i malo vode.

Ali 8to mogu kad volim sic¢i do oceana

i uzmicati pred snagom golemih valova

Sto prijete odvuci me u dubinu.

I kunem ti se svim na svijetu da sam

putovala sama tamo gdje sam nitko ne bi putovao,
gledajuci ljude i lica koje vise necu vidjeti.

Ti putujes googlom, a ja samo odem dok ti vices

za mnom »Sto trazis?«.

Alj, ja vise nista ne ¢ujem dok odgonetavam gdje su
dragocjenosti poput kakvog znalca na amsterdamskoj
burzi dijamanata.

I ¢ekam pazljivo svoj trenutak kada ce svjetlost zabljesnuti
sjajnija od svih dotad videnih dragulja.

Poslije ce se raspitivati o onoj koja je otisla, nestala s najvecim
draguljem nuditi joj sve i sva.

Razmisljat ¢e o tome da je orobe i prebiju, ako treba

naprave zasjedu i ubiju je.

Ali sve uzalud, jer dragulj koji je pronasla samo u

oc¢ima njezinim svijetli.
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A PERFECTLY IMPERFECT WORLD

You keep convincing me that the world is not

a perfect place and never

will be.

You speak with slightly raised tone on

the importance of a tree and some water.

But I can’t help going down to the ocean

and back down before mighty waves

threatening to pull me down to the bottom.

And I swear to you by all that’s holy that

I travelled there alone where no one would,

loooking at people and faces I'll never see again.

You travel the Google and I go while you are shouting
after me:”What are you looking for?”

But I can’t hear anything while trying to decipher where
my jewellery is, like a connoisseur at the Amsterdam
diamond exchange.

[ carefully wait for my moment when the light will flash
more brilliant than all the jewels ever seen.

Later they will ask about her who has gone, disappeared with
the biggest jewel, they will offer her the world.

They will think of robbing and beating her up if needed,
making ambush and killing her.

But it’s all in vain, for the jewel she found

shines in her eyes only.
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NEVAZNO

Jednom davno zapeo joj na cesti remencic

plasti¢ne sandale.

I nista nije pomoglo, zaglavljen u tramvajske

Sine je ostao.

I vidjela je auto kako prema njoj juri i zaklela se:

»Prezivjet cu«.

I tako ju je voza¢ na svojem autu vozio dok se

jadnik izbezumljen, od uzasa nije zaustavio.

Prolaznici su stajali, dah im se jo3 nije vratio.

»Tko je ta mala, koja je pod auto zamalo pala?«

A ona je od3epesala dalje i pitali su je »Je li ti dobro duso?«
»Dobro mi je« rekla je prvi put recenicu koju ée uvijek izgovoriti
bas onda kada bude blijeda, ruku drhtavih i koljena klecavih.
I poslije se nekako vezala uz cipele. Samo ne vise od plastike.
Imala ih je svih fela.

I sve tako dok se jednoga dana nije zatekla u avionu.
Redovna linija Be¢-New Delhi.

I avion se jo3 nije od zemlje odlijepio, a putnici su ve¢ svoje
cipele izuli.

»Ko’ ih 8ljivi i ljep3e je biti bos«.

Ulickane i namirisane stjuardese dijelile su obroke vege, ali

i za one gresne, jela s puno ljutine i komadicima piletine.

U starom Delhiu malo je pjesacila, malo se riksom vozila,

uglavnom nad bijedom se snebivala i onda se sjetila svojih cipela.

I kada se vratila kuci sve ih je na ulici poredala i onda je gledala
s ograde balkona kako ih prolaznici odnose i vratila se u sobu
divno raspoloZena pjevaju¢i mantru Oslobodena.
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UNIMPORTANT

Once, long ago, on the road got jammed, a strap of her

plastic sandal.

To no avail, jammed in the tram

rails it was.

And she saw a car speeding towards her, and swore

“I will survive”.

And so she rode on the car bonnet until

the poor chap stopped, frantic with horror.

Bypassers stood, still out of breath.

“Who is the girl that nearly got under the car?”

And she limped on, and they asked her “Are you OK, dear?”

“I'm OK” she said, what she will always say

just when she’s pale, with shaky hands and trembling knees.

And then she got attached to shoes. Just no more plastic ones.

She had all sorts.

Until one day, she was on a plane.

The regular flight from Vienna to New Delhi.

And hardly had they taken off, and the passengers

took off their shoes.

“Who cares, it’s better to be barefoot”.

The slicked up perfumed stewardesses served vega portions, but

for sinful ones, hot food with bits of chicken.

In old Delhi she walked, and sometimes took a rickshaw,

generally horrified by poverty, and then remembered her shoes.

And when she got home she lined them in the street, and looked

from balcony at passers-by taking them, and then she came back
inside,

in wonderful mood singing the mantra Liberated.
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MARAYOOR

Znas li gdje je Marayoor?

Brda su tamo sivoplava,a

Sume mirisu na sandalovinu.

I ja ih nocu ¢uvam od kradljivaca

dok pod zvijezdama miris opojan

i tezak udisem.

I sve je tiho, samo se s vremena na vrijeme
iznenada oglase ptice i onda opet sve utihne.

A zrak postaje vlazan i prohladan.

I vidim te kako otvaras kompjutor i gledas

u Google Earth i trazi$ me, premda

zivim u srcu tvom.

»Marayoor, hajde izgovori«, kazem ti i vidim
smijes se, pitajuci se kako sada izgledam dok se
jutrom na motoru vracam kudi, skrivajuci brizno svoje
uspomene, ja ¢uvar stabala sandalovine u mjestu
Marayoor.
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MARAYOOR

Do you know where Marayoor is?

The hills there are greyish-blue, and

The woods smell of sandalwood.

And I guard them from thieves at night

While, under the stars, I inhale the fragrance, intoxicating
and heavy.

And all is quiet, only from time to time

Birds are suddenly heard, and then all is quiet again.
And the air gets damp and cool.

And I can see you starting your computer and searching
In Google Earth and looking for me, although

[ live in your heart.

“Marayoor, come on, say it”, I tell you, and I can see

you laughing, wondering how I look now while

[ am coming back home in the morning, on my motor bike,
carefully concealing my memories,

I, the sandal tree guard, in the place

of Marayoor.
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KRADYIVICA

Sve je bilo zbrkano bas kao u nekom ratumiru,
ili na stolu bogate trpeze slatkoslano uz 3alice
¢aja na uglancanom srebrnom pladnju gorkotrpko, snebivalo se.
Ne bih sad mogla reci kako, zasto i zbog ¢ega, ali zima se
povezala s ljetom.
I rasuta zrnca Zita utisnula se na cesti koja je vijugala u tragove
drvenog kotaca i otiske nogu vola i zatim su izvirivala iz katrana
oslikanog gumenim gusjenicama dzipa.
A ona se stisnula na sjedalu tiha medu uspavanim muskarcima,
na plus 40 svladala ih omara.
I tako su propustili drijemajuci i cestu i vola i lijepe Zene koje su
im nasmijane mahale.
Propustili su i seljake koji su sadili rizu nehajuci za njih, samo su
glavu
Sesirima pokrili,skrivajuci se od sunca.
Ona? Budna u njihovoj nebudnosti, rijesena usred njihove lijenosti
da
tog dana pokupi i ukrade kako god zna ljubav jednog ¢ovjeka s
kojim
istine radi nije to¢no znala $to zapoceti.
Sve je ionako bilo usijano s crvenom kuglom na obzorju koja je
ubrzano tonula.
I ona se odlucila u suludo pametnom ¢inu djelovati sasvim
razbudena u kozmi¢kom ratu svjetova, pitajuci se krece li se
svojom sudbinom naprijed ili natrag.
I nije bila previse zabrinuta znajuci samo jedno da je Vrhovni
sudac ionako svime ve¢ ravnao.
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THE THIEF

Everything was muddled like in war-and-peace,
or on rich table sweet-and-salty with cups
of tea on a polished silver tray, bitter-sour, amazed.
I could not say now how, why or wait for, but winter
was linked to summer.
And scattered wheat grains on the road winding in ruts
of wooden wheel and prints of oxfeet, then coming out of tar
painted with the jeep’s rubber caterpillars.
And she crouched on the seat, quiet, among sleeping men
at forty degrees overcome by heat.
And so they missed, dreaming, both the road, and the ox, and the
beautiful women
who were waving to them, smiling.
They missed the farmers planting rice, not minding them, just with
heads
covered with hats, hiding from the sun.
She? Awake in their non-awakedness, decided in their laziness to
pick and steal in any way, the love of a man with whom,
to tell the truth, she did not know what to do.
Everything was red hot, with the red orb sinking rapidly
on the horizon.
And she decided in a madly wise act to act quite
awake in the cosmic war of the worlds, wondering whether her
destiny was moving her forward or backward
And she was not overly worried, knowing only that the Supreme
Judge had already ruled everything.
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TAINA

Povremeno proviri$ u svijet i zatim se

vrati$ u svoju osamu.

Rije¢ ljubav tesko ti je izgovoriti.

Sve ce$ drugo umjesto toga izmisliti.

Tek ponekad dvoumis se nad danima koji

neumitno prolaze.

Negdje u dubini skrivas svoju tajnu saginjuci

glavu dok mirisne Stapice palis.

I htjela bih ti reci, ali utim gledajuci te »Zar ne vidis
dusa ti zamire«.
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THE SECRET

You sometimes peep into the world and then

you go back to your loneliness.

You find it difficult to utter the word love.

You will invent all sorts of things instead.

Only sometimes you muse over days that

relentlessly pass.

Somewhere in the depth you conceal your secret, bending

your head while lighting the scented sticks.

And I would like to tell you, but I am silent, looking at you, “Can’t
you see

your soul is dying out”.

207



HRAM

Voljela bih da mi kazeg, ali znam te, neces.

Tko kome ve¢ tisuclje¢ima hramove podize?

I zasto je Zena spremna jedan jedini trenutak
ljubavi zauvijek u bedeme svojeg srca zazidati.
Pitam te: »Nije li ljubav nesto $to se dobiva i gubi?«
Ali ti me ne ¢ujes i svakoga dana pali§ male vatre oko
njegove slike i nosi$ mu svijeze cvijece zajedno s
molitvama.

Nitko kao Zena ne mozZe biti tako budan nad onim
kojeg vise nema.

Ili si mozda ipak u pravu dok ¢itam iz tvojih ociju
»Na svijetu ovom niSta ne nestaje«.
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THE TEMPLE

I wish you would tell me, but I know you, you won't.

Who has been building temples for whom, for centuries?

And why is a woman ready to build a single moment

of love into the ramparts of her soul forever.

[ ask you “Isn’t love something which is gained and lost?”

But you don’t hear me, and every day you light little fires round
his picture and take to him fresh flowers together with your

prayers.
No one, like a woman, can be so much awake over him
who is there no more.
Or maybe you are right while I read in your eyes
“Nothing ever disappears in this world”.
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KAMEN JUBAV

U jednom danu, danu Puno vremena nakon ona

pogleda u uspomene i re¢e mu:

»Ptice mi ne mozes oduzeti, ni oblake ni drvece.

Ni ladu koja rukavcima ne¢ujno plovi dok tamnoputi ljudi
pijesak iz vode vade.

Ne moze$ mi oduzeti magleni dah sljubljen s plavetnilom neba.

Jer bio je to trenutak u kojem je i On zanesen ljepotom na ¢as
zaboravio odijeliti svod od voda.

Ne moze$ mi oduzeti suncev sjaj i bljesak u oku, ni sre¢u onog
tu sam i jesam.

Jer ja sam vrijeme ni sadasnje ni proslo ni buduce.

Kamen ljubav dragi samo s tobom putuje«.
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STONE LOVE

One day, a day, a long time after, she

looked at her memories and said to him:

“You cannot take my birds from me, nor clouds, nor the trees,
Nor the barge sailing noiselessly in river backwaters while
dark-skinned men are taking sand from water.

You cannot take the misty breath, merged with the sky blue.

For that was the moment when He too, enraptured by beauty,

for a moment, forgot to divide the vault from waters.

You cannot take away the sunshine or the glint in the eye, not the

happiness of.
here I am and I exist.
For I am time, not present, past or future.
Stone love, my darling, only with you travels”.
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GRAD

Ona prolazi Zagrebom vjesajuci poglede

o rubove svog kaputa.

zadrzava ih na gumbima i zaustavlja u o¢ima.

»Aha« rece netko »To je ona«.

»Tko je to ona?« upita se pazeci da ne izgubi

ravnotezu dok se lidce mijesa s koracima.

A koraci s jesenskom kisom.

Jedno dijete pogledavsi u nju prestane plakati.

I neko vrijeme klizu zajedno kroz tisinu zvjezdane

prasine.

Majka ga vuce za ruku dok se ono neprekidno osvrée

Zeledi ostati sklup¢ano u zjenici »Aha to je ona«.

I zatim »Aha« kupuje kartu za avion, veZe sigurnosni

pojas i promatra masku s kisikom okrecuci usput stranice

zurnala.

I tako se prizemljuju u Sarajevu.

U stotinki sekunde lebdi, dok pruza svoje dokumente, negdje
daleko,

iznad ¢ovjeka koji spava.

Iznenada njezin andeo ¢uvar zastaje kako bi je bolje ¢uo:

»Ako postoji odlazak mora postojati i povratake«.

I prvi put otkako je rukom Gospoda sacinjen

andeo ¢uvar se uplasi.

Tad vidje kako »Aha to je ona« ulazi u taksi.

I obuze ga strasna sumnja da je izdaje, jer za njom nije

stigao poci.

Drhteci upita Svevisnjeg za snagu svoje moci da je u ratu
zastiti i spasi.

I vidje jos mjesec, na trenutak rasvijetljen u njezinoj kosi.
A kroz straznje staklo na autu mahne mu rukom Laila
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THE CITY

She passes through Zagreb, hanging looks

on the lapels of her coat.

She keeps them on the buttons and stops them in her eyes.
“Aha”, said someone. “That’s her”.

“Who's she?”, she asked herself, trying not to lose

her balance while leaves mix with steps.

And the steps with the autumn rain.

Looking at her, a child stopped crying.

And for a time they glide together through the silence of star
dust.

The mother pulls his hand while he keeps turning

wanting to remain crouched in the eye. “Aha, that’s her”.

And then the “Aha” buys a ticket for the plane, fastens the safety
belt and looks at the oxygen mask, turning the pages

of in-flight magazine.

And so they land in Sarajevo.

In a split second she hovers while handing her papers, far away,
over a man who is sleeping.

Suddenly her guardian angel stops to hear her better:

“If there is departure, there must be a return”.

And for the first time since he was made with the Lord’s hand,
the guardian angel gets scared

Then he saw the “Aha, that’s her” get in a taxi.

And he had nagging doubts of betraying her for he did not
manage to follow her.

Trembling, he asked the Almighty about his power

to protect her or save her in the war.

And he also saw the moon, shining for a moment in her hair.
And through the rear window she waved her hand, Laila,
the mysterious angel of the night.
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tajanstveni andeo noci. The gates of Heaven then suddenly closed. And the guardian

Vrata raja uto se naglo zatvore. I andeo ¢uvar ostavsi angel, left
pred njima shvati, dok se ona ne vrati u Nebo nece uci. in front of them realized, until she returned, he would not enter
Heaven.
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SAMOCA

Volio bih da ne zna$ i da nikada ne saznas,

moj Zivot vise nije sto je bio.

Sad sam netko drugi dok stojim ispod

mjeseca $to bijelom svjetloscu sjaji.

Ti mi pises o snijegu dok vrucina oko

mene prasnjave ulice sazize i topi.

Samo su rana jutra svjeza dok izlazim

na vojne vjezbe.

Pises mi o koncertima, o svojim recitalima

u prostorima udobnim i lijepim.

A u pustinji u kojoj se nalazim nic¢ega nema.
samo kasarne iza stare Zice.

Volio bih da ne sazna$ draga, ali mene

vise nema.

Bez tebe neki nov Zivot izmedu sna i jave zivim.
Samo nocu kad zatvorim oc¢i moja te dusa
uporno predjelima srca traZi i govori da bez tebe
ni taj drugi ne bih znao vise biti.

I ne znam tko po kome od nas dvoje jos u
ovome svijetu Zivi.

I dok se jutrom sunce ponovno u nebeskom
stvaranju rada stojim s drugima poredan u
zemaljskom redu.

I vidim ispred sebe, a i to je mnogo komadic rasusene,
ispucale zemlje i u tim usjecima i rasjecima s tobom u
vje¢nosti Indije gubim se i nestajem.
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LONELINESS

I wish you didn’t know and you would never know,

my life is no longer what it used to be.

I am someone else, while standing under the moon

which shines in white light.

You write of snow while the heat around me

is scorching and melting the dusty streets of India.

Only the mornings are fresh when I go out

for military drills.

You write of concerts, of your recitals

in places comfortable and nice.

And in the desert where I am, there is nothing.

Just the barracks behind the rusty wire.

I wish you would never find out, darling, but I am

no more.

Without you I live a new life between the dream and reality.
Only at night when I close my eyes, my soul persistently
looks for you in the regions of my heart and says that without you
I could not be the other person.

And I do not know which of us still

lives in this world.

And, in the morning, when the sun again appears in the heavenly
creation, I stand with others aligned in

the earthly file.

And see in front, and even this is much, a piece of dried
scorched land, and in the cracks and splits with you in

the eternity of India I get lost and disappear.
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ODIAZAK

Moram ti reci, tako je sve mirno i tiho,

tako snjezno kao onda kada si sa mnom

u ovome gradu bio.

Na prozorskom oknu $to gleda u park dugo je

ostao vidljiv trag tvoje ruke.

I dah tvoje priljubljenosti na njemu dok gledao

si grane drveca oteZale snijegom.

A onda je stiglo proljece. I vise ni¢ega nije bilo.
Prozori su bili prani i obrisani guzvom starog
novinskog papira.

Samo se slika s aerodroma i dalje vraca kada si dugo
stajao i gledao me znajuci da povratka nece biti.
Ipak, uporno se kraj okna pojavljujes. Ali cemu?

Zar nisi znao da se dusa samo u dusi moze ponijeti.
Dah tvoj na prozorskom staklu vise se ne vidi.

Samo snijeg i bjelina, svjetlost koja se svjetlodcu sazize
i samu sebe ispisuje vezuci bijeli oganj s crnim.
Zapis vjecni koji od ¢ovjeka ne dolazi.
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DEPARTING

[ have to tell you, everything is so calm and quiet,

so snowy like then when with me

you were in this town.

On the window pane looking on the park, long

stayed the visible trace of your hand.

And the breath of your closeness to it while you were looking
at the tree branches heavy with the snow.

And then spring came. And there was nothing more.

The windows were washed and wiped with crumpled old
newspapers.

Only the image from the airport still comes back when you
were long standing, looking at me knowing there will be no return.
Yet, you keep appearing by the window. But why?

Didn’t you know that a soul can be only taken in the soul.
Your breath is no more seen on the window pane,

Just the snow and whiteness, the light burned out by the light
which writes itself connecting the white flame with the black.
Eternal writing, not coming from a man.
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PADAJU KISE

Nocas dok padaju svemirske kise hoces li

izadi iz svoje sobe u svijet?

Dvoumis se, kolebas, jer ne zna3 $to sa sobom nose.
Dijamant koji osvjetljava dusu ili krhotinu zvijezde
koja ti moze pozlijediti srce.

Nocas dok padaju svemirske kige ti plovi§ ¢udesnim
beskrajem plaveci svoj san u plavo.

U njemu nebo postaje zemlja. A zemlja nebo. Kopno
morem, a dubine prozirne poput kristala.

Ti spustas pogled pred o¢ima ¢arobnjaka i upadas u
zamku ne znajuci mu odgovoriti zivis li ve¢ odlazak
i ima li on iscjeljuju¢u moc povratka.

I dok tvoja ruka dodiruje ljubav ti nestajes u vlastitom
snu koji iz tebe svijetli.

Nocas dok padaju svemirske kige.
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RAINS FALLNG

Tonight, while cosmic rains are falling, will you
leave your room and come out to the world?
You hesitate, you waver, for you don’t know what they have with

them.
A diamond, lighting the soul or fragments of a star
that can hurt your heart.
Tonight, while cosmic rains are falling, you are sailing on
wonderful

infinity, covering your dream in blue.

In it, the heaven turns to earth. And the earth to heaven. The land
to sea, with depths transparent like crystal.

You drop your look to the eyes of a wizard and fall into

a trap, not able to answer whether you live your departure

and whether it has the healing power of return.

And while your hand is touching love, you disappear in your own
dream which is shining from you.

Tonight, while cosmic rains are falling.
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PUT

Uroni u mapu duse i potrazi odgovor
kod ¢uvara bozanskih misterija.

Upitaj andela Raziela o razlozima
uzleta i pada svoje duse, o safirnom
Nebu i mraku gehinoma u kojem vise
ne prepoznajes sebe.

Tvoj razum govori ti 0 vremenu i ¢asu
rastanka dok ti tamu rasijeca$ macem i
gledas u rane koje zadajes.

Sve je jo$ zgusnuto i zaustavljeno u hladnoci

kojom branis ranjivost svoje duse gledajuci

ga kako odlazi.

A iznad vas dvoje, usred dalekih i sutljivih zvijezda
stoji Gospodar tajni svih tajni.

I zna, 8to god ti ucinila, to god rekla, svoju dusu
od njegove ne moze$ odijeliti.

»Idi, idi na dalek put«, kaze Ti, kao sto je

jednom davno rekao Abrahamu.

I ti skupljas dijelove svoje odjece

skupljajuci djelice sebe i odlazis.

I nadas se da ces jednom na kraju puta ipak znati
zasto jedna dusa drugu dusu kroz vje¢nost pronosi.
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THE JOURNEY

Ponder into the map of your soul and look for the answer
with the keeper of divine mysteries.

Ask angel Raziel about the reasons

of rises and falls of your soul, of sapphire

Heaven and darkness of gehinom where no longer

you recognize yourself.

Your reason tells you of the time and moment

of parting, when you cut the darkness with your sword and
look at the wounds you inflict.

Everything's still condensed and stopped in the cold

you use to protect your vulnerable soul watching

him leave.

And above the two of you, in the midst of distant silent stars,
stands the Lord of secrets of all secrets.

And knows that whatever you may do or say, your soul
cannot be parted from his soul.

“Go, go on a long journey” says He, as He

once long ago said to Abraham.

And you collect the pieces of your clothing

collecting pieces of yourself, and leave.

And hope that once, at the end of your journey you will learn
why one soul takes the other through eternity.
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SAN

I ti ¢e$ se probuditi drugaciji nego sto

si bio jucer.

Novim oc¢ima gledat ces u svijet pun

svijetlosti i nade.

I iznenada otkrit ¢e$ da samo prividno

hodas sam.

Jer nikada nisi sam i nikada nece$ biti sam.

Ruke si gurnuo duboko u dzepove kaputa i

osjecas da tamo negdje, bilo gdje, zivi netko

satkan od iste ¢eZnje.

I vie nisi ljut i vide nisi ogorcen na sve i svakog

i ne osjecas se usamljen.

Odjednom probuden nalazi$ sebe samog u tom bicu
koje te trazi dok i ti trazi$ njega.

I zastaje$ negdje u gradu pred izlogom gledajuci svoj odraz
kao da se vidi8 prvi put.

»Idi dalje« kaze ti nebeski Glas. I torba koju vuces puna
knjiga i papira prestaje ti biti teska.

I dan vise nije dug i oblac¢an nego svijetao i
prekrasan.

Te noci sanjas spokojan i sretan, znajuci da

tvoj san viSe nije samo tvoj.
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THE DREAM

You too will wake up different from what
you were yesterday.
With new eyes you will look at the world full
of light and hope.
And suddenly will you discover that only seemingly
you walk alone.
For you are never alone and never will be alone.
You have pushed your hands deeply into your coat pockets and
you feel that somewhere, anywhere there lives a person
woven of the same yearning.
And you are no longer angry, no longer bitter about all and
everyone
and you do not feel lonely.
Suddenly awakened you find yourself in that creature
who is looking for you while you are looking for him.
And you halt somewhere in front of a shop window, looking at
your reflection, as if you can see yourself for the first time.
“Go on” says the heavenly Voice. And the bag you are dragging,
full
of books and papers, is no longer heavy.
And the day is no longer long and cloudy but bright and
beautiful.
That night you dream serene and happy, knowing that
your dream is no longer yours.
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ANDEOSKA

Zoranu T.

Andele moj mili, reci kamo me put vodi.

Za ruku sad uzmi me, u nebo uznesi me.
Andele moj mili, pokazi mi predjele kojima
demo prolaziti, mora neobi¢ne boje, stijene
kojima se Mojsije na Sinaj penjao, pokaZzi mi
staze kojima je kralj David sebi kroz psalme
glazbom Zzivot osvjetljavao.

Andele moj mili, svojim njeznim dodirom u
vise sfere povedi me, da ugledam lica onih koje
sam volio i izgubio.

I daj mi vrijeme da osvijestim uspomene i da
svakom kazem one prave rijeci koje tko zna zbog
¢ega tvrdoglav i izgubljen nisam, kada sam to
trebao, izrekao.

Kroz vrtlog snjeznih pahuljica provedi me i
pokazi mi gdje mudri svoje knjige stvaraju i
umjetnici u nebeskom beharu zemlju darom
obdaruju.

Andele moj mili, dok me sa sobom vodi§
pitat ¢u te o sebi i sutra i zasto je jucer
onakvo bilo.

I zasto sam hrabrost gubio i odustajao,

a ti je miloc¢u Bozjom ponovno vratio.

I ne Jjuti se, pitat ¢u te jo$ zbog ¢ega sam

sebe malenog vidio dok si me ti nebeskim
prostranstvima na svojim krilima nosio.
Andele mili, zamoli za me kod Gospoda

da jos u mnoge luke pristanem i mnoga

¢uda ovoga svijeta dozivim, ali uz tvoju
pomoc ne zaboravljajuci odakle sam do3ao
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ANGELIC

To Zoran T.

O my darling angel, tell me where my path is taking me
Take me by the hand, take me up to Heaven.

O my darling angel, show me the lands where

we will be passing, seas of colours strange, rocks

where Moses climbed up Mt Sinai, show me

paths where King David with his psalms

lit his life with music.

O my darling angel, with your gentle touch

take me to high spheres to see the faces of those

that I loved and lost.

And give me time to revive the memories

to tell each person the right words which, who knows why,
the stubborn and lost me, I never said

when I should have.

Take me through the swirl of snowflakes and

show me where the wise ones their books create and
artists in heavenly blossom endow the earth

with presents.

O my darling angel, while you take me with you

I'll ask you about myself and tomorrow and why yesterday
was like that.

And why I'lost my courage and gave up,

and with God’s grace you gave it back to me.

And don’t be cross, I'll ask you why

I saw the tiny me while you took me on your wings
through heavenly expanses.

O my darling angel, pray the Lord to grant me

to call in many harbours and many

wonders of this world to see, but with your

help not forgetting where I came from
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i kamo se moram vratiti.

Za ruku sada dok me ¢vrsto drzi§ moram ti
reci da ponekad ne znam sebe od dana obi¢nih
odvojiti i put sfera visokih gdje me ti ¢ekas
krenuti.

Andele mili, Zelim ti reéi hvala §to me ne

pitas zasto sam u danima lijepim tuZan bio

i zasto se nisam smijao nego zdvojan bio.

I oprosti mi u blagosti svojoj $to ponekad
nisam vjerovao, traZeci od tebe znak posebnosti
i izdvojenosti, dok si ti strpljiv uza me stajao.
A ja sam vidio samo sebe, ali ne i tebe.

Andele mili, pitas me sada u blagdansko
predvecerje $to bih jo$ Zelio i da mogu

kamo bih posgao? Sto bih ucinio?

I moram ti reci jednostavan Zivot, to bih
pozelio.

Spokoj tihe obiteljske srece, vidik s malo

voda i bilja mirisnih, mjesto s kojeg bih
beskraj Beskrajnog En sofa promatrao

I mjesto bih te zamolio negdje na tihoj uzvisini
s koje bi suze svetog Lovre mogao vidjeti kad
krenu prema zemlji i kada za to dode vrijeme.
Sve zvijezde ugasle ponovno bih u ljetnoj noci
nebeskom svodu vratio.

I nemoj mi sada smijuci se reci kako su to male
stvari i »Srecu vecu od mene trazi«.

Andele moj mili, za ruku ¢vrsto drzi me.

I putovima svjetlosnog duha vodi me

I onda kad pomislim da su me svi zaboravili

i kada sam uvjeren da ne hodam, da ne letim,
da se ne krecem, iznenada, ma gdje bio, mojim
imenom sebi, prizovi me.

228

and where I have to return.

While you are holding me firmly by the hand, I have

to tell you that sometimes I cannot separate myself from ordinary
days

and start for the high spheres where you are waiting

for me.

O my darling angel, I want to thank you for not

asking me why, on nice days, I was melancholy

and why I did not laugh but was in despair.

And forgive me why I sometimes

did not trust your kindness, demanding a token

of being special and single, while you were standing by me.

And I saw just myself, but I did not see you.

O my darling angel, now on the feast eve, you wonder

what else I would wish for, and if only I could

where I would go? And what would I do?

And I have to tell you, simple life, that’s

what I would wish.

Serene family bliss, a view of

some waters and plants fragrant where

I could look at infinite En Sof.

And a place somewhere on a quiet high ground

where I could see St Lawrence tears when

they move to the earth, and when time comes for it.

All stars extinguished, on a summer night, I would

take back to the canopy again.

And don’t you now laugh and say they are trifles

and “Ask me for more fortune”.

O my darling angel, hold my hand so tightly

Take me on the ways of the light spirit.

And when I think I'm forgotten by all,

and when I'm sure I'm not walking, I'm not flying,

I'm not moving, suddenly, wherever I am, by my

name, please call me to you.
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KUCA

Je li moja zemlja tu gdje se budim

ili je moja zemlja ona kamo me dusa

vodi?

Nema tu odgovora, barem nisu kod mene,

tek andeo Sandalfon prasnjavih nogu povremeno

svrati vezuci pitanja u snop svih miomirisnih nedoumica.
I odleti.

Tko zna koliko ¢e mu trebati da se kuci vrati?

I istrese taj snop pred stopala nebeskog vodic¢a?

No eto ga vec je kraj njega i sneni umorni Sandalfon
izvlaci i uvlaci prste igrajuci se, iz stare sandale.

Jednu je na Zemlji zaboravio.

I nebeski vodi¢ promatrajuci ga podize obrve.

»Kuda ce ona?« upita.

»Zar opet na put? Nije li tamo vec jednom bila?

Nisam li umjesto nje kada se oprastala rekao zbogom
bas kada je htjela rec¢i »dovidenja«.«

Sandalfonu se uc¢ini da je primatelj zemaljskog
miomirisnog snopa duboko zamisljen i pogledom

ga upita: »Od kuda joj znanje da sudbinu svoju mijenja?
Moc da se probije tamo gdje su joj postavljene brane?«
U tom trenu Sandalfon ostade bosih nogu.

I nebeski vodi¢ shvati da je poslanik Bozjih vijesti

u tome imao prste, jer kao i sada sandale su mu s

nogu pale, kad je na Zemlji s njom bio.

I kad joj je govorio, Govor Neba ni¢im nije ublaZio.

I sada ona opet putuje prema kuci, otkrivsi da je tamo
vec jednom sretna bila.

»Htjela bih« re¢e Sandalfon opravdavajuci je, »ponovno
vidjeti kako na mjestu ¢udesnom gdje se ljubav rada sunce
izlazi«.
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HOME

Is my land here where I wake up

or is my land the one where my soul

takes me?

There is no answer to it, at least I do not have it,

only angel Sandalphon, with dusty feet, sometimes

drops in, tying the questions to a bundle of fragrant doubts.
And flies away.

Who knows how long he will take to come back home?
And dump out the bundle to the feet of heavenly guide?
But there’s tired sleepy Sandalphon beside him,

playing and putting his fingers in and out of an old sandal.
He has forgotten one on the Earth.

And the heavenly guide, watching him, rose his brows.
“Where is she off to?” he asks.

“Again on a journey? Hasn't she already been there?
Didn’t I say, instead of her, when she was parting, goodbye
just when she was going to say “See you?”

It seemed to Sandalphon that the receiver of the earthly
fragrant bundle was in deep thought and with his look

he asked him: “Where did she get the knowledge to change her

The power to break the obstacles put up for her?”
And then Sandalphon was left with bare feet.

And the heavenly guide saw that the messenger of Divine news

had his fingers in it, for his sandals also

fell off his feet, when he was with her on Earth.

And when he spoke, he never eased the Speech of Heaven.
And now she’s going back home, realizing that there

she’s already been happy.

“She’d like” said Sandalphon, excusing her, “again



I u to vidje da nebeski vodi¢ u rukama drzi za njega nove
sandale i u milosti svojoj re¢e mu: »Vrati se na Zemlju i prati je.
Na putu svih njezinih putovanja ¢uvaj je.

Dusu joj stiti, jer ona koja se uspinje na zemlji ¢esto i lako

se ozljeduje«.

Idi Sandalfone i pazljiv budi, jer Oko Gospodnje nad njom bdije.

I ako u svojoj misiji posustanes, odmah se po mene vrati.
Jer dusa njezina, sada jasno vidim, u boZanski hram ¢e uci.
I zato ona mora od kuce prema Kuci podi.
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to see how in the wonderful place, where love is born, the sun

rises”.

And then he saw the heavenly guide holding new

sandals for him, and in his grace told him: “Go back to Earth,
escort her.

On all her journeys, guard her.

Protect her soul, for she who rises on earth, will oft and easily

get hurt”.
Go, Sandalphon, be careful, for the Lord’s Eye is watching over
her.
And if, in your mission, you tire, come back for me, straight.
For her soul, I see it clearly now, will enter the divine shrine.
So she must leave her home to reach her Home.
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HIMALAJA

U tiho rano jutro glazba mojom

sobom plovi na valovima i

treptajima sna koji ¢ezne dosanjati sam
sebe.

Njezan zvuk harfe poput igre svjetlosnih
kamencica u prozirnoj vodi uzima me

i sobom vodi.

I tako putujem necujna i nevidljiva nalik
pramenom dahu do mjesta koje na me vec
tisuclje¢ima ceka.

Cvrkut ptica polako se gubi.

Ispod plave plohe zemljine staze u snjezne

vrhove Himalaja vode.

A onda sve zastaje i nestaje u samo jednom
¢udesnom ¢asu koji objavljuje svijetu moje

putovanje.

Samo ja mu ne znam ni kraja ni pocetka.
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THE HIMALAYAS

On a quiet early morning, the music in my
room floats on the waves and

flickers of dream yearning to finish dreaming
itself.

The tender sound of the harp, like a play of light
pebbles in clear water takes me

and leads me with it.

And so I travel, inaudible and invisible like
tuffy breath to the place which has

been waiting for me for millenia.

Bird chirping is slowly dying out.

Under the earth’s blue plane, trails lead to the snowy
peaks of the Himalayas.

And then everything stops and disappears just in one
magical moment announcing to the world my
journey.

Only I do not know its end or its beginning.
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BIELI CVJETOVI

Lakshmi

Nisam li ja poput stabla s puno cvjetova?
Nisam li ja poput stabla s puno plodova?

No prije nego plod nastane cvijet se prvo
pupoljkom mora objaviti i latice otvoriti.

Iz otvorenosti u sebe udi, bozanski nektar

u svojem sredistu pronaci.

[ iz te slatkoce iz jedne ljepote u drugu prijeci.
Preoblikovati se,a opet svoje jastvo sacuvati.

Danju dok sunce svijetli cvjetovi ljepotom
mame i mirisu, a u suton latice se zatvaraju
i skrivenom nebeskom otajstvu otvaraju.
Oku Njegovom nista ne moZe promaknuti.
I ON promatra skupljene latice znajuci koje
¢e zatvorene ostati, a koje deseu prekrasan
plod pretvoriti.

I dok vjetar unosi u krosnje stabala andeoske
glasove, cvjetovi o svojem Zivotu na Zemlji
razmisljaju.

I svaki se za sebe pita: »Sutra, §to ¢e od mene nastati?
Da bih sa¢uvao ljepotu, da bih zadobio nektarsku
slatkocu ¢ega se sve moram odreci?«

Glasovi andeoski u noci grane stabla pomicu trazeci
i oslugkujuci tko je spreman s njima poci.

Tko je odlu¢an u plamenu ivanjske noci

u Nebo se uzdignuti, a tko sebe u iskrama krijesa
samo pepelom vidi?
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WHITE BLOSSOM

To Lakshmi

Am I not like a tree with a lot of blossom?

Am I not like a tree with a lot of fruit?

But before a fruit appears, the blossom must first
announce itself with a bud, and open its petals.

From its openness, go into itself, the divine nectar

find in its midst.

And from that sweetness pass from one beauty to another.
Transform itself, and yet maintain its integrity.

During the day, while the sun shines, the blossom with their
beauty

allure and smell, and at dusk the petals close

and open to the hidden heavenly mystery.

Nothing can escape His eye.

And He looks at closed petals knowing which

will stay closed and which will transform

to a beautiful fruit.

And while the wind brings angelic voices into the tree crowns,
the blossoms think of their life

upon the Earth.

And each one wonders: “Tomorrow, what's to become of me?
To preserve the beauty, to gain the nectar

sweetness, what do I have to renounce?”

The voices of angels move tree branches, searching

and hearkening to see who is ready to go with them.
Who is determined in the bonfire of midsummer night
to rise to Heaven, and who can see himself only as ashes
in the bonfire sparks?
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Nebeski poslanici svakom cvijetu jednako prilaze

zeleci znati: »Sto mi mozes dati da bi mirisom rajskim
vazda odisao?«

»Mozes li« pitaju, »svoje svilene haljine zaboraviti?

Iz svojeg raskosnog stanista u hram bozanski se povuci?
Nebeskom sudu svoju dusu izloziti?«

Moze$ li mijenjati sve svoje mijene zima, proljeca, ljeta
ijeseni za skriveni bozanski vrt u kojem ce$ samo s Njime ostati?

I dok mjesec svojim sjajem srebrnastim u noci oceanima

brodi i zvijezde na nebu ¢arobnim pruticem pali, male glavice
cvjetova pomicu se neodluc¢no lijevo i desno, upiruci svoj pogled
¢as prema Gore, ¢as prema Dolje.

I u dubini noci neki od njih ve¢ u vremenu bez vremena plove
i znaju da za glasovima nebeskim bez straha i dvojbe mogu podi.
Jutrom, zrake s plavo bijelog nebeskog svoda

stabla u vo¢njaku tihom obasjavaju i na prvim

plodovima se odmaraju.

I ne boje se Ruke koja ce za njima posegnuti

i Onog koji ce ih na dlanu svome u kraljevsku

palacu unijeti, njeznim, bijelim cvjetovima,

zovudi ih.

I kad se svi nemiri stiSaju, odjednom cvjetovi novim

imenima u svijetu bozanskom Zive i diu utjeseni u

vijencu satkanom od Njegove ljubavi, zagrljeni.
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The heavenly messengers approach each blossom
wondering: “What can you give me to always

emit the heavenly fragrance?”

“Can you”, they ask, “forget your silk attire?”
From your lavish abode retire to the divine temple?
Expose your soul to heavenly justice?”

Can you change all your changes of winters, springs, summers
and autumns for the hidden divine garden to remain with Him for
ever?

And while the moon is sailing with its silvery shine over the

oceans
and lighting the stars on the sky wirh its magic wand, little
blossom move indecisevely to left and right, directing their gaze
now Up, now Down.

In the depth of the night, some of them sail in the time without
time
and know they can follow the voices of heaven without fear or
doubt.
In the morning, rays from the bluish-white canopy
cast light on trees in silent orchard, and on the first
fruits do they rest.
And they don’t fear the Hand that will reach for them
and Him who will on his palm to royal
palace take them, calling them
gentle white blossom.
And when all the troubles calm dawn, the blossoms suddenly,
with new
names in the divine world, live and breathe, consoled in
a wreath, woven from His love, embraced.
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U SVAKOM SLUCAJU

Vrijeme mozda i nije lijepo.

Zima je hladna i puna leda.

Alj, ti ne posustajes i knjige

prostires trazedi rijeci koje

si zagubila, smisao koji ranije

nisi uocila.

I ne znas sto ce sutra biti pitajuci

kako se osjeca kraljica dok se njezina
utvrda u razglobljenom svijetu, rasipa.

I htjela bi znati hoce li proljece i ove
godine stici u svetom ¢asu kada suncu
radosno otvaras sva vrata.

A onda nocu sanja$ sebe u bijelom,
medu zidovima bijelim i nekako vise
slutis nego znas3 da je to tvoja ishodisna
tocka.

Nista u kojem lezi tvoj kraj u novom
pocetku,a u pocetku, kraj.

I naginjes se nad korijenje Drveta Zivota
Zedajuci za vodom s najviseg Izvora.

I dok se krece$ gradom u sebi sapuces :
»U svakom slucaju, pobijedit cu.«
I znas da se samo tako ponovno radas

iz pramaternice vode Gornjeg svijeta u ovom
svijetu i u tajni onog prvo stvorenog Adama

kadmona.

A nad tobom svijetli S'hina, svjetlo bozanske
sveprisutnosti koje ti govori da se ne okreces i ne
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IN'ANY CASE

The weather may not be fine.

The winter is cold and full of ice.

But, you are not giving up and spreading

your books looking for words which

you have lost, the meaning which you did not

notice before.

And you do not know what will be tomorrow, wondering
how a queen feels while her

fortress is scattering in the world out of joint.

And you would like to know whether the spring
this year will come in the holy moment when you
gladly open all the doors to the sun.

And then you dream of yourself in white,
among walls of white and somehow you

more suspect than know that this is your
starting point.

Nothing, containing your end in the new
beginning, and the beginning is the end.

And you bend over the roots of the tree of life
Thirsty for water from the highest Spring.

And while you are moving about the town you whisper to yourself:
“In any case, [ am going to win”.

And you know that only in this way are you reborn

from the primeval uterus of the water in the Upper world in this
world and in the mystery of the firstly created Adam

Kadmon.

And above you shines S’hina, the light of divine

omnipresence telling you not to turn round and
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osvrces trazeci izgovor, jer si poslana da pomognes
da se smrt izbrise iz Zivota noseci na dlanovima
nebeske kapljice vode $to iscjeljuje.

Ti si plod s Drveta dusa i na zemlju bacena

kao sjeme dok te odsjaj aure prati pitajuci te

jesi li pronasla kljuceve Palace u koju nepozvani
ne ulaze.

I ti nesigurna, otkljuc¢avas vrata ne znajuci hoces li
pronaci ono za ¢ime toliko ¢eznes.

I prolazi$ dugim, tamnim hodnikom,a onda

iznenada tvoje je lice obasjano svjetlom sedmerokrakog svije¢njaka.

I ti stoji§ zacarana udisuci predivan miris, u blistavom nasadu
svetih jabuka.
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not to look back looking for an excuse, for you have been sent to help
to wipe out death from life, carrying in your palms
the heavenly drops of water that heals.

You are the fruit from the Tree of souls, cast upon the earth

like a seed, accompanied by the gleam of the aura, asking you

whether you have found the keys of the Palace where the uninvited

do not enter.

And you, unsure, unlock the gates, not knowing whether

you will find what you desire so ardently.

And you pass along a long dark passage, and then

Your face is suddenly lit by the light of the sacred candelabrum.

And you stand, enthralled, inhaling the wonderful fragrance, in a
shiny grove

of holy apples.
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NEURVATUYIVA DISCIPLINA DUHA

(Duhovna lirika Jasminke Domas)

Troclanost naslovne sintagme ovog pogovora iznenadno se iskristalizirala
u istrazivackoj fazi osebujne predradosti ¢itanja koja se nakon nekoliko
dana intenzivnog is¢itavanja lagano preobrazila u krepku radost pisanja.
Prostorno omeden raspon popratnog razmisljanja uz pjesnicku zbirku Jas-
minke Domas koja se u ovoj knjizi pojavljuje pod imanentno autoreferenci-
jalnim naslovom Poetski mistik nastaje u namjeri da citatelju koji se sprema
zaploviti ustreptalo uskovitlanim i bujno meandri¢nim pjesmotokom te po-
nesto netipicne lirike mjestimice ponudi misaono odmoriste sli¢no plutaci,
Zeleci ga neusiljeno ponukati na pozornije osluskivanje slobodnog pulsira-
nja zile kucavice $to je poput djetliceva kuckanja neprestance ¢ujno na svim
strukturnim razinama ove dopadljivo svojeglave poezije.

Netom spomenuta predradost ¢itanja danima mi je nenametljivom
upornoscu rasvijetljavala neuhvatljivost discipline duha iz koje se razvila
Jasminkina genuina lirika, ve¢ odavno se — isprva stidljivo, a onda sve oci-
tije — razotkrivaju¢i u romanima, meditacijama, znanstvenim i publicisti¢-
kim tekstovima ove vec¢ odavno afirmirane spisateljice i novinarke o ¢ijoj
sam duhovnoj prozi opsirnije pisao u nedavno objavljenoj zbirci knjizevno-
-duhovnih eseja Miris neba (Karista, Zagreb, 2009., str. 74-89).

Neuhvatljivost i duh asocijativno se lako mogu dovesti u kojekakve su-
odnose. No kad im se u suodnosnu igru neo¢ekivano uplete disciplina, tes-
ko se oteti dojmu da je tu ipak na djelu neko ¢udnovato protuslovlje. Disci-
plinu maste ve¢ nam je prije cetrdesetak godina nadasve impresivno upri-
sutnio pjesnicki i teorijski nezaboravni Ivan Slamnig. O disciplini duha tes-
ko je, medutim, govoriti ponajprije zbog toga sto duh nikad nismo u stan-
ju pojmovno zbiti u kakvu-takvu definiciju. MoZemo ga pisati velikim i ma-
lim slovom, ali on svagda ostaje nemjerljiv, u stalnom je lelujanju, lakokril
je i perolak, mekan i ¢vrst, gibljiv i stamen — i tko zna §to bismo sve tu jos
slikovito mogli pridodati, ne rekavsi nista odredeno.

Neuhvatljivost je, dakle, posvema neupitna. Svojevrsnu apoteozu te de-
finicijski jalove nepodatnosti duha nalazimo u pregnantnom tekstu na sa-
mom pocetku ove zbirke koji je — kako mu to izri¢e sim naslov — zamis-
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ELUSIVE DISCIPLUNE OF THE MIND

(Spiritual poetry of Jasminka Domas)

The trinomial syntagm in the title of this afterword has suddenly become
crystal clear in the research phase of a singularly joyful anticipation of read-
ing which, after several days of intensively deep reading, has slowly turned
into a hearty joy of writing. A spatially limited scope of lateral thinking
with the collection of poems by Jasminka Domas, who appears in this book
under an immanently self-referential title The Poetic Mystic appears in the
intention to offer the reader, prepared to sail along this quiveringly turbu-
lent and lushly meandrical stream of this somewhat untypical poetry, an
occasional landing like a buoy, relaxedly wishing to encourage him to lis-
ten closely to the free pulse of the main artery which, like a woodpecker,
can permanently be heard on all structural levels of this attractively self-
willed poetry. The just mentioned anticipation of reading has for days, with
discreet persistence, been illuminating the illusiveness of the discipline of
the mind from which Jasminka’s genuine poetry has developed, revealing
itself — at first timidly, and then more and more evidently — in novels,
meditations, scientific and non-fiction texts of this long established writer
and journalist, with whose spiritual prose I wrote at more length in the
recently published collection of literary-spiritual essays The Fragrance of
Heaven (Karista, Zagreb, 2009, pp. 74-89).

Elusiveness and the mind can easily be associated in all sorts of inter-
relationships. But, when discipline unexpectedly gets involved in their
inter-related play, one can hardly resist the impression that there is a
strange contradiction at work there. The discipline of imagination was
most impressively presented by the poetically and theoretically unforget-
table Ivan Slamnig some forty years ago. It is, however, difficult to speak
about the discipline of the mind, primarily because we are never able to
compress the mind into some sort of definition. We can write with a capi-
tal or a small letter, but it always remains unmeasurable, it is at constant
quaver, light-winged and featherweight, soft and hard, supple and firm —
and who knows what else we could figuratively add here, without saying
anything definite.

245



lien da se nade Umjesto predgovora. U njemu je prekrsiteljski i naoko pre-
vratnicki na djelu »Eva, Hava, prva Zena...«, a ona, poslusavsi savijet prais-
konske vode iz smaragdne rijeke, svemu $to nalazi daje od svoga duha, jer
de samo tako — kaze voda — »dobiti vise od Zivota«. Postavsi umjetnicom,
Eva Covjecica krsi »sve zakone, priblizivsi se najdubljoj razini uvida iz ko-
jeg sve nastaje..."«

Ne mozemo, dakako, u ovom razmisljanju nastaviti hod Evinim tra-
gom. To de, medutim, svakako uciniti pjesmoljubni ¢itatelj, a njemu ovaj
kratki pjesnicki proslov moze posluziti kao jedan od mogucih kljuceva ra-
zumijevanja duhovne lirike kojom Jasminka Domas dostojno i trajno obo-
gacuje hrvatsko poetsko obzorje.

Pa ipak je jo$ potrebno napomenuti da Eva kao utjelovljeni Creator Spi-
ritus ¢ak ni ne dospijeva u opasnost da zbog evidentne neuhvatljivosti du-
ha kojim se napaja zabrazdi u anarhi¢nosti kaosa. Nestasni se duh, intuitiv-
no slijedeci samo njemu znane (duhovne) zakone, na koncu ipak stalno us-
kladuje s Onim koji je Gore, a On se u ovoj poeziji javlja na nacin koji sve
ove pjesme ¢vrsto povezuje s cjelokupnim knjizevnim i publicistickim stva-
ralastvom Jasminke Domas. To je Bog, Gospod, Jedan, Svevignji, Onaj koga
na svoj nacin stuju i brojnim imenima zovu i zazivaju zidovski, krscanski i
muslimanski tragaci za Istinom, Onaj u ¢ijem nadasve prostranom okrilju
ima podjednako i dovoljno mjesta ne samo za hinduiste, budiste, agnostike,
ateiste itd., nego i za sve ljude koji na razne nacine ¢ine i promicu svakovrs-
no dobro.

Neuhvatljivost i disciplina duha u ovoj poeziji intenzivno se i iznenadu-
juce ispreplicu i dopunjuju. Poezija u ovom slucaju niposto nije uznicki
podjarmljena usko pojmljenom religioznosc¢u. Kao duhovno ovjerovljena i
vjernicki prokusana Zidovka autorica ovom zbirkom pjesama vjesto razmi-
¢e raznorazne konvencionalne mede i granice, oslobadaju¢i manevarski
prostor nepotkupljivoj i brizljivo odnjegovanoj pjesnickoj imaginaciji koja
se nesputano krece i smiono vrluda Evinim (Havinim!) smaragdnim pjes-
motokom.

U nastavku zbirke Evinu sveobuhvatnu kreativnost znalacki preuzima
osebujni Poeta Mysticus. Taj tijelom ljupko nesputani, dusom razbaruseno
ustreptali i duhom mudrosno prosvijetljeni Evin ovodobni potomak (veci-
nom Zenskoga, katkada i muskog roda) najprije je na djelu u nizu kratkih
(kadsto zbilja sicusnih) pjesama objedinjenih u ciiklusu nazvanom Minija-
ture. Opetovano ih ¢itajuci i na taj im nacin dopustajuci da se barem na tre-
nutak rasprostru u izri¢ajno napucenoj zbijenosti, stiecemo dojam da su te
pjesnicke minijature nalik Zivopisnim krijesnicama koje nam nenadano sli-
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Elusiveness is, therefore, completely unquestionable. A sort of apothe-
osis of this by definition barren rigidity of the mind can be found in the
pregnant text at the beginning of the collection which — as said by the very
title — is intended to be Instead of a foreword. In it, “Eve, Hava, the first
woman...” is at work, a trespasser and apparently a revolutionary, and she,
taking the advice of the primeval water from the emerald river, gives some-
thing from her mind to everything that she finds, for only thus — says the
water — “will she get more from life”. On becoming an artist, Eve the She-
man breaks “all laws, approaching the deepest level of insight from
which everything originates...”

Of course, in this reflection we cannot continue on Eve’s trail. This, will,
however, be done by the poem-loving reader, to whom, this short poetical
foreword can serve as one of the possible keys to understanding the spiri-
tual poetry with which Jasminka Domas worthily and permanently enrich-
es the Croatian poetical horizon. It should still be mentioned that Eve, as a
Creator Spiritus incarnate does not even get into the danger where the evi-
dent elusiveness of the mind which feeds her should stray into the anarchy
of chaos. Her playful spirit, intuitively following her (spiritual) laws,
known only to it, ultimately always harmonizes with Him who is Above,
and He in this poetry appears in the way which closely connects with the
complete literary and journalistic opus of Jasminka Domas. This is God, the
Lord, the One, the Almighty, He who is worshipped in their own ways and
called both by Jewish, Christian and Muslim seekers of the truth, He in
whose immense bosom there is equally and enough place not only for
Hindus, Buddhists, agnostics, atheists etc, but for all people who do and
promote good in various ways.

Elusiveness and discipline of the mind are intensively and surprisingly
mingled and complemented in this poetry.Poetry in this case is in no way
slavishly subjugated by narrow-minded religiousness. As a spiritually
authenticated and religiously proven Jew, the author skilfully moves dif-
ferent conventional boundaries and confines, freeing the manoeuvring
space for incorruptible and carefully nurtured poetic imagination which
moves unrestrained and daringly rambles along Eve’s (Hava's!) emerald
poetic stream.

Further on in the collection Eve’s universal creativity is expertly taken
over by the distinctive Poeta Mysticus. This modern offspring of Eve, with
charmingly uninhibited body, with recklessly quivering soul and wisely
enlightened mind (mostly feminine, but sometimes also masculine) is first
at work in a series of short (sometimes really tiny) poems, combined in the
series called Miniatures. Reading them again and again and thus allowing
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jecu na dlan, osvjetljavajuci svojim plami¢cima skrovito zatamnjene kutke
nase za tankocutnu liriku ¢esto nepripravljene nutrine:

Okus lose savijesti?
gorak je.

Viktoru su pjesme kruh i voda.
Ponekad ih nade netko tko je gladan.

Neke od minijatura koje nas strelovito vode po raznim gradovia i zeml-
jama u stanju su nas munjevito zabljesnuti, pa nam je kadsto potrebno
stanovito vrijeme da se priberemo i oporavimo od $okantna dojma:

Na ulici stoji Zena i prosi.

Iza nje se skriva djevojka.

I dok majka prosi, ona se sve vige
priljubljuje uz njezina leda.

Gledajuci u pod, grize nokte i sa svakom
izgovorenom rije¢i umire od srama.

U podne stoje u sredistu grada njih dvije.
Izbjeglice iz Bosne.

I tako bismo zanimljiva obiljeZja ovih minijaturnih pjesama u prozi mo-
gli nizati unedogled. Kako na jezi¢no-stilskom planu tako i na sadrzajnoj
razini sli¢ne su im i naslovljene pjesme zdruZene u ciklusu koji je svoj nad-
naslov Poetski mistik dragovoljno darovao zbirci kao cjelini. Nekolicina
ovih pjesama posvecena je nekim dragim ljudima. I naslovljene su pjesme
poput minijatura najvecim dijelom pjesme u prozi. Neke od njih doimlju se
i kao osobito upecatljive pjesnicke slike. Njihova svagda razvidna duhovna
potka nije, medutim, nepropusna za refleksivne, socijalne, politicke i pej-
zazne opservacije. Poeta Mysticus nije, dakle, neosjetljiv za suvremenu
nam postmodernu pojavnost svakodnevice koja ga okruzuje. To mu i omo-
gucuje da se u svakoj pjesmi zaogrne nekim tkko zna odakle uzetim dije-
lom svoga zavidno bogatoga pjesni¢kog ruha koje se prioritetno ne iscrplju-
je u nagladenoj izbrugenosti stila.

Premda sve redom znakovito naslovljene, neke nam pjesme svojim na-
slovima hotimie ne nude klju¢ moguceg tumacenja. Ponekad nam tek daju
naslutiti na sto se zapravo Zele referirati, a katkada nas zbiljski umiju osta-
viti u nedoumici. Time one bjelodano dokazuju da nisu jednodnevne biljke,
nego su, bas naprotiv, u stanju dugo, kadsto ¢ak raskosno (a ponekad i mi-
risno!) cvasti na onom mjestu ¢itateljeva mentalnog obzorja $to su ga bag
one snagom svoje izricajne uvjerljivosti odabrale za slijetanje.
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them to unfold in the expressionally populated compactness, we get the
impression that those poetic miniatures are like colourful fireflies which
suddenly alight on the palms of our hands, with their flames lighting the
secretly darkened corners of our inner selves, often unprepared for sensi-
tive lyrics:

The aftertaste of bad conscience?
It’s bitter.

For Victor, poems are bread and water,
Sometimes found by someone who is hungry.

Some of the miniatures which take us swiftly to various towns and
countries can blind us like a flash of lightning and we occasionally take
some time to collect ourselves and recover from the shocking
experience:

In the street, a woman stands begging.

A girl is hiding behind her.

And while the mother is begging, she increasingly
clings to her back.

Looking at the floor, she bites her nails and with each
word uttered, she is dying of shame.

At midday, in the town centre, the two of them.
Refugees from Bosnia.

And so we could go on listing the interesting features of these miniature
poems forever. Both in the linguistically-stylistic level and on the contents
level, they also resemble the poems with title joined in the series whose
superscript Poetic Mystic voluntarily presented to the collection of poems
as a whole. Some of these poems are dedicated to some lovable people. And
like the miniatures, the poems with a title are mostly poems in prose. Some
of them impress us as especially striking poetic images. Their everclear
spiritual web is not, however, impenetrable for reflexive, social, political
and landscape observations. The Poeta Mysticus, is therefore not insensi-
tive for the contemporary manifestation of everyday life surrounding him.
This is just what makes it possible for him to shroud himself with a part of
his enviously rich poetic robes taken from who knows where, which does
not wear itself out in the expressively refined style.

Although each of them has a meaningful title, some of the titles delib-
erately do not give us the clue for possible explanation. Sometimes they
only give us a hint of what they want to refer, and sometimes they truly
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Iako su ove naslovljene pjesme vecinom pjesme u prozi, ima medu nji-
ma i pjesama u slobodnom stihu. Medu njima se svojom poetskom protoc-
noscu i misaonom razvedenoscu posebice istice Andeoska, u kojoj Poeta
Mysticus, govoreci ovaj put u muskom rodu, nadahnuto pred svojim ande-
lom iznosi posvema osebujne Zelje poput ovih pri kraju pjesme:

Andele moj mili, za ruku ¢vrsto drzi me.

I putovima svjetlosnog duha vodi me.

I onda kad pomislim da su me svi zaboravili

i kada sam uvjeren da ne hodam, da ne letim,
da se ne krecem, iznenada, ma gdje bio, mojim
imenom k sebi prizovi me.

Rado bi se autor ovih redaka strmoglavio u analizu jo$ nekih pjesama.
Cudnovati andeo Sandalfon iz pjesme Kuca neodoljivo me vuce za ruku, a
tu se negdje mota i autobiografski intonirana Kradljivica, ali ¢e oc¢igledno
sve to morati pricekati neku drugu priliku za esejisticko uranjanje u ovdje
tek donekle naznacenu poetsku rasstresitost Jasminke Domas. Neuhvatljivi
svjetlosni duh zasigurno ce pjesnikinju i dalje obilato zasipati svojim fasci-
nantnim iznasas¢ima, a neumorni Poeta Mysticus, taj vjesto skriveni uzroc-
nik uvodno spominjane predradosti ¢itanja i radosti pisanja, skrovito ce i
dalje voditi brigu da ravnovijesje izmedu neuhvatljivosti i discipline duha
na Jasminkinoj poetskoj tezulji nikad ne bude bitno naruseno.

Sead Muhamedagic
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leave us at a loss. In this way they clearly prove that they are not one-day
plants but are rather able to bloom long, sometimes even lavishly (and
sometimes even fragrantly!) on the spot of the reader’ mental horizon
which they have chosen for their landing by the force of their expressive
persuasiveness.

Albeit the poems with a title are mostly prose poems, there are also
poems in free verse. Among them, with their poetic fluency and contem-
plative richness, a special place is taken by the Angelic where the Poeta
Mysticus, this time speaking in the masculine gender, asks his angel com-
pletely singular wishes like these at the end of the poem:

O my darling angel, hold my hand so tightly

Take me on the ways of the light spirit.

And when I think I'm forgotten by all,

and when I'm sure I'm not walking, I'm not flying,
I'm not moving, suddenly, wherever I am, by my
name, please call me to you.

The author of this essay would be only too glad to plunge into the
analysis of some more poems. The strange angel Sandalphon from the
poem Home is irresistibly pulling me by the hand, and there is also some-
where the biographically tuned The Thief, but all these will obviously have
to wait for another occasion to immerse into the poetic looseness of
Jasminka Domas, which is only barely indicated here. The elusive light
mind will surely still profusely pour its fascinating inventiveness, and the
tireless Poeta Mysticus, this deftly concealed originator of the distinctive
anticipation of reading and the joy of writing will continue taking care that
the balance between the elusiveness and the discipline of the mind on
Jasminka's poetic scales is never essentially disturbed.

Sead Muhamedagic
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BIOGRAF|JA

JASMINKA DOMAS 7ivi u Zagrebu. Novinarka je Vanjskopoliticke redak-
cije Hrvatskog radija i suradnica je religijskog i dokumentarnog programa
Hrvatskog radija i televizije.

Clanica je Svjetske konferencije religija za mir, dobitnica je priznanja za
doprinos ljudskim pravima i vjerskim slobodama u RH. Bavi se i znanstve-
nim radom, predavacica je judaizma na teoloskim fakultetima u Hrvatskoj,
a s podrucja judaizma objavila je u tiskanim i elektronickim medijima vise
od pet stotina priloga.

Autorica je i scenaristica desetak televizijskih dokumentarnih filmova
od koji se pojedini ¢uvaju i u arhivi jeruzalemskog Muzeja holokausta Jad
Vagem.

0Od 1995. do 1998. godine bila je suradnica americke Zaklade za vizual-
nu povijest — preZivijele Zrtve holokausta, ¢iji je utemeljitelj Steven Spiel-
berg. Istaknuta je ¢lanica Zidovske vjerske zajednice Bet Israel u Hrvatskoj.

Objavila je sljedece knjige: Obitelj Mispaha, Tjedne minijature slobode,
Sabat salom, Biblijske price — prinos razumijevanju biblijskih znacenja, Re-
beka u nutrini duse, Zidovska meditacija — istrazivanje misticnih staza ju-
daizma, Knjiga o ljubavi ili kako sam srela Anu Frank, Kabalisticke poruke,
72 imena, Nebo na zemlji. Neke od njih prevedene su na talijanski, njemac-
ki, engleski i slovenski jezik.

Objavljuje i kratke price. Dobitnica je vide knjizevnih nagrada.
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