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he term used in the title is now 
unofficially circulating in texts 
written by literary critics, essay-
ists and publicists. Its shares on 
the symbolic stock market have 
been soaring in the recent years, 
aided by the fact that it is appar-
ently self-explanatory: it should 
be clear to all of us what is meant 
by “post-Yugoslav literature”. 
Therefore, to speak of post-Yu-
goslav literature means to take 
up a position of implicit distance 
from isolationism and autarchy 
of national cultures which were 
constructed throughout the 
nineties in the process of iden-
tifying new, post-communist, 
states.  To speak of post-Yugo-
slav literature, moreover, means 
at the same time to declare one’s 
own liberalism, one’s open views 

and detachment from the narrow, claustrophobic canons 
of Slovenian, Croatian or Serbian literatures; somewhere 
in the background of such a declaration there is a faint 
flicker of subversion, sweet and benign excitement of 
once again adopting the right to a common memory which 
preceded the fall of the Socialist Federative Republic of 
Yugoslavia. To talk of post-Yugoslav literature means to 
nonchalantly bypass enormous institutional machinery 
such as academies, universities and institutes, which have 
for two full decades been engaging intellectual elites of the 
newly created countries in the construction of history and 
academic establishment of isolated literatures as the high-
est expressions of the “national being”. To speak of post-
Yugoslav literature means to mock yesterday’s sacrosanct 
authorities: it is a cool, mischievous, but also a relatively 
harmless gesture of a casual provocation. It seems this was 
precisely the reason why none of those reaching for this 
flutteringly flexible guideline deemed it necessary to an-
swer quite an elementary question: so what are we actu-
ally, concretely, talking about when we speak about post-
Yugoslav literature? 

The area from Vardar to Triglav, stretched across a 
wide scale of the notorious socio-economic “transition”, 
shows just how distant its amplitudes can be: the west-

ernmost of the seven newly created states ended the pro-
cesses of reaching liberal-capitalistic eschaton a long time 
ago when it joined the European Union and entered the 
Euro zone. The youngest of the states, however, has not 
yet even been recognised by more than half of the United 
Nations members. Between Slovenia and Kosovo, due to 
their radically different dynamics of political, legal and 
cultural transformation, the experience can hardly be de-
scribed as common. Where can one find a reliable point, 
what can be depended on in that confusing maelstrom of 
ethno-nationalistic narratives, smouldering conflicts, sys-
tematic offensives of neoliberal capitalism and “structural 
reforms” of cultural and economic spheres if we want to 
construct something like “post-Yugoslav literature”, de-
spite the state borders and cultural-scientific institutions?

Before we could even dare to venture that way, there 
are certain ideological sediments layered in the back-
ground of the given term which need to be clarified, since 
the term itself is two-fold. If its facade flickers with a wist-
ful, Yugo-nostalgic smile, a touching memory of four and 
a half decades of common history, its interior will inevita-
bly reveal the work of capitalist market regimes. However, 
only after the logic of profit has applied for a re-establish-
ment of lost connections between the former socialist re-
publics, is it possible to make that pseudo-subversive ges-
ture of transgression from the beginning of the story, stick 
your tongue out at politicians, academics and scientists 
and then promote something like a common, post-Yugo-
slav, experience. We know that sports and show business 
has had an advantage here; culture, and literature along-
side it, however, has been lagging behind simply because 
these two calculate their moves with much smaller profit 
rates. The “new union” on a symbolic level  - a union where 
books written by Croatian authors have overwhelmed 
Belgrade bookshops, where a whole generation of young 
Montenegrin writers have established themselves in edi-
tions printed by Zagreb publishers and the Meša Selimović 
award from Tuzla and the V.B.Z publishers’ award for 
best unpublished writing have already been bestowed for 
a whole decade upon novels coming from all four former 
republics, in which writers and readers can communicate 
without an interpreter – is a union which actually acts as a 
bad caricature of the common scene and common literary 
life from the past. A good example of this is the Croatian 
reception of contemporary Serbian literature, which was 
during, and immediately after the war, being consistently 
proclaimed a taboo. After years of neglect resulted in the 
devastation of the Croatian bookshop network, and after 
the sale of books was given over to a monopoly of three or 
four large publishers, who mostly push their own editions 
in their bookshops, whilst the last in line, small independ-
ent bookkeepers, slowly disappear from the market, only 
then was the barrier of years of ignoring the Serbian lit-
erary production lifted, only then were titles by Vladimir 
Arsenijević, Dragan Velikić or Vladimir Pištal published 
more frequently. This is of course the consequence of nar-
rowed, caricatured, communication between the Croatian 
and the Serbian literary scene, subjected to publishing 
idiosyncrasies and the preferences of a ridiculously small 
number of publishers, which then creates an entirely dis-
torted image of contemporary Serbian literary production. 
The import of books published in Serbia, which might have 
improved this image and made it somewhat more precise, 
was tacitly forbidden because the price of those books is 
almost half the price of Croatian books, so several monop-
olising publishers with their own bookshops keep ignor-
ing them in order to gain more profit by selling their own, 
more expensive, editions. 

Post-Yugoslav
literature?

DialeCtiC 
aNti-
-PatriotisM

Boris Postnikov Zlatko Paković 

If anything has become clear from this example, it is 
the fact that not much hope should be placed in the sub-
version of the symbolic potentials of “post-Yugoslav lit-
erature”: they are merely an illusion of naive liberal crit-
ics, scientists and commentators who, due to their own 
superiority and provocations aimed at narrow-minded 
national canons, pay for their pleasure by overlooking the 
economic background of the whole story. And the speech 
about post-Yugoslav literature, if it is to be truly critical 
and productive, must above all be a discourse about the po-
litical economy of that literature: instead of trendy poetic 
models, “reality prose”, “new sensitivity” or “postmodern-
ism”, what needs to be addressed first are invariants of 
capitalistic articulation of culture and literature, the de-
valuation of the writers’ symbolic capital compared to the 
socialist period and the logic of narrow corridors and wide 
barriers on the borders of the newly established national 
literatures. Therefore, from that “Yugoslavism”, which 
follows from its name, post-Yugoslav literature should not 
cherish the blurry, bitter-sweet feeling of nostalgia but a 
memory of one radically different system of cultural work 
and cultural production, a system in which production, 
distribution, valorisation and reception of writing  were 
not  entrusted primarily to market mechanisms. And only 
then, from that lively interaction between different tran-
sitional experiences of what are today separate national 
literatures, the virtual post-Yugoslav literature could be 
transformed into something like a field for research and 
articulation of a different kind of community of authors, 
publishers and readers; just as the entire machinery of 
(pop) cultural Yugonostalgia, once it would give up its fas-
cination with the iconography and symbolic representa-
tion of the former state, as well as the fascination with Jo-
sip Broz Tito insignia and suitable replicas of what used to 
be celebrations of the Relay of Youth, open up a space for a 
dialogue on alternatives to the current global model of the 
system -corrupt capital-parlamentarism. The potential for 
creating such a field today exists on the margins of literary 
life and mostly consists of individual enthusiasm. For ex-
ample, when a small group of Belgrade critics and authors 
publish an anthology of new Kosovan prose, and their Pris-
tina colleagues reply with an anthology of Serbian authors 
and authoresses. Or, moreover, when Zagreb’s independ-
ent portal Booksa.hr launches a regional collaboration 
between literary critics, where Croatian authors write 
about Serbian books and the Serbian ones about Croatian 
books. The scope of such an engagement is of course small, 
incomparable with the influence of institutional conduc-
tors of national cultural politics and “big hitters” on the 
publishing and distribution market. However, its effects, 
no matter how modest, are already evident: we read books 
which we wouldn’t have known about otherwise, we hear 
about some authors we otherwise would never have come 
across. Therefore, this engagement needs to persist be-
cause – paraphrasing that famous slogan – a different lit-
erature is possible.
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There is only one proper definition of patriotism. 
Namely, there is only one definition which defines patriot-
ism as a truly valid intention and a thoughtful human en-
deavour. However, it is more correct to say the following: a 
definition which is determined by such an experience of an 
individual's humanistic dedication, on account of which he 
is prepared to sacrifice his privileges, if he is in possession 
of any, his comforts, if he enjoys them, his honour, if it is 
based on lies, prejudice and deceit, as is usually the case, or, 
simply put, if he is prepared to sacrifice his personal pos-
sessions and existence. And that definition goes as follows: 
a patriot is a person who in the name of moral principles 
and without compromise opposes immoral and retrograde 
politics which govern a society and a state at a particular 
historical moment. 

One day, and that day will have to come eventually, the 
patriots’ efficiency in Serbia will have to be measured ac-
cording to this definition, a country where today patriot-
ism is the most profitable branch of economy and a basis 
for political analysis. In fact, the truth of the above stated 
definition of patriotism will finally be revealed in accord-
ance with the effects of those patriots who spread like 
wildfire after the war, and it will be clear that the actual 
patriots, both amongst men and women, have been those 
people who for decades have been persecuted as anti-pa-
triotic, mondialist, Western, Yugonostalgic, communist, 
Sorosian, fifth columnist and, above all, as anti-Serbian 
elements who, according to patriot Ćosić, destroy the very 
essence of the “ontological creature of the Serbian nation” 
from the inside, and not those men and women who used 
to say that for Serbian borders, which stretch as far as Ser-
bian graves are to be found, as Matija said, even the lives of 
250,000 young Serbs isn’t a huge price to pay. This is what 
patriot Ekmečić said, which means that before they end 
up in a grave they take at least double the number of dead 
young men from different parts of their homeland with 
them, for which they had no idea was not theirs in the first 
place. So, one day, all the spilled blood and corpses of all age 
groups, all the pillaged properties and all the impoverished 
people, all the lies, idiocy, slyness and deceit, all the patri-
otic corruption and patriotic murders will be reflected in 
the truth of the opinions expressed and actions taken by 
that minority which opposed them. That is the dialectics 
of history. Patriotism is when the future and life move the 
present, and not when it is governed by the past and death. 

In the sense of this definition which awaits its fulfill-
ment, we can say that Jeton Neziraj, whose “antipatriotic” 
Greek comedy One Flew Over the Kosovo Theatre, direct-
ed by Blerta Neziraj, we had a watched two nights ago at 
the Centre for Cultural Decontamination is a patriot and a 
writer. In this text and performance, the author ironically 
opposes the power of patriotic thoughts and patriotic feel-
ings, which are emitted at the highest levels of the Kosovan 
government, against the people who, while sinking deeper 

When, at the end the main actor, who needs to feel 
honoured about being chosen for the main part, steps 
out onto the scene to deliver the prime minister's speech, 
belated and hastily learned by heart, something happens 
which shatters the patriotic facade into oblivion. As he re-
cites the text which he has learned the words escape hism, 
the actor faltering, stammering, and falling silent, only to 
then speak again in his own name and in the name of all 
those people who he can truly represent! The actor has a 
responsibility for every word uttered in a play, a personal 
responsibility! This was what Branko Gavela said. That re-
sponsibility, on stage too, is the truth of patriotism. 

The sentence which shines above this theatrical show 
after it is finished, just like the cage grid above the stage and 
in the end falls like a mouse trap, uttered by the brilliant 
tragedy performer Bajrush Mjaku is a question: “What 
kind of a shit country is this when the parliamentarians 
receive a salary which is ten or twelve times larger salary 
than mine, and I've been an actor for over thirty years?” 

This particular performance emerges from a sketch 
which was performed last October, also at the Centre for 
Cultural Decontamination. Back then we wrote about 
that sketch here (A Sketch as a Work of Art, 17th October, 
2011), and the audacity of the author’s attitude was already 
very clear in it, however, today, now that the entire perfor-
mance has seen the light of day, it is evident that, alongside 
the aforementioned Mjaku, the actress Anisa Ismaili and 
actors Adrian Morina, Adrian Aziri and Ernest Malazogu, 
under the directorship of Blerta Neziraj, have devised an 
uncompromising aesthetic correlation to that uncompro-
mising political attitude.

Jeton Neziraj, One Flew Over the 
Kosovo Theatre, directed by 
Blerta Neziraj 
Qendra Multimedia, Pristina 

A theatre critique

Translated by Edward Alexander

and deeper into poverty and helplessness, accept it with 
delight. 

This is not a play which criticises Kosovo's statehood, 
the making of which bore a huge number of victims. There-
fore, this is not a play which questions the very meaning 
of those victims, rather it questions the set meaning of 
statehood, which should represent some sort of freedom 
and opportunity for its citizens and not additional lies and 
more misfortune. The Nezirajs show all of the decorum 
of patriotism and all of the civility which the government 
must act out according to the rules of European and Amer-
ican sovereignty controls (and it should be noted that the 
Pristina premiere of this theatrical performance, on 5th 
December at the National Theatre of Kosovo, would not 
have taken place without the intervention of several West-
ern European ambassadors), the mask of civility and the 
face of patriotism without pulling any punches, in its true 
genre, as a farce, and, at the same time, in its natural set-
ting, as a comedy of the absurd. 

The play's title alludes to the cult 1975 American film 
“One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest” by the famous Czech 
director Miloš Forman, therefore suggesting that the plot 
takes place in a psychiatric hospital, where the craziest 
people are in fact the administrators, whilst the patients, 
who are healthy, are forced to receive therapy. This hope-
less ambience of the play was realised by Zuzane Majer-
Staufen who set a cage grid above the entire performance 
space. 

The live performance by Gabriele Marangoni, who 
composed the music for the show, and Susanna Tognella, 
in the joint sounds of the harmonica and the violin, which 

recreated famous melodies from films about the mafia, put 
an accent on politicians’ appearances on stage. As a matter 
of fact, the Prime Minister of Kosovo issued a directive to 
the National Theatre to prepare a play which would mark 
the independence celebration in Pristina, but it is not 
known when that will be. It is important that the Prime 
Minister’s speech be integrated into the play, however, the 
speech has not been written yet. The absurdity of this situ-
ation, of course, reminds us of Waiting for Godot. Moreo-
ver, two million Euros has been set aside for the celebra-
tion but most of that money ended up in the wrong hands 
and was used for private purposes. 
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WhY CaN’t i kiss 
hiM ...
But, I want to kiss him
I don’t want to feel that you’re suffering, because I suffer 
when I don’t kiss him...
I want to be in his kiss,
Because he has created a different me, a worse person for 
you, but better for him.
And who are you...
To stop me from kissing him, and feeling myself when I 
am with him.
I am not betraying, I am kissing the most innocent being 
in the world.
Not every day,
Not because you stop me.
And who are you, again
To sell me passages from moral books
When I want to kiss him, instead of suicidal suffocation.
He isn’t like you, he is the antonym of you. He is not  

Even close to your imagination, he is much better than the 
aquarium where you isolate yourself.
Why shouldn’t I kiss him?
Why shouldn’t he kiss me?
You’re not my friends, nor will you be his.
You judge my life, now and his tongue on mine.
You continue not to let me kiss those trembling lips.
You, you, don’t exist when we are two. And then we kiss, 
but not through you.
You’ve learnt to judge every hand shake and embrace.
Ask, and he will tell you that with me, he wants the world.

Arber Selmani

Vladimir Arsenijević

oNe MiNute: 
DuMBo’s Death

(60) For the last two years he had not stirred from 
this dark corner in the Calle de Colon (59) no one both-
ered him or drove him away, he became a kind of attrac-
tion, a black mark in an otherwise faultless city (58) tour-
ists came every day to take his photograph, they turned off 
their well-worn route through La Rambla (57) bent down, 
leaned their hands on their knees and stared at him, dis-
cussing him in quiet voices (56) cameras clicked, flashes 
flared, lenses hummed (55) art students sat down opposite 
him with their legs crossed, tucked their feet under their 
buttocks (54) took out pads and sketch books and draw-
ing materials, pencils, charcoal and felt-tipped pens, rapid 
sketches came into being (53) the city dogs sniffed him and 
slunk away in horror without him being aware of anything 
(52) once, even, although he was oblivious to it, he ended 
up on a postcard, but that was, thank goodness, simply an 
artistic project (51) in that picture he was lying on the cold 
stone like a log, like dead flesh (50) vomit had slid down his 
rough cheek, followed by thick snot (49) coloured with red 
strands of bloody spit, forming a little puddle on the pave-
ment (48) while above his head there was a shiny notice in 
several European languages (47) ‘WELCOME TO GLORI-
OUS BARCELONA! Hasan (27)’ 

“He always was ugly, honest to God,” that's what his 
drunken mother said way back in nineteen eighty-four, 
in front of family and friends gathered to celebrate his 
twelfth birthday, shrugging her shoulders with an unusual 
mixture of love and revulsion as she surveyed the bony 
face, imposing nose and small, sunken eyes of her only son, 
“but how did he get to be so flop-eared, that's what no one 
knows!”  Everyone round the table roared with drunken 
laughter. And indeed, Hasan’s ears were so huge that even 
in his first year at primary school in his native Sarajevo 
someone called after him: “Hey, there goes Dumbo!” And 
it stuck, like a mask that he was never able to pull off, while 
mocking voices round him echoed: Dumbo, Dumbo, Dum-
bo, Dumbo…

(46) and now it was the summer of 2000 and it was 
raining continuously, the sky had suddenly opened (45) 
and now it was pouring, pouring, it had woken even Hasan 
from his eternal sleep (44) he raised his heavy head to 
watch the fat drops of rain falling onto the world outside 
his shelter under the colonnade (43) and then dropped 
it back feebly into his own vomit - that soft, tepid pillow 
which dispersed at once under the pressure (42) until his 
cheek finally met the cold stone once again (41) just beside 
the clapped out wheelchair in which Aurelio was snoring 
loudly (40) hunch-backed Aurelio with his bearded face 
covered with a layer of several years of filth and a horrible 
waxed deep hood (39) Aurelio who had somewhere along 
the way lost his left arm and both his legs (38) the one true 
friend he had left in this world

Swimming had been all that interested Hasan in life. 
In Sarajevo, that city of non-swimmers, he felt like a bird 
among moles. “Do you realise, Dumbo, that around seven-
ty percent of your contemporaries would sink like stones 
in this pool!” his trainer, fat Charlie, said to him sometime 
in 1987 - Charlie was the only person he did not get angry 
with when he called him that. 'Well, you've got to swim for 
all of them, understand!” “Come on, Dumbo, faster!” he 
shouted at him in 1989, “faster damn you! Sixty seconds, 
bah! Sixty fucking seconds! When you break that barrier, 
kid, that's your entry ticket to the championship and then 
who knows maybe the Olympics. Barcelona, Dumbo, re-
member that, Bar-ce-lo-na!” he promised him in 1991. 

Translated from the Serbian by Celia Hawkesworth

But nothing came of it: Hasan never did manage to swim 
a hundred metres backstroke in under sixty seconds. That 
same year war broke out in Croatia, Dubrovnik and Vuko-
var were in flames, and then, in ninety-two, in the spring, 
just before the Olympics, war came to his native city. But 
by then everything had gone to blazes so why not the life 
plans and ambitions of Hasan Halilović unfortunately 
known as Dumbo as well?

(37) “Aurelio, you are the ugliest sight in this city, ca-
bron,” said Juan, Mexicano (36) who kept coming and go-
ing on his crutches and had now stopped here to shelter 
from the sudden downpour that had been unleashed onto 
the city (35) “you are the ugliest sight in Barcelona, pen-
dejo, you ought to get a pension,” (34) he added in his sing-
song, drunken accent and laughed squeakily until Aurelio 
pushed his head out of its hood (33) looked at him with 
twinkling eyes that gleamed by contrast with his dark face 
and started to laugh himself (32) toothlessly and hoarsely 
- what did he know about any of that, but it was funny any-
way (31) ha ha ha ha, his lungs hurt when he laughed but he 
could not stop himself (30) “Hasan, Hasan!” he yelled, but 
how could Hasan hear him or see him or respond (29) his 
eyes had rolled back, his head was lying in smelly, crusty 
vomit, bloody snot was trickling down his rough cheek 
(28) just like on the postcard welcometobarcelona (27) 
“No, no, no, germà,” screamed Aurelio then and turned 
back to Juan, “Mira Hasan! Take a look at Hasan!”

One day, he’ll leave me, but it won’t be because of you.
Why can’t I kiss him, why?
Because we love each other, because we sin or because 
you’ve been brought up with old, false myths?
Why can’t I kiss him and donate the saliva as an offering?
Ask me, I love him. I love him also when I don’t kiss him, I 
suffer, but I love him.
I’ve never loved anyone like him, because we kiss and we 
forget that trash like you are alive. 
You won’t let me kiss him, but this just empowers us. You 
won’t let me kiss him, but I have no respect for you.
I respect him, for his kiss.

He entered the war innocent. The Chetniks shelled 
Sarajevo day and night. Charlie vanished from the city – it 
was only then that Hasan realised that Charlie was a Serb. 
His mother was terribly worried about him and begged 
him to stay at home. But, since there were no more train-
ing sessions, Hasan was bursting. Uncontrollable energy 
built up in him. He did not care whether he was killed and 
he was not killed - his mother was killed when a shell flew 
in through the cellar window and exploded in a room filled 
with people. Hasan spent the rest of the war in a unit of the 
Bosnian Army, mainly in positions round the city. Among 
his fellow fighters he was known for his cold, merciless 
cruelty. No one dared call him Dumbo any longer. Once he 
found a stopwatch on a Chetnik prisoner. Just like the one 
fat Charlie had. He looked more closely at the body crouch-
ing on the floor - why, it really was Charlie. Thin, wasted, 
pale, with fear in his eyes. His mouth full of blood, he 
moaned something uninteligable, something that sounded 
like „Dumbo“ to Hasan. “Fuck your luck,” muttered Hasan 
through closed lips. He killed him quickly, in an rush of 
revulsion. Afterwards he thought, maybe it wasn't Char-
lie. He kept the stopwatch. Just before the end of the war, 
in the twenty-third year of his life, he fucked for the first 
time. A young war whore, already worn out. He did not re-
member anything except that she stank of other soldiers.

(26) “Hasan, Hasan!” Aurelio kept calling doggedly, 
then yelling, yelling, ha ha ha ha, his lungs were already 

burning (25) and he waved that blue stump of his that 
had been sewn together so badly that it looked as though 
it would burst at any minute (24) open up and the whole 
of him would pour out of it making a messy puddle on the 
asphalt (23) a perfect meal for the packs of city dogs that 
Aurelio fed in any case with the remains of the scraps he 
was given every day (22) by the owners of local restaurants 
because Aurelio was - within the limits of his own meagre 
(21) abilities, of course - generous, and exclusively so to-
wards those who had by his extremely immodest assess-
ment (20) sunk even lower than him, like Hasan, and Au-
relio was right … because even if (19) someone had taken 
poor Hasan in, bathed him and tidied him up, then treated 
him, treated him (18) for all those illnesses, those numer-
ous colonies of bacteria and viruses which had colonised 
(17) his sick, collapsing body, the ulcers and pimples and 
rashes and hives (16) which had overwhelmed him like 
Jove, even if someone had cared for him and knocked him 
into shape until (15) he became something like a man 
again, Hasan would probably continue to be the ugliest 
sight in the whole of Barcelona (14) but Hasan no longer 
cared about that because Hasan no longer cared about 
anything (13) his face was just a mask it was impossible to 
strip off (12) while he himself, under that mask, was simply 
a pure white empty crysallis

He left Sarajevo as soon as he had a chance. He took a 
few things with him including that old stopwatch of Char-
lie's. He saw that he was not in control of his destiny and let 
the current carry him and it carried him through refugee 
camps all over Europe, he spent most time in Denmark, 
there he picked pockets, got used to heroin and alcohol, 
cheated his way to a false passport, and one very ordinary 
evening in Copenhagen fucked a Ukrainian whore, the 
Balkan way, in a blind alley, pressing her back into a rough 

wall. A year later, he already looked like a wreck. He attrib-
uted this to the dirty dope he was getting but he was afraid 
of an illness whose name he did not even dare pronounce. 
But his body was decaying fast. He collected all the money 
he could raise and travelled to Barcelona. There he went 
through terrible withdrawal symptoms on a park bench, 
the next night was even worse, and then on the third he was 
brutally attacked by some locals, they kept kicking him in 
the head, took all he possessed and left him to squirm and 
writhe, like a worm, while the stopwatch kept ticking help-
lessly in his pocket - the only thing in the world he had left. 
He was taken up, battered as he was, by a group of vagrants. 
They gave him water to drink and a filthy waxed blanket to 
put round him. What's your name? they asked him. ¿Como 
te llamas? Com et dius? 

For a long time he could not remember and then it fi-
nally came to him: Hasan Halilović Dumbo. 

The one and only.

(11) and in the meantime the downpour had stopped 
just as suddenly as it had begun (10) “Pues Juan, por favor, 
imira a Hasan, hermano!”

said Aurelio once again to the barely interested Juan 
(9) in Spanish this time, in the hope that he would un-
derstand him better and coughed and literally jumped 
in his wheelchair (8) while Juan, after examining Hasan 
carefully, jerked on his crutches (7) and without a single 
word turned and hastily fled from some sudden danger vis-
ible only to him (6) (for all his drunkenness he had seen 
what was still escaping Aurelio: that Hasan was no longer 
breathing and that his eyes were glassy and lifeless) (5) and 
while Aurelio was wiping all those flowing tears from his 
own eyes and bending over Hasan and nudging him with 
his stick (4) although there was no longer anyone there 
under it, no one other than a dead body (3) Juan disap-

peared round a corner and was lost in the crowd of tourists 
and shoppers that was once again milling under the eaves, 
among the stalls, colonnades, cafés, restaurants, shops and 
doorways (2) and, pushing and shoving, slowly but persis-
tently, like a solemn procession on a frieze or fresco

 (1) 
making its way along
(0)
La Rambla

Translated by Alexandra Channer
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Miraš Martinović

eliot iN the Waste laND
Rushing that morning to Lloyd Bank for fear that he 

would be late for work, in the rushing crowd of people on 
London Bridge, in front of his eyes space - becomes time.  

He suddenly heard the voice of the Phoenician sailor 
– a warrior from the time of the Punic Wars, when the Ro-
mans razed Carthage to the ground. The voice that glides 
through him, talks through his mouth.

He thought of writing down what it whispers to him, 
but he gives up, it would be awkward to stop among the 
crowd, to disrupt its rhythm, and yet to start writing. He 
didn`t have a piece of paper. 

He wasn`t sure if he had a pencil. Since it is in the bank 
waiting, all in their respective places. Perfect order that 
was established there opposed to the disorder, which he 
felt in himself from before. Now, with the Phoenician`s 
voice, it is deeply disturbed.

He could not believe that such a vision opened to him.
I had this voice before, I felt it deep inside, as well as 

other voices. Apparently, it`s time for them to speak . Pre-
cisely, I, instead of them.

Now he was sure that history consists of fragments, 
which occasionally connect, creating a new configuration, 
and, new developments along with it. Although it`s invis-
ible, it`s present so much. 

What do those who are rushing over the London Bridge 
think? I'll never find out. Maybe someone will, the one who 
will be crossing as I am, will hear their thoughts.

Each of them carries their own drama, for which only 
they know.

Well, just as I feel the drama of this Phoenician sail-
or, who drowned accidentally. And survived the fall of 
Carthage.

History is like that, just like the London fog. If it was al-
ways present, would it ever lift? - He asked himself , yearn-
ing after the sun .

Eh, Phoebe, the Phoenician! How have you appeared in 
this fog this morning? You remember the fall of Carthage, 
for which you valiantly fought and survived. Perhaps Gods 
wanted an accident, or something between, you to be 
drowned. Or you not to number all dignified earthly days. 
Respectively, the days of the honorable Carthaginian and 
courageous fighter, who put up a spirited fight in defense of 
the city. It must have been a sunny day when the Carthage 
led the last battle. How did the thought of a sunny day oc-
curred to me, the day when the magnificent city was de-
stroyed, in the same town like this, which I walk through. 
Perhaps due to the fog that pressed everything. Hence the 
deep longing for the sun and light.

Along with its rays, the defenders of the city died. Now, 
so unreal!

At the entrance to Lloyd Bank, another voice from 
more distant centuries, talks to him: I am Theseus! - I 
passed through the centuries, from the divided and mis-
erable Thebes, where I was a prisoner of past. I wished to 
speak. I was silent for a long time, even from the time when 
Thebes was divided.

He spoke obscure words, which were sprinkled with 
tatters of time. Eliot looked at that picture, uttering qui-
etly:

I will release you Theseus, I will create space for your 
time. Gods blinded you. But they gave you the power to 
prophesy.

I don`t do that for a long time. This skill of mine lost its 
purpose.

While entering the Bank, the doorman greeted him 
kindly, as he usually did.

On the left side of the entrance hall there was a treas-
ury safe where money was. Memories are kept in such a 
safe, he thought. He knew who had the key to this, but he 
wondered who holds the key to the memories. Where is 
that safe and where is the key holder?

This morning, as if the doorman gazed at him, or so 
it seemed to Eliot. These voices must have changed me. I 

can feel it in myself. It can be seen on my face probably. I'll 
know that only when I stand in front of the mirror.

In Lloyd bank rule strict rules and they must be re-
spected entirely. It`s known how the morning begins. 
Greeting the colleagues. Good morning, with a bow, sitting 
on a chair and taking a working position. He will perform 
this ritual this morning, too.

A strong impression, because of the encounter with 
Theseus, isn`t getting away. The dead are boring, he re-
flects, when they catch you, they never let you go. They 
begin to catch me. I'm afraid, this one from Carthage 
and this one from Thebes, will not be the only ones. The 
voices of ordinary citizens are beginning to resonate in 
his memories.  The talks that he heard in various places a 
long time ago begin to awake. He was asked to get in touch 
with them, to be the one who will bridge the abysses of the 
centuries, the one who will connect them, the one who will 
make them recognize each other.

The fragments floated in the ocean of time, yearning 
for the completeness.

He felt the need to talk with those whom he heard. 
There were lots of them, from different times. He was their 
medium. He could not break the rules of the bank, which 
guaranteed him existence.

He knew that he doesn`t exist without them.
The loss of the job would make his wife Vivienne an-

gry. He knows in what poverty they lived in recent years. 
Teacher's salary of 140 pounds was insufficient to meet ba-
sic needs. Several activities occupied his workday: math-
ematics, French, history, geography, art and swimming, all 
for lousy but so significant 140 pounds sterling.

History. He recalled the subject of history and stopped 
at that. While he was counting the numbers and sorting out 
the bank accounts, the space was transforming into time. 
Cyclic time, like Saturn's rings that unroll themselves. He 
followed them along with the events that would turn out 
from the memories, shaping them into a vision. He was be-
coming a part of collective memory, which opened up him 
the possibility to establish contact with those who lived a 
long time ago …

How are you Phoebe, the Phoenician? – He said to a 
colleague who was sitting at the next table. He responded 
with a look and smiled.

Eliot was serious.
Phoebe, the Phoenician ruled him.
That's like when the dead govern the living. This is the 

worst, he thought. Or maybe not. And they have right to 
another life. Ah, maybe I gain this sacred right. To live in 
the living. It is some sort of success.

He had a tea during the break. He didn`t speak to any-
one. He quieted those who would wake up in him.

I must continue with my work. A pile of paper is on 
the desk. Colonial department requires absolute accuracy. 
Large sums of money are at stake, it`s something where a 
mistake mustn`t occur. After all, there are 500 pounds a 
year. It`s triple more than the salary he receives in school.

He noticed Theseus`s features in a colleague. He must 
have looked like that. He saw Philomena in a lady col-
league, Cleopatra in another.

You Phoebe, the Phoenician! Once again, he addressed 
to an invisible character, who transformed into the col-
league at the next desk. He laughed, so the transformation 
looked innocuous. They'll think I'm crazy. And then, eve-
rything went to hell, the job, the life along with it, which is 
misery if it`s penniless. Not only if you were God, but also if 
you were Eliot himself. Money is the measure of our exist-
ence.

That is how the Waste Land began to emerge. The land 
that was supposed to be revived, and before that, to be 
fertilized. Everything was burned there. Everything was 
turned into sulphur and powder. Something should have 
happened. A thunderbolt so that waters flow after the ser-
mon of fire and hell it had been through. There was need 
for powerful words that would revive it.

Along with it, burned, sulphurous and barren, in Eliot 
came to internal displacements and dispersions. Large 
cracks in him gaped. They should have been healed and the 
order in the disorder needed to be restored all that history 
caused and the thunderbolt lit up. He realized that he bears 
History in him. Lord, is that possible? – he wondered one 
day, when a famous doctor specialist in London recom-
mended a three month solitude out of England to him. Due 
to financial difficulties, he went to an English seaside town 
Margate, which will be mentioned in The Waste Land. He 
continues to work on the poem there, which he felt for the 

Miraš Martinović
Miraš Martinović is a renowned writer from Montene-
gro. He is known for the antique themes and the forgot-
ten landscapes of Montenegro that he treats in his novels: 
Putevi Prevalise (Roads of Prevalise; published in Italy 
with the title Pitere di Montenegro and translated by Sil-
via Ferarria; also, some excerpts from this book have been 
translated into Hebrew by Dine Katon, and published in 
some prominent Israeli literary magazines),  Otvaranje 
Agruviuma (The Opening of Agruvium), and the novel 
Teuta, which has been reprinted many times, and based 
on this novel a play with the same title has been staged by 
an international theatre, with actors from Montenegro, 
Albania, Greece, Italy and Croatia, directed by Slobodan 
Milatović.  His novel Teuta was published in Albanian by 
the publishing house KOHA in 2010. The beginning of his 
literary endeavors began with a poetry collection titled 
Mit o Trešnji  (Myth of a Cherry; 1974), for which he was 
awarded the literary prize “Lazar Vučković” (1974), and 
the second edition of this book was published in Belgrade 
in 2009. Nevidljivi ljetopis (The Unseen Yearbook; 2010) 
is the first of the four book collection titled Neotkrivena 
Zemlja (The Undiscovered Land), and the other three 
books are Govor kraljeva (The King’s Speech; 2009), Govor 
zemlje (The Earth’s Speech; 2013) and is currently work-
ing one the fourth book Govor vjekova (The Speech of the 
Ages).  The novel Poslednji Eshilov dan (The Last Day of 
Aeschylus) will be published by the prominent publishing 
house ONUFRI from Tirana. He is a member of the Mon-
tengran PEN association, and Matice Crnogorske. Also, he 
is the winner of Okotobarske nagrade of Herceg Nov, the 
city where he resides.

Visar Zhiti        
Visar Zhiti is one of the most popular writers of present-
day Albania.  Born in 1952 in Durrës, Albania, he is one of 
the many to have suffered appalling prosecution by the 
communist regime for no apparent reason.  Upon finish-
ing his studies at a teacher training college in Shkodra, he 
started to teach in the northern mountain town of Kukës.  
Zhiti showed an early interest in verse and in 1973 he sub-
mitted for publication his first collection “Rapsodia e jetës 
së trëndafilave” (Rhapsody of the life of the roses). The 
manuscript was seen to contain grave ideological errors 
and was interpreted as having blackened socialist reality. 
He was arrested November 1979 and sentenced at a mock 
trial to thirteen years in prison. He was jailed and later 
transferred up to the isolated northern mountains to do 
the rounds in the infamous concentration camps simi-
lar to the Soviet gulags.  To keep his sanity, he composed 
and memorized over a hundred poems. Visar Zhiti was re-
leased on 28 January 1987 and was then ‘permitted’ by the 
Party to work in a brick factory in Lushnja, where he kept 
a low profile until the end of the dictatorship. Visar Zhiti’s 
first volume of verse “Kujtesa e ajrit” (The memory of the 
air; Tirana, 1993).  His second collection “Hedh një kafkë 
te këmbët tuaja” (I cast a skull at your feet) contains the 
full cycle of 110 prison poems composed between 1979 and 
1987, verse which survived miraculously in the recesses of 
the poet’s memory.  His other collection of poems are “Mb-
jellja e vetëtimave” (Sowing lightning; Skopje, 1994) “Dy-
ert e gjalla” (The living doors; Tirana, 1995); “Kohë e vrarë 
në sy” (Time murdered in the eye; Prishtina, 1997), “Si 
shkohet në Kosovë” (Where is the road to Kosova; Tirana, 
2000) etc. In addition to his poetry, Visar Zhiti wrote three 
collections of short stories “Këmba e Davidit” (David’s 
leg; Tirana, 1996),  “Valixhja e shqyer e përrallave” (The 
battered suitcase of folktales; Tirana, 1997) and “Shekull 
tjetër”(Next century; Tirana, 2008); two books of essays: 
“Në emër të a(r)tit” (In the name of art, 2006) and “Pante-
oni i nëndheshëm” (Underground pantheon¸ 201o).  Zhiti 
is a member of the International Academy of Art “Alfonso 
Grassi” in Italy and the European Academy of Arts and has 
won numerous prestigious literary prizes. 

love
How far my night is
from your night!
Other nights rise between them like impassable moun-
tains.

I sent the road out for you. But you could not be found.
It grew weary and returned to me.
I sent out the roebuck of my song. But
The hunters shot it and, wounded, 
it returned to me.
I don’t know which direction the wind took. It got lost 
In the forest and in the caverns of pain, 
                                              and returned to me,
blind.

Rain is falling, robbed of hope.

Tomorrow when day breaks, shall I send out a rainbow
To look for you? But, as naive as joy itself,
It can only cross one mountain.

I shall set out in the night myself.
I shall search, I shall search, I shall search
Like a hand groping in the darkness of a room,
to find an extinguished candle.

aBYss
Our country lives
Among the dead
And dies among the living

Sometimes.

Visar Zhitifirst time 5th November 1919. It was that day on the bridge, 
in a crowd of passers-by, who rushed to their workplaces. 
He was the chosen and the lightning pointed him the way. 
Hard, but inevitable, his way. On that date, he informed his 
New York patron, banker John Quinn, about the beginning 
of writing The Waste Land. He will continue his work on it 
in Lausanne, where the Waste Land revealed in its futility.

Hard work was required in order to fertilize and 
breathe life into the endless desert. 

In Lausanne Julian Huxley recommended him a spe-
cialist for psychological problems, Dr. Vittozo, with whom 
he himself treated. After six weeks he spent in Switzerland, 
he returned cured in London. The Waste Land was writ-
ten, it was the diagnosis of his illness, but it was the therapy 
that cured him.

He was brought back to life from the other side.
On his return to London, he will visit his friend, poet 

Ezra Pound, who was in exile in Paris, whom he will give 
the Waste Land. It contained nineteen pages.

Pound made significant shortenings, he freed it from 
everything that was redundant. Thus it began to breathe in 
order never to die. In order never to be settled with desola-
tion and barrenness. King fisher became a young man, who 
was gifted with eternal youth. Like that of Prometheus 
from the Myth.

Eliot didn`t agree on certain shortenings to be made, he 
returned some of his verses that Pound omitted, but that 
was performed so that it didn`t distort the composition, 
geography and mythology of The Waste Land.

Consequently, Pound wrote an epigram, which he sent 
in a letter on 24th January 1922. The epigram ends with 
verse: Ezra performed the caesarean Operation.

Blind logs of time that Eliot saw, revived again and the 
land, which seemed desolated and barren evermore, was 
populated with life.

In the morning fog over London Bridge, the rush of the 
crowd continued, and everybody there proceeded to their 
destinations... History continues. And time transforms 
into space once again.

It's hard to be a prophet in your own time! - Eliot once 
said, referring thus to the role of a poet. But some things 
and events are inevitable, they emerge from invisible se-
quence of events – in such a sequence and time that opened 
like an invisible eye, which beholds everything, The Waste 
Land was born, and I died, giving it life. And after the fire 
sermon, the water flowed, the long -awaited water ...

Excerpt from book Probudjeni heretici                                                                  
Translated by Valentina Vukanović

Translated by Robert Elsie

Unreal city,

Under the brown fog of a winter dawn,

A crowd flowed over London Bridge, so many,

I had not thought death had undone so many.

Sighs, short and infrequent, were exhaled,

And each man fixed his eyes before their feet.

T. S. Eliot "The Waste Land"
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Adil Olluri

returN of the father
 Dad, you've become so light! I never thought that 

I'd be able to carry you with just one arm, and with just 
one hand. There was a white note attached to this raven 
colored plastic bag, with some numbers written on it that 
seem to refer to you, the only thing that distinguishes you 
now from the others, who shared your fate of returning so 
lightly to the homeland, that no longer needs you.

  Say something, Dad, speak! At least, tell 
me something! Make a noise and tell me what the home-
land needed so much that could have made you so light 
and fleshless?! Weren't we enough, for you?! Wasn't mum 
enough, who cared for you, like a priestess in a sacred tem-
ple, who obeyed you like the most devoted follower of a 
prophet and bowed down before you like a humble slave 
before a spiritual leader?! Wasn't I sufficient, who held you 
up as a role model in everything you did, and everything 
you said?! Wasn't the town that opened its doors to you 
enough, its streets that your footsteps kissed every joyful 
morning and gloomy dusk?! Weren't we your homeland, or 
was it to be found somewhere on an invisible upper level of 
the sky, which I could not see and still cannot see at all?! 

  
As I carry you across my shoulders, I recall the times 

when I was no more than two years old and you held my 
hand and walked me along the roads and through the town 
parks and green meadows of your village of birth, or just 
around grandpa's garden. You wiped my cheeks and mouth 
every time I got sticky from all the sweets you bought me 
continuously, even when I didn't want them. You chased 
me each time I managed to escape from your hands. Oh, 
how much I loved it when I could see you running after me. 
I was so elated, collapsing in giggles, when you couldn't 
catch me, even though I came so close that you could have 
caught me just by extending your hand. I delighted in en-
joying my victories, proudly telling mum and grandpa, who 
loved me just like you did. I remember how, after about a 
year, I didn't like being chased anymore, because I began 
to realize that you could have caught me in the blink of an 
eye, but you pretended you couldn't on purpose, just in or-
der to make me giggle. I liked you to hold my hand every-
where we went, except on the street leading to the doctor's, 
and especially the one with big glasses, whose looked to 
me like a monster of the night.  I loathed not just him, but 
every doctor. I couldn't bear the medicinal smell of those 
places. Nor those merciless needles that so cold bloodily 
pierced my body. Those damn syringes that stabbed me, al-
most every day, became a nightmare for me. Mum told me 
that twice she thought I had died in that tiny ward at the 
health centre, which for me had transformed into a corner 
for body puncturing, and which I couldn’t bear to look at, 
though you always sent me there because you didn't want 
me to get even the tiniest bit sick.

 I liked those times when I had turned four years 
old and you took me for coffee with your friends. You en-
couraged me to tell them my name and they asked me who 
I belonged to, and I proudly told them your name. I gave 
them what for when they said that you weren't as I had 
imagined. They laughed so much when I said that in fact, 
that was what they were like, that they had a wonky nose, a 
belly as big as grandpa's grain basket in the village, and that 
their sons still wet the bed, whereas I could go to the toilet 
all by myself. Those days were so alive with happiness and 
wonder, that they are difficult to forget.

 
 Everything changed one day when you came 

back earlier than usual from work and told mum that you 
wouldn't be going back again, not that you didn't want to, 
but because they wouldn't let you. You said that the fol-
lowing week, you would go to a distant country, where no 
one would stop you from working. I didn't see you set off, 
because you left very late at night and didn't want to wake 
me. Mum didn't recall if you kissed my forehead, because 
your friend didn't dare to wait long with the car, but she 
remembered that you entered my room, and wrapped 

my thick orange blanket around my uncovered back, and 
begged her to make sure I was warm at night, even though 
it was still early September.

 
 We often received letters in your handwriting, 

which I tried to copy for weeks on end. I was fixated on 
writing each letter just like you did. We got pretty post-
cards, with bright colors, which I kept inside my thick-cov-
ered notebooks that you had sent me, and which were so 
different to the ones you could buy in our town. I bragged 
about them to my friends in class two. We also heard your 
voice on uncle's white telephone, with the half-erased 
numbers, which he kept hanging on the wall in the corridor 
of his apartment, which was twice as big as ours. You sent 
us so many things, but you never came yourself, dad. 

Adil Olluri 
Adil Olluri (1984) is a writer and literary critic. He has pub-
lished three books: “Many roads and a fall” (short stories, 
2013), “The Albanian postmodern novel” (2011) and “The 
postmodern trilogy” (2011). His short story “The return of 
father” was translated in Czech language by Martin Surov-
cak and published in the cultural magazine “Porta Balkan-
ica”.  He is the co-founder of “Kosovo Writer’s Club” and 
editor of “Jeta e re”, the oldest literary magazine in Ko-
sovo. In 2011 his book “The Albanian postmodern novel” 
was awarded the National Literary Award by the Ministry 
of Culture of Kosovo for the best book in literary criticism

Eight years passed without you knocking on the door 
of our apartment. I'd turned fourteen, without you see-
ing a single moment of my growing up. They told us that 
you had returned to our country and that you were stay-
ing in a village deep in the mountains, because you didn't 
dare to come to town. They said that you had decided to 
bring us freedom and to take away our fear of the men in 
uniform who didn't speak like us. You wanted revenge on 
those who wouldn’t let you work, who persecuted you and 
exiled you from us. Mum couldn't believe that you, so quiet 
and soft hearted, could take up arms and fire them at some-
one, while I tortured myself each day, weaving plans in my 
mind about how to reach that village and how to see you, 
together with all those liberators.

The war ended. Mum and I had taken the path of flight, 
which more easily brought survival. Freedom came, but 
you had vanished. We waited about two months after the 
war for you to appear at our apartment and to celebrate 
those days of victory, but you didn’t come back alive, you 
left us no sign, until we heard that you had been captured, 
though no one knew in which prison you were or where 
you had been abandoned.

Every night, I dreamt you were hanging upside down 
from the ceiling of a dark room, with your feet bound by an 
unbreakable rope, tied to an old wooden beam, as well as 
three contemptible, foul police, who beat you mercilessly. 
Every time that you groaned in pain from their power-
ful punches, they fell into an ecstasy of pleasure, roaring 
with laughter to the skies. They delighted in their triumph 
because they had captured someone who had dared to re-
turn fire. To make their entertainment more fun, they un-
dressed you completely and punched you harder with all 
their strength. Your entire body was bloody and you lips 
were desperate for water, but they were so heartless, they 
didn't want to listen and so you could only quench your 
thirst with the drops of blood that dripped from your fore-
head and ripped eyebrows. Your body dripped in that dark 
room, covering the blackness with red marks. Those nights 
were enveloped by anxious nightmares and I would have 
missed mum if she hadn’t been close by.

Mum and I searched for you for years. There was no 
one we didn't ask, no stone left unturned. We wanted to 
find out where you had disappeared. Although ten years 
had passed in the freedom for which you sacrificed, we still 
hoped that one day you'd come back alive, and that one day 
unexpectedly, the doorbell at the apartment would ring, or 
that without making a sound, you would come inside late 
at night, just like when you left, never to return again. We 
kept hoping and just hoping, until one day we received the 
news that they had found your body, the bones of which I 
am now carrying on my back, in this black plastic bag. 

BurieD a seCoND 
tiMe over
Never to die
And to be buried twice over.

Massacred
And to wander as a ghost
Through bloody amnesia.

To have them shovel the rich soil
Over your face
And not to cover up the crime.

The Plain of Kosova
Has been sown for centuries with the dead
And it grows but the grain of life.

I gather the heads of grain as a last wish and testament,
Make a bundle and whimper.

The dead do not die!

the little shoe 
With the stuCk 
stoNe
Whatever has happened to my homeland
to me has happened too.
In the eyes of orphan old men
like  mucus are stuck
a few mountains, named plains,
and a blue briny desolation,
where I hunt with a hook birds
that peck the brain barrels,
and wherein we pickle the Gods,
whose time to revive has not yet come, 
neither the day of worship, 
nor the hour, Albanian 
to speak.
Homeland – mother’s gift upon birth.
But today,
my  country’s apples 
are a bunch full of crap.
My country,
my  homeland so puny as the pupil
that contrives hoary inventions,
and gets you grey, and makes you bald
and that shares with children the love
scattered like crumbs on the ground, 
in the dark.

Homeland is remains,
the only remains that smell of perfume.
Sleeping Illyria…1
Feeble Arberia…
The corpse we inter day to day in the heart,
in stomach, under tongue and deep in the pocket,
and anoint it with tea, bay leaf and resin,
that name
that begs for nothing but only gives.

Gives.

CaNtiCle faCe
-rondo

God who takes and God who gives
Is the finger
Of God who unbraids and God who weaves
Is the hand
Of God who slays and God who forgives 
Is the foot
Of God who waits and God who leaves
Are the same 
Just the same
As God who speaks and the dumb God
As the blind God, or God who keeps guard
For the perfect God and He who gives me a prod
Is the heart
Of God who scorns and He who enthuses
Of God of Art and Him without Muses
Is the eye
Of God from the Sky who enters through a door
And the mind
Of  Field God who leaves room for others no more
Are the same 
As well 
As God who appeared and He who was never seen
As the praised God and Him full of sin
As God with an altar and He who is mean
Is the ear
Of God with a son and Him without one
And the mouth 
Of God who came on ass and Him who fought on a stallion
Are the same
All the same
They just go to point out
That blind faith is but doubt
Without ear
And finger 
Or mouth.

the sPiNe of the sea

My people turned their spines to the sea.

And I have the same inclination,
I sink ships,
Bore holes in their hulls
And flee afar
To where clouds are the fish,
Where every grave is a barge with a white sail,
Where every tree bears fruit in its belly,
And the ships...
The ships depart
Because my people turned their spines to the sea
And netted nought
But the sweet food of the land
And the drink.

aloNe
Profound is solitude in two glasses of wine,
A ruddy horse and a white horse.
Nothing is as it seems to be
When you have it all and no one to share it.

Soon it will rain and the doors will be shut,
Those inside are in, no others will make it,
Two glasses of wine, a black horse in the jug,
I now have it all, but no one to share it.

Visar Zhiti

Arian Leka

Translated by Robert Elsie

Translated by Shpetim Doda

Translated by Shpetim Doda

Translated by Robert Elsie

1      Illyria is the ancient name of the country inhabited by 
the eponymous people who are claimed by both Alba-
nians and foreign historians alike to be the predeces-
sors of modern Albanians. Arberia  is the medieval eth-
nonym of Albania. 

Arian Leka
(Durrës, 1966) is the author of 16 books, including poetry, 
short stories, novels, essays. Among his works are Anija e 
Gjumit (The Ship of Sleep, Best Poetry Book 2000, Alba-
nian Writers Union), Strabizëm (Strabismus, Best Po-
etry Book 2004 Ministry of Culture) Libër deti (Sea Book, 
2009), Ndreqje gabimesh (Correcting Mistakes, Best Po-
etry Book 2010, Ministry of Culture); the novels Veset e të 
Vdekurve (The Vice of Death, 1997) and Gjarpri i Shtëpsë 
(The Snake of the House, 2002); as well as the short story 
collections Ky vend i qetë ku s’ndodh asgjë (This Quiet 
Country When Nothing Happened, 1994) and Shpina e 
Burrit (The Back of Man, Winner of Europe – our com-
mon Fatherland, 2005); and essays Sakro&Profano (1997). 
Books and part of creative work of Arian Leka; poems, es-
say, short stories and a novel are translated into German, 
French, Italian, English, Spanish, Romanian, Bulgarian 
and Croatian language. His short story “Brothers of the 
Blade was selected and published in “Best European Fic-
tion 2011”, edited by Aleksandar Hemon. (Dalkey Archive 
Press). Many of his essays and poems are also published at 
literary magazine and reviews as well as Lettre Interna-
tional (Germany), Lichtungen (Austria), Buchkultur (Aus-
tria), Asia Literary Review (internationally distributed), 
Poetry Review (GB), Evropski Glasnik (Croatia), Orient 
Express (GB), Nova Istria (Croatia) etc. Arian Leka is also 
a translator of Italian modernism, including E. Montale, S. 
Quasimodo, C.Pavese, F.T. Marinetti, P.P.Pasolini, D. Cam-
pana and editor of Literary review POETEKA.  
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***
I miss you,
I know,
On naked days,
As you don’t try to change a thing,
In quiet times desire is spent.
I miss you,
For a while not living at all 
And you uncover new days 
So you don’t feel anything
Just the same yearning
And trust
In the impossibility of self

***
A mad world
Except for you,
Enemy darkness,
And streets that lead to you,
In this noise silence is heard,
And alluring songs.

A mad world,
Except for you,
My light,
Between aged blackness, 
Sun and sister moon,
Opposite homes.

A mad world,
I’m told,
Except me,
You,
Shining,
In my darkness.

***
you sleep peacefully,
man,
like a child

Lisiana Demiraj

he loveD his BearD 
 
He loved barbequed meat, 
loved devouring it, a beer here and there too 
he would gulp down, without hesitating.  
If you cooked him pite everyday, 
he’d never say “no, I don’t want it” 
sweets too, he loved eating them 
he loved all of his children, 
and loved so much the woman of his dreams 
he’d tease her calling her “hey, wifey”. He loved her so 
much 
he’d even leave his beard unshaved against her wish
and every time she told him “shave that damned beard“ 
he’d go another week without shaving. 
There were days when his beard made him look like an 
orthodox priest 
and when he hugged the children, they’d run away from 
the itchy beard
it was at that point that he’d give up and as his wife 
watched over him secretly and triumphantly, because her 
wish was finally coming true, he would shave. 
He’d sacrifice even his biggest desires in exchange of the 
children’s hugs. He loved them so much. 
And they’d come back hugging and caressing him. Often 
they’d take pictures of him shaving, and then give com-
ments. “You look like Charlie Chaplin here” they would 
say and giggle when, just to make the children laugh and 
to anger his wife, he’d leave a little mustache above his lip 
full of generous words. 
The children would die laughing. The wife full of pride 
would never let her guards down, so she would say kind 
of innocently, “do whatever you want man, it’s your face 
anyway”. 
And they would share secret looks, to tell each other that 
they knew, 

i saW it
I saw myself smile,
I saw myself shine near you.
Today, I saw that I know how to be wild
I know how to hurt you and how to scratch you.
I saw that I am only myself when I am with you
I saw that I drive away evil, that I don’t think with envy.
I saw that I am not bad luck
I noticed pain in my eyes.
Yesterday, I know that I hurt your right eye
I know but I didn’t stop, I was caught in a rage.
I know, I can be the worst among the inexplicable.
I saw that I don’t dare to think twice
Because the second thought is the perpetrator of the first. 
Today, I know that this morning, you weren’t well
I know that I love you, but you could survive without me.
I saw that I’m not good
I saw that my tongue has caused many problems, it has 
been cruel.
Tomorrow, you’ll also see
That I know love, hatred, injury and love again.
I saw, today, how egotistical I am
I saw that you are the antonym of my evil.

i lost it
I started to write, yesterday, but we made love
Today, the morning found us under sinful sheets.
Today, the sheets stole my poetry, they borrowed it for a 
cent of culture.
I lost my poetry somewhere between the fingers of your 
dagger, the scent of which makes it divine.
I lost the title, the title was lost somewhere between the 
twin loss
The verse came to the edge, like a flock of sheep.
I lost it.
Between two eyes of lip-like formation, the poem was lost.
She caught me by the nose, I chose another.  She knelt to 
continue, I loved her hair.
But you don’t have hair.
Your pinching made me bleed, oh you animal, you sepa-
rated me from the rhyme.
There was blood when you pinched me and when you took 
my virginity.
You took my poetry too, I lost myself within the small 
comfortable room
You kiss me, I kiss you. Not the poem, I lost it between the 
wrist of your right hand and my heart, almost in a coma.
The morning found us broken in one another.
 We bitched one another,
In the morning when you were better than poetry.
Oh let it never be found, it was a bit of this and that, per-
haps hell with light
Perhaps with your strength,
Or with my weakness.

still, MY toWN
This town for which no one cares 
This town that has only an end, and backwards beginning.
This town with traffic lights, non-stop green.

My childhood inspiration
Spittle on the street when the cat interrupts the song
The town that squeezes the lungs.
This town that has roundabouts
where roundabout we turn spinning
The ideal of the enlightened darkness and bluish obscure.
Prison, the furthest station without return
But, still, my town.
Dirty crossroads lacking sperm
An unlucky Friday, even if not the thirteenth.
Bicycles, eternal stale absence.
Lesbian kiss, self-marginalization.
Not yours, but still, my town.

Ardiana Shala

Arber Selmani

Lisiana Demiraj
Lisiana Demiraj was born in 1987 in Albania. She studied 
Medicine at the University of Tirana. Her book “Xanax 
–when the pain didn’t stop” is a mixture of poetry and 
drama and was published in 2008 in Tirana. In 2012 she 
participated at the 8th edition of the Poetry and Literature 
Festival “Poeteka” in Tirana. The 27th edition of Poeteka 
magazine published in 2013 thirteen of her prose writings. 
She participated in 2014 at the 2ndInternational Forum of 
Young Poetesses in Baku, Azerbaijan.

Ardiana Shala Prishtina
Ardiana Shala Prishtina was born in 1983 in Prishtina, Ko-
sova. After getting a degree in Psychology from the Free 
University of Berlin, Ardiana returned to her hometown 
where she currently works as a youth and family counse-
lor and psychotherapist.  She is also involved in activities 
within the NGO sector as project coordinator for peace 
building through early childhood education. She writes 
poetry in Albanian and German language.

you make love innocently
man,
like a child

you cry sweetly,
man,
like a child
I love you deeply,
like a child
man.

***
It is the day,
There are days when:
No one thinks,
No one loves,
No one smiles,
It is the day when
No one hates
No one feels.
The day comes,
The days,
When you feel dead
You breathe without air
You cry tears without eyes
You speak words without sound.
You live dead,
You are invisible,
You have no feelings,
You cannot be touched;
Oh, find me a place to lie down -
I just want to sleep!

that everything they did for themselves, they did it for one 
another even better. 
The kids had understood their games long ago, so they 
enjoyed
all the times times when they yelled, and then winked at 
each other 
as if nobody is watching. They would also play the game 
and pretend they knew nothing, until one of them would 
burst laughing, enough 
to say that they understood each other,
because there is no secret love between lovers. 
He loved his wife so much and loved his family 
He loved his life too. He wrote for them, engraved sweet 
words on the soul of everyone he touched with his love. 
He loved life so much. He didn’t want to die. 
But even those that don’t want, die. 
Vonnegut would say: “So it goes”
And I’d say: “Thank god there’s pain, or else the loss would 
be unbearable!”

lullaBY 
Bloom daughter, just like a flower
spring after spring 
bloom and flourish, pretty and young
but then recoil  
grow thorns around your body and hide under the shade 
of the cliffs 
the cliffs are there to protect your honor
for there are many wolfs
roaming around the forest. 
Grow my son, grow strong 
like a rock, strong for your mother, grow 
let your body grow as tall as the cliffs above this earth
expand and don’t stop, 
conquer the world like wolfs conquer the forest, 
you are the light of my eyes. 

Translated by Alexandra Channer

Translated by Doruntina Vinca

in iowa i had a dreadful migraine
in missouri i had my first swim
one night in kansas two cars landed 
   from the sky straight into my dish
in america i ate america light 
and i didn’t even put on a kilo 

give Me soMe love 
Give me some love, a kiss
hold me tight, blow your breath into my lips 

oh woman, be more of a man by daring, by fighting 
this land has no choice but to make room for heroines 
even if to this day
burrnesha  they call them. 

Be a woman with balls then, who cares 
be whatever you wish to be, kiss your woman’s lips, her 
breasts 
kiss her, all over the body 
of fear of this world 
give the ignorance from which it was born. 

You are the god of hope, for this land 
and they will say you’re crazy 
and a degenerate cell 
they will spit in your face out of fear, 
wet her lips with your moist tongue 
kiss her heart under her breast  
and one after one they will fall, defeated  
this land has endured so much already. 

Andreas Flourakis

Andreas Flourakis
Andreas Flourakis is a Greek writer, born in 1969 in Ath-
ens. He has published four books of poetry (Body 1-4), two 
novels (The Soul Of The Days, Life On Other Planets), and 
several plays. He is considered one of the most innovative 
voices in the Greek theatre scene and part of a new gen-
eration of playwrights. Flourakis participated in the Royal 
Court International Residency in 2001, and has served 
as visiting professor in Playwriting at The University of 
Kansas as well as several institutions in Greece. Honors 
include a Writer in Residence Award at the Royal Court 
International Residency (UK), a Fulbright Artist Award 
(USA), a Diploma in Filmmaking (Greece) and an MA in 
Writing for the Stage and Broadcast Media at the Central 
School of Speech and Drama (UK).  His first theater ap-
pearance was in 2001 with the collaborative play Faith 
(Theatre of the South). In 2003 he received a special recog-
nition in the one-act play contest organized by the Theatre 
of Art, in 2006 his play ANTILOPES was chosen as one of 
the sixteen best plays in the JANUS Project for New Plays 
and New Playwriting across Europe, and in 2008

survival 
DestiNatioNs for 
stout Navigators 
in utah when you decide it everything comes 
                                                 on the screen
in idaho i prevailed over a winter tree
i was sure that in montana i’d be happy
in south dakota i regret being critical of god 
                                                    and others
in minnessota i haven’t yet made any friends
               and it’s not just about the language  
                   it’s about my being inside a glass
in wisconsin i signed my first life insurance
in illinois i prevailed over a river
in kentucky i saw homemade snow 
in tennessee i’m a liar 
in arkansas i have four hairy eyes 
oklahoma reminded me of athenian delights            
in texas i did not make any new friends
       and it’s not just about the language  
           it’s about my being inside a glass
nature in new mexico makes me think
                       that i am but a passerby on this earth
faraway in denver i admire the airport with the tents 
in wyoming i fell in love with a small mount protected
                            by a dozen of crows the size of hens
god in nebraska put cameras everywhere 
                 and oversees every little detail

Translated by Nikos Stabakis

Neda Nezhdana

Neda Nezhdana
Neda Nezhdana is Ukrainian playwright, poet, screenwriter, 
culturologist, art critic and translator. She graduated from 
the Institute of Foreign Languages of Kiev (French philol-
ogy) and the Mohyla Academy of Kiev (culturology). She is 
the head the department of Drama projects at the National 
Centre of Theatrical Art Less Kourbass, one of the found-
ers of the independent Kiev Theater “MIST” and lecturer of 
dramaturgy at Kiev National University Tarass Shevchenko. 
Most of her 25 plays were staged over 70 times. Her work 
(publications, performances, readings, awards, participa-
tion in festivals) has traveled in many cities in Ukraine and 
in other countries: Russia, Belarus, Poland, Serbia, Macedo-
nia, Georgia, Armenia, Lithuania, Estonia, Germany, France, 
Sweden, U.S., Australia, Cuba and Iraq. Neda Nezhdana also 
translated 16 plays from French, Russian and Byelorussian. 
She is the author of over 80 articles about drama, theatre 
and cinema. Neda Nezhdana is chairman of the Confed-
eration of Playwrights of Ukraine, patron of Ukraine in the 
Biennale “New European Plays” (Wiesbaden) and chief of 
Ukrainian committee in MEO (Paris).

aN hourglass
There appeared a sensation of the uncertainty of falling 
Up above we are massing in the wings of clouds
So far, we have not fallen, just the shadows
The flesh which lost the shadow of a nightmare
We patched the holes in the ruined heaven with bodies
While the stairs of faith illuminate
The martyrs’ ribs
And again the world
Is a solitary banner
The chaff of existence
A pulse
A sheaf of straw
Hand upon hand
Into the eyes spills
The storm over the cheeks
A voice pierces
On the strung-out wire
Sparks that burn trees
Lions are jealous of the flames
Even the stars became entangled in their manes
Astrologers pulled them out and they happily
Sped down all of the roads
One name for everyone: that is what they called God

We BeloNg iN the 
DarkNess
We belong in the darkness
not in clothes. 
We have killed the seed of sleep
becoming celestial particles. 
Our eyes lost color long ago
turning into mirrors
but now our skin can see.
Your hands are dolphins
caught in the net of my hair
that still remember 
what it’s like to breathe. 
I am water. 
a stream or maybe a river. 
running through your fingers
so empty that
all that’s left of me are ears
soaking in your voice.
We are all we need
The sky above
The sky below
We are in the small heart
of the Great Bell.

Translated from the Ukrainian by 
Virlana Tkacz and Wanda Phipps
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Saša Ilić

traNsforMatioNs
of serBia

Sunday, March16th
I landed in Vucic’s Serbia on Sunday night. Air Serbia’s 

two-headed eagle logo stood still at the airport. Steward-
esses wearing byzantine blue hats and matching rain coats 
were leaving the airport, rolling their dark blue suitcases. 
Their faces were beaming. Later, in a taxi, I noticed the 
same smile on the face of the driver who spontaneously 
started talking about a great fortune that was upon us. – 
Everyone is celebrating, streets are crowded, he told me, 
as if he was justifying the longer night rate route. – Never 
mind, I said, just drive… My head hurts from decompres-
sion. However, the driver continued analyzing: Now he, 
i.e. Vucic, can do his job… Everyone stood in his way… I 
mean, I knew we would win… As he was speaking about 
his percentages, I was looking at Belgrade at night and try-
ing to catch the flickers of electricity that was left on the 
streets and among the people after election day. The driver 
wouldn’t stop talking. It’s been a while since he’s been this 
happy, he said. He even began to cry at one point. – So, what 
do you expect will happen now? I asked him. – Arrests, he 
said, short and simple:  He’s already arrested Miskovic. 
Now it’s time to move on… OK, he got off easily, but never 
mind. – And what is the next phase, after the arrests? He 
looked for me in the rearview mirror, as if he was hesitat-
ing to uncover the plan of the people’s brainiac who went 
through a genuine emanation that day by inspiring all 
faithful voters. – We want what is ours, what the tycoons 
and politicians robbed from us… – So, that’s the next step… 
Would hebe able to do that? – He can do anything now, 
the driver assured me: No more Dacic, Dinkic or Djilas, no 
Ceda or that Kostunica… OK, Djindjic is also long gone. – 
And Tadic? What happened to him? The driver glanced 
over his shoulder, demonstrating that we shouldn’t talk 
about such respectable candidate over a rearview mirror: 
He has forgiven Tadic everything… Anyhow, it wasn’t Tad-
ic’s fault, but those around him… – Right, that’s what they 
said about Sloba too, I said. – You know, Sloba was some-
thing else, the driver warned me: But yes, those around 
him were worse. – Well, wasn’t he around him, too? All 
those years? – He was young, the driver started to make 
excuses for him: But now, now he can really do everything, 
he concluded in solemn tone. When I came home, I flipped 
through the news. Under the pile of information about 
SPP’s grand victory, two striking images remained: one of 
Minister Selakovic, smiling like my driver, clapping to the 
sound of trumpets, like Jeremic before him, and another 
of minister Mihajlovic, dressed in white, holding a piece of 
SPP’s election cake. The background is also white, like the 
tricolor cake, only the filling is khaki. As if there was a dark 
past hidden under the SPP’s cream shirt, only to be shown 
to us on special occasions.

Tuesday, March 18th
There were whispers at work since the early morning: 

Did you hear the news? Could it be? They have already 
started the work… Ts, ts, ts, now you see the importance of 
wide support… How many percentages did he win? That’s 
why he managed to arrest Saric so quickly… However, the 
day after the pogrom, the spotlight was on BIA, command-
ed by Miki Rakic before and since the middle of 2012 solely 
by him. The arch-villain was caught and everyone is talk-
ing about how long and difficult the operation was. If he 
didn’t take matters into his own hands, it would have never 
ended. BIA operated on every continent, almost like the 
CIA, which has a similar name, but different methods. Be-
cause his explanations of Serbian security service’s tech-
niques sound like anything but sophisticated technologies 
of modern age. BIA used the following (Zemun) methods: 
monitoring in the country and abroad, eavesdropping out-
doors and indoors (even 51 times), secret searches of vari-
ous locations (about 25 times), geographic positioning by 
phone (about 300 times), recruitment of collaborators (to-
tal of 20). Some measures, of course, have to remain secret 
(?!). Only 396 high-tech steps to criminal Darko Saric. Eve-
ryone has contributed to that action, called “Balkan war-
rior”, from Miki Rakic and Tadic to Nikola Selakovic, the 
head of BIA and the first deputy prime minister himself. 
Congratulations came from all over, from the EU and USA, 
but BIA and friends also showered each others with praise. 
The media were ecstatic. The picture of the day depicted 
Saric in handcuffs, tanned and, of course, wearing a white 
shirt, like the 50 lb.-SPP cake, coming out of an airplane, 
accompanied by agents with dark ties and blurred faces, 

The first three days of the “new” era
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like in the Matrix. The day is sunny and festive. Everything 
is up by few registers. It looks as if we are entering the EU. 
The soon-to-be-former prime minister and chief of police 
Ivica Dacic, who saved his congregation in the elections, 
congratulates all security officers. And the deputy prime 
minister is again silent, but satisfied. The percentage of 
support is extremely high, whistles like a cattle, while Saric 
sits in his special prison cell in Ustanicka street, where I 
pass by every day with my daughter as we try to decipher 
the words they speak to us over the media and in school. In 
the evening, people who walk their dogs in the park Sum-
ice, say that Saric was arrested fifteen days ago, but that the 
scenery was late. This was an ideal day for his arrest. It’s 
not good to overlap the holidays. They last longer. 

Monday, March 17th
My daughter is in second grade. When I picked her up 

from school, she immediately told me that they had some-
thing special at school today. – So, what was it? I asked as 
we were crossing Ustanicka Street. – Some lecture, she 
said: But I didn’t understand anything… There were some 
strange words… – What do you mean, strange? – Well, 
strange. I don’t know what they mean… Like when politi-
cians talk on TV… – Like that one up there? I pointed at 
giant Vucic on the billboard, whose mouth someone had 
hit with an egg the previous night. He looked like he was 
finally free of that suppression and shouting, like he used 
to. – Yes, like that one, and the one with grey hair, across 
the street, she said, pointing to Tadic’s billboard. – Is that 
the word, “vision”? I asked. – No, no, I know what vision 
means, it’s not that. – Is it “corruption”? – No, but it has 
something to do with Metohija? – Oh, I remembered: With 
Kosovo? – Yes, she said: The children over there are hungry 
and thirsty and we have to buy something new for them. 
– Why something new? – Well, it’s because of that word, 
you know. – I really don’t understand, I said as we were en-
tering the supermarket, with the outer wall covered with 
remains of torn election posters. – Is there a word like 
“program”, but not exactly that? she asked. -  Let me think, 
I said: Is it “project”, or “protest”… – No way, my daugh-
ter said: That word is scary, you know… But I’ve forgotten 
it now. The teacher said that it happened a long time ago, 
before I was born. We all had to listen and bring some-
thing for those kids tomorrow… – For those kids? – Yes, she 
said: Something new… That’s what she said. We looked at 
each other in wonder and stepped among the shelves with 
fruit. I found the answer to her riddle that evening. It was 
“pogrom” which became a part of school syllabus in the 
command-driven policy of national remembrance. The 
directive was executed, with hisblessing, by minister for 
Kosovo Vulin and his colleague Tomislav Jovanovic, min-
ister of education, both now resigned. Or maybe newly em-
powered. I wasn’t sure. Anyhow, the command was to give 
a lecture on the suffering of the Serbs in the March 2004 
pogrom in every school in Serbia during the first period. A 
ceremony was given at the National Theater and the patri-
arch said that the suffering of the Serbs started in 1389 and 
that today they are suffering more than ever. Vulin then 
said with pride that “today is the first time we speak about 
the pogrom in schools, that we are not silent, but speak-
ing, because those who were obliged to protect the citi-
zens regardless of their religion and nation, were silent”. 
What Vulin meant to say was that the state had launched 
an excellent programme for education of youth, who will 
be infected by hatred of those “who tore crosses and burnt 
churches”.
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Andreas Flourakis

for reasoNs 
uNCertaiN tWo 
YaNkee CoPs 
hit a DuCk oN the 
heaD With a CluB
the blood of ducks in the new world is green 
it paints the dreadful lakes likewise during the hunting 
season
in the mating season the duck sports abscesses in khaki
                                                    and eats slices of ham 
as she discusses bloated on the oval table 
the community’s financial agenda

denis told me that in america it’s only natural 
                                    for policemen to hold 
their donut with one hand their club with the other
i told him that in greece they hold 
       souvlakis with both hands
the dripping juices staining the patrol cars
instantly recognized by smell alone 
animals are lured by souvlaki’s odour wild ducks in par-
ticular
and follow frantically greek patrol cars
often flying them along to warmer lands in wintertime
crimes multiply 
                             from october to march
cops hit them with their clubs unceasingly
hundreds fall dead from syntagma to skaramagas
some genius from salonica 
got funding for picking the dead birds 
                                         left by passing patrol cars 
then launched duck cola, only to be found in greece

but what’s to say              american habits are different
what with a cop hitting a duck on the head with a club
and the waves it all made
    a river of green blood 
    main story in the news
    he got the sack
    his half-eaten donut was taken from his hand 
    and he himself was sent straight to his wife

                                                                 just as the duck 
with training wheels and dark glasses to avoid recognition
will walk in the hospital garden 
will warm the janitor with her breath 
will say quack quack to the tied cats 
will remove lustfully her gauzes 
transformed into a full-bodied duck
                     without even the slightest scratch
i saw her in person for the last time in arkansas
vanish in the scarlet sunset

Translated by Nikos Stabakis
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