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AnjaStefan (1969) graduated from Sloven-
ian and English, before receiving an MA
in Folklore. She writes primarily poems,
fairy tales and literary riddles for children,
and she published her first work in 1993.
Her first acclaimed work was the collec-
tion of seven tales Melje, melje mlincek
(Grind, Grind, Mill), for which she recei-
ved the Levstik Award in 1999. She wrote
a puppet show on the basis of her fairy
tale Bobek in barcica (Bobek and the Lit-
tle Boat, 2005), which was a hit for seve-
ral years at the Ljubljana Puppet Theatre.
For the collection of fairy tales Koticek na
koncu sveta (The Little Corner at the Edge
of the World; 2005) she received her sec-
ond Levstik Award; she received an award
for an original Slovenian picture book for
Sto ugank (100 Riddles; 2006). In 2007 she
published the children’s story Stiri ¢rne
mravljice (Four Black Ants), which is be-
ing staged from 2014 at the Ljubljana Pup-
pet Theatre. Her poems - such as “I§¢emo
higico” (We're Looking for a Little House;

Photo: Nada Zgank

2005) and “Loncek na pike” (The Pot
on the Dot; 2008) - have often been
set to music; Tomaz Habe, Jakob Jez,
Jani Golob, Aldo Kumar, Ambroz Copi,
Milko Lazar, and others, have turned
them into classical Slovenian children’s
music. Anja Stefan’s most recent book
of fiction, Gugalnica za vse (A Swing for
Everyone; 2013) was nominated for the
“Desetnica” and “Veclernica” awards, and
in 2014 she received the “Golden Pear”
as a confirmation of the highest quality
for children’s and youth literature. Most
of her books are published by the Mla-
dinska knjiga publishing house. She is
also active as an oral story-teller. She is
the founder and the long-time director
of the Stories Today Festival. As a re-
searcher, she is affiliated with the Insti-
tute of Slovenian Ethnology and cura-
tor of the valuable Slovenian collection
of stories from the second half of the last
century that Dr. Milko Maticetov assem-
bled.

Email of the author: anja.stefan@siol.net
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- . A Swing for £ - :

This is the third book of fairy tales by the
poet and writer Anja Stefan and the illus-
trator Marjanca Jemec Bozi¢. Stefan’s pre-
vious books Melje, melje mlincek (Gring,
Grind, Mill) and Koti¢ek na koncu sve-
ta (The Little Corner at the Edge of the

“The Rat Who Made some Jam”, “Seven
Bears” and “Uncle Matt” from the fairy
tale collection A Swing for Everyone are

World) were warmly received among
readers, and she received a Levstik Award
for each of them. A Swing for Everyone is
a fabulous picture book that appeals to
young and old alike.

From the book’s cover

published in this booklet as a sample
translation.



Media reactions

Anja Stefan is a weaver of fine, colourful
and soft fairy tale tapestries of the sort
that warms and caresses the eyes and the
heart. The guiding thread of this fairy
tale is clear and straightforward, with a
clear point. These twenty-three tales are,
in terms of length, form and expression,
diverse modern animal tales, inspired by
the folk tradition as a message-bearer of

As we are used to seeing with the poet,
writer and teller of fairy tales Anja Stefan,
the stories in A Swing for Everyone are ex-
tremely pure, and in the final lines we will,
as a rule, find a sympathetic turnaround
and/or fine wisdom. We will also find
much dialogue, which breezes through
the texts, making them alive and lively;

It is evident that Anja Stefan has dealt with
folk narrative: she has an ear for language,
sound image, rhythm, and a story. And
also the steadfastness required not to pre-
maturely let go of her texts. She is aware
that it is worth taking time to write. For

basic human values and wisdom, but this
time the versions are slightly different and
original, and certainly more modern. All
in all, they form the narrative basis, which
is supported by the timelessness of folk
expression, while placing them in a mod-
ern framework, with considerations that
untangle especially familial and social
problems of today.

From the justification for the
“Golden Pear” award

the author’s (well-known) sense of rhyme
and rhythm is also worth mentioning.
[...] Anyone who joins Anja Stefan and
Marjanca Jemec Bozi¢s on their swing
will certainly not go wrong - the read-
er will be in good company, and the two
know the joy of swinging, the first with
words, the second with pictures.

Gaja Kos, Sodobnost

each story, poem, old and new. [...] Her
work attracts you, addresses you and in-
vigorates you. Children and adults alike.
This is a linguistic and narrative pleas-
ure which sounds poetic also when read
aloud.

Irena Matko Lukan, Vecer




O PODGANI, KI JE KUHALA MARMELADO

»Lahko bi skuhala marmelado,« je rekla mama podgana.

»A najprej bo$ nekaj prebrala,« so zaprosile njene male podganice.

»Lahko bi sesila nove zavese.«

»A najprej bos nekaj prebrala.«

»Lahko bi o¢istila okna.«

»A najprej bos nekaj prebrala.«

»Dobro, najprej bom nekaj prebrala.«

In je prebrala dolgo zgodbo o podgani, ki je svoji héerki iskala Zenina.

»Ta je lepa,« so rekle podganice. »Lahko $e enkrat?«

»Jutri,« je rekla mama.

Tako so podganice iz dneva v dan poslusale zgodbe, nove in stare. Zrasle so
in hisa Se zmeraj ni imela zaves. Odsle so in mama je kon¢no lahko skuhala svo-
jo marmelado. Mi pa se ¢udimo, zakaj so podgane tako bistre, da jih skoraj ni-
koli nihée ne ujame.

SEDEM MEDVEDOV

»Tu-tu-ru-tu-tuuuu!« zapoje trobenta in Ze se zgodi, da vejice pokajo, pticki be-
Zijo, zajci se umikajo - kajti medvedi gredo kar pocez.

Sedem medvedov, sedem sosedov gre na goro.

Zakaj?

Zato, da vidijo, kaj je za njo.

Pot jih pripelje do gozdne poseke, kjer se ponujajo jagode. Prvi se skloni,
obira, obira, drugi ga kli¢ejo, on se upira:

»Tu mi je bolje, ne grem ve¢ naprej.«




»Dobro,« so rekli, »lepo se imej.«

In jih je slo naprej le Se Sest.

V bregu odkrijejo ¢edno votlino. Eden gre vanjo, leze in pravi:

»Kakor po meri. To bo moj dom. Tu bom ostal in ne grem ve¢ naprej.«

»Dobro,« so rekli, »lepo se imej.«

In jih je Slo naprej le Se pet.

Zdaj za grmovjem nekaj Sumi: mlada medvedka pogleda ¢ez veje. Enemu v
hipu zapoje srce, skrene s poti in nerodno za¢ne:

»Tu mi bo bolje ... ne grem ve¢ naprej.«

»Dobro,« so rekli, »lepo se imej.«

In so ostali Se $tirje zagnani.

Zejni postanejo, vode pa ni, v luzo pomakajo suhe jezike. Pa se na lepem
eden zjezi:

»Dosti je tega! Ne grem vec naprej!«

»Dobro,« so rekli, »lepo se imej.«

In so ostali $e trije pokonéni.

Hodijo, hodijo, pot je vse 0zja, malo po malo meji na prepad. Eden se vlece
vse bolj nerad:

»Tega ne maram, ne grem vec naprej.«

»Dobro - kot hoces. Lepo se imejl«

In sta do vrha prispela le dva.

Objela sta se in zazrla v daljave. Kaksna lepota! Kaks$ne doline! Kaksni vr-
hovi dale¢ okrog! Najprej najraje kar ne bi §la stran. Vendar je prvi sam sebe
uscipnil.

»Dajva,« je rekel, »pojdiva nazaj.«

Drugi pa - kdo bi kaj takega cakal!

»Vem,« je prikimal, »tam smo doma. Vendar mi v glavi vse bolj cinglja: kaj
je tam zadaj, za tistimi hribci ... Zdaj se je komaj odprl pogled! No¢em nazaj,
jaz pojdem v svet.«

Skupaj sta vstala, se potrepljala in se podala vsak v svojo stran. Zdaj se drzi-
ta vsak svoje poti - a zagotovo, prav zagotovo spet se dobita ez trikrat tri dni.

STRIC MATIC

Ko je bil stric Matic §e mlad, je bil vedno za hece in vedno za ples. Zdaj
pa — kako naj plese, ¢e komaj $e stoji. Ne, na klopi sedi in gleda v daljavo:
»Star sem, star,« si misli. »Ce ne bi imel kitare, bi Ze olesenel.« Tako pabrenka
in mrmra - in ¢as je manj samoten. Popeva, sproti pozablja in pesni na
novo:




»Bom $el za goro,

po zivo vodo,

bom malo popil,

bom hitro bolj ziv ...«

»Res?« se tedaj oglasi izpod klopi.

Stric Matic pogleda in vidi, da mu pri nogah ¢epi stara podgana.

»Ah,« zamahne, »to je samo pesem ...«

Podgana pa ¢isto zagnana —

»Dobra je, dobra,« ploska. »Dajva, tole bova natrenirala. Tudi ¢e ne prinese-
va zive vode - ta bo mnogim dobro dela. Kako se Ze za¢ne?«

»Bom $el za goro ...«
»Gotovo ne sam.«

»Po Zivo vodo ...«
»Svoj loncek ti dam ...«
»Bom malo popil ...«
»Pomocim svoj rep ...«
»Bom hitro bolj Ziv ...«
»In svet bo bolj lep ...«

Pojeta, brenkata, podgana pa trka in bobna po klopi.

Zaslisi ju poljska mis.

»Muzika, muzika,« cvili - Ze tece, tleska in vrti svoj tamburin.

Iz grma pogleda macka, ki Ze nekaj let Zivi precej na divje. Previdno prisede,
izvlece pis¢alko, zapiska, prekrasno, na tenko, z obé¢utkom. Ze dolgo ni bila v
druzbi, tu pa vendar kar nekako gre ...

Pisc¢alko zaslisi jez. Pograbi trobento, zatrobi - 0joj!

Trobento zasli$i veverica. Kar strese se od srece in privlece svoje stare citre.
Da bi zacela sama, to ne, a ¢e za¢nejo drugi, potem bo zraven, naj se kar racuna
nanjo.

Pritece potepuski pes, na drva sede in raztegne svojo razglageno harmoni-
ko. Cisto zmeraj ne zadene, a kdo bi mu gledal pod prste. Stric Matic Ze ne! Vse
ved jih je, in kdor ne igra, ta poje. Kresnice svetijo in vecer se raztegne v noc.
Kar objemajo se, ¢eprav se $e malo prej niso poznali. Stric Matic pa $torklja
med njimi in jim dobrodusno kima. Vsakic, ko se spet zgodi veselje, je presre-
¢en. »Mogoce je zadnjic,« si misli. Ni¢ ne modruje in ni¢ ne uéi, ¢eprav je naj-
starej$i. Le takrat, ko jih jutro polagoma spravlja narazen, jim rece:

»Glejte, vsem je dobro delo. Jaz sem tu sam, in ko vas povleée ... no, druzbo
imam rad.«




Potem se razidejo, vsak gre v svojo stran, le potepuski pes nikamor.

»Pa ti?« ga vprasa stric Matic.

»Ne vem ... saj vidis, hodim vse teZje, rado me zebe, nisem ve¢ mlad ...«

»Ostane$?« rece stric Matic — in pes pokima.

»Le ni¢ se ne boj. Drugace bo kakor doslej, to je gotovo — pusto pa gotovo
ne. Ti ne ves$, kam vse bova §la. Ooo, kamor bova pozelelal«

In sta zacela. Stric Matic je pel in pes mu je pripeval. Zapela sta o daljnih
krajih, ki sta jih poznala, in takih, ki jih nista videla $e nikoli. O silnih junastvih
sta pela in drug drugemu pihala na duso. Oba brez zob, a kaks$na pustolovca.

»Ce midva ne moreva v svet, pa svet priklieva k sebi,« se je muzal stric Ma-
tic in mehko brenkal po kitari. »Se sva ziva, e sva tu.«

Tako zna stric Matic. Dobro obraca besede, za vsakogar najde pravo. Star je,
a sebi in drugim odganja samoto.

Anja Stefan: Gugalnica za vse
© Mladinska knjiga Zalozba, d. d., Ljubljana 2013




THE RAT WHO MADE SOME JAM

“I could make some jam,” said Mother Rat.

“But first you must read us something,” said her children.

“I could make some new curtains.”

“But first you must read us something”

“I could clean the windows.”

“But first you must read us something?”

“Okay, first I'll read you something?”

And she read them a long story about a rat that was looking for a husband
for her daughter.

“That’s a nice one;” said the children. “Can you read it again?”

“Tomorrow; said their mother.

In this way the little rats heard stories every day, new ones and old ones.
They grew up and the windows were still without curtains. They left home and
Mother Rat could finally make some jam. And we wonder why rats are so cle-
ver that hardly anybody manages to catch them.

SEVEN BEARS

“Toot-toot-toot!” sings the trumpet, branches break, birds fly away, rabbits
flee — the bears are coming. Seven bears, seven neighbours going up the moun-
tain.

Why?

To see what's on the other side.

They come to a clearing full of wild strawberries. The first one bends over
and starts to pick. The others call for him to be quick.

. English



. English

“I like it here, it’s the end of my climb.

“Alright,” they say, “have a good time”

And only six walk on.

On the slope they come across a fine hollow. One lies down and says:

“I'm not going to follow. This will be mine. It’s the end of my climb”

“Alright,” they say, “have a good time.”

And only five walk on.

There’s a rustling in the bushes: a pretty young girl bear appears. The heart
of one bear starts to fly, he leaves the path and says, all shy:

“Im staying here... It’s the end of my climb”

“Alright,” they say, “have a good time”

And so there are only four.

They are thirsty, there’s no water to drink, they dip their tongues in the pud-
dles. One of them gets angry:

“I've had enough! It’s the end of my climb”

“Alright,” they say, “have a good time.”

And so there are only three.

They walk and walk, the path gets so narrow and beneath it a frightening
drop. One decides to forget the top:

“I don’t like this. It’s the end of my climb.”

“Alright,” they say, “have a good time.”

And so only two make it. They hug, they look around. What beauty! What
valleys, what peaks - it’s hard to believe! They don’t want to leave. But the first
one pinches himself:

“Come on,” he says, “let’s go”

But the other one thinks: Oh no.

“I know;” he nods, “that’s where we live. But now all I wonder is what’s over
there, beyond that hill... The view’s only just opened up! I don’t want to go
home - I want to roam.”

They get up, hug each other and go different ways. But for certain they’ll
meet again one of these days.

UNCLE MATT

When Uncle Matt was young, he was always ready for a dance and a bit of fun.
But now, how can he dance if he can barely stand? No, he sits on a bench and
looks into the distance: “I'm old,” he thinks. “If I didn’t have my guitar I would
turn to wood” He strums and hums - and feels less lonely. He sings, forgets a
bit and carries on:
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“Tll climb the hill,

For water clear,

Drink my fill,

For health and good cheer...”

“Really?” he hears from beneath the bench.

Uncle Matt looks and sees an old rat squatting at his feet.

“Oh,” he says with a wave of his hand, “it’s just a song...”

The rat is very enthusiastic.

“It’s good, very good,” he applauds. “Come on, let’s practice. Even if it’s not
perfect it will still do people good. How does it begin?”

“Tll climb the hill”

“You mean we both will”
“For water clear..”

“My cup is here...”

“Drink my fill..”

“Not a drop will spill...”

“For health and good cheer..”
“That’s right, my dear..”

They sing and the rat also claps and bangs on the bench.

A field mouse hears them.

“Music, music;” it squeaks, running over, rattling its tambourine.

From a bush peeps a cat that has lived quite wild for some years. He cautio-
usly joins them, pulls out a whistle, blows — wonderful, with real feeling. He
hasn’t been in company for a long time, but it is somehow okay...

A hedgehog hears the whistle. He grabs his trumpet and blows — ohh!

A squirrel hears the trumpet. He is trembling with delight as he brings his old
zither. He does not play alone, but when others begin you can count on him.

A stray dog appears, sits on the woodpile and stretches his accordion. He is
not always in tune, but who minds. Certainly not Uncle Matt! There are more
and more of them, and those who don’t play sing. Fire flies light up and the eve-
ning stretches into night. They all hug, although they were strangers not long
before. Uncle Matt struts among them, nodding good-naturedly. Whenever
there is good cheer, he is so happy. “Maybe it’s the last time,” he thinks. He offers
no advice, no lessons, even though he is the oldest. Only when morning sepa-
rates them, does he say:

“You see, how good it was for you all. ’'m here alone and when you feel the
urge... well, I always like company”

11
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Then they part, each goes his own way, only the stray dog lingers.
“What about you?” asks Uncle Matt.

“I don’t know... I find it hard to walk, I'm often cold, I'm no longer yo-
ung..”
“Will you stay?” asks Uncle Matt and the dog nods.

“Don’t you worry. Things will be different and it certainly won't be boring.
You don’t know all the places we'll go. Wherever our desire takes us”

And they started. Uncle Matt sang and the dog joined in. They sang of dis-
tant places they knew and others they had never seen. They sang of great hero-
ism and gave each other courage. Both toothless, but what adventurers.

“If we can’t travel the world, then we can bring the world to us,” said Uncle
Matt with a grin, softly strumming the guitar. “We're still alive, we're still here””

That’s what Uncle Matt is good at. He is good with words and always finds

the right thing to say. He may be old, but he drives away loneliness from himself
and from others.

Translated by David Limon
Contact: limon@siol.net
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Jltonka 3a BCWYKA

Translated by Ljudmil Dimitrov
Contact: ljudiv@abv.bg

3a MMIIKaTa, KOATO Bapelle MapMasas

— Mora fa cBaps MapMasaj — Kaza MaMa MUIIKA.

- II'ppBO HM IIpOYETH HELO — IPUMOINXA C€ HETHUTE MaIK/ MUIIIETA.

— Mora fia ymms HOBU 3aBeCH.

- II'ppBO HM IIpOYETHN HELLO.

- Mora fia u3M1s Ipo3opLUTe.

- II'bpBO HU TpOYETH HEIIO.

- Tob6pe, wbpBO Iiie BM IIpOYeTa HelO.

W um poueTe egHa Jbra NpMKaskKa 3a MUILIKATA, KOATO Thpcesia FOfEeHNK
3a CBOATA AblLepsl.

- Xyb6aBa e — kazaxa MuiIeTara. — MoKe /i OlIje efH I'bT?

- Yrpe - obema M Mama.

Taxa oT ieH Ha JieH MuIIIeTaTa CIynaxa nprukasky, Hosu u crapu. [Topac-
Haxa, a K'bIIjaTa olle Cu cToelne 6e3 3aBecu. Pasbsaraxa ce u Majikara Haii-Ha-
Kpad yCId Jla CBapy CBOA MapMajajl. A Hye ce 9yJUM 3alll0 MUIIKNATE Ca TOJ-
KOBa YMHM, Y€ ITOYTY HMKOTa HUKOJ He MOXKE Jla T XBaHe.

CegemMTe Me4OKa

- Ty-ty-py-Ty-Tyyyy! — 3acBupBa Tpbba U €TO 4Ye KJIOHKHUTE Ce PasKIIallar,
OTUYKUTE Ce Pa3XBbPUABAT, 3aINTeE Ce pasbATBAT — 3aI[OTO MEUOINTE TPAM-
60BaT U He IVIefaT Kbie CThIIBAT.

CeneM MedOKa, cefleM M/IafioKa K'bM I/IaHMHATA BbPBAT.

3amo?

13
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3a J1a BUMIAT KaKBO MMa OTBBI.

[TpTAAT T BOAM B MOJISIHA C IBbHEPHU, IB/IHA C ATOAU. [IbpBUAT crimpa, 6epe
1, 6epe, IPYTUTE BUKAT TO, TOI Ce fiepe:

— Tyk octaBam. KoiiTo 1cka — Heka Ipojb/DKaBa.

— 3Ha4y TBIT — e, MHOTO TU 3[[paBe TOraBa.

W mpopb/mkmuxa camMo IIeCT.

Biokpar mpexpacHa xpanyma B Opera. EquH Biiese B Hes, U3JIeTHA ce,
BIUKHa:

- Karo no msapka mu e. OTkpux cBos oM. Tyk ocraBam. Koiito 1cka — Heka
IpOIbIIKaBa.

— 3Ha4y TBiT — e, MHOTO TU 3[[paBe TOraBa.

W mpopb/mkmuxa caMo IIeT.

Hemjo 3ap xpacTtuTe 4yBaT — IIyMM: M/IaJia MeYKa HaJHMKBA, PBMKI.
B Mur Ha e[MHMA CHPLETO 3aIld, CBbPHA OT II'BTH, 3aCpaMeH MpHU3Ha:

- V3ne3e M1 KbCMETDBT — a3 TYK OCTaBaM.

- 3HauM Tbil — e, MHOTO TU 3[[paBe TOraBa.

OcTaHaxa caMo 4eTHpu eHTyCHacTa.

OskapmHaxa, a Hamamre Boga. OT HsIKaKBa /IOKBA BCEKM ITOYHA Ja JIOYIL
W enyH HeACHO 3aII0 CIPUXABO CKOYN:

- A3 poryk 6s1x. Koiito ncka — Heka Ipofb/KaBa.

- 3HauM Tbil — e, MHOTO TU 3[[paBe TOraBa.

M ocranaxa caMo Tpu HEYMOPHM.

XopAT MU XOIAT, CTeCHsABA Ce IIBTAT, 3eifHajaTa MPOIacT IIje Te ITbTHE
1s/1. EMUHNAT IbIIKa HY KMB, HN YMPSIT:

- IIncua mu, cimpam. KoifTo ncka — Heka Ipofb/bKaBa.

- 3HauM Tbif — e, MHOTO TU 3[[paBe TOraBa.

W mo Bbpxa cTUTHAXa caMo JBa.

IIperppHaxa ce 1 ce 3arnefaxa B janedynHara. Kaksa kpacora! Kaksnu
nonuuan! Kaksu Bbpxapy Haokono! Vne Mu HuKora fa He MpBJHa OTTYK. Ho
ITBPBUAT CaM Ce TOIIPaBI.

— Xaiifie — Kasa — Jia ce Bp’bliaMe.

Ho mpyruaT He oyakBallle TAKOBa Helljo!

- 3HaM - KMMHa B CbI7Iacue — TaM cMe cu y fioma. Ho B rmaBara Mu Bce
IIOBeye ce MBTM TOBa: KAKBO MMa TaM, 3afi OHe3y Oaupu... T'bKMo Ipex Hac e
HMIMPOKUAT CBAT! A3 1lle BbPBs, He Ce BPbIljaM Hasa/,.

3aefHO CTaHaxa, MOTyIlaxa Ce HPMATENICKM M ce pasfenmxa. Bcexkm ce
OTIIPABMU IIO CBOS ITBT, HO CbC CUTYPHOCT — HAMA KaK — He CJIefl Ib/ITO Te MaK
1ge ce cpbepar.
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Yurgo Matnn,

Korato 4o Matuij 6e olrje Mytaz, Bce ce IIeryBalie I HeIIPeKbCHATO TaHI[y-
Balle. A cera efiBa ce /bp>K! Ha KpaKaTa CU — KakK Jla TaHIIYBa, KaK Jia TyJyBa.
He, cemu Ha meiikaTta u Iiefa B ganedmHara: — OcTapsAx, OCTapAX — CU MU-
cm. - AKO 1 KMTapa HAMaX, ChbBCeM IIAX Jla ce IpeBbpHa B bPBO. — Taka
MIOPHHKBA ¥ MBPMOPH — U € TI0-MaJIKO caMmoTeH. [IpumsiBa ci, 3a6pass u 3a-
IIIBa HAHOBO:

. Bulgarian

Ie npa, o, ma,

3a )XIBa BOJIa,
e IuifHa OT Hes
U 111 OKUBes. ..

— Taka mu? — o6agu ce HeLO MO TeiKaTa.

Yuuo Maruiy ce ornexsa 1 1o fja BUAU — 10 KpaKaTa My K/IeKHaJ CTap
IUTBX.

- Ex — maxa ¢ pbKa — TOBa € CaMO IIeCeH. ..

A OHA MU TH IUTBX — HaIIPaBO HACTPBXHAJ, BBX!

- BenukosenHa e, BeMKojeNHa — pbKOIULACKA. — S IBaMaTa fa B3eMeM Ja
s pasy4nM. VI 1a He JOHeceM >KMBa BOJa, HA MHOTO XOpa JOOPO Liie HaIIpaBuM.
Kaxk 3amouBa?

1le npa, o, ma...
Ob6aue He caMm.

3a xmBa BOja...

A3 cbp 11e TH faM.
1le nmuitHa oT Hes...
IITe TomHa omarka.
U me oxxuBes. ..
Cbc cua roHaIIKa.

ITeaT Te, APBHKAT, a ITBX'BT YAPs U OapabaHy 10 HerKaTa.

JlodyBa Iy mosicKaTa MUIIKa.

- Mysuxka, My3MKa — U3IICKBa, JOTUYBA, IPUILABA Y BBPTU TaMOypaTa CI.

OT xXpacTa mornexsa KOTKa, KOATO OT M3BECTHO BpeMe BOAM BOJIEH
JKMBOT. Ts TMXO Npucsapa, CBUpKara BaJy, 3aCBMPBa IIPEKPACHO, U3KYCHO I
¢ yyBcTBO. OTHaBHA He Ce € 030BaBajla B KOMIIAHNA, Ta 3aTOBAa C OXOTa ce
BKJIIOYBA. ..

Caupkara ctira io Tapanexa. Ipabsa Tpomiera Toit, 3aTpbbsABa — 0Xo!
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. Bulgarian

Tpommera fodyBa Karepuuara. PasTpemepsa ce oT miacTue U HOMBKBa
cTapara cu nuTpa. Cama Jja 3alI0YHe — HAMa, aMa IPYTry KaTo ca OYHAMM, U T
e B KIOIIa, MOTaT fla pa3uuTaT Ha Hesl.

JotuuBa 6e300MHO Kyde, Csiia HA e[HY [IOBaleH) CTHO/IAa 11 pasTara CBOs
IpbMOIJIaceH akopfieoH. He BuHary fokapsa MeIoguATa, aMa Koii 11ie cefiHe fa
My r71efa B mpbcrute. Unao Martur — uskmodeHo. Bee mosede ce cpbupar un
KOWMTO He cBMpHM, Hee. CBETYJIKUTE CBETAT M BeuepTa IPMMaHaBa B HOII.
Bcuyky ce mperpbliaT, I'bK MajKO TOpeAy TOBAa JOPM He ce I03HaBaxa.
A gyyo Matuiy IpucThIBa MEXAY TAX M ZOOPOAYIIHO UM KuMa. Beekn mpT,
KOTaTo uMa Becenba, e MHOTO IaCT/INB. ,MoXKe [ja € 3a TOCAeTHO — CU MUCIN.
Huro MbapyBa, HUTO HAKOTO He IIOYYaBa, HUIIO Ye e Hall-Bb3pacTHMAT. Ensa
KOTaTo YTPOTO T'M MOAKAHA Ia Ce Pa3OTUIAT, MM Ka3Ba:

- Uyiire, ToBa ca xy6aBu paboTn. A3 TyK CbM CBBCEM CaM, Ta aKO BIU
TEIIN. .. 00MYaM KOMIIAHUATE.

Tpbrear ci, Bceky XBallja CBOSITa IIOCOKA, CaMO 0e3OMHOTO Kyde He ce
3aIr'bTBa HAHUK'BJIE.

— AMu Tu? - murta ro yn4yo Matmuir.

- He 3HaMm... Ha;mm BIDK/ALI, BCe TIO-TPY/IHO X0/, CTYAE€HO MU €, Bede He
CBbM MJIA]...

— IJe ocranent mn?¢ — KasBa Y140 Matuiy 1 Ky4eTo KMMBa.

- He ce mmamm ot Humo. VHade ¢bc curypHOCT 1je 6'be KaKTO Jocera —
MIPa3HO U HECUTYPHO. 3Haell M Kbje Iie XoguM? O00, Kb/IeTO HU CKMMHe!

W sanoynaxa. Ynuo Matui neemre, KydeTo My npurnacamie. Ilaxa sza
JaJIeYHNTe 3€MU, KOUTO IO3HaBaxa, M 3a OHe3M, KOMTO HUKOra He 6saxa
BIDKIAMA. 3a M3KIIOUYNMTETHY TepOoICTBA IIAXa M eIMH Ha APYT CU JOCTaBAXa
pagocrt Ha gyunTe. Bes3pOu u fBaMara, I'bK KaKBY aBAaHTIOPUCTIL.

— AKO CBeTBT He HI ICKa, HeKa Hue ITpYBJIeYeM CBeTa — MOLIeryBa ce M40
Marn1, Meko ApbHKalKu Ha Kutapara. — Olle cMe XIUBH, OIlle CMe TYK.

TaxbB cu e ynyo Maruu. Jobpe cu ogbupa gymnre, 3a BCEKUIO HaMypa
TOYHaTa. Bp3pacTeH e, HO 1 0T cebe 11, ¥ OT APYTUTE I'BAY CAMOTATA.
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Translated by Miroslav Gradecak
Contact: mgradecak@yahoo.com

O STAKORICI KOJA JE KUHALA MARMELADU

»Mogla bih skuhati marmeladu®, rekla je mama s$takorica.

»Ali najprije ¢e§ nam nesto procitati®, zamolili su ju njeni mali §takor¢ici.

»Mogla bih sasiti nove zavjese.“

»Ali najprije ¢e$ nam nesto proditati.”

»Mogla bih o¢istiti prozore.*

»Ali najprije ¢e$ nam nesto procitati.”

»Dobro, najprije ¢u vam nesto procitati.”

I tako je procitala dugu pricu o $takorici koja je trazila muza za svoju kéer-
ku.

,»Ta nam se svida“ rekli su $takor¢iéi. ,Moze jos jednom?“

»outra’ rekla je mama.

Tako su $takor¢i¢i iz dana u dan slusali price, nove i stare. Narasle su, a kuca
je jo$ uvijek bila bez zavjesa. Otisle su i mama je kona¢no mogla skuhati svoju
marmeladu. A mi se ¢udimo za$to su $takori tako bistri, da ih gotovo nikada
nitko ne moze uhvatiti.

SEDAM MEDVJEDA

»Tu-tu-ru-tu-tuuuu!“ zasvira truba i odmah pocinju grancice pucati, pticice bje-
zati, ze¢evi uzmicati - jer medvjedi idu sve uzduz i poprijeko.

Sedam medvjeda, sedam susjeda na planinu smjera.

Zasto?

Da vide $to ima, zelja ih tjera.
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Put ih dovede do $umskog proplanka punog jagoda. Prvi se sagne, bere ih i
bere, ostali ga zovu, a on se opire:

»Ne treba mi vise, Zelim ostati.”

»Sretno’, rekli su, ,,idemo mi.”

I dalje su krenula samo $estorica.

U brijegu su otkrili lijepu $upljinu. Jedan ude u nju, legne i kaze:

»Bas po mojoj mjeri. To ¢e biti moj dom. Ne treba mi vise, Zelim ostati.”

»Sretno', rekli su, ,,idemo mi.*

I dalje su krenula samo petorica.

Za grmljem odjednom nesto zasumi: mlada medvjedica pogleda kroz gra-
nje. U tren jednome srce poskoci, s puta skrene i jedva sroci:

»Ne treba mi vie... Zelim ostati.”

»Sretno’, rekli su, ,,idemo mi.”

I ostala su jo$ Cetvorica zanesenjaka.

Ozednjeli su, a vode nema, u kaljuzu umacu suhe jezike. Ni¢im izazvan
jedan od njih se naljuti:

»Dosta je toga! Zelim ostati!“

»Sretno’, rekli su, ,idemo mi®

I ostala su jo§ trojica ustrajnih.

Hodaju, hodaju, sve uzi je put, provalije grozne blizi se rub. Jedan od njih
postane grub:

»Ne svida mi se ovo, zelim ostati.”

»Sretno’, rekli su, ,idemo mi®

I tako su do vrha stigla tek dvojica.

Zagrlili su se i zagledali u daljine. Kakva krasota! Kakve doline! Kakvi vrho-
vi sve uokolo! Na prvu bi najradije ostali ovdje. Ali prvi je sam sebe ustipnuo.

»Hajde rekao je. ,Vratimo se natrag.”

Drugi pak - tko bi ¢ekao nesto takvo!

»Znam', zaklima, ,,tamo smo doma. Ali u glavi mi sve jace zvecka: §to se na-
lazi tamo, iza onih brezuljaka... Jedva se otvorio pogled! Ne Zelim natrag, ja
idem u svijet.

Zajedno su ustali, potapsali se i uputili svak na svoju stranu. Od sada je
svak’ svojemu putu predan - ali sigurno, gotovo sigurno srest e se opet tko zna
koji dan.

STRIC MATIC

Kad je stric Matic jo§ bio mlad, uvijek je bio raspolozen za $alu i ples. A sada -
kako bi mogao plesati kad jedva i stoji. Ne, sjedi na klupi i gleda u daljinu:
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»Star sam, star®, pomisli. ,Da nemam gitaru ve¢ bih odrvenio.“ Ovako pak
drnda i mrmlja - i nije vide tako usamljen. Pjeva, usput zaboravlja pa iznova
pjeva:

»Poci ¢u iza gore,
zagrabit Zive vode,
malo ¢u popiti,

i odmah Zivnuti...“

»Zaista?“ pojavi se glas ispod klupe.

Stric Matic pogleda i vidi da mu kod nogu ¢uci stari stakor.

»Ah", zamahne, ,to je samo pjesma...“

Rece $takor prepun srece —

»Dobra je, dobra®, pljesce. ,Hajde, ovu ¢emo uvjezbati. Ako i ne donesemo
zivu vodu - mnogima ¢e dobro do¢i. Kako ono pocinje?

»Po¢i ¢u iza gore...
»Nikako ne sam.“
»Zagrabit Zive vode...”
»Svoj lon¢i¢ ti dam...“
»Malo ¢u popiti...“
»>Umodciti svoj rep...“

»] odmah Zivnuti...“
»Svijet e opet biti lijep. ..

Pjevaju, drndaju, a $takor udara i bubnja po klupi.

Zactuje ih poljski mis.

»Glazba, glazba®, cvili - ve¢ tr¢i, pucketa i vrti svoj tamburin.

Iz grma pogleda macka koja ve¢ nekoliko godina zivi prilicno divlje. Opre-
zno sjedne do njih, izvuce zvizdaljku, zazvizdi, prekrasno, mekano, s osje¢ajem.
Dugo se ve¢ nije druzila, ali s njima joj ve¢ nekako ide...

Zvizdaljku zacuje jez. Zgrabi trubu, zatrubi - o joj!

Trubu zacuje vjeverica. Sva se strese od srece i dovuce svoju staru citru.
Sama ne bi nikako pocela, ali ako zapo¢nu drugi i ona ¢e se pridruziti, na nju se
moze racunati.

Dotr¢i pas lutalica, sjedne na drva i rastegne svoju ¢uvenu harmoniku. Ne
pogodi bas svaki put, ali tko bi mu zamjerio. Stric Matic sigurno ne! Sve vise ih
je, tko ne svira taj pjeva. Krijesnice svijetle i vecer se protegne u no¢. Grle se,
iako se pred malo ¢as nisu niti poznavali. A stric Matic tapka medu njima i do-
brodusno klima glavom. Uvijek iznova kad se vesele on je presretan. ,Mozda je
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ovo zadnji put, pomisli. Nikome ne mudruje i ne pametuje, iako je najstariji.
Samo kad ih ujutro polako rastavlja, kaze:

,Pogledajte, svima je dobro doslo. Ja sam ovdje sam, pa kad vas povuce...
uglavnom, ja volim drustvo.”

Zatim se razidu, svak pode na svoju stranu, samo pas lutalica ostane.

»A ti?“ upita ga stric Matic.

»Ne znam... ta vidi§ da sve teze hodam, ¢esto mi je hladno, nisam vise
mlad...“

»Zeli§ ostati? rece stric Matic - i pas klimne glavom.

,»Nista se ne boj. Od sada ¢e svakako biti drugacije — ali pusto zasigurno ne.
Ti ne zna$ kamo ¢emo sve i¢i. Ooo, kamo god ¢emo Zeljeti!®

I poceli su. Stric Matic je pjevao i pas ga glasom pratio. Zapjevali su o uda-
ljenim krajevima, onim poznatim i onim koje jos nikada nisu vidjeli. Pjevali su
o silnim junastvima i jedan drugome ugadali. Takvi pustolovci, a oba su bez
zuba.

»Ako ve¢ ne mozemo u svijet, svijet cemo pozvati k sebi®, nestasno se smje-
$kao stric Matic i mekano drndao po gitari. ,,Jo§ smo Zzivi, jo§ smo tu.”

Tako zna stric Matic. Dobro okrece rijeci, za svakoga nade onu pravu. Star
je, ali tjera samocu od sebe i drugih.
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Translated by Ksenija Premur
Contact: ksenija.premur@zg.t-com.hr

O STAKORICI KOJA JE KUHALA MARMELADU

»Mogla bih skuhati marmeladu®, rekla je mama $takorica.

»Ali najprije ¢e$ nesto procitati‘; molili su je njezini mali $takorcici.

»Mogla bih sasiti nove zavjese.”

»Ali najprije ¢e$ nesto procitati.”

»Mogla bih oprati prozore.“

»Ali najprije ¢es nesto procitati.”

»Dobro, najprije ¢u nesto procitati.”

I procitala je dugu pripovijest o $takorici koja je svojoj kéeri trazila mlado-
Zenju.

»1a je pripovijest lijepa’, rekli su stakor¢ici. ,Moze li jo§ jednom?“

»Sutra rekla je mama.

Tako su $takori iz dana u dan slusali pripovijesti, nove i stare. Odrasli su, a
kuca jo$ uvijek nije imala zavjesa. Otisli su i mama je kona¢no mogla skuhati
svoju marmeladu. A mi se ¢udimo zasto su $takori tako bistri da ih gotovo nit-
ko nikada ne ulovi.

SEDAM MEDVJEDA

»Tu-tu-ru-tu-tuuu, zapjevala je truba i ve¢ se zgodi da grancice pucaju, pticice
bjeze, zeCevi se povlace — jer medvjedi idu poprijeko.

Sedam medvjeda, sedam susjeda ide na planinu.

Zasto?

Zato da vide $to ima iza nje.
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Put ih odvede do Sumske sjece gdje se nalaze jagode. Prvi se medvjed sagne,
ubire, ubire, a drugi ga zovu, ali se on opire:

,Tu mi je bolje, ne idem vise dalje.”

»Dobro', rekli su, ,,lijepo se provedi.”

I krenulo ih je naprijed samo jos Sest.

U brijegu otkrise veliku spilju. Jedan medvjed krene u spilju, legne i rece:

»Kao po mjeri. To ¢e biti moj dom. Tu ¢u ostati i ne idem vise dalje.”

»Dobro, rekli su medvjedi, ,,lijepo se provedi.®

I krenulo ih je naprijed samo jos pet.

Sada iza grmlja nesto $uska: mlada medvjedica pogleda kroz granje. Jed-
nom medvjedu u trenutku zapjeva srce, skrene s puta i nespretno rece:

»Iu mi je bolje... ne idem vise naprijed.”

»Dobro", rekli su, ,lijepo se provedi.”

I ostala su jo$ Cetvorica zanesenjaka.

Postanu zedni, ali nema vode, u lokvu umacu suhe jezike. I iznenada se
jedan naljuti:

»Dosta je toga! Ne idem viSe naprijed!”

»Dobro", rekli su, ,lijepo se provedi.”

I ostala su jo$ trojica na nogama.

Hodaju, hodaju, put je sve uzi, malo po malo grani¢i s provalijom. Jedan
se medvjed vuce sve vise nevoljno:

,»To mi se ne svida, ne idem vise naprijed.“

»Dobro - kako hoces. Lijepo se provedi!®

I tako su do vrha dospjela samo dva medvjeda.

Zagrlili su se i zagledali u daljine. Kakva ljepota! Kakve doline! Kakvi
vrhunci daleko uokrug! U prvi tren najradije ne bi krenuli dalje. Ali prvi je
medvjed sam sebe ustinuo.

»Hajdemo", rekao je, ,krenimo nazad.”

Drugi - tko bi $to takvoga ocekivao!

»Znam', kimnuo je, ,ondje je na§ dom. Pa ipak mi u glavi sve viSe zvoncka:
§to je ondje iza, iza onih brezuljaka... Sada se jedva otvorio pogled! Ne zelim
nazad, kre¢em u svijet.“

Zajedno su ustali, potapsali se i krenuli svatko na svoju stranu. Sada se svat-
ko drzi svojeg puta - ali sigurno, bas zasigurno iznova ¢e se nadi za tri puta tri
dana.
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STRIC MATIC

Kada je stric Matic bio mlad, uvijek je bio za $ale i uvijek za ples. A sada — kako bi
mogao plesati kada jedva jo$ stoji na nogama. Ne, sjedi na klupi i gleda u daljinu:
»Star sam, star®, mislio je. ,Da nemam gitaru, ve¢ bih odrvenio.“I tako trza zice i
mrmlja - i manje je usamljen. Pjeva, odmah zaboravlja i pjeva pjesmu iznova:

,Po¢i ¢u na planinu,

po Zivu vodu,

malo ¢u ispiti,

i uskoro ¢u biti zivlji...“

»Doista’, u tom se trenu oglasi ispod klupe.

Stric Matic pogleda i spazi da mu uz noge ¢uci stari $takor.

»Ah, odmahne, ,to je samo pjesma...“

Stakor je posve zanesen —

»Dobra je, dobra®, pljesce. ,,Hajdemo, to ¢emo uvjezbati. I ako ne odnesemo
zivu vodu - ta ¢e mnogima dobro prijati. Kako pocinje?*

,Po¢i ¢u na planinu...“
»Zasigurno ne sam.”

»Po zivu vodu.“

»Svoj lon¢i¢ ti dajem...“
»Malo ¢u ispiti...*
»Pomociti svoj rep...“

,»1 uskoro ¢u biti Zivlji...“
1 svijet ¢e biti Jjepsi...«

Pjevaju, trzaju Zice, a $takor kucka i bubnja po klupi.

Zacuje ih poljski mis.

»Glazba, glazba®, cvili - ve¢ trci, cokée i vrti svoj bubnji¢ s praporcima.

Iz grma proviri macka koja ve¢ nekoliko godina zivi poprili¢no divlje. Opre-
zno prisjedne, izvude zvizdaljku, zazvizdi, prekrasno, o$trim zvukom, osjeéaj-
no. Ve¢ dugo nije bila u drustvu, a tu ipak nekako ide...

Zvizdaljku zacuje jez. Dograbi trubu, zatrubi - 0joj!

Trubu zacuje vjeverica. Zadrhti od srece i dovuce svoje stare citre. Da po¢ne
svirati sama, to ne, ali ve¢ pocinju drugi, a potom e biti uz njih, neka se ra¢una
na nju.

Dotr¢i pas lutalica, sjedne na drvo i rastegne svoju glasovitu harmoniku.
Posve to¢no ne odsvira, ali tko bi mu gledao pod prste. Stric Matic nikako ne!
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Sve ih je viSe i tko ne svira, taj pjeva. Krijesnice svijetle i vecer se protegne u
no¢. Svi se zagrle, iako se do malo prije nisu poznavali. Stric Matic trapa medu
njima i dobrodusno im kima glavom. Svaki puta kada se opet zgodi veselje, pre-
sretan je. ,Mozda je posljednji put®, misli. Nimalo ne mudruje i nista ne naudi,
iako je najstariji. Tek kada ih jutro polagano razdvaja, kaze im:

»Pogledajte, svima je godilo. Ja sam tu sam i ako vas privabi... no, drustvo
volim.*

Potom se razidu, svatko ide na svoju stranu, samo pas lutalica ne ide nika-
mo.

»A ti?“ upita stric Matic.

»Ne znam... vidi§ i sam, hodam sve teze, ¢esto mi je hladno, nisam vise
mlad...*

,Ostajes?“ reCe stric Matic - i pas kimne glavom.

»Nicega se ne boj. Inace e biti kao i dosada, to je sigurno - ali pusto nikako.
Ti ne znas$ kamo ¢emo sve i¢i. 000, kamo pozelimo!“

I tako su krenuli. Stric Matic je pjevao, a pas mu je dopjevao. Zapjevali su
o dalekim krajevima, koje su poznavali, i takvima, koje jo$ nikada nisu vidjeli.
O velikim junastvima su pjevali i jedno drugome ugadali. Obojica bez zuba, ali
kakvi pustolovi.

»Ako nas dvojica ne mozemo u svijet, svijet dozivamo sebi®, vragolasto se
nasmijesio stric Matric i meko trzao Zzice gitare. ,,Jo§ smo Zivi, jo§ smo tu.”

Tako zna stric Matric. Dobro obrée rijedi, za svakoga nalazi pravu. Star je,
ali sebi i drugima odagna samocu.
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Translated by Draga Rinkema
Contact: draga.rinkema4@gmail.com

OVER DE RAT DIE JAM MAAKTE

»Ik zou jam kunnen maken,« zei de moeder rat.

»WIil je niet eerst wat voorlezen?« vroegen haar kleine ratjes.

»Ik zou nieuwe gordijnen kunnen naaien.«

»Maar eerst iets voorlezen.«

»Ik zou ramen kunnen gaan zemen.«

»Maar eerst iets voorlezen, alsjeblieft.«

»Goed, dan ga ik eerst iets voorlezen.«

En ze las een lang verhaal over de rat die de bruidegom voor haar dochter
uitkoos.

»Dat is mooi,« zeiden de ratjes. Nog een keer, als het mag?«

»Morgen,« zei de moeder rat.

Zo hebben de kleine ratjes dag in dag uit naar de verhalen geluisterd, zowel
naar de nieuwe als de oude. Ze groeiden op. Maar het huis had nog steeds geen
nieuwe gordijnen. Ze verlieten het huis uit. Nu kwam de moeder er eindelijk
aan toe om jam te maken. En we blijven ons er maar over verwonderen: Hoe
zou het toch komen dat de ratten zo slim zijn om zich nooit en te nimmer door
wie dan ook laten vangen.

ZEVEN BEREN

»Tu-Te-Re-Tuut!«, hoor je de trompet en zie daar, de takjes knappen, de vogel-
tjes vliegen alle kanten uit, konijntjes slaan op de vlucht, want beren lopen
overal dwars doorheen.
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Zeven beren, zeven buren gaan de berg op.

Waarom?

Om te zien, wat recht is en wat krom.

En kijk naar het bosje, daar komen ze aan en zien daar de lekkere aardbei-
tjes staan. De eerste buigt zich om ze te plukken. De rest ziet vanzelf, dat dit
goed gaat lukken.

De anderen roepen: »Zeg kom je nog mee?«

Maar het beertje beslist, »Ik blijf hier, hoezee!«

En ze gaan met zn zessen verder.

Op de steile heuvelrug ontdekken ze een fijn hol.

»Maar eens uitproberen, jongens, wat een lol.«

En dan zegt één beertje: »Dit past goed bij mij, net zo perfect als bij honing
een bij.«

De anderen roepen: »Zeg kom je nog mee?«

Maar het beertje beslist, »Ik blijf hier, hoezee!«

Toen waren er nog maar vijf, die verder gingen.

Nu hoort men in ‘t bosje een prettig geluid, daar stond er voor eentje een
prachtige bruid! »Hier heb ik het beter,« probeert het beertje uit te leggen maar
eigenlijk hoeft hij al niets meer te zeggen.

De anderen roepen: »Zeg kom je nog mee?«

Maar het beertje beslist, »Ik blijf hier, hoezee!«

En daar bleven nog vier ijverige beren over en ze vervolgen hun weg.

Ze krijgen dorst en er is bijna geen water, dit kan toch niet jongens, en hoe
moet het later? Dan meldt zich een beertje: »Dit wil ik niet meer! Aan mij is de
keuze, dus blijf ik maar hier.«

De anderen roepen: »Zeg kom je nog mee?«

Maar het beertje beslist, »Ik blijf hier, hoezee!«

Toen bleven er nog drie sterke beren over die lopen en lopen, maar de weg
wordt steeds gevaarlijker. Het wordt hier heel steil en ook nog te nauw, daar
jammert er eentje: »Dit vermoeit mij algauw.«

De anderen roepen: »Zeg kom je nog mee?«

Maar het beertje beslist, »Ik blijf hier, hoezee!«

Uiteindelijk bereiken de laatste twee beren de top van de berg.

Ze ombhelzen elkaar, en kijken in de verte. »Wat een schoonheid, kijk
maar naar het dal, en wat voor mooie bergtoppen bovenal...« Eerst wilden de
beide beren het liefste blijven maar één beer vermande zich en wilde weer
terug.

»Kom,« vroeg hij monter, »gaan wij weer naar huis, naar de veilige haven
en ‘t eigen fornuis?«

Maar de andere zegt:
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»Wie o wie zou dit nou willen? Ik ga niet naar huis, dit is om te gillen! We
zien hier de wereld, dit is pas het begin, ik moet die verkennen, heb jij er ook
zon zin in?«

Uiteindelijk kiezen de twee beren ieder zijn eigen kant, maar ze zien elkaar
gauw weer in hun grootse verband.

OoM MATTHIJS

Toen oom Matthijs nog jong was, was hij altijd in voor een liedje en een dansje.
Maar nu - hoe zou hij nog kunnen dansen als hij nog maar amper op zijn be-
nen kan blijven staan? Nee, hij zit daar maar op de bank en staart in de verte:
»Ik ben nu echt stokoud,« denkt hij bij zichzelf. » Als ik nou geen gitaar had, was
ik zelf al een stukje hout.« En zo mompelt hij wat en speelt hij wat. Dan vliegt
de tijd voorbij. Al zingend verzint hij wat nieuws, vergeet het gaandeweg weer
en dicht wederom opnieuw:

»Ik ga naar de bergen

op zoek naar een bron,

zijn water is zo helend,

misschien dat ik weer dansen kon.«

»Echt waar?« hoort hij van onder de bank.

Oom Matthijs kijkt om zich heen en ziet een rat naast zijn voeten staan.

»Nee maar, dit is alleen maar een liedje...« wuift hij het weg.

Maar de rat houdt aan -

»Maar wel een heel goed liedjel« klapt hij in zijn handjes. »Laten we het
samen oefenen. Ook al brengen we geen echt helend water, het liedje zelf kan
ook wonderen verrichten. Zeg eens, hoe gaat het ook alweer?«

»Ik ga naar de bergen...«

»Zeker niet alleen...«

»Op zoek naar een bron...«

»En zie schoonheid om me heen...«
»Zijn water is zo helend...«

»Ik dep erin mijn teen...«

»Misschien dat ik weer dansen kon...«
»Kom, we gaan er samen heen...«
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Ze zingen en swingen, de rat klopt en trommelt en springt in de rondte dat
het een lieve lust is.

Dan hoort een veldmuis hen.

»Muziek, muziek,« piept hij vrolijk, en algauw rent hij en knipt met z'n vin-
gers en schudt de tamboerijn.

Er schiet een kat uit het struikgewas, die al een hele tijd de wildebras uit-
hangt. Voorzichtig komt hij erbij zitten, haalt zijn fluitje te voorschijn en speelt
mee, wonderschoon, heel fijntjes en teder. Allang had hij geen gezelschap meer.
Maar hier lukt het hem toch om mee te doen...

Het duurt niet lang totdat de egel het fluitje hoort. Hij pakt zijn trompetje,
maar o wee — !

De eekhoorn hoort de trompet. Ze wordt er dolblij van en poetst gauw haar
oude citer op om mee te doen. Om zelf te beginnen, dat was te veel gevraagd
maar als de anderen al bezig zijn dan is ze dolgraag van de partij, daar kunnen
ze van op aan. Er komt een zwerfhond aangelopen, gaat op de houten blokken
zitten en opent zijn trekharmonica, die niet meer al te zuiver klinkt. Boven-
dien - hij heeft niet altijd de juiste noot te pakken, maar daar maalt niemand
om. En oom Matthijs al helemaal niet!

Er komen steeds meer dieren bij. Wie geen muziek maakt die zingt gezellig
een deuntje mee. De avond wordt nacht en de vuurvliegjes gaan schijnen. Te-
dereen blij, zo onder elkaar, ook al kennen ze elkaar nog maar net. Het is knus
en gezellig. Oom Matthijs loopt goedmoedig door de menigte heen en weer en
denkt bij zichzelf, misschien is dit voor het laatst! Zonder de wijsheid in pacht
te willen hebben en zonder opgeheven vinger, ook al is hij de oudste. Tegen het
ochtendgloren oppert hij:

»Wat mooi, dat iedereen hier plezier heeft. Als jullie weer eens zin hebben,
dan weet je me te vinden.«

Dan gaat iedereen zijn eigen weg. Alleen de zwerfhond blijft.

»En wat doe jij?« vraagt hij aan hem.

»Ik weet niet...« antwoordt de hond, »je ziet het toch, ik loop steeds moei-
lijker en krijg het gauw koud en ik ben ook de jongste niet meer...«

»Wil je soms blijven?« vraagt oom Matthijs en de hond knikt trouw en
tevreden.

»Wees maar niet bang. Vanaf nu wordt alles anders, maar allesbehalve saai.
Je kunt in je dromen nog niet bedenken waar we samen allemaal naartoe zullen
gaan. Waarheen we ook maar willen!«

En ze zijn gelijk begonnen. Oom Matthijs zong en de hond deed mee. Ze
zongen over verre oorden, zij het nou bekend of onbekend. De heldendaden
bezongen zij en brachten elkaar een ode. Beiden waren bijna tandeloos maar
oh, oh, oh, wat een avontuurlijk stel!
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»Nu we oud zijn en moe, komt de wereld naar ons toe.« bedacht oom Mat-
thijs en tokkelde zachtjes op zijn gitaar. »We leven nog en zijn nog fier, dit
brengt ons moed en veel plezier.«

Dit is hem dan: oom Matthijs, ja, ja, hij is me er eentje. Hij kan goed met
woorden overweg. Hij weet bij mensen altijd een gevoelige snaar te raken. Zo
oud als hij is! En zo maakt oom Matthijs ook bij anderen aan hun eenzaamheid
een einde.
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Translated by Tadeja Lackner-Naberznik
Contact: tadeja@lackner.at

VON DER RATTE, DIE MARMELADE KOCHTE

»Ich konnte Marmelade einkochen®, sagte die Rattenmutter.

»Aber zuerst liest du uns etwas vor, baten ihre kleinen Rattenkinder.

»Ich konnte neue Vorhdnge nahen.“

»Aber zuerst liest du uns etwas vor.*

,»Ich konnte die Fenster putzen.*

»Aber zuerst liest du uns etwas vor.“

»Gut, zuerst lese ich etwas vor.”

Und sie las die lange Geschichte von der Ratte vor, die fiir ihre Tochter ei-
nen Brautigam suchte.

»Die ist schon®, sagten die Rattenkinder. ,Kannst du sie noch einmal vorle-
sen?“

»Morgen", sagte die Mama.

So horten die Rattenkinder tagein tagaus Geschichten, neue und alte. Sie
wurden grofler und das Haus hatte immer noch keine Vorhinge. Sie zogen aus
und Mama konnte endlich ihre Marmelade einkochen. Und uns wundert es,
warum die Ratten so klug sind, dass sie kaum jemand einfangen kann.

DIE SIEBEN BAREN

,Ta-ta-ratta-taaaa!“ ertont die Trompete und schon geht es los, die Aste kna-
cken, die Vogel scheuen, die Hasen fliechen — denn die Béren stapfen einfach
querfeldein.

Sieben Béren, sieben benachbarte Béren steigen den Berg hinan.
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Warum?

Um zu erfahren, wie denn dahinter die Welt sieht sich an.

Der Weg fiihrt sie an einer Waldlichtung vorbei, wo Erdbeeren locken. Der
erste will sich biicken und hort nicht mehr auf zu pfliicken, die anderen rufen
nach ihm, doch er will sich driicken:

»Hier hab ich’s besser, ich bleibe hier.“

»Gut, sagen die anderen, ,dann Gliick mit dir.“

Und es zogen von dannen ihrer noch sechs.

Im Hang entdecken sie eine seltsame Hohle. Einer geht rein, bettet sein
Haupt und ruft aus:

»Flir mich wie geschaffen. Das wird mein Heim. Ich geh’ nicht mehr weiter,
ich bleibe hier.”

»Gut, sagen die anderen, ,dann Gliick mit dir.“

Und es zogen von dannen ihrer noch fiinf.

Plotzlich raschelt es im Gebiisch: eine junge Birin lugt zwischen den Asten
hervor. Einer entflammt alsbald in Liebe zu ihr, kommt vom Weg ab und sto-
ttert verlegen:

»Hier werde ich’s besser haben ... ich bleibe hier.”

»Gut, sagen die anderen, ,dann Gliick mit dir.“

Und es blieben noch unermiidliche vier.

Sie werden durstig, und kein Wasser in Sicht, sie lecken mit trockener Zun-
ge an einer Pfiitze. Jdh steigt der Zorn hoch in einem:

»Ich habe genug! Ich bleibe hier!®

»Gut, sagen die anderen, ,dann Glick mit dir.“

Und es blieben noch wackere drei.

Sie gehen und gehen, der Weg wird enger und enger, fithrt gar entlang
einem Steilhang hin. Einer schleppt sich kaum noch dahin:

»Das macht keinen Spaf3, ich bleibe hier.*

»Gut — wie du willst. Gliick mit dir.”

Und es erreichen den Gipfel ihrer nur zwei.

Arm in Arm lassen sie den Blick in die Ferne schweifen. Welch’ Schonheit,
welch’ Taler! Welch’ Hohen ringsum! Zunachst wollen sie gar nicht mehr von
der Stelle weichen. Doch dann nimmt der erste sich selbst bei der Nase.

»Komm®, sagt er, ,wir kehren heim.“

Der andere aber — wer hitte sich’s gedacht!

»Ich weif3*, nickte er zustimmend, ,,dort sind wir zu Haus. Doch lockt un-
aufhaltsam mich der Gedanke: Was ist da hinten, hinter den Hiigeln dort ...
Wie mir der Anblick gefillt! Ich will nicht zuriick, ich geh in die Welt.*

Gemeinsam stehen sie auf, klopfen sich auf die Schulter und machen sich
auf, jeder in seine Richtung.
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Jetzt will jeder auf den eigenen Weg sich wagen, doch gewiss, ganz gewiss
treffen sie sich wieder nach dreimal drei Tagen.

ONKEL FriTZ

Als Onkel Fritz noch jung war, war er immer zu Spifen und immer zum Tan-
zen aufgelegt. Aber jetzt — wie soll er da noch tanzen, wo er doch kaum mehr
stehen kann. Nein, er sitzt auf der Bank und blickt in die Ferne: ,,Alt bin ich ge-
worden, alt, denkt er sich. ,Wenn ich die Gitarre nicht hatte, wére ich schon
steif wie ein Stiick Holz.“ So aber klimpert er auf der Gitarre und brummt vor
sich hin - und die Zeit ist weniger einsam.

Er stimmt ein Lied an, vergisst es gleich wieder und dichtet neu:

»Auf zu den Bergen,

wo sich die Lebensquellen verbergen.
Ich trink einen Schluck,

schon kehrt das Leben zuriick ...

sWirklich?“ lasst sich plotzlich eine Stimme unter der Bank vernehmen.

Onkel Fritz schaut und sieht zu seinen Fiiflen eine alte Ratte hocken.

»Ach’, winkt er ab, ,,das ist nur ein Lied ...“

Doch die Ratte ist begeistert:

»Es ist gut, es ist gut®, klatscht sie in die Hinde. ,,Komm, lass uns das eintrai-
nieren. Auch wenn wir keinen Lebensquell finden - es wird vielen gut tun. Wie
fangt es gleich an?“

»Auf zu den Bergen ...

»Du gehst nicht allein ...“

»Wo sich die Lebensquellen verbergen ...“
,»Ich reiche dir den Becher mein ...«

»lch trink einen Schluck ...

»,und benetze meinen Schwanz ...«

»Schon kehrt das Leben zuriick ...«

»,und die Welt erscheint in vollem Glanz ...«

Sie singen, klimpern, und die Ratte klopft und trommelt dazu auf die Bank.

Da hort sie eine Feldmaus.

»Musik, Musik®, quiekt sie — schon rennt sie los und schlagt im Takt ihr wir-
belndes Tamburin.
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Hinter dem Busch lugt eine Katze hervor, die schon seit einigen Jahren ein
ziemlich verwildertes Leben fiihrt. Vorsichtig gesellt sie sich hinzu, holt ihre
Flote hervor, spielt auf, wunderschon, ganz fein und gefiihlvoll. Schon lange
war sie nicht in Gesellschaft, doch hier geht das einigermafien ...

Ein Igel vernimmt die Flote. Er ergreift seine Trompete, bldst auf - oje!

Ein Eichhérnchen hort die Trompete. Ein Schiitteln durchfihrt sie vor lau-
ter Gliick und sie zieht ihre alte Zitter hervor. Sie selbst hitte nicht angefangen,
das nicht, aber wenn die anderen anfangen, dann ist sie dabei, man kann ruhig
auf sie zdhlen!

Ein streunender Hund kommt angelaufen, setzt sich auf den Holzhaufen
und breitet seine verstimmte Ziehharmonika auseinander. Er trifft nicht im-
mer, aber wer sollte ihm schon unter die Finger sehen. Onkel Fritz sicher nicht!
Es werden immer mehr, und wer nicht spielt, der singt. Die Glithwiirmchen
leuchten und der Abend geht in die Nacht tiber. Sie fallen einander in die Arme,
obwohl sie sich vor kurzem nicht einmal gekannt haben. Und Onkel Fritz stapft
(Gang eines alten Menschen) zwischen ihnen herum und nickt ihnen wohlwol-
lend zu. Jedes Mal, wenn wieder eine Freude geschieht, ist er iibergliicklich.

»Vielleicht ist es das letzte Mal, denkt er. Er gibt keine Weisheiten von sich
und verbreitet keine Lehren, obwohl er der dlteste ist. Erst dann, als sie der
Morgen langsam auseinandertreibt, sagt er zu ihnen:

»Schaut, es hat uns allen gutgetan. Ich bin hier allein, und wenn euch da-
nach ist ... kurzum, ich freue mich tiber Gesellschaft.”

Dann geht jeder seines Weges, nur der Streuner rithrt sich nicht von der
Stelle.

»und du?“ fragt ihn Onkel Fritz.

»Ich weifd nicht ... du siehst ja, das Gehen fillt mir immer schwerer, ich frie-
re leicht, ich bin nicht mehr jung ...«

»Bleibst du?“ sagt Onkel Fritz - und der Hund nickt.

»Hab nur keine Angst. Es wird anders als bisher, das ist sicher - aber lang-
weilig bestimmt nicht. Du hast keine Ahnung, wo wir iiberall hingehen wer-
den. Oooh, wohin es uns auch immer beliebt!

Und sie legten los. Onkel Fritz sang und der Hund begleitete ihn. Sie sangen
von fernen Landern, die sie kannten, und von solchen, die sie noch nie gesehen
hatten. Grofle Heldentaten besangen sie und bauchpinselten einer den ande-
ren. Beide zahnlos, aber was fiir Abenteurer!

,Wenn wir nicht in die Welt konnen, dann rufen wir eben die Welt zu uns",
schmunzelte Onkel Fritz und strich weich iiber die Seiten. ,Noch sind wir am
Leben, noch gibt es uns.“

So einer war Onkel Fritz. Er konnte gut mit Worten, fand fiir jeden das rich-
tige. Er ist alt, doch vertreibt er sich und anderen die Einsamkeit.
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Translated by Gergely Bakonyi
Contact: gergelybakonyi@yahoo.com

A PATKANYROL, AKI LEKVART FOZOTT BE

- Befézhetném a lekvart - mondta patkanymama.

— El6szor olvass fel valamit! — kérték a kispatkanyai.

- Megvarrhatnam az vj fiiggonyt.

— El6szor olvass fel valamit!

- Lepucolhatnam az ablakokat.

— El6szor olvass fel valamit!

—JO6l van, elészor olvasok valamit.

Es felolvasott egy hosszu torténetet egy patkanyrdl, aki a linyanak vélegényt
keresett.

- Ez nagyon szép! — mondtak a kispatkanyok. - Lehet még egyszer?

- Holnap - mondta a mama.

Igy hallgattak a kispatkdnyok nap mint nap torténeteket, Gjakat és régieket.
Felnéttek, és a hazban még mindig nem volt fiiggony. Elmentek, és a mama
végre befézhette a lekvarjat. Mi meg csodalkozunk, miért olyan furfangosak a
patkanyok, hogy soha senki nem kapja el 6ket.

HET MEDVE

—Tra-tra-ra-tra-traaaa! - harsan fel a trombita, nicsak, dgak reccsenek, mada-
rak rebbenek, nyulak fogjak menekiilére — hiszen medvék jarjak a vidéket.

Hét medve, hét szomszéd megy a hegyre fel.

Hogy miért?

Azért, hogy megnézzék, mi van mogotte.
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Az ut erdei tisztason at vezet, ott érik a kivanatos eper. Az elsé lehajol, szedi,
szedegeti, a tobbiek hivjak, de 6 ellenkezik:

— Itt nekem jobb lesz, tovabb nem megyek.

- Jol van - felelnek — minden j6t neked!

Tovabb mar csak hatan mentek tovabb.

A bérc alatt takaros barlangot taldlnak. Bemegy az egyik, leddl, és igy
szol:

— Eppen j6 lesz. Ez lesz az otthonom. Itt maradok, és tovdbb nem me-
gyek.

- Jol van - felelnek — minden j6t neked!

Tovabb mar csak 6ten mentek tovabb.

Most a bokor mogott valami megzorren, az dgak kozott medveldnyka lesked.
Az egyik szive megdobban hirtelen, letér az utrol, és pirulva belekezd:

— Itt nekem jobb lesz... tovabb nem megyek.

- Jol van - felelnek — minden j6t neked!

Maradt még négy tovabbhaladoé.

Szomjasak lesznek, viz pedig nincsen, a pocsolyat nyaldossék szaraz nyel-
viitkkel. Varatlanul az egyik diithbe gurul:

- Elég volt ebbdl! Tovabb nem megyek!

- Jol van - felelnek — minden j6t neked!

Maradt még harom kitarto.

Mennek, mendegélnek, az tt egyre sztikebb, kozelebb és kozelebb a szaka-
dék széle. Az egyik mind kedvetlenebbiil 1épked:

-Nem birom ezt! Tovabb nem megyek!

- J6l van - ahogy akarod. Minden jét neked!

Es a csticsra csak kettd ért fel.

Osszeolelkeztek, a tavolba meredtek. Micsoda szépség! Micsoda volgyek!
Micsoda cstcsok a tavolban kérbe! Eleinte nem is akartak mozdulni onnan.
Aztan mégis az egyik szedel6dzkodni kezdett.

- Gyeriink! - mondta. - Menjiink haza!

A masik meg - ki gondolta volna:

- Tudom - biccentett —, arra van az otthonunk. De engem egyre jobban
furdal: mi van ott hatul, azok mogétt a kis hegyek mogétt... Epp csak most t4-
rult elénk ez a kép. A nagyvilagba vagyom, vissza nem megyek én.

Felalltak mindketten, hatba veregették egymast, és nekivagtak a maguk ut-
janak. Most a sajat ttjukat jarjak — de bizonyos, egészen bizonyos, hogy ujra ta-
lalkoznak, mig a vildg s hét nap.
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MATIC BACSI

Amikor Matic bacsi még fiatal volt, mindig szivesen mulatott, mindig szivesen
tancolt. Most meg — hogyan tancoljon, ha alig all a ldban? Nem, a padon l, és
a messzeségbe réved: — Oreg vagyok, 6reg — gondolja. - Ha nem lenne gitarom,
rég elfdsultam volna. Igy hat duadol, és penget valamit - igy az id6 kevésbé telik
maganyosan. Dalolgat, kozben elfelejti, aztan tjrakolti:

Felmegyek én a hegyre
él6 vizet keresve,

iszom majd egy keveset,
attol leszek eleven. ..

- Tényleg? - hangzik egyszer csak a pad aldl.

Matic bacsi lenéz, és latja, hogy a labainal egy 6reg patkany kuporog.

- A - legyint rd -, ez csak egy dal...

De a patkany egészen izgatott.

- J6, ez j6 - tapsol. - Gyeriink, gyakoroljuk be egyiitt! Még gy is, ha nem
hozunk €16 vizet — sokaknak jobb lesz az ugy. Hogy is kezd6dik?

— Felmegyek én a hegyre...

- Egyediil bar nem hagylak...
~ El6 vizet keresve...

- A kulacsom neked adva...
- Iszom majd egy keveset...
- Belemartom farkamat...

— Attdl leszek eleven...

— Szebb a vilag, boldogabb...

Enekelnek, pilinckdznak, a patkény pedig kopog és dobol a padon.

Meghallja 6ket a mezei egér.

- Zene, zene! - cincogja, és szalad, csettintget és razza a tamburinjat.

A bokorbdl kinéz a macska, aki mar néhany éve meglehetdsen elvadultan él.
Ovatosan helyet foglal, sipot vesz el6, elkezd rajta jétszani, csodaszépen, légyan,
érzéssel. Mar régota nem volt tarsasagban, itt most megvan valahogy...

A sipot meghallja a siin. Fogja a trombitét, razendit — hoho!

A trombitat meghallja a mokus. Megborzong az 6romtdl, és el6htizza 6reg
citerajat. Hogy egyediil fogjon bele? Azt nem. Ha mésok elkezdik, akkor 6 is
csatlakozik, szamoljanak vele is.

Odaszalad a kébor kutya, a fahasdbokra iil, és kibontja elhangolédott har-
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monikdjat. A hangot éppenséggel nem talalja el mindig, de ki tigyelne a kezére?
Matic bacsi biztosan nem! Egyre tobben vannak, és aki nem jatszik, az énekel.
Fénylenek a szentjanosbogarak, és az est éjjelre fordul. Osszedlelkeznek, noha
korabban nem ismerték egymast. Matic bacsi mint egy golya jarkal koztiik, és
jolelkiien bologat. Nagyon boldog minden alkalommal, amikor 6rémmel van-
nak egyiitt. — Talan utoljara - gondolja. Nem okoskodik, nem is tanit, noha 6
a legidésebb. Csak amikor a reggel szép lassan szétszorja 6ket, szélal meg:

~ Nézzétek, mindenkinek milyen jol megy. En egyediil vagyok itt, és amikor
Osszejottok. .. Szeretem a tarsasagot, na.

Aztan szétoszlanak, mindenki megy a maga dolgéra, csak a kobor kutya
nem megy sehova.

- Es te? - kérdi Matic bacsi.

- Nem tudom... Hiszen latod, egyre nehezebben jarok, igen fazom, nem
vagyok mdr fiatal...

- Maradsz? - kérdi Matic bacsi, és a kutya bdlint.

— Egyet se félj! Masképp lesz, mint eddig, hidd el - unalmas biztosan nem
lesz. Nem is tudod, hova mindenhova fogunk el menni. O, ahové csak aka-
runk!

Es elkezdték. Matic bacsi énekelt, és a kutya kisérte. Enekelni kezdtek tavoli
vidékekrol, amiket ismertek, és olyanokrdl, amelyeket még sohasem lattak.
Vitéz hostettekrél énekeltek, amivel fellelkesitették egymast. Egyiknek sincs
mar foga, mégis micsoda kalandorok!

- Ha mi nem tudjuk a vilagot jarni, a vildgot hivjuk magunkhoz - vigyoro-
dott el Matic bacsi, és lagyan pengette a gitart. - Még éliink, még itt vagyunk.

Hit ezt tudja Matic bécsi. J6l forgatja a szavakat, mindenkivel sz6t ért. Oreg
ugyan, de ellizi a maga és masok maganyat.
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Translated by Lucia Gaja Scuteri
Contact: Ig.scuteri@gmail.com

MAMMA RATTA E LA MARMELLATA

“Potrei fare la marmellata” disse mamma ratta.
“Ma prima leggici qualcosa” la pregarono i suoi piccoli.
« . . »
Potrei cucire delle tende nuove:
« . L) »
Ma prima leggici qualcosa!

“Potrei lavare le finestre”

“Ma prima leggici qualcosa.”

“E va bene, prima di tutto vi leggo qualcosa””

E lesse una lunga storia su una ratta che cercava marito alla propria figlia.

<« \ . s » . . . . .« . .

Questa ¢ proprio una bella storia” dissero i piccoli ratti “ce la leggi di nuo-
vo?”

“Domani” disse la mamma.

Cosi di giorno in giorno i piccoli ratti ascoltavano favole, vecchie e nuove.
Crebbero e la casa continuava ad essere priva di tende. Solo quando lasciarono
la tana, la mamma poté finalmente fare la sua marmellata.

E noi che continuiamo a stupirci del fatto che i ratti siano talmente intelli-
genti, che quasi nessuno li acchiappa mai.

I SETTE ORSI

“Po-po-ro-po-poooo!” suona la tromba e subito si sente lo scoppiettio di ramo-
scelli calpestati, gli uccellini scappano e i conigli battono la ritirata — perché gli
orsi, quando camminano, avanzano in diagonale.

Sette orsi, tutti e sette vicini, vanno in montagna.
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Perché?

Per vedere cosa c¢ oltre la montagna.

Il sentiero li conduce fino a una radura nel bosco, piena zeppa di fragole in-
vitanti. Il primo si china in avanti, si mette a raccoglierle e raccoglierle, gli altri
lo chiamano, ma lui ribatte:

“Qui mi piace, non vengo pili con voi.”

“Va bene” dissero “buona fortuna.”

E proseguirono solo in sei.

Lungo la riva del fiume scoprono una bella caverna. Uno vi entra, si stende
e dice:

“Come su misura. Questa sara la mia casa. Rimango qui e non vengo pill
con voi.”

“Va bene” dissero “buona fortuna.”

E proseguirono solo in cinque.

D’un tratto si sente un fruscio da un cespuglio: una giovane orsa fa capolino
da dietro i rami. All'istante uno di loro ha un tuffo al cuore, scende dal sentiero
e tutto imbarazzato comincia:

“Qui staro meglio ... non vengo pilt con voi”

“Va bene” dissero “buona fortuna.”

E rimasero in quattro intrepidi.

Gli viene sete ma acqua non ce ne sta, intingono in una pozzanghera le lin-
gue riarse. All'improvviso uno di loro si arrabbia:

“Ne ho abbastanza! Non vengo piu con voi!”

“Va bene” dissero “buona fortuna”

E rimasero ancora i tre piu determinati.

Camminano e camminano, il sentiero si fa sempre pit stretto, a poco a poco
di lato si apre un precipizio. Uno si trascina con sempre meno voglia:

“Questo non mi piace, non vengo pitt con voi.”

“Va bene — come vuoi. Buona fortuna?”

E giunsero in cima solo in due.

Si abbracciarono e contemplarono lorizzonte. Che meraviglia! Che vallate!
Che cime tutt'intorno, a perdita docchio! All'inizio quasi quasi non se ne sareb-
bero piu voluti andare da la. Ma il primo si diede un pizzicotto da solo.

“Dai” disse “torniamo indietro”

E laltro — chi l'avrebbe mai detto!

“Lo so” annuiva “li c¢ la nostra casa. Ma in testa mi risuona un tintinnio,
una domanda sempre pill insistente: cosa c¢ la dietro, 13, oltre a quelle monta-
gnole! ... Mi si sono appena aperti gli orizzonti! Non voglio tornare indietro,
io me ne vado in giro per il mondo”

Sialzarono entrambi, si salutarono e andarono ciascuno nella sua direzione.

39




. Italian

Ora entrambi proseguono, ciascuno per la propria strada, ma di sicuro si in-
contreranno di nuovo tra tre volte tre giorni.

7,10 TOBIA

Quando zio Tobia era ancora giovane, era sempre in vena di scherzi e di balli.
Ora invece ... come fa a ballare se si regge appena in piedi. No, sta seduto sulla
panchina e guarda in lontananza: “Sono vecchio, proprio vecchio!” pensa tra sé
e sé. “Se non avessi la chitarra mi sarei gia arrugginito.” Cosi invece strimpella
e borbotta e si sente meno solo.

Canticchia, dimentica subito e compone da capo:

“Andro oltre la montagna

per l'acqua miracolosa,

ne berro poca

e saro subito un po’ pit vispo ...”

“Sul serio?” si fa viva una voce da sotto la panchina.

Zio Tobia si sporge in avanti e vede che vicino alle sue gambe c’¢ accoccola-
to un vecchio ratto.

“Ah” si schermi con un gesto della mano “¢ solo una canzone ...”

Il ratto invece tutto entusiasta:

“E bella, ¢ bella” applaude “dai, proviamocela per bene insieme. Anche se
non troveremo l'acqua miracolosa, la canzone fara comunque del bene a molti.
Com’e che comincia?”

“Andro oltre la montagna ..”

“Di certo non solo”

“Per l'acqua miracolosa ...

“Tido il pentolino ... ”

“Ne berro poca ...

“Viintingo la coda ...”

“E saro subito un po’ piu vispo ...
“E il mondo sara piu bello ..”

Cantano e strimpellano e il ratto tiene il tempo tamburellando sulla panchina.

Un topolino di campagna li sente.

“Musica, musica” squittisce, e gia corre roteando e battendo sul suo tambu-
rino.
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Dal cespuglio spunta fuori un gatto che negli ultimi anni si era abbastanza
inselvatichito. Si avvicina prudentemente, tira fuori un piffero e comincia a
suonare meravigliosamente, con delicatezza e sensibilita. Da tempo non stava
in compagnia, ma qui si trova stranamente a suo agio.

Un porcospino sente il piffero. Agguanta la sua tromba e comincia a strom-
bettare - oh, oh!

Uno scoiattolo sente la tromba. E fuori di sé dalla gioia e tira fuori la sua
vecchia cetra. Da solo non si metterebbe mai a suonare, eh no, ma se comincia-
no gli altri allora di sicuro partecipera, ci si pud contare.

Accorre un cane vagabondo, si siede sulla legna e apre la sua fisarmonica
stonata. Non centra sempre le note, ma nessuno lo sta a controllare, di sicuro
non zio Tobia. Ce ne sono sempre di pit e chi non suona, canta. Si illuminano
le lucciole e la sera si fa notte. Si abbracciano con foga, anche se fino a poco pri-
ma non si conoscevano affatto. Zio Tobia va zoppicando fra tutti e annuisce bo-
nario. Ogni volta che c¢¢ di nuovo un po’ di felicita nell'aria & contentissimo.
“Forse ¢ I'ultima volta” si dice. Non fa prediche né lezioni, anche se ¢ il piu vec-
chio. Prende la parola soltanto quando il mattino pian piano li va separando
e dice loro:

“Guardate, fa piacere a tutti. Io sto sempre qui da solo e quando vi va, beh,
mi piace stare in compagnia.”

Poi si separano, ognuno va per la sua strada, solo il cane vagabondo non
accenna a muoversi.

“E tu?” gli chiede zio Tobia.

“Non so ... lo vedi anche tu che cammino con sempre piu difficolta, sono
diventato freddoloso e non sono piti giovane ...”

“Allora rimani?” chiede zio Tobia e il cane annuisce.

“Non temere. D’ora in poi sara tutto diverso, non ci annoieremo pitl, poco
ma sicuro. Ancora non sai in quanti luoghi andremo. Ooooh, ovunque vorre-
mo!”

E cominciarono. Zio Tobia cantava e il cane faceva i controcanti. Cantavano
di posti lontani che conoscevano e anche di posti che non avevano mai visto.
Cantavano di epici eroi e I'un l’altro si riscaldavano il cuore a vicenda. Entram-
bi sdentati, ma che giramondo!

“Se noi non possiamo andare in giro per il mondo, allora portiamo il mon-
do qui da noi” ridacchiava zio Tobia e strimpellava dolcemente sulla sua chitar-
ra. “Siamo ancora vivi, siamo ancora qui.”

Cosi fa zio Tobia, ci sa fare con le parole, per ognuno trova quella giusta.
E vecchio ma scaccia via la solitudine per sé e per gli altri.
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Translated by Darko Spasov
Contact: polatski@gmail.com

3a cTaopenoT WTO NPUTOTBYBAIllEe MapMaa,

- Tpeba ja HampaBaM MapMaraj — pede MajkaTa CTaoperr.

- Ho HajnpByH 1a HY TPOYNTAII HEHITO — 3aMOJIMja CTaOpYMIbaTa.

-Vl ma commjaM HOBM 3aBECH. ..

- AMa IIpBO Jja HY IPOYMTAII HEIITO.

- A ¥ Ipo30opLUTE CE 32 YNCTEIbE.

— AMa IpBO Jja HM IPOYMTAII HEIITO.

- To6po, HajIpBUH Ke YuTaMe.

W um mpoumrta efHa [ONTa IpMKasHa 3a €HA MajKa CTaopel] KOjallTo
Hapaiie MIa/jo)KeHell 3a KepKa CI.

- V6aBa mpukasHa — pekoa CTaopunmbaTa. Moxe yliiuTe egHam?

- YTpe - pede Majka UM.

Baka craopummara cexoj [ieH Clyllaa IPMKa3HM, HEKOTaIll CTapy, HO U
HoBu. [lopacHaa, a HUBHHUOT [IOM Ce YIITe HeMallle 3aBecu. Tue cu 3aMuHaa u
Majka MM KOHEYHO MO)Kelle Ja IO IPUTOTBM CBOjOT MapManaj. A Hue
OTCeKOTalll CMe Ce Uyferie KAaKO TOa CTAOPILINMTe A Ce TOJKY OMCTPH, Ta pedncn
HIKO] HUKOTAIII He MOXe fia I (ari.

CenyMm Medoun
- Ty-Ty-py-Ty-Tyyyy! — 3amea Tpybara u, eBe, [paHYMbaTa IIyKaaT, MIJICHIIATa
6eraar, a 3ajal{uTe Ce 3aTCKPUBAAT O IATOT HA MEYOLINTE.

CenyM MedoLy, CELyM COCeiM OfjaT B IVTAHUHA.
- 3omTo?
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- 3a fja BUfIaT IITO MMa 3a/] IJIAaHMHATA.

[TaToT BpBM Kpaj romocek co jarogu 1 BpoOu. IIpBMOT MedYOK Tprua mo
IUIOZIOBY 3PeJIN, APYTHUTE TO BUKAAT, a TOj BaKa MM BeJIN:

- Ocranysam osfe! Croj!

- lobpo - BpaTnja THe.

V maror ro mpogopkija lecTMIUHA Ha 6poj.

Bo 6peror oTkpuja ybaBa jama. Exnen on HMB Biie3e BHaTpe, Ci JIeTHA U
peue:

- Kako o mepxka. IIpogomxkere Bue! OBa e MojoT cBeT!

- Io6po, uMaj ybaB neH — BpaTuja Tue.

W maroT ro nmpopomKuja Imert.

OHpie 3a rpMyIIKaTa HENITO HMIYMM: €JHA M/Iaja MedyKa IOITIefIHyBa HI3
rpankute. Ha efjeH off HUB My 3aTpeIepu cplie, IIa CPaMeXINBO peve:

- Ospe ke mu 6upe nogo6po! Ilponomxkere Bue!

- Iobpo, nMaj ybaB e — BpaTuja Tue.

OcraHaa 3Ha4M Cajl YeTUPU MEUOIY OPHU.

OsxepiHea cuTe, MEBOT UM Ce HaJy, ¥ B FO/Ide I/ HATOIMja ja3MIINTe CYBH.
W enen op HUB pede B THEB:

- HosomnHo 6erre! [TpomomkeTe Bue!

- obpo, nMaj yb6aB feH — Bpatija Tue.

OcraHnaa y1re Tpojla jyHaIu.

Opar Taka, BpBaT, a TMATOT I'M BOAM Haj Kapmu Oemn. EfeH ce Beuka
1 6€3BOJIHO BeJINL:

- He mu ce gomara osa! IIpopomxeTe Bue!

- obpo, nMaj yb6aB feH — Bpatija Tue.

W o BpBOT ce Kaunja cas iBa.

Ce mperpHaa Tye 1 ornegHaa Ko mupra. Kaxsa y6asnua! Kaxsu goman!
Kaxsu nmu BpBOBM Haokony uma! Opme 6u ocranane BeyHo. Ho mpBuor ce
CemnHa:

- Ajne — pede - 1a ce BpaTuMe.

Bropuor, nax, Bparn: ,,Kaxko moxeur fa momuciuut Ha toal®

- Hobpo, Te pasbupam — KMMHa cO I7aBata. Tamy e HamuoT oM. Ho B
I7IaBa OCTaHa SBOH: LIITO IV TaMy MMa, oTajie Tue ropu... OBjie ce oTBOpu I7ef!
He ce Bpakawm, jac offaM B CBeT.

Cranaa, ce oTaIKaa 0 paMo 1 TPrHaa, ceKoj Ha cBoja cTpaHa. Cera cekoj
CIL BPBU II0 CBOjOT I1aT, HO 0e3/1pyro, 6e3pyro Habpry Ke ce CpeTHAT IaK.
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Ynyo Muuo

Kora cu 6emre ungo Mudo mMyaf, Toj cexoramr Geliie pacIioyioXXeH 3a Lilera u 3a
urpa. A JeHec — KakKo Ja TaHIlyBa, Kora easaj cron. Cu cemyt Ha KiIymaTa u
refa Bo ganmednHa: ,Crap cym, cTap” — cu Mucmn. ,Jla He Gemre rurapasa,
Jiocera Ke ce CKaMeHeB " — eTe TaKa, CU CBUPI U CI MPMOPH, 2 BpeMeTO MY BpPBI
He TO/Ky ocameHo. C11 TOTIIeBHYBA, I1a 3a60paBa IITO IIee I TaK OHOBO:

- Ke ozram B ropa,
I10 >KBa BOJIa,

Ke IMBHAM TO/ITKa,
Ke 3aMuHe 60JIKa. ..

- HaBuctuHa? - ce 3ady I1ac of of, KyIaTa.

Yuyo Muyo mornefiHa u Bujie IeKa IIpefl HO3e MY CTOM €fieH CTap CTa-
oper.

- AX 3aMaBHa, TOa € CaMo IIeCHa...

A cTaoperjoT My BpaTy Ha CTapeloT:

- To6pa e, fobpa — u o4YHa 1a pakoIUiecka. —Ajfe, Ke ja usBesxbame. U na
He JIOHeceMe >KIBa BOJIa, IIeCHaTa Ke pasBecenysa. Kako mounysa?

- Ke ofram B ropa...

— Cexkako He caM.

- ITo >xuBa BofaA...

- W nonye umam...

- Ke nmuBHaM ronTxa. ..
- Ke namoxkpam omar. ..
- Ke samune 6orka. ..

- W cuor cBer e Hal...

Cu neat, cu CBUpAT, a CTAOPELOT yAKUpa U TPOIla IO KIyIaTa.

I'm o4y nmonckoTo rysue.

- MysuKa, My3uKa — 3alJUBKyBa, I €T€ I'0, TPYa, IIyKa CO IPCTUIbATA U BPTU
majpe.

Oy rpmy1IKaTa IoIjIefHyBa MadKaTa KOjaIlTo BeKe HEKOJIKY FOJIVIHI JKIBee
BO IVBJHA. BHMMaTeTHO IpuceHyBa N0 HUB, TO Bailii CBUPYETO U 3aCBUPYBa,
IIPEKPAcHO, CO TEHOK 3BYK I cO myma. [lonro BpemMe He ce ApYyXKea, HO ce
CHaorl'a HeKaKo... Exot ro 4y cupuero. Ja ¢patu Tpybara u, 0-x0-X00, II04Ha
ma ceupu!

49

. Macedonian



. Macedonian

Bepsepuuara ja 1y tpybara. CKOKHa Off cpeKa 1 OTpda I10 CBOjaTa cTapa
1utpa. Baka Hukoraur cama off cebe He IIOYHYBA fIa CBUPM, HO Ke 3aCBUPH JIN
HEKOj, CMeTajTe Ha Hea.

JJoTpya M ImecoT CKUTHUK, CM CeHa Ha KyNOT JpBa M ja pacTerHa
xapMoHuKara. [Io6po, ogBpeMe-HaBpeMe Ke IIPeCKOKHe HeKoja AMpKa, HO KOj
ma My 3abenexn. Ungo Mudo curypro He! Ce cobpaa Bo roneM 6poj — egHn
CBUpAT, pyru neat. CBeTYNIKUTe CBETAT M KBeuepyHaTa IIPOJIO/DKIIA BO HOK.
Ce rymkaart, nako Ipef MajKy efBaj ce nosHasaa. Yn4o Muyo, max, rerabBu
Mel'y HMB 1 JOOPOJYIIHO KIMMHYBa CO IMaBaTa. Toj e ImpecpeKeH CeKoj maT
Kora Ke ce HalpaBu 3abaBa.

— Moxebu e 3a Ioc/IefieH maT — cu MUCIU. Hunro He MyzapyBa M HMKOTO
He y4u, MaKo e Hajctap. CaMo Torail, Kora yTpOTO IIOJIeKa TH pasfiefiy, pede:

- Buposte, Ha cnte Hi Gelrte y6aBo. Jac cyM OBfe caM, 11 Kora Ke BU JI0jze. ..
Ia 3HaeTe, CU CakaM ApYy>k0a.

IToTtoa ce pasoTusi0a, CEKOj IO CBOJOT IIAT, CAMO IIeCOT CKUTHMK HUKAJIE.

—-A ™1? - mpama un4o Muyo.

- He 3HaM... 1 caMMOT I7Iefall ieKa ce MOTEIIKO Ce /IBVDKAM, YeCTO MU
CTY[U, He CyM BeKe MIaf,. ..

- Ke ocranem? - mipamra unyo Mu4o, a mecot K1MMHa I71aBa.

- He mramu ce opy mumro. Ke 6upe nounaxy, Toa e cUrypHo, ama 310[€BHO
cuUrypHO HeMma fia Hi 6uae. He mMoxken fja cu mpeTcraBuiI Kajie c€ HeMa ja
opuMe. Q00, Kajie ITO Ke Imocakame!

W noynaa. Ynyo Mudo samea, a mecoT ro INpuapyKyBalle. 3ameaja 3a
TajeqHNTe MeCTa IITO IV 3Haeja M 3a TAKBUTE IITO Ce yUITe He TM Bupene. 3a
CIJIHMTe jyHAIUTBA Ileeja M CU MCKa)KyBaa npujatenctso. Obara 6e3 3a61, HO
CO aBAHTYPUCTUYKH AYX.

— AKO HIe He MOKeMe BO CBETOT, TOTAlll CBETOT Ke T'0 JoHeceMe Kaj Hac — ce
HOTCMeBHYBallle 41140 Min4o, HeXkKHO IpHKajKu Bo TuTapa. Ce yuTe cMe XUBH,
Ce yIITe CMe TYKa.

E Taka 3Hae unmyo Mwnvo. YMee co 360poBMTE U 3a CEKOro ro Haora
BucTuHCKIOT. Crap e, HO 0OcaMeHOCTa ja mobenyBa U Kaj cebe 1 Kaj Apyrure.
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L étawka dia kasd

Translated by Marlena Gruda
Contact: marlena.gruda@gmail.com

O SZCZURZYCY, CO ROBILA MARMOLADE

»Mogtabym zrobi¢ marmolad¢”, powiedziala mama szczurzyca.

»Ale najpierw co$ nam przeczytasz’, poprosily ja jej mate szczurki.

»Moglam uszy¢ nowe zastony”

»Ale najpierw co$ nam przeczytasz”.

»Moglabym umy¢ okna”.

»Ale najpierw co$ nam przeczytasz”

»Dobrze, najpierw co§ wam przeczytam”.

I przeczytata dlugg historie o szczurzycy, ktéra szukala meza dla swojej
corki.

»1a jest ladna’, powiedzialy szczurki. ,,Mozna jeszcze raz?”

»Jutro”, powiedziata mama.

I tak oto dzien w dzien szczurki stuchaly opowiesci, nowych i starych. Uro-
sty i dom nadal nie mial zaston. Odeszly i mama wreszcie mogta zrobi¢ swoja
marmolade. A my sie dziwimy, dlaczego szczury sg takie bystre, ze prawie nikt
nie moze ich ztapac.

SIEDEM NIEDZWIEDZI

»Lu-tu-ru-tu-tuuuuu!” stychac trabke i juz si¢ zaczyna, galazki pekaja, ptaszki
uciekaja, zajace si¢ rozchodza — wszem i wobec niedzwiedzie nadchodza.
Siedem niedzwiedzi, siedmiu sgsiadéw wchodzi na gore.
Po co?
Po to, zeby zobaczy¢, co jest za nig.
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Ida droga i dochodza do lesnej przesieki z kuszacymi poziomkami. Pierw-
szy sie schyla, obiera, obiera, reszta go wola, a on si¢ opiera:

»Tutaj jest mi lepiej, nie ide dalej”

»Zgoda”, powiedzieli, ,baw si¢ dobrze i szalej”

I szli dalej juz tylko w szostke.

Na zboczu odkrywajg piekna jaskinie. Jeden wchodzi do srodka, kladzie si¢
i mowi:

»Jak ulal. To bedzie mé6j dom. Tutaj zostaje, nie ide dalej”

»Zgoda”, powiedzieli, ,baw si¢ dobrze i szalej”.

I szli dalej juz tylko w piatke.

Wtem co$ zaszele$ci w krzakach: zza gatezi wyglada mloda niedzwiedzica.
Jednemu od razu serce pie$ni zaczyna wyspiewywac, schodzi z drogi i niepo-
radnie prébuje podejmowac:

»Tutaj jest mi lepiej... nie ide dalej”

»Zgoda”, powiedzieli, ,baw si¢ dobrze i szalej”.

I zostalo jeszcze czterech zapalencow.

Chce im si¢ pi¢, a wody brakuje, w kaluzy wigc suche jezyki ratuja. W koncu
jeden wybucha zdenerwowany:

»Do$¢ tego! Nie ide dalej”

»Zgoda’, powiedzieli, ,baw si¢ dobrze i szalej”.

I zostalo ich w gotowosci jeszcze trzech.

Ida, idg, droga si¢ zweza, krok po kroku zaczyna graniczy¢ z przepascia.
Jeden wlecze sie coraz bardziej niechetnie:

»lego nie lubig, nie ide dalej”

»Zgoda — jak chcesz. Baw si¢ dobrze i szalej”.

I do szczytu dotarlo tylko dwoch.

Staneli w objeciu i wbili wzrok w horyzont. Jak pigknie! Jakie doliny! Jakie
szczyty wokoto! Mogliby tam juz zostaé. Jednak pierwszy z nich sie ocknal.

»Dalej”, powiedzial, ,trzeba wraca¢ do domu”

A drugi na to - do glowy by cos$ takiego nie przyszto nikomu!

sWiem’, przytaknal, ,tam jest nasze mieszkanie. Ale co$ mi coraz glosniej
zadaje pytanie: co jest tam z tylu, za tymi gérami... Dopiero teraz widze wyraz-
nie! Nie chce wracaé, wyruszam w $wiat odwaznie”

Razem wistali, po plecach si¢ poklepali i w rézne strony skierowali. Teraz
kazdy idzie swoja droga — bez watpliwosci, bez najmniejszych watpliwosci spo-
tkaja si¢ znowu przy najblizszej sposobnosci.
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Wuj MACIE]

Gdy wuj Maciej byt jeszcze mtody, byl i do zartéw i taiica oslody. A teraz — jak
ma tanczy¢, skoro ledwo stoi. Nie, siedzi na tawce i patrzy w dal: ,,Jestem stary,
stary”, mysli sobie. Gdybym nie mial gitary, juz bym zardzewial”. A tak brzdeka
i duka - i nie jest mu tak bardzo samotnie. Pod$piewuje, potem zapomina
i znéw uktada piosenki na nowo:

,Pojde za gore,
po zdrowa wode,
troche wypije

i wnet ozyje...”

»Naprawde?” wowczas dochodzi gtos spod fawki.

Wuj Maciej spoglada i widzi, ze przy jego nogach siedzi stary szczur.

»Ach’, wzdycha, ,to tylko piosenka...”

A szczur stary skacze zaaferowany caly -

»Dobra, dobra jest”, klaszcze. ,Dalej, po¢wiczmy to. Nawet jesli nie przynie-
siemy zdrowej wody - ta dobrze pozostatym zrobi. Jak si¢ zaczyna?”

,Pojde za gore...”

»Pewnie nie sam.

,Po zdrowg wode...”

»Swoj kubek ci dam...”
»Iroche wypije...”

»Swoj ogon zwilze..”

»1 wnet ozyje...”

»1 $wiat bedzie piekniejszy...”

Spiewaja, brzdekaja, szczur stuka i uderza o tawke.

Uslyszy ja mysz polna.

»Muzyka, muzyka’, piszczy - juz biegnie, wywija i uderza w swoj tambu-
ryn.

Z gorki spoglada kot, juz kilka lat Zyjacy na dziko. Ostroznie si¢ dosiada,
wyciaga piszczalke, zapiszczy, pieknie, cienko, z wyczuciem. Jak na kogos, kto
tak dlugo nie byl w towarzystwie, calkiem niezle mu idzie...

Piszczatke ustyszy jez. Chwyta trabke, zatrabi - ojej!

Trabke uslyszy wiewidrka. Wrecz otrzasa sie ze szczeécia i wlecze swoje sta-
re cytry. Zeby zacza¢ sama, to nie, ale jeli inni zaczng, ona sie przytaczy, moga
na nig liczy¢.
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Przybiega pies wldczega, siada na pniach i rozcigga swdj rozstrojony akor-
deon. Czasem mu nie wychodzi, ale kto by mu patrzyl pod palce. Na pewno nie
wuj Maciej! Jest ich coraz wiecej i kto nie gra, ten $piewa. Swietliki rozéwietlaja
coraz glebsza noc. Wszyscy wrecz obejmuja sie, cho¢ chwile wezesniej sie nie
znali. A wuj Maciej nieudolnie przewija si¢ miedzy nimi, dobrodusznie im
przytakujac. Kazde radosne wydarzenie go zaskakuje. ,,Moze to ostatni raz’,
mysli sobie. Nie medrkuje i nie poucza, choc jest najstarszy. Tylko teraz, kiedy
rozdziela ich poranek, méwi:

»Spojrzcie, wszystkim to wychodzi na dobre. Ja jestem tutaj sam, i kiedy tyl-
ko bedziecie mieli ochote... wiecie, lubie towarzystwo”

Rozchodzg si¢, kazdy idzie w swoja strone, jedynie pies widczega nigdzie.

»A ty?” pyta go wuj Macie;j.

»Nie wiem... przeciez widzisz, coraz ciezej chodze, ciagle jest mi zimno, juz
nie jestem miody...”

»Zostajesz?” mowi wuj Maciej — i pies przytakuje.

,Iylko niczego si¢ nie boj. Bedzie tak jak wczesniej, to pewne — ale smutno
na pewno nie. Nawet nie wiesz, dokad bedziemy chodzi¢. Oooo, dokad tylko
zechcemy!”

I zaczeli. Wuj Maciej $piewal, a pies nucil. Spiewali o dalekich krainach, kté6-
re poznali i tych, ktérych jeszcze nigdy nie widzieli. Spiewali o silnych bohate-
rach, stodzac przy tym jeden drugiemu. Obaj bez zebdw, a tacy lowcy przy-
god.

»Jesli my nie mozemy i§¢ w $wiat, $wiat przyjdzie do nas’, $miat sie wuj Ma-
ciej i brzdekal miekko na gitarze. ,,Poki zyjemy, poki jestesmy tutaj”.

Tak potrafi wuj Maciej. Umiejetnie zongluje stowami i dla kazdego odpo-
wiednie wybiera. Jest stary, a samotno$¢ jemu i jego otoczeniu nie doskwiera.
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Translated by Paula Braga Simenc
Contact: bragapaula@hotmail.com

DESPRE SOBOLANITA CARE FACEA DULCEATA

»As putea sa fac dulceatd®, a zis mama sobolanita.

»Da, mai intéi, o sd ne citesti ceva®, au rugat-o sobolénitele ei.

,»As putea si cos niste perdele noi®

,»Da, mai intéi, o sd ne citesti ceva®

»As putea sa spal geamurile®

,»Da, mai intéi, o si ne citesti ceva®

,»Bine, mai intéi o sd va citesc ceva®

Si a citit o poveste lunga, despre o soboldnité care-i cauta fetei ei un sot.
,Ce poveste frumoasi’, au zis soboldnitele, ,O mai spui o data?“
»Maine a zis mama.

Si aga, in fiecare zi, sobolanitele ascultau cate o poveste noua sau veche. Au

crescut, si casa e tot fara perdele. Au plecat de acasd si, in sfarsit, mama a putut
sa facd dulceata. Iar noi ne mirdm de ce sunt soboldnitele asa de destepte incét,
aproape niciodatd, nimeni nu le poate prinde.

SAPTE URSI

»lu-tu-ru-tu-tuuuu, cantd o trompeta de se rup niste crengi, pasarile zburata-
cesc, iepurii o iau din loc - pentru ca trec ursii.

Sapte ursi, sapte vecini, se duc pe munte.
De ce?
De-aia, ca sd vada ce e dincolo de munte.
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Drumul ii duce pana intr-o poiand, unde dau de fragute. Primul se apleaci
si adung, si aduna, ceilalti il strigd, dar el le rdspunde.

»Mi-e mai bine aici, nu merg mai departe®

,»Bine i-au zis, ,petrecere frumoasa®

Sila drum au plecat sase.

La malul unei ape, dau de-o vizuina. Unul intrd in vizuind, se intinde si
zice:

,Parcd-i facutd pentru mine. Asta o sa fie casa mea. Aici rimén, nu mai
merg mai departe®

,»Bine i-au zis, ,petrecere frumoasa®

Sila drum au plecat cinci.

Deodatd, indaritul unui tufis, fosneste ceva: o ursoaica tinéra se uitd prin-
tre frunze la ei. Dintr-o datd, unuia dintre ursi incpe si-i bubuie inima-n piept,
se opreste din drum si zice cam incurcat:

,»Mi-e mai bine aici ... nu merg mai departe®.

,»Bine i-au zis, ,petrecere frumoasa®

Si-au mai rdmas doar patru pe drum.

Li se face sete, n-au apa, isi baga limbile uscate intr-o béltoacd. Nici una, nici
doud, unul dintre ei zice furios:

»Mi-ajunge! Nu merg mai departe!*

,»Bine i-au zis, ,,petrecere frumoasa®

Si-au ramas in picioare numai trei.

Merg ei ce merg, drumul se face tot mai ingust, se face poteca chiar la buza
prapastiei. Unul dintre ei merge tot mai fira chef:

»Nu pot si sufar poteca asta, nu merg mai departe®.

,Bine — cum vrei. Petrecere frumoasi!“

Tar in vérf au ajuns doar doi.

S-au luat in brate si au privit in departare. Ce mai frumusete! Ce mai vai! Ce
mai piscuri de jur imprejur! Cel mai mult le-ar plicea s nu mai plece de-aici.
Da’ ce l-o fi apucat pe primul cd a zis:

»Hai, a zis, ,,sd ne-ntoarcem®.

Celilalt parc-atat ar fi asteptat!

,»Stiu’ a incuviintat, ,,acolo-i casa noastra. Da’ un gand tot nu-mi da pace:
ce-o fiacolo, dupa dealurile alea ... De-abia acum mi s-au artat in fata ochilor!
Nu vreau sd ma-ntorc, méd duc in lume®

S-au ridicat in picioare, s-au bdtut pe umdr si-a apucat-o fiecare pe drumul
lui. Acum fiecare e pe drumul lui - dar sigur, mai mult ca sigur ci o sé se intal-
neasca iar. Peste trei zile luate cate trei.
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NEeA NELU

Pe cind era inci tanar, nea Nelu se dadea in vant sd spund glume si sd danseze.
Acum insd, cum sa mai danseze, ca de-abia se mai tine pe picioare. Nu, std pe
banci si se uita-n depdrtare: ,,Sunt batrin, batran isi zice. ,De n-as avea chita-
ra, as intepeni® Asa cd ciupeste strunele si ingana ceva si se simte mai putin sin-
gur. Incepe sa cante, intre timp uita ce-a-nceput si o ia de la capit:

»,La munte ma duc,
dupa apa fermecats,
beau doar un pic,
intineresc pe data ...“

»Serios? zice cineva de sub banca.

Nea Nelu se uita si vede ca la picioarele lui std un sobolan bétran.

»Ah dd el din man4, ,,e doar un cantec ...

Sobolanul insé e de-a dreptul vrajit.

,E frumos, frumos* si bate din palme. ,,Hai sa repetam cantecul dsta. Chiar
dacéd nu aducem apa fermecatd, o sa le placd multora. Cum e la-nceput?“

»La munte ma duc ...“
sCutinevinsieu...“
»Dupa apa fermecata ...
i dau ulcioru’ meu ...
»Beau doar un pic ...«
»Imi bag coada-n apd ...
»Intineresc pe dati ...
»Lumea-i frumoasi deodata ...

Cantd impreuna, ciupesc strunele, sobolanul bate darabana pe banca.

Un soarece de camp {i aude.

»Muzicd, muzica®, chitcaie si pe data alearga, bate si-nvarteste o tamburind.

De pe un tufis, la ei se uitd o pisicd, de cativa ani triieste asa, cam in salbé-
ticie. Se-aseazd previzitoare langa ei, isi scoate fluierul, sufla-n el asa de fru-
mos, de infocat, cu simtire. De mult n-a mai fost in tovéréasia cuiva, aici insa
parcd nu-i displace ...

Un arici aude fluierul. Insfaci trompeta si dai, si canti!

O veverita aude trompeta. O trece un fior de fericire si-si aduce vechea ei ti-
terd. Sa-nceapd de una singura, nici vorba, da’ dac-or sa-nceapa ceilalti, atunci
0 sa cante si ea, pot sd conteze pe asta.
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Pe-acolo vine alergand si un céine vagabond, se-aseaza pe o gramada de
lemne si-si trage de acordeonul lui dezacordat. N-o prea nimereste, da’ cine-o
sa stea cu ochii pe el? In niciun caz nea Nelu. S-au adunat tot mai multi si cine
nu cantd la un instrument, canta din gura. Licuricii raspandesc lumind, iar sea-
ra se lungeste pana-n noapte. Se iau in brate, cu toate ca nu e mult de cand s-au
cunoscut. Intre ei, nea Nelu umbli sontac-sontac si di din cap multumit. E pes-
te masura de fericit de céte ori bucuria isi face aparitia. ,,Poate e ultima data isi
zice. Cu toate cd e cel mai bétran dintre ei, nu stie vorbe intelepte, nici n-are ce
sa-i invete.

Dar atunci cand zorii ii despart incetul cu incetul, le zice:

»Vedeti, tuturor v-a placut. Eu sunt aici singur, daca aveti chef ... ei, imi pla-
ce tovardsia voastra®

Pe urmai se despart, fiecare o ia pe drumul lui, numai céinele vagabond
nu se duce nicdieri.

,Si tu? il intreaba nea Nelu.

»Nu stiu ... vezi tu, umblu tot mai greu, ma ia mereu cu frig, nu mai sunt
tandr ...

»Ramai?* zice nea Nelu, iar cdinele da din cap a incuviintare.

»5a nu-ti fie teamd. O sa fie altfel decét a fost pAnd acum, asta-i sigur, da’ tot
asa de sigur e ca n-o sd ne plictisim. Nici nu stii pe unde-o sa umbldm. Ooo,
unde o sa ne pofteascd inima!“

Si-au inceput. Nea Nelu a-nceput sa cante, iar cainele i tinea isonul. Cantau
despre locurile indepartate unde fusesra odatd si despre cele pe care nu le vazu-
serd niciodatd. Cantau impreund despre fapte de vitejie si se complimentau
unul pe celdlalt. Améndoi fara dinti, da’ ce mai aventurieri!

,Daca noi nu ne putem duce in lume, atunci chemam lumea la noi,“ a zdm-
bit nea Nelu si a ciupit usurel strunele chitarei. ,,Suntem incé in viatd, suntem
aici®

Asta-i nea Nelu. Mereu se pricepe la cuvinte, mereu il giseste pe cel potrivit.
E batrén, dar cu el nimeni nu suferd de singuratate.
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Translated by Aleksandra Krasovets
Contact: aleksandrakrasovec@yahoo.com

IIpo xpbIcy, KOTOpas Bapuaa BapeHbe

«He cBapuTb 11 MHe BapeHbe», — CKasaja MaMa-Kpblca.

«Ho cnepBa TbI 4TO-HMOYIDb IIPOYNTACIIbY, — HAYa/IM IPOCUTH €¢ Ma/IeHb-
K€ KpbICATA.

«He cunThb 111 MHe HOBBIE 3aHABECKI».

«Ho criepBa Tbl 4TO-HMOYAD IIPOUNTACIID.

«He moMBbITh 11 MHE OKHa».

«Ho criepBa TbI 4TO-HMOYAb IIPOYNTACIID.

«Xopo1o, criepsa st YTO-HUOY/Ab IIPOUUTAIO».

W ona mpounTana JJIMHHYIO UCTOPUIO O KpbICe, KOTOpas JMCKaJa KeHMXa
IJISL CBOEVI TOUKMU.

«KpacuBas nctopus, — ckasany KpbIcATa, — A MOXKHO ellle pa3?»

«3aBTpa», — CKa3ajia MaMa.

Tax KpbIcATa 130 JHA B [IeHb C/IYLIAIN PAaCcCcKas3bl, HOBbIE U cTapble. OHMI
BBIPOC/IN, @ B JOME JI0 CUX IOp He ObUIO 3aHaBeCOK. OHM YUUIM M3 [JOMA, U
MaMa HaKOHEI-TO CMOIJIa CBapUTh BapeHbe. A MBI BCE YIMBIAEMCS, II0YEMY
KPBICBI TaK1ie COOOPa3UTeIbHBIE, YTO UX ITOYTHU HUKTO HUKOT/A He MOYKET ITOJi-
MarTb.

Cemb MenBeen
«Ty-ty-py-Ty-Tyyyy!» — Hoet Tpy6a 1 BOT y»e TpeIar BeTKM, ITUIKI pasjie-

TAIOTCs B CTOPOHBI, 3aIlbl YOEraloT, TaK KaK Mef[Befu MAYT ¥ He CMOTPAIT,
KyZla CTYIAIOT.
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CeMb MeiBefiell, ceMb cocefiell IaraioT B Topy.

3auem?

A 4TO6BI IOCMOTPETH, YTO 32 Hell.

Jlopora BefieT X Ha TO/IAHY B 71eCy, YCeAHHYIO 3eM/IAHMKOI. [lepBbIit Ha-
rubaetcs, cobupaet U cobMpaeT, ero 30ByT, @ OH UM OTBEYAET:

«MHe TyT X0pOIlO, He IOy Ja/lbIIe ».

«OTIMYHO, — CKa3aim, — OCTaBAIICs, TTOKa».

W panbpiie B JOPOTy MX IOIIO TONBKO HIECTb.

ITemepa B ckane BcTpeyaeTca uM. OfuH UfieT BHYTPb, YKe OH PeInI:

«Touno 1o pocty. Bor gom mst mensA. JJoBonbHO Joporyu, He MOMAY Ha-
bIIE A».

«OTIMYHO, — CKasaan, — OCTaBaliCs, ITOKa».

W panpie B JOPOTY MX HAIIPaBUIOCH IIATD.

Brapyr 1ryM HeM3BeCTHBII B KyCTax pasfjaeTcs: MOIOAAsl MeBeaN1a TyKa-
BO cMeeTcst. OfyH 13 MeIBEeil TYT JKe CpaXkKeH, CXOQUT C MyTH U 60PMOYeT,
CMYILIEH:

«MHe XopouIO TYT... He Uy abIle ».

«OTINYHO, — CKa3ayiu, — OCTaBAIICs, TTOKa».

YeTpIpe yIOPHBIX CMENIO LN B ITyTh.

Bopyr nuTb 3aX0Te/10Ch, HETY BOAIbL, B Ty>KJ MAaKalOT OHI sA3bIKM. OI1H 13
MefiBefiell He Ha ITYTKY CTas 307

«XBaTut ¢ Mensa! He uny nanbie a!»

«OTMMYHO, — CKasaju, — OCTaBaICs, TTOKa».

HlaraTe npopo/Kamu ele TOIbKO TPoe.

XopsAT U XOfAT, TPOIMHKA BCE yXKe, OCTA/IOCh HEMHOTO, 1 OyaeT oOpbIB.
W cTpax Bce cloXKHee CKpbIBAeT OJVH:

«He HpaBUTCA MHE 3TO, He UAY AasIblIIe S».

«YTo ke, kak xouelrb. OcTaBacs, mokal».

W Ha BepIINHY NOAHAINCD INIID IBA.

OO6HsIUCh, CMOTpENN B anbHMe famu. Bor kpacora-to! Kakue gonnHer,
xo7msl u nosrst! Tak 65l cTostu 3ech u m6oBamich. Ho mepBelil O4HyICS.

«ITocmymait, — ckasan oH, — Hasaj HaM IIopa».

Bropoii sxe kak-0ynT0o roToBII OTBET!

«CornaceH, — KMBHYII OH, — y CBOUX — xopouro. Ho a1 ce6s 51 HUKaK He
pely: 4To TaM 32 HUMH, 32 BEPIIMHAMY TOPHBIMMU. .. [OpPM3OHT TONBKO-TONBKO
OTKPBIICSA, BO3BPAIIaTbCA JJOMON He BIDKY A CMBIC/IA, JOPOTra BENET MEHA B
CBET».

OHU HOAHSAINCD, JTATIbI TOXKAIH 1 Pa3OLUIINCh. KaXKIbIil TPONNHKY BbIOpa
CBOIO, HO 6€3 KaKOro-1m60 COMHEHN [0 MCTeYEeHN M LO/DKHOTO BpEMEHM [Ty Th
X CHOBA CBeJIET.
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Ien MartBeit

Korpa nen Matseit ObU1 elije MOJIOIBIM, TO JIFOOWMI IIOMIYTUTh U IIOIUIACATD. A
TeIleph KaKie IUIICKY, HOTY COBCeM YiKe He Te. HeT, OH cupuT Ha jaBOYKe 1
cMoTpuT B fasb: «CTapblil s, cTapblii», — gymaet npo cebs. «He Gynp y mens
TUTAPBL, Y>Ke BeChb ObI 3aiepeBeHes». V BOT OH OpeHYnT Ha rutape, 6opModer
4TO-TO cebe mof; HoC — BpeMst 6exxnT HezaMmeTHee. HameBaer, Ty T >ke 3abbiBa-
€T, 4TO CIIeJ, U Y)Ke COYMHSET HOBOE:

«TponmHka BbeTcs 3a TOpOIL,
a TaM pydeii ¢ )XMBOI BOJIOI,
A HEMHOXXEUKO I0MbIO,

UL CUJL TYT e Habepy...»

«IIpaBpa?», — pasgaeTcs B TOT )Ke MOMEHT T'OJI0C U3-TIOf] JTABKI.

Jen MarBeli TOBOpaunBaeT rOIOBY U BUJMT, YTO y €T0 HOT CUJMT CTapas
KphbIca.

«AX, — MaxaeT OH PYKOJf, — 3TO BCETO JIUILb IECHA. ..»

Kppica He CKpBIBaeT CBO€ BOOJIyLIEB/IEHNE:

«Xopouras, Xopolas IeCHs», — X/IOIaeT OHa JlalKaMu. «[laBait pernern-
poBartb. [laxke ecy >KMBOI BOABI HAM He JJOCTATb, 9Ta MeCHs OyJeT MHOTUM
nonesHa. Kak TaMm oHa y>Xe HauMHaeTCA?»

«TpormHKa BbeTCs 3a TOPOIL. .. »
«Jlef 3HaeT TOYHO MyTh...»

«A TaM pyueil ¢ XX1BOIt BOLIOIL. ..»
«Jopiroyek He 3a0ygb. ..»

«$1 HeMHOXEUKO IMOTbIO. .. »

«Hwu kannm He niponeit. ..»

«M cun TyT e Habepy...»
«KusHb cTaHeT Beceneil...»

[Torot, OpeHyaT, Kpbica Kax 1o bapabany oTémBaeT put™ 06 IaBKy.

Yermpllana ux HojeBast MbIIIb.

«Mys3bIKa, My3bIKa», — IIMIINUT OHA U YKe OeXMNT, yaapsAd B CBOiT 6y6eH.

VI3 KycTa BBII/LIZIBIBAET KOLIKA, KOTOPAst y>Ke HECKOIBKO JIET SKMBET caMa
1o cebe. OCTOPOXXHO MPUCAKMBAETCS PSIIOM, JOCTAET POXKOK, HAUMHAET AY-
JieTh, 3aMevaTebHO, TOHKO, ¢ 4yBcTBOM. OHa yKe IaBHO He ObUIa B KOMITA-
HIY, 371€Ch €Il HeIIOXO. ..

Poxxok crbImnT €. XBaraeT cBO TpyOy, fia Kak 3aTpyout — Hy u Hy!
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Tpy6y cnbint 6enka. BHe ce6s 0T c4acTbsA TAIMT ¢ cO60IT CBOM CTapble
rycnu. ITepBoit oHa HaYMHATH He OyfeT, BOT Y>K HETYIIKHY, HO, €C/IX KTO IPYToil
3a/jaeT TaKT, TO OHA C yOBONbCTBUEM IIPMCOEMHUTCS, MOKHO Ha Hee paccun-
TBIBATh.

[Tpuberaer 6ponsaumii mec, cafuTCs Ha IOJIEHHMIY ¥ pacTATMBaeT MeXa
CBOEJl pacCTPOEHHOI TapMOLIKY. B HOTBI OH He Bcerja IonajiaeT, HO HUKTO
ero B 9TOM KOpUTb He OymeT. Yk TouHO He fen Marseit! Vx Bce 6osmbiie n
6o7Iblile, KTO He UTPaeT, TOT IMoeT. CBeT/IIUYKY 3KIINCh, U Bedep [IePEeXOfUT B
HOub. Bce 06HMMAIOTCS, XOTh 11 3HAKOMBI COBCeM HeflaBHO. [leq; MaTBelt KOBbI-
€T MEeXIY HYMY U JOOPOIYILIHO IOKauMBaeT ronosoit. Kaxplit pas, korma
CIy4aeTcs Kakoe-HUOY[b Becesbe, OH HeOOBIKHOBEHHO pajl. «A BAPYT B IO-
CTIeIHMI pa3», — 3aKpafibIBaeTCs K HeMy MbIC/Ib. He yMHUYaeT 1 HMKOTO He
IIOy4aeT, XOTb OH M CTaplle BceX. JIMIIb TOIZa, KOTAa yTPO HaYMHAET MOTH-
XOHbKY HaMeKaTb Ha TO, YTO IIopa y>Ke U/TI IO JoMaM, fief, MaTBell UM roso-
pur:

«CMOTpMTE, KaK HaM BceM ObIIo Xopomro. S TyT ofuH, U, ecnu KoMy 3aXo0-
YeTcs... S BCera paj o0IecTBY».

Bce pacxomsiTcst, KX AbIil MIeT B CBOIO CTOPOHY, TOIBKO OPOATUNMIL IIeC He
IOBUTAETCA C MECTa.

«A TBI 4TO 5Ke?», — CHpalINBaeT ero aef MaTseii.

«He sHato... BUAMIIb /U, JTAIIbI MOV COBCEM MEHs He JIepKat, KOCTSM 35106-
KO, CTapblil 5 CTasl...»

«OcraHembcs?», — TOBOPUT Aefi MatBeil, Iiec KMBAeT B OTBET.

«Tp1 TIaBHOE HMYero He 6otica. Bee 6ymeT kak paHblle, HO CKyJaTh HaM
y>Ke TOYHO He IpupeTcst. Tl U MPeACTaBUTD cebe He MOXKelllb, Kyfia MBI C TO-
601t otipaBuMcs. O, fa Ky#a TONMbKO 3aX0TUM!»

W naganoce. [lex Marseit 1en, a rec eMy noguesai. Ilen onn o ganexknx
Kpasix, O TeX, KOTOpble BUJIENN, U O TeX, B KOTOPhIX HUKOTI/A He ObiBau. [Temn
0 6O/IBIINX IIOfIBUTAX, COrpeBas ApyT Apyry ayury. Oba 6e3 3y60B, HO 3aTO Ka-
KIie JII0OUTeNN IPUKITIOIEHNIL.

«Pas y>X MbI He MO>KEM OTIPABUTHCS B Iy TELIECTBIE [0 OETIOMY CBETY, TO
II030BeM €ro K HaM», — MOAIIYIuBaI gef MarBeii U JIerOHbKO OpeHda Ha T1-
Tape. «MBbI elle )XMBbI, MBI €1I1e 3/1eCh».

Bor Takoit oH, gex Matseil. YMeeT Hogo6paTh C/I0Ba, 1A KaXKIOTO HalijjeT
TO, camoe Hy>kHoe. CTapblil y>Ke, HUKOMY He IaeT CKY4aTb B O[UHOYECTBeE.
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Konblbenbka gnascex

Translated by Nadezda Starikova
Contact: nstarikova@mail.ru

IIpo xpbIcy, KOTOpas Bapuaa BapeHbe

«$I 6bI cBapuiIa BapeHbe», — CKa3ajaa MaMa-KpbIca.
«CHayasma mounTain», — MOIPOCHIN €€ MaJIeHbKIe KPBICATA.

«S1 6Bl cIIMTa HOBBIE 3aHABECKII».

«CHayvasia Io4nTait».

«S] GBI TOMBITIA OKHAY.

«CHayasia o4nTait».

«Xopo1o, CHa4yasa MOYNUTAI0».

W ona mpounTana IIMHHBINA paccKa3 0 KpbIce, KOTOpas MCKaa CBOeil 0-
Yepy >KeHuXa.

«Xopommii pacckas, — cKazaan KpbIcsATa, — MoxHO elrje pas?»

«3aBTpa», — OTBETUIA MaMa.

Tak KpbIcATa M30 IHA B JIeHb CIyLIANM PaccKasbl, HOBbIe U cTapble. OHM
BBIPOC/IM, @ 3aHABECOK B JIOM€ TaK UM He MoABUIOCh. OHM yIIIM U3 OMa, 1
MaMa, HaKOHel], CMOITIa CBapUTb CBOE BapeHbe. A MBI BCe Y/IUB/IAEMCH, II0Ye-
MY KPBICBI TaKye IIyCTPbIE, YTO X HUKTO IOMMaTh HE MOXKET.

Cemb MenBemen

«Ty-Ty-py-Ty-TYyy!», — moet Tpyba 1 BOT y>e BEeTKM Tpellar, ITUIIbI JITAT,
3aiiIIbl YAUPAIOT — 9TO MeIBEHY ULYT IypbOOIL.

Cemb MefiBefieit, ceMb cocefiell B30MPaloTCs Ha ropy.

3auem?

YT0o6BI YBUIETD, YTO 32 HEll.
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Tpomna BemeT UX K 7IeCHOI IIpOCEKe, I7ie TTOTHO 3eM/LIHMKN. [lepBblit Mei-
Beflb HarnbaeTcs1, HaYMHALT COOMPATD SATOMIBI, OCTA/IBHbIE €T0 OK/INKAIOT, a OH
YIPAMUTHCA:

«MHe 1 37ech XOpO1IO, He MOy JJa/lbley.

«YT0 3K, — CKa3anyu OCTalbHble, — BCETO XOPOLIETO».

W ornipaBuINCh Janplie BIIECTEPOM.

[Nonanace MM Ha MyTH YIOTHas Ielliepa. 3ajie3 B Hee NPYToil MeIBeNb, JIeT
Y TOBOPUT:

«TouHo 10 pasmepy. 1o OyAET MO JOM. 31eCh OCTAHYCh, Ja/IblIe He MOJi-
oy».

«YT0 3K, — CKa3anyu OCTalbHble, — BCETO XOPOLIETO».

W monnn panblie BIATEPOM.

Tyt B KycTax 3amrymeno: MOIOfas MeIBeNMla BBIIIAHY/IA U3-32 BETBEIL.
Y opHOTO MefIBeNA eKHYIIO Cepplle, OH CBEPHYII C TPOIIbI U 3aMAJICA:

«Mmne 3fech ny4iue... S fanpuie He monmy».

«9T0 X, — CKasalu OCTaabHbIe, — BCETO XOPOILIETO».

W ocranoch KX 4eTBEpPO YHOPHBIX.

[Iutp X04eTcs, BOABI HET, CYXMMIU A3BIKAMU CKpeOyT MefBenl IO JIy>Ke.
OpuH BOPYT KaK paccepAnTC:

«Bce, xBatut! JJaspiie He moipy!»

«1T0 X, — CKasa/lu OCTabHble, — BCETO XOPOLIETO».

Tak ux ocTanoch Tpoe CaMbIX CTOMKMX.

VIpyT, MpyT, Tpoma Bce yKe, Blepenu oOpbiB. OOVH MelBenb IUIETETCA
C HEOXOTOI:

«MHe TaKk He HPaBUTbCS, Jajibllle He oAy ».

«YT0 X, KaK X0uelllb, BCETO XOPOLIEro».

U mo BepIIuHLI OOPANIOCh TOTHKO [IBOE.

Onn 06HANCH U OrIAfenych BOKpyT. Kakas kpacora! Kaxie gonmnusi! Ka-
K11e BepIIMHbI BOKpYT! Xopolo, 4To oHN He cBepHynu ¢ mytn. Ho TyT ogun
caM ce6s YIUITHYIL

«[laBail BepHEMCS», — CKa3aJl OH.

A ppyroit 1 ToBOPUT (KTO OBI MOT 3TOTO OXWAATD): «3HAI0, TYT MBI JOMA.
Ho y MeHs B ronoBe Bce BEPTUTCA ¥ BEPTUTCA: YTO TaM 33 STUMMU TOPaMI ...
Eme uyTh-uyTh 1 6yAeT BusHO. He X0uy 51 06paTHO, IOVIY Aa/bllle MUpP CMO-
TPETb».

OHI TOFHANNCD, HOTPEIaN APYT APYTa 10 TJIeYY ¥ ITOBEPHY/IN KasKIbIi
B CBOIO CTOpOHY. KaX/Iblil IOIIeNT CBOEI TOPOTOJi — HO OHM HeIIPEeMEHHO, 004-
3aTe/IbHO CHOBA BCTPETATCS, CKOPO BCTPETATCS, COBCEM CKOPO.
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Hen noxuBy fo cra et

Korga fmen JoXXuBy O CTa €T OBIT ellje MOJIOf, OH JII0OMI UIYTUTh U TaHIe-
BaTh. A Tellepb — KaKJie TaM TaHIIbl, OH e/jBa Ha HOTaX CTOUT. Teriepb OH CUANT
Ha CKaMeViKe I CMOTPUT Bab: «Crapblii 5, CTapblil», — fymaeT oH. «Eci 651
He TUTapa, 51 ObI COBCEM OKOCTEHEM». A TaK MOOPEHUINUT U IOMYpIbIdeT cebe
I0J], HOC, IVIAMMIND, ¥ He TaK OOUMHOKO. IIoeT, IOTOM 3a0bIBaeT, YTO IIeT U CO-
YMHsET 3aHOBO:

«Iloiimy 4 3a ropy,
3a Boguiiel >KBOIA,
[Tompio ee BBOIIO,
M BMuUr 0XXusy...»

W TyT u3-mop ckaMeliku pas3fanoch: «B camoM fene?»

mer JloXuBy [0 CTa JIeT CMOTPUT — BO3JI€ €r0 HOT CUAMT CTapas Kpblca.

«ITO K€, — BOCKIMKHY/I OH, 3aMaXHYBIUIVCb, — IPOCTO MECHA...»

A KpbpIca C BOCTOPIOM KaK 3aKpUYNT:

«Xoporas, IecHsi, Xopolast, — ¥ X/I0IaeT B aagomn. — JlaBait monpooy-
eM BMecTe. [laxke ec/iut He IIpMHECEM >KIMBOIL BOABI — CJie/laeM MHOTUM IIPUAT-
Ho. Kak HaunmHaeTcs?»

«Ilotimy 4 3a ropy...»

«Vpu ve oguH. . .»

«3a Boguielt )KMBOIL. . .»

«B03bMM MOJI KYBIIUH. ..»

«ITombio ee BBOJIO. ..»

«CBOI1 XBOCT HAMOYY...»

«VI BMUT OXXUBY...»

«VI Bce B 3TOM MUp€ CTaHET MHE IO IIJIeYy...»

VI cTany oHM BMecTe TI€Th, TPEHbKATD, a KpbIca ellje 1 6apabaHnTh IO CKa-
MelKe.

W ycnplana ux moneBas MbIIIb.

«My3sbIKa, My3bIKkal», — 3aBM3Kaja MBIb U HMOOeXasa, IOCTYKUBas B
cBoIt 6y6eH.

VI3 XycTOB BBIT/IIHY/IA KOLIKA, JABHO JKMBYIIAs B jTecy cama o cebe. Ona
OCTOPOXKHO TIpMCeNIa, JOCTana JyAIouKy 1 3ajy/iesla HeXKHO, TOHEHDKO, C YyB-
cTBOM. [IaBHO OHa He OblIa B KOMIIAHUY, & TYT TaKOe IIPOMCXOANT ...

Iynouky yenpian exx. OH cxBaTui Tpy6y, fa Kak 3aTpyour!
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Tpy6y ycnbimana 6enka. OHa Tak M 3aTpACTIACh OT CYACTbA ¥ BBITAINIA
cou crapsie rycmu. Cama 6b1 6e/1ka HMKOTTa He Havaja UTpaTh, HO pas 3an-
Tpaji fpyrie, IodeMy OBl He IPMCOENMHUTBCS, IYCTh I Ha Hee pacCYUThIBA-
1oT. TyT u 6popsauniit Iec IPUKOBBIIA, Cell Ha CYYbs U pasBepHY/ CBOIO pac-
CTPOEHHYIO rapMoIIKy. [1o kaBuiam, mpaByia, OH IONAfiaI He BCETNIa, HO KTO
OyneT cnennTh 3a ero mamamu? fef JoXXMBY o CTa JIeT TOYHO He Oymet! A 3Be-
peit Bce 6OsbIIle, KTO He UTPAET, TOT oeT. CBET/IAYKI CBETSAT, Beuep Hepexo-
IUT B HOUb. Bce 6pocatoTcst [PYT APYTy B OODBATHSL, XOTS PAaHbLIE Y 3HAKOMBI-
TO He 6prm. [len [JoXXMBY [0 CTa JIeT KOBBUIAET MEXAY TOCTEN U ZOOPOAYIIHO
knBaeT. KaXziplil pas, Koria CHOBa IIPUXOUT Becerbe, CTApUK cYacTIuB. «Mo-
JKeT, 3TO B OC/IeTHNIT pa3», — fyMaeT oH. OH He MY[PCTBYeT I He IIOyYaeT,
XOTs M CaMblil CTapblil. A, IPOBOXKas BCEX yTPOM, TOBOPHT:

«YTO0 X, BCeM MOHPABWIOCD. S 37ech, 1 KOTa 3aXOTUTE. .. CTIOBOM, A JIIO-
67110 XOPOIIYI0 KOMITAHIIOY.

[ToToM Bce pacxXopsaTcsi, KaKADIL UAET CBOEIT ZOPOTOiL, TOMBKO OpoasiueMy
TICY HeKy/a AT,

«A TpI?», — CIIpalIuBaer Jiefl.

«He 3Haw, ... BUAMIIb, XOOUTb MHE TPYZHO, MEHs 3HOOUT, 5 YK He MO-
JIOT...»

«OcTaHembcaA?», — mpennaraet fef Jo>XX1MBY IO cTa JIeT U 11eC KMBaeT.

«Hwuvero He 6oiics. Bce 6ymer kak paHblile, TONMBKO CKYYHO He OV7eT.
W 3naemnb, kyfa Mbl noiinem? Kyza Tonbko saxotum!»

W navanocs! lex JTo>XxuBy [0 cTa JIeT Iel, a 1ec eMy nopnesan. Oy menu o
TATbHMX KPasAX, KOTOPbIE 3HAMM, U O TeX, KOTOPBIX HUKOTAA He Bupemu. O repoii-
CKMX IIOJJBUTAX IIe/IY OHM, O TIOfIBUTAX, COTpeBaroIuX Ay, CTapuk 1 rec — fiBa
0e33y06bIX MCKaTeIs IPUKTIOYEHIIL.

«Ec/mu MBI He MO>KeM TIOTIacTh B MUP, MBI I030BEM MU K cebe», — YXMBIIb-
HYJICS ief], MATKO TPeHbKas Ha TuTape. « MBI ellje )XKIBBI, MbI ellje 31eCh».

Bot Taxkoit oH, fien [JoXXUBY Ho cTa 7eT. SI3bIK y Hero mojBelleH, OH I
Ka)XJIOTO HajlleT Hy>KHOe /10BO. XOTb M CTapMK, a CKy4aTb He laeT HU cebe,
HU IPYTUM.

66



Translated by Dragana Bojani¢ Tijardovi¢
Contact: d.b.t@sbb.rs

O PACOVKI KOJA JE PRAVILA PEKMEZ

»Mogla bih da napravim pekmez«, re¢e mama pacovka.

»Najpre nam nesto procitaj«, molili su mali pacovi.

»Mogla bih da sasijem novu zavesu.«

»Najpre nam nesto procitaj.«

»Mogla bih da operem prozore.«

»Najpre nam nesto procitaj.«

»Dobro, najpre ¢u vam nesto procitati.«

Pro¢itala im je dugacku pricu o pacovki koja je trazila mladoZenju za svoju
¢erku.

»Ovo je lepa prica«, rekose mali pacovi. »Mozes li jo$ jednom da nam je
procitas?«

»Sutra«, reCe mama.

Tako su mali pacovi svakog dana slusali price, nove i stare. Oni su porasli, a
kuc¢a ostade bez zavesa. Pacovi odose, i mama je konacno mogla da napravi
pekmez. A mi se ¢udimo §to su pacovi tako bistri, pa skoro niko ne moze da ih
uhvati.

SEDAM MEDVEDA

»Tu-tu-ru-tu-tuuuul« svira truba i ve¢ grancice pucaju, pticice beze, zecevi se
povlace - jer dolaze medvedi i gaze sve pred sobom.

Sedam medveda, sedam suseda ide u planinu.

Zasto?
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Zato da vide $ta se krije iza nje.

Put ih dovodi do ¢istine u $umi, na kojoj rastu jagode. Prvi medved se sa-
gne, bere, bere, ostali ga zovu, a on odgovara:

»Ovde mi je bolje, ne¢u da idem dalje.«

»Dobro«, rekose, »lepo se provedi.«

Put nastavise samo njih $estorica.

U brdu pronadose lepu $pilju. Jedan ude, legne i rece:

»Kao po meri. Ovo ¢e biti moj dom. Ovde ostajem i ne¢u da idem dalje.«

»Dobro«, rekose, »lepo se provedi.«

Put nastavi$e samo njih petorica.

Onda iza grmlja nesto $usnu: mlada medvedica proviri kroz granje. Jednom
medvedu u trenutku zaigra srce, on skrene s puta i zbunjeno rece:

»Ovde ¢e mi biti bolje..., ne¢u da idem dalje.«

»Dobro«, rekose, »lepo se provedi.«

Ostados$e samo njih ¢etvorica upornih.

Osetise zed, a vode nema, suve jezike umacu u baru. Onda se jedan iz ¢ista
mira naljuti:

»Dosta mi je toga! Necu da idem dalje.«

»Dobro«, rekose, »lepo se provedi.«

Ostadose jos trojica nepokolebljivih.

Hodaju, hodaju, put je sve uzi, malo po malo, pa grani¢i s provalijom.

Jedan od njih se sve teze vuce:

»Ne volim ovo, ne¢u da idem dalje.«

»Dobro - kako hoces. Lepo se provedil«

I do vrha stigo$e samo dvojica.

Zagrlise se i zagledase se u daljinu. Kakva lepota! Kakve doline! Kakve pla-
nine svud oko njih! Najpre uopste nisu Zeleli da nastave svoj put. Ali prvi med-
ved sam sebe ustinu.

»Hajde«, rece, »treba da se vratimo.«

A drugi - ko bi samo tako nesto ocekivao!

»Znamg, klimnu on glavom, »tamo je na§ dom. Mada mi u glavi sve vise
zvoni: $ta je tamo, iza onih brdasaca... Tek se sad pogled otvorio! Nec¢u da se
vratim, ja kre¢em u svet.«

Zajedno ustadose, potapsase se po ramenu i svako svojim putem krenuse.

Sad svako od njih ide svojim putem - ali sigurno, sasvim sigurno, oni ¢e se
opet sresti kroz tri puta tri dana.
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STRIC MATIC

Kad stric Matic bese jo§ mlad, uvek be$e spreman da se nasali i da zaigra. A
sad — kako da igra kad jedva stoji na nogama? U stvari, sedi na klupi, zagledan
u daljinu: »Ostario sam, ostario«, misli on. »Da nema gitare, ve¢ bih se pretvo-
rio u drvo.« Ovako, svira i mrmlja - a vreme je podnosljivije. Pevusi, usput za-
boravlja i ponovo sklapa stihove:

»U brda ¢u podi
po Zivu vodu,
srknuc¢u gutljaj

i mladi ¢u dodi...«

»Stvarno?« ¢uje se glas ispod klupe.

Stric Matic pogleda i vidi da pored njegove noge ¢udi stari pacov.

»Ah«, odmahne rukom, »to je samo pesma...«

Ali pacov je odusevljen.

»Dobra je, dobra«, odusevljeno tapse. »Hajde, to ¢emo uvezbati. Iako ne do-
nesemo zivu vodu - pesma ¢e mnogima prijati. Kako pocinje?«

»U brda ¢u podi...«
»Sigurno neces i¢i sam.«
»Po zivu vodu...«

»Da ti svoje lonce dam.«
»Srknucu gutljaj...«
»Umocicu svoj rep.«

»I mladi ¢u dodi...«

»I bi¢u lep...«

Pevaju, sviraju, a pacov kucka i udara po klupi.

Cuje ih poljski mis.

»Muzika, muzikag, cvili on - tr¢i, tapse i udara o svoje daire.

Iz grmlja proviri macka koja ve¢ nekoliko godina Zivi prili¢no divlje. Oprez-
no dode i sede, izvuce sviralu, zasvira, prekrasno, tankim zvukom, osecajno.
Dugo vec nije bila u drustvu, ali ovde ipak nekako ide...

Sviralu ¢u jez. Zgrabi trubu, zatrubi - joj!

Trubu ¢uje veverica. Drhti od srece i donese svoje stare citre. Nece da po¢ne
sama, ali ako drugi po¢nu, onda prilazi, moze se ra¢unati na nju.

Dotr¢i pas lutalica, sede na drva i razvuce svoju rastimovanu harmoniku.
Ne pogada uvek, ali ko da mu gleda u prste. Stric Matic sigurno nije taj! Sve ih
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je viSe, a ko ne svira, taj peva. Svici svetle, a vece prelazi u no¢. Grle se, iako se
do malopre nisu ni poznavali. A stric Matic nespretno hoda izmedu njih i do-
brodusno klima glavom. Svaki put kad se veselo drustvo opet okupi, on je pre-
sre¢an. »Mozda je ovo poslednji put«, misli on. Ne mudruje mnogo i ne deli sa-
vete, iako je najstariji. Samo ujutro, kad se svi polako razilaze, on im kaze:

»Eto, svima nam je prijalo. Ja sam ovde sam, pa ako vas povuce... ja volim
drustvo.«

Onda se razidu, svako na svoju stranu, samo pas lutalica nikud ne ide.

»A ti%« pita ga stric Matic.

»Ne znam... vidi§ da sve teze hodam, ¢esto mi je hladno, nisam vise
mlad...«

»Ostajes?« pita stric Matic — a pas potvrdno klimne glavom.

»Nemoj nista da brines. Bi¢e druk¢ije nego do sada, to je sigurno - ali dosa-
dno sigurno nece biti. Ne znas$ jos gde ¢emo sve i¢i. Gde god pozelimo!«

I krenuse. Stric Matic je pevao, a pas ga je pevusedi pratio. Pevase o dalekim
mestima koja su poznavali, i o onima koja nikada videli nisu. O silnim podvi-
zima pevali su i jedan drugome grejali dusu. Obojica bez zuba, ali pravi pusto-
lovi.

»Ako nas dvojica ne mozemo da odemo u svet, dozva¢emo svet kod nas,
$aljivo rece stric Matic, meko svirajudi gitaru. »Jo§ smo Zivi, jo§ smo tu.«

Tako ume stric Matic. Dobro barata re¢ima i za svakoga nade pravu re¢. Star
je, ali on sebi i drugima otklanja samocu.
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Translated by Jelena Dedei¢
Contact: jelena.rasic@sezampro.rs

O MAMI PACOVU KOJA JE KUVALA MARMELADU

»Mogla bih da skuvam marmeladug, rekla je mama pacov.

»Ali, prvo ¢es nesto da nam procita«, zamolili su njeni pacovcici.

»Mogla bih da sasijem nove zavese.«

»Ali, najpre ¢e$ nam nesto proditati.«

»Mogla bih da o¢istim prozore.«

»Ali, najpre ¢e$ nam nesto procitati.«

»Dobro, najpre ¢u vam nesto procitati.«

I procitala je dugu pri¢u o mami pacovu koja je svojoj ¢erki trazila mla-
doZenju.

»To je lepa prica, rekli su pacovéi¢i. »Moze$ li jo$ jednom?«

»Sutra, rekla je mama.

Tako su pacov¢iéi iz dana u dan slusali price, nove i stare. Porasli su, a kuca
jos uvek nije imala zavese. Otisli su, i mama je kona¢no mogla da skuva svoju
marmeladu. A mi se cudimo kako su pacovi tako bistri da skoro niko nikada ne
moze da ih ulovi.

SEDAM MEDVEDA

»Tu-tu-ru-tu-tuuuu!« zapevala je truba i ve¢ se dogada da grancice pucaju, pti-
Cice beze, zecevi se sklanjaju - jer medvedi precicom prelaze put.

Sedam medveda, sedam suseda ide na planinu. Zasto?

Da vide $ta je iza nje.
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Put ih dovede do posecenog drveca gde se jagode same nude. Prvi se sagne,
bere, bere, drugi ga zovu, on se dere:

»Ovde mi je bolje, ne idem dalje i kraj.«

»Dobro, rekli su. »Uzivaj.«

I samo njih $est je nastavilo put.

Na bregu otkriju malu kotlinu. Jedan unutra ude, leze i rece:

»Taman po meri. Ovo ¢e biti moj dom. Ovde ¢u ostati i ne idem dalje i kraj.«

»Dobrog, rekli su. »UZivaj.«

I nastavilo je dalje jo$ njih pet.

Sada se iza grma ¢uje $uskanje: mlada medvedica viri kroz granje. Jednome
zapeva srce u trenu, sa puta skrene i nespretno govoriti krene:

»Ovde ¢e mi biti bolje... Ne idem dalje i kraj.«

»Dobrog, rekli su. »UZivaj.«

I ostalo ih je jos$ Cetvorica zanesenih.

Zedni su, a vode nema, jezike suve umacu u baru svi. I iz ¢ista mira jedan
se naljuti:

»Dosta je bilo! Ne idem dalje i krajl«

»Dobro, rekli su. »Uzivaj.«

I ostalo ih je jo$ trojica na nogama.

Hodaju, hodaju, malo, malo pa provalija, put se sve vise steze. Jedan se vuce
sve teZe i teZe:

»Ovo ne volim. Ne idem dalje i kraj.«

»Dobro - kako hoces. Uzivajl«

I do vrha su stigla samo dvojica.

Zagrlili su se i zagledali u daljinu. Kakva lepota! Kakve doline! Kakvi vrhovi u
daljini oko nas! Najradije se odatle ne bi pomerali. Ali je prvi sam sebe ustinuo.

»Hajde«, rekao je, »podimo nazad polako.« Ali drugi nije oc¢ekivao nesto
tako!

»Znamg, klimnuo je. »Tamo nam je dom. Ali mi se ¢esto zvonce u glavi kli-
ma: §ta to tamo iza brda ima... Pogled se tek otvorio sad! Idem u svet, ne Zelim
nazad.«

Zajedno su ustali, potapsali se i krenuli svako na svoju stranu. Sada se drze
svojih puteva, al sigurno ¢e se opet sresti za dan-dva.

Cika Mika
Dok je ¢ika Mika jos§ bio mlad, uvek je bio za $alu i za ples. A sada - kako da

plese, kad jedva stoji na nogama. Ne, sedi na klupi i gleda u daljinu: »Star sam,
star«, misli on. »Kad ne bih imao gitaru, ve¢ bih odrveneo.« Tako mrmlja i pre-
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bira po gitari — i vreme brze prolazi. Pevusi, usput zaboravlja i iznova plete
stih:

»Zaci ¢u za goricu,

naci ¢u Zivu vodicu,

malo da pinem,

brzo da zivnem...«

»Stvarno?« javi se glasi¢ ispod klupe.

Cika Mika pogleda i vidi da mu kraj nogu ¢uéi stari pacov.

»Ah«, odmahnu rukom, »to je samo pesma...« A pacov, sasvim pokrenut
pesmom:

»Dobra je, dobrac, tapse. »Hajde, ovo ¢emo uvezbati. Cak iako ne donese-
mo zivu vodu - pesma ¢e mnogima dobro ¢initi. Kako ono bese pocinje?«

»Zaci ¢u za goricu...«
»Verovatno ne sam.«
»Nacdi ¢u zivu vodicu...«
»Svoje lonce ti dam...«
»Malo da pinem...«

»Da umocim svoj rep...«
»Brzo da zivnem...«

»] svet ¢e biti lep...«

Pevaju, prebiraju po gitari, a pacov kuca i bubnja po klupi. Zacuje ih poljski
mis.

»Muzika, muzika« cijuce - i ve¢ tr¢i, okrece svoje daire i ¢angrlja njima.

Iz zbuna viri macka koja ve¢ nekoliko godina Zivi dosta divlje. Pazljivo sede
pored, izvuce pistaljku, zapi$ta predivno, tanano, ose¢ajno. Ve¢ dugo nije bila
u drustvu, ali ovde bi se nekako uklopila...

Pistaljku zacu jez. On dograbi trubu, zatrubi - juhuu!

Trubu zacuje veverica. Strese se od srece i dovuce svoje stare citre. Da po¢ne
sama, to ne, ali ako zapo¢nu drugi, bice blizu, moze da se ra¢una na nju.

Pritréa pas lutalica, sede na drva i razvuce svoju rastimovanu harmoniku.
Ne pogada bas uvek, ali ko bi mu to zamerio. Cika Mika sigurno ne! Ima ih
sve viSe i ko ne igra, taj peva. Svici sijaju i vece se proteze u no¢. Grle se, iako
se malopre nisu poznavali. Cika Mika se gega, postapaju¢i se medu njima
i dobrodusno klima glavom. Presre¢an je svaki put kada ponovo nastane
veselje.

»Mozda je poslednji put«, misli. Ne mudruje i ne drzi lekcije, iako je najsta-
riji. Tek kada jutro lagano po¢ne da ih razdvaja, rece im:
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»Pogledajte, svima je prijalo. Ja sam ovde sam, ali kad god pozelite... ipak
volim drustvo.«

Zatim se razido$e, svako odlazi na svoju stranu, samo pas lutalica nikuda.

»A ti?«, pita ga ¢ika Mika.

»Ne znam... vidi§, hodam sve teze, esto mi je hladno, nisam vise mlad...«

»Ostajes?« upita ¢ika Mika - i pas klimnu.

»Samo nemoj da se plasis. Bic¢e drugacije nego do sada, to je sigurno — a ve-
rovatno nece biti pusto. Ti ne zna$ kuda ¢emo sve i¢i. Ooo, kuda god pozeli-
mol«

I poceli su. Cika Mika je pevao, a pas ga je pevuseci pratio. Zapevali su o da-
lekim krajevima koje su poznavali i o onima koja jos nikada nisu videli. Pevali
su o silnim junastvima i jedan drugome grejali dusu. Obojica bez zuba, ali
kakvi pustolovi.

»Ako nas dvojica ne mozemo u svet, prizvacemo svet kod nas«, kikotao
se ¢ika Mika i lagano prebirao po gitari. »Jo$ smo Zivi, jo§ smo tu.«

Tako radi ¢ika Mika. Dobro obrée redi, za svakoga nalazi pravu. Star je, ali
sebi i drugima ume da otera samocu.
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Hamaca paratodos

Translated by Damian Ahlin
Contact: damian.ahlin@gmail.com

DONA RATITA, LA QUE HACIA MERMELADA

“Podria hacer mermelada,” dijo la mama ratita.

“Pero primero nos vas a leer algo,” le pidieron sus pequefas ratitas.

“Podria hacer nuevas cortinas.”

“Pero primero nos vas a leer algo”

“Podria limpiar las ventanas”

“Pero primero nos vas a leer algo”

“Bueno, primero les voy a leer algo”

Y les ley6 una larga historia de una ratita que le buscaba novio a su hijita.

“Esta es linda,” dijeron las ratitas.

“Podrias leerla otra vez?”

“Mafiana,” dijo la mama.

Asi las ratitas escuchaban dia tras dia las historias, nuevas y antiguas. Cre-
cieron y la casa seguia sin cortinas. Se fueron de casa y su mamad finalmente
pudo hacer su mermelada. Y nosotros nos sorprendemos por qué las ratas son
tan veloces ya que casi nunca nadie las atrapa.

SIETE OSITOS

“iTu-tu-ru-tu-tuuuu!” Suena la trompeta y se comienza a escuchar se resque-
brajan las ramas, los pajaros huyen, los conejos se esconden —pues los osos
pasan por encima a todo sin mirar.

Siete 0s0s, siete vecinos, van a la montaria.

sPor qué?
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Para ver que hay detras.

El camino los lleva hasta un bosque talado, donde crecen frutillas, como si
estuviese encantado. El primero se agacha, recoge y recoge, los demas lo lla-
man, pero él les responde:

“Aqui estoy mejor, seguir no quiero”

“Bueno, que te vaya bien” Le dijeron.

Y solo seis adelante siguieron.

En la ladera descubren una extrafia caverna. Uno de ellos entra, se acuesta
y dice:

“Como a mi medida. Este sera mi hogar. Aqui me voy a quedar y seguir no
quiero.”

“Bueno, que te vaya bien” Le dijeron.

Y sélo cinco su camino siguieron.

Ahora, detras de los arbustos, algo se mueve, una pequena osita se asoma de
entre los verdes. Inmediatamente a uno de ellos le salta el corazén, sale del
camino y torpe, tropieza, tropezon:

“Aqui estaré mejor... seguir no quiero.”

“Bueno, que te vaya bien” Le dijeron.

Y quedaron cuatro interesados en seguir.

A falta de agua, comienzan a tener sed, sus secas lenguas en un charco han
de mojar. Y de pronto uno de ellos se enoja:

“Ya bastal, jseguir no quiero!”

“Bueno, que te vaya bien.” Le dijeron.

Y solo tres valientes quedaron.

Paso a paso es cada vez mds angosto el camino, poco a poco linda con el
abismo. Uno camina cada vez mas a disgusto:

“No quiero esto, seguir no quiero ”

“Bueno - como quieras. jQue te vaya bien!” Le dijeron.

Y sélo dos llegaron hasta la cima.

Se abrazaron y observaron a distancia. jQué hermosura! ;Qué lindos valles!
iQué maravillosos picos a nuestro alrededor! En principio no querrian irse de
alli. Pero el primero de ellos, reflexiono.

“Vamos,” dijo, “volvamos.”

El otro respondié —“jquien esperaria algo asi!”

“Lo sé,” le dijo, “alli es nuestro hogar. Aunque en mi cabeza me ronda la cu-
riosidad de saber: qué hay detras... {Recién ahora se me abri6 la visiéon! No
quiero volver, yo voy por el mundo admirando la creaciéon”

Juntos se levantaron, se abrazaron y cada uno siguié su camino. Ahora cada
uno sigue su andar - aunque con certeza, muy probablemente, se reencuentren
dentro de tres veces tres dias en algtn lugar...
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EL Tio MATIiAS

Cuando el tio Matias todavia era joven, siempre hacia chistes y siempre baila-
ba. Ahora, en cambio -, ;como podria bailar si apenas puede estar de pie? —
No, - esta sentado en el banco mirando al horizonte: “Estoy viejo, viejo...” se
piensa. “Si no tuviese la guitarra ya me hubiese lignificado” Asi, de esta manera
rasguea y susurra — y el tiempo le es més llevadero y menos solitario. Canta,
mientras se olvida y vuelve a comenzar:

“Iré detras de la cima,

por el agua viva,

tomaré un poco de ella

Y rdpidamente me reavivara...”

“De verdad?” se escucha debajo del banco. El tio Matias mira y ve a sus pies
una vieja ratita. “Baa,” le dice, “esto es solo una cancién...” Pero la ratita muy
entusiasmada le dice:

“Es buena, muy buena,’... y aplaude. “Dale, vamos a practicarla. - Aunque
no traigamos el agua viva, — esta les hard bien a muchos. ;Cémo era que empe-
zaba?”

Iré ala cima...
Seguro solo no:
<« . »
Por el agua viva...
“Te doy mi jarrito...”
« . L
Tomaré un poquito...
“Mojo mi colita...”
Y rapidamente me reavivara...
“Y el mundo mas lindo serd...”

Cantan, rasguean, la ratita golpetea el banco como si fuese un tambor.

Los escucha un ratoncito de campo.

“Musica, musica,” exclama, — y ya corre al encuentro, emite chasquidos y
gira su tamborin.

Del arbusto se asoma una gatita que ya hace afios vive salvajemente. Con
cautela se sienta junto a ellos, saca su flauta, la hace sonar maravillosamente,
suavemente, con sentimientos. Hace mucho que no estaba en compaiiia, pero
aqui, asi todo es alegria. ..

Un ericillo escucha la flauta. Saca su trompeta, la hace sonar - {Hooo...!
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Una ardillita escucha la trompeta. Se estremece de placer y trae su vieja ci-
tara. No se anima a comenzar sola, eso no, pero si comienzan los demas, tocara
con ellos, jque cuenten con ella!

Se acerca un perrito callejero, se sienta sobre la lefia y hace sonar su procla-
mado acordedn. No siempre acierta, pero a quien le importa. Al tio Matias se-
guro que no! Cada vez son mds, y quien no toca, canta. Las luciérnagas ilumi-
nan y la velada se prolonga en la noche. Estan a los abrazos, si bien hasta hace
poco ni se conocian. El tio Matias camina torpemente entre ellos y afirma con
su cabeza bondadosamente. Cada vez que se alegran, estd mas que feliz. “Qui-
zas es la tltima vez,” se piensa. No filosofea ni ensefia, a pesar de ser el mas vie-
jo. Solo en aquel momento cuando el amanecer los va dividiendo, les dice:

“Miren, a todos nos hizo bien. Yo estoy aqui solo y cuando vienen... Bueno
me gusta la compania”

Luego se van, cada uno a su lugar, tan solo el perrito vagabundo contintia en
sintonia.

“Y vos?” Le pregunta el tio Matias.

“No sé... ya ves, cada vez me cuesta mas caminar, muchas veces tengo frio,
ya no soy joven...”

“Te quedas aqui conmigo?” Le dice el tio Matias - y el perrito asiente.

“No tengas miedo. Sera como hasta ahora, eso seguro,- aburrido, te lo ase-
guro que no. No tenés idea por donde andaremos. {Hoo, si, iremos a donde
querramos!”

Y comenzaron. El tio Matias cantaba y el perrito lo acompaiaba mas bajo.
Cantaron sobre lugares lejanos que conocieron y otros que nunca conocieron.
De tremendos heroismos y uno al otro se echaban cumplidos. Ambos sin dien-
tes, pero qué aventureros.

“Si nosotros no podemos ir por el mundo, llamaremos al mundo hacia no-
sotros®, se decia el tio Matias y rasgaba su guitarra suavemente. “Aun estamos
vivos, ain estamos aqui’”

Asi sabe el tio Matias. Sabe hablar. A cada quien le encuentra la palabra jus-
ta. E std viejo, pero ahuyenta la soledad de si mismo y de los demds...
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List of Translators

DAMIAN AHLIN (Argentina)

Born in 1973 in Buenos Aires, Argen-
tina. Since 1996 he has been working at
First Data as a QA technical analyst. He
studied English and Portuguese for sev-
eral years. He is a member of a Sloven-
ian theatre group, the Slovenian folk group
“Maribor”, the Slovenian Cultural Or-
ganization, as well as a singer in and co-
founder of the Slovenian choir in Cara-
pachay. He has written and edited two
books - Besede dveh celin (Words of two
continents), which is made up of poems
in Slovenian and Spanish, and Café liter-
ario (Literary coffee), which also includes

GERGELY BAKONYI (Hungary)

Born in 1984 in Budapest, Hungary. He
graduated in Hungarian Philology and
Pedagogy, later in Slovenian Philolo-
gy from the Faculty of Philology at the
Eo6tvos Lorand University in Budapest. He
has continued his research at the doctoral
level. His focus is on the literary genres in
the Slovenian literature of the 19th centu-
ry (the subject of his doctoral thesis), and
he also publishes reviews about contem-
porary literature, paying particular atten-

poems by Gregor Papez and Agustin Mo-
jica. Both books were presented at the In-
ternational Book Fair in Buenos Aires in
2014, as well as in Guadalajara (Mexico),
Frankfurt (Germany), Quito (Ecuador)
and Santiago (Chile). He lectures on lite-
rature, actively participates in seminars,
and collaborates with Slovenian Embassy
in Argentina. His first poems were pub-
lished in the newspaper Slovenec (Slo-
venian) in 1991-1992. He has translated
many works (from Spanish to Slovenian
and vice-versa) and is preparing some
other translations.

Contact: damian.ahlin@gmail.com

tion to the great epic genres in verse. He
has worked as a reader for several pub-
lishers. Since 2010 he has been publishing
translations from Slovenian into Hunga-
rian, and his translations of texts by Milan
Jesih, Vlado Kreslin, Katarina Marin¢i¢
and the Freising manuscripts (Brizinski
spomeniki) will soon see print. He has
led seminars at his university and mod-
erated literary events with authors from
Slovenia.

Contact: gergelybakonyi@yahoo.com
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DRAGANA BOJANIC TIJARDOVIC (Serbia)

Born in 1957 in Feketi¢, Vojvodina (Ser-
bia). She finished elementary and second-
ary school in Koper, Slovenia. She grad-
uated in Philosophy and Serbo/Croatian
or Croatian/Serbian Language and Lit-
erature at the Faculty of Arts, Universi-
ty of Ljubljana. Between 1982 and 1992
she worked as the translator for Slovenian
language at the Slovenian editorial board
of the Translation Service of the Federal
Authorities in Belgrade. Since 1993 she
has been a court translator for Slovenian
in Belgrade. She has translated numer-
ous theoretical and prose texts and poet-
ry from Slovenian (Tomaz Salamun, Peter

PAULA BRAGA SIMENC (Romania)

Born in 1958 in Bucharest, Romania. She
has an MA in French and Romanian Lit-
erature (1981) and a PhD in Education
(1998), both from Bucharest Universi-
ty. She has worked as a researcher at the
Institute for Educational Sciences in Bu-
charest. Since 2002 she has been living in
Ljubljana, Slovenia, and working as a free-
lance translator. She has been translating

JELENA DEDEIC (Serbia)

Born in Belgrade, Serbia, in 1975, she has
a BA in Serbian Language and Literature
and General Linguistics from the Faculty
of Philology in Belgrade. Upon graduat-
ing from university she taught Serbian in
elementary school, worked in daily news-
papers as a proof-reader, and worked as
a translator for numerous companies. She
has been translating professional docu-
mentation from Slovenian into Serbian
on diverse topics, such as economics, law,

Semoli¢, Uro$ Zupan, Taja Kramberger,
Brane Mozeti¢, Ifigenija Simonovi¢, Ber-
ta Bojetu, Dane Zajc, Lado Kralj, Goran
Vojnovi¢, etc.) and into Slovenian (Dav-
id Albahari, Stevan Rai¢kovi¢, Radmi-
la Lazi¢, Sasa Jelenkovi¢, Dragan Veliki¢,
etc.), published in literary magazines and
journals in Slovenia, Serbia, Montenegro,
Bosnia and Herzegovina; radio broad-
casts of her translations have appeared on
the national Radio Slovenia - ARS Pro-
gramme. She is also working as simulta-
neous interpreter from and into Sloven-
ian. She is a member of the Association of
Literary Translators of Serbia.

Contact: d.b.t@sbb.rs

Slovenian prose and poetry since 2009.
Her translations have been published in
the main Romanian literary reviews. With
the support of the Slovenian Book Agen-
cy, she has translated two books - Ale$
Debeljak’s anthology of poetry Manufak-
tura prahu (Manufactura tdrdnii, 2012)
and Drago Jancar’s novel To noc sem jo
videl (Azi-noapte am vizut-o, 2014).

Contact: bragapaula@hotmail.com

pharmacy, accounting and insurance; on
psychology for the publisher Psihopolis;
as well as diplomatic correspondence and
documents for the Embassy of the Repub-
lic of Slovenia in Belgrade. Since 2008 she
has been translating professional publi-
cations for Faculty Doba from Maribor,
Slovenia. Translated publications: An-
drej Vizjak, Winners of Market Branch-
es; Majda Psunder, Antonija Milivojevi¢
Krajn¢i¢, Behavior of Adolescents and
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their Perception of Relations with Parents
and School; OMW Users’ Manual for the
Rohe company. She has also been proof-

LJUDMIL DIMITROV (Bulgaria)

Born in 1967. He obtained a degree in
Bulgarian Philology (1992), combined
with two additional majors - Journal-
ism and Media - at Sofia University. He
also graduated in Theatre Directing at the
National Academy for Theatre and Film
Arts in Sofia. He obtained his doctorate in
Russian Literature in 1999. He is a profes-
sor of Russian Literature at the University
St. Kliment Ohridski in Sofia, and a pro-
fessor of Russian Drama and Theatre at
the Theatre College “Lyuben Grois” in So-
fia. Between 2005 and 2010, he was a lec-
turer for Bulgarian Language, Literature
and Culture at the University of Ljublja-
na. He has authored several scholarly
monographs (including Bagrjana in Slov-

MIROSLAV GRADECAK (Croatia)

Born in 1983 in Varazdin, Croatia. He
studied History, Macedonian Language
and Literature and Slovenian Language
and Literature at the Faculty of Humani-
ties and Social Sciences in Zagreb. In 2010
he graduated, defending his thesis “Slo-
venian expressionist literature in historical
context”. Since 2011 he has been teach-
ing history and Slovenian at Second High
School in Varazdin. He has translated and

reading books and articles, teaching sto-
ry-writing to students, and teaching Slo-
venian language in Belgrade to beginners.

Contact: jelena.rasic@sezampro.rs

enija with Ljudmila Malinova-Dimitro-
va, Ljubljana 2011), textbooks and books
(anthologies and collections), over 150
publications in Bulgaria, Russia, Poland,
the Czech Republic, Slovakia, Turkey, It-
aly, Serbia, Slovenia, etc. Also an editor,
he translates works from English, Rus-
sian and Slovenian. He has translated sev-
eral works by Slovenian authors into Bul-
garian, among them, Ales Steger, Matjaz
Zupani¢, Zofka Kveder, Suzana Tratnik,
Mojca Kumerdej, Andrej Blatnik, Andrej
Morovi¢, Maja Novak, Tomaz Kosmac,
Andrej Skubic, Mitja Cander, Stanka
Hrastelj, Drago Jancar, Evald Flisar, Simo-
na Semenic¢, Matjaz Zupancic¢ and Vinko
Moderndorfer.

Contact: ljudiv@abv.bg

published various texts, among them sev-
eralliterary texts and two books in the field
of history. In cooperation with the Coun-
cil of the Slovenian national minority of
Varazdin County and the Slovenian Cul-
tural Association “Nagelj” from Varazdin
he promotes Slovenian language and cul-
ture in Croatia, and in this context he has
organized literary evenings with the Slo-
venian famous writer Feri Lain§¢ek.

Contact: mgradecak@yahoo.com
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MARLENA GRUDA (Poland)

Born in 1984 in Zabrze, Poland. She
graduated in Slovenian from the Insti-
tute of Slavonic Philology at the Univer-
sity of Silesia, where she is also enrolled
in a doctoral programme at the Depart-
ment of Philology. She focuses her re-
search on literary studies and contempo-
rary Slavic literatures, as well as transla-
tology. In her doctoral dissertation, she
is researching the characteristics of the
contemporary hero in Slovenian prose
after 1991. In addition to conducting lit-
erary research which has recourse to the
psychoanalysis of literary works, cultu-

ALEKSANDRA KRASOVETS (Russia)

Born in 1982 in Moscow, she studied Slo-
venian Language and Literature at Lomono-
sov Moscow State University (2000-2005),
where she completed the thesis “The Gen-
re Peculiarity of Drago Jancar’s Novels be-
tween 1970 and 1990”. Then she studied
Russian Literature at Jean-Moulin Lyon
III University in France. In 2006 she de-
fended her MA thesis “Russian Avant-
garde Poetry in the 1920s”, which also

TADEJA LACKNER-NABERZNIK (Austria)
Born in 1964 in Slovenj Gradec, Slovenia.
She finished studies of Translatology at
the Karl-Franzens-University in Graz and
studies of Psychotherapy at the University
Donau-Uni-Krems. Currently sheisstudy-
ing Slovenian Language and Literature at
the University of Vienna. In her research
she focuses on childrenss literature and is
working on a MA thesis on the phylog-
eny of Little Red Riding Hood in connec-

rology-based literary theories, and cog-
nitivism, she also contributes to various
projects concerned with the promotion of
Slovenian culture abroad. She translates
Slovenian prose, poetry and essays. She
has already translated works by several re-
nowned Slovenian authors, such as Esad
Babaci¢, Vladimir Bartol, Ale§ Debel-
jak, Milan Dekleva, Tadej Golob, Andrej
Hocevar, Milan Jesih, Edvard Kocbek,
Sre¢ko Kosovel, Nataga Kramberger, Svet-
lana Makarovi¢, Miha Mazzini, Boris A.
Novak, Zoran Pevec, Klemen Pisk, Maja
Vidmar, and Vlado Zabot.

Contact: marlena.gruda@gmail.com

covered the phenomenon of Russian ex-
pressionism. She completed her doctoral
dissertation in 2012. She lived in Ljublja-
na between 2006 and 2014 and returned
to Moscow in 2014. She translates schol-
arly, technical and literary texts, among
them some by Goran Vojnovié. She is a
member of a group preparing a new edi-
tion of a Russian-Slovenian Dictionary at
University of Ljubljana.

Contact: aleksandrakrasovec@yahoo.com,

tion to Svetlana Makarovi¢’s work Rdece
jabolko (The red apple). In addition to be-
ing employed in the field of psychothera-
py, she works as a translator, interpreter
and proof-reader for Slovenian and Ger-
man. She translated into German works
by Slovenian authors such as Maja Novak,
Svetlana Makarovi¢, Sebastijan Pregelj
and Danica Krizani¢ Miiller.

Contact: tadeja@lackner.at
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JUN MITA (Japan)

Born in 1978 in Yokohama, Japan. He
started with German Studies and ob-
tained his PhD for the thesis on Belgian
symbolism. Thanks to several govern-
mental scholarships, he has studied in
Heidelberg (Germany), Brussels/Ghent
(Belgium) and Vienna (Austria) where
he had the occasion to study Slovenian
and Slovenian Literature. Between 2010
and 2011, he carried out research on

KSENIJA PREMUR (Croatia)

Born in 1962 in Zagreb. In 1986 she grad-
uated in Russian Language and Literature
at the Faculty of Humanities and Social
Sciences in Zagreb, where she was hon-
oured with the Vice-Chancellor’s Award.
Between 1990 and 1993 she worked as a
junior assistant at the Department of Phi-
losophy at the same institution. In 1997
she graduated from the Faculty of Arts in
Ljubljana with the thesis “Dynamic struc-
ture of the conscience in Bergson’s philos-
ophy”. In 1997 she received Master’s de-
gree in philology from the Faculty of Hu-
manities and Social Sciences in Zagreb

DRAGA RINKEMA (The Netherlands)

Born in 1967, in Mirna Pe¢, Slovenia. She
graduated from the Faculty of Arts in
Ljubljana in German Language and Lit-
erature, Dutch and Sociology. After that
she did postgraduate studies in Sociolin-
guistics and Applied Linguistics, doing
research on Second Language Acquisition
at the University of Amsterdam. Her work
consists of teaching, writing and translat-
ing. She collaborates with different cultur-

Slovenian symbolism at the Department
of Comparative Literature in Ljubljana.
Since 2014 he has been a lecturer at Kita-
sato University in Japan for German and
Culture in Central Europe. As a literary
translator, he has translated prose works
from German, Dutch and French into
Japanese, and he is now in the planning
stage with a publisher for the translation
of Slovenian literature.

Contact: junmitalcfr@hotmail.com

with the thesis “Apart from publishing in-
dependent papers”. She publishes transla-
tions of scientific and literary texts from
English, Russian and Slovenian. In the ac-
ademic year 1997/98 she worked as a sen-
ior lecturer for philosophy, aesthetics and
Russian language at the High School of
Musical arts in Lovran, as well as an in-
dependent translator in Zagreb. Between
1998 and 2001 she worked as an assistant
lecturer in an Oriental Philosophy course
at the University of Zagreb. Since 2005
she has worked as a freelance artist and
translator.

Contact: ksenija.premur@zg.t-com.hr

al institutions in Slovenia and the Nether-
lands, among them the Centre for Sloven-
ian Literature and the Dutch Foundation
for Literature, and takes part in cultural
projects between the two countries. She
translated, from Dutch, the poetry of Rut-
ger Kopland, Judith Herzberg, Gerry van
der Linden and Jaap Robben. She received
the translator prize “Lirikonov zlat” Also,
she has written essays on language and
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literature, including “Quiet field, diverse
vegetation” and “Let us keep our dualis”
From Slovenian she has translated some
contemporary poetry by Gregor Podlog-

LUCIA GAJA SCUTERI (Italy)

Born in 1985 in Ljubljana, she graduat-
ed in 2007 in Slovenian and Czech from
the Faculty of Arts of the University of
Naples “L'Orientale” (Italy) with the the-
sis “Maja Vidmar: an example of contem-
porary Slovenian poetry”. In 2011 she de-
fended, at the same university, her MA
thesis “Slovenian language: a diachron-
ic comparing of TV-speech”. Afterwards,
she enrolled in a doctoral course at the
Faculty of Humanities at the University
of Primorska in Koper. During her doc-
toral studies she is focusing on the devel-
opment of Slovenian television-speech in
the last thirty years (1980-2013) in rela-

DARKO SPASOV (Macedonia)

Born in 1976 in Koc¢ani, Macedonia, he
graduated from the Faculty of Philology
at the Ss. Cyril and Methodius University
of Skopje and obtained his MA degree in
Theatre Arts at the ESRA - University for
Audiovisual Arts in Skopje. He translates
works from Slovenian, English and Rus-
sian for the Macedonian book market.
He has regularly collaborated with the
following publishers: Mladinska knji-
ga Skopje, Matica Makedonska, Klik-
er knjigi, Esra, and Mi$ Publishing. He
has translated an assortment of contem-
porary Slovenian dramatic texts (Tina
Kosi, Matjaz Zupanci¢, Dragica Potoc-

ar, Meta Kusar, Alja Adam, Gasper Malej
and Ale$s Mustar; these have been pub-
lished by the Review of Slavic Languages.

Contact: draga.rinkema4@gmail.com

tion to the political implications of the
language question within Yugoslavian
Slovenia. She was a recipient of a scholar-
ship from the Skrabec association (2009).
She has participated in various projects
concerned with the promotion of Slo-
venian culture abroad: the World Festi-
val of Slovenian Literature, University of
Ljubljana (2006): the World Festival of
Slovenian documentary film, University
of Ljubljana (2012); the European project
“Sustainable Networking for an Informal
Language Learning Community”, Univer-
sity of Naples “LOrientale” (2013). She has
translated technical and scholarly texts.

Contact: Ig.scuteri@gmail.com

njak, Sasa Pavcek) and works by several
renowned Slovenian authors, such as An-
drej Rozman-Roza, Drago Jancar, Ela Pe-
roci, Svetlana Makarovi¢, Barbara Hanus,
Cvetka Bevc, Nina Kokelj, Stanka Hrastelj,
Marcello Potocco, Tadej Golob, Andrej
Hocevar, France Bevk, Fran Mil¢inski,
and others. He also translates plays by
dramatists such as Siegfried Melchinger,
Anton Chekhov, and Declan Donnellan.
He works as dramaturge in Teatar Kome-
dijain Skopje, and is a professor of drama-
turgy at the University Gotce Delchev in
Shtip.

Contact: polatski@gmail.com
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NADEZDA STARIKOVA (Russia)

Born in 1962 in Moscow, she has a PhD.
After graduating from Moscow State Uni-
versity Lomonosov she has worked at the
Institute of Slavic Studies (Russian Acad-
emy of Sciences) as a director of the De-
partment and as a professor of Sloven-
ian literature at the Department of Slavic
Philology (Moscow State University Lo-
monosov). She has authored the follow-
ing books: The Slovenian historical novel
of the 1920s-1930s. Typology. Genealogy.
Poetics (2006), Slovenian literature from
the origins to the boundary of the 20th
century (2010), Slovenian literature of the

20th century (2014). As a translator she
has participated in these projects: Slo-
venia. The Path to Independence (2001),
Literary Express (2001), Contemporary
Slovenian Prose, Poetry, and Drama
(2001) and others. Her published transla-
tions in Russian encompass works by Ales
gteger, Ale$ Car, Esad Babadié, Andrej
Blatnik, DuS$an Jovanovié, Evald Flisar,
Drago Jancar, Mojca Kumerdej, and Maks
Kubo. In 2010 she was honoured with
the Tone-Pretnar-Award for ambassadors
of the Slovenian language and literature
abroad.

Contact: nstarikova@mail.ru
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Co-financing Publications of Slovenian Authors

inForeignlanquages

Slovenian Book Agency (JAK)
Founded in 2009, the Slovenian Book
Agency (JAK) is a government institution
that deals with all actors in the book pub-
lishing chain, from authors to publishers
and readers.

Subsidies to translators for the
translation of Slovenian authors

The main form of international promo-
tion is the co-financing of translations
from Slovenian into other languages. JAK
annually publishes a call for applications
for co-financing translations of Sloven-
ian authors’ books into other languages,
including adult fiction, childrens and
young adult fiction, and essayistic and
critical works on culture and the human-

Contact

ities, theatrical plays and comics. Pub-
lishing houses, theatres and individual
translators can apply. In each case, a con-
tract is concluded with the translator, and
therefore all funding goes directly to him
or her. The subsidy covers up to 100% of
the translation costs. Grants cannot be
awarded retroactively.

Mobility grants for Slovenian authors
The call for applications is published once
a year. The applicant can be a Slovenian
author who has been invited to a literary
event abroad. The application must be en-
closed with the invitation and the pro-
gram of the event. The subsidy covers up
to 100% of eligible travel expenses.

Javna agencija za knjigo Republike Slovenije / Slovenian Book Agency

Metelkova 2b, 1000 Ljubljana, Slovenia
Phone: +386 1 369 58 20

Fax: +386 1 369 58 30

Email: gp.jakrs@jakrs.si

Webpage: http://www.jakrs.si/en/
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Trubar Foundation

The Trubar Foundation isa joint venture of
the Slovene Writers Association, Sloven-
ian PEN and the Center for Slovenian
Literature. The aim of the Trubar Founda-
tion is to subsidize publications of Sloven-
ian literature in translation.

Subsidies to publishers for the
printing costs of books translated
from Slovenian

Foreign publishers can apply for subsi-
dies to publish unpublished translations
of Slovenian authors in their native lan-
guages. The Trubar Foundation contrib-
utes up to 50% of printing costs. It does

Contact

not subsidize translation. Priority is giv-
en to the works of living authors who
are already established in Slovenia. How-
ever, the Board will take all applications
for works of fiction, poetry, drama, or lite-
rary essays into account, as long as they
are originally written in Slovenian. The
Board consists of seven equal members,
including the Presidents of the Slovene
Writers’ Association and Slovenian PEN.
They convene at least twice a year, usually
in March and October. Therefore, appli-
cations received by the end of February
and the end of September will be consi-
dered.

Drustvo slovenskih pisateljev / Slovene Writers’ Association

Tomsiceva 12, 1000 Ljubljana, Slovenia
Phone: +386 1 251 41 44

Fax: +386 1 421 64 30

Email: dsp@drustvo-dsp.si

Webpage: http://www.drustvopisateljev.si/en/
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ANJA STEFAN

A Swing for Fveryone
Fairy tales

Sample translation

I Bulgarian I Croatian I Dutch I English

I German I Hungarian I Italian I Japanese
I Macedonian | Polish I Romanian I Russian

I Serbian I Spanish

Slovenian Book Agency, Metelkova 2b,
1000 Ljubljana, Slovenia,

T+438613695820 F+386 13695830 I””II" |||||| I"”l
789619327081
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