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MAY YOU BE BLESSED WITH HAPPINESS, READER

When I was nine I wrote about a bee and a flower. My mother read my poem aloud and cried. Later on, I would often take up a pen and start writing.  Whenever I responded to some event or experienced a vision, sentences would emerge on the page. This writing would produce something resembling love. Love took over everything that had taken place in front of my eyes. However this love remained powerless to keep watching over a wholeness named life.

With this poem I begin "The Poet's Selection." First I wish to address the issue of form and point out the superiority of the lyrical core. However, I will also point out that the same content can be expressed in different forms. All my poems of various shapes and forms are written and arranged in the same way as "Prediction," the poem that prefaces this collection. Therefore, I ask my reader to think of them not as "poems," but to read the verses, as in the example above, as prose sentences.

"May you be blessed with happiness," a fellow-countryman said to me many years ago, not knowing that the saying would become for me a kind of a blessing, a benediction and a greeting at the same time. Before or after "Good afternoon," "God help you," "Hello," or "Good bye," "Farewell," "Ciao," I inevitably add, "May you be blessed with happiness!" Thus I make my interlocutors and unexpected guests glow, and my spirit addresses their spirit. Even now I say: reader, may this kaleidoscope of poems, from "the poet of differences"(as Saša Radojičić has called me) bless you with happiness. 

I experience a Pure Happiness when I succeed in creating different forms for my content.  At such times the words’ music reigns. There is no poem that does not transform the core of language. And the native language in its intial lightness has its unique melody-cypher, a nation’s genetic code, a formula for achieving the universal. Therefore if the poet already has gotten lucky (that lucky star should not be presumed!), different types of poems flourish in the garden of the native lexicon and can be placed in different arrangements with one another.

My poems have previously been collected in volumes entitled Blooms, Charter, Dreaming, Den, The native language, Commotion, Clearing, Poems at hand, Living soul, Both father and mother and Imperial flirt. But now I see that there remain among my poems many flower gardens, rose gardens, small gardens, allotments, lawns, hot-beds and beams, and I can replant the various blooms from the garden of all my poetry, placing the poems into a new charter (garden), with leaves, fields and landscapes. This newly created collection will thus make a big new den. Each collection therefore has different forms and content! (It is not enough to say: free and bound verse.) With this new volume, readers may find that the arrangement of poems creates surprising new meanings.
In the commotion of different poetic texts exists a clearing - the poet’s talent (he has it or he does not have it) where the artificial joints of poems created in this or that frame disappear. Poems at hand begin to appear totally independent of their previous setting. They become as days and dates that arrange in a string of unrepeatable destined spirals. Thus the poetic lines on the palm reveal the language’s living soul, as well as become both father and mother of everything. But poetry is an everyday imperial flirt; in reality it is what we call in Serbian a wishbone, a repository in individual lives for dreams. But dreams should not be confined to one space, nor should poems. Hence, these poems are gleefully given for others to take as their own. If readers succeed in doing this, let them sign the poems. I relinquish them for eternity.

SUNDAY
Father is dressing himself to go to the wedding to sing.

Mother jumps up, sews a pocket, softly bends a hanky.

Dad calls out: Quick, quick, right leg, left leg, right, left!

Mother, a tamed house vixen, threads with black her needle. 

All is twinkling, house is breathing: Ah, father makes himself ready for the feast!

Beam whispers, chimney squints, dog scratches in the yard.

-Pass me a gun, accursed woman, for the shoes where is the polish?

The nymph Ravijojla ripples, bobbing quickly up and down.

Provided with everything he needs, father glows.

In the looking glass he examines his moustache for an unruly hair.

Pass me the scissors to rip off this traitress!

All is perfect. Run for the wedding. Roasted meat and beer mug wait on the table.

Mother stands in the middle of the house in the sunset like a pillar,

she picks the hair up from the floor and holds it close.

STAY ON YOUR FEET 

Do you feel your loneliness fading this morning, my dearest,
as I feel mine?

Can you hear the echo of our trivial quarrels
coming back multiplied to us as a sound of the end?

Through a flame I am looking at your shadow.
I am not coming back to you.

I am not coming back to your calm as in those days
when the Košava wind swayed leaves and plates

over our heads in the student canteen.

I will adore you as a force in the distance that walks into the unknown.

Stay in the early mother of pearl mornings,
in the breeze of desire.

Stay on your feet, my love!
SECRET BREATH
On the old roof snow sprinkles.

God reveals himself,

through the mild hill that

in the distance collects snow flakes.

I am also a branchlet, here, at the window,

whiter than white – my spirit alive.

Oh, I am going to await

whiteness in the snow 

a new dream on the range of my horizon

which secret life has already fallen asleep?

TRANSLATION

This is a poem

that I translated 

from my language to Yours.

I do not doubt 

the mutual advantages

and possibilities

of expressing my talk

in ordinary everyday words.

Everything flowed

into already prepared channels

and the rest was on me 

to inject life into

the non articulated crowd

and accept 

Your conditions:

A bird with no wings

cannot fly

because it denies 

all forms of biological 


and gravitational

knowledge.

Water drop also

cannot cut fish

because carp is the more solid

state of matter!

Thereupon you obliged me

you bawled at me

that a poem

must not have gestures

that it is not a living being

that dangles with hands

and lower lip

warns of danger:

A poem does not gesture!

Good

all right.

This is just a translation

and a common document

of our facing.

ROMANCE
I have known a good many things, but I did not know this 

-that a vain chemiselle

would trick me, hoodwink me

with falsehood whose every letter

honeyed through new constellations

into my disturbed mind and my old wounds.

These were old snares

but even the wonder of a man

named poet fell for them (nothing new!)

as naively as a scapegoat kid,

he was roasted by the trickery
of a peacocking babe from the farm puddle.

How could a small frog from a puddle

become a melody from the old music book,

and I not recognize even a note, a letter,

because (note this!):

alas, a kid of devil’s shape

jumped into my life - a new monstrous creature.

Average girl - God knows nothing new,

her smile blossoms like a water lily in the middle of a puddle,

peacocking she is a loveable kid,

though at moments from the ”Old Vienna school,”

suddenly aware of her deception, she does this:

widens her eyes and swallows her words!

I told her in vain

that in life there is always a new

experience that is not like the present one.

She replys that she would again be in mud

            -up to her neck in the old lies

mired in them as a knife sheathed for a kid not slaughtered until the end.

She befooled me totally, that kid with no soul:

Not a hair of that pigtail reminds me of a letter

I have plucked from that old vixen,

nor of a magpie to which I added a new feather,

because I am as a catfish in the teaming puddle

who has swallowed a bob with which I write these lines.

So all of this - inspired by the kid

in the dirt puddle - is not a dead letter,
but something new from the old book.

A SONG HEARD BEHIND A HILL
Mother is the most handsome

in the garden by the well.

Drops from the watering can

follow her into the house.

Above the dining table – a rainbow.

The soup a mote in its beam.
Beside the tureen – two more rainbow colors:

Red roasted meat and a pony for plum rakija.

Father cleans his pistol on Sundays,

last night he was at the feast.

From the unburnt powder an air of festivity.

Someone will knock at the window

and disappear apace.

At that moment I hear a voice.

With a mouthful down my throat I go to the orchard.

The spring flowers inspire me

to talk with the unknown.

The image stays till the song beyond the hill weakens.

Then dreams take over the entire house,

and through this small century

in flows callings to life.

NENAD

Caught by the apple of your eye,

I return into myself, into a marvelous day,

a poem has found God’s door

at the sight of a sudden wave.

I return into myself, into a marvelous day,

the Sea is foaming, the sandbank is strangling

at the sight of a sudden wave,

I have no way to go out of you without a poem.

The Sea is foaming, the sandbank is strangling,

you swim as a prayer’s singing in his prayer book,

I have no way to go out of you without a poem

in this game you play like a crazy wizard.
You swim as a prayer’s singing in his prayer book,

you fill my soul with the music of my dream,

in this game you play like a crazy wizard
the Moon is dangling from the Sea bed.

You fill my soul with the music of my dream,

I love you simply - in three syllables,

the Moon is dangling from the Sea bed

caught by the apple of your eye.
POETRY
Ah:

That is the bright Mind.

Language relieved from prejudices.

Open sentences

of my main worries.

Chaos that

I bring into order.

Actually

I now save myself

while I have time!
SWAN

A swan in the water, in the night, in the park,

sleeping with beak set under wing,

the surface is quiet and the heavy Moon is

a barge under the beheaded swan.

Not a wrinkle of wave to dispel the deception,
nor a plop of a bubble from bottom,

in the birch top whiteness 
marvelous feathers rest and radiate in darkness.

Silently I pass, like a shadow, untold,

so not even my passing breath causes
a quill to galvanize.

on top of a tail that touches water.

In front of a house, immensely happy, I notice
Moon and swan cuddling on an arch.
VAT

This should be seen:

Father is making a vat

under the sad willow in Gomjenica!

First, plank with nail in side,
is staked in the ground.

Next the band in which the planks are placed is fastened.

I’m in a kingdom

walled by dry oak.

The World is fluctuating,

and mine is that plank if it slips,
return the thread quickly to the next strand of yarn.
If I hear above the river a flock of birds

I mustn’t raise head.

As soon as the card tower is put together,
father with a glance puts down the ring

til it stops.

Using the first one as measure father saws more planks.
The belly of the nail is put

In the pit of the anvil,

and the hollowed ring

encloses the vat.
Bare hands shouldn’t hold the ring

while it’s being hammered.

At least put the old sock on palm!

Oh, how beautiful to hear the noise

and watch father how with left

hand he spins the ring,

while with right he is softening its side!
He ignores a passing neighbor on a horse.

I catch his bewitched face,

and flee into house to read.

Over the book I eat prunes from cup

holding three.

I forget father

while he shapes vat as fallen beast.

But I return,

I peek into it and – yell.

My voice echoes north and south.

Giving father will to finish.

The poet speaks like this:

Double saw big as hand,
with its teeth inter-spaced

at little finger length,

on his knees he hollows out a groove for the bottom.

In round furrow he puts

paste and then dry bulrush.

The pieces of the base are arranged

in the vat.

When it lies down – a song.
Hits the rings.

Open beer bottle,

look, a hornet draws in.

Once a stinger hit father’s mouth,

right when he lifted the bottle

so his lip enlarged trice.

The wind from tree top cooled the lip,

as a leaf fell on the bottom.

Now father moves the vat to the well

and pats its side.

I pour water to the top

so that beauty will soak until morning.

And not one drop

for its whole life will leak out.

From the window mother again

objects that this work

has been done for nothing.

I collect wood chips

and know father’s answer.

SREMSKI KARLOVCI

Mortar has fallen from the statue of Aphrodite, doggy is dozing beside the cross,

the statue of Apollo has no head, God missed four fingers.

The water-worn church squats, a bottle sticks out behind the school,

a hundred windows are broken, three men in the tavern are drunk.

A local drunkard sticks his tongue out, municipality personnel hide their salaries,

poor people are at the dump: there are battens for sale!

Liturgical snowball is flying from that golden century,

Move your eye: Warning! It can smash your head.

What is this place? God dropped it from Heaven!

Why did they not whitewash it after the chaos of war?

There are some explanations. Who is one to believe?

In Mušicki is Branko’s heart beating, and the centuires are soughing, soughing...

AUNT TOOK OUT THE POET

My enemies write hearty poems

and being in good spirits, they walk around the World with their aunts.

Concerning that this must be said. 

If even an aunt has taken the poet out for a walk,
then she herself must be
an educated old fashioned bluestocking.

An aunt takes the poet out so he will

see more of the World.

And the World is not small.

You can see it in the neighborhood.

If there were not an aunt, there would not be a poet.

Aunt’s poet is descended from God.

And even an aunt!

She is a dominant inspiration of modern lyrics

and about her we shall talk in the Preface.

But what to do with the poet?

Does even he see
what an aunt sees.
Who writes songs to whom?

Dusk has fallen over the Danube!

Anyway, do not worry.
Aunt takes care of everything.

She will cut bad verses with scissors.

THE REPUBLIC OF SERBIAN KRAJINA
I will sing again, won't I? An exodus has just passed

as in a bad dream. Krajina laments.

Down the hills and valleys the snow has fallen.

Krajina’s day is unimaginable, longer.

A wolf and a ram aimlessly linger together.

The snowdrift has already melted, my soul is becoming southern.

I will sing: Oh – whether or not I can see again,

because what I see now is better not to be seen:

Beside a bleak house is a crazy cow,

the dejected dog Sharov seems ashamed of me,

next to the corner is an old dead man and his broken stick,

above the forest Sky chokes, I shudder, 

the tearful evening is burnt by full Moon. 

The bird named Banija coos across the firmament,
and the doe Lika roams behind the cloud,

the bear Kordun is watched over only by its constellation,

Oh, if my heart were huge as a giant’s

it couldn’t be settled down,

sorrow for Knin wakes me in the morning 

-sacrified lamb beloved by God.

I sing out, as a real beloved son,

that is my will and pledge.

Only a mother can be more sacred than

what death takes, and hand writes down.

And on horizon - a sister - Banja Luka!

SNOW

Snow is falling. 

Who sees it?

Nobody sees anything

and

even if he sees,

he does not see.

 

We who really see
remain silent

and do not see.

 Why should we see?

 
ABOUT NONRHYMING "SONNET"

He the devil does not give

a braided rhyme finds it hard to fake.

Boo, to a babbler who launches his poem

into fourteen non tuned lines.

Yuck, to a defamer with no shame and order
whose music does not fit into lines.
a fusillade of slight insults 

to whoever does not known the law of form.

A sonnet is a bell of chosen class

in which rhymes are completely golden,

it is an imperial grand-grandfather to a poet

loved by talented kids.

Therefore - rhyme it, do not be afraid of damaging it,

a sonnet is a crown symbol, it is a poet’s victory.
DECOMPOSITION OF A HUMAN BEING 

Should not I be

defending this I am writing?


It may turn out that I make a trap 

and lure You into
the jungle of verses.

You said to me through your nose: 
Ah, 
and you write poetry?

So let us see?

I have shivered 
and decomposed a long poem 

into parts:

In the first I put people

in the second everything else

in the third fallen leaves 
through the fourth one water flowed 
through the fifth blood


and so on to infinity
where it is marked that
last small piece of my knowledge.

But only with the help of poetry!
ROSEBUD AND THORNS

Where have I not faded lonely with a rose?
And how many times before this time I picked up a petal from dreams 
that lived in a moment?

And what sins in a song have I not dropped?
A rose or thorn? That is the point where the symbol rotates.
A woman or a snake? (Because I picked up an apple.)


And kissing afterwards, I have touched death
like a clear rainbow over the cliff of the World,
always with a foot at the boundary line.


Here, and even now while a tercina blooms,
remains my rose from my childhood made of fog and sun,
in the new rhyme I am still the old target.


Even if the pain does not move me from the peak!



TO SING
To sing of cats that wash their fangs

at dusk and dance under the thunder,

to sing of a caged cat that children carry
from home to home and sprinkle water

when rain hits the grain,

to sing of cats’ seven lives that take
the form of woman with knife in her claw,
beheading worms
to sing of a golden halo in the hands

of an unfortunate thief turned into

ashes by flames from the eyes

of a dancing cat,

to sing of the key keeper of our king

whose one eye opens as a mouse squeaks,

to sing of feline bred from pig.
White gammer
raised as sister of running boars,

to sing of a pair of cats 

spewed from the mouth of a lion while Noah

was crossing his forehead with his hand,

to sing of lions with sweeping manes that roar at dawn

and chase away demons and sicknesses,

to sing of Gods’ chariots pulled by

four animals flaming coal, one with the face of lion,

to sing of a speeding lion brushing his trail
fleeing before hunters pack,

to sing of a paunchy lion that danced

on one fang, 

to sing of priests adorned

by leopard skins from which dangles

claws once fast and cruel,

to sing of light of scared Moon,

when leopard devours his mother,

to sing of sea waves which on our coast

have washed beast-leopard with bird

wings moved by wind from

four World sides,

to sing of a tiger of darkness and a young Moon

from whose jaws escapes a child,

who becomes a tiger,
to sing of five gorgeous tigers guarding

the middle and the sides of the World,

to sing of women petted by the paw

of the bear-kidnapper Artemis

follows under the Moon,
to sing of the healing powers of a bear

who by touch cures headache,

to sing of small nations that swear while sitting

on a bear skull:

May it devour us if we are guilty,

to sing of dancing bears licking honey and

then returning it to drones,
to sing of constellation Great Bear 

crushed in childhood

from hence I sing already of a sung World.

DOOM

Thunder roars.
Ripping eyes shine.

Ominously sings an owl.

A dead father song.

Silence and doom.

Pulsates heart sanguine.

Snarls young intestine.

Of regions bellowing.

From my dream hastes a shape.

On a pillow a shade.

Lacking a cry.

Who preys on whom?

A boat whirls. 
You are a bloody shred.

A leaf sways in the forest.
Scorched is the landscape.

Heavy black rain falls.

Take care of yourself.
A poor child sleeps.

Insane wounds burn.

Your head is still on.

Wind rides the river.

Saviors, where are they?

Hours crumble into silence.
Disaster in misfortune.

Tears mother sheds.

Earth or heaven?

By God you are unnerved.

CLEAN CONSCIENCE

Something can be learned

and something can be granted

if you write poems 

and cooperate with people

who deal with 

special cases

and habits of those 

who have no chance to say goodbye

sweet dreams 

and clean conscience.

Who guarantees that you are right

and that what you realize

has a human meaning? 

Do not get excited about yourself!

Put your thumb on your forehead

and ask yourself:

Father

why have you made me

when you did not know how to

or chose not 

to arrange me properly?

ON SAINT ELIAS' DAY
There he is, a dad who flaunts himself at the meeting,

fanning the fire with the ox on the spit.

Hot meat is torn away-he is ready to fight,

merry ojkaca singers moan in the dancing circle.

One liter of brandy makes a baying mouth,

plum brandy reigns the brain.

Look at the eyes: turbulent sediment,

a drunk man is looking for someone to cut his belly. 

In the grove under an oak, is it daughter-in-law,

with an empty bottle flying between her legs?

If anyone quarrels with a drunkard:

the two of them are already stabbed by knives.

Saint Elias’ Day is thundering over the dancing circle song,

no one dares to wipe blood..

SHADOWS BOUND

Sleep, six-angled woman!

Your crystal sides,

drawn by the hand of an insane artist,

are blurring in my hurricane.

I fly over you from several spheres

and in the shining smile of heaven

I bind your shadows.
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