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CeeTnaHa

Jlyk bankaHBOKep ro youea
Cnanwak

Kopto Mantese:

,NpawnHa” Ha Munyo
MaHuYeBCKM KaKo 0AroBOp Ha
3anagHNOT KYNTypeH
KOJIOHUjanusam

Ha ManueBcku My 6ea mOTpebHU celyM TOAMHU /1A
ro CHUMH CBOjOT BTOp uUrpaH ¢pmwim. OuuriesHo,
Tpebaille ja MIOMUHE U3BECHO BpEMeE 32 J1a TO Ha/ipacHe
MaJIKy HAUBHOTO BepyBame BO OAJIKAHCKOTO 3JI0 IITO
3pauerie oj HErTOBUOT NpB ¢unm, I[Iped doxcdoil, n
MO>KkeOH, J]a TIOPa3MHUCJIH 32 OHA IIITO My Tpeba moBeke:
mpecTHKHa GUIMCKA HarpaJia Uil UHTEJEKTyasleH
uHTerpureT. VicTo Taka, ciopes MeHe, Toa BpeMe My bertie
IOTPeOHO M 3a J]a CO3/Ia/ie TOJIKY MHOTY HOBH ¥ ZIOTOTAIII
HEBUJIEHU (PUIIMCKU CITUKH.

HoBuoT ¢puim Ha MaHUYEBCKH € BO CBOEBUEH JIUjaJIOT
CO yIITe e/ieH rojieM | juiabok ¢uiam 3a bankaHor,
CHUMEH OTKAaKO [T0YHAa BOjHAaTa Bo Jyrociasuja, Ulysses’
Gaze (1995) Ha Teomopoc AHresomysoc. 3alJIETOT HA
(pmiMoT Ha AHTesIOMyJIOC 3all0YHYBa CO IOTparara Io
oaMHa 3ary0eHHOT JIOKyMeHTapel] Ha MHOHEPOT Ha
6ankaHckuoT punm, Munton Manaku. OBaa paHa
CHMMEKA Ha OasTKkaHCKaTa aHTPOIIOJIOTHja Tpeba aa ousie
KJIy4 3a KOJIEKTHBHATa OaJIKaHCKa MeMOopHja U 3a
JIMYHHUTE ceKaBara Ha jyHAKOT IITO IO Urpa XapBH
Kajres. Mcrara :xeHa ce 10jaByBa BO PA3JIMYHU JIEJIOBU
on BankaHOT, BO pa3JIMYHU UCTOPUCKH IEPHUOIH, U
cekoramr 30o0pyBa Ha pasjinuyeH OaJKaHCKHU ja3WK -
MaKeJIOHCKH, TPUYKHU, OyrapcKH, CPIICKO-XpBaTCKH. Taa

2002

Svetlana
Slapsak

Luke Balkanwalker shoots
down Corto Maltese:

Milcho Manchevski's “Dust” as
an answer to the Western
cultural colonialism

t took seven years for Manchevski to make his second

feature film. Some time was obviously required to
outgrow a somewhat naive belief in the Balkan evil,
emanating from his first film, Before the Rain, and maybe
to ponder on what he would need more: a major movie
award or his intellectual integrity. In my view, he also
needed more time to invent so many new and unseen film
images.

The new Manchevski movie is in a kind of dialogue with
another great and profound movie about the Balkans,
made since the war in Yugoslavia started, Ulysses’ Gaze
(1995) by Theodoros Angelopoulos. Angelopoulos’ movie
plot starts with a search for a long-lost documentary made
by Balkan film pioneer Milton Manaki. This early footage
of Balkan anthropology should be a key to the collective
Balkan memories, and the personal memories of a hero,
played by Harvey Keitel. The same woman appears in
different parts of the Balkans, different historic periods,
and she speaks a different Balkan tongue each time —
Macedonian, Greek, Bulgarian, Serbo-Croatian. She dies
in Sarajevo under siege, as the hero eventually comes
closer to finding Manaki’s movie. This re-appearing
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ymupa Bo CapaeBo IoJ orncaza, IoZeKa jyHAKOT e ce
10GJTHCKY 710 ITpOHaorameTo Ha puMot Ha Manaku. OBOj
MIOBTOPJINB KEHCKU JIUK € CUMOOJI Ha KOJIEKTUBHATA
OasikaHCKa MeMOpHja, yCHa, TOTHUCHATA, MapTUHATN3H-
paHa, MaJTpeTHpaHa, UCKIIyIeHa Off BOZEUKHUTeE (MAaIIKN)
MOJIUTUKU U ujeosoruu. Taa roguHa, oBaa MOKHA U
IIpeIN3BUKyBauka Busuja He Oemre paBOpPUTOT HA
3amajHUTe KpUTHYApH. Tue ro IpeTnoynTaa KUBOIHC-
HUOT, HO MaHuNynaTuBeH ¢unm Ha Emup Kycrypuna,
Underground, kojurto ja 3j0ynotpebu yIiuTe eHAII
pOMCKaTa KyJITypa ¥ IO IPOMOBHPAIIIE CTEPEOTUITHUOT
‘cprcky mapMm’ M UTpa MPUCIOCOOJIMBOCT, KAKO U
arpecUBHHUOT CeKCH3aM, OmacHo daycudukyBajku ja
ITOJINTHYKATA CUTYallja HA HAUUH KOjIITO HUE, MECHOTO
HaceJIeHUe, BeJTHAIII TO ITPEIT03HaBaMe KaKO My/IPOCT Ha
KOJIOHU3ATOPOT, CTPaTernja Ha U3MaMHUKOT U HHTEJIEK-
TyaJIHO HedecHa 700uBKa. Kyctypuna mobapa u qo6mu
(puHaHCHCKA TOMOII 32 0BOj UM, MeLy APYTOTO, U OF
pexxuMoT Ha MmtomeBuk. MaH4YeBCKU pem fja ofbdepe
IpyT nat. be3 Tpolka CeHTUMEHTATHOCT WJIM HOCTAJITH]a,
TOj ja OTTPrHa moTparaTa 1o 0ajkaHcKaTa MeEMOpHja O
peasiHOCTa, U ja BpaTu BO cdepaTta Ha PUKTUBHOTO,
MMAarvHAapHOTO, HapalyjaTa i MUTOT, KaJle IIITO BIIPOYeM
u mpumnara. Hamecro n1a naxe, kako Kyerypuna, wiu 1a
ce obuyBa fa objacHu, Kako AHresomnysoc, MaHYeBCKU
Xxpabpo ru HcTpakyBallle HADATUBHUTE CTPYKTYPH,
’KAaHPOBUTE Ha JUCKYPC U UJIEOJIOTHUTE IIITO IEMHAT 331
IoImyapHaTa Kysatypa. Hu Masky cirydajao, TOj perrs 1a
IO CMECTH 3aIUIETOT HA CBOJjOT (OHJIM BO HCTHUOT IIEPUO]
mrro MurtToH MaHaKu IO 3aCBEZI0YH CO CBojaTa Kamepa -
IIOYETOKOT Ha JIBAECETTUOT BeK. 11 He ciydajHO HEOUeKy-
BAaHHOT jyHAK OF] HETOBUOT (UM, e/leH OP30IIOTe3eH U
30J1 kKayboj ox JluBuor 3amajn, pemana fa Ogu Ha
BajikaHOT OTKakKO BO (PUJIMCKHOT KYPHaJ BO €IHO
[MAPUCKO KMHO Ke ja BUJIN HaZleXKHaTa (Kora cTaHyBa 300p
3a JIECHO CIIeYaJieH! Iapu, 6e33aKOHKE U HACUJICTBO) BECT
3a PETHOHOT.

woman is a symbolic collective Balkan memory, oral,
repressed, marginalized, victimized, excluded from the
leading (male) politics and ideologies. This powerful and
challenging vision was not prefered by the Western critics
and juries that year. They loved Emir Kusturica’s colorful,
but manipulative movie about the Balkans, Underground,
misusing once again Roma culture, promoting
stereotypical ‘Serbian charm’ and cunning adaptability,
along with agressive sexism, and heavily falsifying the
political situation in the manner which we, the locals,
recognize immediately as the wisdom of a colonizer, a
trickster’s strategy, and an intellectualy dishonest gain.
Among others, Kusturica asked for and got financial
support from the MiloSevic regime for this movie.
Manchevski decided to choose another way. He removed
without a trace of sentimentality or nostalgia the search
for the Balkan memory from the space of reality, and put
it back into the space of fiction, imaginary, narrative, and
myth, where it has belonged anyway. Instead of lying, like
Kusturica, or trying to explain, like Angelopoulos,
Manchevski boldly enquired into the narrative structures,
genres of dicourse, and ideologies lurking behind the
popular culture. Not a little arbitrarily, he decided to put
the plot of his movie into the same period Milton Manaki
witnessed through his camera — the beginning of the 20th
century. And it is not by chance that the unlikely hero of
his movie, a fast-drawing and mean cowboy from the Wild
West decided to go to the Balkans after he saw a promising
(when it comes to easy money, lawlessness, and violence)
news film about the region in a cinema in Paris.
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Konnenror Ha MaH4YeBCKY € €IHOCTABEH, NHI€HNO3€H U
PaJIMKaIHO MIPOBOKATUBEH: TOj TU U3BPTYBa CTEPEOTHU-
[IUTE U UCIUTYBA KOW C€ HUBHUTE MIPUI0OMBKU O] TOA.
Hocera bankaHOT KymyBallle, ToJTalle U UMUTHpAIIe
06e30pojHH KYJITYPHH CTEPEOTHIIH KOHWIITO Joaraa o/
3amajHaTa KyjaTtypa. HajrosmemuoT /mokas 3a Toa e
[IOIyJapHOCTa Ha BeCTepH (pUIMOBUTE, KAKO U Ha
HHUBHATa €BPOIICKAa TPAHKA - IIIareTH BECTEPHOT. [Ipyru
BIIEYAT/IMBU IIPUMEDPH Ce CTPUIIOBUTE U COBPEMEHUTE
aKIUOHU (PUIIMOBHU, KOUIITO IO opopMHUja IETUOT
4yyJieceH BU3yeJIeH KOHIIENT 3a jyrocJIOBeHCKaTa BOjHA
KaKo IpecJuKyBame O] IOoIlyJapHaTa KyJaTypa - BO
cTBapHOCcTa. Kako COBpIIEH KOH3yMEHT, IPUTHUCHAT OF
HEJIOBOJIHA TIOHY/Ia HAa KPEaTHUBHU HJIeH, O] IaTpHjap-
XaJHaTa 3710/IEBHOCT, KAKO U O PECTPUKIIUUTE HAMET-
HAaTH 0J1 HEKOU JIOKAJTHU COIIUjJIMCTUYKH PEeKUMU (Toa
He Oelrre cyyaj Bo Jyrocyiasuja), bajkaHOT rosrarie ce.
3a BO3BpaT, BO BpeMe Ha Kpu3a, CIIOpe/] OHA KaKo Oelrre
IIpETCTaBeH BO IVIOOTHUTE MeIUyMHU, o7, baskaHoT ce
Oapamre ma oapasyBa CJIMKa Ha YHCTa peayiHOCT Oe3
MHTOBH U IPUKA3HU, BUCTUHUTA U €THOCTABHA, 32 /14
MoOke 3amazoTr Aa chaTH MITO MO FaBOJHUTE TaMy Ce
ciayuyBa. HamecTo /1a Tv pa30TKpHUBa ‘BUCTHHUTE', J1a
panmoHaNIu3upa, UCTPa)KyBa, CUCTEMATHU3UPA U JIa IO
IIPETOYH CETO TOA BO €IHA €MOTHUBHA U MOEeTCKa popMa
CO HHUIIIKA HA MOJIUNTHYKA KOPEKTHOCT 3a /Ia ja TPOTHE
3amaziHaTa Ayma, MaHYeBCKH IO BO3BpaTH yAaporT,
MIOHYAYBajKH OaIKaHCKU IPUKA3HU, CTEPEOTHIIN, MUTO-
BU, [luB UcTtok. 3anmanoT e mokupaH. dPuimor Ha
MaHueBcKHU 100MBa HAjpa3IUYHU OyAaIeCcTH KPUTHUKH,
0/ KOY HAQjTOJIEMUOT JIeJI Ce YHCTO MOTUTHIKY. V3riiena
JleKa ITPOU3BO/IOT O] e/JHA KOJIOHU3WPaHa 3eMja He MOKe
Jla ce HATIpeBapyBa M Jla Ce IMpOJaBa Ha 1Ma3apor
KOHTPOJIUPAH 07 KOJIOHU3ATOPOT, aKO He Cce IPUAPIKYBA
JI0 TIOCTOEYKUTE IpaBuja 3a MOK M MMaruHaIuja.
3amaznot ro nmpernouuramie Kycrypumna co Heropure
3yoynotpebeHn Pomu, arncyp/iHU 3aIruieTd, er30THYHA
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Manchevski’s concept is simple, ingenious, and radically
provocative: it reverses the stereotypes, and questions the
economies of exchanged stereotypes. The Balkans have,
until now, bought, swallowed, and immitated
innumerable cultural stereotypes coming from Western
culture. The best case in point is the popularity of Western
movies, with their European branching into the spaghetti-
Western. Other remarkable examples are comics, and
contemporary action movies, which formed the whole
stunning visual construct of the Yugoslav war on all sides
as a quotation of popular culture - in reality. A perfect
consumer, pushed by the lack of a fantasy market, by
patriarchal boredom, and also by restrictions imposed by
some local socialist regimes (this was not the Yugoslav
case), the Balkans have engulfed everything. In return, in
times of crisis, as they emerged in the global media, the
Balkans are asked to reflect a picture of sheer reality,
without myths and narratives, true and simple, so that
the West could understand what the hell is going on out
there. Instead of finding out about the ‘truths’, to
rationalise, research, systematise, and blend everything
into an emotional and poetic form with a touch of political
correctness to move the Western soul, Manchevski hit
back, by proposing Balkan narratives, stereotypes, myths,
the Wild East. The West is scandalized. Manchevski’s
movie gets all kinds of silly reviews, most of them purely
political. It seems that a product of a colonized country
cannot compete and sell on the market controlled by a
colonizer, without complying to the existing rules on
power and imagination. The West preferred Kusturica
with his exploited Roma people, absurd plots, exotic
Balkan paranoia, instead of Angelopoulos (too reflexive
and complicated) and Manchevski (too provocative). And
the latest Oscar goes, quite expectedly, to a Bosnian movie
(No Man’s Land) in which the Balkan men are featured
as dangerous, unpredictable, but funny and warm
lunatics.
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OaJsIKaHCKa IMapaHoja, HaMeCcTO AHTEIOMyJIoC (IIPEMHOTY
MHCJIOBEH U KOMIUTUIIMPaH) © MaH4YeBCKHU (IIpeMHOTY
npoBokaTuBeH). U mociaeguuor Ockap, coceMa OYeKy-
BaHO I'o 0CcBOH efieH 6bocancku ¢puaM (No Man’s Land) Bo
KO0j OaJIkaHIMTe Cce NpEeTCTaBeHW KaKO OIlacHH,
HENPeIBUINBH, HO CMEIITHU U TOILIH JIy/IallH.

Hdanu nperepyBam? OJi MOUYETOKOT HA BOjHATA BO
Jyrocnasuja, 3amazoT - 300pyBaM 3a CBOETO JIUYHO
HCKYCTBO Y 32 HCKYCTBOTO Ha MHOTY MOH IIPHUjaTeJU - TH
MIPETIIOYHTAIIIE IOEHOCTABHUTE BEP3UH Ha 00jaCHyBabe.
3aroa, 3ana{HUTE MEIUYMHU U MHTEJIEKTYaIH BeAHAIT
ce coouYMja CO Hajpa3JINYHU CTPATETUH OJi CTPaHA HA
KOJIOHU3UPAHUTE UHINBU/YAJIIIU O] PETHOHOT, KOUIIITO
T'Yl IPO3pea U pa30TKPHja HAUMHUTE CO KO THE OCBOjyBaa:
JIaTd, TOTPENIHN IPETCTABH, JacKambe, MOJIEHkhe, He3a-
CJIy’KeHa IIOMIIE3HOCT - CETO TOA OCTAaHATUTE MEIITAHU
MO’Kea caMo OecIIOMOIITHO Ja Io cjaezar, 6e3 ma ouzar
YyeHH, 3aT0a [ITO IPy00 ¥ 6E3MIIIOCHO KayKaHO, HUBHUTE
objacHyBama Oea jaytleKy ITOKOMILTUIIPaHU, 00peMeHeTH
CO OZITOBOPHOCT ¥ 6apaa BpeMe U 3Haekbe - Ha JIOKAJTHUTE
jasuIy, uctopuja, na Aypu u reorpaduja. ima HEKOJIKyY
€JIEMEHTH BO BOCIIPHEMAeTO Ha JYrOCJIOBEHCKATA BOjHA
0]l cTpaHa Ha 3ama/ioT WITO OM MOXKeJIe /1a ja MOTKpenaT
BAKBAaTa XUIIOTE3A: BO OMIIITOTO TOKPUBAHE HA HACTAHUTE
HMallle o/ipeZieHa TeH/IeHIIja /1a ce IPOMOBHPA ‘aBTEH-
TUYHUOT JIUCKYpPC, KAKO Ha MPHUMep, CBEJIOIITBaTa HA
Jlerata U OIMUCUTE Ha CEKOjHEBHUOT KHUBOT, HAMECTO
JIOKQJTHATa CTPYYHOCT U aHAJIN3a; IIOMAIKY PU3UYHUTE
aBTopu Oea NMPUBUJIETUPAHH, /I0JIEKA UPOHHjaTA, WU
HEKaKOB JIPYT BUJ OJiZJaJIedyBakbe O/ CTpaHa Ha JIOKaJ-
HUTE aBTOPH, He ce Tosiepupaiie. OBa € TUITUYHHUOT CTaB
32 HEJIOPACHATOCTA HA KOJIOHU3UPAHUTE, YHEIITO
pacyzyBame ce MOTIEHYBa W YHUHUIITO CBEJOIITBA CE
KOPHCTAT KaKO CyPOBHHHU 32 MOHATAMHOIIIHO ITOO0jeK-
THBHO HCTPA>KyBarbe, 32 KOU THE He ce KBATU(PUKYBaHH.
PabotuTe He ce jacHO lepUHUPAHH U IIOCTOU YyBCTBO HA

Do I exagerate? Since the war in Yugoslavia began, the
West — and I am talking about my personal experience,
and the experience of many of my friends — preferred
simpler versions of explanation. Therefore the Western
media and intellectuals were immediately exposed to
many strategies of the colonized, individuals from the
region, who saw right through them and discovered
quickly their gaining ways: lies, false representation,
flattering, begging, undeserved pompousness —
everything that other locals could just helplessly perceive
without ever being heard, their explanations being much
more complicated, burdened with responsibility, and
demanding time and knowledge - like local languages,
history, and even geography, to be quite rude and
merciless. There are several elements in the Western
reception of the Yugoslav war that can corroborate such
hypothesis: there was a certain tendency in the general
coverage of the events to promote ‘authentic’ discourses,
like children’s testimonies, everyday life descriptions
instead of local expertise and analysis, less risky authors
were privileged, local authors’ irony, or any other form of
distancing was not tolerated. This is a typical view that
the colonized are but infants, whose judgment is
underestimated, and testimonies are taken as raw material
for further, more objective investigation, for which he does
not qualify. Things are not clearly defined, and there are
feelings of ambivalence. A famous joke about Western
journalists coming to a refugee camp during the war in
Yugoslavia, and asking for women who have been raped
and speak English came from both sides, Western
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ambuBasieHHOCT. [To3HaTaTa m1era 3a 3ana{HUTEe HOBUHA-
pH IITO JIOIILJIE BO €/IeH KaMII 3a Gerayjmy 3a BpemMe Ha
BOjHaTa BO JyrociyaBuja, u 6apaje KeHU KOUIITO Ouie
CWJIyBaHH U IITO 300pyBaaT aHIJINCKH, Jloarallie oJ1 IBeTe
CTPaHU - U O] 3ala/IHUTe HOBUHAPU U 01 Gerasiure.
JaBHOCTA W MHTeJIEKTyaJIHATa U KyJITYypHATa €JIUTa Of
3amazoT 4ecTo M pa3MeHyBaa CBOUTE TJIEUINTA U
JIOTOBapaa HOBHU CTETIEHU Ha BJIaJleehe O MHPOPMAI[UNTE
U co ctaBoBUTe. Cekako, Ha MHOTY KDUTHUYKH TJIACOBH O/
PEruoHOT, HACOUEHU KOH Pa300IMIyBakhe Ha MAHUITYJIa-
TUBHUTE CTPATEruU Ha OHUeE ITpudaTeHuTe U NpudaTin-
BUTeE JIa ja pacKkakaT BUCTHHATA 3a JyrocjaBuja, 4ecTo-
IIaTH UM Ce IMPUIHIIyBaIlle 3aBUCT MOPAAHU TOA IITO HE
O6ue onbpaHu, HAMECTO €THOCTAaBHO Jia OUIAT YyeHH.
Mo>kebu e BUCTHUHA JleKa HUKOj BCYIITHOCT U HE CaKallle
J1a CU r'0 KOMILTUIIMPA KUBOTOT U JIa CU 'O U3MavyBa yMOT
€O OHa IITO ce caydyBamie Ha bankanot. Ho Torami, kako
Jla ce pa3depaT HeBepOjaTHUTE MaHUITYJIAIINY ITAaCPaHH
O/l CTpaHa Ha HEKOW 3alaJHU WHTEJIEKTYaJIIH, KOU ce
BIIYIIITaa BO HEBO3MOXKHH IOT(HATH BO PETHOHOT CO €T
7a ja 3emart ysorata Ceeiliey Ha mana Hayuja? Kako na
ce pazbepar, Ha IpUMeEP, CTPACTHOTO COUYYBCTBO U
npuBp3aHocta Ha [Terep XaH/Kke 32 HajeKCTPEMHHUOT
CPIICKM HaIlIOHAJIN3aM U HETOBOTO YYECTBO BO ODUITU-
jasHUTE CPIICKU MaHU(eCTAINH 32 BpEMeE Ha BJIJI€€HHETO
Ha MunomeBuk? Kako fa ce pasbepe Toa mTo Aynan
®unkuakpot Bo Ppannuja kpue sexa 6u1 u3bpaH 3a
yjeH Ha XpBaTcKaTa akaJieMuja Ha HAyKHUTe, WU LITO
naHckuotr ciuaBuct Ilep JakoGceH, koj ru O6paHuU
HajHAIUOHAJIUCTUYKUTE dYJeHOoBH Ha Cpmckara
aKaZieMUja Ha HAyKUTEe U YMETHOCTHUTE, U CAMHOT OWJI
n3bpaH 32 HUBeH wieH? [lokpaj oBue, moBeke WU
IIOMAJIKy jJaCHH CJIydau, KaKo Jia ce 00jacHU Jieka MHOTY
natHUnY Bo CapaeBo 3a BpeMe Ha OICca/iaTa, MPETIoYnTaa
Jla He M3HecaT HaJ[BOP HEKOU JIyre, TYKY Zia TH OCTaBaT
HUBHUTE JIesia /ia ce npeBeayBaaT Bo CapaeBo? Kako sa
ce 0bjacHU JIeKa MMa caMo eJHA JINTepaTypHa aBTOPKA
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journalists and refugees. General public and intellectual
and artistic elites in the West often exchanged their
positions, and negotiated new degrees of command over
information and views. Certainly many a critical voice
from the region, aimed at dismantling manipulative
strategies of some of those accepted and acceptable to tell
the ‘truth’ about the war in Yugoslavia was often labelled
with envy for not being chosen, instead of simply being
heard. Maybe it is true that nobody really wanted to
complicate their lives and torture their minds with what
was going on in the Balkans. But then, how could one
understand some unbelievable manipulations put forward
by some Western intellectuals, entering impossible deals
in the region, in order to take the position of a Saint of a
small nation? How to understand, for instance, Peter
Handke’s passionate and partisan sympathy for the most
exaggerated Serbian nationalism, his taking part in official
Serbian manifestations during MiloSevic’s rule? How to
understand that Alain Finkilekraut hides in France the
fact he was elected Member of Croatian Academy of
Sciences, or a Danish slavist Per Jacobsen, who defends
the most nationalist members of Serbian Academy of Arts
and Sciences — being also an elected Member? Beside
these, more or less clear cases, how to explain that many
travellers to Sarajevo under siege preferred not to take
some people out, but rather to leave their work to be
translated in Sarajevo? How to explain that there is only
one literary author from the former Yugoslavia who dared
to criticize this behavior, Dubravka Ugresic? Milche
Manchevski is now in her company.
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o7 mopaHemHa JyrocjaBuja HITO Ce OCMEJH /1a IO
KPUTHKYBa BaKBOTO O/IHeCyBambe - /lyOpaBka Yrpemuk?
Muruo MaHUEBCKH cera U ce IPUAPYKU.

3amazioT He caka Jia ja rjiefia COICTBeHaTa KyJaTypa
IpeBPTEHA HAOIAaKy, TaKa IITO Ke Ce IJIe/aaT CUTe
IIIEBOBH, CHUTE CTPATETUH HA KOJIOHUjaJTHATa MaHUILYJIa-
ruja. OBa e TOkMy Toa IITO MaHYEeBCKH T'O HAIIPABU BO
cBojoT prm. OBaa rmo3HaTa KapHeBaJICKa IOCTAIIKA, IIITO
MMa 3a I1eJ1 1a IPUKaXKe Kako (QyHKIIMOHUPA MAIIMHATA
OJTHATPE U /14 TO 0CJI000/IY CHOT ITPUTHCOK, PETKO HAUIyBa
Ha MO3UTHBEH OATOBOP OJi pa3zobynMueHaTa CTpaHA.
[yaBHaTA IIeJ1 HA KOJIOHU3ATOPCKATa KyJITypa e Jia
HAIlpaBU OJI KOJIOHU3WPAHATa KyJITypa IpeaMeT Ha
HaOJby/lyBahe U UCTPAKYBalbe, a CEKAKO He MECTO,
cy0jeKkT WM aBTOPUTET 3a objacHyBame. OcamMoCTojy-
BambeTO Ha KOJIOHUJTHUOT ‘TIPeMET’ ¥ HETOBHOT IIPEMITH
BO HHTEPIPETATOP ce OOJTHU IMPOILIECH, ¥ MOKE 1a IOBEAAT
70 TPeIIKH, HeJOCTUT OJf IPEeU3HOCT, Iybeme Ha
KOMIIETEHTHOCT, T1a [lypH U /ia 3aBPIIAT CO HAI[MOHAJIU-
3aM, HaI[MOHAJIEH ayTH3aM, IIPOBUHIINjaIN3aM U OTCeue-
HOCT OJI INjaJIOTOT CO CBETOT, BKJIYIYBajKU I'0 TyKa U
KOJIOHMU3ATOPOT. Bo ciryuajor Ha MaH4YeBCKU, TOBPIITHOTO
COYYBCTBO U IOJIIPIIIKA O] CTPAHA HA HEKOU MaKeJIOHCKH
HAIIMOHAJIMCTH, OZITOBapa Ha MOBPIIHATa KPUTHUKA BO
3anagHuTe MenuymMu. KoJoHU3aTOPCKUTE KYJITYpH,
OHAKBU KaKBH IIITO T 3HAaeMe, CelaK pacroJjaraar co
OpojHU MeXaHU3MHU KOU TH y0J1aKyBaaT BAaKBUTE e(DeKTH
¥ IPOMOBHPAAT TPAHCIIAPEHTHOCT U TOJIEPAHIIHja: CaMO
Tpeba fja ce unTaaT. 3a JKaJI, IOKPUBAKETO O/ CTPaHa Ha
MeZIMYMHUTE € IIOMOII Ha KOja KOJIOHU3UPaHaTa 3eMja He
MozKe 71a ce motmpe. Tpeba 1a ce 6apaat pyTH COjy3HUIIH.
3aroa U peIn3BUKOT Ha MaHYEBCKY € TOJIKY Pa/IKaJIEH:
HUTY €JleH 0aJIKaHCKU (PUIIMCKU aBTOP HE Ce OCMEIIH J1a
OTH/Ie TOJIKY JlaJIEeKy OTKaKO BOjHaTa BO JyrocyaBuja
IIOYHA U 3aBpHIU. [Ipawiuna ro oApenyBa TOj KIIydeH
MOMEHT Ha rybeme Ha HEBHUHOCTA, PA30TKPUBAKE HA

The West does not like to see its culture being turned
upside-down, so that all the stitches can be seen, all the
strategies of colonial manipulation. That is exactly what
Manchevski did in his movie. This known carnival
procedure, which has its aim in showing how the machine
functions inside, and letting lose all the pressure, does
not often find a positive answer from a dismantled side.
The main aim of the colonizing culture is to make an object
of perception and research out of the colonized culture,
and certainly not the place, the subject, or the authority
in explaining. The independency of the colonial ‘object’,
and its transition into the subject of interpretation is
painful, and it can lead to mistakes, lack of precision, loss
of competence, even end in nationalism, native autism,
provincialism, and cutting short the dialogue with the
world, including the colonizer. In the case of Manchevski,
a superficial sympathy and support on behalf of some
Macedonian nationalists pairs a superficial criticism in
the Western media. At the same time, colonizing cultures
as we know them have a number of healing mechanisms,
achieving transparency, and inciting tolerance: they just
have to be read. Unfortunately, the back up by the media
is the least credible help a colonized country might expect.
Other alliances should be sought after. That is why
Manchevski’s challenge is so radical: no film maker from
the Balkans dared to risk that much since the Yugoslav
war started and ended. Dust determines that crucial
moment of the loss of innocence, unveiling false
appearences, and rejecting the ‘wisdom’ of the colonizers.
It also puts an end to the strategies of hiding the goals
and playing around with meaningless exoticism, and it
cuts deeply into the narrative status of ‘reality’ in the
Balkans.
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JIAXKHUOT HU3TJIe U oTdpiame Ha ‘Myapocra’ Ha
KoJioHu3aTopure. VcTo Taka, Taa ctaBa Kpaj Ha cTpare-
THUTE JIa Ce KPHe IeJITa 1 /1A ce IOUrpyBa co be3HauajHaTa
€r30THKA, ICTOBPEMEHO IIPOAUPAjKH 11ab0K0 BO Hapa-
TUBHUOT CTaTyc Ha ‘peasiHocTa’ Ha BayikaHOT.

MoK Hap npuKa3Hara.

HaBuctuHa e BnevyaTyiBO KOJIKY MHOTY HOBU 3HAIU
n3Muc/Ii MaHYeBCKY 3a /1a ro n30erHe CHMILTUIUPAHOTO
objacHyBame 1 pazbupame. Bo OpuimjaHnTHaTa ClleHa BO
Koja crapunara (AHresa) ro IpuMOpyBa MJIaZIUOT Kpaziel]
J1a ja ciIymia, TYPCKUTE BOJHHUIU O/ Hej3WHATA IPUKa3HA
HCYe3HyBaar cropey; Harogbara 3a HajybeyIuBUOT 6POj
IIITO THE JIBajIlaTa ja mocTurHyBaaT. CekaBameTo cu Opou
criopes; corncTBeHu nmpasmia. Crapunara camara ce
IojaByBa IOMery JBajlla BOJHHUIIM; €HA OBIa co dec
3aMeHyBa BOJHHK IITO Hejmoctura. ®ororpaduure BO
(dIIMOT ce MEHyBaaT, BO 3aBUCHOCT 0] TOA KOj ja KayKyBa/
packakyBa IIpUKa3HATa.

MHOTYOpOjHH ce WPOHUYHHUTE WHTEPBEHIIUU:
MaKeZJOHCKOTO CeJI0 € UPDOHUYHA HJeaan3aluja Ha
ponHUOT Kpaj. Hena, coBpiieHa keHa, IMa UCTETOBUPAH
KPCT Ha YeJIOTO, TEYHO 300pyBa aHTIJINCKU U KaXKyBa
KpaTKU [MapoJIy 3a youBameTo BO MMe Ha cyioboiaTa: Taa
€ TUIUYEH MPUMep 3a CTaTyCOT Ha KOJIOHU3UPAHUTE.
ITo3HATHOT JIMK O/1 BUCOKO-CTUIN3UPAHUOT cTpull, Kopto
MarnTe3e, HEHIPUKOCHOBEHUOT TaJKa4y U aBaHTYPHUCT/
KOJIOHM3ATOP, Ce I0jaByBa MOMery TYpCKUTE BOjJHHUIIH.
MHorymMyHa BO 3a11a/THATa jJABHOCT MHOTY II0JIECHO Ke TO
MIPEro3HaaT OBOj JIMK, OTKOJIKY CI[€HAaTa HaCJIMKaHA Ha
Ha/IBOPEIIHUOT SUJ| Ha ceJicKaTa I[PKBa, IIpej| Koja CTOU
Kopto Manteze - Cyauunot geH. Kora Jlyk ro yousa
JYHAKOT O7] CTPUIIOBUTE, CAMOOJIMYHO Ce TIOCTUTHYBA €/THA
IIOeTCKa IIpap/ia. 3a KHHO-TIOCETUTEJIUTE O/ TOpaHelHa
Jyrociasuja, mpecinKyBamaTa/aly3unuTe HA CJIABHUTE

2002

Power over the story.

It is quite amazing how many new signs Manchevski
invented in order to avoid simplicist explanations and
understanding. In a brilliant sequence in which the old
lady (Angela) forces the young thief to listen to her story,
Turkish soldiers from her story disappear, according to a
negotiation on convincing numbers between the two. The
memory counts its own numbers. The old lady herself
appears between two soldiers; a sheep with a Turkish hat
replaces a missing soldier. Photos in the movie change,
depending on who is telling/retelling the story.

Ironic interventions are numerous: a Macedonian village
is an ironic native idealization. Neda, a perfect woman,
has a cross tattooed on her forehead, speaks fluent
English, and utters short slogans on killing in the name
of liberty: she typifies the status of the colonized. A known
character from a highly stylized comic, Corto Maltese, the
ultimate wandering adventurer/colonizer, appears among
the Turkish soldiers. Most of the Western public will
recognize this character much easier than the story
depicted on the outside wall of the village church in front
of which Corto Maltese stands — the Judgement Day.
When Luke shoots down the comics’ hero, a kind of poetic
justice is symbolically done. For movie goers from the
former Yugoslavia, quotations/allusions to the famous
series of movies on Captain Leshi (1960, 1962), or Miss
Stone (1985), all by the same film director, Zika Mitrovic,
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cepuu puimou 3a Captain Leshi (1960, 1962), unu Muc
Cition (1985), cute oz UCTHOT pexkucep, 2Krka MUTpOBUK,
ro moTeHnupaat epekToT Ha UpoHHjaTa. ViMa u ApyrH
aJy3uH W IpeCJAUKyBama: HAYMHOT Ha Koj JIyk ce
CIpaByBa CO OPY?KjeTO U 3JIaTOTO, HO HE Ce CIIPAByBa CO
JKUBOTOT, IIOTCETYBa Ha HOBUOT OpaH aMEpPUKAHCKH
BECTEPHH OJI JIOITHUTE 60-TH U 70-TH, 0cobeHo Ha Butch
Cassidy and Sundance Kid (1969) Ha Ilopit Poj Xun. U
nozneka jomuot opat JIyk ro qob6mBa HajaoOpoTo o
MOZIEPHOTO BECTEPH HACJIEZICTBO, A0OpHOT OpaT Enajiia
ro mo06MBa HACJEACTBOTO OJT EBPOIICKHUOT INMareTH-
BectepH. Toj motceryBa Ha KitunT MCTBY/T 01 paHUOT 11e-
puon (A Fistfull of Dollars, 1966, pexxucep: Cepito JIeowe)
¥ HEroBaTa peTOpHKa e 0I0MBHA - TOj MOpA J]a TH IIOBTOPH
CHUTE CBOU IICeBA0-OMOJIMCKY U3peKu ABamaTu. Mma
HEKOJIKY BHU3YEeJHU MOTCETHUIH IITO UCTOPUCKU TO
cMmectyBaat JIyk, MoBpP3yBajku r'o CO 20-THOT BEK.
HeroBata BH31ja 3a MUHATOTO € IIPETCTaBEHA BO PAHUOT
JleJl O/ BHU3yeJiHAaTa paMKa Ha (QUIMOT, HETOBHUTE
cekaBarba U MaTHHU BU3HUH C€ BO MarJIMBO I[PHO-0€J10; MMa
eqHa OypJireckHa ciieHa kora JIyk ce cpekaBa co CUTMyH/T
®pojn Ha 6pox 3a EBpomna, Ha koj ®poja ro ‘moBpaka’
3amajiHAUOT CBET Ha CBOjOT PaKoITKC. FIMa aBUOH, MUTCKH
IVIACHUK Ha cMpTTa. [IpuBHIernpaHuoT craryc Ha JIyk
BO NPpUKa3HaTa KaKO HeCBeCeH, HO arpecHUBEH 3arajieH
HaTpAIHUK, Ce MOTBP/IyBa BO eHA OJi HAjIIOETCKUTE
cieHu Bo ¢puiamor, kora JIyk cpekaBa ezieH mpeduHeET
Typcku oduiep. OBOj KyJITUBUPAH, HO UCTOBPEMEHO U
OpyTaJsieH JIUK, ce OOuyBa Jia JO3HAe KOU O] IUBUJIU-
3upaHuTe jasunu ra 36opysa Jlyk (ppaHmyckn unu
repMaHCKH) U OCTaHyBa BUy/IOBHJIEH KOTa OTKPHUBA JieKa
Jlyk He 300pyBa HUeAEeH o] HUB. Herorara KOMyHHUKITHja
moToa ce cybJiuMHpa BO eJHOCTaBHATa Mmopaka 3a
UHWUHATA: ,,Kora ke BUMIN aBUOH, Ke ympemnr“. Ha Toj
HAYMH, JIETOT Ha aBUOHOT KOjIIITO ITPEMHHA O/ MUTCKOTO,/
XePOjCKOTO BO PEATHOTO/ TEXHUYKOTO UCKYCTBO TOYHO BO
BpeMeTo Ha (pUJIMCKaTa Hapalyja, ¥ YHUEeIITO CKPUEHO

reinforce the effect of irony. There are other allusions and
quotations too: Luke’s handling of guns and gold, and
misshandling of life is reminiscent of the new wave of
American westerns of the late 60’s and 70’s, and most
specifically to Butch Cassidy and Sundance Kid (1969),
by George Roy Hill. While the bad brother Luke gets the
best of the modern Western film heritage, the good
brother Elijah takes his heritage from the European
spaghetti-Western. He is reminiscent of early era Clint
Eastwood ( A Fistfull of Dollars, 1966, directed by Sergio
Leone), and his rhetorics are appalling — he has to repeat
each of his pseudo-biblical sayings twice. There are several
visual reminders which place Luke historically, and link
him to the early 20th century. His vision of the past is
represented in the early part of the film’s visual
framework, his memories and outer-grave visions are in
foggy black and white; there is a burlesque scene when
Luke meets Sugmund Freud on a boat to Europe, in which
Freud ‘vomits’ the Western world onto his manuscript.
There is an airplane, as the mythical death messenger.
The privileged Luke’s status in the story, as the
uncosciousness but aggressive Western intervener is
confirmed in one of the most poetic scenes in the movie,
when Luke confronts a refined Turkish officer. This
cultivated and at the same time brutal character tries to
find out which of the civilized languages Luke speaks
(French or German), amd remains utterly surprised when
he discovers Luke speaks none. His communication then
shrinks into a simple message on the future: ‘When you
see an airplane, you die!’ The filght of an airplane, which
transgressed from the mythical/heroic into the real/
technical experience exactly at the time of the film’s
narrative, and needed Freud to explain its hidden sexual
meaning, thus becomes the backbone metaphor of Dust.
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CeKCyaJTHO 3Hauemwe Tpebame aa ro objacau ®pojxa,
cTaHyBa Hoceuka MeTtadopa Ha ITpawuna.

Mpexa op uuratu.

[TpaBejku KoIAXK OJF ITUTATH KO C€ JIeJT OJf TIOIIyJIapHaTa
KyaTypa Ha baskanot, MaH4YeBCKY /1aBa e/lHa HPOHUYHA
peBU3Mja HA CBOUTE OMIUJIEHU BecTepH ¢primoBu. Ot enHA
CTpaHa, 0Ba € CBOEBUIEH HHTUMEH U JIOKAJIEH [TOTCETHUK,
IIOCTAIIKA Ha KOJIEKTUBHA MEMOPHja, CJTUYHA, HA IIPUMEP,
HA IIPETI03HABAHETO HA ITO3HATUOT JYTOCIOBEHCKHU T1EjCasK
BO dpriMoBUTE 32 BuHeTy o1 repmanckaTa b mpoaykiiuja,
BO KOW TOJIEMU JIOKAJIHU aKTEPCKH MMHUIbA Urpaa
eNHu30/lHU YJOTH, a IOBPEMEHO MOJXKelle Ja THU
MIPEMO3HAEII U COTICTBEHUTE IIPUjaTETU KAKO CTATHUCTH -
u na ce mzHacMmeem. OBa CIpOTHUBCTaByBame Ha
JIOKQJIHUOT — 00pO Mo3HAT (HOJIKIOP, yHOTpeOyBaH Of
HEKOj ZPYT - BO HEMO3HATH, NOBEKE WJIU IOMAJIKY
U3MUCJIEHHU 3aIJIETH, Oellle eJleH O] HajCHIHUTe e(heKTH
Ha npBUOT puam Ha ManueBcku, I[Iped doxcdoitd. Ho
vpoHujara Bo IIpawuHa e noxxecroka. OCHOBHUOT 3aIUIET
€ IIPET03HATIINB: €/IeH jyHaK (MJTH HEKOJIKY JyHaIn) joara
BO WJIWJIMYHO CEJI0O U yMUpa uiau nobeaysa, OpaHejku
HENITO IITO MPETXOJHO HUTY I'0 pa3dbupas, HUTY To
npudakain (Yojimbo 1961, Akupa Kypocasa, Magnificent
Seven, Ilon Cryprc); HCKyCHUTE XepOH MOXe Jia buziar
MaJIOyMHHIT KOW HEMAAT MIOUM KaJie Ce U IITO IIpaBaT
(Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid), moHekoramr
pearupaar Ha pyIUMEHTHPAHU )KUBOTHU CUMOOJIH, KAaKO
3maro wim 6ebumba (A Fistfull of Dollars, Three Godfa-
thers 1949, I1on ®opx), BKIIydyBajkul T JUCKYTaOUTHHUTE
KOHIIENTA Ha YeCT U UJEHTUTET BO IOCT-MOJIEPHUTE
Bpemuma (Silverado 1985, Jloperc Kacnan, Unforgiven
1992, Kituat HcrByn). CuTe MOKHU BUIOBH BECTEPH
(UIMOBH ce BO UTPA - KJIACUYEH, IIIITATE€TH, TePMaHCKaTa
nuHuja Ha Kapn Maj, aMepuKaHCKUOT MOJTUTHYKU O]
1970-TUTEe, KPBAaBHUOT IIOCTMOJIEPEH, a3UCKaTa

2002

The web of quotations.

Making a collage of quotations which are part of the
popular culture on the Balkans, Manchevski gives an
ironical revision of his favorite Western movies. On one
hand, this is a kind of intimate and local reminder, a
procedure of collective memory similar to, for instance,
recognizing the familiar Yugoslav scenery in the German
B movies on Winetoo, in which great local actors played
in episodes, and you could occasionally recognize your
friends as extras — and laugh about it. This confronting of
thelocal, well known folklore, being used by others in non-
familiar, more or less fictional plots, was one of the
strongest effects of Manchevski’s first movie, Before the
rain. But the irony in Dust is more corrosive. The basic
plot is recognizable: a hero (or several heroes) comes to
an idyllic village, and dies or wins defending something
that he neither understands nor accepts (Yojimbo 1961,
Akira Kurosawa, Magnificent Seven 1960, John Sturges);
The experienced heroes might be half-wits who do not
have a clue where they are or what they are doing (Butch
Cassidy and the Sundance Kid), they sometimes react to
rudimentary life symbols, like gold or babies (A Fistfull
of Dollars, 1964, Sergio Leone, Three Godfathers 1949,
John Ford), including debatable concepts of honour and
identity in post-modern times (Silverado 1985, Lawrence
Kasdan, Unforgiven 1992, Clint Eastwood). All of the
possible varieties of Western movies are in play — classic,
spaghetti, German Karl May line, 1970’s American
political, bloody post-modern, Asian artificiality — and
they parade in Manchevski’s quotations, making the
profitable side of this kind of cultural colonialism look
ridiculous. But there is a play with collective memory
which is even more provocative: posing in woman’s dress
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apTUQUIUESTHOCT - U THEe HapaJiupaaT BO I[UTATUTE HA
MawnueBcky, npaBejku npoduTabuIHaTa CTpaHa Ha OBOj
BHJ| KYJITYPEH KOJIOHHjaJIM3aM Jia U3TJIe/la CMEIIHO.
MefyToa nMa efjHa UTpa €O KOJIEKTHBHATA MEMOPHja IIITO
€ yIITe TOIIPOBOKATUBHA: IIO3UPAjKH BO KEHCKU QyCTaH
BO €/IHA O] CEKBEHIIUTE O/ MeMopHujaTa/Bu3ujaTta Ha
MpTBUTe, MaHYEBCKHU ja ‘BU3yeJu3upa’ JeHeNIHATa
TEOpeTCKa MaKCHMa JieKa POJIOT € MPOU3BOJI HA
KyaTypaTta. OBa e KJIy4oT 3a TPHUTE »KEHCKHU JINKA BO
¢unmor, Jlunur, Hena u Anremna. 1 6eckpyrysio3Hara
3aBopHMn4uKa JIniut u BepHaTa sxeHa Hezta mopa ia ympar
0/l MamKata ceOUYHOCT U HEOATOBOPHOCT. JIMIHUT TO
COYyBYBa CBOETO YOBEYKO JIOCTOMHCTBO M3BPIIYBajKU
caMoyOuCTBO, nozeka Hena, ciiyaajuo youeHa, Bo o6u
71a ce CI1acH, Mopa ia TO O/IJI0XKYU CBOETO YMUPAHE T0AeKa
na poau HOB (KeHCKM) »kuBOT. HejauHaTta Kepka Hena,
IIpeIMET HA IPErOBOPH YIITE OJf CAMUOT MOMEHT Ha
parame, 3Hae MHOTry 0OpO Kako Ja mperoBapa 3a
COIICTBEHHOT IIOCMPTEH PUTYaJI 1o/ieka ymupa. Bo 3amena
3a 3JIaTOTO, Taa ycIesa Jia To 06e30eau TpanchepoT HA
CeKaBameTo/ MpHUKa3HaTa, U TPAaHCGHEPOT HA COTICTBEHOTO
TeJi0. MaIKy € BasKHO IIITO Hej3MHATA IeIesT ce Bpaka BO
TATKOBUHATA: MIOBAKHO € IITO TPaHC(HEPOT ro U3BPIILyBa
HOCHTEJIOT Ha ceKaBameTo/IpuKa3HaTa, OHOj KOj €
crroco0eH J1a ja OCBeXKHU MPUKa3HaTa, HOBHOT TOCIIOIAP
Ha IUTaTHTE, OHOj KOj ke ce ‘BMeTHe cebecH BO
doTorpaduute, ke mpenTIOKU COICTBEH OPOj TYpPCKHU
BOJHUIIM, COIICTBEH OIMC HA KPBAaBHUTE HACTAHU U TaKa
HaraMmy. 3JIaTOTO 3a3eMa MO3UIMja Ha MOCTOjaH LIUTAT,
HeroBaTa I[eHa ro OJIECHYBa TpaHC(EPOT Ha IemnesaTa u
Ha ceKaBameTo/NMpuKaszHaTa. Taka, MOpaHEITHUOT/
ITOHATAaMOIIIHUOT KMBOT HAa AHTeJIa € KOHCTPYHPaH KaKo
IIPa3eH [IUTaT, MECTO 3a HOBA ITpHKa3Ha. MaHUeBCKH aBa
e/lHa M0YeTHA UPOHUYHA MHTEPBEHI[Mja BO HOBUOT
CUHIIUD MOXXHH IPUKa3HH, CO CJIMKaTa HAa AHreJsa co
npercezgaresaor Turto. /IBa KJIydyHU MOMEHTa BO OBaa
cyOsmManyja Ha OaJKaHCKaTa CyZI0MHa, OHAa JKeHCKaTa,

in one of the sequences from memory/vision of the dead,
Manchevski ‘visualizes’ a theoretical maxim of today, that
gender is constructed in culture. This is the clue to the
three feminine characters in the movie, Lilith, Neda, and
Angela. Both the unscrupulous seductress Lilith and the
faithfull wife Neda have to die from male selfishness and
irresponsibility. Lilith saves her human dignity by
committing suicide, while Neda, killed accidentally, in an
attempt to be saved, has to prolong her dying until she
gives birth to a new (feminine) life. Her daughter Angela,
an object of negotiation from the moment of birth, knows
very well how to negotiate her own death rituals while
she is dying. In exchange for gold, she manages to secure
the transfer of memory/narrative, and the transfer of her
body. It is less important that her ashes are returned to
the ‘fatherland’: it is far more important that the transfer
is carried out by a bearer of memory/narrative, the one
capable of renewing the story, the new master of
quotations, the one which would ‘insert’ himself on the
photos, give his own number of Turkish soldiers, his own
description of the bloody events, and so on. The gold takes
a position of a stable quotation, its price facilitating the
transfer of ashes and of memory/narrative. Thus Angela’s
former/further life is constructed as an empty quotation,
a place for a new narrative. Manchevski gives an ironical
initial intervention in a new chain of possible narratives,
with a photo of Angela together with the President Tito.
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ce parameTo M CMPTTa Ha AHresa, ¥ THE HE CE CaMO
IIOYEeTOK M caMO Kpaj: AHresia, KaKo IITO Ka)KyBa
HEj3WMHOTO IPUYKO UMeE € 21dCHUK, HOCUTEJ Ha TPUKAa3HH,
MaHUIys1aTop Ha nuTaTH. Co Toa mITo e KeHa (aHreure
ce UHaKy OecriosioBH), AHTeJa e TJIaCHUK Of] CBETOT Ha
MPTBUTE U CBETOT HA CeKaBamaTa, TOCIOZAp Ha €JleH
CIUIET OF] CTPATErU M TEXHUKU IIITO 1 OBO3MOKYBaaT Jja
ce BMeIlla BO NpuUKa3zHuUTe. Bo wucropuckara
aHTpoIosoryja Ha baskaHoT, )KeHHUTe ce HajuecTo OHNe
KO Ce aHTa)KHPaaT BO PUTYAJIUTE OKOJIy MPTBOTO TEJIO,
KOE IIITO € HEeZIOTIMPJINBO U BAJIKAHO 32 MAYKUTE, KAKO IIITO
e BIIpoYeM U parameTro. MakuTte He UM IpHoraaT Ha
JKeHUTE KOHU Ce Imoparaar 1 Ha HOBOPOJIEHUNHbATA, UCTO
KaKo IIITO He UM IIpHoraaT HU Ha MPTBUTe Tesia. XKenu ce
rpUkaT 3a »JKEeHHuTe KOW ce Tmoparaar, 3a
HOBOPO/IEHUHIbaTa U 32 MpTBUTe. ObesekaHu co oBaa
JIBOjHA miasma (JIATHHCKHOT MPEBOJI HA OBOj TPUKH
TepMuH e pollutio), ;keHHUTe ce AOrOBapaaTr HUJIU Ce
n300pyBaar 3a o/ipeZieHa /1032 MOK BO ITaTpHjapxayiHaTa
3aegHUIA. MPTBHUOT jyHaK UM IpHUIIara Ha >KEHUTE,
KOHWIITO TO KamarT, obJyiekyBaaT, 6/jeaT HaJl HEro, ro
IIOATOTBYBaaT 3a Mmorpeb U ro omaakyBaarT. ['panunure
rmoMmery Ma*keCTBEHUOT, O(pUIHjasIeH CBET KOJIITO Ou
MO2KeJI Jla BKJIYYU HJEO0JIONIKA MaHUIyJanuja Ha
’)KeHcKaTa 0O0JIKa, YeCcTONMaTH INpUKa)KaHa Kako
‘KoJsieKTHBHA' OO0JIKA, HE Ce jJaCHU: THE Ce O/IpelyBaaTr BO
MHOTY Pa3JINYHU KOHTEKCTH. MOK Ha/i CMPTTa, UHTHM-
HOCT CO CMPTTa, IOMAaJIKy CTPaB OJf CMPTTa - OBa Ce
[JIABHUTE JKEHCKU IPUBUJIETHHU 37100M€HU BO JI0JIraTa
HWCTOpHUja Ha HATrOAyBamha U 60pPOU, KOUIIITO ITOHEKOTAIIl
MOKe /1a KyJIMHHUPAaT BO €1HA OTBOPEHA IOJIUTHYKA
6opba. TakoB Oemre caydajoT CO ABHIKEHETO 32 MUP
~KeHu BO LPHO“ 3a BpeMe Ha BOjHATa BO JyrocjaBuja.
Ha To0j HaumH, KOJIEKTUBHATA MeMOpHUja MMPETCTaByBa
IIPOCTOP BO KOj JKEHHUTE He ce OopaT 3a alcTpaKTHA
€THAKBOCT, TYKy 3a [IOToJIeMa MOK HaJ| HapalyjarTa.

2002

Two crucial points in this sublimation of the Balkan fate,
that of a woman, are Angela’s birth and Angela’s death,
and it is not just a beginning and just an end: Angela, as
her Greek name indicates, is a messenger, a bearer of
stories, a manipulator of quotations. By being a woman
(angels are otherwise sexless), Angela is a messenger of
the world of dead and the world of memories, a master of
mixed strategies and techniques that enable her to
intervene in the stories. In the historic anthropology of
the Balkans, mostly women deal with the rituals around
a dead body, which is untouchable and polluted for men,
just as giving birth is. Men do not approach women in
labour and newborns, as well as not approaching dead
bodies. Women attend to women in labour, to newborns,
and to the dead. Marked by this double miasma (a Latin
translation of this Greek term is pollutio), women
negotiate or fight a certain amount of power in the
patriarchal community. A dead hero belongs to women,
who wash him, dress him, wait over him, prepare him for
the funeral, and cry over him. The limits between the
manly, official world, which might include an ideological
manipulation of women’s grief, often presented as
‘collective’ grief, are not clear: they are negotiated in very
different contexts. Power over death, intimacy with death,
less fear of death — these are the main feminine privileges
obtained in a long history of negotiations and fights, which
can sometimes be capitalized in an open political struggle.
This was the case of the Women in Black movement for
peace during the war in Yugoslavia. Collective memory is
thus a space in which women do not fight for an abstract
equality, but for more power over the narrative.
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Kopeorpacuja Ha HacuncTBoTO.

Jypu oTKako ke ce pa3bepe mo3unujata Ha KEHHUTE BO
¢dmimckara Hapanuja Ha MaHYeBCKH, OM MOXKese J1a
chaTuMe 30IITO HACUJICTBOTO BO GUIMOT €
HCKJIyYHUTETHO MaIllKa urpa. buzejku n1oBepanBu u3Bopu
MH MOTBPAHYja JeKa MadkaTa IITO ja yOUBaar JIyJUTe
HAIIMOHAJIMICTY HA MPAroT Ha pkBata Bo IIped doxcdoill
OwJIa crierjaaTHo yBe3eHa KyKJjia, MOKaM Jla CH JIO3BOJIaM
Jla ja IpOKOMeHTHUpaM oBaa Tema. MIma Tpu THIa
HAaCHJICTBO BO (pryiMOT HA MaH4YEBCKU: CEKOjIHEBHOTO
HACHJICTBO HA TOJIEMHOT I'paji, PUKTUBHOTO HACHUJICTBO
Ha uMaruHapHUOT /IuB 3anaza u GUKTUBHOTO HACUJICTBO
Ha umaruHapHuoT (/IuB) Mcrok. bunejku HacuiICTBOTO
Ha JluBuoT 3amaz e zen ox riaobajsiHaTa MOITyJlapHa
KyJITypa U ITpUIiara Ha KOJIeKTUBHATa MEMOPH]ja HaceKa/le
Ha IUTAaHETaBa - TOA MOJKE /1A Ce ‘IIUTHUPA’, IPETCTAaBEHO €
BO IIpHO-0e€J1a TEXHHUKA, KaKo ‘ucropuja’. HacuictBoTo Ha
(IuBuoT) McTok HemMa TakoOB CTaTyC BO IOITyJIapHaTa
KYJITYpa, 3aT0a U He MO3Ke J1a Oujie ‘ucropuicko’. Toa mopa
J1a ce IMPeTCTaBH BO JKUBU OOM, CO CUTE MOKHHU TEXHUYKHU
CpeZCcTBa, BKJIYUYYBAjKH AYyPH U TENMIKO CBAaPJIHUB
KOHIIEHTPAT KaKO TJIaBE€H CTHJICKU e(EeKT: 0BOj BUJ
HACHJICTBO € KOHCTPYHPaH KaKO TOTaTHA WITy3Hja, CO CHTE
cpencTBa, co MOJIHA Mapea, cO HajrojeMma Op3uHAa.
[IpBeHaTa TEYHOCT TEUE BO PEKH, YayPUTE EKCIIOAUPAAT
oz, o06J1eKaTa, JeJI0OBU Off Tejla JIeTaaT BO CUTE MPaBIIH,
HEKOW ITOBPEMEHO T'Yl JIOBU CEJICKHOT IapIlJIaHUHETI,
IVIaBU ce TPKalaaT HAOKOJIy WJIM ce HaboayBaaT Ha KOJI,
IPBEHUTE YEPrH IITO ce CyIIaT Ha KapIuTe OAroBapaaT
Ha MalaTa Ha IpoJieaHa KpB, MyBHUTE Ce XpaHAT CO
YyoBeYyKaTa yTpoba KaKo IITO Ce XpaHAaT U CO paciyKaHa
aybenuna. Peuucu e Hemsapkaupo. Ho, ma ru
pasriezaMme MOXKHOCTUTE 32 MAapOJHUpame Ha HACHUJI-
ctBOoTO. Bo mo3Harara mpukaszHa Ha Ockap Bajin,
KeHTepBUICKHOT ayX ce mpedpsa Ha 3eJIeH0 MacTHUJIO,
OTKaKO CHEMYBa I[PBEHO MAacCTUJIO 3a ‘GaHTOMCKUTE

Choreography of violence.

Only after understanding the position of women in
Manchevski’s film narartive, can we understand why the
violence in the movie is an exclusively male ballet. Since
some reliable insiders confirmed to me that a cat that crazy
nationalists shoot at the threshold of the church in Before
the Rain was a specially imported doll, I can allow myself
to venture into this topic. There are three types of violence
in Manchevski’s movie: the everyday violence of a large
city, the fictional violence of the imaginary Wild West,
and the fictional violence of the imaginary (Wild) East.
As the Wild West violence is part of the global popular
culture and belongs to the collective memory anywhere
on the planet — it is ‘quotable’, it is presented in black and
white, as ‘history’. The (Wild) East violence does not have
such status in popular culture, therefore it cannot be
‘historic’. It has to be presented in vivid colour, with all
the possible technical devices, including a hardly
digestable accumulation as a main stylistic effect: this kind
of violence is constructed as a total illusion, with all the
means, with full steam, at maximum speed. The red liquid
flows in streams, the capsules explode under the garments,
the body parts fly in all directions, some occasionally
caught by a village Sarplanina dog, the heads are rolling
around or being stuck on a stick, the red flokati drying on
the rocks correspond to the map of blood spilled, the flies
feed on human guts as they feed on open watermellons.
It is almost unbearable. But let us think about the
possibilities of parodying the violence. In Oscar Wilde’s
famous story, the Canterville ghost switches to green ink
once the red ink for the ‘phantom blood stains’ runs out.
Monty Python often used excessive blood & cut limbs in
their early TV shows and in the movies, like a fat guy
exploding due to an excess of food in The Meaning of Life
(1983, Terry Jones). In the Star Trek movie The
Undiscovered Country (1991, Nicholas Meyer), there is
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kpBaBu gaMku . MonTH I1ajTOH yecTo KoprcTea IpeMHOTyY
KPB U MCeUeHU eKCTPEMUTETH BO cBouTe panu TB emucuu,
a Ha puaMoBUTe, 1ebesT YOBEK IITO EKCIIOAUPA Of
npemMHory xpaHa Bo The Meaning of Life (1983, Tepu
ITonc). Bo Crap Tpek ¢unamor Undiscovered Country
(1991, Hukosiac Maep), uma n3006UJICTBO Ha po3e-
BHOJIETOBA KPB 0 KJIMHTOHIUTE IITO IIJIOBU BO
0e3rpaBUTAIMCKUOT IIPOCTOP, a AYPH U MOHEYIaTEHUTE
TpexkueBnu ro 3HaaT MPOCTHOT (QAKT JeKa KpBTA Ha
Bynkannure e 3esnesa. Ilpamame e ganu MaHueBcKU
MO2KeJI J]a KOPUCTU HEKOja O] OBHMe IOCTANKU Ha
[1apo/inja, Mopaiv OTCyCTBOTO Ha OasIkaHCKaTa Hapanuja
BO ryio0asHara momysapHa KyaTtypa. Toj 6u moxesn
€IMHCTBEHO /1A Ce CIIY?KU CO MIIy3UOHUCTHIKUTE METO/IH,
TPUKOBUTE, ApcKaTa ¢puimMcka maruja. HayueHu Ha
ITOJTUTUYKA KOPEKTHOCT, HUe, jaBHOCTA, O Oumiie mo3a-
MHTepEeCUPAHU 32 CyZI0MHATA HAa OBIIUTE, IITO 61 MOKEJIO
7la ce *KPTBU OJ CHUMAIbeTO Ha (GUIMOT, OTKOJIKY 3a
cybrHAaTa Ha UMarnHapHUTE YUeCHUIIH BO OaIKaHCKaTa
MPUKAa3Ha 3a HACWJICTBOTO. 3HAUMU, aKO CyJ0MHATA Ha
OBI[UTE € OCUTypaHa - bapeMm mpes (a3aTa Ha jarHEIIKU
KOTJIETH - 30IIITO TOTAIl OCTATOKOT O] Kopeorpadwujarta
Ha HACHUJICTBOTO, CHUMEH BO CKJIaJl CO HajBUCOKHUTE
TeXHUYKU CTAaHJApJH 3a UMaruHapHO HACUJICTBO Ha
3amajHaTa IMOIyJIapHa KyJITypa, MPeIu3BUKyBa TOJIKY
OypHu peaknuu? Ce miamam Jeka oBaa peaknuja e
O/ITOBOP Ha M3BeCHATa ‘JIHCJIOKaIija’ Ha HACHJICTBOTO,
KOEIIITO € IIPEMECTEHO O] CBOJjOT ITO3HAT KOHTEKCT BO
HEOUEeKyBaHHUOT, HeINPUPaH, HEUCTPAXKyBaH, HEO3HA-
YyeH, HeIUIACUPAH Ha Ma3apoT KyJITypeH npoctop. 1 oBoj
‘ckaHZIAT’ ke OCTaHe, Ce 10/ieKa HaCHJICTBOTO BO KOj OMJTIO
rojsieM rpaj - 6apeM Bo (pUIMOBUTE - Ce CMETa U Ce
JTO’KHBYBa KaKO ‘HOPMAaJIHO .
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plenty of pink-purple Clingon blood floating in the non-
gravity space, and even the less knowlegeable Trekkies
would know the basic fact that Vulcan blood is green. The
question is whether Manchevski could use any of these
parodying procedures, because of the lack of presence of
the Balkan narratives in global popular culture. He could
use only the illusionist methods, the tricks, the unashamed
film magic. Educated for the political correctness, we, the
public, will be more interested in the fate of the sheep,
which might be the victims in the making of the movie,
than in the fate of the imaginary participants in the Balkan
narrative of violence. So if the fate of the sheep is secured
— at least before the lambchops phase — why does the rest
of the choreography of violence, shot according to the
highest technical standards of the Western popular
culture’s imaginary of violence, provoke such harsh
reactions? I am afraid that this reaction is a response to a
certain ‘dislocation’ of the violence, moved from its known
context to the unexpected, uncodified, unexpolored, non-
mapped, not marketed cultural space. And this ‘scandal’
will remain, until the violence of any large city is — at least
in the movies — considered and conceptualized as
‘normal’.
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Mcuxonomnoc - NPUAPYKHUK Ha AayluuTe.

[Tokpaj JOMUHAHTHUTE >KEHU BO IMPHUKA3HATa, UMa U
MHTCKHU JINK BO GryIMoT Ha ManuyeBcku. Mutaauot appo-
aMepUKaHCKU Kpajell, o uMe Exi - ‘GruHO XpHUCTHjaHCKO
UMe’, IIITO O peksIa AHTeIa - He € caMo O€3BOJIEH HapaTop
KOj MOpa J1a ce U3HaAMauH /ia ja I00ue MpuKa3HaTa, TyKy
HCTO Taka W puryaseH cumbos. Toj ro BoBeayBa
HajBJIUjaTEJIHUOT U HAJIIPUBUJIETUPAHUOT MUTCKH
npoctop Ha banmkaHoT, anTHakuoT. ‘Eif’ € uMeHo aocra
OJIMCKY [0 e/leH O/ eMUTEeTUTE Ha CTAPOTPUYKUOT OOT
Xepmec, OHOj KOj 'l KOHTPOJIUPA IIPEMUHUTE, CBUOIUTE,
IpeYeKOpPyBamETO, OOrOT HA MOABMIKHUTE BpaTU. Toj
HCTO TaKa ' KOHTPOJIMpA KparkOaTa, KOI[KaTa, 3HAIIUTE
U MUIIYBaWkeTo, OpoeBUTE, pa3MeHaTa, HOMaIU3MOT,
rPAaHUYHUTE TIO3ULNU U IPECTAIH, ITPEYEKOPYBAHETO
Mery JKUBOTOT ¥ CMPTTa. J[pyruoT enuteTr Ha XepMmec e
IIcuxonommnoc, IpUAPYKHUK HA AylmIuTe. XepMec I'u
MepH JIyIIINTe, OIPeIyBajKku KOja Ke yMpe, a Koja He. Kora
e ToJi KOHTpoJia Ha XepMec, AylIaTa Cce€ yIITe uMa
cekaBame, KOe FCUe3HyBa Kora Ke ce BKycaT BOJHUTE Ha
[ToxzemjeTo u AymiaTa Ke ce mpenajze Ha CKeJelujaTa
XapoH. busiejku pakoBoau co 3HAIUTE U ITHUCMOTO,
XepMec HCTO TaKa PAKOBOJTUA U CO CEKaBAHETO, IIITO MOKE
7la ce IpeHece Ha KUBUTE CMPTHUIIY, IIOJT OJ[pEeIEHHU
ycaoBu. Llpauot Xepmec o1 dunmMor Ha MaHYeBCKU TO
YyBa M MEHyBa CEKaBambeTO Ha MpPTBaTa AHTeJIa, OTKAKO
Ke ce MOTPHUIKHU 3a Hej3MHATa Jyllla BO MOMEHTOT Ha
HejsuHaTta cMpT. Crapute ['piy craBasie mapudka -
000J10C - BO yCTaTa Ha MTOKOJHUKOT, 32 TOj Ia CH T'O TJIaTH
npeMuHOT Bo [lo/i3eMjeTo: AHresia My I1aka Ha CBOjOT
Xepmec €O CBOETO 3J1aTO, KOEIITO TOj TO KOPUCTH J]a TO
U3BPIIN TpaHC(PEpOT U YyBaWmeTO/ajanramnujaTa Ha
cekaBameTo. XepMec Mopa Ja O6uje mpH, 3a Aa ja
MIOTEHIMPa Mo3uInyjaTta Ha [[pyruoT Bo /IBeTe KyJaTypH,
3alraiHaTa ¥ UCTOYHATA, 3aToa IIITO HEroBara MpHeYKa
HCTOPHja ja KOHTEKCTyaIu3upa copaboTKaTa Ha JPYTUTE

Psychopompos - the souls’ companion.

Besides the dominant women in the story, there is a
mythical character in Manchevski’s movie. A young Afro-
American thief, named Edge — a ‘nice Christian name’, as
Angela puts it — is not only the reluctant narrator who
had to suffer to get the story, but also a ritual symbol. He
introduces the most influential and most privileged
mythical space of the Balkans, the Ancient one. ‘Egde’ is
namely quite close to one of the epithets of the Ancient
Greek god Hermes, the one who controlls passages, turns,
transgressions, the god of the revolving doors. He also
controls theft, gambling, signs and writing, numbers,
exchange, nomadism, liminal positions and tresspassing,
transgression between life and death. The other epithet
of Hermes is Psychopompos, the companion of the souls.
Hermes weighs the souls, determining who is going to
die and who is not. When under Hermes’ control, a soul
still has a memory, which disappears when the water of
the rivers of the Underworld are tasted, and a soul is
handed over to the ferryman, Charon. Being in charge of
signs and scripture, Hermes is also in charge of memory,
which can be passed on to living mortals, under certain
conditions. The black Hermes in Mancevski’s movie keeps
and changes the memory of the dead Angela, after taking
care of her soul at the moment of death. The Ancient
Greeks used to put a coin - obolos - in a dead person’s
mouth, to pay the passage to the Underworld: Anglea pays
her Hermes with her gold, which he uses to fulfill the
transfer and the preservation/adaptation of memory.
Hermes has to be black, to point to the position of the
other in both cultures, Western and Eastern, because his
black history contextualizes the cooperation of others and
of marginals. Hermes is also black because he has to deny
the competence over the Balkans on the side of the
colonized/local, and to open the field of interpretation to
anybody, including that of self-interpretation. By taking
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u Ha MapruHannure. Vlcro Taka, XepMec e IIpH 3aToa IIITO
Mopa Jla ja Herupa cyBepeHaTa KOMIIETEHTHOCT Ha
KOJIOHHU3UPAHUTE/ MEUITAaHUTE BO OAHOC Ha bankaHoT,
Jla TO OTBOPU IIOJIETO HAa WHTepIIpeTaluja cexomy,
BKJIyYyBajKH ro TyKa M OHA HAa CaMO-HHTepIIpeTalyja.
[Tpe3emajku ru cBe OBUE PU3UIIU, U TOKPEHYBAJKH TOJIKY
MHOTY Pa3/INYHU JUCKycuH, MaHueBCKU HalIpaBUu GUIIM,
KOJIIITO HABUCTUHA € ‘OaTKaHCKH .

[IpeBox ox anrvcku jasuk: Harama CrojaHoBCKa

all these risks, and opening so many different debates,
Manchevski made a movie which is truly ‘Balkanic’.
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