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Munyo [MaH4yeBCKuU

NENO MU

bewe nagHan cHer. Hanpaewue rpyTka (BepojaTHO BO 4BOPOT) U
OTUAOB fioMa (BEPOjaTHO TPYAjKM MO CKANUTE) OTU MU TEKHA.
Mu TekHa pa BTpYam Bo cobata Ha geno mu. Toj cefele Ha
KPeBETOT IeCHO W YMTalle BECHUK, BEpOjaTHO BYEpallHa
,Monutuka” koja ja 3emawwe op TeTuH Mu pony. Ce bewe
CBUTKaN Kako feBpeK Haj BECHWKOT. Jac BTpYaB 1 ja Gppnus
rpyTkaTa Ha Hero. lMonH noropok. Kora cu urpas co geuara,
rosema pabora Gele Aa NOroAuLW HEKOTO, @ MOJIH NOroJoK bele
[a VAPUIL HEKOTO B r1aBa (KaKo LITO MHOTY FOAMHU NOJOLHA,
Urpajku cu Ha yauua Kako BeKe Bo3paceH, ja 6eB noroaun
JeBojKaTa WTo Toraw Gewe BbybeHa Bo Kyba, a nocne Hekoja
roguHa My poau pete Ha egeH LUTunjarey). MonHWOT Norofok Ha
Aeno Mu Gelwe enTeH MofH - TONKaTa ro yapu B rnaea.
MoTou4HO, B Yeno, My Brese Mefy ouMnaTa U 04UTE U TaMmy ce
Habu. Ouunata b6ea ctapw, jebenu, NNacTUYHK U NeneHn Co
cenotejn. MpocTopoT Mefy 04MTE M 0UMIaTa HA AESO0 MU Ce
MCMOMHM CO CHer.

[lefo Mu He peye Hu 360p. Camo rv CUMHA 04mMnaTa, Nosieka ro
TPrHa CHeroT, NoTeM ru U3bpuiwa oyute, na oyunata. Cé 6es
360p.

BepojaTHo npoponku fa uuta.

Milcho_Manchevski

MY GRANDFATHER

It had snowed. I made a snowball (probably in the
backyard) and went home (probably running up the stairs)
because I had an idea. I had an idea to run into my
grandfather’s room. He was sitting on the bed to the right
and reading a newspaper, probably yesterday’s “Politika,”
which he would get from my uncle downstairs. He was bent
like a donut over the paper. I ran in and threw the
snowball at him. Bull's eye. When I'd played with the
children, it was a big deal to hit somebody, and bull’s eye
was to hit someone on the head (just as I - many years
later, an adult already playing in the street - hit the

girl who was then in love with Cuba, yet a couple of years
later she bears a son to a man from Stip). The bull’s eye
with my grandfather was really a bull's eye - the snowbhall
hit him in the head. More precisely, in the forehead, it
got in between his glasses and his eyes and got crammed
there. The glasses were old, thick, plastic and held with
scotch tape. The space between my grandfather’s eyes and
glasses filled with snow.

My grandfather didnt say a word. He just took off his
glasses, slowly removed the snow, then wiped off his eyes,
then glasses. All without a word.

He probably continued to read.




