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parts and layers are moving farther
the warm sun, and tfie clearblue s

in the bakery | ente orning,
pile on the sidewalk, riSindf like a mountMRin height and width. It wa
impossible to(pass. " be," | thought. "[f@what it is. Welcome back."

,:\\/J
\

In the evening | left ho
toward the center. And

| crossed the street at Silbo. When | 1
turned right, anggMeggsina'’s face looked
burned illuming ace, which
"We are all guill 2
Welcome back.!

irectly into my eyes. The candles that FZET=
been underground for soge time now. -

That ni{l-n}t,' when-l lay , | received a message:
Kocani. And | gémember seelingly insignificant, sma
| then could sixty people die i
§ since the fire, and no/one know! ‘

Sallisee l‘ﬁl'i’ loud and massive pyotests after#hat. But the sj
i ar terrifying. "It's better this way," | thought. "Th e p
Y ¢ 4| they don't need another war among themsel
= Welcome back."

(\

E\

And | dreamed that evening, how the city & ispEMto me: "You are here, and Ek
here you will stay. Everything will e the samie. AR i S
edge of madness forever. And | il not let you lea ou are here and here o

you will stay. Weleome back." N



bneno BO nayTpuHata OTCKOKHaB B rpaa.

5 Bea oueKyBare, BO Mpak,
MpoTerajkv ce Kako Bo3

Hu3 xoaHuum 1 Bupoa oTyfeHu

BpaTtv obenexu, TpesY nopacHaTu.
Mupuca Ha 3M04VH,

Seized by decay,

Forever stopped,

That five seventeen.

Rowedesswriiingin Sas Mupwca Ha nponaaHaTh 04H! Kanauu
i ing i | Ha, oA, HOBO 360TYM
Without cure, falling ill, W Tara cokpve > gTapo :mparzo
nmc i

JeneaHuuKa craHnua?

npebonexu cHaru,

Without a path, ordinary 3Haew nv Aeka oBaae
| Co WCKpYTEHW NpCTU ¥

O63emeH o4 pacnag,
But, increasingly cynical.

3acekoralu 3acraHar,

Toj neT 1 CefyMHaeCeT. ESmmrany o co rpachuTy oA NMocT 3natHo Ckonje,

HeMokeH, ce npeBpTyBa 04 arOHma : e 0 /1371ATEH BPATH

Be3 nek, pasbonysa, 2 with shattered doors. N G
6ea naT, obudeH 3

’ e L 8 Haew, H 6uae Baka,

You know, it didn't have to be this way. BUfHBTRA0ALIC A8 BURE ARLS

O6HOBEHO, HO MPOroNTaHo

Ho, ce noBeKe UMHNYEH.
e . Renovated, but swallowed up z Kako o63emeHuoT pacnaj
J[la ro nma coroneHo
As if the seized decay NaTHUYKUOT NPOCTOP
. Kako WwwHuTe Aa ce pasbone
] Has stripped bare T Op TorawHuTe
emmm————  KaKo Aa kynysa
6uneT 3a Bpakake KOH MUHATOTO
3a MeHe
HUuKocaHuoT Kydep v CronjeTd

From the ones back then, -

SRR /
As if I'm buying |
| L

\

the passenger space.

= As if the rails are sick

a ticket for return to the past—

PR = e
GERET RS,

the worthless suitcase and Skopje

b

for me,

Faded doors, overgrown grass.

:: . Smell of crime,

smell of sunken eyelids

And hidden sadness, from a new goodbye

— Or old hello.

Do you know that this is a railway station?

With twisted fingers and aching strengths, i >KE
JIESHNYKA CTAHWUA - MPU Kopy LA

with graffiti from post-golden Skopje

BUCEPA (TE®KHOBCK
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4 PARK @)

Luna Park was a fun park in the center of our city park, that was
every kid's source of excitement, and every parent's worst nightmare.
As a kid that grew up not so far from Luna Park, I would always beg my

parents to go there every weekend, to the point that the ladies that
worked there would remember our faces. The park had a Lot of different
stuff to choose from: a ferris wheel, a 5 minute train ride for kids
and parents, racecars, playgrounds with mazes, and a place where you
could smash in other cars while your parents watch in terror - you can
see which one kids Liked the most I think. -
- A — ]

_————, P
If you ask a resident of Skopje to name 5 different buildings of \
significance to the city, you could get some interesting answers. (i?,-

However, there is one location that used to be one of the most
important parts of the cultural Life in Skopje, yet everyone
completely forgot about its existence, Like some deja vu that was

never seen again - that is the Luna Park in Skopje.

&mump Hﬁ%mweaal —

W /@W . But the red

kRicker was not

the fun you'd had after 1 hour; it was the food! At the entrance, g ¢
there was a small food shop that sold piroshki, think of a deep-fried
closed bread filled with cheese, pizza or salami inside, which you p “I\
¢ 2

could smell from 566m away, and in turn this meant that you should
hurry up, because either all the food would be sold in 16 minutes, or
it would be sold while you wait in a 56m queue. ‘ ‘;R

So, why do I write in the past tense{ 'or a pLace that 1LLustrated
Skopje? It's because the Luna park has been shut for almost 16 years.
Once a place to hang out with your partner and family, it has now
become a bargaining chip for Local elections in Skopje - if you vote
for us, we will reconstruct Luna Park. Its remnants illustrate the
spirit of Skopje: a city decaying so fast that our memories of the
past disappear with the number of locations disappearing as time goes
on. Luna Park is that one forgotten memory, but even nowadays walking
around the park, I can swear that sometimes I smell the piroshki,

waLkzng by the corpse, and it aquys brings a half-smile to my face.
i i N
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. Tt's cha\\eng'm% becauvse
[Live day hy day,
and sometimes |
need the money ,

So | Rave to work )
in fard conditions.™

xS
T think | give them
3 PERFORMANCE ) 3
Speclacle . | axtract
People Lrom Hheir

 hormal wision of €ige,
%pecialLy 3br§d Soolh
meﬁca) because it’s

| nok Something W\cj

| Are used 4o S&M\c&’a

“I can say it Ralped
me grow 3§ 3 person
wilkin My communication
and emotions. All of
tHhis while doing what
I want in 2ige and
mah'ing dn_u's‘-Ons

For mygelp. =

«

_ CASSANDRE TJOURNOUD

YOU HAVE T0 610 BALANCE BETWEEN Your BO0Y AND MIND’
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Sun Qg ferrasse » % sRaill. da Skopje brillait,
Bt Qui, 4l faisait danare Qo vent .

Comme. $i @ gravite elle- méme L'aimait .
(L uogac&e,a\'t- sans walise,

Juske wn ceLr qua brole ef sapite,
2k dans Ats yeux, un pew da mot,
peut - ihe,)

Le Nz_gtel' d’une Wberlt qu'on na retent fas-

perhaps )

Reld back,

_CASSANDR: —tou

The Nf_\edu'ot\ of Lreadom
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On the ferrace, SKopje’s sun uas shining,
And fim; R made the wind dance .

Ses balles suitnient @ rythme du monda, |His balls gollowed the rgthen of tha e,
As ip 3!30\'[:5 i*se?__g_ Qoved Aim,
He travcled withoot 3 suitcase,

Just 3 Raart that burns and calms,
and in fis eyes a litte it of me,

RNOLD

that cannot be
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The Bk Mo

The call came on an ordinary
afternoon, the room was quiet after a
class. Her voice, the voice of the
person | hold dearest in this world,
was fractured. And then, the tears,
she did not have to share many words

My first arrival in Skopje in 2023
was full of surprises. The low
prices, the omnipresence of
cigarette smoke, a strange
alphabet, and dishes that | never

heard of. I

before hearing in her sad silence :
The journey itself was very long: _"Someone is dead." gl
e D

from Dijon's railway station, “A fév;w o
i mon
through the chaos of Paris, to s have passed now, can

the crowded terminal of you tell me about him?” | was very

. hesitant aski
Beauvais, and finally, the landing asking her that, sadness
obscured her eyes but she started

in Skopje.

speaking. ~.
it was a few days later, at t-he “He was a man stripped of
train station. No oné is sleeping everything. He came from Katlanovo,
on cold benches. No sad figures had his family, his home, his very life
begging for change. | thought | taken away from him. He came to
had found a place where | Skopje as a last resort, a final prayer
humanity had  not been for shelter and purpose. But the city
abandoned, where 2 society | offered him nothing. As the years
held its own against the fall in 5’ passed one after another, sickness
the deepest of the wells, yet began to consume him from the
wells have roofs most of ,th,e. ! inside, a silent, nameless enemy with
time. | : no diagnosis, no medicine, no mercy.
How wrong was . Because he could not afford that kind
' of luxury. / S TS

- o
e

Then, he iost his leg. He was now
trapped in a broken body, and as his
situation got worse, he was rendered
even more invisible. The Red Cross
offered a temporary bandage on a
hemorrhaging wound, but it was a
whisper in a storm.”




A AT PR, RIS

“Can you tell me about the
death? What did the police
say?”

“The police? Their indifference
was so brutal.

hen we called, pleading for
someone, anyone, to act with a
piece of dignity, we were met
with rudeness.

"That's life," one of them said.
Can you imagine? “That's life.”

' The few who knew hi
mourned a human being; the
institutions designed to protect
him saw only a problem. His
body was tossed into a public
grave, a nameless secret buried
by the state. No name. Ng
funeral. >

"Too many people die," they
| answered, "it's not our job."

| His death was not inevitable. He
didn't need a miracle, just a roof
over his head. Just a course of

antibiotics.

A few coins of human
compassion could have saved

n FGQTI{R @SS Arthur 8T
R eeD !/}




|Kora TPAAO
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40M wTo cronaybo 4ywn
Ke HU Wcreine HAM

4ok dlugo seiscae
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A week or so before my very first day at school, my parents took me to the spot from which the
poet perceived the city in his poem. | remember asking them if we could see their professor's
house from there. They pointed towards a settlement to another side of the city.

For years | intended to go to the address where Koneski lived until his death in 1993, but if it
hadn't been for the inspiring task of a workshop led by Margo Rejmer and Kamil Baluk (and
Koneski adored Poland so profoundly!), | might have never seen the imposing residence,
something like a reduced version of the White House, which can be called the White Green House
because of its color. Inscriptions on round tiles hung on the fence made of metal laces resembling
spears warn that the house is provided by a private security agency, repelling potential intruders
into the house, and certainly killing the curiosity and dare of anyone whose eyes want to observe
the facade in detail, so that only the green and white color and strong pillars in the classicist style

remain in the memory. And certainly the cypresses.

Neither the white green house nor that metal fence with tiles were there when Koneski was alive;
judging by the majestic cypresses, we can hope that he planted them. Koneski lived at this
address for several decades, until his death in 1993, in a modest log cabin. When he was fifty, he
declared: "l have no more time for modesty." In the twenty-two years that remained of his life, he
continued to live modestly, in his log cabin, and what he said about modesty probably referred to
his awareness that he must install a fence (without tiles about a security agency) between his
humanity and the ill will of those who were not able to respect his linguistic and poetic talent.

e when Koneski died, thought that the two or three

| wonder if any Macedonian politician at the tim
ir and turned into a museum. They might have no

rooms he lived in should be bought from his hel
time to think about the two or three rooms where lived the linguist who was the major figure in the
_codification of the standardized Macedonian language, the poet who, if he had been born in the
language of an influential nation, or in a nation with an influential language, would now be
considered a classic of world literature. In those years of transition the focus was on the criminal
privatization of everything that generations of people had created for decades since the end of the
Second World War, and distributing it among themselves and to a few chosen ones.

Koneski's daughter, who lived with her mother in Belgrade since childhood, after her parents'
s home was turned into ashes, as were most of the

divorce, sold her father's log cabin. The poet"
simple homes in the settlement. The area where his log cabin was located has changed as much

as the view of Skopje from Gazi Baba, from where Koneski shouted to us, his descendants, the
words born out of the embrace of his grasp into the future and our spirit, the words that belong

not only to him and to us, but also give voice to Skopje: "Think of mel" . o L
GICE Swdovnky
o — 1
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CTapuTe KyKH Ce CTapHTe Jyle
CO CBHEHH TIJIEKH
CO cTpea o1 BerH

Mel'y HUBHMTE O4H M HeBOTO

HOBHMTE 3rpajid C€ HOBUTE lefe

the old houses are the old people

i CO KpeHar
with shoulders bent PCHATH IJ1aBH

. B0 obnakonepu
with an eave of eyebrows SR

. Hebape HOBH roc a
between their eyes and the sky p T0/iapH HA HEOOTO

Al FEHEPaLMCKHOT ja3
the new buildings are the new people pall J

J | € BaBHJIOHCKATAa Kyna
with heads raised 4

in skyscrapers

: 0J1 SH/IOBHTE Ha HOBOTO JIOMYBaH€ BO BEpTHKaJIa
as if new masters of the sky y p

.

OJICKHYBA €XO0TO Ha MAaJICKHOT XXHBOT

the generational gap

is our Tower of Babel

from the walls of this new vertical urban living

3 ]
echoes the memory of neighbourhood life HELTALIEA

CE PYIIHU

and on the siporex wall — the last rampart of resistancé —

appears the only clear (last? and red!) message:

DO NOT PARK



H MY C\TY 15 NJOT MINE

Kora Gee s cekoralu rv rneaas ynuumTe kako HeaocTanHu ronemu UpHW Aynku. U easaj
“ekaB na fojae AeH kora Tue ke ce ocnobopaar u 3a MEHe, Kako 3a BO3pacHUTe, MUCnejku aeka

npobnemort e Bo mMojaTta MnagocT.

Hexec, ynuuure ce Ha HacunHuuuTe, a TpoToapuTe rv noceaysa fy6pero, cekojaHeseH
NOTCETHWK Ha HaluaTa HEOATOBOPHOCT.

Mojor rpaa He e Moj.

— =

.M.f\aﬁq\/\"e, We Ce MAAW NOBere,

( 7
2 “%Ma Beke MASAOCT, \‘. / \; \\, AY /_]X
\&.QMB F&(MQ \. /\ \\ :' \\ “,’ \ L" / ‘




THE STORY OF DISAPPEARANCE

“Descendant, you who will be standing on Gazibaba, hear

I had also gazed at Skopje from here.
(--)

And know:

I felt that this invocation of mine

is the most daring grab into the future,
it is embraced with your spirit, I'd say,
and like a sharp lightning it cuts
century after century,

and shouts, shrieks, roars:

Think of me!”

»azhe Koneski, the poem Skopje




ABTOPMU:

Nyka CToweBcku
Bucepa CrechaHoBcKa
Maja Bacesa
MapTtuHa AtaHacoBa
Cynthia Guillati
Iumutap HepnenkoBcku
Cassandre Journoud
Nelli Winzer
Lea Schwegmann
Arthur Bonhoure-Tolfo
Ewelina Chariska
['oue CMunescku
®ununa Capa Monosa
Hatawa AtaHacoBa
JynujaHa Bennukoscka
OrneH CTojaHOBCKM

MEHTOPM:

Mapro PejmMep
Kamun banyk

®aH3uHor ,,CKOMMJE - MUCJIMN HA MEHE*
€ pe3ynTaT Ha iBOfiHeBHaTa paboTUAHMLA BOLEHa Of MOJICKUTE PEropTeEpH,
Manroxata-Mapro PejMep 1 Kamun banyk, koja ce ogpxa Ha 4 u 5 HoemBpu 2025 1. Kako gen of HacTaHOT
JleHosu Ha KHWKesHa pelopiiaxa Ha unonowkuoT dakynteT ,bnaxe Koneckn” o Ckomje.

OPTAHMU3ATOPMU:
KaTegpa 3a cnasuctuka - ®unonolwuku akynter ,bnaxe Konecku"
Cnasuka Jinbpuc

MMOKPOBUTE/:
Ambacapa Ha Penybnuka lMoncka Bo Ckonje



