


Editorial Eantopujan

ea: ea:

Life in Skopje is so different. It is usoTtot Bo CKonje e TO/KY pas/iMyeH.
unpredictable. It is surprising. Sometimes Henpeasuanus. U3HeHagyBauKu.

taking all my willpower and strength. Still,
so beautiful. The people, the cultures, the
different ways of living. All the new things
| get to do and see. It is changing me in
ways | never expected, and | enjoy this
process so very much.

una:
My three months as a volunteer here
are coming to the end, and with them, a
rich and emotional experience. Skopje is
a city that has introduced me to different
cultures, creative and ambitious people,
the Cyrillic alphabet, and the innate
generosity of everyone | have met.

rthur:

| came several times to Macedonia
before volunteering, as a tourist. Clearly
the two experiences are very different,
but | like both. Life is peaceful here, |
made friends.

elli:

Since coming here | feel like living in a
city full of contradictions, never knowing
what awaits me when | open the door.
Every new day being filled with a new
experience and for me that is where the
beauty of the city lies.

ass:

Now that my adventure comes to
an end, | can say that I've encountered
people who will stay in my heart for
a lifetime. The warmth of Skopjani
energized me every day; it’s the kind of
city that makes me want to live life to the
fullest. | feel like this city is timeless; these
nine months have flown by in the blink of
an eye. So thank you Skopje, and | want to
say see you soon!

MoHekoraw Mu ja oplema Uuenata BOAja
n cuna. Cenak, Tonky e yb6aso. Jlyfeto,
KyNTypuTe, pasiMyHUTE HauMHW Ha KMBOT.
CuTe HOBM paboTu WITO M NpaBam U rnegam
Me MeHyBaaT Ha Ha4MHU WTO HUKOraw He
CYM M O4YeKyBasa, Na 3aToa U TONKY MHOry
y¥1BaMm BO 0BOj npoLec.

yHa:

MowuTte Tpu meceum TyKa Kako BOJIOHTEP
ce 611KaT KOH KpajoT, a Co HMB M eAHO borato
M eMOTUBHO MCKycTBO. CKOMje e rpag Koj me
3ano3Ha Co Pa3IMYHN KYNTYPU, KpeaTUBHN U
ambuuMo3HK nyfe, KUpUAULATA U BpOoAeHaTa
BE/IMKOAYLWHOCT Ha CUTe WITO ' CPeTHaB.

pTyp:

M npen pa Aojaam Kako BONOHTep, BO
MakegoHuja 6B HEKOIKY MaTh KaKo TYPUCT.
CeKaKo feKa ABeTe WCKYCTBA Ce Pas/iMyHu,
HO MM ce gonarfaaT obeTe. XKMBOTOT € MUPEH,
NlecHO ce cnpujatenysall.

enu:

OTKaKo [0jA0B TyKa, Ce YyBCTBYBaM KaKo
2 KMBeaM BO rpag, nosiH CO NPOTUBPEYHOCTH,
HMKOraW He 3Ham LTO Me YeKa Kora Ke ja
oTBOpam BpaTtaTta. CeKkoj HOB AeH e UCNONHeT
CO HOBO MCKYCTBO M 3a MeHe TOKMYy Tamy
nexu ybaBMHaTa Ha rpagor.

ac:

Cera Kora mojaTa aBaHTypa 3aBpLUYBa,
MOXaM [a KaKam AeKa CpeTHaB yfe Kou ke
OCTaHaT Len }KMBOTBO MoeTo cpLe. ToninHaTa
Ha CKOMjaHW Me nosiHele CeKOojaHeBHO CO
eHepruja; Toa e rpag Koj Te npeav3BuKyBa
a3 XuBeaw A0 Makcumym. HYyBCTBYBam geka
0BOj rpaf, e 6e3aBpeMeHCKU; AeBeTTe meceum
OoBZle NOMWHaa Aofeka TpenHew. 3aToa, ™
6narogapam, CKkonje, U cakam aa ce Buanme
Hackopo!
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o today, the 25th of
November,
is my birthday! It’s 00:53,
I’'m 21 now, and as | type this,
| feel extremely loved,
thanks to my wonderful
friends, and | hear the air alert. But
honestly? I’'m not scared nor care
now, I’'m happy at the moment,
I’'m loved and seen, so war can be
silenced for just a moment.

“I'm sorry if we get disconnected. In one
hour, there will be a power shutdown
again.”

Words leaving the mouth of Sofia at the
beginning of our call casually.

Sofia, a 21-year-old book illustration
student and my interview partner.

Even though 1.900 km away, her
voice rings clear and content through
the speaker of my phone. Nobody
understands what it’s like to live in a war
zone, not even she did, till the first air
strike hit her hometown.

What do you do when the war starts?
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You're just sitting in the shelter, like,
24 hours for a month, right? Well, at
the beginning, Sofia had to stay in the
shelters a lot because the town was close
to the front. The nights were particularly
rough, but during noon she used to meet
with her friends.

Being just 17 at the beginning of the war,
she met to smoke with them as often
as possible before they left the country;
nobody cared to check an ID anymore.
“We thought, oh, we’re so cool!”

But Sofia isn’t 17 anymore, the war went
on, and so did life. Leading her to move
away to Kyiv for her studies.

Therefore, she not only had to tackle
the usual hurdles of the newly won
independence that comes with moving
out, but also faced power cuts and
missile strikes.

Especially the first power cuts were
exhausting because no one was
prepared, particularly if it's your first
months of living alone. Even though it
might seem romantic to sit by candlelight,
not only wasn’t work possible without
proper light or electricity to charge your
computer, but the food went bad in the
fridge as well.

Now, people adjust with power banks
and flashlights,



while the government tries to plan power
cuts as short as possible.

Going to university, partying and
celebrating with friends might sound
unimaginable in Kyiv from an outside
perspective.

“Yeah, the first time when the war just
started, the city was quiet, almost empty.
No one was on the street.

| think, who would walk
around at first days of the
war, like, what?”

But Kyiv changed, people gradually
started to go out again and after four
years, the city has adjusted, living the
best life it can. Lots of places closed, lots
of new places opened.

Many people moved from other cities
that are currently occupied to Kyiv and
started their businesses there. The youth
especially became more engaged in the
city’s life, organizing different events,
meetings or fairs.

A lot of people became more politically
aware as well, giving hope to each other
by not blindly agreeing with everything
but standing up for their rights.

But the city did not change by itself; the
people changed themselves.

It comes naturally to adapt and form new
habits for people. “I think it’s just hard
to spot them. There’s a lot of change,
all my routine changed. But one of the
cute habits: | used to say just good night,
and that’s all, but now | say good night,
wish you a quiet and peaceful night. My
friends and family also wish me a quiet
and peaceful night all the time, because
of the night bombing.”

A change forced by war is the curfew
from 12 p.m. to 5 a.m., especially for
young people like Sofia, it was tough.
“I remember | was dreaming that | will
move to Kyiv, and | will spend nights with
my friends, going out, like, just going
around the city. You cannot do this right
now, but still, there’s a lot of interesting
cultural life here.”

Instead of the buzzing nightlife, they
got the buzzing of drones. Still, nightlife
adapted to day life fluently.

“It’s already the fourth year of the war,
it’s starting to become a habit that you
are planning everything around your
time that you can spend. You know the
time limitations in these parties, when
are they closing, how long do you need
to go from point A to point B, at what
time the metro stations are closed [...]
| was almost angry that | need to do all
this, like, it’s not fair. | thought it’s not
fair. | want to party all night, | want to go
and spend time with my friends all night,
but time passed, and | understood that,
yeah, it’s not fair, but what can | do, | can
sit here and just ruminate on this, or |
can pick myself up and plan something
with my friends that will end before the
curfew.”

Even though it might seem like a huge
restriction to us, Sofia explains, “when
you are living like this, you don’t have
a problem with that, because it’s not
only me that is changing my routines.

TEMA HO MECELLOT

It’s also places that are hosting these
events are changing their routines [...]
like, sometimes | just think, oh, thank
God, we have a curfew, so | need to be
home at some time, because sometimes
I’'m really tired and | don’t have an excuse
to leave.”

A habit takes approximately 21 days to
form, and a lifestyle around 90 days.
Therefore, coming to another country
and being outside at night might even
feel weird.

Sofia experienced this herself on a trip to
the Czech Republic, where she asked her
friend when they had to get back, who
just reacted in confusion.

How are humans supposed to survive
a war without letting the bombs crash
their minds and hope?

The first few months, in particular,
showed the new social cohesion within
the community.

“When the worst only started, everyone
was so close to each other. Everyone
was so welcoming”, Sofia remembers,
explaining that people from safer areas
offered shelter in their homes for others
from the dangerous areas. When the
water pipes in her hometown got
destroyed and with that the drinking
water supply for two months, other cities
brought water to them.

VOICES - 5
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Culture is crucial during the war as
a source of resilience, giving a sense
of existing as a group amidst chaos.
Therefore, music and warfare have
always been intertwined, music
serving practical military functions like
coordinating movements but also giving
comfort.

It can also maintain an identity, building
a connection between the people, which
is why it was of such importance that
theaters, cinemas, or clubs reopened.
Especially clubs like  cultural institution
in Kyiv which became a shelter for up
200 persons at the beginning of the war.
Since its post-invasion reopening, runs
entirely as a non-profit to support the
war effort through the K41 Community
Fund, which aims to provide financial,
humanitarian support to the community
during the war. Having raised over
€900.000 in general, they donated the
earned money to organisations like Livyj
Bereh, where volunteers build metal
roofs to repair destroyed rooftops.

The people are giving each other hope
again.

“Why are we still standing? It’s that
people are thinking about other people”.
Still living in a war zone is challenging,
from constantly checking the power
cutting schedule to see if you can take
the elevator, to evaluating whether |
should seek shelter or is the bombing
not that bad.

“At first | was scared. | remember the first
time we heard a siren with my mom. [...]
It was really scary.” Nobody knew how
to act; everybody just acted instinctively,
but now sheltering looks different for
everybody; some are chatting, some
playing on the phone or reading a book
in the shelters.
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One time in a shelter, Sofia met a little,
very bored girl, so she lent her her
sketchbook and pencil. But the little girl
just scolded her for not having coloured
pencils with her.

The next time, she remembered to bring
them.

“Now it’s not scary. It’s irritating and to
be honest, sometimes it’s almost calming
to hear the air alarm. Being so used to
the alarm, it gives a feeling of comfort
and familiarity.

So, what’s going on with us, watching the
shining videos of “Cabaret” on TikTok,
wishing to be able to watch it in real life.
A musical set in 1930s Berlin, depicting
the hedonistic, decadent nightlife of the
Kit Kat Club inside, while outside, fascism
grows, but no one thinks to stop dancing.
Thatiswhat “Cabaret” isabout, itis about
us, showing how blissfully unaware we
fall in love with the trap of distraction.
The musical has seen many different
versions throughout the years, the
most famous one being the 1972 Bob
Fosse movie. But now the version of the
Molodyy Theatre, located in Kyiv, went
viral on social media with its extravagant
costumes and makeup.

The themes of political unrest linger
unmistakably under the twirling dresses
of the dancers while watching these
clips of the Molodyy Theatre production
of “Cabaret”. Noticing the parallels
between Weimar Germany and present-
day Ukraine adds another layer for the
viewer to contemplate.

Of course, it is important to keep the
theatres open for the people but what is
going on with us posting thirst traps of
the characters on TikTok, wishing to be
able to see a musical in a war zone.
Ignoring the traces of grief and torture

Pictures: Sofia

that war leaves behind under the thick
mask of stage makeup, the shards
and bomb remnants buried under the
confetti of destruction.

“It was so diabolical to see, but it was so
funny. [...] Some part of me was really
proud that our theatre is that good, that
people want to go to a war country just
to see a theatre play. What time are we
living in?1”

While we crave the absurd wish to fly
to Kyiv only to watch “Cabaret”, Sofia
watches the war destroy her motherland.
Either way she keeps going on with her
life, supported by her community.

“l wanted to say that | don’t know
what keeps me going, but it’s not true.
It’s the people that keep me going. It’s
my friends, my family, the Ukrainian
community in general [...] | wasn’t so
patriotic before the war but now | love
this country.

| love my town. | love living in my
hometown and the people here are
great.”

“Now, I’'m writing this, the power
is shut down, and I’m at a loss for
words about how good this day
was. Despite everything, it was
just how | imagined. Sometimes
it’s hard to manage everything
with the circumstances that
we’re living in, but it will never
be the reason to stop living your
best life, as best as you can.

And | refuse to be sad or scared
on this day, because it’s my day.”

Nelli Winzer

Sources: k41community.fund/en/



To the
Sun

Today the sun forgot farewell —

It shines to greet you, can you tell?

My heart is caged in silent pain —

Oh, what have | done to earn this chain?

But I'll reply — it’s no disgrace,
Just joy that hides behind its face.
I’'m so happy that you are mine,
| lose my name in love’s design.

It seems no borders can divide,

We're children born of the same side.
So keep me close, don’t set me free,
For without you, there’s naught of me.

You are the one my story’s set,
The one with whom my song’s duet.

Elisa Ryschkow

poetry
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here’s something unusual about the

ability to stand in the same place again
and realize that what has changed most isn’t
the space itself, but the way you inhabit it.
Bukowina Tatrzaniska offered me exactly
that experience - not as a return, but as a
continuity that has finally become visible.

Last year, | arrived there with the kind of
attentiveness that comes from unfamiliarity.
It was my first Erasmus+ project, my first
encounter with a process that demands
complete presence and a willingness to let
go of control. The house where we stayed
and the host organization at the time were
merely a framework for something still
taking shape. Today, those same walls and
the same rhythm of daily life carry a different
weight, a quiet proof that some beginnings
continue even when we are unaware of it.

This year, returning did not require grand
emotions. Instead of uncertainty, it brought
clarity. To find yourself once more in the same
place, with the same people with whom you
shared only a single week a year ago, and
yet feel a closeness that has not weakened
but deepened, is a rare confirmation that
time is not the only measure of connection.
These meetings were not an attempt to
relive the past, but a natural continuation
of something that was never interrupted.
In those moments, it was clear how much
these people, with whom | once lived briefly,
have shaped who | am today.

This year, the project brought together
participants from Macedonia, Romania,
Georgia, Poland, and Spain. Differences
did not impose themselves, but flowed
naturally into the shared experience without
resistance. The expectations with which
we arrived slowly dissolved, leaving space
for genuine contact and mutual support.
It became strikingly clear how often our
skepticism toward the unknown prevents us
from truly being present.

“Art and Outdoor” did not function as a
concept, but as a state of being. Long, high-
altitude hikes through snow and natural
challenges demanded perseverance,
patience, and trust in ourselves and in
others. Nature there offers no shortcuts,
but it offers enjoyment. The views from the
heights were not an illusion, but a quiet

confirmation that effort has meaning, even
when it seeks no recognition. Days began
with walking, a movement that leaves space
for inner dialogue. Those morning steps
were meant for personal reflection, for the
feelings we carry, for the goals that matter
to us, for the expectations we are slowly
learning to leave behind. In that silence, the
day was not planned, but accepted.

From there, the artistic process unfolded
naturally. Working with glass painting,
clay, and jewelry-making was not directed
toward the outcome, but toward the inner
movement accompanying creation. The
materials became extensions of states that
required no explanation. In those moments,
art was not just a form of expression, but a
way of being present.

The entire process was supported by the
people with whom | shared this experience.
Last year’s team Stefan, Ewelina, Selina, and
Nikita was my first point of security in the
unknown. This year, with Stefan, Ewelina,
Mila, and Enes, that security manifested
differently: as trust that does not need to be
proven, but simply exists. A team dynamic
that is felt.

Bukowina Tatrzanska once again showed
me that expectations rarely capture the full
picture. That the unknown challenges us not
becauseitis dangerous, but because it moves
us. And that sometimes the most important
thing we can do is allow the experience to
shape us, without resistance.

This is not a story about returning.

This is a testimony to continuity.

About how the same place can become proof
that something within you has continued to
grow.

Finally, if one thing should remain after
reading this text, let it be this greeting. To
all participants from Poland and to the host
organization, Europa luvenis, to Magda,
Margarett, Julia, Anna, Marian, and all the
others not mentioned here but who will
always remain in my heart. Thank you for
once again turning the space into a place,
and the place into a lasting memory.

Until next time,
Anastasija Gjorgjievska
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THE BATTLE OF

VALMY

On September 20, 1792, a
wheat field near a remote
village in Champagne,
France, witnessed not

a small random battle,

but the pivot in modern
European history. The Battle
of Valmy, often described
as more of a prolonged
artillery duel than a bloody
melee, was a moment of
profound psychological

and political shockwave.

In essence, it was the day

a ragged, revolutionary
patriotic French army stood
its ground, and in doing so,
ensured the survival of the
French Revolution.



By the summer of 1792, the Revolution was in peril.
Following the dramatic overthrow of the monarchy in
August, the new French Republic found itself encircled.
From the east, a huge coalition of professional armies,
primarily Prussian under the veteran Duke of Brunswick
and accompanied by Austrian allies and French royalist
émigrés, advanced into France. Their stated aim, in
the Brunswick Manifesto, was to restore King Louis XVI
to his full powers, threatening Paris with "exemplary
vengeance" if the royal family was harmed. Morale in
the French ranks was low, supplies were short, and the
revolutionary government itself was riven by factionalism.
Many, including the invaders, expected a swift collapse.

The invading force, around 35,000 soldiers, represented
the ancien régime: disciplined, professional, led by
aristocratic officers, and steeped in the linear tactics
of Frederick the Great. They were confident of an easy
victory over what they saw as a disorganised rabble.

Facing them were two French armies, under Generals
Charles Dumouriez and Frangois Kellermann, who had
managed to combine forces, totalling around 50,000
men. This force was a chaotic embodiment of the
Revolution itself. It mixed remaining units of the old royal
line army with fresh battalions of National Guardsmen
and untested volunteers—the famous fédérés. Their
officers were often elected; their loyalty was to the
Nation, not a king. Crucially, their artillery arm, under
the reformed system of Jean-Baptiste de Gribeauval,
was excellent, manned by highly trained professionals
who had remained largely loyal to the new regime.

Brunswick's Prussians manoeuvred to cut off the French
from Paris. Kellermann, taking a defensive position on the
low hills around the Valmy windmill, drew his lines to block
them. As the morning fog lifted, the Prussians advanced
in perfect, intimidating order. What happened next was
anticlimactic in terms of carnage but electric in tension.

Instead of ordering a bayonet charge, Kellermann held
his ground. He raised his hat on his sword and sparked
a scream that would echo through history: "Vive la
Nation!" The shout was taken up by the entire French
line, a powerful declaration
of their new political identity.
The battle then devolved into
a massive, long-range artillery
duel. The French gunners,
well-positioned on the slopes,
held their own against the

ncTopuja

Prussian batteries. The famed
Prussian infantry, waiting for the
French lines to break under the
bombardment, began a hesitant
advance, but were halted by the
sustained and effective French
cannon fire and the impassable
mud churned up by the shells.

For hours, the two armies exchanged
artillery fire with relatively few
casualties. The critical moment
came when Brunswick, after a
private council with his officers,
called off the infantry assault. The
professional soldier had assessed
the terrain, the enemy's resolve, and the lengthening
supply lines behind him, and decided the cost of a
direct attack was too high. The French line, bolstered by
revolutionary fervour and good cannon, had not flinched.

Theimmediatecasualtyfigureswereminuscule (fewerthan
500 total). But the strategic and symbolic consequences
were colossal. The Prussian-Austrian advance stalled and
then, plagued by dysentery and foul weather, began a
humiliating retreat out of France. The invasion intended
to snuff out the Revolution had been decisively halted.

Politically, Valmy was a thunderclap. In Paris, the
newly convened National Convention, emboldened
by the victory, formally abolished the monarchy
and proclaimed the French Republic on September
21. The battle had created the political space for
the radical next phase of the Revolution to unfold.

More broadly, Valmy announced the arrival of a new kind
of warfare and a new kind of nation. It demonstrated
that citizen soldiers, motivated by patriotic ideology,
could stand against and defeat the mercenary armies
of kings. As the German poet Johann Wolfgang von
Goethe, who witnessed the battle with the Prussian
camp, famously remarked to his dejected comrades
that evening: From this place and from this day forth
commences a new era in the history of the world.

He was right. Valmy did not decide the fate of the
Revolution, the Terror, the rise of Napoleon, and
decades of war still lay ahead but it guaranteed
that the Revolution would have a future. It was the
moment the "Nation in Arms" was born, a concept
that would redefine European politics, warfare, and
national identity for centuries to come. The cannonade
at Valmy was the defiant answer to the monarchs of
Europe: the Revolution would not be extinguished.

Arthur Bonhoure-Tolfo

Sources:
Text: Antoine Léaument

Images:

wikimedia commons: Xptowa, Monument_Kellermann (p.10)
wikimedia commons: Edouard Detaille, French dragoon with captured
Prussian flag at the Battle of Jena-Auerstedt, the background has been
erased (p.11, left down corner)
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GENDER

equality

WHY IT STILL MATTERS TODAY

These facts are not just
numbers — they represent real people, real
stories, and real injustice. Even in the 21st
century, gender equality is still something
many societies are trying to achieve.

rom 24 to 29 November 2025, we had

the opportunity to participate in the
international project “F.E.V.E.R — Fostering
Equality, Visibility and Empowerment for
Rights”, held in France. The project focused
on gender equality, women’s rights, and
the role of young people in creating a more
equal and inclusive society.

During the project, we took partin lectures,
workshops, and interactive activities that
encouraged discussion, teamwork, and
critical thinking. We explored topics such
as gender stereotypes, physical and sexual
violence against women, discrimination
in everyday life, and different ways to
support and protect women’s rights.
Through practical examples and group
work, we gained a deeper understanding
of how these issues affect individuals and
communities.

One of the most important messages of
the project was that gender equality is
not only a women'’s issue. It is a shared
responsibility. We learned how young
people can take action by supporting
victims, raising awareness, and challenging
harmful attitudes and behaviors in their
surroundings. The project showed us that
change does not always start with big
actions, but with small steps taken by many
people.

The atmosphere throughout the project
was open, respectful, and motivating.
Participants from different countries
shared experiences and perspectives,
which helped us understand that, although
cultures and traditions may differ, the
challenges women face are often very
similar. This exchange made the project
even more meaningful and inspiring.

The “F.EV.E.R” project showed us that
knowledge, empathy, and action go hand
in hand. Gender equality is not a privilege,
but a fundamental human right. By staying
informed, supporting one another, and
speaking up against injustice, young people
can help build a fairer and safer future for
everyone.

Andrej Bozinovski



OBue 6pojkMu
He ce camMo CTaTUCTMKa — TWe npeTcTasyBaaT
peanHu XUBOTU, PEaNHN NPUKA3HM U peanHu
HenpaeauM. Mako oONWTECTBOTO Hanpeaysa,
b6opbata 3a poaoBa e4HAKBOCT Ce yLITe Tpae.

0,24 po 29 Hoemspu 2025 rognHa, masme

YecT Aa yyecTByBaMe Ha MefyHapogHWOT
npoekrt ,F.EV.E.R — Fostering Equality, Visibility
and Empowerment for Rights”, kKoj ce ogp:a
Bo ®paHumja. [poeKToT bHewe nocseTeH
Ha 3ajakHyBatbe Ha CBecTa 3a pojoBaTa
pPaMHOMPABHOCT, BWA/AMBOCTA Ha JKeEHUTe
BO ONWTECTBOTO M 3aWTUTATa Ha HUBHUTE
OCHOBHW YOBEKOBM MNpaBga.

Bo TeKOT Ha MPOEKTOT y4yecTByBaBMEe BO

npeaasakba, PaboOTUAHMUM U UHTEPAKTUBHMU

urpu, Kou 6ea OCMUCAEHM Ha Ha4YMH WTO

OBO3MOXYBalle aKTUBHO YYecTBO, AMUCKycHja

N KPUTMYKO pasmucayBarbe. NpeKy KOHKpeTHU

NPMMepU U peasHu CUTyaumn, ce 3ano3HaBme

CO TEMM KaKo:

e PogoBa e4HAKBOCT W BAWjaHWETO Ha
poAoBUTE CTEPEOTUNN

e ®U3MYKO WM CEKCyaNHO HacMACTBO BpP3
YKEHUTE N HEroBUTE Nocieanum

e [lpenosHaBarte Ha OUCKPUMMHALMja BO
CEKOjAHEBHMOT }KMBOT

e VYnorata Ha MiaguTe Bo bopbata 3a
efiHaKBM Npaea

POLOBATA

e AHAKBOCT

FAAC WTO MOPA AA CE CAYWHE

OcobeHo 3HavajHO belwe Toa WTO MPOEKTOT
He ce 3aap)a camo Ha Teopwuja. [peky
WUHTEPAKTUBHUTE aAKTUBHOCTU HayyunBme KaKo
Aa pearnpame, Kako fa NOAAPMKMME KPTBa,
HO W KaKo Aa buaeme aKTMBHM rparaHn Kowu
He monyaT npepg, HenpaegaTa. ChaTBme Aeka
poaoBaTa e4HAKBOCT He € ,KEHCKO npallakbe”,
TYKy OMNWTECTBEHO Mpalware Koe M 3acera
cuTe.

AtmocdepaTta Ha NpoeKToT Helwe NO3UTUBHA,
OTBOpPEHa M MOTUBMpPAYKa, LWTO Co3Jage
NpPOCTOp 33 UCKPEHM Pa3roBOpHU, CNoAeNyBatbe
JI4HU UCKYCTBA U y4erbe 04, Pas/INYHN KYATypu
M nepcrnektnsu. PaboTejkm co mnagu og,
pasnuyHu 3emju, chatMBme aeKa npobiemute
CO KOW Ce COO4YYBaaT KEeHUTe Cce C/AMYHU
HaceKage, HO M AeKa pelleHujaTa 3ano4YHyBaat
CO efyKalmja, CONMMOAPHOCT U aKTUBM3aAM.

Mpoektor ,FEV.E.RY HE notcetTm paeka
NPOMeHaTa 3aMo4yHyBa O Hac — maaauTe
Nyfe KoM MMaaT [ac, CTaB M OArOBOPHOCT.
PopoBata egHaKBOCT He e npusuieruja,
TYKY OCHOBHO 40BeKOBO MpaBo. Camo npeKy
MHOOPMUPAHOCT, emnaTMja W 3aegHU4Ka
aKLMja moXeme Aa usrpagmme nonpasesHo u
nobesbeaHO ONWTECTBO 3a CUTE.

AHgpej BoXKMHOBCKM
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story

In the last years of the Second
World War, my grandmother was
born in a small village in Northern
Germany. After training to become
a professional housekeeper, she
married my grandfather. Together,
they maintained and lived off of
my grandfather’s farm, where my
grandmother moved.

Growing up on this farm together
with my grandparents, | heard
many stories about their life back
then. It was ruled by the needs of
the animals and the farm, as well
as their very strong catholic belief.
Living was not filled with trips to
other continents, full of parties or
experiencing new cultures every
day. It was slower, calmer. Routines
shaped the course of every day. Still,
these offered a great possibility of
finding contentment and happiness.

Growing older, | am realizing that
even though | always listened to all
these stories, | never really made the
connections to be able to actually
understand how my grandparents
lived their lives.

So, why nottake the chance of writing
for this magazine at the moment,
and interview my grandmother?
Regardless of the outcome of this
research, | am extremely grateful
to have had these conversations
with her. They have given me a
better understanding of my own
family history and an insight into a
completely different lifestyle.

So, welcome to a day in my
grandmother’s life. Lean back in
your chair and enjoy the ride.

OMA,
HOW WERE
THE GOOD
OLD TIMES?



5:59. Time to wake up. The singing
birds and slow breeze of wind are telling
us that a new day dawns.

Hush, out of bed. A quick clean of the
face, one view in the mirror above. No
time to dwell on your own reflection in
the mirror.

Schhhh. The water is boiling. A cup of
tea and a plain cookie should suffice for
now, so the first tasks of the day can be
fulfilled.

Riing, the children will wake up soon.
Breakfast needs to be prepared, and oh
what a breakfast it will be. The food is
all prepared on the table, some small
portions already cut with love and
accuracy.

Whoosh, the door is opening, good
morning, good morning. Let’s sit down
and eat, but | can’t find my Maths paper,
please sit and let’s check later.

One more prayer, off you go, school
awaits.

Quiet. The first step out the door can
finally be taken.

The typical grunting and startled
scurrying can be heard as soon as the
barn door finally opens. Food! The
pigs crowd around the trough, each
engrossed in its own battle to devour
the largest portion, the best bite. The
husband is just as engrossed in his

work, wanting the pigs to grow as big
and fat as possible.

Clonk. The stable door is closing behind
oneself. Very good, the first step is
already done.

Back inside, time to eat another real
breakfast, and bring the milk cans to
the street. They need to be picked up,
brought to the next village and come
back refilled. One does not feed himself,
right?

Some more things outside are
maintained and taken care of, and soon
it’s already time again.

12:00. Lunch. Let’s all gather inside,
take our place, and eat. The men had
some problems on the field. As always,
food is delicious and plentiful. Aah, the
newspaper was just brought in. What is
wrong with the world, at least there’s
no rain tomorrow.

But, let’s not rest for too long. The farm
does not tend itself, and money will not
fly through the window.

Back to work. While the husband
returns to the field, the garden needs
some attendance and care. And oh,
how the windows are looking again!
This can not be shown to anybody next
Sunday. The port could also use some

fresh paint, and the grass is growing
faster and faster.

Cling. 3:30. Time for a coffee. How
was it outside? Oh nice, did you hear
about the new bride?

Back to work. The animals are calling as
well. The two sick pigs need some extra
medicine, come you want to eat this.
Oh, and the lack of new food for them,
a call to order more is desperately
needed. Let's feed them quickly,
humans get hungry as well.

Dinner time. Another sitting together,
another time for talking and company.
How was the kids’ day, what did they
do? Sitting and talking, you want to eat
some more?

Then, moving to another room,
discussions are starting. Did you hear
about the new priest? Oh, and the new
law to farm the crops. What a life to be
a politician!

The kids are awaiting their good night
story, a quick prayer, time to go to bed.

22:00. Puhh. Time to sleep. Give the
body some rest, strengthen it for a new
day.

Lea Schwegmann
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erasmus
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At the start of
December, six

young people from
Macedonia bundled in
thick winter coats and
a list of their favorite
traditional recipes and
headed to KulturHaus,
a cozy house on the
outskirts of Bremen,
Germany. Joined by
39 other participants
from Italy, Lithuania,
Serbia, Spain, and
Germany for the
Erasmus+ youth
exchange “C.0.0.K”,
where they spent ten
days cooking meals
from each country.

COOKING CULTURE
AT ERASMUS+ C.0.0.K.

rom the moment they arrived,

they began to turn the house
into a home. Icebreakers quickly
turned strangers into friends,
from speed-friending, to Mission
Impossible, and most notably a
walk through the surrounding
forest. Walking in pairs along
the trail, participants answered
questions with a partner and
switched at every turn, discovering
not only the stunning winter
landscape but also the stories
behind each person, from favorite
movies and books to family
traditions and the experiences that
made them who they are today.

Back at KulturHaus, the kitchen
became the heart of the exchange,
overflowing with people, flavors,
and spices. Every day was devoted
to the cuisine of a different
country. Participants were divided
into “family groups” through an
interactive game, with each group
containing one person from each
nationality. These families became
small teams tasked with cooking a
full-course meal for the featured
country, preparing intercultural
nights, or contributing to a digital
cookbook noting each recipe that
was prepared through the youth
exchange.

Thedaybeforethefinalcelebration,
the Macedonian team took the
stage and prepared a six-course
meal. The menu featured musaka
as the main dish, a traditional
seasonal salad, mekici served with
an assortment of spreads including
ajvar, and, of course, cheese
brought all the way from home.
Alongside the meal, the team
presented 35 facts celebrating 35
years of independence, blending
history, humor, and unexpected
details that made everyone feel as
if they had taken a day trip to the
country. The exchange was full of
surprises: the Lithuanian cuisine
filled the entire house with the
strong aroma of garlic; the diverse
German team prepared not only
traditional German dishes but also
Indian and Turkish food to honor
each member’s  background;
and the Italian intercultural
night transformed into a lively
recreation of the Sanremo Festival,
meanwhile the Serbians recreated
a traditional wedding celebration.

As the week went on, cooking
became more than just a routine; it
evolved into another key aspect of
the project: storytelling. Each day
began with activities designed to
develop participants’ storytelling
skills, from exercises where



pairs communicated while wearing
headphones and standing back-
to-back, highlighting how much
interpretation storytelling
requires, to creative group
tasks. These tasks brought

to life the creation of short

plays in different genres,
imagining how families

might have shared

meals across various

eras. The results

ranged from a Stone

Age musical dinner

party to a futuristic

food drama, along

with  many other

Erasmus+ theatrical
masterpieces.

The final day was the

highlight of the exchange:

participants prepared the

six favorite meals from the

week, representing every

country involved. For one last

time, the kitchen buzzed with

the familiar rhythm of preparing

a feast that captured the spirit of the
entire project. As final touches were
added, photos snapped for the cookbook,
and plates carefully arranged, the group
shared their last meal together before a
night filled with bittersweet goodbyes.
By the end of the week, the December
chill outside felt far less noticeable. The
warmth came from shared experiences
both in and beyond the kitchen, new
friendships, and a deeper understanding
of culture, transforming a simple house
in the German countryside into a home
for everyone, from professional cooks to
rookie beginners.

Emilija Krstevska

epasmyc+
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poetry

Winter’s

Scent

Can you smell the winter?
Because | do

The same way

| feel your heart

Day after day

Slowly... painfully

Drifting away

As the weather get colder
And the sun says bye, bye
My soul aches

Aches at the thought

Of YOU

Of your absence

Of the fact

That soon enough

You will hide away

Like the falling leaves under

Winters freezing snow

And | won’t be there in time

To dig you up from all that

Messy, heavy, whitey, blankety layer

Of pain, loneliness, madness, hatred, Sadness, disappointment and so on
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But you know what

One day

All that ice will melt away
Together with our grudges
And Eventually...

Spring will come again

To wreck our walls of ice cold

[l feelings, bitterness and resentment

But | am scared

Cause | don’t know whether

By that time

You will be there too?!...

Jona Cenameri



A mund ta nuhasésh dimrin?
Sepse uné mundem

Né té njéjtén ményré

Si¢c ndjej zemrén ténde

Dité pas dite

Daléngadalé... vajtueshém
T’'mé fanepset

Ndérsa moti ftohet

Dhe dielli thoté pagim, pacim
Shpirti im sémbon

Sémbon duke t‘'menduar

. TY

nga mungesa jote

nga fakti

Se nxitimthi

Do t'mé fshihesh

Si gjethet

Nén déborén e acarté dimrake
Dhe uné nuk do t’arrij né kohé

Pér tét’ nxjerré nga gjithé kjo

Arome
Dimri

Shtresé e rrémujshme, e réndé, bardhake, jorganore...

Dhimbjeje, vetmie, cmendurie, urrejtjeje, trishtimi, zhgénjimi e plot té tjerave

*

Por e di ¢faré

Njé dité

| gjithé ky akull do té shkrij
Bashké me mérité tona
Dhe sé fundmi...

Pranvera do té vijé sérisht

Pér t’i véné kazmén ajsbergéve

Té hatérmbetjeve, hidhérimeve dhe pakénagésive midis nesh

Por... kam friké
Sepse nuk e di
Nése pranvera

Do tét’ sjell me vete?!...

Jona Cenameri

poerzi
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In 1976, Belgian anthropologist and
filmmaker Jean-Pierre Dutilleux went to
meet the Toulambi community in Papua New
Guinea.

During his stay, the anthropologist brought a
mirror and showed it to the men he met.
When they saw their reflection, each man
was shocked. This discovery of their own
faces, which they were seeing clearly for the
first time, frightened them.

he invention of the mirror, first made

from polished stones thousands of years
ago, followed by metals in Mesopotamia and
Egypt, radically changed the way humans
related to the world and their awareness of
themselves.
If, in nature, we could originally only perceive
our physical appearance through the blurred
effect of water, to what extent then did the
invention of the mirror change our relationship
with our bodies and the world?

In a world where selfies reign supreme, where
we can completely alter our appearance or
know every detail about it, it is likely that
our connection to others and to ourselves is
distorted, if not completely skewed.

The first disruption we can see is that today,
comparison dominates, even unconsciously,
and clouds the image we have of ourselves.
We look at ourselves in the mirror or through
the camera, then look at others, not out of
curiosity but out of a desire to observe them
precisely and see how they differ from us,
constantly feeding the ego and superficiality.
The “1” is objectified; the mirror is no longer
just a reflection of ourselves but creates a
subject that looks at itself as an object.

This dual perception of ourselves, which could
be linked to an over-awareness of the “self,”
distorts our relationship with the world.

Whereas humans once looked at the world
to find their place in it, they now look at
themselves to adjust to it.

In this context, the mirror is no longer a simple
reflection, but a space for negotiating identity.
What we see is no longer just our face, but
the set of social, aesthetic, and cultural norms
that we have internalized.

The majority of men therefore have a
distorted relationship with their world, either
because they do not consider themselves
attractive enough for society, or because they
are drowning in their own reflection.

The aesthetic and social movement of
dandyism, which emerged in England
in the early 19th century, highlights this
special relationship between men and
their image.

Indeed, the origin of this movement,
used by the aristocracy to assert its
superiority, allowed men to emancipate
themselves through image, controlling
their actions and gestures in order to
master the reflection perceived by
others and society.

This movement is the apogee of this
over-perception of oneself, creating
a bridge between nature and culture,
while representing the very precise
distinction between social classes and
their hold on societal strata.

When interacting with others, we not
only have our eyes on them, but also on
ourselves: we know what they see and
project onto them the idea we have of
ourselves.

The gaze, initially directed outward,
turns inward to the self. It is no longer
just a matter of seeing, but of seeing
oneself being seen. This reversal of
the gaze profoundly changes our
relationship to otherness: we no longer
encounter others for who they are, but
for what they reflect about ourselves.
In this way, full knowledge of ourselves
also involves an understanding of our
external and subjective self, and fully
influences the way we establish our
position in society.

This is what Jean-Paul Sartre evokes
in his work “Huis Clos” when he says
“Hell is other people” to explain this
particular relationship with others
and with ourselves, explaining that
others are both indispensable to self-
awareness but also make us prisoners
of their perspective.

Luna Serrano

Sources:
“Du dandysme et de I'élégance”, article
by John Slamson

MUCAEHHE
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KHWTA LUTO PACTE
SAE[IHO CO [IETETO



,TuMu 1 LIn [ab — aBaHTypuTe” HE e camo AETCKa KHUra
— Taa e TMBOK, HO CU/IEH BOAMM 33 POAUTENUTE U 33 CUTe
LUTO CEeKOjaHEBHO YeKopaT HM3 CBETOT Ha AeuaTa. OBa e
KHWUra WTO He ce YnTa Habp3uHa, TYKy ce O0XMUBYyBa —
CO HacmeBKa, CO MpenosHaBake M CO NpoHaofake BO
COMCTBEHOTO CEKOjaAHEBME.

Ba He e npuKasHa co3dajeHa of AUCTaHLa,
TYKY OA, KMBO POAMTE/NICKO MCKYCTBO. ABTOpPKaTa
OTBOPEHO Crnogenysa AeKa npesd, MajuMHCTBOTO

He NUWyBana TOAKY MHOTY, HUTY pa3muCcayBana TONKY

Anaboko Ha oBaa Tema. Ho co Aoafarbeto Ha HejsUHOTO

nete, POKycoT 1 ce MeHyBa Le/NI0CHO — Cé LITO COo3A4aBa

oTcera MMa egHa jacHa Hamepa: ga buge ybaso, Aobpo

M KOPUCHO 3a Hej3MHOTO aeTe. TOKMY 0 Taa UCKPEHOCT

3ano4YHyBa M 0Baa KHura.

CospageHa oA, /NIUYHW, CEKOjJAHEBHU  POAUTENCKM
MOMEHTU, KHUraTa npepacHysa BO Aeno co noanaboka
CMMWCNA U jacHU BPeAHOCTMU. [NaBHMOT IUK r0 HOCK MMETO
Ha HEej3MHOTO CMHYE, a CeKoja CTpaHuLLa e co3aaaeHa co
J/byb0B, BHUMaHMe U Kenba Tve BpegHoOCT aa my buaar
npeHeceHn — HEHaMETAUBO, NPEKY Urpa U A0KUBYBatbE.

MpeKy KpaTKK, }KUBU MPUKA3HM MHCMIMPUPAHU OF, peanHu
pasroBopu, ApyKewa W CeMejHU cuTyaunu, Tumwu
CTaHyBa MaBeH /MK BO efeH MMarMHapeH, HO MHory
NpenosHaTAne cBeT. HerosuTe aBaHTYpW, BOAEHM Of,
JbyBONUTHOCT M AETCKA SI0TUKA, TO HOCAT HU3 Pas/IMYHK
npesenyM co NOMOW Ha eAgHO YHWMKATHO NPeBO3HO
CPeAcTBO — M3YM Ha HEroBMOT TaTKO, KOj cumbonunsmpa
noAaApLUKa, CeEMejHa NOBP3aHOCT U KPeaTUBHOCT.

3anuwysaHa, 0bmMUCAyBaHA M rpafeHa YeKop No YeKop,
KHUraTa NpUMPOAHO MpepacHyBa BO YETUBO Koe He e
HaMeHEeTO CamMo 3a efHO AeTe, TYKYy CTaHyBa KOPUCHO U
NPeno3HaTAIMBO 33 MHOTY APYTY Aela U poauTeni. Tokmy
3aToa aBTOpPKaTa o4J/lyyyBa Aa ja cnogenn — na buge
[OCTanHa 3a cuTe.

TMUMM e NMK BO KOj NecHO ce npenosHaBa cekoe
/bybonuTHO pete. be3 HameTHaTM noyku ,o04 rope”,
TOj y4M, UCTPa)KyBa WM pacTe NpeKy Mrpa, UCKYCTBO M
aBaHTypa. KHurata HeHameTAMBo cnojyBa 3abasa W
efyKaluja — nuwyBaHa Ha NuUTepaTypeH MaKeAdoHCKM
jasuk, co jacHO BrpaAeHu BpeaHOCTN U NPUKA3HK LWTO ce
YyuTaaT He Camo Ha AeLaTa, TYKY U CO HUB.

,2TumMu 1 LIn O0ab — aBaHTypuTe” e NpeKkpacHo 4eTMBO
3a poauTenu, BOCMMTYBAYM U CUTE LITO BepyBaaT AeKa
HajBa)KHUTE NEKLUUM ce ydyaT NPeKy CEeKojaHeBMUEeTo,
Jbyb0BTa M Mrpata. KHWra WTo He camo LWTO M BOAM
HajmanuTe HW3 CBETOT, TyKy HE noTceTyBa W Hac,
BO3PACHUTE, 1@ YYMMeE 3ae4HO CO HUB.

CumoHa Pucrecka
aBTOPKA Ha AeTCKa nTepatypa

OBOj TEKCT e INYeH OCBPT NO YMTarEeTO Ha KHUraTa



Grewingihihnough
givinglimBulgania



hen | first arrived in Bulgaria, | carried more

than just a suitcase with me. | carried a
clutter of expectations, quiet uncertainty and
deep emotions about my following short-term
volunteering experience in the city of Sofia.
What | wasn’t aware of at the time was that this
experience will leave a significant imprint on me,
through the tasks we accomplished, the moments
of self- reflection and the countless cozy nights
spent with my fellow volunteers.

From the beginning of my volunteering experience
there was a strong sense of connection and trust
within our group. We had each other’s backs
and created a wonderful supportive atmosphere
where we could learn from each other and create
a space that promotes growth and warmth.
This strong group dynamic gave me personal
and professional life skills through working with
such a diverse group of people from differing
backgrounds and life experiences.

A part of my experience that impacted me deeply
was working with primary and secondary school
students. Engaging with them wasn’t a walk in the
park as it took a lot of patience and adaptability,
yet it was highly rewarding. Through workshops
and activities that my hosting organization VVI
Foundation arranged, | managed to develop
my public speaking and facilitation skills. These
experiences gave me skills that will remain with
me long after this journey, a sense of confidence
and certainty as well as abilities to further express
my ideas and lead groups.

An important part of my work was providing
students with information about opportunities
that they never imagined they could become
a part of. | was happy to present them with the
benefits and possible unforgettable experiences
they could have with volunteering or mobility
programs. It reminded me that information can
open doors, and knowing that | contributed to
young people’s view of volunteering gave me a
sense of purpose.

Another part that shaped my experience is
developing a sense of care within a community.
We helped with clean up actions, assisted at
festivals and helped spread awareness about
ecological issues in our neighbourhood. This
showed that volunteering is not only about
planned activities but responding to immediate
needs of the community and taking responsibility
for the spaces we share.

Outside of the volunteering work, travelling with
my co-volunteers was a truly life-changing part of
the experience. | learned how to slow down, self-
reflect and reconnect with my values in life. By
hiking the Rila Seven Lakes, walking through the
old streets of Plovdiv, relaxing in thermal baths
and traveling to sunny Burgas | had a chance to
learn through shared experiences.

Looking back, | realize that volunteering in
Bulgaria didn’t just give me memories, it helped
me understand who | am and who | want to
become.

Rita Stojcheska



intervie

What if a game

asked you to

slow down?
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In a gaming world obsessed with speedruns, kill counts, and endless
notifications, Workbench Entertainment is choosing to press pause.

he small independent studio from

Skopje makes games for players who
want to wander instead of rush, listen
instead of react, and feel instead of
win. Their work is somewhere between
memory and place, turning quiet
moments into playable stories, and game
Olga is where that philosophy comes
alive.

“Workbench Entertainment was founded
as a natural extension of our creative
work across design, storytelling and
interactive media, with Olga becoming
the project through which we defined
our identity most clearly”, the team at
Workbench explains.

They don’t have rigid job titles or
separated departments. “We are a
small team... we lean into each person’s
strengths and adapt to the evolving
stages of development.” This flexibility
shapes not only how the studio functions,
but also how its games are made.

Their philosophy is especially evident
in how creative and technical work
intersect. For the team “narrative,
visual atmosphere, sound design and
programming all influence each other”,
particularly in a game like Olga, where
meaning emerges through subtle details
rather than complex mechanics.

Learning to collaborate at that level
didn’t happen overnight. In the early
days, the team experienced some
challenges. “Communicating abstract
emotions and translating them into
systems, environments and interactions
took time. Over time, this process
became one of our strengths and today
collaboration is central to how we work”,
the team notes.

At the same time, the realities of
being a young independent studio
are impossible to ignore. “The biggest
challenges are resources, time and

visibility”, the team explains. Developing
games in Macedonia means working
with limited support, which forces the
team to be deliberate with every creative
and technical decision they make.

What keeps the team motivated is
not commercial success or technical
spectacle, but emotional connection.
“What fulfils us most is creating games
that allow players to slow down and
observe.” The studio is drawn to
quiet, intimate moments, things often
overlooked both in games and in
everyday life. The idea for Olga itself
didn’t begin with a plot or a single
defining event. Instead, “It started
from a shared emotional space, mainly
childhood memories of rural life, time
spent with grandparents and places
where time seems to stand still.” From
there, the team focused on small sensory
experiences: the sound of footsteps on
dirt paths, the texture of old wooden
houses, and the silence broken only by
nature.

Those memories eventually found a
home in Belovodica, a real village in
Macedonia where Olga is set. While
the game doesn’t aim to recreate the
village exactly, the team says the location
gives the experience authenticity and
emotional weight. “The village becomes
a character”, they explain, shaped by its
architecture, silence, and the feeling that
time has slowed down.

Setting the game in a real place also
carries a deeper intention. Olga allows
younger players to connect with ideas
of place, memory, and cultural roots
without explicitly explaining them.
Instead, the game lets those meanings
emerge naturally through exploration.
“We intentionally chose a slow
approach.” “Olga isn’'t about action
or urgency, it’s about presence.” The
tension in the game doesn’t come from
combat, but from atmosphere: light,

sound, distance, and subtle interactions.
“Slowness is a design decision”, they
add. For the team, games don’t always
need to deliver constant dopamine hits.
Sometimes, enjoyment comes from
simply walking through a quiet forest or
watching the sun dip below the horizon.
“We have to stop treating our downtime
like another race to the next checkpoint”,
the team reflects.

This belief also shapes how Workbench
views games as a storytelling medium.
Compared to film or literature, games
allow players to participate in meaning-
making. “Games create meaning through
interaction, movement, waiting, and
observation”, they explain. In Olga, even
the smallest actions can carry emotional
weight.

When asked what advice the Workbench
team would give to young people
interested in game development, they
keep it grounded. “Start small, learn to
finish projects, and don’t rush to imitate
trends.” They also encourage aspiring
developers to look beyond games for
inspiration: toward art, literature, film,
and real life.

Asked how they see the company in the
future, the team hopes the studio will
still be creating emotional, story-driven
games. Stories that feel personal but
resonate universally. “We want to make
games that stay with players long after
they finish them.”

In an industry that constantly demands
more speed and more noise, Workbench
Entertainment is quietly building
something different: games that ask
players to slow down, listen, and
remember.

Lea Schwegmann & Jolanta Ciopcinska

About studio:
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a heré té ka ndodhur kur
Sfutesh né njé dhomé dhe

menjéheré té duket: “Ky
vend... dicka nuk shkon”? Apo
kur takohet diké pér heré té paré
dhe mendon: “Hmm... nuk duket
shumé i besueshém”? Nuk éshté
imagjinaté e cmendur.. Eshté
intuita, algoritmi sekret i trurit qé
punon para se té flasesh apo té
mendosh logjikisht.

Shumé njeréz mendojné se intuita
éshté thjesht ndjesi ose njé ndjesi
magjike. Por e vérteta éshté se
truri éshté si njé Google super i
fshehur, gé pérpunon té gjithé
informacionin qé nuk e kemi véné
re: shprehjet e tona, lévizjet e
trupit, tonin e zérit, madje edhe
ritmin e ecjes. Dhe pastaj na thoté:
“ke shum kujdes nga ajo!” — pér
njé sekondé.

Interesante éshté se intuita shpesh
na bén té dukemi si dikush me
superfuqi. P.sh., je duke ecur né
rrugé dhe papritmas ndjen se dicka
nuk shkon; ndalon dhe... voila! Njé
gese plastike fluturon drejt teje
ose njé mace vogel del nga askund.
Truri e ka parashikuar gjith¢ka, por
ti dukesh si dikush qé “po e sheh te
ardhmen”.

Por c¢faré ndodh brenda trurit?
Biologjikisht, intuita funksionon
falé njé rrjeti sekret né tru, gé
neurologét e quajné Default
Mode Network, dhe disa lidhjeve
té shpejta midis korteksit frontal
dhe amigdales. Né thelb: truri
pérpunon informacion gé nuk e
vém re, krijon hipoteza té shpejta
dhe té jep ndjesiné intuitive para
se logjika té futet né lojé. Pra, ajo
ndjesi e paré nuk éshté magji éshté
njé llogaritje biologjike sekrete gé
ndodh shumé shpejt.

Intuita punon mé miré kur nuk
e detyrojmé mendjen. Ndodh
shpesh gjaté dushit, kur shkon
té bésh njé shétitje ose kur ulesh
né krevat me telefonin larg. Kur
mendja relaksohet, algoritmi i
trurit krijon lidhje té shpejta dhe
zgjidhje qé logjika e ngadalté nuk
i arrin dot. Pér kété arsye, shpesh
thoné: “Ideté mé té mira na vijné

kur nuk po mendojmé as edhe njé

”

gjé

Sigurisht, intuita nuk @éshté
gjithmoné e sakt. Si ¢do algoritém,
ajo funksionon mé miré kur ka
informacion té mijaftueshém.
Por edhe gabimi éshté pjesé e
bukurisé: truri eksperimenton,
korrigjon dhe ne mésojmé nga
“oops”-at e vogla.

Pra, intuita éshté mik ge nuk flet
shumé, por di digka para nesh. Kur
ndjen até ndjesiné e cuditshme,
mos e injoro. Besoji instiktit, sepse
ndonjéheré truri yt éshté mé i
zgjuar se sa veté ti e kupton. Dhe
né botén ku gjithcka ndodh shpeijt,
té kesh kété aleat éshté luks gé
shumé njeréz nuk e vérejné dot.

Ezana Shabani

mendim
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I—Iocmm HeWwTo HeobMYHO BO MOXKHOCTA
NOBTOPHO A3 3acTaHelW Ha WUCTO MecCTo
M ga chaTUw [eKa OHa LWTO HajMHory ce
NPOMEHMNO He e MPOCTOPOT, TYKY HAYMHOT
Ha Koj ro Hacenysaw. bykoBuHa TaTaHCKa
MM TO NOHYAU TOKMY TOa UCKYCTBO — HE KaKo
BpaKarbe, TYKy KaKo KOHTUHYMUTET LUTO KOHEYHO
CTaHan BUA/MB.

MwuHatata rogmMHa Tamy NPUCTUTHaB Cco
BHMMATE/HOCT WITO Aoafa Of HEeno3HaBakbe.
Toa 6ewe mojoT nps Epasmyc+ npoekKT, npsaTta
cpenba co efeH npouec WTo H6apa LEenocHo
NPUCYCTBO M NOAFOTBEHOCT Ja ce MywTH
KoHTposaTa. KyKaTa Bo Koja beBMe CMECTEHU U
opraHusaumjaTa LOMakuH Toraw mu bea camo
pamKa 3a HeLWTo WTo AoNpBa ce obopmyBalLe.
,EI,eHec, ™Me uctn sumaosn M UCTUOT pPUTaM
Ha CEKOjAHEeBMETO HOCAaT MOWMHAKBa TEXMHA
KaKo TWBOK [lIOKa3 [JeKa HeKou mnoyetoum
NPOAOJ/IKYBAaT M KOra He CMe CBECHM 3a Toa.

OBaa roguHa, BpaKkarbeTo Hemalle noTpeba
o4, ronemy emoumn. Hamecto HecurypHocT,
poHece jacHocT. [Ja ce Hajaew nNOBTOPHO Ha
MCTO MECTO, CO UCTUTE Nlyfe CO Kou npes, eaHa
rogMHa cu genen camo egHa Hepena, a fAa
noyyscTBYBall B6AMCKOCT WTO He ocnabHana,
TYKYy ce npognabounna, e peTka noTBpAa
JeKa BpemMeTO He e eAMHCTBeHaTa MepkKa
3a nosp3aHocT. Tue cpeabu He bea obupg,
Ja Ce O¥WBee MMHATOTO, TYKYy MpUPOAHO
NPOAO/IXKYBatbe Ha HEWTO LWTO HWMKoraw He
610 npeknHaTo. Bo HMB jacHO ce YyBCTBYBalLe
KOJIKY TWe Nlyfe, CO KOM HeKorall HakpaTKo Cym
uBeena, yyectsyBase BO 06/MKyBateTO Ha
TOQ KaKBa Cym AeHec.

MpoeKToT rogMHasa M obeguHU ydecHUUUTE
on, MakepnoHuja, Pomanuja, lpysuja, MNoncka u
LnaHuja. PasnanyHocTuTe He ce HameTHYBaa,
TYKY Ce B/ieBaa BO 3aefHUYKOTO UCKycTBO 6e3
oTnop. OuyeKyBaraTa CO KOM MPUCTUTHABME
noneka ce pacnafaa, ocTaBajkM MpocTop 3a
WCKPEH KOHTAaKT U mefycebHa noaAapLuKa.
ToKMy TaMy CTaHyBa OYMINEAHO KOJIKY 4ecTo
CKencata KOH Herno3HaToTO HEé JiMlyBa op,
MOXXHOCTa BUCTUHCKU Aa 6VI,EI,€Me NPUCYTHMN.

»Art and Outdoor” He ¢dyHKUMOHMpaALLE KaKo
KOHLENT, TYKY Kako cocTtojba. [onrute w
BMCOKM MNJIaHWHApera, HU3 CHEr U NpPUpoaHU
npeamsBsuuK, 6apaa WMCTPAjHOCT, TpNeHue wu
posepba Bo cebe n Bo ppyrute. Mpupopata
TaMy He HyZW ONeCHyBatba, HO HYAM YXKMBakba.
MorneauTe op, BUCOUMHUTE He Bea wunyswuja,
TYKY TMBKa NOTBPAA AEKA HAaNnopoT MMa CMUCAA,

OYypV U Kora He 6apa npusHaHue. [eHosuTte
3aMoyHyBaa CO Mellayerbe, CO ABUNKEHE LITO
oCTaBa MpOCTOp 3a BHaTpelleH Aujanor. Tue
YTPUHCKM 4YeKopu bea HameHeTM 3a JMYHa
pednekcuja, 3a YyBCTBATa LITO M HOCKMME, 33
Lie/INTe LUITO HY Ce BaXKHM, 3a O4eKyBarbaTa WTo
nosieka yuMme ga rm octaBame 3ag cebe. Bo
Taa TUWWHA, AEHOT He ce MJaHupalle, TYKy ce
npuoakalue.

Op Tamy, cocema MPUPOAHO, Ce pa3BuBaLLe
YMETHMYKMOT npouec. PaboTtata co upTare
Ha CTak/lo, MMWHa U U3paboTKa Ha HaKUT He
bewe HacoyeHa KOH pPe3ynTaToT, TYKY KOH
BHATPELUHOTO ABUKEHE LUTO rO MPUAPYKYBA
CO31,aBatbETO. Matepujanute CTaHyBaa
NPoOAO/IKEHNE HA COCTOjbUTe WTO He Hapaa
objacHyBare. Bo TMe MOMEHTM, ymeTHOCTa
bewe dpopma Ha M3pasyBarbe, KAKO HaAYMH Ha
npuUCycTBO.

Lennot npouec bewe nopapxaH of nyreto
CO KOM O Aenes OBa MCKYCTBO. JIaHCKMOT
Tum CredaH, EBenuHa, CennHa wn HuKuTa
bewe Mmojata npBa TOYKA Ha CUTYPHOCT
BO HenosHatoto. [ogmHaBa, co CredaH,
EsenvHa, Muna wn EHec, Taa curypHocT ce
MaHudecTupalle MOMHaKy: Kako posepba
WTO He Ce AOKaXKyBa, TyKy nocTtou. TMMCKa
AWHAaMMKA LITO Ce YyBCTBYBA.

BbykoBMHa TaT)KaHCKa ywITe efHall MU MOKaXka
[eKa oyeKyBatbaTa peTKo ja ondakaat uenata
C/IVKa. [leKa HeMo3HaToTO He He Npean3BUKYBa
3aToa LWTO € OMacHO, TyKy 3aToa WTO He
nomectysa. M pgeka noHeKoraw HajBa*KHOTO
IWITO MOXeme Ja ro HanpasMme e fga my
[03BO/IMME Ha WCKYCTBOTO Aa He 06sMKyBa,
6e3 oTnop.

OBa He e NpUKasHa 3a NOBTOPYBatbe.

OBa e CBEJOLWTBO 33 TPaeke.

3a TOa KaKo MCTOTO MECTO MOXKE @ CTaHe [0Ka3
[eKa HewwTo Bo Tebe NPoao/IKMIo 4a pacTe.

3a Kpaj ako HewTo Tpeba Aa ocTaHe MO OBOj
TEKCT, Heka 6uae oBoj no3gpas. [Jo cute
yyecHuum op, MNoncka u o opraHusaumjata
OOMakuH ,Europa luvenis“, pgo Maraa,
Mapraper, Jynuja, AHa, MapujaH, u cute gpyru
KOW I'M HEMa TyKa HO ceKorall Ke OCTaHaT BO
moeTto cpue! — 6narogapam LWTO MOBTOPHO
ro HanpasMBTE NPOCTOPOT MECTO, a MeCTOTO
CMOMEH LUTO Tpae.

[o cnegHo sBuayBsame,
AHacTacuja [opfueBcka
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HOW TO
WRITE ARTICLES:VOICES

TOPIC RESEARCH  STRUCTURE

I Anything, except Use short, attention-
politics or hate speech I Use credible sources grabbing headline
when researching your
topic
Think of topics that Write an introduction at
would interest our the beginning
audience (yOUth) Double-check any (what, who, when, why, how)

information you include
in your article to ensure
Maybe a current accuracy I Include pody and ‘
event or trend that conclusion in your article,
you could write about? maintain a logical flow
B pont plagiarize

Write your full name at the
Link the sources at the end
end of your article

WRITING  FEW RULES WHAT ELSE?

Use clear and The article should be You can write in English,

concise language that around 500 - 1000 words Macedonian and Albanian

your audience will

understand
Don't include images or You don't need to be
illustrations in the document I pro, VOICES is open for

Avoid too technical everyone!

terms and hard

language unless Send possible photos

necessary seperately (with sources and Writing to the magazine is
assured they're free of copyrights) volunta ry

Be engaging and try

I to make your article Edit and revise (dlarity, grammar, We can provide you with a
interesting to read and spelling error) certificate if you become a

writer for VOICES magazine
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Join VOICES team!

Contact us in our social media pages or write us an
e-mail. What would you be interested in doing?

Writing articles

VOICES accepts articles about anything, except
politics or hate speech. Brainstorm your ideas with us
and write articles once, twice, or every month!

Translating articles

VOICES is published in three languages: English,
Macedonian and Albanian. If you are a native speaker
or fluent in these languages, join our translation
team!

Featuring your work

If you are an artist, photographer, designer or other,
your work can be presented in the magazine. Send us
your method of art and a short bio of yourself!

Our monthly magazine

has a very simple, yet
powerful, mission - to
be the voice of youth.

And how do we do
that?

We encourage young people to take an
active part in today's society through
journalism and designing by giving them
a platform to express themselves. VOICES
is produced in Skopje, Macedonia, and
published online every month and four
times per year as a printed edition.

www.voiceskopje.org
voiceskopje

voiceskopje
vcs.sending@gmail.com

VOICES to Hear
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https://vcs.org.mk/
vcs.skopje

ves.skopje

ves_contact@yahoo.com
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