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IIpoeKTsT

MexAyHapoAHUAT ¢ecTHBal Ha mnoesusaTa ,0PPEN“-
[IJIOBAWB 2018 e mnpoekt Ha ¢oHgauusa ,IlnoBauB
JIMK". BkJilouBa TBOPYECKH, KYJITYpHO-00pa30BaTeJHU U
MONYJ/IIPU3aTOPCKU ChOUTHS, 00eJUHEHU OT CTpeMexa Ja
ce 0OMEHST U/leH, BI’/bXHOBEHNE U TBOPYECKH KOHTAKTH.
LOPD®EN“ - [IJIOB/IMB 2018 e cTbIIka KbM IOATOTOBKATA HA
[lnoBauB 3a EBponelicka cTosMia Ha Ky/ITypaTa npe3 2019
I, KaKTO M Hadaso Ha pecTuBaIHa I1aTPopMa 3a 6bAelU
JINTepaTypHU cboUTHUA B rpaj [110BAUB.

[I'bpBOTO M3maHMe HA decTUBaANa cboupa noetu ot CAlI],
@®pannus, Uranusa, Ucnanus, lepmanus, Typrous, [Janus,
WUzpaes, YkpaitHa, Makegonus, PymbHus, I'eprus, Cepous
U barapus.

®ectuBanbT ce nposex/a ot 10 1o 14 mait 2018 r. c ueHTBp
MasikaTa paHHOXPUCTUSHCKAa 06a3u/MKa, HO B HEroBUA
00XBaT BJIM3aT W pejulia APYyrd UCTOPUYECKH U KYJITYPHU
npoctpaHcTBa B [1710BAUB U peruoHa.

LOPOEN“ - [1JIOBJB 2018 BkJIt0YBa: MOETUYECKU YETEHHUS,
IIOeTUYECKH KOHKYpPC, KyJITYpHO-06pa3oBaTe/ieH ceMUHap,
nucaTescKd GopyM U O3HABATEHU IbTELIECTBUSL.
[IpoekTbT e peanusupaH ¢ PUHAHCOBaATa MOJAKpena Ha
,KynTypHa nporpama 3a bbjrapckoto npejcefaTescTBo Ha
CbBeta Ha EBpomneiickus cpo3 2018 Ha Hangnonanen gponp,
,Kynrypa“ npu MUHHCTEpPCTBO Ha KyJATypaTa.

The Project

The International Poetry Festival “ORPHEUS” - PLOVDIV
2018 is a project of Plovdiv LIK Foundation. It includes
creative, cultural, educational and promotional events united
by the desire for exchanging ideas, inspiration and creative
contacts.

“ORPHEUS” -PLOVDIV 2018 is astep towards the preparation
of Plovdiv to be a European Capital of Culture in 2019, as well
as a start of a festival platform for future literary events in the
city of Plovdiv.

The first edition of the festival gathers together poets from the
USA, France, Italy, Spain, Germany, Turkey, Denmark, Israel,
Ukraine, Macedonia, Romania, Greece, Serbia and Bulgaria.
“ORPHEUS” - PLOVDIV 2018 is taking place from the 10th
until the 14th of May 2018 in the Little Early Christian
Basilica as a festival center, but its activities cover a number
of other historical and cultural spaces in Plovdiv and the
region as well.

The festival includes: poetry readings, poetry competition,
cultural and educational seminar, writers’ forum and
exploratory trips.

The project is implemented with the financial support of
the Cultural Programme for the Bulgarian Presidency of the
Council of the European Union 2018 of the National Culture
Fund at the Ministry of Culture.
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Alfredo Pérez Alencart (Spain)
Andpeno Ilepes Anenkapt (Mcnanus)

Angpedo Ilepec AneHkapm e podeH npe3 1962 2. ¢ Ilyepmo
MandoHado, I[lepy, nonacmosiwem e npoghecop 8 YHusepcumema
Ha Canamanka - HenaHusi. Uma ny6aukysaru 17 kHuzu, mexcdy
koumo ,Matika Topa“ (2002), ,Qyiime me, 6pams mou” (2009),
~Kapmozpadus Ha omkpumusma” (2011), ,MoHapxus Ha
yxcaca” (Anmosozus, 2013).

Ilpeseden e Ha 50 e3uka u e Hocumesa Ha MexcdyHapodHama
npemusi 3a noesusi ,,Opden Bucenme Xep6acu“ (2009) u Ha
Hazpadama ,Xopxe ['unen” 3a noesus (2012).

Cmuxoseme ca npesedenu om Eaka lumumposa

Alfredo Perez Alenkart was born in 1962 in Puerto Maldonado,
Peru. Peruvian-Spanish poet and professor at the University of
Salamanca.

He has published 17 books, among them: Mother Forest (2002),
Hear Me, My Brethren (2009), Cartography of the Revelations
(2011), and Monarchy of the Astonishment (Anthology, 2013).
His works are translated into 50 languages and he has received
the International Poetry Award “Vicente Gerbasi Medal” (2009)
and the “Jorge Guillen” Poetry Award (2012).

The poems are translated by Stewart Park



dapuceure,
BMHaru ¢papuceure

[Tuchbuu ¥ HEMOMEpPHO
W30CTPEHHU €3UIH, B IeJTUPUYM
KpelLsT 3a YUCTOTa,

JI0KaTO OOBUHABAT...

HeHacuTHM KaTO apMUs OT MPaBKH,
XB'BPJIAIT Ce J0pH cpelly Bb3nobeHus,
Np’bCHaJ HaJ| [IaBUTe HU
YKMBUTE/IHATA KalKa

pazocT

1 06MJIMe HaJexJa.

Cnep BpsiBaTa,

B rHeBa CH

Te He 1lle IpUeMaT MUp.

He e npueMar neHue, pa3jnaHoO
OT CBOSI KATEXU3UC PaxXUTHUYEH,

CpeJi KOUTO MO0 POXKAEeHUE BUPEST.

®dapuceunTe,
BUHAru papuceurTe.
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The Pharisees,
Always the Pharisees

Shrill voices, wild exaggerations
sharpening their tongues, deliriums
demanding purity,

constantly harassing...

Voracious, like an army of ants,

they would even attack the Beloved One
who sprinkled on us

anutricious drop

of joy

and a great measure of hope.

After their wild gesticulations,
in their fury
they will accept no peace.

They accept none but the monotonous
chant

of the rachitic catechism

with which they have lulled them.

The Pharisees, always the Pharisees.

Los fariseos,
siempre los fariseos

Chillidos, desmesuras
afilando sus lenguas, delirios
exigiendo pureza,
acosando...

Voraces, cual marabunta,
irian hasta contra el Amado
que nos regd

una nutriente gota

de alegria

y una grande dosis de esperanza.

Tras sus aspavientos,
no aceptan paz
los embravecidos.

No aceptan otro sonsonete
que el raquitico catecismo
con el que los acomodaron.

Los fariseos,
siempre los fariseos.



Heka HUKoOra He Te 3acTura

Bcuuko 11ie ce MpoMeHU ChBCEM,
II[OM KbCMETHT U3JIMHEe —

1lle ce BIVIEJALl B CBUTHSI KOpeM,
noAup xJ1s16a 111e ce 3amnueell.

Ille cv HOBUAT Cpefi Te3H,

JleTo B KoduTe ¢ OOKJIYK Ce POBAT,
¥l Cpe/i Te3H, 10/, MOCTOBETE

JIETO CIISIT, I0KaTO CBETHU rope.

Tu n3ry6u. cv oTgaBHa CloMeHa
3a rpakIaHCTBOTO CH OTKOJIELIHO,
B'bp3aJIo IV1a/ia Ha TBOMTA LIS

Y IpeBBPHAJIO TPyZAa B pooUsl.

C TPYAHOCTH OTPOMHH 11 Ce XBaHell
Ha paboTa, OT MECTHUTE Npe3PsIHa,
111e s U3I'bJIHSABAI 6€30TKa3HO

C Hall-IpeIM3HOTO CTapaHHUe.

Ho mbTHULIM cMe BCUYKU B KOpab o611,
TOH C MPUJIKBA Ce BAUTa U CHUIIIABA,
Ye 3JIaTOTO JIAMTEX € OT JIyKkaBus,

TO MO>Ke OIL[€ YTPe Jia HU U30CTaBM.

Z[a: HEeKa HUKOr'a He Te 3aCTura.

May It Never Happen to You

Things will be very different

when good fortune fades away,

and, when you see their shrunken bellies,
you search for your loved-ones’ bread.

You will be like the newcomer
scavenging at the rubbish dumps
and sleeping under bridges
while bright lights shine above.

You had forgotten

the citizenry of old

that tied famine round its neck
and shackled work to servitude.

You'll suffer unthinkable privations
to hold down paltry jobs

with excellence and care

that no native worker wants.

We all travel in the same ship
that rises and falls with the tides.
Gold is a vain ambition

for tomorrow it may all be gone.

Yes; may it never happen to you.

Ojala que nunca te suceda

A ti te tocard otra suerte

cuando se aleje la bonanza

y, al mirar en su vientre seco,
querras ir tras el pan para los tuyos.

Seras como el recién llegado

que busca comida en la basura
y debe dormir bajo los puentes
mientras todo brilla por arriba.

Td habias perdido la memoria

de esa pasada ciudadania

que ataba las hambres a su cuello
y el trabajo a la servidumbre.

Pasaras desmedidas privaciones
para lograr empleos miserables
que los nativos del lugar no desean
y ti haras con puntual esmero.

Todos viajamos en un mismo barco
que sube y baja con la marea.

Por el oro nunca te envanezcas
pues bien puede faltar mafiana.

Si: ojald que nunca te suceda.



IIpu3us

BpaTko,

TH, KbJIETO U A CH,

pPa3sTBOPU IOMPYLIUTE CU

1 HeKa HUKoTra

B PbLIETE THU OP'bKHE HE BJIE3E,

U CONIBCBKBT
[IpUYKHAa JIa He CTaBa 3a CKbCSIBaHe
Ha pa3CTOSHUSATA,

HeKa caMo JAyMUTe
Jla no6ex/aBaT B Copa.

Heka camo gymuTe TH y6exaaBar -
He y/lapuTe,
HUTO II'bK KYPLUIYMUTE,

Y HeKa B Teb mpopacHe

6J1ar0CKJI0HHOCTTA.
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Invocation

Brother,

wherever you might be,

unclench your fists,

and may there never

be a weapon in your hands again,

may conflict
no longer be your reason
for drawing close,

may only words
arise to win the argument.

May only your words persuade,
not blows or

bullets,

and may benevolence

rise up within you.

Invocacion

Hermano,

estés donde estés,
abre los pufios

y que no vuelvan

las armas a tus manos,

que lalucha
no insista en acercar
distancias,

que solo las palabras
se levanten y convenzan.

Que convenzan tus palabras,
no los golpes ni las

balas,

y que en ti se agigante

la benevolencia.



Anna Bagriana (Ukraine)

AHHa barpsgHa (YkpaiiHa)

AHHa Bazpsita e podeHa 8 ep. @acmus, Kuescka o6.1acm, npes 1981
2. 3asspuiuaa e ykpauHcka guaonoaus e Kuesckus Hayuonanen
yHusepcumem ,Tapac lllegueHnko’. Asmop e Ha 7 cmuxoc6upku, 2
c6opHuKa ¢ nuecu u 3 pomaua: ,Emumonozus Ha kpsema“ (Kues,
2008), ,Takasa cmpanHa 06o8” (Kues, 2010) u ,/locadHukem*
(Kues, 2012); kakmo u Ha KHU2U C pa3kasu, nogecmu, ny6auyu-
cmuka u npukasku 3a deya. HeliHu nuecu ca nocmassiHu 8 Ykpatia,
CAIl] u MakedoHus.

Haezpadu: MedxcdyHapodHama yKpauHcko-HeMcka npemus ,Onec
Tonuap”; ,Koponayust Ha dymama“ (2008); ,,Cmos0ockun” 3a po-
MmaHa ,KopoHnayusi Ha kpsema"“ (2008); MexcdyHapodHama /u-
mepamypHa Hazpada ,/lemsaujo cpebopHO hepo” 3a npesoda U
Ha kHuza c noe3zusi om Eaucasema Bazpsina (Beazapus, 2009);
JlumepamypHama Hazpada ,Mapycs Bek” 3a kpamkusi paska3
»3eneH 6opw“ (Kanada, 2009); I puzopuii Ckosopoda“; Hazpadama
Ha MesxcdyHapodHama medumepaHcka akadeMmust 3a noemu4ecku
nocmusceHusi (Makedonus - Kocoeo, 2012); /lumepamypHama Ha-
epada ,IlanmenetimoH Kyauw“ 3a pomama ,/locadHukem” (2013).

Cmuxoeeme ca npesedeHu om JJumumep Xpucmoe

Anna Bagriana was born in 1981, in the city of Fastiv. She has grad-
uated from the Language Institute of the National University of
Kyiv “Taras Shevchenko’, with a degree in Ukrainian Language and
Literature. Anna Bagriana has published 7 books of poetry, 2 collec-
tions of plays and 3 novels: “The Etymology of Blood” (Kyiv, 2008),
“Such a Strange Love” (Kyiv, 2010) and “The Pesterer” (Kyiv, 2012).

Awards and prizes: the Ukrainian-German International Prize “Oles
Honchar”; “Crowning the Word” competition (2008); “Smoloskyp”
competition for the novel “The Etymology of Blood” (2008); the
“Silver Flying Pen” International Literary Award for the translation
of a book of poetry by Elisaveta Bagriana (Bulgaria, 2009); Marusia
Beck Literary Prize for the short story “Green Borshch” (WFUWO,
Canada, 2009); Grigoriy Skovoroda; the Award of the International
Mediterranean Academy (Macedonia, 2012); the “Days of Naim”
(“Ditét e Naimit”) International Literary Award for Poetry of
Specific Values (Macedonia - Kosovo, 2012); The Panteleymon
Kulish Literary Award for the novel “The Pesterer” (2013).

The poems are translated by Zoran Anchevski
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PA3CTOAHUA

YBesMuaBaM pa3CcTOSIHUSATA
oT ce6e CH... 10 I0Ma,
CcTaBaM HeBUJMMa

3a BparoBe U NPUSTENH.

Bce nmo-yiecHo e

Jla 0614aM NPHUSTEJUTE U BParoBeTe,
Jla ce paJijBaM Ha Mo3/paBUTe

Y HA IPOKJIATUATA UM.

[IpocTo xa ce pagBaM.

Haii-ceTHe

He MeCTs BpeMe

3a JIDOOB -

Ha roJIeMH AUCTaHIUU

BpeMeTO I'yOU CBOUTE Ka4eCTBa,
CcTaBa HEBUIUMO.

Bce no-s1iecHo e fa 6ba.

Bce no-texko e
Ja ce oTJaJjieyaBaM.
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DISTANCE

I increase the distance
between me and my home,
I become invisible

for my friends and foes.

I find it easier now

to love my friends and foes,

to find enjoyable their greetings
and their curses.

[ do rejoice in them.

So far

[ have not regretted the time
['ve given to love—

at a great distance

time loses its traits,
becomes invisible.

It's less and less difficult to be.

It's more and more difficult
to increase the distance.

BIIJIAJIb

36isbIyt0 BiicTaHb
BiJ cebe J0... OMY;,
CTal04¥ HEMOMITHOIO
JJ1 Apy3iB i BOpOTiB.

Jenauni seriie —

JIIO6UTH APY3iB i BOPOTiB.
PagiTy IxHIM IpUBiTaHHAM.
IxHiM nmpox/boHaM.
[IpocTo paziTu.

Hapemrri

s1 He IKOAYI0 Yacy

Ha JII060B —

Ha BeJIMKUX JUCTAHIIAX

Yac TaK0» BTpavyae CBOI BJIAaCTUBOCTI,
CTal04YU HEMOMITHHM.

Jenani nerue — 6yTH.

Jenaji Baxkue —
BigAa/IATUCA.



KOTBA

/Jla 61 6UJIO Bb3MOXKHO

K'bM CBOMTO MHHAJIO JIa BhprKa

KOTBa

U [ia IOCTUTHA Hal-IbJIOOKOTO Ha OKeaHa,
HHU MUT He 6UX ce KoJsiebasa

Jla 51 CIlyCHA 3aeJHO C HAaTPamYMuBUTE
CIIOMEHH

JI0 CaMOTO J'bHO.

HsaMma

3a KaKBO /la ChKaJIsiBaM U [ia Ce 3aBPbllaM.

Jla 61 OMJI0 Bb3MOXKHO

K'bM CBOHTO HACTOSAIE A 3aBbpiKa
KOTBa,

3a Jia crpa MUra

B 6e3rpaHUYeH OKeaH OT LACTHE,
He 6UX ce KoJiebaJia.

Hmam

KaKBO Jia 3aJ'bpKa.

JIto60BTa € BEYHO IpeTOoBapeH Kopab
WJIM NIpa3Ha JIoiKa 6e3 MJIaTHA,

TOBA e 6e3 3HaYEeHHe.

Hue nayBame,

JIOKaTO KOTBaTa Ha paZlocTTa U MbKaTa
He CTHUTHE

J'BbHOTO.

ANCHOR

If only I could tie up

my past

to an anchor

and cast it to the bottom

of the deepest of oceans
together with my disquieting
memories -

I wouldn’t hesitate a moment.
I have nothing

to regret, nothing to pay for.

If only I could tie up

my present

to an anchor

and stop for a moment

in the boundless ocean of happiness
[ wouldn’t hesitate a moment.

[ have enough

to cherish.

Love is an overcrowded ship

or an empty sailboat,

but it has no meaning for us.

We go on sailing

until the anchor of sadness or joy
does not reach

the bottom.

AKIP

Ax6u MoXkHA 6YJI10 —

Jl0 CBOTO MUHYJIOTO NTPUB’SI3aTH
AKip,

i, IOCATHYBIIM HAUTJIMOIIOTO OKEaHY,
BUKHUHYTH 10ro — pa3oM i3
HaJ0OKy4YJIMBUMM CIIOrajlaMu —

Ha caMicCiHbKe JHO, —

4 Hi Ha MUTb He BaraJacs 0.

He Mmato

3a YUM LIKO/IyBaTH, 1[0 MOBEPTATH.

Ax6u MoxkHa 6YJ10

J10 CBOT0 TeNePilHbOro NPUB’A3aTH
AKIp,

aby CIUHUTH MUTh

y 6e3MeXHOMY OKeaHi macTs,

s Hi Ha MUTb He BaraJjacs 6.

Mato

10 yTPUMYBaTH.

KoxaHH$ - 11e 3aBX/11 IepeNOBHEHU N
napon.ias,

a60 K - HOPOXKHIN Y0BeH 6e3 BiTpu,
HeMa€ 3HayeHHs.

Mu miuBeMo, IONIOKHU SKip — pafocCTi
YU CMYTKY —

He BIajie

Ha JJHO.



MOPE

Mope - kaTo BpeMe:
Ty MHOTO 320aBEHO,

Ty 3a6'bp3aHO B YCTpeMa CBOH.

Mope - kaTo keHa:

TY XJ1aZHO U TBXHO,

Ty TOpeLL0 U ONacHO

B CBOUTE CTPACTH.

Mope - kaTo cnaceHue:
IIOM IO NperIyBall,

CH Beue Ha JJpyTusi 6psr.
Mope - kaTo cbBNAJleHHE:
HeO4YyaKBaHO U HeCJy4arhHo.
Mope - kaTo Teb:

pas3TandaM ce B Tad nperpbKa.
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SEA

A sea—Ilike time:

once too slow,

then too fast in its flow.

A sea—Ilike a woman:

once cold and sad,

then hot with dangerous desire.
A sea—Tlike salvation:

any moment you can swim across
and climb on the opposite shore.
A sea—Ilike you:

I dissolve in its embrace

MOPE

Mope - sk 4yac:

TO 3aHA/[TO YNOBIJIbHEHE,

TO HaAMipy IPUCKOPEHe y CBOEMY
IJIMHI.

Mope - K KiHKa:

TO XOJIO/IHE ! CyMHe,

TO rapsiye i Heb6e3neyHe y CBOiM
MPUCTPACTI.

Mope - K NOpPATYHOK:

KOXXHOI MUTi MO>XHa NeperyIMCTH Horo

i omMHUTHCS MOTONGIY.
Mope - gk BUNIajoK:
HeCIo/iBaHe i HeBUNIaJKOBE.
Mope - sk TU:

pO34UHAKCA y Horo obilMax.



Dimitris P. Kraniotis (Greece)

Hdvumutpuc I1. Kpanuotuc (I"'bpuus)

Aumumpuc Il. Kpanuomuc e podeH npe3 1966 2. 8 Cmomuo
(V/lapuca) e yenmpaava lspyus. 3agepwus e meduyuHa 8
YHusepcumema ,Apucmomen” 6 CoayH. )usee 6 Jlapuca u
pabomu kamo saekap. Aemop e Ha 9 KHuzu ¢ noesusi: ,,Caedu”
(1985), ,I'aunenu.auya“(1992),,,U3mucaena nunus“ (Ha 2psyKu,
aHaauticku u gppeHcku, 2005), ,JoHu” (Ha ppeHcku U pyMBHCKU,
PymwHus, 2007), ,Exdozpama” (2010), ,Eda“ (Ha ¢peHcku u
pymeHcKU, PymeHus, 2010), ,Hawo3uu” (Ha anbaHcku, PymoHus,
2010), ,Ocmass 2aacHu” (Ha umaauaHcku, Umanus, 2017) u
,Bpws3ka Ha nybauyHo Henpuauuue” (2018). [nasen pedakmop
Ha medxcdyHapodHama aHmoJio2usi Ha aHeauticku ,CeemogHa
noesus 2011 2. (205 noemu om 65 cmpauu). Iloesusima My e
npesedeHa Ha 25 e3uka.

Cmuxoeeme ca npesedeHu om Bepa Heanosa

Dimitris P. Kraniotis was born in 1966 in Stomio (Larissa) in
central Greece. He studied Medicine at the Aristotle University of
Thessaloniki. He lives in Larissa and works as a medical doctor.

He is the author of 9 poetry books: “Traces” (in Greek, Greece,

1985), “Clay Faces” (in Greek, Greece, 1992), “Fictitious Line” (in

Greek, English and French, Greece, 2005), “Dunes” (in French and
Romanian, Romania 2007), “Endogram” (in Greek, Greece, 2010),

“Edda” (in French & Romanian, Romania, 2010), “Illusions”(in

Albanian, Romania, 2010), “Leaves Vowels” (in Italian, Italy,

2017) and “Tie of Public Indecency” (in Greek, 2018). Dimitris P

Kraniotis is also the editor-in-chief of the international antholo-

gy in English “World Poetry 2011” (205 poets from 65 countries).

His poetry has been translated in 25 languages.
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JABUKeHUe

Hue cMme rosu cera,

HHUe HaJiIHaxMe [[BEeTOBeTe,
Ccb06JIeYEHH IyMU U IJIACOBE,
HHeE CMEe CJIEIH Cera,

HHe U3NKUXMe CBEeTJIMHATA,
IJIlyBaxMe B CMBbPTTA,

C aJIKOXO0JI U TIOTIOH

B baraxka,

HUE JI'bXXeCBUETEJICTBaXME,
3a6paBSAUKU KOU CME,
MOCTPOHXME }KUBOTA CU BbPXY NTHUIIA
Y JIUTHAxXMe OTHOBO,

MPOCTO Ce IpeMeCTUXME.
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Moving

We're naked now,

we donned the colors,
undressed words and voices,
we're blind now,

we drank the light,

swam in death,

with alcohol and tobacco
in our luggage

we testified falsely,
forgetting who we are
we built our life on a bird
and we flew again,
simply we moved.

Translation:
Vassiliki Rapti and Vladimir Boshovich

Metakopion

Topvol Ty,

XPWOUATA VTUONKAUE,
AEEELS KAl WVEG YEVUOALLE,
TV@AOL TILa,

TO WG NTILAE,

T0 B&VaATO KOAVUTICXLE,
[e aAKOOA KaL Totydpa
OTIG ATIOOKEVES
Pevdopaptuprioays,
TIoLoL elpaoTte EExAoaLE,
TAvw o éva TTOVAL

™ {1 pag xtioaue

kat Eavametaaye,
ATAWG HETAKOUITALE.



Ha noxoiHuda noeT B
HENn3BECTHOCT

(6 vecm Ha nokoliHUs Heny6AUKY8aH noem)

Jlobpe HanpaBeHoO!

[levyenunm!

He Tpsi6Ba fa cbxkasisBalll.
TBoOWTE HENMYyOJIHMKYBaHU CTUXOBE
- BUHAarv IOMHHU -

He ca U3rapsiHy,

He ca ce OI'bHaJIu

MIOJI CUJIaTa Ha BPeMETO.

KaTo 3/1aTo

B [I0YBaTa

Te 0CTaBaT,

Te HUKOTa He Ce CTOMNSABaT.

Te moraT Ja ca 3aK'bCHEJIH,

HO 1Ie O'bAAT JaJleHU

Ha XopaTa

HSIKOH JIEH,

Jla peJJioKaT CBOsITA CJIaJAKa,
BeYHa ChILIHOCT.

To the Dead Poet of
Obscurity

(In honor of the dead unpublished poet)

Well done!

You have won!

You should not feel sorry.
Your unpublished poems
-always remember-

have not been buried,
haven’t bent

under the strength of time.
Like gold

inside the soil

they remain,

they never melt.

They may be late

but they will be given

to their people

someday,

to offer their sweet,
eternal essence.

Translation: Lemonia Mourka

LTOoV VEKPO IO TN TG
APAVELXG

MmpdaBo ocov.

Niknoeg!

Agv TipémEL Vo AuTIAO AL

T’ avékSotd cov Tomjpata
TAVTOTE Vo Bupdoat

Sev Bapmkav,

Sev Ayloav

0TO TIEPACLA TOU XPOVOU.
Tav TO XPUCAPL LEG GTT YT,
uévouy,

ToTE 8V ALWVOLV.

0’ apynoovy,

OUwG B §oBovv

KATIOTE 6TO Aatd TOVG,

VO TOVU TIPOGPEPOUV

T0 YAUKO, aBAvaTo KapTo TOUG.
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B mur

Tu noMeTe rpaHULIUTE,
KOWTO Iorpebaxa TIXHOTO
[M03HaHMeE 3a TeO,

TH pa3pylid COGCTBEHUTE CHU 3aTBOPH
3a/1 3aBecH,
B'b3IJIAMEHEHHU OT
HCKpaTa Ha TBOS THAB,
6e3 BUKOBE,

6e3 LIeloTH,

B MUT,

TOJIKOBA IPOCTO Gellle,

TH POJIY CBETJIMHATA,
KOTraTo mperbpHa

TOBa, KOETO He € Ka3aHo,
(BBIPEKH Ye e HAMKMCAHO)
B ThMHHMHATA.

<18

In a Flash

You violated the borders
which buried their
know thyself,

you destroyed prisons
behind curtains

turned ablaze by

the spark of your anger,
without cries,

without whispers,

in a flash,

that simple it was,

you gave birth to light
when you embraced
what isn’t told
(although written)

in darkness.

Translation: Manolis Aligizakis

Ay oBnoe

apaBiaces Ta cvvopa
Tov €0y

T0 YVwOL oautdy,
YKPEULOEG QUAAKES
Tiow amd KoupTiveg
IOV TTUPTIOANCE

N omiBa TG opy1i§ ooV,
Xwplg ovpAlayTa,
Xxwpis PBvpoug,

oto ae ofrios,

£T0L amAQ

YEVWNOEG QWG

oaV AYKAALOOES

o60a Sev Aéyovtal

(na ypaovtal)

0TO OKOTASL.



Dragana Evtimova (Macedonia)

Jlparana EBTumMoBa (MakegoHus)

/Jpazana Eemumosa e podeHa npe3 1984 e. 6 Ckonue. 3asspwisa
MakedoHcka aumepamypa U HXCHOCAGBSAHCKU JAumepamypu
CbC C/108eHCKU e3uk 8 YHusepcumema ,,Ce. Kupusa u Memoduii“~
Dunonozuuecku paxkyamem ,baasxce Konecku” e Ckonue.

Asmop Ha yemupu kHuzu: “CeujecmseysaHemo Ha JuHamukama”
(omauyena 3a Hali-dobpa noemuyHa kHu2a om Puio102u1ecKust
dakyamem ,baaxce Konecku’, 2005), A3 cem Hsikede dpyzade”
(noesusi, 2009), “Beaesxcku no cnomusive” (noesus, 2014), ‘Jlo
ckopo. E.” (enucmosapeH pomaH 8 ceaemopcmso ¢ Baadumup
Jlykaw, 2017). AkmugHo npesedxcda om cao8eHcKU e3uk. YaeH e
Ha [lpyscecmeo Ha hucameaume Ha MakedoHusi. Ha 6sa2apcku e
uzdaden pomansm u ,/]o ckopo. E.“ (2018).

Cmuxoeeme ca npesedeHu om Eaxka Jumumpoea

Dragana Evtimova was born in 1984 in Skopje, Republic of
Macedonia. She has a Master’s degree in Macedonian literature
and Slavic literature at St. Cyril and Methodius University - the
Faculty of Philology “Blaze Koneski’, Skopje. Published books:
“The Existence of Momentum” (Pthe Prize of the Union of Students
in the Faculty of Philology, Skopje, 2005); “I'm Somewhere Else”
(Magor, 2009); “Through the Concise Footnotes of Time” (PNV,
2014); “See you soon. E.; (a novel written in collaboration
with Vladimir Lukash, 2017). She is a member of the Writers’
Association of Macedonia. Her novel ,See You Soon. E.” was
published in Bulgarian (2018).

The poems are translated by Maria Chonova
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XopaTa UMaT BpeMe CaMo
3a MEYTHUTE

Hsiko#t BHe3anmHO HU MPUOJIHKABA

¥ 6aBHO OTBapsl BpaTaTa Ha Halata
Ayla

TpbrBaMe

cTUrame

OTHOBO Tp'brBamMe

Y ChLIO TOJIKOBA I'bTH Ce Bp'bliiaMe

<20

People Only Find Time
for Their Dreams

Someone suddenly draws nearer to us
and unhurriedly opens ajar the door of
our soul.

We depart

return

depart again

and arrive as many times as we depart.

JlyfeTo uMaaT BpeMe
CaMo 3a CBOUTE COHMIITA

Hekoj HeHa/1ejHO HI ce TPHUOBJIMKYBA
U MoJieKa ja oTBapa BpaTaTa o/
HauraTa Jgyuia.

ofjuMe

noarame

MOBTOPHO 3aMHUHyBaMe

Y UCTO TOJIKY [IaTH Ce BpaKaMe.



’KuBOT Cc orpaHrM4YeHa ynorpeéa

XopaTa 3arpaxkzaT IpOCTPaHCTBOTO
0KO0JIO cebe cH,

U3JUraT CTEHU U OTPA/H, CTPOSIT
IPaHUIH,

a KUBOTBT MMa OTpaHUYeHa yrnoTpe6a.

HWma AHH, KOTAaTO CTapUTe YaCOBHULIHU
nyJsIcupaT C })KUBOTUTE HU

OKa4Y€HH! Ha CTEHHUTe

Ha/J IVlaBUTE HHU.

HWma gHu,

KoraTo 60J1KaTa ce peBpblla B ThIa,
Y T'’braTa B CAMOTHOCT.

KoraTo ce usnpasHaT fyMure,
0CTaBa M'bJIYAHUETO.

Wma nHy,

KOTaTO CTapuUTe PbKOMUCH CTOST
B'bPXY NPALIHUTE JIABULU Ha
OHUOJIHOTEKUTE.

Hu3s nymuTe Ha Te3u pe/ioBe,
HUKOTa HIMa TOYKH.

Wma gHuy,
KOraTo WyMbT B IyLIATE HU

€ I[10-CUJIEH OT M'bJIYaHHUETO Ha JeHd.

[J'bYKaTa Ha T'bJINATA € YACOBHUK
KOeTO TUKTaKa C OrpaHU4Y€eHO
MoJI3BaHe

Ha 6aTepusiTa.

HWmMa camoTHU ouH,

KOUTO ThPCAT NPUGEXUIIEe

Y CbHJIMBH JIWILIA,

KOHWTO MOCTOSIHHO CIISIT B HOIIHU
BJIAKOBE.

Bcuuku ctpaHU4HU ePeKTH ce
CJIy4YBaT B YacCT OT MUJIUCEKYHAUTE.
WMa gHM, KoraTo cMe caMUu

Y HALIUAT J0M e fajed.

Te3u AHU ca AHU C OTpaHUYeHa
yrnoTpeoba.
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Some days

the noise in our souls

is louder than the day’s silence.

the crowd’s hassle and bustle is a clock
ticking within its limited

battery life.

Some lonely eyes

seeking shelter

and drowsy faces

constantly sleeping on night trains.

All side effects
occur in a fraction of a millisecond.

Some days we are alone

our home is faraway.
those are limited use days.

<22

’KuBOT Cco orpaHU4YeHa ynoTpe6a

JlyfeTo ro 3arpajyBaaT MpoCTOPOT
OKoJ1y cebe,

SU/iaaT SUJI0BH U OTPajiy,
W3MHUCIYyBaaT rpaHUIy,

aKMBOTOT MMa OrpaHUY€eHa yrnoTpeoba.

Hma AEHOBU KOTa CTapUTe YaCOBHULIHU
' OTYYKYBadT HAallUHWTE }KUBOTHU
3aKa4YeHH Ha SUAO0BUTE

Ha/J HAalIWTeE I'J1aBH.

WMa neHoBU

Kora 60JIKaTa ce IpeTBopa BO Tara,
a TaraTa BO 0CAaMeHOCT.

Kora Ke ce ucnpasHart 360pOBUTE,
OCTaHyBa MOJIKOT.

Wma neHoBU

Kora Ha IpalllHaTa Bo 6U6JIMOTEKUTE,
CTOjaT CTapUTE PAKOIHCH.

Hus 360poBHTE Ha THE pe/iOBY,
HUKOTall HeMa TOYKHU.

HWma geHoBu

Kora 6yyaBara BO HalllUTe JyIIU

e MoIJIacHa O/ TULIHMHATA Ha JeHOT.
[laropot of To/ImaTa € YaCOBHUK
IITO OTYYKYBa CO OTpaHUYEHA
ynoTpeba

Ha 6aTepujaTa.

Hma ocameHnu oumn

IITo 6apaaTt 3acoJHUIITE

Y COHJIMBH JIMLiA

IITO MOCTOjaHO CIUjaT BO HOKHU
BO30BH.

CuTe HyC nI0jaBU
ce cJIydyBaaT BO JieJ1 0/
MUJIMCEKYH/UTE.

HWMa neHOBM KOra cMe caMU

Y HalUKOT JIOM e JaJIeKy.

Tue 1eHOBU ce JeHOBU CO OrpaHUYeHa
ynoTpeba.



Gabriella Elisha (Israel)

[abpuesa Enuma (M3paen)

Hspaeackama noemeca labpuena Eauwa (c nceedonum Ena bam-
Tucon) e podena npes 1954 2. ueee u paomu e Hepycaaum.
Asmop e Ha 11 KHu2u ¢ noe3ust, npesexcda ceemosHa noesust

om aHaaulicku u ppeHcku eauk. Pedakmupa u usdasa cnucaxue 3a
noesus ,baakon” (,Mirpesset”) npez 1990-1992. Ceza e pedakmop
Ha OHAQUH cnucaHuemo 3a hoesus ,0Oznedano” (,Aspaklarya®):
http://aspaklarya.osher.in. [luwe ecema 8spXy omoeaHU cmMuxo-
meopeHus U noemu4ecku KHU2u.

Tabpuena Eauwa e Hocumesa HA MHOMCECMB0 MeHcQYHApoo-
HU Hazpadu 3a noesus. YuacmHuk e 8 4-momo usdaHue Ha
MedcdynapodHus noemuuecku gecmusan e Hepycaaum, 1997; &
35-ua MexcdyHapoden noemuyecku pecmusan 6 Pomepdam, 2004,
8 20-us MexcdyHapodeH noemuyecku ecmuean ,/JHu Ha Haum"“
(,Ditét e Naimit“) e MakedoHusi, 2016.

Yuuna e 6ubauomekapcmeo, pedakmupaHe Ha XydoxcecmeeH
mekcm u yukoHe. Pabomu kamo pedakmop 3a pasau4Hu uzdame-
CKU KBWU.

Cmuxoeeme ca npesedeHu om Bepa HeaHosa

Gabriella Elisha (with pseudonym Ella Bat-Tsion) is an Israeli poet,
born in 1954. She lives and works in Jerusalem, Israel. Gabriella
Elisha has published 11 books of poetry and has translated poetry
from English (Ryokan, Elsa Gidlow) and French (Robert Desnos,
Paul Eluard). In 1990-1992, she worked as an editor of “Balcony”
(“Mirpesset”) magazine for poetry. Nowadays, she

is the editor of an online poetry magazine named “Mirror
(“Aspaklarya”): http://aspaklarya.osher.in. She also sporadically
writes short essays on poems and books of poetry.

Gabriella Elisha has been awarded many literary prizes. She has
participated in the 4th International Poetry Festival in Jerusalem
(Israel), 1997; in the 35th International Poetry Festival in Rotterdam
(Netherlands), 2004; and in the 20th International Poetry Festival
“Days of Naim” (“Ditét e Naimit”) in Tetovo (Macedonia).

She has studied librarianship, editing and chikong, and works as a
proofreader for a number of publishing houses.

7

The poems are translated by the author
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CbpueTo MU e peHep YepeH CPeHOIL,
HEeIUIAaMTSIL0 AbPBO

CbpLeTo MU e PpeHep YepeH CpeSHOIL, HeIJIaMTSAILO0 JbPBO,
Ho rpe6a, rpe6a B ThMHOTO U CBETBaM JlaMIaTa (Hakpas).
[loe3usTa e BBTPELIHY MOHOJI03H (U TS € B KaBra C MeH)

Y e BUPTyasIHa peasIHOCT, MO/ieJ Ha CBET3,

HanvcaHa ¥ U3J/15iTa PeaHOCT, U3J/15iTa ThIa U ChH.
[loHsikora cbM JieTe ayTHUCT,

CBHMBaM CBETa CHU M HATPAITYUBO CE 3aHUMABaM C HETO.
[Tocsie maBUpaM II'bT U CBETJIMHATA HABJ/IW3A B IylIaTa MH.
(OT cera) BbTpeIIHUTE MOHOJIO3H Ce MOTAMST B MAJIKO
CBET/INHA —

Bb3HaMepsIBaM Jja CbM KaTo CysamMut*

(TpyZHO 3a MHTepIpeTal sl NPOU3BeleHHE 3a
B3aMMO/IeHCTBUSTA:

MoaudupaHe Ha pU3UUECKATA PEATTHOCT, MPEeBP'bIIAHETO
¥ B CUMBOJI).

<24

My Heart is a Black Torch Tonight,
Unflaming Wood

My heart is a black torch tonight, unflaming wood

But I row and row in the dark, and turn on the light (at last)
Poetry is inner monologues (and it quarrels with me)
And is virtual reality, a model of a world

Written and poured reality, poured sorrow and dream
At times, | am an autistic child

Shrinking my world and dealing with it obsessively
Afterwards, | pave a way, and light enters my soul
(From now) the inner monologues dip in a little light -
I intend to Shulamith

(A hard interpretative work about the interactions:
Modifying a physical reality, turning it into a symbol)



3'praTa MHA, MOUTE I'bpJAH, HO3ETE MU, MOUTE IIP'BCTHU

3bpHaTa MH, MOUTE I'bP/H, HO3eTE MH,
MOUTE MP'BbCTH,

rJlaBaTa MU, MOMTE MUCJIHY, pa3ljeneHa
OT MUCJIUTE CHU.

YTpoTo MU, MOETO TpenTeHe, KPbBTA
MU (MOETO MOJIYTSIIO),

JIyHaTa MU € HaJiBeCceHa HaJi MosiTa
IJ1aBa, MOJ'bT.

(BBTpemHUAT MU MTCUXO0JIOT) KIIYBT
3a MOTYylIaBaHe Ha MOsITA 60JIKa,
XOPU3OHTBT MU, MOETO HAKBJE,
MaJiKa MOsl TO4YKa, B MOsl LieHTbp, MOU
€KCIJIO3UB,

MOSI KHUTa, MOSI MEYTA, MOSI PEaJIHOCT,
Moe sIG'bJIKOBO J'bPBO, MOW KOCMOC,
moii l'ocnog, as,

MOM repou, MOU MOETH, JUIJIIOMaTH

Y CIIeIMaIHO MOU MIPOBAJIA HAPTUTO
Jla ce IpeBbPHE B Mobesa.

[J1arosiv ¥ KOpeH! MOM, TEHIEHIUA U
e,

(4acTuIy HA) CBBP3BAHE U
OTHOIlIEHHE, CAMOTHOCT MOSI.
[ToBpaTHa TO4Ka, MOH mpeJes1, MOU
MUT

OTTYK 3all04Ba MOsiTa IyCTOLI

Jla cbbepa MUHUTE CU U J1a TU B3pUBS

Ha 6e30MacHO MSCTO.

3anaJsiBaM CBeT/IMHATA HaJl MOSITA
LSIIOCT M NUILIA CTUXOBETE CH,

(a) MouTe 601€3HEHU 3JIMHH, MOUTE
6eJsie3y,

MofiTa [UBa TbMHHHA, pa3Ma3aHa
M'BIJIA,

Ile BaJIM B MOETO YTDE.

Jlyiia Mosi, caMOTHa TH, llie Te 3aBefia
IIpU JieKaps cu

B MOsITa BMJIA 6, eMIIATHSATA Ha
(MosiTa) MCHUXOJI0XKKA.

B kosiexa My, 11eJI0CTTa MOsl,

MOUTE OTHOIIIEHHs], KOUTO TPsiGBa J1a
O0'bJlaT OXJa0eHH,

OTHOILEHUSTA MU, KOUTO TPsIOBaA Ja
0'b/IaT B3pUBEHH,

MOSITa IICUXO0JIOXKKA, KOATO TpsiGBa Jja
0'b/le 3aMeHeHa C KOTapak,

(3amoTo TS € MbPTBA 32 MEH).
[l1eTeHUsT CTOJ U MUCMOTO MH,
U3XB'bPJIEHUTE MOU BeIlY,
U3POHEHHUST TUIIC, UMEHATA,
sIpOCTTa MU (KOSITO) € TOJIKOBA
60Jie3HEHa.

W3BuKax MouTe MOXKapHUKApH,
[TokpHX ce c 0/1es1I0TO CH U Ce 0OBUX.

(M BcuukuTE MU XeJIaHUS ca
OTMEHEHHU BeJlHara.)

KaHnasiu Mou 1 MocTOBe MOH,
HPOTErHaTH P'bLie MOU

Bbpxy nokpuBuTe (MH) KaTo purypa
Ha [laras.

Moges Ha cHHarora, MoJieJ Ha Xpaw,
KaTo ¢popMaTa Ha TAJIOTO MH.
JluasekTHyecKo HanpexeHHe MOEe,
HPUCHCTBHE MOE U YKeJIaHMs,
TEO0JIOTMYECKH CbCTAB MOM e HalKcaH
Cpes CTEHUTE MU,

JAyIIaTa e CTBKJIO, PEXel0 MOUTe
HO3e.

Hacpen enoxata My BpeMeTO Moe e
pa3noJIoBEHO.

(AymaTa €) p1aMHUHTO MOe B KJIeTKa
Ha 300MapK.

Most KyTHsI OT C/IOHOBA KOCT

3a napueta paHTa3uu

u3/sIaHa

C HOX

3a

yOUHCTBO.



My Nipples, My Breasts, My Legs, My Fingers

My nipples, my breasts, my legs, my
fingers

My head, my thoughts, split of my
thoughts

My morning, my trembling, my blood
(my half-body)

My moon is hung upon my head, the
floor

(My inner psychologist) the key for
processing my pain

My horizonline, my somewhere

A little point of mine, in my center,
explosive of mine

A book of mine, dream of mine, reality
of mine

An (apple) tree of mine, cosmos of
mine, my Lord, I

Heroes of mine, poets of mine,
diplomats

And particularly, failures of mine (in)
my party turn into victory

Verbs and roots of mine, tendency and
purpose

(Particles of) conjunction and relation,
loneliness of mine

Turning point, breaking point of mine
Eré%m here my wilderness starts

All T have learned turns into psychic
energy

In order to cross my wilderness

To gather my mines and explode them
In a safe place

[ turn on the light upon my entity, and
write my poems

(And) my sore evils, my patterns

My wild darkness, aquarelle of fog

It will rain into my tomorrow

My very soul, my solitary one, I will
take you to my doctor

In my Villa 6, the empathy of (my)
psychologist

In my college, my wholeness,

My relations that should be loosened
My relations that should be exploded
My psychologist who should be
exchanged with a torn cat

(Because she is dead for me)

The wicker chair and my letter

My casting, the broken gypsum, the
names

My rage (which) has been so painful
I called my firemen

I covered myself with my blanket and
wrapped me

(And all my wants are cancelled at
once)

Canals of mine and bridges of mine,
stretched hands of mine

Upon (my) roofs like a figure of Chagall
A model of a synagogue, a model of a
temple, like the shape of my body
Dialectical tension of mine, presence of
mine and wants

Theological composition of mine is
written among my walls

The psyche is glass of mine cutting my
feet

In the middle of my period my time has
been bisected

(The psyche is) a flamingo of mine
caged in a zoo

An ivory box of mine

For pieces of fantasies

Carved

With a knife

of

Murder



George Wallace (USA)

Jxxopax Yoabc (CALL)

%
.

Hxcopdsc Yorsc e cmaman 3a eduH om Haili-npodykmusHume
noemu Ha Hwollopkckama cyeHa OHec, moll usHacsi decemku
yemeHus 8csika 200uHa - 8 CesepHa Amepuka, AHzaus u Espona.
Hocumes e Ha MHoxcecmao Hazpadu, cped koumo: Hazpadama 3a
noesus Ha Koaexca ,Yapac Yuaam“ -, 4Y [locm Iloempu“ (CW Post
Poetry), ,Iloe3us Ha cuHsima ceemauHa” (,Blue Light Poetry”),
,Komnaekm 3a noezus” (,Poetry Kit“) 3a Hali-do6pa noemuyuecka
KHUuza, kakmo u losnsamama Hazpada Ha MedxcdyHapodHus
¢ecmusan 3a noesua ,/[Hu Ha Haum” (,Ditet e Naimit”) e
Temoeo, MakedoHus. Ilpe3z 2018 2. moii we noayyu 3aameH
Mmedan ,AnekcaHdsp Beauku’, kamo maka we cmaHe nspeusm
amepukaHey, Ha K020mo e NPUCBHCOAHO MO8d 2PBYKO OMAUYUE.
Jea nsmu HomuHupaH 3a Hazpadama ,Ilywkapm” u yvemupu
nemu - 3a [lucamen Ha zodunama Ha acoyuayus ,Hwo Hopk
npec” (NYPA), [xcopdxc Yonsc e 06s8eH 3a nsps8u hoem
Aaypeam Ha okpwz Capox, Hro Hopk npes 2003 2. u 3a aaypeam
Ha HayuoHasiHus 6utim ggecmugan 3a 2015 e.

Yonsc e sodew usneanumen e xcaHpa nocmoéuiim (Post-Beat),
noduepmaHo opueHmupaH e Kem nspgopmaHca. Asmop e Ha
mpudecem u edHa kHuzu. Teopbu Ha Yorec ca npesedeHu Ha nogeyve
om dsadecem e3uka. [loHacmosiujeM e XoHopy8aH npenodagamen
no aHaaulicku e3uk 8 yHusepcumema ,Ilatic 8 MauxamwoH.

George Wallace is regarded as one of the most prolific poets on the
New York City scene today, he presents dozens of readings every
year throughout North America, England and Europe. He is win-
ner of the CW Post Poetry Prize, Blue Light Poetry Prize, Poetry Kit
Best Book Award, and has been named Grand Prize winner at the
Ditet e Naimit Internationally Poetry Festival in Tetovo, Macedonia.
In 2018 he will be recipient of the Alexander The Great Gold Medal
Prize, the first American to win this Greek award.

Two time Pushcart Prize nominee and four-time NYPA Writer of the
Year nominee, he was named first Poet Laureate for Suffolk County
NY in 2003 and National Beat Festival laureate for 2015.

Wallace is a leading practitioner of the performance-oriented “Post-
Beat” genre. He is author of thirty-one chapbooks, including Poppin
Johnny (Three Rooms Press ‘09), EOS: Abductor of Men (Three
Rooms Press ‘12), Simple Blues with a Few Intangibles (Foothills
Press '16) and Smashing Rock and Straight as Razors (Blue Light
Press ‘17).

Wallace’s work has been translated into over two dozen languages.
He is currently an adjunct professor of English at Pace University in
Manhattan.

Cmuxoeeme ca npegedexHu om Eaxka Jumumpoesa



I'naBaTta Ha Op¢ei, koaTo nuiaBawe no E6poc

Om 6830dyx dymume ca csmeopeHuU U 8630yXsM e 0HO8d, 8 KOemo
we ce 8pHAmM
Tpesop fladcsH
JIOTYK ce CTUTHa, IVIaBaTa MU Jja Ce HOCH 110 PEYHOTO TeYeHHE,
KaTo eJiBa ce OCMeJIsiBa /ia HoeMe JI'bX U J]a U3M1IA, Beue He CbM
B CbpLiaTa Ha XKEHH WJIU M'bKe, YKEHU WK M'BXKE, UJIM TaHLyBalll1
¢bypuy, a camo BbB popMaTa Ha IeCeH U C IMpaTa MY, [1aBalla
Kpai MeH, 60KeCTBeHa 3ara/ika e ia ce Jja/ie IpUChCTBHE HA CBAT,
B'bB KOWTO TOYHO IIPUCHCTBHE OTCHCTBA,

,Z[a Bb3IIABaM r[ac6muaTa W I10JiIeTaTa Ha TpaKI/IH, KOHTO Me
OTMHUHAaBAT, JOKATO Ce HOCH, /ia Bb3IIAABaAM MeHa,C[I/ITe C TEXHUTE
KaM'bHU U [IPpAa3HUTE UM pPbLie II0C/1E, a Bb3IIABAM CTyA€HaTa
CBETJIMHA Ha IOJIAHUTE, 1d YKPOTABAM NIpUpOAATa U Aa
OIMUTOMSABAaM JUBOTO, Ja AaBaM IJIaC Ha CKaJia U A’bPBO, [ia aBaM
IJ1ac Ha 6e3M'bJIBHUTE TBOpPEHUSA OT r[ac61/11_ua U ropy, a noeMaM
TAXHATa M'bKa U Jla UM 4 BpbllaM KaTO Bb3XBaJla,

Hpe,cud Aa naHe I'bPBUAT CHAT, a TOBA Lle pede npeau MOeTO TAJIO
Aa CHU OTHU/e 3aBUHary, nnpeju OoT MeH HHUIIO [ia He € OCTaHaJI0O
OCBE€H I1ac — jac, KOUTO Ja h3iee OTCbCTBUETO, a a3 Ha CBOM pea
Aa 6’13,[{3 IMOeT KaTo Bb34yX U CETHe CBO60,C[H0 BBbPHAT Ha CBETaq,
HECHbBBbPIIEH CUH Ha 3eMATAa, YUATO [1€CEH € M'bKa, YUATO JIIO6OB e
EBpI/I,ELI/IKa, IJI0A0pOAMETO HA 3eMATa,

Kak 6'bp30 BCUYKO OTMHHABA, CE30HU U CIOCOGHOCTH, KaK 6'bp30,
KpacoTaTa Ha [leCeHTa, CUJIUTE, Bb3/1a/IeHU OT 60roBeTe, MOLLTA

Y 4YapoJeNCcTBOTO, OTPaHUYEHUSATA U OCEAULIUTE, BCUUKO —
06paTHO B3€eTO, ChILO U TOBA, 1a O'b/leTe BB3NETH, JOKATO MUHABaM
MOKpal JOMOBeTe U M0JISITa BY, J0KATO OTMHUHABAM U Iesl 110 II'bTS
cu KbM Jlec6oc 1 MOpPETO.
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The Head of Orpheus Floating down the Ebros

Words are made of air and it is to air that they will return
Trevor Dadson

It comes down to this, my head floating downriver, daring to take
in air and let it out again, no longer in the hearts of women or
men, women or men or furies dancing, but in the shape of song
alone, and with my lyre floating with me, it is a mystery of the
gods to give presence to the world where presence is absent,

To sing the pastures and the fields of Thrace that pass me as I go,
to sing the Maenaeds with their stones and their bare hands, to
sing the cold light of the glade, calm down nature and tame what
is wild, to give voice to rock and tree, to give voice to the silent
creatures of pasture and forest, to take their grief and give it back
to them as praise,

Before the first snow comes, I mean, before my body is gone
forever, before there is nothing left of me but voice -- voice to sing
away absence, | in my turn taken in, like air, and given back to

the world freely, imperfect son of the earth whose song is grief,
whose love is Eurydice, the fecundity of earth,

How quickly it passes, seasons and sufficiencies, how quickly,
beauty of song, the powers given us by the gods, power and
magic, and the limitations and consequences, all of it, taken back,
this too to be sung as I pass by your homes and fields, as [ pass by
singing, on my way to Lesbos and the sea.



CTO roAMHU CpeJ MaprapuTKUTE

A3 CbM NPOCT YOBEK yJIMYHA KOTKA a3 He IbTyBaM

HU HaZiajiey, HU TOKY-TaKa, a3 He BApBaM B 4y/ieca,
POJIeH CbM TYK M He U3/IbPKaM TeCTOBETE BU 3a
6J1aropo/ICTBO HU MepKUTe BU O6MYAHHU 3a

ycnex; 6yTHeTe Me U Lije BU 6yTHA 3a OTILJIaTa, 3aTyd Me
ocTaBeTe

€ MOl [PKYOOKC M OUpaTa MHU U 1ie 51 KapaMe

CbBCeM J100pe; 13, TYK CbM Ce POJUJI, BB Ipa/

NPpHUCTAaHUILEH, BUKaAMe MYy pI/I6eHI/I I'JlaBU U BaJIEHTUHKH, a3

CbM
IIPOCT KaTo BbXKEe, MOMUYE 3a CTP'bB U 3a TaKbMH,

MOSIT KOPILYC Ce XKYJIH B JOKa MPU30PHU

JBUTATEJIAT MU TIEHU OMa3HEHUTEe BOJH — HOIIEM,
KOraTo ChbHYBaM, 4allKa JIETH CpeJi OpJIuTe

Y KaKBO, aKO BaJIH, a3 MOMMBaM [bX/la KaTo

pascoJi TypIlKeH, 1A T'o 10 JbHO U IIaMIIaHCKO

ro 3o0Ba. Heka cu mpuTHYBAT NPUCTAHUILIHUTE IIBXOBE
Ha BOJIfl ¥ a3 CbM TbH, a BUe — TOJIKOBA JIK CTe Pa3/INuHH,
c 06enuTe M0 YIIUTE U KOJIEXKAaHCKUTE CU AUIJIOMU?
lllom na/iHe HOIL, KOW TPUTEXKABa 3BE3UTE?

HapaBHo yxa BATBP'BT 3a BCUYKH, a

BbJIHUTE MPUHAJJIEXKAT Ha OHS1, KOUTO Lie OTILIyBa

B TsX. 3Has, JIMIICBAa MU YYBCTBO 3a XyMOD, HO TIOHE 3HaM
KaKBO

MU JIMIICBA; MOAT 06pa3 B OIJIeJalI0TO € COGCTBEHOTO MU

JIMIIE ¥ 3HaM Koe KaKBO €, KelleHIIUTe IOM IaJHaT.
[TocoueTe Mmu

W3X0/a U Ille CH XBaHa 'bTA. [locoueTe MU TOUHUSI MOMEHT
Y I[e ApacHe KOTKaTa 3all0TO BPEMETO — TO € TeJa B
JBHXKEHHE

a a3 CbM TbpIIeJIMB YOBEK U YOBEK Ha JIeCTBUETO

- MeTHeTe

Me KaTo TyxJia pe3 rpaJfuHCKUS 31/ U 1Ije JIerHa TaM
cpej, MaprapUTKUTe 3a CTO TOAWHHU, aKO TPsiOBa,

CTO TOJMHU — HO lIle CK HaMeps ella.
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A Hundred Years among the Daisies

[ am a simple man an alleycat I do not travel

far or well, I do not believe in miracles,

[ was born in this place I do not test well for
generosity or your ordinary measures of

success; push me I will push back, leave me

to my jukebox and my beer and we will get

along just fine; yes I was born here, a harbor

town, we call it fish heads and valentines, I'm
simple as rope, a bait and tackle kind of guy,

my hull chafes against the dock at dawn,

my engine churns oily waters - at night

when [ dream, a gull flies among eagles

and if it rains so what, I soak rain up like

pickle brine, I drink it down and call it

champagne. Do wharf rats run with their

own well so do I -- are you so very different

with your earrings or your college degrees?

When midnight comes who owns the stars?

The wind blows equally on all men, and the

waves belong to the man who will sail out into
them. I know I lack humor but I also know what

I lack; the shape of my face in the mirror is my own
face and [ know what’s what at closing time. Show me
the exit sign I'll be on my way. Show me a good time
and it’s go cat go because time is bodies in motion

<30

and [ am a patient man and a man of action - throw
me like a brick over a garden wall and I will lie there
among the daisies a hundred years, if necessary,

a hundred years -- but I will find my mate.



Giuseppe Napolitano (Italy)

Jl>xy3ene Hanoautano (Utanus)

/Jncyzene HanoaumaHo e poden npe3 1949 e, @ MummypHo,
Hmanus. Kueee 8s8 Popmus, pabomu Kamo KyamypeH one-
pamop. (Cs30asa kHUxcHama nopeduya ,cmasima Ha noema“
(,la stanza del poeta”), 6 koamo nybsaukysam nucamesau om
CpeduszemHomopuemo. OpaaHuzamop e Ha noemuydeckusi gecmu-
eas ,Inacose om Cpeduzemnomopuemo” (, Voci del Mediterraneo”).
Cped nocnedHume My kHueu ca: ,/lemu eucoko, dymo” (,Vola
alta, parola“), 2007; ,[lemsam Ha Kpscma“ (,Via Crucis”), 2008;
AHumosozus. Cmuxomeopenusi 1967-2007 (Antologia. Poems
1967-2007), 2008; ,Msapkama Ha xusoma"“ (,Medida de vida"),
2009; ,/Inu Ha Haum“ (,Ditét e Naimit“), 2009; ,[eHussm Ha Msic-
momo” (cmuxomeopenusi Ha H. Cowwua) (,Genius loci”), 2009;
»benexcHuue” (,Quadernetto”), 2010; ,,B puck” (,A repentaglio”),
2015; ,,CemuHapu no yvemexe"“ (,Seminari di lettura“), 2015.
/Jncyzene Hanoaumaxo yuacmea e decemku mexcdyHapooHu gec-
muea.u 3a noesust N0 ceemd, NPegextcdaH e Ha UCNAHCKU, PPEeHCKU,
a/16aHCKU, GH2AUTICKU, 2pBYKU, apabcKu U dpyau e3uyu.

Cmuxoeeme ca npesedeHu om Bepa HeaHosa

Giuseppe Napolitano was born in Minturno (Italy), in 1949. He lives
in Formia, working as cultural operator. He also founded a collec-
tion of little books: “la stanza del poeta” (the poet’s room), in which
several writers of Mediterranean lands have been printed. He’s the
organizer of “Voci del Mediterraneo” poetry Festival in his region:
south Latium.

Among his last publishings: Vola alta, parola (2007); Via Crucis
(2008); Antologia (poems 1967 - 2007, 2008); Medida de vida
(2009); Ditet e Naimit (2009); Genius loci (poems to N. Soscia,
2009); Quadernetto (2010); A repentaglio (2015); Seminari di
lettura (2015).

His works have been translated into Spanish, French, Albanian,
English, Greek, Arab and other languages.

The poems are translated by Jason R. Forbus
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3aBpbuiaHe B CeT

BenuTe koHe Ha Kamapr
Te MOo3JpaBsBaT U apOMaTHUTE
XpacTaJanu
OT pasJIJISIHU OT BATbPA TPEBHY,
6opoBeTe
Ha ,Mas de Suede“ cbI1j0 TE
M03/paBsBaT
Y UBKPUBEHUTE OOJITHU OT CJI'BbHIE
JIO3S1.

be3 Te6 CeT ThbHE B Thra

KaTo JIBETe MarapeHIia

Ha HEMPUHYAEHUTE CHUMKH,
[IpaKHATH B IpO3anuvHaTa 3a/[yxa Ha
YMOpPHUTEJIEH JIEH.

CKaJIMCTHUTE XbJIMOBE Te MPpUBETCTBAT
" 0JIATAa, KbAETO BPEMETO € CIIpAJIO,
HIapeHUuTe T'bJIH OT TYPUCTHU

Ha INOYHMBKa Te nocpeuaT

" BeJpHUTe JIMlla HAa MECTHUTE XO0pa

B YaCoBeTe Ha CMeCTa B ceJilaTa:

TOBA € NOCTOSIHEH BBIIPOC KbM TeO:
K'bJl€ CH, 3alll0 HE CU TYK?

Bes Te6 CeT U3IIexJa MaJIKO MO-T'hKEH.
<32

Return to Sete

The white horses of the Camargue
greet you and the fragrant garigue

of wind-swept grasses, the pines

of the “Mas de Suéde” also greet you
and the contorted sun-drenched vines

Without you Sete is cloaked in sadness
like the two little donkeys

in the candid photographs

taken in the unpoetic mugginess of a
tiring day

Rugged hills greet you

and fields where time is suspended
the hordes of vacationing
multihued tourists greet you

and the serene faces of the locals
at siesta time in the small villages:

it is a continual addressing to you:
where are you why aren’t you here?
without you Séte seems a little sadder

Ritorno a Sete

Ti salutano i bianchi cavalli

di Camargue e la garriga odorosa
di erbe nel vento, ti salutano

i pini del “Mas de Suéde”

e le vigne contorte nel sole

Senza te Sete ha un’aria un po’ triste
- come quella dei due somarelli
fotografati a sorpresa nell’afa
impoetica di un giorno che stanca

Ti salutano brulle colline

e campagne ove il tempo & sospeso,
ti salutano le frotte in vacanza

dei turisti multicolori

e le facce serene dei paesani

nella siesta dei borghi:

& un continuo rivolgersi a te:
dove sei perché non ci sei?
senza te Sete ha I'aria piu triste.



EaHa mocsieHa nurapa

Cxbniu MUKeJie - KaKTO BEJHBXK
HSAKOM HaIuca -

Ka3Balll, 4e CH 3ary6uI

MaJIKO XKMBOT U Hell[0 ToBeYe:
IOMHUCJIU

KOJIKO KPAacHBO e U Liie 6'bJie Ja
3ary6uur

OTHOBO, 32 /jla HAMepHUILI B Kpas Ha
Jlpyra :KUTelcKa I'bTeKa CTbHLEeTO
(e, He HempeMeHHO yTpeIlIHaTa 30pa)
Jla TOTJI Te3U CTYZeHHU THU

¥ Jia laBa CuJla Ha Te3H, KOUTO ce
YyBCTBAT U3Ile/leHH.

Cxbnu Mukese - 6UX HCKaJ Aa
3amsaya

¢ Te6, HO T He IJIaYell Cera,
BBIIPEKH Ye TPsI6Ba Ja MpU3Haell
3aryb6ara

Ha KapTH M (3a HelacTue)

MaJIKo B J11060BTa (HO XopaTa Ka3BaT
Apyro),

JIOKaTO XBallall eMepyAn U Xapauil
CBIIO NMOHSIKOTA CTOTUHKHU

3a CaH/BHUY WJIKX 3a MaJIKO B€pOATHATa

nocjaeaHa
urapa, KoeTo 1e 6'b/ie TBOH ycrex.

ToraBa ce cMest CbpZeYHO C TEG

Y ce BpP’bIlaM KbM BpeMeHaTa, KOraTo
JlaBaxme

Helll0, KOeTO MUCJIeXMe 3a 1aJIeHO,

Y KOTaTo U3Ye3Helle, HUEe OCTaBaxMe
CepHo3HHU

Y 3HaexMe, 4e OT Te3U MOMEHTH
BHUHAaru U3/M3axMe CbC Cb3HAaHHUETO
(Hen36exHO0) KoU TPsiOBa Zja 6'bAeM
- KaTo ce U3KaTepBaxMe /0 J06poTo,
WCTHUHCKUS BUJ,

Pa3KpUTO HAKpasi B pa3TBOpeHa pbKa.
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Then I laugh heartily with you
going back to all the times we gave
something we had for granted

and when it vanished we kept a
straight face

and we knew that from those moments
we always came out aware of being
(inevitably) who we had to be

- as we climbed up to goodness, the
true kind

revealed at last in a stretched hand

<34

A Michele Lepore

Caro Michele - come scrisse una volta
qualcuna - che ti sei perso dici

un po’ di vita e un po’ di piu - rifletti
su quanto e bello e sara bello perdere
ancora per avere in fondo al vicolo

di un’altra vita il sole (oddio non quello
dell’avvenire necessariamente...)

che riscalda le giornate anche se fredde
che da forza a chi non se ne sente piu
Caro Michele - mi vorrei mettere a
piangere

insieme a te ma tu non piangi adesso
malgrado riconosca di aver perso

al gioco e pure un po’
(malauguratamente)

in amore (nonostante si dica il
contrario)

acchiappando farfalle e sprecando

i centesimi a volte anche quelli

per un panino o 'improbabile ultima
sigaretta che segnasse un tuo
traguardo

Allora insieme a te rido di cuore
ripensando a quante volte abbiamo
avuto

la certezza di un possesso poi svanito -
e ce ne siamo fatti belli in faccia al
mondo

e sapevamo che da quei momenti
uscivamo sempre consapevoli di essere
(inevitabilmente) chi si doveva essere
- nella scalata al bene quello vero

da scoprire infine in una mano tesa



Laure Cambau (France)

Jlop Kamb6to (Ppannus)

Jlop Kam6w e nuanucmka unoemeca, xcusee 8 [lapusic. Yuacmeanaa
€ 8 HAKO/IKO MexcdyHapooHu gecmusanaa: ,Pecmusan Ha medic-
dyHapodHama noesust om mpu peku”; ,[loemuyecka cpewa Ha
JIamuHcKusl cesim Ha Mopeaus“; MekcukaHcKu haHaup HA KHU2a-
ma; ,,Cmpycku eevepu”; Temosckus oecmusan ,/JHu Ha Haum";
»MedxcdynapodHu noemuvecku cpewu 6 Jakap“; ®Pecmusan Ha
noesussima 8 Hosu Cad - kakmo u 8 pas/iu4HuU noemuyecku csou-
mus 868 PparHyus u YyHcouHa.

Jlop Kamé6rw e ny6aukyeana HSKO/AKO noemu4ecku KHuzu, cpeo
Koumo: ,/JlyHamuuHu 6ysesapdu’, 1998, ,/lom 68 eanama’,
,061ayu om obukHoseHu spemeHa’, 2001; ,/lamuga, maskomo
MOMUYeHYe, Koemo naaveuie dymu’; My3uka/aHa npukaska ¢ My-
3uka om P, [enr, 2000; ,H 8spxem Ha aHzeaume’, 2005; ,Hoxcom
8 npezpwsdkama’; 2007. 3a ceosima nocaedHa kHuza — ,,[lucma do
HebecHusl 2aHecmep, caedsaH om bsaa 6e3 6510 u3a. ,,AMoHIU ',
2010, ms noay4aea Hazpadama , [loncemon“ Ha Obujecmeomo Ha
nucamesume, kKakmo u npusoseme ,,CumoH Jlandpu“ u ,Hatixcu
Haxmau" (2015). Jlop Kam6to npenodasa 80KasHO AKOMNAHUPA-
He 8 Koncepsamopusima e [lapuoic. [Ipe3 2010 2. ms 3anucea duck
€ pOMAHMUYECKa My3uKa 3a 060U U NUAHO.

Cmuxoeeme ca npesedeHu om Bepa Heanosa

iy e #
Laure Cambau is a pianist and poet who lives in Paris. She has par-
ticipated in several festivals around the world, such as “Festival of
the International Poetry from 3 Rivers”; “Poetry Meetings of the
Latin World of Morelia”; the Book Fair of Mexico; Struga Nights in
Macedonia; Tetovo Festival “Days of Naim”; “International Poetry
Meetings of Dakar”; “Festival of Poetry” in Novi-Sad, Serbia. She
has also participated in many poetry events both in France and
abroad.

Laure Cambau has published several books of poetry, among
them: “Lunatic Bulevards’, 1998; “Home in the Bath”; “Clouds of
Ordinary Time’, 2001; “Latifa, the Little Girl Who Cried Words”;
“And the Tip of the Angels’, 2005; “The Knife in the Embrace’, 2007.
For her last book - “Letters to Heavenly Thug Followed by White
without White’, 2010, she was awarded the “Poncetton” prize of
the Society of Men of Letters, as well as the “Simone Landry” and
“Naji Nahman” awards (2015).

Laure Cambau holds a teaching position as vocal accompanist at
Paris Conservatory, in the class of Leontina Vaduva. In 2010, she
recorded a disk of romantic music for Piano and Oboe.

The poems are translated by Zoe Skoulding
35>



% %k %k

Jla crivin gased oT nmjaMbKa

Jla 3a0paBHII KAMBYETO HA IUTHTTA
XOpU30HTAIHA MOJIUTBA

POJIKH B opeoJia

Jla TOBOPUII HAa YIMYHUTE GeHepHU
Jla ce OBEPUII HA 3JIaATHUTE PUOKHU
Jla yracuu JbpBeTaTa

Jla 3a0paBHUIll YOBEIIKUTE OPbUs
CbJI3U BbB BBTPENIHOCTTA

yXaelly Ha HOCTAJITUsl

Jla U34e3Hell

Jlajed OT OCTPUETO, ZlaJied OT 3BsIpa
Y 3aBUHAru

Jla Ce CheMHHUII C aHTesIa-Ma3nuTel
Ha BJII06EHUTE MOMHYETA
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* %k 3k

To sleep far from the flame
to forget flesh stone
horizontal prayer,
curlers in the halo

to speak to streetlights
to confide in goldfish
to snuff out the trees
to forget man tool
tears in entrails
fragrant with nostalgia
to disappear

far from the blade far from the animal

and for ever
to be united with the guardian angel
of love-struck girls

% %k 3k

Dormir loin de la flamme
oublier chair caillou
priére horizontale,

des bigoudis sur I'auréole
parler aux réverberes

se confier aux poissons rouges

éteindre les arbres
oublier ’homme outil

des larmes dans les entrailles

parfumées a I'absent
disparaitre

loin de la lame loin de la béte

et pour jamais
s’unir a 'ange gardien
pour filles en vrac



% %k %k

[Ipu c1vBaHeTO Ha ceTUBATA U e3UKa
o6yBalll Yopanu Ha JbpBeTaTa
CKpHBaIl C L1aNKa [0J1a Ha CTaTyuTe
Y 06JIMYall B AYMHU BBTPEIIHUTE
nenepyau

* %k 3k

At the confluence of senses and tongue
you put socks on trees

a hat on the sexes of statues

and words on inner butterflies

% %k 3k

Au confluent des sens et de la langue
tu mets des chaussettes aux arbres
un bonnet au sexe des statues

et des mots sur les papillons de
I'intérieur
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I/Iskymlel-me ype3 €KCTa3

TBosiTa cTast € 0oCTPOB

B p€Ka OT I'PesiHO BUHO,

nocJielHa cjae/ja OT BUKa 3a
U3KYILJIEHHE...

CxpycKax TaTyMpOBKAaTa Ha PaMOTO TH
[OTTa OT KOCTUTE U BbJIHUTE
IOI"bJIHAX 1|eJIUsl TBOW OprasbM

Ha fTijaTa B Y4epBeHO MaCTUJIO
CMeCHUX I'M BCUYKH TAX

BbB BBTPEUIHOCTTA Ha yMa CU

TSJIOTO TH He 1ie ce noGepe B I1aBaTa
MU

HO HeKa TBOETO JA'bPBO CKpUe
TpeckaTa MU

<38

Redemption through
Ecstasy

Your room is an island
on a river of mulled wine

last vestige of the cry of redemption...

I crunched the tattoo from your
shoulder

sweat from bones and waters
swallowed whole your orgasm
red-ink eggs

mixed them all

in the viscera of my brain

your body will not fit in my head
but may your tree conceal my fever

La rédemption par
I'extase

Ta chambre est une ile
sur un fleuve de vin chaud
dernier vestige du cri de rédemption...
J'ai croqué le tatouage de ton épaule
de la sueur des os et des ondes
gobé ta petite mort

des ceufs a I'encre rouge

mélangé le tout

dans les viscéres de mon cerveau
ton corps ne tient pas dans ma téte
mais que ton arbre cache ma fievre



Milosava Pavlovich (Serbia)

MunocaBa [laBsioBuY (Cbp6us)

Muunocaea Iasaosuu (1958) e 3asspwiusa yHusepcumema
CuneudyHym e Beazpad, Pusonozuvecku gpakyimem, cneyuai-
Hocm ,/lumepamypa u meopusi Ha aumepamypama®“; a csuwjo u
®akyamema 3a Meduu U KOMYHUKQYUSL.

Muusocasa Ilasnosu4 e agmop Ha caedHUmMe KHuU2u ¢ noesus:
JHepausm” (JlumepamypeH kay6 “TIlanueso u llanyesay’, 1983),
+Hepama” (UK ,9uzos npuum’; Besaepad, 2012). Yuacmea kamo
asmop u 8 noemuveckus c6opHuk ,,Cmuxose c KpuJe u npusime-
Au’y, usdaden om JlumepamypHama acoyuayuss Ha Cepbus u
Ipasxcdancko o6wecmso ,Amapanm” npes 2016 2. B Hauas1omo
Ha 2018 ce ouaksa da u3/e3e HO8AMA U KHU2d C6C CMUX0Maope-
Husl, K0osimo uje 6sde usdadena om HK ,9ueos npunm’, beazpad.
Muusocasa Ilasno8uy e yuacmeana 8 MHO}¥eCmeo Aumepamyp-
Hu pecmusau 8 Copbus U pe2uoHa, KAKMo U 8 YyH6uHa.
Muusocasa Ilasaosuy e uieH Ha MexcdyHapodHama nucamedn-
cka acoyuayus Ha Cepbus, Ha Acoyuayusima Ha nucameaume
om BolisoduHa, Ha Acoyuayusima Ha nucamesaume u npeso-
dauume om IlaHueso, Ha acoyuayusma ,[loemu Ha ceema’; Ha
Acoyuayusa Ha xydoxcHuyume ,Apme” u Ha Acoyuayusma Ha
He3asucumume cypHaaucmu Ha Copous.

Cmuxoeeme ca npesedeHu om Eaxka Jumumpoesa

Milosava Pavlovich (1958) has graduated from the Singidunum
University in Belgrade, the Faculty of Philology, Department of
Literature and Literary Theory; and the Faculty of Media and
Communications.

Milosava Pavlovich has published the following poetry books:
“The Player” (“Panchevo and Panchevach” Literary Club, 1983),
“The Game” (Chigoya Print Belgrade, 2012). As an author, she also
participated in the collection of poetry “Poems with Wings and
Friends’, published by the Literary Association of Serbia and the
Amarant Civil Society in 2016. In the beginning of 2018, her new
book of poems is supposed to be issued by Chigoya Print Belgrade.
Milosava Pavlovich has taken part in many literary festivals and
presentations in Serbia and the region, as well as abroad.
Milosava Pavlovich is a member of the National Writers’
Association of Serbia, the Association of Voyvodina Writers,
the Association of Panchevo Writers and Translators, “Poets
of the World” Association, “Arte” Association of Artists, and the
Association of the Independent Journalists of Serbia.

She lives in Panchevo, Serbia.

The poems are translated by Alexandra Pavlovich



IToKynka

[lle cu Kyns Ky4e
1Ie CH KyTsl JJI0OOB

Kpait Ha yakaHeTo,
HaJleX/JUTe, ThPCEHETO

Ille craHa Ky4kap
BCUYKU KydyeTa MaxaT € ONallYUL1

[Ipepnonaram
U a3 lle ycrned Ja oTIVieZilaM HAKOe

I_L[e 3allpujin4aMm U a3
Ha MO€TO Ky4e

<40

Shopping

[ will buy a dog
[ will buy love

No more waiting,
hoping, searching

[ will become a dog person
all of them wave their little tail

[ guess
I'll grow one too

I will as well resemble
my dog

Kupovina
Kupiéu psa

Kupiéu ljubav

Nista od ¢ekanja
nadanja, traZenja

Postac¢u kuckar
Svi oni masu repi¢em

Valjda ¢e i meni
da izraste
Lic¢i¢uija

na svog psa



AueTta

[nagHa cpM!
[najgHa 3a c1aiKko, COJIEHO, JIIOTUBO,
rOpYUBO.

XpymnkaBo, KpeMecTo, TBbP/10, 3a
[ueHe.

[IbaHSA cU TANOTO, IbJHSA AyuiaTa CH.

,Z[OKaTO yTOJIABaM €JWUH OT HarOHHUTE.

ToBops cu ¢ @poiia u cbe FOHT cu
roBopsi

JIOKaTO CHOBA U3 KOPUOPHUTE
GOJTHUYHH.

BoJiHO e TSJ/I0TO MU OT HaIl'bJIHSIBAHE.

A BEPOATHO AyllaTa MU — CbILI0.
Hes JIEKyBaM CaMa.

Kbze siu e rpemkara?
B Apyryu HaroHy KOUTO
IpeMMeHyBaM U IpallaM B ycraTa?

Koii 3Hae, cTpaHHM ca xopaTa.
Jlueta Mu Tps6Ba,
TOBA Ce pa3dupa.

A3 o6aue cbM rJ1ajHa
JaXke IOKATO MMIlIa TOBa.

Hsima na ctana.
He, He.

Jluera!
[Mumu, Muiocasa, NUIIHA...

Diet

[ am hungry!

Hungry for sweet, salty, spicy, bitter.
Crunchy, creamy, hard, potable.

[ fill my body and soul.
Satisfying one of my urges.

I speak to Freud and Jung
while I walk around hospital corridors.

My body is sick from fat.
Most probably my soul too.
[ cure it on my own.

But where is the catch?

In other urges

Which I renamed and sent into the
mouth?

Who knows, people are very strange.

I must go on a diet,
That’s clear.
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But I am hungry
even as | write this.

[ won't get up.
No, no.

Diet!

Write, Milosava, write...
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Dijeta

Gladna sam!

Gladna slatkog, slanog, ljutog, gorkog.
Hrskavog, kremastog, ¢vrstog, pitkog.

Punim svoje telo i dusu.
Hranim jedan od nagona.

Razgovaram sa Frojdom i Jungom
dok Setam po savetu lekara opste
prakse.

Telo mi je bolesno od debljine.
Verovatno i dusa.
Nju sama le¢im.

Gde je kvar?
U drugim nagonima
koje sam prepakovala u usta?

Ko ¢e znati, Covek je cudo.
Moram na dijetu,
jasno je.

A gladna sam
i dok ovo piSem.

Necu ustati.
Ne, ne.

Dijeta!
Pisi, Milosava, piSi...



Nicole Barriere (France)

Hukon bapue (Ppaniuus)

Hukon Bapue e nucamesika u npegodauka. /Jupekmop e Ha nope-
duyama ,ToHuuHo ydapeHue” Ha uzdamesacmso ,/TApmamon” u
Ha acoyuayusima ,CmuxomeopeHusi om kasaHa"“ e CeHm-EmueH.
Yaen e Ha Obujecmeomo Ha nucameaume, /loma Ha nucameaume
u MexcdynapodHama acoyuayusi Ha aumepamypHume Kpumuyu.
AKMUBHO aHzaxcupaHa ¢ npobJemume HA HeHume u mupdg,
Hukon Bapue e 0cCHO80N0/0JCHUK HA uHUyuamueama 3a Mup,
Kosimo npe3 2001 e. usduza npusug KeM noemume om yeausi
cessim: ,, 1001 cmuxomeopeHusi 3a mupa u demokpayusima 8
Ageanucman’’ 3awyumasa kayzama Ha @paHkogdoHusma u Ha
3acmpaweHume esuyu u Kyamypu. Yuacmea 8 xcypupaHemo Ha
MedxcdyHapodHume gecmuganu ,AHmoHuo Bukapuo”e Hmanus,
»Tpu pexu”“ e Kanada u ,,CumoH JlaHdpu“ 6668 ®paHyusi.

Hazpadu: Toassmama eeponelicka Hazpada om ¢ecmugana
»~H3mok - 3anad’, Pymorus, 2010; Hazpada 3a xceHcka noesusi
,Cumon Jlandpu';, ®panyus, 2011; IlouemHa Hazpada 3a ys-
socmHu nocmudiceHust, Jlubus, 2011; Haepada 3a noesusi om
Medxcdynapodrus gpecmuean ,[lou Jlyudxcu fu Jluezpo’; Hmanus,
2014; Haezpada 3a noesus ,MeHada” om MexcdyHapooHus gec-
muean ,,/lHu Ha Haum’, Makedonus, 2016.

Cmuxoeeme ca npesedeHu om Bepa HeaHoea

Nicole Barriere is a French poet, writer and translator. She is the
director of “Accent Tonique” collection of L'Harmattan Publisher
and of the Association , The Cauldron Poems’, Saint-Etienne. Nicole
Barriere is a member of the Society of Men of Letters (Société
des Gens de Lettres), the House of Writers and the International
Association of Literary Critics.

Being actively engaged with the problems of women and peace,
Nicole Barriere launched the peace initiative which in 2001 raised
a call to the poets from around the world: “1001 poems

for peace and democracy in Afghanistan® She is a defender of
Francophony and endangered languages and cultures.

Nicole Berriere is a part of the international juries of the following
festivals: “Antonio Viccario” (Italy), “Three Rivers” (Canada) and
“Simone Landry” (France).

Literary awards: European Grand Prix of the “East - West” Festival,
Romania, 2010; “Simone Landry” Prize for Female Poetry, France,
2011; Honorary Award for Lifetime Achievement, Lebanon, 2011;
International Poetry Prize “Don Luigi Di Liegro’, Italy, 2014; the
Poetry Prize “Menada” of “Days of Naim”(“Ditét e Naimit”) festi-
val, Macedonia, 2016.

The poems are translated by Helene Stafford



3aToyeHue

CTHCcHaJ Me e TPBH,

He MU /iaBa ia 3a6paBs

pu3aTa Ha MbPTBUTE

B TSIJIOTO HAa YMUTE.

JbpBeTara Ha 'bTH,

npu3paly, KOUTO HAMa Jia ce BbpHAT
Jla 11aT mpe3 HolITa

KJIOHYE OT K'bIIMHA.

CMbpTTa CTaBa rpaJiuHa,

a3 Te MUCJIEX 33 TOPCKa MOJISIHA,
€TO Te CpeJi CIIJIETEHUTE KJIOHKHU
Ha roJisiMaTa T'bl'a Ha CMBbPTTa,
HallaTa CKOpOLIHa MalKa.
[ITunuTe Ha JIBXKUTE

cpes, MbPTBUTE

Ha IJ1afjHaTa 3eMsl.

KakTo TpenTu AyMara, Taka TpenTu
3BYKT,

Y KaKTO NTHIUTE B 4yKJa CTpaHa
CH OTHBAT OT II'bT$1, 3aMUHABAT CH C
MBPTBUTE.

<44

Exile

A thorn holds me tight

Stopping me from forgetting

The shirt of the dead

In the body of words

The trees of the way

Ghosts who don’t come back

To eat of the night

A branch of bramble

Death becomes a garden

I thought you were a clearing

Here you are in between intertwined
branches

In the great sorrow of death

Our soon-to-be mother

The birds of lies

Among the dead

Of the hungry earth.

As tremble the word, so too tremble
The sound

And like birds in a foreign land

On the way off they go, walking with
the dead.

Exil

une épine me serre
m‘empéchant d‘oublier

la chemise des morts

dans le corps des mots

les arbres du chemin

revenants sans retour

a manger de la nuit

une branche de ronce

la mort se fait jardin

je te croyais clairiére

te voila entre branches mélées
dans le grand chagrin de la mort
notre meére a venir

les oiseaux du mentir

parmi les trépasses

de la terre affamée.

Comme tremblent les mots, que
tremble aussi le son

et comme les oiseaux en pays étranger

sur le chemin s‘en vont et marchent
avec les morts.



KeHa

KeHa-kopa oT J'bpBO, KOTTHEX /1A Ce
3aBbpHE

K'bM Hal-’bpBaTa iyMa OT
pactuTesiHaTaA a30yKa.
’Kena-nemneJ, rrbcToTaTa HAa AYMUTE,
U3pabOTEeHH OT 3eMsATA.
’KeHna-BbJiHa, OTpa’KeHUE HA CKAJIATAa,
CbTBOpPEHA OT CPUUYKUTE B OJiecTsuiaTa
KOIMPHHA OT KOJIeOJMBH 3aeKBallH.
Kena-poxzaeHue, nsiHa,

K'bJIETO THE3/IU MITHIaTa B THEBHUS
JleH Ha 6oroBeTe.

’KeHa-06s1aK, MOPCKO BbJIHEHHUE OT
OypeHOCHH o6JaIu

B IPOCTPAHCTBOTO, 3a4EPBEHO OT
npeJJIoKeHUs.

’Kena-des1, pbKa, mos0KeHa BbPXY
CTpajlaHusATa Ha CBETA,

naselja HallluTe CbHHUINA.
YKeHa-n1aMbK, €J1ab KaTO CBETJIUTE
OTBOPEHM KpHJIa HA Bb3/AUIIKA,
M3/JlaZieHa OT HeXXHa MUJIyBKa.
’Kena-cBeTkaBMIIa, 3B€3/1a Ha
HaJex/jgaTa

Ha IbPBOTO YYTO U3pevyeHUe Ha
JIIOOUMMUSI,

J10 KOCMHYecKaTa nperpb/aKa.
’Kena-cBeT/iMHa, mpo3paveH ceZied Ha
BOasa,

Ha CBaTOGeHHUTe NMpa3HeHCTBa Ha
KOHTHHEHTa,

YaK 10 10J06HeTOo Ha TeJsaTa.
’KeHa-cripaBeJIMBOCT, IJIAaCT BbPXY
IJIACT JIMIIQ,

MEXK/y BESHUTE U Meya, KOSITO BUKa 3a
PaBEHCTBO.

Kena-my3uka, Teuyala Bojia, HOCeHa
Jl0 HECBBPIIBAIIMS Kpaii Ha CBeTa,
XOpBbT Ha AppoauTa OT MeCHUTE 3a
COJIUIAPHOCTTA.

Kena, o6/1e4eHa B roJIOTO U3SIIECTBO
Ha CBOATA TUIINHA,

KOSITO HOCH JI'bJIGOKO BpsI3aHH B
TSJIOTO paHU

OT [yMUTe Ha CBOGO/a.

Woman

Woman bark of tree, a longing to
return to the very first

Word of the plant alphabet

Woman ash, the thickness of words
Worked by the earth

Woman wave, reflection of the rock
made of syllables

In the shimmering silk of hesitant
stammers

Woman birth, foam where nestles
The bird on the wrathful day of the
gods

Woman cloud, the swell of cumulus
In the space reddened by proposals
Woman fairy, a hand laid on the
anguish of

The world, guarding our sleeping
Woman flame, like the blond open
wings

Of a sigh freed by a gentle caress
Woman lightning, star of the hope of
the first heard sentence

Of the loved one, until the cosmic
embrace

Woman light, transparent shell of the
Veil, on the continent of wedding
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celebrations until

The bodies are alike

Woman justice, layer upon layer of
faces

Between scales and sword, who shout
for equality

Woman music, flowing water carried
to the

Unending end of the world, Aphrodite
choir of the songs of

Solidarity

Woman clad of the naked grace of her
silence

which carries in the words of skin-
deep wounds

freedom
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Femme

Femme-écorce, envie de retourner au
premier mot d'un alphabet végétal
Femme-cendre, I'épaisseur des mots
que travaille la terre

Femme-vague, reflet du rocher

des syllabes dans la moire des
balbutiements

Femme-naissance, I’écume ou niche
I'oiseau un jour de colere des dieux
Femme- nuage, la houle des cumulus
dans I'espace rouge des déclarations
Femme-fée, la main posée sur
I'angoisse du monde, veilleuse des
endormissements

Femme-flamme, déliée comme les ailes
blondes d’un soupir quand la caresse
la délivre

Femme-éclair, I'étoile d’espérer la
premiére phrase de 'aimé jusqu’a
I'enlacement cosmique.
Femme-lumiére, la nacre transparente
du voile, dans le continent des noces
jusqu’a la ressemblance des corps
Femme-justice, palimpseste des
visages entre balance et glaive, qui
crient I'égalité

Femme-musique, onde portée a I'infini
du monde, chceur Aphrodite des chants
de solidarité.

Femme de la grace nue de son silence
ala peau blessée des mots qui
contiennent la liberté.



Niculina Oprea (Romania)

Hukynuna Onpea (PymbHUs)

Hukyauna Onpea (1957) e nucameska u npegodauka. 3a8spuwea
npaso. Ynenysa 8 Ceto3a Ha pymeHckume nucameau u IIEH,
Typyus. Kueee e Bykypew,. HelilHu cmuxoee ca npegedeHu Ha
@peHcKu, aHeAulicKu, HeMCKU, UCNAHCKU, MypcKU, NOJCKU, apaob-
CKU, CpBOCKU, A16AHCKU, KUMaticKu, INOHCKU, mesyay U dp. e3uyu.
KHuzu ¢ noesusi: ,Bog 6odume Ha AxepoH’; 1994; ,[IpemunasaHe’]
1996; ,Ilod0 mupanusima Ha muwuHama’, 2000; ,/lumaHuu Ha
peba Ha namemma’, 2002; ,Ilpe3 aamomo we 6sdew cowjama’,
2004; ,Iloumu uepHo’; 2004; ,Hawusim scueom u icusomsm Ha
dpyeume’; 2008; ,Koperu npes npaza’; 2016.

MescdyHapooHu  decmusaau: (Ce8emoeeH KOH2pec HA No-
emume, HU3paesn, 2012; Konepec Ha noemume, l'epyus, 2011;
MescdyHapodeHn aumepamyper dpecmusan - Opady, Typyus, 2010;
MescdyHapooHu aumepamypHu oHu - Akaka, Typyus, 2010;
MescdyHapoden noemuuvecku gecmuean - Ilapuxc, ®PpaHyus,
2009; MecdyHapodeH noemuuecku pecmusan ,CmuxomeopeH
Hcmanoya'; Typyus, 2008.

Hazpadu: AD-VISUM”, Basi Mape, 2005; ,Haaman’; J/lubus, 2011;
Hazpada ,/Juorucoc Conomoc’, Il'epyus, 2011; Medaa 3a nocmu-
JHeHus 8 noe3usima u flunjioma om 22-pust KOHepec Ha noemume,
Jlapuca, l'epyus, 2011; ,,[loem Ha 2zo0uHama’; AabaHusi, 2015.

Niculina OPREA is a poet, translator and essayist. She was born
in 1957 in Melinesti and graduated Law. She is a member of the
Romanian Writers’ Union and PEN, Turkey. Niculina Oprea lives in
Bucharest. Her poems are translated in French, English, German,
Spanish, Turkish, Polish, Arab, Serbian, Albanian, Chinese, Japanese
and Teluguy, etc.

Poetry books: In Acheron’s Waters, 1994; The Passage, 1996;
Under the Tyranny of Silence, 2000; Litanies at the Edge of the
Memory, 2002; Next Summer You Will Be the Same, 2004; Almost
Black, 2004; Our Lives and The Lives of Others, 2008; Roots over
Thresholds, 2016.

International Festivals: World Poets’ Congress, Kfar Saba, Israel,
2012; Poets’ Congress, Larissa, Greece, 2011, International Literary
Festival, Ordu, Turkey, 2010; International Literary Days, Akyaka,
Turkey, 2010; International Poetry Festival, Paris, France, 2009;
International Poetry Festival “Siir Istanbul’, Istanbul, Turkey, 2008;
International Poetry Festival, Paris, France, 2007.

Awards: "AD-VISUM’, Baia Mare, 2005; “Naaman’, Lebanon, 2011;
“Dionysos Solomos’, Larissa, Greece, 2011; Medal for Excellency in
Poetry and a Diploma, The 22nd Poets Congress. Larissa, Greece
2011; “The Poet of the Year’, Albania, 2015.



TbMHHUIIATA HA C/1aBesA

[TasgkbT

W3BUBA IUPYETU BbPXY CEHKUTE Ha
ChHA.

Hapg Hero

XOPU30HTHTE IJIETAT Maruw.

CeHKHUTe HH,

MPOXKEKTUPAHU HA TaBaHA Mo
YAaCOBHHMKOBATA CTPEJIKA,

ce OI"bBaT B apKu

K'bM p'b0a Ha IETCTBOTO.

KpbI'bT, B KOUTO IbPBO Ce CT'BMBA,
e TbMHHUIIATa Ha CJ1aBesl.

CnesBaM xo/ja Ha BpeMeTO
npe3 cbinaTa cepa.

Cb3By4HsiTa Ha JKUBOTA
Tpsi6Ba Jja U304rat OT 3aCTOs.

CyTpuH T'bIlaH4yeTaTa
JIOJIaBSIT 3BYLIUTE
Ha Or'bBallly Ce apKH.

Cmuxoeeme ca npesedeHu om Eaxka Jumumpoea
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The Nightingale's Night-Hole

The spider

makes pirouettes on the shadows of
the sleep,

above it,

horizons interweave the spells.

Our shadows

projected clockwise on the top
are arching

towards the edge of childhood.

The circle in which it sooner gets dark
is the nightingale’s night-hole.

I'm following the passing of time
through the same sphere.

The harmonies of life
are looking for escape from slowness.

The morning ear drums
unravel the sounds
of the round arches bending.

Temnita privighetorii

Paianjenul

face piruete pe umbrele somnului.
Deasupra lui

orizonturile impletesc descantece.

Umbrele noastre

proiectate in varful acelor de ceasornic
se apleaca

spre marginea copilariei.

Cercul in care s-a ITnnoptat prea
devreme
este temnita privighetorii.

Scurgerea timpului
o urmadresc prin aceeasi sfera.

Acordurile vietii
incep sa evadeze din Incetineala.

Timpanele diminetilor
deslusesc sunetele
din curbura arcelor de cerc.

The poems are translated by Lavinia Puflea, Elka Dimitrova



XKuBOTBHT Ha APVIrUTE U HAIIUAT X KUBOT

Hu cTpacrra,

HU epecTa,

HU GpayHaTa XaJika, Bpsi3aHa B IUTBTTA,
JbJIO0KO,

HU arjioMepalusiTa Ha KOpoHaTa U
XpaMoBeTe

MOTaT Jla OTHEMAT PaZioCcTTa OT OHe3U
MUTOBE, KOTaTo

CTOZENX KPbBTA CH — B PAXK/IAHETO —
C 'bILLEPUTE CH.

XpaMBT BBTpe B MEH Ce CPUHA.

CaMo 602KECTBO MOIJIO 6U

Jla Me Bb3/JJUTHe OT CAHKAaTa Ha TAJIOTO
npej OYrTe

Ha U3KYCHUS KOHTJIbOP, KOUTO MpeMsiTa
OT e/IHAa CTPaHa Ha JIpyTa J'bXaTa C JINK
Ha MpHUHIEeCa,

JII060B CbC BKYC Ha IerneJ,
ZyMH, TIO-CTYZieH! OT ONalllKaTa Ha
ryiep.

HUckaM c ¢puHa reba Aa U3TPUSA MaMeTTa
cy, l'ocogy,

HO HSKOU NpoJ'bJiXKaBa Jja MU OTHEMA
robbaTa.

2KuvBes c Ta3u Bsipa NOCTOSHHO.
Co6CTBEHHUST MU KUBOT 3aBUCH
OT NPO3PAYHOCTTA HA YHHUKEHHUETO.

[I'b/1HO MpUMHpeEHHe.

[IpoKkaXkeH ChH U CIIOMEH — KaTo
BBJAYHILIA,
KOSITO YaKa /1a POAH...

CnOKONCTBUETO 1Ue JIETH KbM JPYyTrU
BevepHu.

OT Henpe/cKa3yeMH ‘bIVIM U36JMKHAIH,
HEHA30BUMH U3BOPH LiIe U3TACAT
YKaKJaTa Ha MPaxTa, KOSITO 1je CbM
CTaHaJja.

Koraro foiize ToH,
11le IO MOCpelllHe CIHKATa Ha 6yJIKaTa,
KOATO 64X,

U 1I1e OTKpHUEe KalldHa, B KOWTO CMecBax
KMBOTA Ha APYyruTe C HalllrA }KUBOT.

The Lives of the Others

Not the passion,

nor the heresy,

nor the wedding ring incised into the
flesh, deep down,

nor the agglomeration between the
crown and temples

can remove the moment's joy

to share, at birth, the blood

with my daughters.

The church within has fallen down.

Only a divinity can rise me

from the body's shadow under the eyes
of the ingenious juggler who juggles
from one side to another the lie with a
face

of a princess,

love which tastes of ashes,
words colder than a lizard's tail.

[ want to sponge out my memory, God,
but somebody keeps stealing the fine
sponge from me.



and Our Lives

I breathe all the way this religion.
My own life is hanging
on the humiliation’s lucidity.

Total resignation,

leprous sleep and memory as a she-wolf
waiting to give birth...

Serenity will fly to other evenings.

From unimaginable angles,
inconceivable springs will quench the
thirst of dust

that I shall be.

When he will come,
he’ll find the shadow of the bride I was,

he’ll find the trap in which I mixed
the lives of others with the lives of ours.
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Vietile altora si vietile noastre

Nu patima,
nu erezia,
nici verigheta intrata in carne, adanc,

nici aglomerarea dintre crestet si tample
nu poate indeparta bucuria clipei

de a Imparti, la nastere, sangele

cu fiicele mele.

S-a prabusit biserica din mine.

Doar o divinitate ma poate ridica

din umbra trupului sub privirile
iscusitilor jongleri care trec

dintr-o parte Tn alta minciuna cu chip
de printes3,

iubirea cu gust de cenus3,
cuvintele mai reci decat coada soparlei.

Vreau sa-mi sterg memoria, doamne,
dar cineva imi tot furd buretele fin.

Respir aceasta religie pana la capat.
Propria mea viata atarna
de luciditatea umilintelor.

0 resemnare totala.

Un somn lepros si memoria ca o
lupoaica
ce asteapta sa fete...

Pentru alte amiezi va flutura
senindtatea.

Din unghiuri nebanuite,
nebanuite izvoare vor stinge
setea pulberii care voi fi.

Cand el va veni
va gasi umbra miresei celei care am fost,

va gdsi capcana in care am amestecat
vietile altora cu vietile noastre.



[los1 Jlunraapa Jlamraapy ([Janus)

Poul Lynggaard Damgaard (Denmark)

Ilon Jlunzaapd [amzaapd e podeH Ha 24 dekemepu 1977 2.
8 Pandepc, Ho uspacmea 6 Odep, a noHacmosiujem xcusee 8
Aapxyc, [laHus. 3agspwua e cnayuaadocm ,,06uecmeeHo 06-
pasosaHue” u pabomu kamo npenodagames no 0amcku e3ux u
8U3YA/IHU U3KYCMea.

Om 2012 2. lloa JluHeaapd Jameaapo ce usses8a kamo noem,
c8®p3aH ¢ LJenmespa 3a aumepamypa e Aapxyc (Aapxyc, [laHus,
3aedHo c [lagpoc, Kunosp, e Esponelicka cmoauya Ha Kyamypama
npe3 2017 2.)

Cmuxomeopenus Ha Iloa lamzaapd JluHzaapd ca ny6aukysaHu
8 HSIKO/IKO CKAHOUHABCKU aHmMo102uu U damcku c60pHUKa ¢ nNo-
e3us. Yuacmeasa e 8 MexcdyHapodHus noemuyecku ecmugas
»AHu Ha Haum“ (“Ditét e Naimit”) - 2017 e Temoso, MakedoHusi.
Iloesusama my csdospica ppazmeHmapHu 06pasu, Wpuxupawu
pPasNuYHU 8s3npusimus u yyecmea. CeHosudeHuUs1 HA 2pada u
MUCBAMA.

Cmuxoeeme ca npesedeHu om Bepa Heanosa

Poul Lynggaard Damgaard was born on December 24, 1977 in
Randers, but he grew in Odder and nowadays he lives in Aarhus,
Denmark. He has Bachelor degree in Social Education and works
as a teacher of Danish language and visual arts.

Since 2012, Poul Lynggaard Damgaard has been performing
as a poet connected to Aarhus Centre for Literature. (Aarhus,
Denmark, together with Pafos, Cyprus, was a European Capital
of Culture in 2017.)

Poul Lynggaard Damgaard’s poems are printed in several
Scandinavian anthologies and Danish poetry collections. He has
participated in the International Poetry Festival “Days of Naim”
(“Ditét e Naimit”) - 2017, which took place in Tetovo, Macedonia.
His poetry contains fragmentary images that stroking various
perceptions and feelings. Dreamscapes of town and mind.

The poems are translated by Rikke Kirchheiner
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Cxbnu rpage,

HWckam fa TU pa3kaka 3a IponacrtTa
MeXAy KbIIUTe U HAUUHa, 10 KOUTO
IIPO30PILUTE Ca OTB'BJ, BCUUKO.

3Hael JId Helllo 3a ToBa? 3Haell

JIM HAaYMHa, [10 KOMTO KBapTaauTe

ca I'bp’KaHU U3K'bCO Ype3 TBOETO
Cb3HaHUe, a TPYNU XOpa U3HUKBAT

[0 MOKpalHUHUTe Ha palioHa? He
CbM CUTYPHa, 4e ro 3Haell. [loHskora
LIMITBT Ha Oa/ITOHA THU € J0JIy Ha
MarucTpasaTa, a TH O6pbIIall rpbo,
cb6JIMYall NAaJTOTO CH, CKayall BbB
BOZIAaTa U OTIIyBalll. BissCBKBT Ha
J'bJraTa TH MOKpa Koca e CBeTJINHAaTa
Ha HOILIHOTO OCBETEHO NPOCTPAHCTBO.
Ha broja Ha 1aBHUSA BT, KbAETO
cToellle 3aHeMapeHaTa Kblla 6e3
IPO30pIiY, e IOCTaBeHa Oy/Ka, KbJETO
6e3HUTE U CIIOMEHHUTE Ha CTPafUTe
ce pojaBaT Ha nocetuteaure. Jlanu
TOBA Gellle HAUCTUHA TBOST HEMO3HAT
6paT WM Gellle TOYHO TH, KOTaTo
norJieJHax B OYHTeE NMPABO TaM?

C Hali-106pH NOXKeTaHuUs,
Enna kbija
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Dear City,

[ want to tell about the gap between
houses and the way the windows

are beyond everything. Do you know
anything about that? Do you know
the way neighbourhoods have been
pulled on a string through your
consciousness, and the groups of
people emerge on the fringe of an
area? I am not sure you do. Sometimes
the zip of your coat is a downhill
highway and you turn your back, you
throw your coat off, jump into the
water and swim away. The shining
of your long wet hair is the light of
the night’s illuminated space. On the
corner of the main road where the
neglected house without windows
used to be, a booth has been placed,
where the gaps and the buildings
memories are being sold to visitors.
Was it really your unknown brother, or
was it just you, I looked into the eyes
right there?

Best regards,
a house

Kaere By

Jeg vil forteelle om husenes
mellemrum, og den made vinduerne
er udenfor alting. Kender du noget

til det? Og kender du til den made
bydelene er trukket pa en snor
gennem bevidstheden, og den made
grupper af mennesker opstar i en
dialog pa kanten af et omrade ? jeg er
nemlig ikke sikker p3, at du ggr, for
nogle gange er lynldsen i din frakke
en nedlynet motorvej, og du vender
ryggen til. Du kaster frakken fra dig,
springer i vandet, og svgmmer veaek.
Det glinsende i dit lange vade har

er lyset fra nattens oplyste rum. Pa
hjgrnet ud til hovedvejen, hvor det
forsgmte hus uden vinduer 13 for,

er der blevet opstillet en bod, hvor
husenes mellemrum og deres minder
salges til besggende. Og var det
virkelig din ukendte bror; eller var det
bare dig, jeg sd i gjnene dér?

Keerlig hilsen
et hus



Yiunara

CnegBaMe Te npe3 ThJNaTa.
[I'bTHIIA ce mpecuyaTt 6e30POIHO B
yMa TH.

Tu npoa’b/KaBalll HaNpes,
AHOHHMMHOTO JIMLi€e He e IOTrpelIHa
cbaba.

Bu6pupaiiio npuKpUTHE Ha TBOS
HorJien,.

Tu npoab/KaBall HaNpeS,

TBOETO CbCTOSIHUE Ce MpeTeris Ha
Be3HHU.

Tu BBPBUII CJIAIO B IIpaBUJIHATA BAPaA.

Tu npoab/kaBall HaMpeJ,.

Muraiy Ji’b44 NOKPUBAT [VIe[KaTa TH.
Hukoill He MoXKe Jja Te pa3no3Hae KaTo
Te BUJH.

Tu npoab/KaBall HaMpeJ,.

[TorsnieabT e 6€e3J110/1eH.

TpsibBa fa BBPBUIL B Ta3U OCOKA.

Tu npogb/kaBall HalpeJ,.

Ille 6bAel pa3no3HaT

OT Apyrara CTpaHa Ha yJuLara.
BusyasHoCT 6€3 HAEHTUYHOCT.

Tu npogbmkaBall Hanpeg,

A3 ¥M3/113aM Ha y/nuuarTa.

Defense of the Street

We follow you through the crowd.
Roads are crossed countless times in
your mind.

You move on.

Anonymous face is not an erroneous
destiny.

A vibrating covering of your vision.
You move on.

Your condition is weighed in weighing
scales.

You walk blindly in the right faith.
You move on.

Blinking beams cover your view.
Nobody can distinguish you from the
seeing.

You move on.

The eye is deserted.

In that direction you must go.

You move on.

You will be recognized

from the other side of the street.
Visuality without identity.

You move on.

I'm going out on the street.

Gadens forsvar

Vi fglger dig gennem
menneskemaengden.

Veje krydses utallige gange i dit sind.
Du gar videre.

Anonymt ansigt er ikke en fejlagtig
skaebne.

En vibrerende tildaekning af dit syn.
Du gar videre.

Din tilstand vejes i veegtskale.

Du vandrer blindt i den rette tro.

Du gar videre.

Blinkende bjeelker deekker dit udsyn.
Ingen kan skelne dig fra den seende.
Du gar videre.

@jet ligger gde hen.

[ den retning ma du ga.

Du gar videre.

Du bliver genkendt

fra den anden side af gaden.
Visualitet uden identitet.

Du gar videre.

Jeg traeder ud pa gaden.
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Hysa 6e3 3Haum

CrnesBalll cTeHaTa JOKaTO CBBPIIU
¢ 6s171a IMHMSA. 33| CBeT/IMHATA €/lHA
I0COKa

B rpajia /ia 3acTaHe B IepudepusTa.
CeHkH ce BTypBaT HaJ pbKaTa

KaTo KJIOH Ha J'bPBO HaJ Te6.

EZVH NpBCT pa3cTosiHUE MEXAY
TYXJIUTe

CbCTaBJIsIBa OylIyBaIo Mope 6e3
Kopabu.

WMa nes KbM HEHTBPA,

KBb/IETO CTeHATa Ce IpeBpblla B

Ky THSL.

Ha 1pHOTO Ha Kyna ce HaMupa
pHUCYHKa

0/, 3ByLIUTE HA Ipajia.

<54

Nothing without Signs

You follow the wall until it ends

in a white line. Behind the light one
direction

within the city to stand in the
periphery.

Shadows rush over the arm

like a trees branch over you.

One finger spacing between bricks

constitutes a rolling sea without ships.

There is an aim towards the center,
where the wall turns into a box.

At the bottom of the pile a drawing is
under the sounds of the city.

Ingenting uden tegn

Du fglger muren ud til den ender

i en hvid linje. Bag lyset en retning
indenom byen for at std i periferi.
Skygger skyller hen over armen
som et traes grene over dig.

En fingers afstand mellem mursten
udggr et bglgende hav uden skibe.
Der skydes til méls mod centrum,
hvor muren bliver til en aeske.
Nederst i bunken ligger en tegning
under byens lyde.



Riki Daskal (Israel)

Puku /Jlackan (U3paeu)

Puku /lackas e podena 8 Xaligpa, Uzpaen npe3z 1953 2. 3asspuisa
YHusepcumema 6 Tea Asus ¢ 6akasasspcka cmeneH 8 cne-
yuaaHocmma ,Teampo3HaHue u saumepamypa’ H3yuasa u
cneyuasHocm ,06paszosaHue” 8 YHueepcumema 6 Xaliga.
3asspwea c mazucmspcka cmeneH no , Eepeticku uzcaedeamus
Hucmumyma ,Lllexmep”.

3a nps6 nsm nybaukysa noesus npes 1985 2. e edHo uspaesicko
JIUMepamypHo chucaHue.

Hoceza ca usaesnu wecm kHuzu ¢ noesust om Puku /Jackan:
LJJunus ceemauna’, 1989, ,,Bceku KonHee 3a jcecm Ha /1H0608°
1993, ,HHcmuHkmueHu cnomeHu’;, 2000, ,lly-xa56 2007,
»Boobpaxcaem gpakyamem’, 2012, ,,Kakmo e’} 2016.

Puku Jlackan e no6edumen 8 CecmezaHuemo 3a noe3us U npo3a
JAned” npesz 2000 e.

Ilpe3 2012 2. ms nosay4asa H3paesckama Hazpada 3a noowpsi-
saHe Ha meop4eckume nybaukayuu (ACUM).

Ilpe3 2017 2. - Hazpadama Ha MuHucmesp-npedcedame.si 3a Au-
mepamypHu NOCMUMCEHUSL.

Puku [flackas e omwiceHa, msi e Malika HA 4emupuma cuHa u
6aba Ha yemupu gHy4ema.

Cmuxoeeme ca npesedeHu om Eaxka Jumumpoea

Riki Daskal was born in Haifa, Israel in 1953. She graduated
with a Bachelor of Art degree (BA) from Tel-Aviv University with
specialization in Theatre Studies and Literature. She also studied
Education in Haifa University and graduated with a Master of
Arts (MA) in Jewish Studies from The Schechter Institute.

In 1985 her poetry was first published in an Israeli literary
magazine.

Six poetry books by Riki Daskal have been published so far: A
Line of Light, 1989, Everybody Yearns for a Gesture of Love, 1993,
Gut Memories, 2000, Shew-Bread, 2007, Imaginative Faculty,
2012, Asis, 2016.

Riki Daskal is the winner of the 2000 Israeli Alef Competition for
Poetry and Prose.

In 2012, she received the Israeli ACUM award for the
Encouragement of Creative Publications.

The 2017 Prime minister's Prize for Literature Achievements.
Riki Daskal is married, she is the mother of four sons and a
grandmother of four grandchildren.

The poems are translated by the author



JiBe ctTuxorBOopeHus 3a Ucyc

A

3npau B HeGecaTa Ha Hazaper

HUcyce Ucyce

npejy XUasja 1eBeTCTOTHH U NeTAeceT FTOAUHU

a3 MOMMUe 3eJIEeHOOKO

©O0COHOI'0 U JJMBO

LIIX CUTYPHO Jia opa

kadsBUTe XbJIMOBe Ha HazaperT c Teb.

lllax fga wesnyBaM Bb3NaJleHUTE TH 09U

Jla BAMILIBaM OT KocaTa TH MylleKa Ha TJeelldd Top
U Jla Te A'bpNlaM C MeH 110 LieJIMA I'bT KbM BbpPxXa Ha X'bJIMa
Y 1a BUKaM U Ja BukaM Hcyce! HUcyce!

Bk - MMa KpbB BBB HE6ETO

b

PaHa B mpoKomaHaTa OT Kapuepa IJIaHuHa

Ha Bbpxa M BIK/JIaM H3BUCEH B MOCJAEJHUTE JI'bYU

HUcyc npukoBaH 60COHOT, C IIUPOKO OTBOPEHU 0YU K'bM
6e3aHaTa

K'bM HaOCTPEHUTE KaM'bHH Jle6HellH B Kpas Ha OTYassHUS
MY CKOK.

Cera, B 10Ji€ OT 3PEENIH CAbHYOIIEAN

Mexay Ten Apamum u 'mHerap,
BIDK/IaM BB BEXHEL[UTE CHONU

HO3€eTe My Jla KbpBAT B IP'bCTTA HA JOJIMHATA.
<56

Two Poems about Jesus

A

Twilight in the skies of Nazareth

Jesus Jesus

one thousand nine hundred and fifty years ago

[ a green-eyed girl

barefoot and wild

would surely have plowed

the brown Nazareth hills with you.

I'd have kissed your inflamed eyes

smelled in your hair the smoke of smoldering dung
and dragged you with me, all the way to the top of the hill
and shouted and shouted Jesus! Jesus!

Look - there’s blood in the sky

B

A wound in the quarried mountain

at its peak I see mounted in the last rays

Jesus fixed barefoot, wide-eyed to the abyss to

the sharpened stones waiting for him at the end of his
desperate leap.

Now, in a field of ripening sunflowers

between Tel Adashim and Ginegar

I see, in the fading sheaves

his feet bleeding into the valley’s soil.



IleceH Ha KaM'BbHUTE

KaTo r1rHa B pblieTe Ha JieTe € MEKO JIMI[ETO MU
KaTO CKaJia B pblieTe Ha bor

B'bJIHA CJIe/l BbJIHA OT KAMbHU IJIUCBAT BCTPAHU
JIOKaTO MPEKOCABAM MyCTUHSATA

KaTo Kopab ¢ 06bp eKUnax

BCEKU KaM'bK KaTO J'bX KaTO JIbX BCEKH KaMbK
KCKaM Jia JJOKOCHA BCEKH KaM'bK BCEKH KaM'bK
HCKaM J1a Ce OTPHsl BbB BCEKH KAMBK BbB BCEKU KaM'bK
Jla ce OTpHsS U J1a 00'bpHA

60COHOTO0 TAJIO KbM BCEKH KaM'bK K'bM BCEKH KAM'BK
60COHOr0 TSAJIO

Jla yceTsl TEXHUTE KyXHUHHU Jia yCeTs TpanaBuHaTa
rpanaBuHAaTa [ja yCeTs TEXHUTE MPOBOXKJaHUS

10 KAM'bHH M3Ka4yBa Ce TAJOTO

TSAJIOTO Ce U3KayBa [10 KaM'bHHU

KaTo BHHO 110 e31Ka

KaTo KpacoTa B OKOTO

KaTo 60JIKa B CTAOUHUTE

HO Ha MeH MaJIKO MU Tpsi6Ba

JIOKBA OT CsIHKa 10/ aKalusTa

rJie/lkaTa Ha aHTUJIONHUTE BUCOKO Ha BbpXa
JI'bXa Ha [IylllaTa B HO3JPUTE MU

A Song of the Stones

Like clay in the hands of a child my face is soft

like a rock in the hands of God

wave after wave of stones spray to the sides

when I cross the desert

like a well-crewed ship

every stone like a breath like a breath every stone

[ want to touch every stone touch every stone

[ want to rub against every stone against every stone
to rub and turn

a barefoot body on every stone on every stone a barefoot
body

to feel their hollows feel the roughness

the roughness to feel their piercings

stone breasting body

body breasting stone

like wine on the tongue

like beauty in the eye

like pain in the gut

but I made do with little

a puddle of shade under the acacia
the view of antelopes high on the hill
the soul’s breath in my nostrils
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Shaip EMERLLAHU (Macedonia)

[lann EmMepnaxy (MakenoHus)

Hlaun Emepaaxy (1962) e makedoHcku nucamea. Yuu 8 yHugepcume-
mume 6 Ilpuwuxa u Tupawa. Jokmop e no 1umepamypa, 1eKmop 8
Temosckus depiicaseH yHugepcumem.

Asmop e Ha noemuueckume kHueu ,KpsujenHuemo Ha 2oduHume”
(1994), ,Hzzybenusm npoekm® (1997) u ,Ilo-maskama cmspm”
(2001). IIpe3 2004 Xopeamckusim IIEH yenmesp u Acoyuayusima Ha
nucameaume 8 Xopsamust ny61uKyeam He208 hoemu4ecku c60pHUK
Ha aa6aHcku u xspeamcku. Cewyama 200uHa 8 CKkonue u3au3a cmu-
xoc6upkama My ,/leopcku cou” I[Ipesz 2000 Emepaaxy cebupa caude-
mesicmea Ha o4esudyu om kaaHemama 8 Kocoso u uzdasa Ha as-
6aHcKku u aHeauticku c6opHuka ,Hue caedemescmeame’ Ilpesz 2009
cmuxoc6upkama My ,Ilapyairume Ha xcusoma” uziuza 8 Umaaus
u AHenusi, a npes 2014 kHuzama My ,,AA6AHCKUSIM MAPAMOH” — 868
®panyus. ,/lyem Ha nemuwama’; noemuyecku duanoez Ha Emepaaxy
u Tapo Auzo, e omneuamana & Anonus. IIpez 2017 Ha kumaticku
e3UK u3/1u3a noemuveckama My kHuea ,llapyasume Ha sxcusoma” 8
TatisaH. [IpesestcdaH e Ha UCNAHCKU, UBpUM, ApabCKU, YKPAUHCKU, KO-
pelicku, XuHou, mypcKu, no/AcKU, KAMa/ayHcKu, 60wHsswku u op. Llaun
Emepaaxy e ocHosame u dupekmop Ha MeswcdyHapodHus noemude-
cku pecmusan ,/JHu Ha Haum“ ¢ 21-200uwHa ucmopusi.

Hocumen e Ha [pamoma 3a npuHoc 8 6612apo-a16aHcKume Kyamyp-
HU 8pP®3KU U HA 3/1ameH Medan ,AnekcaHdsp Beauku'; lapyusi.

Shaip Emérllahu (1962) is a Macedonian writer. He graduated
from Prishtina and Tirana Universities. He is a PhD in Literature
and works as a lecturer at the State University of Tetovo. Shaip
Emérllahu is the author of the poetry books “The Baptism of Years”
(1994), “Broken Project” (1997) and “Lesser Death” (2001). In 2001,
the Orient-Occident Academy in Bucharest published his poetry book
“Lesser Death”. In 2004, the Croatian PEN and the Croatian Writers®
Association published his bilingual book “Poetry” in Croatian and
Albanian, and in Skopje a book of selected poems of his “Court Dream”
was printed. In 2000, Emérllahu edited a book of testimonies of the
massacres in Kosovo, named “We Witness” In 2009, in Italy and
England, his book “The Rags of Life” appeared. In 2014 his poetry
book , The Albanian Marathon” was published in France. In Japan,
a poetic dialogue of Emérillahu and Taro Aizu was issued (“Duet of
Roads”). In 2017, his poetry book “Life’s Rags” appeared in Mandarine
language in Taiwan. Poems of his were published in Spanish, Hebrew,
Arabic, Korean, Ukrainian, Hindi, Turkish, Polish, Catalonian, Bosnian,
etc. Shaip Emérilahu is the founder and director of the International
Poetry Festival “Days of Naim” of already 21 years history.

He has got a Diploma for his contribution in the Bulgarian-Albanian
cultural relations and a Golden Medal “Alexander the Great” from
UNECSO -Greece.



Ao6biaKkuTe Ha TeToBO

[Ipe3 3a/ipyKHUTE BEKOBE
TeToBO moAps3Balle U NOJUBALIE
CBOUTE A06'BJKOBH APbBYETA.

KaTo ny1ka c maTpoH! OT KaMeHHa COJI
1lle MCKall a u30yxHell,

KOraTo I'M 3a0eJIeXH1l, 4e ca U3THUIIH
OT YepBeH.

Hakpas
Te Ca U3AJIM TOJIKOBA MHOTO,

4ye 3bOUTE UM CE U3ThIUIHU.

TeTtoBo, 1989 .

Cmuxoeeme ca npesedeHu om Bepa Heanosa
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The Apples of Tetova

through the concerted centuries
Tetova pruned and watered
its own apple trees

like rock salt

you’ll want to burst

when you spot them turned rotten
from maggots

in the end
they’ve eaten so much

their teeth went numb

Tetova, 1989

Mollét e Tetovés

népér koncerte shekujsh
i krasiste e ujiste Tetova
Mollét e veta

si koké kripe

té vjen té pélcasésh
kur i sheh tutje
siigrin dhémbiikeq
fundja

héngrén aq

sa t'u mpihen dhémbét

Tetové, 1989

The poems are translated by Craig Czury



Koraro mapara o6./1aga
Bb3/JyXa

Tu ce xBbp/U
B U3II'bJIHEHHE Ha OTHEHO TAHTO,
OT KOEeTO He MOTa /ja OTK'bCHA 04H.

Tu 3aMpasu fymuTe MU
C'bC CEBEPHU TeMIlepaTypH,
KOWTO MyIIIHA B PKOOOBETE M.

KaTo urpauka 3a y10BOJICTBHE
ce IpeJia/iax B pP'bLETE TH,

TBOSIT pUTYaJieH KOHIEPT
Me IpeBbpHA
B'bB BUELIU [[UT'YJIKH.

[lapata 06/1a7a Bb3Ayxa
HaBCAKB/E,
CUJIyeTH Ha aHTeJIM ce CIyCHaxa

B UBUJIM3AlMsATA Ha 60KeCTBEHATa
KHUTQ,

KbJETO TH CH OCTABUJI JIIO6OBTA

Y C IJIaMTSALA 0YM MU IpoYeTe 3a
Apam u EBa

KaTO OCMsI MHUTa 3a ChI'PellaBaHEeTO
¢ 6pyTasHOCTTa Ha 6e3rpaHUYHa MOXOT.

When the Steam Donned
Air
You have thrown yourself

into a performance of fiery tango
which cannot be torn off my eyes

You froze my words
with Northern temperatures
you put them into my pockets

Like a toy of pleasure
[ surrendered to your hands

your ritual concert
turned me
into howling violins

The steam donned air
Everywhere,
silhouettes of angels descended

into the divine book-civilization

you have put love

with fiery eyes you read Eve and Adam
to me

you scoffed the myth of sinning
with bestiality of unlimited lust

Kur ajrin e vishte avulli

e fute veten
né njé performanceé tangoje afshi
gé s‘'mé shqitet prej sysh

m'‘i ngrive fjalét
me temperaturé Veriu,
né xhep m'i fusje

si lodér kénagésie
u jepesha duarve tua

koncerti yt ritual
né violina ulérimash
meé kthente

ajrin e vishte avulli
gjithandaj,
silueta engjéjsh zbrisnin

né libérqytetérimin hyjnor
dashuriné e fute
me syzeafshi ma lexoje Evén e Adamin

mitin e mékatimit tallje
me bishériné e epshit té paané
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Korato gyxbTr
HaANoA00s1Ba TAHLA HA
3Be3jara

Jlowa Ho8uHa 3a noesusma, 3a aA6aHyume...
...[loemem ymps
KoraTo 3emeTpeceHHeTO OTHACA AyllaTa TH
U Gesie3UTe ce OTKPUBAT OT FOPYMBUHATA Ha
HaIlyCKaHeTO Ha I10eTa,
3all04YHU CTUXOTBOpEHHUE,
BUCOKO...

[ToeTsT 111e 0JIOBU HEroBaTa Bb3AUIIKA,
METEOPHUTEH ABX/ LIe Ce TOABU
B IIPOCTPAHCTBOTO Ha CpegHaTa 3€M4.

BpeMe fa KaxkeM CO0TOM,

KOTaTo TH JIUIICBALI
IpY Tpa3HyBaHETO Ha noe3usTa... (B Jlozes),
B'BB BeYEepHHTE YaCOBe, KOraTo HU
IOATOTBSIL 32 HOBUHATA ...

3a CMbPTTA Ha [0€eTa.

BpeMe J1a KaxkeM COOTOM,

KOraTO BEYepTa Ha KUBOTa Ce CIyCKa,
[0eTLT 3aMUHAaBa Jajiey,

KOraTo JyXbT HaNozo06s5Ba 3Be3/1aTa
Y TaHIyBa... c Pekara.

Cogrom!
<62

When Spirit Resembles
the Dance of the Star

Bad news for Poetry, for the Albanians
..The POET died
When the earthquake takes your soul away
and the stains are broken from this acerbity
of the poet’s leaving
open a poem,
aloud...

The poet will perceive its sigh
meteorite rain will appear
in the space of middle ground

Time to say farewell

when you are missing

in the rejoicing of poetry... (in Lodéve)

in the evening hours you prepare us for the
News...

for the poetic death

Time to say farewell

when the evening of life descends
the poet goes far away

when appearance resembles the star
and dances... with the River

Farewell!

Kur dukja shembéllen
vallézimin e yllit

lajmi i réndé per Poeziné, pér shqiptarét
... vdiq POETI
kur térmet ju merr shpirti
e thehen leqget nga kjo idhtési ikjepoeti
celni njé poezi,
me Zzé...

Poeti do ta ndijé oshétimén e saj
meteorshi do té shfaget
né hapsirén e meskalimit

Lamtumirén duhet théné

kur mungon

te shendi i poezisg, ... (né Lodeve)

oréve té mbrame na pérgatit pér kumtin...
pér vdekje poetike

Lamtumirén duhet théné
kur zbret mbrémjejeta
poeti ikén larg

ku dukja e shembéllen yllin

dhe vallézon... me Lumin

Lamtumiré!



Tozan Alkan (Turkey)

Tozan Ankan (Typuus)

Tosan Askan (1963) e poden e Hcman6ya. 3asepwea suyesi
LSJanramacapaii” u Yuueepcumema ,bozaszuuu’. [Ilpenodasa 6v8
@akyamema no yyxicou e3uyu Ha UcmaHbysckus yHusepcumem
u e 2naseH pedakmop Ha cnucaHue CN. YaeH e Ha [lpyrcecmeomo
Ha mypckume nucameau, Ha Cel3a HA npesodavume U Ha
IIEH - Typyus.

Iloemuuecku kHueu: ,Bpeme u wmacka’, ,H esmepsm’,
~Hadeeuepume Ha copyemo’; ,Omadaseye we dolide npu mebe
epadsm’. [Ipesedcda noe3uss om @ppeHcku u avaaulicku e3uk. B
Hez08a UHMepnpemayusi mypckume yumameu ce 3ano3Hasam
¢ ,Manugpecm 1918“ u ,H36paHu cmuxose” na Tpucmau Lapa.
Cecmasumen u npesodau e Ha ,H36paHu cmuxoee” om Bukmop
F0z0; ,,banada 3a 3ameopa PutiduHz” om Ockap Yaiind, ,M36paHu
cmuxoee” om Emuau JJukumceH; ,DpeHcKU pesoHYUOHHU NeCHU
1789 mpu noemuuecku kHuau Ha Yuasam Baelik, edHa Ha Puaun
Cyno, ,H36paHo” om Yunam Bsmasp Heiimc u dp. Knueume my ca
npesexcdaHu Ha aH2AULICKU, PPEHCKU, pYCKU, NOJICKU, nopmyaaJ-
CKU, 66/12apCKU, MAKeJOHCKU, KUMaticKu U KOpeliCKu e3UK.
Hazpadu 3a noesus: ,bexuem Atizan’; 2011; ,MemuH Aamok’; 2012.

Tozan Alkan was born in 1963 in Istanbul. He graduated from
Galatasaray College and Bosphorous University. He has worked
as a lecturer at Istanbul University, Department of Foreign
Languages, and an editor of C.N. magazine. He is a member of
the Writers’ Syndicate of Turkey (TYS), Turkish PEN, Turkish
Authors’ Association (ED) and Turkish Translators’ Organization
(CEVBIR). His poems are translated into many languages and he
has attended a number of national and international festivals.
Poetry books: Time and Mask, 2002; Early Evenings of Heart, 2005;
And the Wind, 2007; Death Will Hit the Spot, in English, 2010); The
City Will Come to You, 2014; Naked Dreams, in Bulgarian, 2014;
And The Wind, in Polish, 2013; Open Door, 2014; Death Will Hit
the Spot, in Croatian. Tozan Alkan’s poetry is translated in English,
French, Russian, Polish, Portuguese, Bulgarian, Macedonian,
Chinese and Korean languages.

Awards: Behget Aysan Poetry Award, 2011; Metin Altiok Poetry
Award, 2012.
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I'paga

OTnastede 1e JJ0i/ie TpH Te6 rPajbT,
HapaMuJI Mypraaa JIlo60B, 11ie Jjoi/ie.

OT KJIOHUTE Ha CAMOTHO /'bPBO
GOJIKUTE CH, POHEHKH, Lle JJoife.

Csieq TofMHY Ha YaKaHe B yTPUHHATA
MapaHs
KaTo paHeH KOH Ha BpaTaTa TH Lie Jon/e.

OT mpamrHoTo 06POYHILE HA JIUCTA U IEPA,
caBaHa CH 651J1, pa3K'bCBaMKH, Lle JJoie.

B urpa, cevesini pbKaTa, Uary6eHa B
JII060BTa,

oT 3a6paBaTa Ha MUHAJIOTO CH - I1[e
Jouje.

OT JIOHOTO Ha e3UKa, OT G'bp3UHaTa Ha
OYKBUTE,
OT JIyMUTE, OTOPYMJIM CJIOBOTO, I1ie 0H/Ie.

OTaasneue 1e j0i/ie Npu Te6 rpagbT,
IpeMUHABaKKH Ipe3 e/IMH Hapo/, I1ie
nouze.

IIpesod: Kadpue [ocecyp
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A City

A city will come to you from afar
will come burdened with a dark
infatuation

From branches of a desolate tree
will come shedding pain like a mulberry

After many a year on a misty morning
will come to your door like an injured
horse

From the dusty altar of paper and pen
will come galloping, ripping its white
shroud

Winning a hand that had lost in love
will come wiping out its past history
entirely

From the saddle of language, from the
speed of letters

will come to speech from deeply hurt
words

A city will come to you from afar
will come passing through a human race.

Translated by Suat Karantay

Sehir

Sana sehir gelecek uzaklardan
esmer bir agki yiiklenerek gelecek

Kimsesiz bir agacin dallarindan
acisini dut gibi dokerek gelecek

Yillar sonra bugulu bir sabah vakti
kapina yaral bir at gibi gelecek

Kagidin kalemin tozlu sunagindan
beyaz kefenini yirtarak gelecek

Askta kaybedilmis bir eli kazanip
gecmisini unutmaktan gelecek

Dilin terkisinden, harflerin hizindan
soze kiiskiin kelimelerden gelecek

Sana sehir gelecek uzaklardan
bir halkin i¢inden gecerek gelecek.



BpeMe 1 macka

BpemeTo e Macka;
HeBuHeH rpsx no 6sij1aTa XxapTus
MacTu/1eHO NeTHO OT pa3KassHHUs

He ce 3ak/touBaT BpaTuTe, HU
OTBBTPE, HU OTBBH

EnHo u cbiyo e B 'paiuHaTa Ha
CIIOMEHHUTe.

Pasnagzaiio ce 410, Hanpa3Ho
MUHaJIU TOJWHH...

[lebp HA OTPOBA € OPBULISH'BT,
Tu TpbrBall HAaHAKB/E C KOJOCAaHA
pusa,

A KOJIKO MHOTO TpynaJ CbM, Hal-Beye
CMBDT,

W BBbIpeKH ToBa He cMes Jia i ce
JloBeps

BpemeTo e Mmacka;
HeBuHeH rpsx no 6s1aTa xapTusi
MacTueHO [eTHO OT pa3KasgHUA

KakTo 651710 IETHO U3THYa — U3TEKOX
" a3

Pa3snenuxa ce MOpeTaTa, Ipa3HOoTaTa
Me XBdHa,

A3 - noTbHaJ KOpab, 6e3 HU eIUH
nacaxkep Ha 6opa,

AX, TH, 6€3pPBK OKTOMO/], KaK Me
CTHCHA 3a I'bPJIOTO,

Kak Bniu 36uTE CU B MeH!

OTkasax ce Jja 3anuiia

YepBeHUs CTUX, OTKPAJHAT OT
JII060BTA,

3al0To BalIMTE BJIaKOBe 6sxa 6e3
rapu

CeMadopuTe BU yraceHU, MbJIUaHUETO
BH - [JIYXO

HanpasHo TbpcUX NUCTOJIET IO
YapIIUUTE,

HampasHo ce oriexxzaax npep cebe cy,
3a/] cebe cH...

BpemeTo e Mmacka;

HeBuHeH rpsax no 6s1ata xapTus
MacTueHO NETHO OT pa3KasgiHUSA

IIpesod: Kadpue [xcecyp

Time and Mask

Time is also a mask of regrets,
Like a lost stain of ink that commits
The first sin on white sheets

Doors can’t be locked from the front
and back

Everyting is the same in the garden of
memories

A body fallen into pieces, years spent
in deceits

The poison leaks out of the ivy

You leave me in a starched shirt

[ gather up many things, mostly dead
bodies

But my own death will collect me one
day

Time is also a mask of regrets,
Like a lost stain of ink that commits
The first sin on white sheets

I too flowed into you like pureness

Seas cracked, emptiness clung to my

arms

I'm a sunken ship devoid of passengers

The octopus without arms! how cruelly
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you strangled me
How bloodily you gnawed my brain!

[ gave up writing

That red poem dramatized by loves
As your trains had no platforms to
approach,

Lanterns gave no lights, silence was
deaf,

I tried guns in the bazaars hopelessly,
Frisked myself from top to toe in vain

Time is also a mask of regrets,
Like a lost stain of ink that commits
The first sin on white sheets

Translated by Mesut Shenol
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Zaman ve Maske

Zaman da bir maske; pismanliklarin
Dalgin bir miirekkep lekesi gibi
Masum gilinahidir beyaz sayfalarin.

Kilit tutmuyor kapilarin 6nii arkasi,
Her sey aynidir anilarin bahgesinde.
Dagilan gévde, kuru siki yagsanmis
yillar...

Esirgemiyor zehrini sarmasik,

Sen ¢ekip gidiyorsun kolali gémleginle,
Bense ne ¢ok biriktirmisim, en ¢ok
olum,

Yine de glivenemiyorum oliimiime.

Zaman da bir maske; pismanliklarin
Dalgin bir miirekkep lekesi gibi
Masum gilinahidir beyaz sayfalarin.

Ben de beyaz bir leke gibi size aktim,
Denizler yarildi, bana tutundu bosluk,
Ben batik gemi, icimde higbir yolcu
yok,

Ah kolsuz ahtapot, nasil siktin
bogazimi,

Nasil disledin beynimi?

Vazgectim yazmaktan

Asklardan apartilan o kirmizi siiri,
Cilinkt istasyonsuzdu trenleriniz,
Fenerleriniz 151ks1z, suskunlugunuz
sagir

Bosuna tabancalar aradim ¢arsilarda
Oniimii arkami bosuna aradim.

Zaman da bir maske, pismanliklarin
Dalgin bir miirekkep lekesi gibi
Masum gilinahidir sayfalarin.
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Elena Divarova

Esiena /luBapoBa

Enena /lusaposa e aemop Ha kHuzume ,./Iyda kanka 0wsxc0”
(1991), cmuxomeopeHusi, ,[la nozaedHew kom cebe cu” (1999),
AumepamypHa aHkema csc Cmegan Ilamykos, ,Baakose”
(2010), cmuxomeopeHus, ,H3kausaHe c aayxapue” (2014),
CMUX0mMeopeHusl.

Ilybauxysa ouepyu, penopmaxcu, hoesus U JAUMEPAMypHd
Kpumuka 8 pe2UoHaIHU U HAYUOHA/HU U30aHus, cped KOumo
cn. Jlramek’, e-k ,Beazapcku nucamen’, 8-k "Cirosomo OHec’,
8-k “Yuumesacko deno’, Jlumepamypen eecmuux’, cn. ,Tpakus”
(Ilnosdus), aamamax ,KyamypHa naaumpa” (llepHuk), aamaHax
,Ceema eopa”(Beauko TopHos0), 8-k ,./lumepamypa u o6ujecmeo”
(BapHa). Ouepyu u penopmasicu 8 u30aHusima Ha apMeHckama
o6buHocm 8 baazapus -, Xatiep’, ,Ilapexkopdszazaxu yaiiv’, ,Baxan’.
Ilpesexcda meop6u Ha ce8peMeHHU PYCKU noemu.

HeliHu meop6u ca nomecmeHu 8 C6OpHUYU ¢ noe3ust 8 [epmaHusi,
Ilonwa, Pycusi u Copbus. Ynen e Ha CBII, Ha Cet03a HA HAY4YHUME
pabomuuyu 8 Bwazapus, Ha CBEXX u Ha /lpyscecmsomo Ha
nsioedusckume nucamenu.

Elena Divarova lives and works in Plovdiv, Bulgaria. She has
published three books of poetry and one study on the works of
the literary historian Stefan Pamukov. Her works are extensively
published in Bulgaria, as well as in poetry collections in Germany,
Poland, Russia and Serbia. She also translates contemporary
Russian poetry. She holds an MA in philological sciences and is
a member of the Union of Bulgarian Writers, the Philological
department of the Union of Bulgarian Scientists, the Union of
Bulgarian Journalists and the Association of Plovdiv Writers.
She has worked many years for the periodical editions of the
Armenian community in Bulgaria.

The poems are translated by Lilia Tamamdzhieva
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be3

bes3 apHO yamu.
[lorneau 6e3 MUCHIL
JyMu 6e3 cbplie.

He

JlaHo fo4yakaMm
Jla ce IPeBbPHE B HELIO
HOBO Ka3Baiuar ,He!”

Jluar1Hosa

KoJsiko 6oJka TynTu
B PasLIMPEHUTE BEHU
Ha BpeMETO.

CbMHU-MPBKHHU

CbMBa U Mp'bKBa.
[lycto e B cTapus LBOD.
CbpMBa 1 MpBKBa.
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Less

Bottomless glasses.
Senseless looks.
Heartless words.

No

Hoping to see,
he who says ,,no“
to say something new!

Diagnosis

So much pain
in the varicose veins
of time.

Dawn and dusk

At dawn
the old yard is so bare
as at dusk



Quo vadis
Ha [Jobpu XKomes

Kwbpme ce xpuer, [ociogn,
OT XVIIJHNYECKY YCTPeMeHaTa KbM Teb 110008
Ha TOJIKOBA HOBOIIOBSIPBAJIN?

Taka ca Ib/IHY CHC MOUTBU U C'HJI3U OYUTE HIL...

Ha rryTHnnm ce BTypBaMe ciiefi BCsKa TBOS
MICTVHCKA VI M3MMCTIEHa Crlefja

Y — HEOTKPUIN Te —

e[IVIH JPYT ce 3aKpUBaMe.

IIle mpeo6ppHeM Bcruku [Inmpamupy,
XuMasnanre 1e pasopem,

1le BIe3eM YaK B OTXOZHNUTE KaHa/lIN Ha
METaIONCUTE,

11le BKapaMe B KOMIIIOTbPHMA Pa3yM BCUYKU

CTapoIll€4aTH!, CTap0O3aBETHU, CTAPOBEPCKU KHUTU

U 11l TU IIPOYETEM I10 HOBOMY.

W BapBame - 111e Te OTKpueM!

He moxxer ma ns6sarau, Tocionu,

OT CTP'bBHATa HY XKaJ| 1a Te€ IOCTUTHEM, /la Te
IIpUTEXaBaMe.

Hanm ymeeM fga npoHMKHEM
10 BCUYKO ChIeCTBYBaIo!

A Ty ocTaBall Bce Taka fajiede

YVUIU ITBK TYK — I'bIOOKO BBB HelllaTa,
I'bJIOGOKO 0 HEOOSACHMMOCT.

V Hye mpopb/DKaBaMe ia ThPCUM.
VsmbnBame OUTa C €HO U3MICIIEHO
OT HaC TBOE IIPUCHCTBUE —

y4eHus, Mefuy, oOpeny,

Ky/ITOBE, XpaMOBE — CTapy ¥ HOBIL...

Kbpe cn?
OTHOBO /1M OTHBAIII
B HOBU I'bI0VIHY

Ha Tasy BEYHO C'h3MjjaBaHa oT Teb Bcenena?

Kwbpe orusam, [ocmogn?

[Ile mpoxb>kaBaMe M OlLle Jla T€ ThPCUM?

WU ome ma He Te mocTurame?
W ome ma He mocTuramMme...



Quo vadis

Where are you, God?

Where are you hiding?

From the predatory love

Of so many new-believers?

Our eyes so full of tears and prayers...
We rush like pack of wolves

After every real or imaginary sign of you

And bury each other, when we don't find you.

We'll turn the Pyramids upside down,

We'll dig the Himalayas,

We'll go down the megapolises’ drain canals,
We'll read all old religious writings

And convert them into a computer code...
And we believe - we'll find you!

Lord, you can’t escape

From our predatory thirst to own you -
Because it’s true, we can pervade

Into all that is existing.

And yet you are so far
Or here in an inexplicable depth.
<72

And we continue our search

Filling our lives with a fantasy presence -
Teachings, media, rituals,

Cults, temples, old and new...

Where are you?

Are you going again into new depths
Of this perpetual universe?

Where are you going, God?

Shall we continue our search?

And still never reach you?

And still never reach you ...



Stanislava Stanoeva

Cra”ucJsaBa CTaHoeBa

CmaHucaasa CmaHoesa e podeHa 8 I1108dus. 3asspwiuaa cne-
yuaavocm ,Beazapcka gpunonozus”e I1Y ,I1. Xusendapcku”
Asmop Ha cmuxocbupkume ,Cmspmma Ha nasaava“ (1999),
LIosem e kameka” (2003), ,[padose u dpyzu ocmposu” (2009),
»Teopusi Ha ecuuko” (2012).

Hma MHOMCECMB0 NYy6AUKAYUU 8 6BA2aPCKU AUMEPAMYPHU ChU-
CAHUS U BeCMHUYU, KAKMO U decemku Ha2padu om HQYUoOHAAHU
U MexcQyHapooHU AumepamypHu KOHKYpCuU.

Cmuxoseme i ca ekao4eHu 8 MedxcdyHapodeH 6aikaHcKu c6op-
Huk, Hcmau6ya (2007), c6opHuk Ha /IoH0OHCKOMO noemu4ecko
obwecmeso, JlondoH (2009), cbopHuk ,/lupuka 2010“ na H/K,
Cogpus (2011), ,Aumonozcus Ha Geazapckama noe3usi - XXI eek’,
Cogpus (2015).

HeliHu meop6u Mozam da 6sdam omKkpumu 8 20/1emume Hayuo-
HA/HU 8UPMYa/HU 6UBIUOMEKU U 8 HAKONKO 4yic0ecmpaHHU
esaekmpoHHU cnucaHusi 8 CALL, BeaukobpumaHrust u [epmaHusi.
Cmuxoeeme 1l ca npesedeHU Ha MypCKU, QH2AUUCKU U HEMCKU
e3UK.

———

Born in Plovdiv, Stanislava Stanoeva graduated “Bulgarian
philology” at PU “P. Hilendarski *

She is the author of 4 poetry books - “The Death of the
Executioner” (1999), A Flight in the Stone” (2003), “Cities and
other Islands” (2009), “Theory of Everything” (2012).

She has numerous publications in Bulgarian literary magazines
and newspapers, as well as many awards from national and
international literary competitions.

Her poems are included in the International Balkan Collection,
Istanbul (2007), a collection of London Poetry Society, London
(2009), the collection “Lyrics 2010, National Palace of Culture,
Sofia 2011, “Anthology of Bulgarian Poetry XXI century’, Sofia
(2015).

Her works can be found in major national virtual libraries and in
several foreign electronic journals in the USA, UK and Germany.
Her poems have been translated into Turkish, English and
German.

The poems are translated by Svetlana Komogorova-Komata
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[pux

oTJIeTsIXa NITULUTE
IpU30pHU

ocTaHa 6e3 Bb3/yX He6eTo

YepHUSAT LIbpKeJl
3ace/iHa HAa XOPU30HTA -
TbMeH Kopab Ha I{acTHeTo

iejax
HebGeTo ce poHellle KaTo XJisi6
TpoXa 110 TPoxa 3aBaJisixa 'bPBUTE KallKU

yTpe

e I'bpPBUSAT JIeH Ha CHera
651J1 KaTo APYTUTE LUIbPKeJIU
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A Touch

birds flew away
before dawn

the sky remained airless

the black stork
got stranded on the horizon -
a dark ship of happiness

[ was watching
the sky crumbled like bread
crumb by crumb the first drops fell

tomorrow
is the first day of snow
as white as all storks



Hayka
CTOA ¥ HabJIl0JaBaM KaK 3Be3/JUTe

HU3npamaT CBOeTo AaJIeYHO MHUHAJIO

KuBes cpeJ; PU3NIHUTE 3aKOHU
KOWTO Ollle HUKOH He e BIK/AaI

raziad 1o OTCe4eHuTe A bHEPH
KOTa 1 KaK 1ie ce poau MeCUudaTa

AbpBeTaTa IOHUKBAT TbH HEBUHHU
a [ocjie CTaBaT KPbCTOBE 3a CMeEJIUTE

IrpbOHAKBT Ha JIeHs € CYYIIEH OT yMOpH
110/, IaTepULIUTE My CTPOsI THE3/10 3a aHTeU

CMBbPTTA € 061/ITaJ'II/II.Lle 34 )KUBUTE
InocjeaHaTa HU cbopma Ha M'bJIYaHHUEe

Science
I stand and watch the stars

sending away their distant past

[ live amongst physical laws
which no one has seen yet

I read fortunes on cut down boles
when and how will be born the Messiah

trees spring up so innocent
and then become crosses for the brave

the day’s spine is broken by many fatigues
under its crutches I build a nest for angels

death is a dwelling place for the living
our final form of silence
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CTpaCTHa Heae id

IIP'’bCHa Ce BpeMeTO KaTO CBETKaBHIla
0oJis1Xa MeTUTE OT XogeHe

IIOMICKaX BTOpATa pyU3a OT HAKOI'O
W MU CTaHa CTYAE€HO B ropemoTo njaaHe

051X 60ca U ce Hay4YuXx
Jla IpeBPbIIaM PeJMETUTE B I'bPBOMATEPHS

XJII6BT NOK'bJIHA B PbIIETE HA TPELIHUSA
a as ollle ce y4a o BOAUTE Jja X015l
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Passion Week

time dispelled like lightning
Heels hurt from walking

I asked someone for the second shirt
And I felt cold in the scalding hot noontide

[ was barefoot and I learnt
To turn objects into primal matter

In the lands of the sinful one, bread sprouted
And I'm still learning to walk on water



CbcraButenu AumoH baes, Eaka JJumumposga
PenaxkTop u kopekTop Esnka Jumumposa

W3/aHNeTo ChAbPIKA CTUXOBE HAa aBTOPUTE, Y4aCTHUIM B MexxiyHapoiHUs GecTUBaJ Ha Ioe3usiTa
,Opdeit” - [lnoBaus 2018, ny61uKyBaHU U Ha caiiTa orpheus-plovdiv.eu

ABTOpCKHTE NpaBa Ha My6JMKyBaHHUTe B orpheus-plovdiv.eu ¥ oTneyaTaH! B HACTOAIINA COOPHUK
MIPOM3BeJIeHHs, KAKTO U CPOIHUTE UM NpaBa (IIpeBo/iadyecKH, CbCTAaBUTEJICKH U Ap.) NPUHAAJIeXaT Ha JIULATA,
KOHWTO ca I'Ml ¢b3Jau (cbriacHo 4. 5,9, 11, 12 ot 3akoHa 3a aBTOPCKOTO NPABO U CPOAHUTE MYy I1paBa).
CalTbT orpheus-plovdiv.eu 1 HacTosOTO U3JaHKeE ca TBOPYECKU NPOAYKT Ha doHpanus [lnosaus JIUK” u ca
06EeKT Ha aBTOPCKO MPaBo.
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