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Ha fIna,
kosimo 3nae Beue Bcuuku matinu.

To Yana,
who already knows all the secrets.



XaiibyH

CuBpemennusam xalibyn Hali-uecmo ce onpegeas
kamo kom6unauus om npo3za u xaiiky noezus. [Tpo3a-
ma moke ga 6bge HanucaHa B kakvBmo u ga e cmua
(om npumua go ¢geHmb3u, Yecmo ¢ meHgeHuus: kbm
cmuxomBopeHue 68 npo3a), Ho mpsa66a ga omzoBaps Ha
kpumepuume na xatiky ecmemukama. ToBa o3naua-
Ba, Hali-06wo0, npegeAaHa U34UCMEHOCM U NPOCMOoMma,
konkpemna o6paznocm, necmeauBocm Ha uzpazHume
cpegcmBa, uzbsieBane Ha abcmpakuuume u uzAUWHU-
me ,ykpacu“ na peuma. Beska gyma e namoBapena c
gbaboko 3Hauernue u MHOZocAOBuemo e Hegonycmumo.
MumeaekmyasHume pazmucAu He ce npuemam gobpe,
kakmo u gupekmno cnogeaenume ugeu. [Togo6Ho Ha
xatiky, npo3ama geticmBa ¢ Bnywenus upe3 obpazu u
kpamku ucmopuu 6e3 komenmap, koumo o6uknoBero
cbgbpskam ckpuma 2ao6asna memadopa. 3azaaBuemo
e MHozo Bakno u ywecmo nogkpenst memacgopama Ha
mGBopbama.

Ocoberno BHumManue ce ob6pbwia Ha OmMHOWEHUe-
mo meckgy npozama u xatiky. CmuxomGBopernuemo He e
ualocmpauus Ha npo3ama. ITonstkoza mo mocke ga noGB-
mapsi ugesima, Ho ¢ uzswiecmBomo Ha noe3usima. MHo-



20 yecmo Bpb3zkama e ommecmena moakoBa MHOZ0, ye
Ha npbB nozaeg Bkalouenomo xatiky uzzaeckga cvBecem
omkbcHamo om mekcma Ha pazkaza. Lleama e ga ce
cmumyAupa BvobpackeHuemo Ha wumameas, 3a ga ce
omkpusim no-gwva6oku Bpb3ku u caoknu omuowenus.
Xatky cmuxomBopenuemo moxke ga 3acuaBa ckpuma-
ma emouus, ga noguepmaBa memama 6 npojama no
HeouakBan HauuH U om pazauveH b2bA, a Moxke u ga ce
npomuBonocmaBs na nskakBa uges, kossmo ce goaaBs 8
npo3ama, kamo u3guea usgaama komnozuuust Ha no-6u-
coko HuBo.

Xatibynsm e ¢puHa u uzmbHUeHa aumepamypa. Ako
xaliky noe3zusma e ugzkycmBo na gba6okume Buywenus
u egBa 3azamnamume Bpb3ku, xalibyHbm pabomu Ha
owe egHo HuBo B ma3u nocoka.

Onpegeaenuemo 3a xaliky e 6 cuaa u 3a xatibyHa:
mo3u mekcm He e npo3pexue, cnogeaeHo om abmopa,
a nokana kbM yumameas ga nocmuzne c6oe coocmBerno
npocBemaenue.

A B.



Haibun

Contemporary haibun is most often defined as a
combination of prose and haiku poetry. Prose may be
written in any style (from parable to fantasy, often tend-
ing towards prose poem), but must meet the criteria of
haiku aesthetics. This means, in general, ultimate brev-
ity and simplicity, concrete imagery without abstraction
and unnecessary figures of speech. Every word is very
important, and verbiage is unacceptable. Intellectual
reflections are avoided as well as directly shared ideas.
Like haiku, haibun prose works with inspiration through
images and short stories without comment, and usually
contains a hidden global metaphor. The title is very im-
portant and often associated with the work’s metaphor.

The connection between prose and haiku is par-
ticularly important. The poem is not an illustration of
prose. Sometimes it can repeat the idea of prose, but
with the grace of poetry. Very often, the link has been
shifted so much that at first glance it seems to be quite



detached from the narrative text. The aim is to stimu-
late the imagination and sensibility of the reader to find
deeper relationships and complex connections. The em-
bedded haiku can enhance the hidden emotion, support
the theme of the prose in unexpected ways and from a
different point of view, and perhaps oppose an idea that
is perceived in the prose, raising the entire composition
to a higher level.

Haibun is subtle and sophisticated literature. If haiku
poetry is an art of deep suggestions and barely hinted
relations, haibun works on a deeper level in that direc-
tion.

The definition of haiku can also be applied to haibun:
this piece is not an insight shared by the author, but an
invitation to the reader to achieve his own enlighten-
ment.

L. B.



Pajzcmosinus

mekgy 36e3gume  neBugumu 38e3gu

Avabokomo 368e3gHo nebe. 'aegame 20 6€3 ga paz-
AuvaBame 36e3gu u naanemu, 6Au3zku u gaseuHu CAbH-
ua. be3 ga 3naem gaau egBa 3ab6eaeckumume 36e3gu ca
MHO020 MaAku uAU 02ZPOMHU, HO MHO20 gaAseuHu. Mau
gopu Beue mbpm0Bu. Hsakbge cpeg Bcuuko moBa cme u
Hue, ¢ egHa Maaka u He3HauumeaHa, Ho 6au3zka 36e3ga.

cAbHY02AegoBa HuBa

CABHUEMO € NYCHAAO
kopenu 8 ne6emo
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Distances

between the stars  invisible stars

The deep starry sky. We look at it without
distinguishing stars and planets, nearby and distant
suns. Without knowing if the barely visible stars are
very small or huge, but very distant. Or even dead.
Somewhere among all that, we are, with a small and
insignificant but close star.

sunflower field

the sun rooted
in the sky
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Cnupaaa

Cvbykgam ce kvcno 6 moBa negeano ympo 6 ca-
MOmo HayaAo Ha 3uMmama. Haksge cBupu paguo. UyBam
6ogpa meaogusi, HO He pa3obupamM mekcma. [Tocmenen-
HO goaaBsam camo gymume: ,,6cuuko 3anouyBa om gHec...
Bcuuko 3anouBa om guec..” ApvnBam nepgemo. Baau
cHste. [TepBustm cHs2 32 mazu 3uma. CuHbm MU € cma-
HaA u Beue uzpae HabvH. HaBspxo e Baasiao npes us-
Aama How, 3awomo Bcuuko e nokpumo - gspBemama,
markama noaguka npeg Bxoga, nettkume. CBembm e
kamo nHoBopogen. [lecenma owie He e cBbpwusa unpu-
samuusm >kencku 2aac ce onumBa ga me ybegu: ,,6cuuko
3anouBa om gxec... Bcuuko 3anouyBa om guec...

omnoBo cuse

koako ca nopachaau
cmbnkume Ha cuHa Mu
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Helix

I wake late on that Sunday morning in the very
beginning of winter. A radio plays somewhere. I hear a
jolly melody but don’t understand the text. A little later
I grasp only the words: “everything begins from today...
everything begins from today..” I draw the curtains. It is
snowing. The first snow that winter. My son has gotten
up and is playing outside. It has probably been snowing
all night because everything is covered - the trees, the
lawn in front of the door, the benches. The world is as
if newly born. The song is not over yet and the pleasant
woman’s voice tries to pursue me: “everything begins
from today... everything begins from today..”

snow again

how much my son’s footprints
have grown
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CavHuyebo 3ambMHeHuUe

Tazu cnumka pazgeast cemetinust aan6ym Ha gBe. Han-
paBena e B gBopa, npeg kbvwama. Matika mu, cecmpa
Mu u a3. bawa mu oueBugHo e 3ag pomoanapama. A3
u cecmpa Mu cMe Ha geBem u cegem 2oguHu. Pazau-
kama 646 6b3pacmma Hu noumu He Auvu. [Tpuauuame
cu MHO20 - pycokocu u caabu, ¢ eguakBu aemnu pokau
u CbC CMEWHU MbMHU ouuAra. Maiika Mu e 6e3 ovuaa.
Ouume U ozpsBam npumbMHsIAAMA 2paguHa.

Maako no-pano cme 2aegasu cabHueBo 3ambMHe-
Hue. 3a MeH u 3a cecmpa Mmu moBa e nbpBomo 3ambm-
HeHue. AaAu ca HU cneuuasHu ovuaa. Hukoza Hsama ga
3abpabs moBa, koemo cvm Bugsiaa. UepHa canka nsa3u
Nno cAsHUEemo, gokamo 20 nokpue go nosobunama. CasH-
uemo e pazgeaero Ha gBe. OcmaBa ga epee camo egnama
noaobuna. Apyzama e uepha, ¢ kpacub opeoa om cBem-
AUHAQ.

A3 owe He 3HaM, ye caMo cAeg cegMmuua Aekapume
we omkpusm meskkama 6oaecm Ha cecmpa mu. Owe
He 3HaM, ye ms we npekapa MHO20 Meceuu B 60aHUUA
u ue 6opbama 3a skuBoma u we cmaBa Bce no-mpygHa.
He 3nam, ye moBa e nocaegnama ciumka Ha matika mu,
npegu ouume U ga noMmpbkHam u ga ocmasam 3aBuna-
2u mbXkHu.

MAeuyHusIm nbm...

geuama koumo cu omuBam
npegu ga nopacHam
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Solar Eclipse

This photo divides the family album in two. My
mother, my sister and me. We are in the yard, in front of
the house. My father is apparently behind the camera.
My sister and I are around seven and nine years old.
The difference in the age is almost invisible. We look
very much alike - blond and slender, wearing summer
dresses and huge funny sunglasses. My mother is
without glasses and her shining eyes illuminate the
darkened garden.

A little earlier we watched the solar eclipse. It was
the first eclipse for me and for my sister. We were given
special glasses. I never forgot what I saw. A black shadow
was creeping over the sun till it covered half of it. The sun
was split in two. Only one half remained shining. The
other was black with a beautiful halo of light.

[ don’t know yet that only in a week the doctors will
find out my sister is seriously ill. I don't know she will
spend many months in the hospital and the struggle
for her life will become more and more difficult. I don't
know this will be the last picture of my mother before
her eyes lose their light and remain sad forever.

Milky Way...

children who never grew up
passing there
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IIokoaag

Matika mu pabomewe B wokoaagoBa dabpuka. B
OHe3u 20guHU HsMauwle MHO20 napu 3a caagkuwwu, a
6ewe 3abpaHeHo ga ce uzHacsg HaBbH. Ha egun koae-
gen npajnuk pazpewuxa geyama Ha pabomHuuume ga
nocemsim ¢abépukama u ga ssgam koakomo uckam wo-
koaag. CnoMHsIM cu o2poMHuUme kajzaHu, NbAHU C WO~
koaagoBa maca, ocmpus mupuc, kotimo ugBawe om ne-
wume, kamapume onakoBanu wokoaagu. Bpbxaemsina
om mo3u ,po2 Ha uzobuauemo’, He MoXkax ga uzsam u
€gHO napueHue.

ckaaucma naanuna

gopu egHo gbpBo
e 2opa
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Chocolate

My mother worked in a chocolate factory, but we
didn’t have enough money for sweets and she wasn't
allowed to take home samples for her family. One
Christmas, the employees’ children were allowed to
visit and eat as much as they want. I remember the
huge bowls filled with chocolate syrup, the sharp smell
coming from the ovens, the enormous heap of packed
chocolate bars. Overwhelmed by that “horn of plenty”, I
couldn’t eat even one piece.

rocky mountain

even a single tree
is a forest
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OmBvg puzukama

BupBum ¢ 6awia mu no Hawama yauua. Tyk cvm
uzpacHasa u no3naBam Bceku kamvk u Besko gwupBo.
Ha6awkaBame naumkama Bgav6namuna 6 mpomoapa,
npeg 6xoga Ha 6oaHuuvama. Kozamo 65x Ha nem, eguH
yoBek ce xBvpau om nocaegnus emaxk. OmmozaBa e
maju BgabbHamuHa.

[Tumam 6awa mu gasu cu cnomus. Toli me nozaeskga
cmasno. KazBa F'oasma cu Beue. Yuuaa cu ¢uzuka. Yo-
Bewkomo maso He modce ga uzgeadbae kamska. Tpomo-
apsm e no-Hucsk, 3a ga mozam ga muHabam auneikume.

Bzaeckgam ce Brnumamenno. Aa, mpsi66a ga e 3a au-
nettkume. HukakBu caegu om nezo. He cbvm cbBeem
Cu2ypHa, 4e cu cnomHsM go6pe. Moske ga e noaemsia
nanpabo kbm He6emo.

omBbg ekBamopa -

gpyau ca cb3Be3gusma
B8 locknomo nebe
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Beyond Physics

My father and I are walking down the street. It is our
street. I have grown up there and know every stone and
every tree. We are approaching the concave pavement
in front of the hospital’s entrance. When I was five a
man jumped from the top floor. The concavity has been
there since then.

I ask my father if he remembers. He looks at me
in astonishment. He says You are grown up. You have
learned physics. The human body can’'t make a concavity
in the stone. The pavement is lower so the ambulances
can pass.

I look at the details. Yes, it is for the ambulances. No
trace of him. I'm not sure if I remember. He might have
flown straight up into the heaven.

beyond the equator -

there are other stars
in the sky
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3aiiuenuemo baao

Buepa namepuxme 65A0mo 3aliue Ha CUHA MU U He-
206us npusimea mbpm0Bo.

Cnomusam cu kak 2o gonecoxa Bkbwu npegu wecm
2ogunu. Bsixa 20 kynuau gBamama u Mme moaexa ga xku-
Bee y nac. llle cmana no-omeoBopen ybeskgaBawe me
cuHbm Mu. A a3 ce cemux kak nskoza 20 npucnuBax c
necenma 3a 3atiueHyemo baso. Cunbm mMu He 3acnuba-
we Beue ¢ gemcku necnuuku u onoBa 3atiue omgaBua
He Oewe c Hac gBamama. Aobpe, ga 20 Hapeuem 3atiuen-
uemo Bbsaao npegaoskux a3.

CaegBawume cegmuuu, Meceuu U 20gUHU Npu-
sameAsim Ha cuHa Mu npekapBawe usiaomo cu c6o60gHO
Bpeme y Hac. 3a6aBasBaxa ce mpumama cbc 3atiuenuye-
mo b0 u om cmasgma uM goAumaule CMSxX U 02Aywu-
meaHa my3uka. 3awo au muiinetigkbpume 3acuaBam
3Byka moakoBa MmH020?

Ceza gBamama yyam B pazauunu ynuBepcumemu u
ce Bwkgam psigko. 3atiuenyemo baso ocmapst u nOHSI-
koza 6oaegyBawe. TozaBa me ocmaBsxa Bcuuko gpyzo
u 20 Bogexa npu Bemepunaps. Caeg moBa ce Bpbwaxa
Bkbwu, 3aHacsxa 20 6 maxHama cmast u Mbadaaubo 20
zanexa. [Ipegu ga ce pazgeassm cu obewaBaxa, ue we ce
Bugsm, we omugam Ha Bumowa, kakmo nskoza, uau
we nouezpasm pymo6oA. Ho 651xa moakoBa 3aemu.

Anec mpbeBam 3amucaenu kbMm naanuxHama, 3a ga
ocmabsam 3atiuenuemo Bsaao 3aBunazu mam.

kyaa c wacoBruk

myk B4mbpbm
Hukoza He cnupa
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Little White Bunny

Yesterday we found my son’s and his friend’s white
bunny dead.

[ remember them bringing him six years ago. They
had bought him together and asked me to let him live
with us. I'll become more responsible my son tried to
convince me. And I remembered how I used to put him
to sleep, when he was little, with the song about a little
white bunny. My son didn’t go to sleep with lullabies
any more and that bunny hadn’t been with us for a long
time. Let’s call him Little White Bunny I suggested.

In the next weeks, months and years my son’s friend
would spend all his free time at our home. They had
fun with Little White Bunny. Laughter and loud music
came from their room. Why do teenagers always play
the music so loud?

Now both of them study at different universities and
see each other rarely. Little White Bunny got old and
was sometimes sick. Then they would drop everything
and take him to the vet. After that they would come
back home, take him to their room and silently caress
him. Before they part they would promise each other
to meet again - to go to the mountain as before or play
football. But they were very busy.

Today they set off thoughtfully for the mountain to
leave Little White Bunny there forever.

clock tower

here the wind
never stops
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Cusz

Aekax 6 aezaomo c Bucoka memnepamypa, kozamo
Mu ce obagu. He my kazax, ye cvm 60ana. O6askox 6s1-
AOMO CU NAAMO U u3As130x HaBbH. Barewe cHsz u 66p30
nokpuBawe Bcuuko. Cueskunkume ce cmonsiBaxa Beg-
Haza no Auuemo mu. Yakawe me 6 6auzkama kBapman-
Ha 2pagunka, obaeuen ¢ 6540 gke. Kozamo me npezbp-
Ha, kaza KaksB 2opew, cHedlcen uobek!

Munaxa zogunu ommozaBa. CHsiz nokpuBawe 3e-
Msima u ce cmonsiBawe. Hawwume npusimeau ce skenexa
u ce pazgeasixa, 3amuHaBaxa u ce Bpbwaxa om gasey-
HU cmpaHu. A Hue ocmanaxme B nokpumama cbC cHsi2
kBapmaana 2pagunka - gBama cnesknu woBeuu, koumo
ce ueayBam 3a nbpBu nbm.

anyapcku caegobeg

MeAogusima
om eguH 4yepHo-051A Hpuam
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Snow

I was in bed with a high temperature, when he
called. I didn't tell him I was ill. I stood up, put on my
white coat and went outside. It was snowing and the
snow covered everything. The snowflakes melted on
my face immediately. He was waiting for me in the small
garden not far from my house. He wore a white jacket.
When he hugged me, he said What a hot snowman!

Many years have gone since then. Snow has covered
the earth and melted. Our friends married and divorced,
went to and arrived from distant countries. And we
remained in the small garden, covered with fresh snow
- two snowmen, kissing each other for the first time.

January afternoon

the melody from
a black-and-white film
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Cayuaiina cpewa

Ts yaka Ha mpomoapa npeg kadpenemo u ce B3upa 6 nezoBus
ocBemen npo3opeu,. Tod cBbpwbBa paboma no pazauyHo Bpeme -
nonskoza 6 nem, nouskoza 6 ocem. Tsa He mocke ga cegHe Bbmpe
6 kadpenemo, 3awomo npo3zopeubm He ce Buwkga gobpe ommam.
[Tonsikoza e cmygeHno, nonsikoza Basu gbskg uau cuse. Tazu Beuep
e monao 3a kpas na ¢gebpyapu. Yaka cBemaunama 8 npo3zope-
ua ga yeacte. TozaBa mpb2Ba no nbpBama yauua BgsicHo. BvpBu
6bp30 nem MuHymu, nocae ce oopvwa u ¢ Hebpeskna noxogka
mpb2Ba obpamuo. 3Hae, ue we 20 cpeuwiHe. 3Hae, ye caeg pabo-
ma B pegakuusima ce om6uBa 6 kagenemo na >kyprasaucmume,
NO-HagoAy Ha Cbwama yauua.

To3u nbm e cam. 32aeckga npussmuo u3neHagas, ue s cpewa
u npegaaza ga uznusim no egao kade. Ts koae6aubo ce cvzaacs-
Ba u u3zbs2Ba nozaega my. CaegBa mamemamuka u paz6éupa om
meopus Ha BeposmHocmume. Aa cpewaw, Hsgkozo cayvyalino gBa
nbmu B cegmuuama e HeBb3moskHo cnopeg Bcuuku dopmyau.
Aobpe ue e skypHaaucm u He e yyua meopus Ha BeposmHocmu-
me. B cBemaume aemnu Beuepu nHukoza He 20 cpewa. Munaro-
MO ASIMO 20 cpewHa camo BegHbk u moli pajcestHO S nonuma
Tu kasge ce uzeyou?

B kapenemo nukoza He ca camu. Toll uMa MHO20 npusimeAu u
Bunazu kot csiga Ha msaxHama maca. M ceea csigam gBama, noc-
Ae owe eguH. 3anouBa pazzoBop, kolimo ms HIMa ga cu CNOMHS
nocae. CAywa 2aaca My, guwa egus u cbwu 863gyx ¢ Hezo. Toil
nonsikoza 6bp3a, 3awomo Hgkoe om geuama My € O0AHO UAU 3a-
pagu Hewo gpyzo0. Kozamo ce e ockenua, ms e 6uaa Ha gBanage-
cem. Ta3u Beuep He 6bp3a u ocmaBam go no-kbcHo. M3npawa s
go cnupkama Ha mempomo. Pazka3Ba t newo. Ta cvkaasnBa, ue
He ce npubupa c aBmobyc. ABmobycume nouskoeza 3akbcuaBam.
BaakoBeme Ha mempomo ca BuHazu moyHu.

memauyuHa 6 HuBama  ma3zu alo608 6 ouume U
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Accidental Meeting

She waits in front of the café at the square and stares at
the light of his window. He finishes work at different times -
sometimes at 5, sometimes at 8. She cannot sit in the café because
from there she can’t see the window very well. Sometimes it’s
cold, sometimes it’s raining or snowing. This evening it's warm
for the end of February. She waits for the light in the window to
disappear. Then she takes the first street to the right. She walks
fast for five minutes; after that she turns around and, walking
carelessly, goes back. She knows she is going to meet him. She
knows that after work he stops at the café of the journalists
farther down the same street.

This time he is alone. He seems pleasantly surprised to
see her and suggests going for a cup of coffee. She hesitantly
accepts, avoiding his look. She studies mathematics and knows
about the theory of probability. To meet somebody by chance
twice a week is impossible according to all formulas. It's good he
is a journalist and hasn’t studied probability theory. In the light
summer evenings she never meets him. Last summer she met
him only once and he absentmindedly asked her Where have you
been?

In the café they are never alone. He has a lot of friends, and
somebody always sits at their table. Now two men sit and then
one more. A conversation begins which she will not remember
afterwards. She listens to his voice, breathes the same air with
him. He is sometimes in a hurry because one of his children is sick
or there is something else. When he got married she was twelve.
This evening he is not in a hurry and they stay till later. He walks
her to the subway station. He is telling a story. She is sorry she
doesn't take a bus. Buses are sometimes late. The subway trains
are always on time.

cornflowers in crop fields  that love fills her eyes
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Pa3gsaaa

Egna npussmeaka mu pazkazBa 3a pa3zBoga cu. Hau-
madcrHomo kazBa ms e pazgeaarnemo na moba, koemo go
Buepa Gewe ,Hawe" Ha ,mBoe“ u ,moe".

pa3geasaMe Cu AyHama

cBemaama noroBuHa 3a me6
mbMHama 3a MeH
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Parting

A friend of mine tells me about her divorce. The
saddest thing she says is dividing what was till yesterday
“ours” to “yours” and “mine.”

sharing the moon

the light part for you
the dark for me
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Anec

Ympomo e guBo - poca Bbpxy caegu om 3b6u. A3
uz6upam pocama. CAbHUEmMO ce onumBa ga onumomu
mo3u geH — HO He 3a gbA20. 3anoyBa ga pbmu — pocama
ce npeceaBa B nskakBu gpyzu ceaenus. Caeg Hest ocma-
Bam mwkru caegu, HO BambpbM 2u pazHacs. [Iemsam
Avkamywu meckgy ob6aume xbamoBe. ITocae no ckaona
Ha npbcmu ce cnycka Howma. 3anarBame cBemaunu-
me - ¢ Hageckga 3a ympe.

mosima 36e3ga

Ha cBemAuUHHU 20gUHU OM MEH...
cBemyaku
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Today

Morning is wild - dew drops on tooth marks. I
choose the dew. The sun tries to tame this day - but not
for long. It starts to drizzle - the dew migrates to some
other spaces. After it there remain sad traces, but the
wind dries them. The road meanders between round
hills. Then the night tiptoes down the slope. We turn
the lights on - in hopes of tomorrow.

my star

light years away...
fireflies
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Auuen pazzoBop

[To moBa Bpeme, okoro 06eg, B Mempomo uma Mmas-
ko xopa. Ao MeHn csga maag Mmbk u uzBakga mobuaer
meAedoH. 36bHu Ha npusimeakama cu u npegaaza ga ce
cpewHam. Tg oueBugno omkazBa. Tot nacmosBa. be3
ga uckam uyBam pazzoBopa. ITo HezoBume gymu omzam-
Bam netinume. Ts naBspxo ce onpaBgaba cbc 3aemocm.
Toti U npunomns, ye goceza Bunazu e umasa Bpeme 3a
Hezo. Ts ce onaakBa om nskakBa uzneBsapa. Toll cmy-
meHo ce u3zBunsBa c Hegopazymenue. Pagmenssm owe
Hskoako o6Bunenust u onpaBganus. Ha caegBawama
cnupka moti ka3zBa, ue e no-gobpe ga ce pazgeasm. Ts
uzeaekga He ce cbeaacsaBa. Owe egHa cnupka u Beue
3HaM usiaama um kpamka ucmopus. Toli nak npegaaza
ga ce pazgeasm. To3u nbm ms s16H0 ce cvzaacsaBa. Kaz-
Ba 1t c60zom u 3amBaps. Kozamo Baaksm cnupa omHo-
6o, cauza u uzue3Ba 6 mbvanama.

cpegHowHa MeAogus

HezoBama matina Alo608
om moakoBa MHO20 2oguHU
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A Private Conversation

It is around noon and there are few people on the
train. A young man sits next to me and takes out his
mobile phone. He calls his girlfriend and suggests they
meet. She apparently refuses. He insists. I can't help
overhearing the conversation. I can guess what she is
saying from his words. She probably tells him she is
busy. He reminds her that she has always had time for
him so far. She accuses him of cheating. He mumbles
something about a misunderstanding. They exchange
a few more accusations and excuses. By the next stop
he is already saying they had better split up. It seems
she disagrees. One more stop and he again suggests
breaking up. This time she obviously agrees. So, farewell,
he says and hangs up. When the train stops again, he
gets off and disappears into the crowd.

midnight melody

his secret love
for so many years
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H3kycmBenu cvba3u

Caeg kamo npezaega oyume mu, gokmopsvm kaza
HUW,O CepuojHo u mMu gage peuenma 3a uzkycmBenu
CbA3U.

Ha nbpBama anmeka Hsama. Ha Bmopama u mpe-
mama cbwo. 51610 MHO20 XOpa ce Hy)kgassm om uzkyc-
mBenu cvbazu. Aokmopbm Gewe cnomeHaA Hewo 3a
komnlompume...

cpewy cynepmapkema

manko mazazunue
3a 6uo XpaHu
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Artificial Tears

After examining my eyes, the doctor said nothing
serious and gave me a prescription for artificial tears.

At the first pharmacy there are no artificial tears.
Neither at the second nor at the third. Obviously, many
people need artificial tears. The doctor had mentioned
something about computers...

against the supermarket

a little shop
for organic food

39



Be3 wacoBnuk

Maskama cmpeaka Ha uwacoBrHuka mu ce cuynu.
l'oasmama nanpazHo npenycka. He moske ga ugmepBa
Bpememo cama.

CabvHuemo 3aasi36a. He6emo nombmusiBa. Beuep-
Huuama u3epsBa.

AsIIMHa HOW,

cekyngume Ha cBemyakama
cBemsm
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Without a Watch

The short hand of my watch becomes broken. The
long hand races in vain. It’s not able to measure time by
itself.

The sun goes down. The sky darkens. The evening
star rises.

summer night

the firefly’s seconds
shine
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CavHuo2AegoBa nuba

Toli npocu Ha yauuama, npeg cynepmapkema. Bv3-
pacmeH MbXkK, 06A€UEH CbC CmMapu U MPbCHU gpexu.
Bceku nbm pagka3Ba pazauuna ucmopus - my skeHa my
e 60AHa, My gbwepst My e uzbdsieasa ¢ Hsakozo u HIMam
napu ga 2aegam Bnyyemo. Bunazu 6bp3am u He u3-
caywBam ucmopusima go kpas. ITyckam nsakos monema
6 wankama u ommunaBam. Hukoza ne me 2aega. Cuzyp-
Ho 3nae kakBo cu mucas.

yac nuk
6ez2au cenku Ha munyBauu
egBa me gokocBam

To3zu nbm He 6bp3am u pewalbam ga uys usaama
ucmopus. Hakpas, moii Bguza 2aaBa u me nozaeskga 3a
nbpBu nvm. Pajébupam, ue moBa e ucmunckama my uc-
mopust. Oyume My ca cudu kamo na 6awa mu. Mosm
6awga, ¢ yucma puza, cbe cako u BpamoBpbizka gopu
Bkbwu, gopu kozamo Beue Gewie MHO2O GoaeH. Aoc-
motinemBomo, moemo momuue, gocmotinemBomo npegu
Bcuuko.

3azaeganu

6 3aas36awomo cabHUE
egud npocsk u a3
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Sunflower Field

He begs in the street in front of the supermarket.
Old man, wearing worn out and dirty clothes. Every
time he tells a different story - sometimes his wife is ill,
sometimes his daughter has vanished and they have no
money to look after the grandson. I'm always in a hurry
and never listen to him till the end of the story. I drop
a coin in his hat and pass by. He never looks at me. He
probably knows what I think about his stories.

rush hour
swift shadows of passers by
barely touch me

This time I'm not in a hurry and decide to hear his
whole story. Finally he looks at me for the first time. I
understand it is his true story. His eyes are blue like
my father’s. My father, wearing a clean shirt, jacket and
tie even at home, even when he was already very ill.
Dignity, my daughter, dignity before all!

looking

at the setting sun
a beggar and i

43









3acaengbBawa cbemauna

[Tpe3 moBa asmo cbvm gaseko na ceBep, Ha xuasigu
kuaomempu om mosima Poguna, 8 maskust gamcku 2pag
Cvoneoo.

CavHuemo 6aBHo 3aas36a — eguH om OHe3u gba2u
ceBepnu 3aae3u, kozamo c6emaunama kamo ue au ce ko-
Aebae gaau ga ce ommeeau 3a Hakoako uaca. Kpatiopesk-
Hama aAest u naowaguemo ¢ kamennust konnuk ca neobu-
yalino oxkuBenu.

3azaeskgam ce B maakus gupBen kel Ha naaska. Tam
Hew,o unmepecHo npubauva Brumanuemo mu. Ha om-
gaseueHust My kpali ce obpazyBa 6aecmsuwo, cBemao
nemto, koemo npaBu Bcuuko, nonagnaso 8 Hezo, He-
Bugumo. Aaau e cmpanHa uzpa Ha ompakeHusima om
Bogama, uau epekm om kocomo 2peere Ha CAbHUEMO,
moyHo Ha HuBomo Ha ouume, HO ce noAyvyaBa egHa
»cBemaa gynka“, kosmo nogo6Ho Ha ,uepHama gynka“
nozabvwia Bcuuko. Yatika npeauma ommam u 3a Muz u3-
ye3Ba. Maako momue ce 3amuuBa u npegu ga ce x6bvpau
6 cmygenama Boga uzue3Ba 3a nskoako cekyngu. Toza-
Ba ce nosiBs6a mwvmuokoca skena, munaBa 66p30 no kes
u u3zuesBa B ,c6emaama gynka“ He s Buskgam, no-ckopo
omezamBam, ye e mam, uzaokuaa msSAOmMO Cu Ha CAbH-
yeBume Abyu. M3eaeskga kamo ve au ,,cBemaama gynka“
s nozabwia 3abunazu.

36yueHemo Ha mama

Ha uykg e3uk
ceBepHo cabHUE
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Dazzling Light

This summer I am far in the North, away from my
country, in the small Danish town of Sonderborg.

The sun is setting - one of these long northern
sunsets, when light seems to hesitate whether to
withdraw for a few hours. The seafront walking path
and the small square with the stone rider are both
unusually crowded.

I'm looking at the small wooden quay at the
beach. There’s something interesting which draws my
attention. At its far end a shiny, bright spot is forming,
and everything that gets inside it, becomes invisible.
Whether this is a strange game of the reflections from
the water or an effect from the direct sunshine exactly
at eye level, there is a “bright hole” which, similar to a
“black hole”, engulfs everything. A seagull flies through
it and disappears for an instant. A small boy rushes
and disappears for a few seconds before diving in the
cold water. Then a dark-haired woman appears, passes
quickly on the quay and disappears into the “bright
hole” I can't see her I only guess she’s there, exposing
her body to the sunbeams. It seems to me the “bright
hole” engulfs her forever.

the sound of mom

in a foreign language
northern sun
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Ce3joHnu

Ts ce uzkauBa no omkpumama cmbA6a Ha cbcegHus
XOmeA U Hocu 3acnaso geme B pvueme cu. Om 6askona,
kbgemo cegs u s nabalogaBam, gememo He ce Bukga
gobpe, HO npegnoAazam, 4e € MOMUEHUE Ha 20gUHA UAU
gBe. Cueypro e 3acnaso Ha naaka u ms BHuMameaHo
20 3aHacs B cmasima. B naaBrume t cmunku, 6 gBuke-
Husima U ce goaaBst gbaboka necknocm. Yeewam st npes
pazcmosiHuemo, koemo Hu geau.

pa3nuAeHu 2ayxapuema...

gHec egHo Bpabue
mu kaza mamo
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Seasons

She is climbing the open staircase of the next hotel
and is carrying a sleeping child in her arms. From the
balcony where I am sitting and watching, you cannot
see the child well, but I suppose it is a boy, one or two
years old. Probably he fell asleep at the beach and she is
carefully carrying him to the room. In her gentle steps,
in her movements you can perceive deep tenderness. I
feel it through the distance that separates us.

blown dandelions...

today a sparrow
called me Mom
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Bamuvp

Caeg ecennume noxkapu, 8 koumo u3eops 3eaena-
ma kamegpaaa Ha A9momo, npegu 65A0MO 3HamMe Ha
juMama...

Aucmonag

Alo6umu ga Bugum Beneuus
npegu ga nomwbvHe
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Wind

After the autumn fires which burned down the
green cathedral of the summer, before the white flag
of the winter...

leaf fall

my love let’s see Venice
before it sinks
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Helinama 2aaBua npodecus 6ewe ,maiika“. T'om-
Bewe 06sg u Beueps. Yemewe Hu npukazku. PucyBa-
we Alobumume Hu 2epou ¢ uBemuu moauBu. Beuep Hu
npucnuBawe ¢ necHu. OmzoBapswe Ha Bcuukume HU
Bbnpocu. C egun 20AssM nopmokaa u egHa 3eAeHa s16bA-
ka nu o6scusaBawe kak 3emsama ce Bbpmu 0koAo CAbH-
uemo, 3aW0 uUMa geH U HOw, 3awWo CAeg npoAemma
ugBa Asmo, nocae eceH, 3uMa...

C€2a XpaHu AyHama

cbe cBemauHa ga pacme...
3uMHa HOW,
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Mother

Her main profession was “mother” She cooked
lunch and dinner, read fairy tales aloud to us, drew
with colored pencils our favorite heroes. At night she
sang lullabies to put us to sleep. She answered all our
questions. Using a big orange and a green apple, she
explained to us how the earth revolves around the sun,
why we have day and night, why after spring comes
summer, then autumn, winter...

now feeding light

to the waxing moon...
winter night
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Cmapa cHumka

ceMeeH aAbyM
cBemaunu Ha npodyuabawy, Baak
B Houyma

Yecmo zaegam egHa cmapa, nokbamsaa cHumka.
Matika mu, 6awa mu u a3. Te ca MHO20 MAagu. A3 CbM Ha
egHa 2ogunka. Avpkam me meskgy gBamama u me 2ae-
gam c "Hecknocm u zopgocm. A3 cbM Bnepusa wupoko
omBopenu ouu 6 o6ekmuba.

F'ogunume munaBam. Matika Mmu u 6awa mMu om
caHumkama cmaBam no-maagu om MeH, NOCAE€ NO-MAa-
gu om gbweps MU U cuHa MU.

ommepBa Bpememo

meXkgy 3ase3a u 3gpava...
kykyBuua
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Old Photo

family album...
lights of a passing train
in the night

I often look at an old yellowish photo. My mother,
my father and me. They are very young. I am around
one year old. They hold me between themselves and
look at me with tenderness and pride. I stare with eyes
wide open at the camera.

Years pass by. My mother and father from the
picture become younger than me, then younger than
my daughter and my son.

measuring the time

between sunset and twilight...
a cuckoo
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AbAazu Howu

omBopen npo3oped...
NO MbMHama yAuua
cBemaunku gBe no gBe

[TpuBeuep e nati-mpygno. Yeme knuza. Caeg moBa
caywa my3uka — llonen, Bpamc, Cubeauyc... [Tonskoza
BkalouBa meaeBuzopa, gokamo Beueps. He 20 2aega, HO
uMa ycewaHnemo, uye 6 cmasima npucbcmBa owe Hsakod.
[Tocae nacmbnBa Howma, moakoBa gwaza, ceza, npej3
jumama. OmHoBo caywa my3uka. Hskwvge kbvm no-
AyHouw, moll ce Bpbwa u g 3a6vpma B egun 6e3zkpaen
manu, kolimo zu noxacs nagaaeue.

Buencku Baac

cueskna Bueauua
6 6pe3oBa zopuuka
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Long Nights

open window
lights run as couples
down the road

Evening is her hardest time. She reads a book. After
that she listens to music - Chopin, Brahms, Sibelius...
Sometimes she turns the TV on while having dinner.
She doesn’t watch it but feels the presence of someone
else in the room. Then the night comes, so long, now in
the winter. She listens to music again. Around midnight
he returns and twirls her into an endless dance carrying
them far away...

Viennese waltz...

a snowstorm
in a silver birch grove
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Bucoko e3epo

[Taanunama Beue He e cbwama, caeg kamo s Bugsx-
me Ha nbmekama. 3Haexme, ye uma ompoBHu 3Muu, HO
cbBeeM gpyeo 6ewe ga st Bugum — 6aecmswa Ha paHHU-
me cAbHueBu Abvuu. Ceza, moBa Beue He e naaHuHa, a
naaHuHa c ompoBna 3mus 6 Hesl.

[TpogbakaBame nbms cu Hazope. MunaBame npej
gbaboku zopu, npe3 noassau ¢ kpacuBu uBems. Hukot
He cnomeHalBa 3mMusima, Ho Bcuuku ce B3upame Hanpez-
Hamo B nbmekama. KoM kpas na gensa ce uzkauBame
MHO020 Bucoko. Tyk Hsima 2opu, Hama uBems, HsiMa 3Mul.
Camo egHo e3epo, ompazsabaw,o Hebemo.

paBnogencmBue...

Ha 3aAe3 cenkume noaezHaxa
ga cu noyuHam
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High Lake

The mountain is not the same after we see it on the
path. We know there are poisonous snakes, but it is very
different to see it - shiny in the early sunbeams. It is not
a mountain anymore but a mountain with a poisonous
snake on it.

We keep going up. We pass through deep forests,
through meadows with beautiful flowers. Nobody
mentions the snake but we are all staring at the path.
At the end of the day we climb above the tree line. Here
there are no forests, no flowers, no snakes. Only a lake
reflecting the sky.

€quinox...

at sunset shadows lay down
to rest
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