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DR. SIMONE PIETRO BANDIRALI
PRESIDENT OF UMEM

Dear Presidents and Delegates of the National
Associations of doctors writers who have come
from many parts of the world to speak at this 66th
UMEM Congress in Varna, I thank you for your
important participation, and [ am happy to open the
Congress work, which will keep us busy over four
days full of interventions, of mutual knowledge,
of new friendships made and old ones renewed in
the common love of writing.

My greeting and thanks also naturally go to
all the Authorities who today honor our Congress
with their presence.

A big and warm thank you to the organizers,
who have worked so hard and will work in these
days to keep our group together. In particular the
“Varna team” formed by Prof. Zlatimir Kolarov,
Dr. Julian Korabov, Dr. Hristina Dimitrova.

The 66th Congress, the fifth UMEM congress
taking place in Bulgaria, returns to the beautiful
city of Varna a second time after the previous one
in 1991, picking up the baton from the small Italian
town of Crema. It’s nice to meet again after a year,
to read and listen to your always brilliant and
profound communications, regarding this year’s
subject (not obligatory although recommended):
Medicine, Life and Love. Essays, stories, poems
will be presented.

Unfortunately, the current world situation,
having overcome the terrible Covid19 pandemic,

Cari Presidenti e Delegati delle Associazioni
Nazionali di medici scrittori che siete venuti da
tante parti del mondo per intervenire a questo
sessantaseiesimo Congresso dell'UMEM che si
svolge a Varna, per questo vostra impegnativa
partecipazione vi ringrazio, € sono lieto di aprire
1 lavori congressuali, che ci terranno impegnati in
quattro giorni ricchi di interventi, di conoscenza
reciproca, di amicizie nuove intraprese e antiche
rinnovate nel comune amore della scrittura.

Il mio saluto e il mio ringraziamento va anche
naturalmente a tutte le Autorita che oggi con la
loro presenza onorano il nostro Congresso

Un grande e caloroso ringraziamento agli
organizzatori, che tanto hanno lavorato e
lavoreranno in questi giorni per tenere unito il
nostro gruppo. In particolare il “team Varna”
formato dal prof.Zlatimir Kolarov, il dr.Julian
Korabov e la dr.ssa Hristina Dimitrova.

Il sessantaseiesimo Congresso UMEM, quinto
congresso che si svolge in Bulgaria, torna a
Varna una seconda volta dopo il precedente del
1991, raccogliendo il testimone dalla piccola
citta italiana di Crema. E bello ritrovarci dopo un
anno, leggere e ascoltare le vostre comunicazioni,
sempre brillanti e profonde, riguardanti il tema
di quest‘anno (non obbligatorio ma consigliato):
Medicina, Vita e Amore. Verranno presentati
saggi, racconti, poesie.



certainly does not appear to have improved
after a year. Senseless but tragic wars persist,
looming energy crises, not least the worsening
of climate conditions which places all of us face
to face with questions, with choices that will be
decisive for the survival of humanity in an ever
closer future.

The questions we ask ourselves when faced
with this dramatically composite reality certainly
affect our being medical writers. [ believe that
each of us can search within ourselves and
give ourselves an answer, not easy to find, but
certainly literature, writing, is a difficult but
precious path that each of us can follow.

“Not today a doctor and tomorrow a writer,
but this in that. Medicine and literature enlighten
each other”, wrote Thomas Mann in Giuseppe
the nourisher.

This splendid sentence, apparently easy
to decipher, which would seem to equate and
interpenetrate the two qualities, is in reality full
of multiple meanings, depending on the point of
view from which we want to start and also above
all on the weight we want to give to personal
experiences, which are necessarily singular and
by definition unique, just as life experiences
are unique for anyone who writes. Certainly,
however, even if no writer can free himself
from his experience, regardless of his work, the
doctor’s work, if experienced with participation
and empathy in direct and frequent contact with
patients, understood as something other than
himself, leaves a sort of imprint which certainly
accompanies him in his intimate inspiration.

Even more so when he writes moving through
stories and describing characters related to
the medical field. The doctor-patient contact
activates a path of profound knowledge reflected
on the doctor himself, in some way therapeutic.
Perhaps this is also why so many doctors write

So I wish everyone good work and... good
listening

Dr. Simone Pietro Bandirali

President of UMEM

Purtroppo la situazione mondiale attuale,
superata la terribile pandemia del Covidl9, non
appare certo migliorata dopo un anno. Persistono
guerre insensate ma tragiche per chi ne viene
travolto, crisi energetiche incombenti, non ultimo
il peggioramento delle condizioni climatiche, che
pone tutti noi di fronte a interrogativi, a scelte
che saranno determinanti per la sopravvivenza
dell‘umanita, in un futuro sempre piu prossimo. Le
domande che ci poniamo di fronte a questa realta cosi
drammaticamente composita investono sicuramente
il nostro essere medici scrittori. Credo che ognuno
di noi possa cercare dentro di sé e darsi una risposta,
non facile da trovarsi, ma certo la letteratura, la
scrittura, sono una via difficile ma preziosa che
ognuno di noi puod percorrere.

,Non oggi medico e domani scrittore, ma questo
in quello. Medicina e letteratura s‘illuminano a
vicenda®, scriveva Thomas Mann in Giuseppe il
nutritore. Questa splendida frase in apparenza di
facile decifrazione che sembrerebbe equiparare,
compenetrare le due qualita, ¢ in realta densa di
molteplici significati, a seconda del punto di vista
da cui vogliamo partire e anche soprattutto del
peso che vogliamo dare alle esperienze personali,
forzatamente singolari e per definizione uniche,
come uniche sono per chiunque scriva, le esperienze
di vita. Certamente pero, anche se nessuno scrittore
puo liberarsi del suo vissuto, a prescindere dal
suo operare, il lavoro del medico, se vissuto con
partecipazione ed empatia nel contatto diretto e
frequente con 1 pazienti, intesi come altro da sé,
lascia una sorta di impronta che sicuramente lo
accompagna nella sua intima ispirazione.

Tanto piu quando scrive muovendosi in storie e
descrivendo personaggi attinenti al campo medico.
Il contatto medico-paziente attiva un percorso di
conoscenza profonda riflessa sul medico stesso, in
qualche modo terapeutica. Forse anche per questo
tanti medici scrivono.

A tutti dunque augurio di buon lavoro e...buon
ascolto!

Dr. Simone Pietro Bandirali,

Presidente dell UMEM



MNPO®. 3TATUMHUP KOJIAPOB
PROF. ZLATIMIR KOLAROV

Cnen 4ynecHO OpraHuU3UpaHus KOHIpeEC B
Uranus or npesugenra Ha UMEM n-p Cumone
bangupain OTHOBO CMe 3aelHO, KOJIETH U
npusrenu. Ilpencronm nga mpekapame ner IHHU
3aelHO, Ja CIOJAENUM TBOpPOUTE cCH, Oa ce
pazxoauM u3 Bapha, banuuk, [Tnucka, My3sesa Ha
OykBute, Maznapa, 1a BuauM Manapckus KOHHUK,
BbnmebHus u3Bop npu apeBHUsS MapuuaHomno,
cera rp. JleBHS M Opyr'M HHTEPECHH, KPAaCUBHU
KbT4eTa OT M3TouHa bwarapus u ObIATapcKOTO
Yepuomopue. W Hail-Beue Ja ce HacilaguM Ha
HOPUATEICTBOTO MEXAY HAac, Ha BBIHEHUATA U
TBOpPOUTE CH, 1a CIIOJACTUM OBACIINTE CU UJIEH. ..

Ot umero Ha OpraHu3allMOHHHUA KOMHUTET U
MOUTE CHbMUILIECHUIIH, ChUACHHUIN, TOMOLIIHUILIN
U npusTenu A-p XpuctuHa JumMutpoBa u I-p
FOnnan KopaboB, xouto 0sfxa A0 M mpea MeH
npe3 Lsnara roJuHA, JOKATO OpraHU3UpaxMe
KOHTpeca BU MPHUBETCTBaM ¢ ,,J[00pe momu BbB
Bapna — Mopckara cronuua Ha bwirapus, koneru
u npusrenn!®

[Ipod. 3narumup Konapos

ITpencenaren Ha Cblo3a Ha JeKapuUTe NUCATENU B
benrapus ,,Jlumutsp numos*

I'enepanen cekperap Ha UMEM

After the perfectly organized congress in Italy
by the President of UMEM (Union Mondiale Des
Ecrivains Médecins) Dr. Simone Bandirali, we are
together again, colleagues and friends. We are going
to spend five days together, to share our works, to take
a walk around Varna, Balchik, Pliska, the Museum of
Letters, Madara, to see the Madara Horseman, the
Magic Spring near the ancient Marcianopol, now the
town of Devnya and other interesting and beautiful
corners of Eastern Bulgaria and the Bulgarian Black
Sea coast. And above all, to enjoy the friendship
between us, the excitement and our works, to share
our future ideas...

On behalf of the Organizing Committee
and my like-minded friends, my co-creators,
assistants and friends Dr. Hristina Dimitrova and
Dr. Julian Korabov, who were next to and in front
of me throughout the year while we organized the
congress, I welcome you with “Welcome to Varna
— the seaside capital of Bulgaria, colleagues and
friends!”

Prof. Zlatimir Kolarov

Chairman of the Union of Doctors-Writers in
Bulgaria ,,Dimitar Dimov*

Secretary General of UMEM
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Aprés le congrés parfaitement organisé
en Italie par le président de 'UMEM (Union
Mondiale Des Ecrivains Médecins), le Dr
Simone Bandirali, nous sommes a nouveau
ensemble, collégues et amis. Nous allons passer
cinq jours ensemble, partager nos travaux,
nous promener dans Varna, Balchik, Pliska, le
Musée des Lettres, Madara, voir le Cavalier de
Madara, la Source Magique prés de [’ancien
Marcianopol, aujourd’hui la ville de Devnya et
d’autres sites intéressants, de beaux coins de la
Bulgarie de I’Est et de la cote bulgare le long de
la mer Noire. Et surtout réjouir de I’amitié entre
nous, de I’émotion et de nos travaux, partager
nos idées pour 1’avenir...

Au nom du comité d’organisation et de mes
amis partagent les mémes idées, et de mes
assistants le Dr Hristina Dimitrova et le Dr Julian
Korabov, qui étaient a mes c6tés et devant moi tout
au long de 1’année pendant que nous organisions
le congrés, je vous souhaite la bienvenue avec:
“Bienvenue a Varna — la capitale maritime de la
Bulgarie, chers collégues et amis!”

Professeur Zlatimir Kolarov

Président de I’Union des Ecrivains Médecins
de Bulgarie “Dimitar Dimov”

Secrétaire Général de I'UMEM

IT

Dopo il congresso meravigliosamente
organizzato in Italia dal Presidente di UMEM
Dott. Simone Bandirali, siamo di nuovo insieme,
colleghi e amici. Trascorreremo cinque giorni
insieme, per condividere le nostre opere, per
passeggiare per Varna, Balchik, Pliska, il
Museo delle Lettere, Madara, per vedere il
Cavaliere di Madara, la Sorgente Magica presso
I’antica Marcianopoli, ora Devnya e altri luoghi
interessanti e belli della Bulgaria orientale e della
costa bulgara del Mar Nero. E soprattutto, stiamo
insieme per godere dell’amicizia tra di noi,
dell’emozione e dei nostri lavori, per condividere
le nostre idee future...

A nome del Comitato Organizzativo e le
persone che la pensano allo stesso modo,
sostenitori, assistenti e amici Dr. Hristina
Dimitrova e Dr. Julian Korabov, che sono stati
accanto e davanti a me durante tutto 1’anno,
mentre organizzavamo il congresso, a nome di
tutti noi vi saluto con “Benvenuti a Varna — la
capitale del mare della Bulgaria, cari colleghi e
amici!”

Prof. Zlatimir Kolarov

Presidente dell Unione degli Scrittori in Bulgaria
“Dimitar Dimov”’

Segretario generale dell’UMEM
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Dear Creative Doctors,

Dear Guests,

We are honored to invite you to participate with your literary works
or as guests in 66th International Congress of UMEM

,Medicine, Life and Love®, Varna 11th — 15th September, 2024.

SOCIAL PROGRAMME - MAIN POINTS:
* VARNA - THE SEA CAPITAL OF BULGARIA
* MARITIME BULGARIA
* OLD CAPITALS OF BULGARIA

LITERARY AND CULTURAL PROGRAM:
11.09.2024 - WELCOME IN BULGARIA

— REGISTRATION AND WELCOME PARTY
12.09.2024 —- VARNA - THE SEA CAPITAL OF BULGARIA

— Readings and sightseeing tour in Varna
13.09.2024 - MARITIME BULGARIA

— Sea tour to Balchik, readings and visiting Cape Kaliakra or ALADZHA MONASTERY
14.09.2024 — OLD CAPITALS OF BULGARIA

— Visiting “Stone Forest®, Pliska and reading there, visiting the Great Basilica next to
Pliska, Madara, Acappella Singing in the Madara Horseman and Magic Spring in Devnya River
15.09.2024 — SEE YOU NEXT YEAR IN HEIDELBERG

WEDNESDAY - 11th OF SEPTEMBER
WELCOME IN BULGARIA
14.00-18.30 —- REGISTRATION - Hotel “Cherno More”, Varna
19.00-22.30 - WELCOME PARTY - Restaurant “Veranda”, Horizont Complex
OPENING CEREMONY OF THE CONGRESS
SPEAKERS:

— Prof. Zlatimir Kolarov on behalf of the hosts

— Dr. Simone Bandirali — President of UMEM

— Dr. Roland Noél — ex-president of UMEM

—Representatives from Varna Municipality and other associates, involved in the organisation
of the Congress

THURSDAY - 12th OF SEPTEMBER

VARNA - THE SEA CAPITAL OF BULGARIA

08.00-09.00 — BREAKFAST

09.00-09.30 — PRESENTATION OF THE HIPPOCRATES ET PEGASSUS INTERNATIONAL PRIZE
for Literary Merit-UMEM 2024 — Hotel “Cherno More”, Varna

09.30-13.00 — READINGS — Hotel “Cherno More”, Varna

13.00-14.30 — LUNCH in ”Time” restaurant



14.30-16.00 - FREE TIME

16.00-18.30 — SIGHTSEENIG TOUR IN VARNA (by walking, at will) — Visiting the Sea Garden,
Historical Museum, Golden Treasure and other beautiful places in Varna

18.30-19.30 - FREE TIME

18.30-19.30 - PANEL MEETING OF THE PRESIDENTS of National UMEM Associations — in the
lobby of hotel “Cherno More”

19.30-23.00 — DINNER restaurant “Morsko Casino”

FOLKLOR PROGRAM - students from “St. Patriarch Evtimiy” primary school — Varna

FRIDAY - 13th OF SEPTEMBER

MARITIME BULGARIA

07.30-08.00 — BREAKFAST

08.00-08.30 —- TRANSFER BY BUS to Port Varna

08.30-10.30 - TRAVEL BY CATAMARAN to Balchik

10.30-11.00 —- TEANSFER TO BALCHIK PALACE (by walking, about 20 minutes)
11.00-13.30 — READINGS in the “Stone Hall” of Balchik Palace

13.30-14.30 — LUNCH - “Corona” restaurant

15.00-17.00 —- TOUR IN BALCHIK PALACE AND BOTANICAL GARDEN
17.00-19.30 — VISITING CAPE KALIAKRA/OR ALADZHA ROCK MONASERY
19.30-20.30 - DEARTURE TO VARNA

FREE TIME

SATURDAY - 14th OF SEPTEMBER

OLD CAPITALS OF BULGARIA

08.00-08.30 - BREAKFAST

08.30-11.00 - DEPARTURE TO PLISKA, meanwhile VISITING “THE STONE FOREST”
11.00-13.30 — READINGS — in “Museum of the Letters” in Pliska

13.30-14.30 - LUNCH

14.30-16.30 — VISITING THE GREAT BASILICA

16.30-17.00 — Departure to MADARA

17.00-18.00 — Visiting MADARA AND THE MADARA HORSEMAN
18.00-19.00 — CONCERT IN MADARA — acappella singing

19.00-20.00 - DEPARTURE TO THE “MAGIC SPRING” in Devnya River district
20.00-22.00 — DINNER in the “Magic Spring” in Devnya River district.
FOLKLOR PROGRAM - folklore ensemble “Emotion” — Devnya

22.00-22.30 — RETURN to Varna

SUNDAY - 15th OF SEPTEMBER

SEE YOU IN NEXT MEETINGS ANYWHERE IN THE WORLD AND IN BULGARIA AGAIN, MAYBE...
GOODBYE UNTIL NEXT YEAR IN HEIDELBERG!

67th UMEM CONGRESS 2025, HEIDELBERG - THE STORY CONTINUES...

—8—



NB! IMPORTANT NOTE:

IN ORDER NOT TO BREAK THE RHYTHM OF THE SOCIAL PROGRAM, which is connected with
transport and visiting sites and restaurants, it is desirable that the works to be presented within 15 minutes.
IN CASE OF DELAY — the reading of the unread works will continue in the buses and dinners, if

the author wishes to present his works to colleagues in this way. This is not a presumption of the
organizers, but a reality imposed by the scheduled meetings and events.

BG

VYBaxxaeMu Jiekapu TBOpLY,

VYBaxxaeMHu rocTu,

HNmame yecTTa Ja BY MOKAHUM J1a y4acTBATe C BALIUTE JIUTEPATYpPHH NIPOU3BEICHUS
WM KaTo TOCTH Ha 66-1s1 MexayHapojeH kourpec Ha UMEM

,2Menununa, JKusot u Jlto00B*, Bapna, 11-15 centemBpu 2024 r.

COLIMAJTHA ITPOTPAMA - OCHOBHU MOMEHTH:
* BAPHA - MOPCKATA CTOJIMLIA HA BBJITAPUA
* MOPCKA BBJITAPUA
* CTAPUTE CTOJIMLIA HA BBJITAPUA

JIUTEPATYPHA U KYJIITYPHA ITPOI'PAMA:

11.09.2024 — 1OBPE JJOILIJIN B BbJITAPUS — Peructpanus u Welcome party

12.09.2024 —- BAPHA - MOPCKATA CTOJIMIIA HA BbJII'APUS — JluteparypHo ueTeHe u
obuxonka u3 Bapua

13.09.2024 - MOPCKA BBJITAPUS — Exckyp3us 1o banuuk ¢ kaTamapas, JTUTepaTypHO YETEHE U
noceuieHre Ha Hoc Kanunakpa nnm Anagka MaHacTup

14.09.2024 - CTAPUTE CTOJIMIIA HA BBJITAPUS — [Tocemenne Ha [loOuture kambuu, [Toucka,
JUTEPATYPHO YeTeHe, noceuenre Ha [onamara bazunuka no [lnucka, Manapa, akanena neese npu
Manapckust KoHHUK, Bbameden nzsop — Pexa /leBHs

15.09.2024 - TOBUXKIAHE U JOTOAUHA B XAUJEJBEPT

CPAJJA - 11 CEITEMBPHU
JOBPE JOUJIN B BbJITAPUSA
14.00-18.30 — PETMUCTPALIMA — xoTen YepHo Mope, Bapna
19.00-22.30 - BEYEPA ,,JOBPE JOIUJIN* — PecropanT Bepanaa, koMmiuiekc Xopu30HT
OTKPUBAHE HA KOHI'PECA

TIPO®. 3JIATUMUP KOJIAPOB ot umero Ha JOMaKHHUTE

J-P CUMOHE BAHJINPAJIU — I1pe3unent nta UMEM

J-P POJIAH/JI HOEJI — 6uBm npe3ugent Ha UMEM

IMPEJJCTABUTEJIM HA OBIIUHA BAPHA 1 IPYI'YN OPTAHU3ALIMH, anraxupanu c
OpraHu3alusATa Ha KOHrpeca



YETBBPTHK - 12 CEIITEMBPH

BAPHA - MOPCKATA CTOJINLIA HA BbJITAPUSI

08.00-09.00 - 3BAKYCKA

09.00-09.30 - BPbUBAHE HA MEX/IYHAPOJIHATA HAT'PAJIA , XUITOKPAT U IIETAC* 3A
JIMTEPATYPHU 3ACIIYTU-UMEM 2024 — xoten ,4epHo mope®, 3ana ,,Bapna“

09.30-13.00 — JIMTEPATYPHO YUETEHE — xoten ,YepHo Mope*, 3ana ,,Bapna*

13.00-14.30 — OBSA — pecropant Taiim

14.30-16.00 - CBOBOJHO BPEME

16.00-18.30 — OBMKOJIKA N3 BAPHA (mew, no »enanue) — Mopcka rpaansa, Mcropuuecku Mysen,
371aTHO CHKPOBHUIIE U IPyTU KpacUBH MecTa BbB BapHa

18.30-19.30 - IMYHO BPEME

18.30-19.30 — CPEILIA HA ITPE3UAEHTUTE na naunonanuute cbiozu Ha UMEM — ¢oaiieto Ha
xoten YepHo moe

19.30-23.00 - BEYEP — pecropant ,,Mopcko ka3uHo

®OJIKJOPHA ITPOI'PAMA — yuenunu ot OV ,,Cs. [larpunapx Eptumuii* — Bapna

HNETBHK - 13 CEIITEMBPHU

MOPCKA BbJITAPUSA

07.30-08.00 — 3BAKYCKA

08.00-08.30 — TPAHC®EP C ABTOBYC no Ilpucranume Bapna

08.30-10.30 — ITbTYBAHE C KATAMAPAH no bamunk

10.30-11.00 - OTUBAHE 10 ABOPEIIA B BAJIYUK (Ileur, 800 m., 20 muH.)
11.00-13.30 — JIUTEPATYPHO YETEHE — Kamena 3ana na J[Bopena

13.30-14.30 — OBA — Pecropant Kopona

15.00-17.00 — OBMKOJIKA 13 ABOPELA B BAJTYMK U BOTAHUYECKATA I'PAIIMHA
17.00-19.30 — ITOCEIIEHUE HA HOC KAJIMAKPA UJIN AJTAJI’KA MAHACTUP
19.30-20.30 - BPBIIIAHE BbB BAPHA

CBOBO/IHO BPEME

CbBOTA - 14 CEITEMBPU

CTAPUTE CTOJIMIIU HA BbJITAPUSA

08.00-08.30 - 3BAKYCKA

08.30-11.00 - OTITBTYBAHE KBM IIJIMCKA, 1o mb1s — noceienue Ha [loOuture KaMbHU
11.00-13.30 — JIMTEPATYPHO YETEHE — JIBop Ha Kupununara, Ilnucka
13.30-14.30 - OBA

14.30-16.30 — [TOCEILLEHUE HA TI'OJISIMATA BA3UJIMKA

16.30-17.00 — OtneryBane kbpM MAJIAPA

17.00-18.00 — ITocemenne Ha MAJIAPA 1 MAJJTAPCKHM S KOHHUK
18.00-19.00 — AKAIIEJIHO ITEEHE B MAJIAPA

19.00-20.00 — OTITbTYBAHE K'bM Bwnme6uus uzsop — Pexa [leBus
20.00-22.00 —- BEYEPS — pecropant Boamebden usBop — Peka JleBus
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@®OJIKJIOPHA ITPOT'PAMA — ¢onknopen ancam0b1 ,,EMorust — JleBHs
22.00-22.30 — BPBIIIAHE BB Bapna

HEJEJS - 15 CENTEMBPH

IIE CE BUAUM B CJIEABAIIUTE CPEIIN HSIKBJE [0 CBETA U B BBJITAPHSI OTHOBO,
MOXE BH...

TOBUXKIAHE M IOTOJUHA B XAWIEJBEPT!

67-u KOHT'PEC HA UMEM 2025, XAMJEJBEPT - UCTOPUSITA IPOIbJIZKABA...

NB! - YTOUHEHHUE:

34 JIA HE CE HAPYIIU PUTHEMBT HA COL[UAJIHATA IIPOI'PAMA, koamo e cévp3ana ¢
Mpaucnopm u noceujeHue Ha 0OeKmu u pecmopanmu, e xceiameito meopoume 0a ce npeocmasam 6
pamkume Ha 15 mum.

IIPU [TIPOCPOYBAHE — uemenemo na Henpoyemenume meopou uje npoowidicu 8 asmoodycume uiu
no epeme Ha 0bedume u geuepume, ako A8MopPbM KHceide 0a NPeOCmas meopoume cu Ha Koiezume no
mo3su nauun. Toea ne e npe3ymyus Ha opeanuzamopume, a pearHocm, Halodcena om Habenazanume
cpewu u CoOUmusl.

WEDNESDAY - 11TH OF SEPTEMBER CPAJA - 11-TU CEITEMBPHU
»WELCOME IN VARNA! »JAOBPE J1OLIJIN BbB BAPHA!

—11 —



WEDNESDAY - 11th OF SEPTEMBER
WELCOME IN BULGARIA
14.00-18.30 - REGISTRATION - Hotel “Cherno More”, Varna
19.00-22.30 - WELCOME PARTY - Restaurant “Veranda”, Horizont Complex
OPENING CEREMONY OF THE CONGRESS
SPEAKERS:
— PROF. ZLATIMIR KOLAROYV on behalf of the hosts
— DR. SIMONE BANDIRALI — President of UMEM
—DR. ROLAND NOEL - ex- president of UMEM
— Representatives from Varna Municipality and other associates, involved in
the organisation of the Congress

CPAJA - 11 CEIITEMBPHU
JOBPE JOWJIN B BbJITAPUS
14.00-18.30 — PETUCTPALIMA — xoten Yepno Mope, Bapna
19.00-22.30 - BEYEPA ,,/JIOBPE JIOIIJIN* — Pectopant Bepanna, kommiuekc XOpu30HT
OTKPUBAHE HA KOHI'PECA

[TPO®. 3JIATUMUP KOJIAPOB ot umMeTo Ha TOMaKHHHATE

J-P CUMOHE BAH/JIUPAJIN — Ilpe3unentr na UMEM

J-P POJIAH/] HOEJI — 6uBm npe3unent Ha UMEM

[Tpencrasurenu Ha O6uHa BapHa u Ipyru opraHu3anuu, aHTQXKUPAHU C
OpraHu3alusaTa Ha KOHTpeca



THURSDAY - 12th OF SEPTEMBER
VARNA - THE SEA CAPITAL OF
BULGARIA

08.00-09.00 — BREAKFAST

09.00-09.30 — PRESENTATION OF

THE HIPPOCRATES ET PEGASSUS
INTERNATIONAL PRIZE for Literary Merit—
UMEM 2024 — Cherno more Hotel, Varna Hall
09.30-13.00 — READINGS — Cherno more Hotel,
Varna Hall

YETBBPTBK - 12 CEITEMBPHU
BAPHA - MOPCKATA CTOJIMIA
HA BBJITAPUSA

08.00-09.00 - BAKYCKA

09.00-09.30 - BPbUBAHE HA
MEXIAYHAPOIHATA HATPAJIA
~XHWUITOKPAT U IMIETAC* 3A JIUTEPATYPHU
3ACIIYI'U -UMEM 2024 — xoren ,YepHo mope*,
3ana ,,Bapna®

09.30-13.00 — IMTEPATYPHO YHETEHE —
xoten ,depHo Mope*, 3ana ,,Bapna*

B Varna is the third largest city in
Bulgaria. It is located on the coast of
the Black Sea. Varna is the successor
of ancient Odessos (570 BC).

B Bapna e mpemus no 2o1emMuna epao
6 buvreapus. Pasznonoocen e na bpeca
Ha Yepno mope. Hacneonux e na ope-
sen Qdecoc (570 2. np. H. e.).
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MEDICINE UNIVERSITY - VARNA

MEJUINUHCKHU YHUBEPCUTET - BAPHA

B The Medical University in Varna was
founded in 1961. Currently 5,900 students
from 40 countries are studying in the Faculties
of Medicine, Dentistry, Pharmacy and Public
Health. 40% (over 1/3) of the foreign students
are from Germany.

B Meouyunckuam ynueepcumem 6v6 Bapna e
ocnosan npe3 1961 2. B momenma ce obyuaeam
5900 cmyoenmu om 40 cmpanu 6v6 paxyimemu-
me no MeOuyuHa, CMmomamono2us, hapmayus u
obwecmeeno 30pase. 40% (nao 1/3) om uyscoec-
mpannume cmyoenmu ca om I epmanusi.

THE MUSEUM OF THE MEDICINE MY3EW IO UCTOPHS HA MEJUIIUHATA

B The Museum of the History of Medicine is the only one of its kind in the Balkans. It is located in a
building from 1869 of the first donor hospital in Varna, founded by the merchant Paraskeva Nikolaou.

B Myszeam no ucmopus Ha meouyuHama e eOuHcmeer no pooa cu Ha bankanume. Ilomewasa ce c 6
cepaoa om 1869 2. na nvpsama dapumencka boinuya 6v68 Bapna na mwpeoseya Ilapackesa Hukonay.



GOLDEN TREASURE - VARNA BAPHEHCKOTO 3JIATHO CbKPOBHUIIE

B The Varna Gold Treasure is the world’s oldest ~ B Bapuenckomo 31amHo cvbKpoguwye e Hatl-cmapo-
processed gold treasure (Varna Chalcolithic — mo 6 ceema 06pabomeno 3n1amuo cvkposuuye (Bap-
Necropolis — around 4200 BC) HeHcKus xankonumen Hekponoin — 4200 . np. u. e.).

THE SEA GARDEN BAPHA. MOPCKATA I'PAJIUHA




W MOPH M
OEUHHA BAPHA
HCNE3H - Mar

"r M 1.4
ol @
':Ti(fll'! s
i | LI

"

T T e Y
igge ¥ -
IR ) ).

MEMORIAL PLAQUE
OF GEN. ILIYA DONCHEV

B On June 23rd 1977, Gen. Iliya Donchev,
leading a group of firefighters, boarded

the burning tanker “Erma”, loaded with
17,721 tons of crude oil and docked at Varna
Commercial Port. In 24 hours, the firefighters,
led by the General, put out the fire and saved
the coastal districts, the industrial area of
the city, the port, the shipyard and residential
buildings in a radius of more than 10 km — a
unique case in the world firefighting practice
(extinguishing a tanker with petroleum
products in the port area).

=

B The Sea Garden of Varna is a symbol of the city, a
masterwork of park art, a favourite place for walks of
the residents of Varna and the guests of the city. It was
created by Czech landscape architect Anton Novak 110
years ago.

B Mopckama epaouna na Bapua e cumson Ha epaoa,
npousgedenue Ha NapKkosomo U3Kycmeo, 100UuUmMo MACMo 3a
Pasxo0Ku Ha eapHenyu u 2ocmu Ha epaoa. Cv3oadena e om
Anmon Hosax om Yexus npeou 110 2oounu.

ITAMETHATA IIJIOYA
HA I'EH. 1JIUA TOHYEB

B Ha 23 wonu 1977 2. een. Unus Jlonues naueno

Ha 2pyna 02Hebopyu ce Kauea Ha 2opsAwUs maukep
Epma, namoeapen ¢ 17721 mona cypoé nempor,
axkocmupan na Tepeoscko npucmanuwje-Bapna. 3a
24 uaca noxcapuuxapume, npedgoNcOAHU Om 2eHe-
pana, uzeacsam noxcapa u cnacsaeéam KpaopeicHu-
me Keapmanu u UHOYCMpUAIHama 30Ha Ha 2paod,
npucmanuemo, KopabocmpoumerHuyama u 6CU4KU
APOMUWINEHY U HCUTUUWHI 00EKMU 8 paouyc om HAo
10 km — ynukaneu ciyuail 3a c6emogHama npomiu-
B0NOJCAPHA NPAKMUKA (eaceHe 8 NpUCMaHuwe Ha
mawnxep ¢ HepmonpooyKkmi).



13.00-14.30 — LUNCH in ”Time” restaurant
14.30-16.00 —- FREE TIME

16.00-18.30 — SIGHTSEENIG TOUR IN VARNA

(by walking, at will) — Visiting the Sea Garden,
Historical Museum, Golden Treasure and other
beautiful places in Varna

18.30-19.30 — FREE TIME

18.30-19.30 - PANEL MEETING OF THE
PRESIDENTS of National UMEM Associations
— in the lobby of hotel “Cherno More”
19.30-23.00 — DINNER restaurant “Morsko
Casino”

FOLKLOR PROGRAM - students from

“St. Patriarch Evtimiy” primary school — Varna

THE ROMAN BATHS

B The Roman baths are

the remains of the ancient
city of Odessos — the largest
baths by area on the Balkan
Peninsula.

B Pumckume mepmu ca
OCMAaHKU 0m OpesHUsl 2pao
Qodecoc — Haui-eonemume
mepmu no naow Ha banxkan-
CKUsl NOTYOCMPO8.

13.00-14.30 — OBSA — pectropant Taiim
14.30-16.00 - CBOBOJHO BPEME
16.00-18.30 — OBMKOJIKA N3 BAPHA (mem,
1o xenanue) — Mopcka rpaauna, Mcropuuecku
My3€il, 31aTHO CbKPOBUILE U IPYT'H KPAaCUBU
MmecTa BbB BapHa

18.30-19.30 - IMYHO BPEME

18.30-19.30 — CPEIIIA HA ITIPESUJAEHTUTE
Ha HannoHamHute chio3u Ha UMEM — ¢oaiiero
Ha xotea YepHo moe

19.30-23.00 - BEYEPS — pectopant ,,Mopcko
Ka3MHO

®OJKJIOPHA ITPOI'PAMA — yuenuuu ot OY
,,CB. Ilarpuapx EBtumuii“-Bapna

PUMCKUTE TEPMHU
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FRIDAY - 13th OF SEPTEMBER
MARITIME BULGARIA

07.30-08.00 - BREAKFAST

08.00-08.30 - TRANSFER BY BUS

to Port Varna

08.30-10.30 - TRAVEL BY CATAMARAN to
Balchik

10.30-11.00 — TEANSFER TO BALCHIK
PALACE (by walking, about 20 minutes)

BALCHIK BAJITYHUK

HETHK - 13 CEITEMBPHA
MOPCKA BbJITAPUA

07.30-08.00 - 3AKYCKA

08.00-08.30 - TPAHC®EP C ABTOBYC

1o Ilpucranunie Bapua

08.30-10.30 — ITbTYBAHE C KATAMAPAH
1o bamuuk

10.30-11.00 - OTUBAHE 1O IBOPELIA B
BAJITYUK (ITem, 800 m., 20 mMuH.)

B Balchik is an ancient city on the Black Sea

coast, north from Varna. According to Herodotus,
it was founded 6000-8000, more likely 5000 BC.
Also called Dionysopolis, after the Thracian

god of wine — Dionysus — because of the massive
grape plantations on the slopes above the city.

B banuuk e Opegen 2pad Ha bpeea na Yepro mope
Ha ceéep om Bapna. Cnoped Xepooom e ochosan
6000-8000 z., no-eepossmuo 5000 2. np. n. e. Hapu-
yaw J{uonucononuc Ha umemo Ha MpaKuiickus 602
Ha 8UHOMO JJuonUC 3apadu macugrHume 2po3008u
Hacax)coeHust no cKaoHogeme Hao 2paoa.



11.00-13.30 — READINGS in the “Stone Hall” of

Balchik Palace

BALCHIK PALACE

JIBOPEIA

B Balchik Palace was a summer residence of
the Romanian Queen Maria of Edinburgh (1924
— 1934), build in honour of her beloved Turkish
prince Barbu Stirbey. The minaret was built for
him, and the cross in front of the central building
of the Palace was built for the queen, where in
a stone throne, she expected to glimpse the sails
of the beloved s ship in the distance, traveling
towards her from the sea.

11.00-13.30 — IMTEPATYPHO YETEHE —
Kamena 3ana na J[Bopena

B /[éopeyvm 6 banuuk e Oun 1amua pezudenyus
Ha pymwvHckama kpanuya Mapus Eounbypecka
(1924-1934 2.), nocmpoen 6 uecm Ha 1H0OUMUSL UL
mypcku npuny bapoy [lupbei. 3a neco e nocmpo-
eHO MUHAPEmo, a 3a Kpamyama — KpsCmvm npeo
YeHmpainama cepaoa Ha 08opeyd, KvbO0emo 6 Ka-
MEHHUSL MPOH € 04AKBALA Od 3bPHe NIAMHAMA HA
Kopaba Ha ceosl 1106UM 8 OaleyuHama, nNvmyeay
KbM Hesl N0 MOpemo.
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13.30-14.30 - LUNCH - “Corona” restaurant 13.30-14.30 — OBSA I — Pecropant Kopona

15.00-17.00 - TOUR IN BALCHIK PALACE 15.00-17.00 - ObUKOJIKA 13 IBOPELIA B
AND BOTANICAL GARDEN BAJIYNK U BOTAHUYECKATA I'PAJIUHA
17.00-19.30 — VISITING CAPE KALIAKRA/OR  17.00-19.30 — ITIOCEI{EHUE HA HOC
ALADZHA ROCK MONASERY KAJIMAKPA UJIN AJTAJDKA MAHACTHP

W The University Botanical Garden in Balchik
is an educational, scientific and cultural centre,
a favourite place for generations of citizens and
artists. It was established in 1955 on an area of
50 acres, with tropical and subtropical plants,
cacti, succulents and other rare plant species. It
is a part of the Palace complex in Balchik.

B Vuusepcumemckama 6omanuyecka epaouna 6

ep. banuux e obpasosamenen, nayuen u KyimypeH

YEeHMbD, T0OUMO MACMO 30 NOKOIEHUS. 2PAHCOAHU
u meopyu. Cvzdadena e npez 1955 2. na niowy om
194 oka ¢ mponuynu, cyomponuuHu pacmeHus,

Kakmycu, CyKynenmu u opyeu peoku pacmumentu
sudoge. Yacm e om xomnuekca J{eopeya 8 banuux.
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KALIAKRA

KAJIMAKPA

B Kaliakra is an ancient fortress on the north-
eastern coast of Bulgaria, a crossroad of winds,
dreams and old legends about self-sacrifice

and love. There was a legend talking for forty
beautiful maidens from a local village, that were
kidnapped to be given as gifts to the Ottoman
conquerors. When the sun was setting, they
braided their hairs and in two rows flew to the
sea, like a flock of cranes... They died to keep
their honour and name unsullied.

B Kanuaxpa e Opesna Kpenocm Ha ceeepo-usmou-
Homo Kpaubpedxcue Ha bvieapus, cpewa na eem-
poge, Meumu u Cmapu 1e2eHoU 3a CamoNCepmed u
1110608. Jleecenoama enacu, ye yemupuoecem Kpacu-
8U 0eBOUKU OM MeCHHUume cena Ouiu omeneyeHu,
3a 0a 6v0am dadeHu 8 dap HA OCMAHCKUME 3a80-
esamenu. Kocamo civHyemo 3an536a10 me cnienu
Kocume cu u 8 0ge peduyu nojemenu KoM MOpemo
Kamo simo Jcepasi... 3a2unant, 3a 0a 3anaszsim
yecmma u umMemo Cu HeOnemHeHu.




ALADZHA ROCK MONASERY

AJTAI’KA MAHACTHP

B Aladzha (from Sanskrit “aja” — lamb of
God) Monastery is a medieval rock monastery
from 12th — 13th century, one of the oldest
early Christian monasteries in the Balkans. The
monastery caves are cut into a 24-meter sheer
cliff. The truth about the power of this mystical
place was taken away forever by the hermit
monks who lived there.

19.30-20.30 - DEARTURE TO VARNA
FREE TIME

B Anaodca (om canckpumcku ,,adxca‘ — acney
Boorcuii) manacmup e cpeonosexosen ckanen
manacmup om 12—13 ek, edun om Hau-cmapume
PAHHOXpUCMUAHCKU MaHacmupu Ha baikanu-
me. Manacmupckume newepu ca usceuetu 8 24
Mmemposa omeecna ckana. Mcmunama 3a cunama
HA MO8a MUCTIUYHO MACMO €A OMHECAU 3d6UHA2U
MOHAcume OMuleTHUYU, HCUBEIU 8 He2O.

19.30-20.30 - BPbIIIAHE BEB BAPHA
CBOBO/JIHO BPEME



SATURDAY - 14th OF SEPTEMBER CbBOTA - 14 CEITEMBPHA

OLD CAPITALS OF BULGARIA CTAPUTE CTOJIMIIU HA BbJITAPUS
08.00-08.30 - BREAKFAST 08.00-08.30 — 3BAKYCKA

08.30-11.00 —- DEPARTURE TO PLISKA, 08.30-11.00 — OTITBTYBAHE KbM IIJIMCKA,
MEANWHILE VISITING “THE STONE o UbTA — noceuieHue Ha [ToOuTuTe KaMbHH
FOREST”

B A unique natural landmark near Varna are the B Vhukanna npupooua 3abenexcumennocm Kpai
limestone formations, called “The Stone Forest”, Bapna ca saposuxosume obpasysanus [looumume
originated at the times when the lowland was KAMBHU OM 8peMemo, K02amo HU3UHama e ouna
the bottom of the sea and slowly rose above the O0BHO Ha Mope U OABHO ce e Hadu2ana Hao 800amad.
water.
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PLISKA IMJINCKA
B Pliska was the first capital of Bulgaria, B [Inucka e nopeama cmoauya Ha bvieapus,
founded by Khan Asparuh in 681. Considered as ocnosana om Xawn Acnapyx npe3 681 2. Cyuman
one of the richest cities in Europe at that time. 3a edun om Hau-bocamume 2padose ¢ Eepona no
0HO8a 8peme.

B The Basilica of Pliska was the largest B basunuxama 6 Ilnucka e nati-eonemus
Christian temple in South-Eastern Europe at the XPUCMUAHCKU Xpam 6 rocouzmodna Eepona npu
time of the baptism of proto-Bulgarians and Slavs ~ nokpwcmeanemo na npabvieapu u ciaesHu

in 864 by Tsar Boris the First. npes 864 2. om yap bopuc [lvpsu.

11.00-13.30 — READINGS — in “Museum of the 11.00-13.30 — JIUTEPATYPHO UETEHE —
Letters” in Pliska JBop na Kupunnnara [Tnucka



THE HOME OF THE CYRILLIC ABOP HA KUPUJIMIATA - IIVINCKA
ALPHABET - PLISKA

B The home of the Cyrillic alphabet in Pliska B /[sopvm na Kupunuyama e Iliucka e ynukaiet
is a unique cultural-historical complex with KYIMYPHO-UCTNOPUYECKU KOMNILEKC CbC CUMBONU U
symbols and signs from the Bulgarian scrips, 3HAyU om ObIAPCKAMA NUCMEHOCT U NUCAMeNU U
writers and poets, who wrote in this alphabet. noemu, KOUmo ca nUcalu Ha masu azoyka. /[ey-
The two-meter letters were made and brought Mmempogume OVK8U ca uzpabomeHy u npeHecexu
from Armenia 10 years ago. om Apmenus npeou 10 2o0unu.

13.30-14.30 - LUNCH 13.30-14.30 - OBSL Y
14.30-16.30 — VISITING THE GREAT 14.30-16.30 — [TIOCEHIEHUE HA I'OJISIMATA
BASILICA bBA3WJIINKA
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16.30-17.00 — Departure to MADARA 16.30-17.00 — OteTyBane kbM MAJIAPA
17.00-18.00 — Visiting MADARA AND THE 17.00-18.00 — [Tocemenune na MAJIAPA 1
MADARA HORSEMAN MAJIAPCKU S KOHHUK

B The Madar Horseman is a
medieval barelef, an expression of
the power of the First Bulgarian
Kingdom, carved on sheer rock
around 705, at an ancient cult
centre. Representing a horseman,
a lion and a dog — made by

order of Khan Tervel — son of the
founder of the Bulgarian State

— Khan Asparuh. The Madar
horseman is a monument, included
in the World's Cultural an
Historical Heritage of UNESCO.

B Maoapckusm KOHHUK e cpednogekosen penegh, uspaz Ha mowma Ha [lvpeomo dvaeapcko yapcmeo, us-
ceueH 8bpxXy omeecHa ckana oxkono 705 2. npu Opeger Kyamos yenmup, uzoopasasauy KOHHUK, 1b6 U Kyue
no 3anoeed na xan Tepgen — cun Ha ocnosamens Ha Bvieapckama ovpacasa xan Acnapyx. Maoapckusm
KOHHUK € NAMeMHUK Ha C8eMOBHOMO KYIMYPHO-UCMopuyecko Hacieocmeo Ha FOnecko.

18.00-19.00 — CONCERT IN MADARA — 18.00-19.00 — AKATIEJIHO IIEEHE B MAJIAPA
acappella singing 19.00-20.00 — OTITbTYBAHE KbM

19.00-20.00 - DEPARTURE TO THE “MAGIC Bbame6nus usBop — Pexa JleBus

SPRING” in Devnya River district

B The monument “Founders of
the Bulgarian State” was opened
in 1981, with the celebration of
the 1300th anniversary from the
establishment of the Bulgarian
State. It is located at 450 m above
sea level in the National Park at
the Shumen's Plateau. It combines
a futuristic style and the traditions
of the old Bulgarian stonemasonry
school.

B [lamemnuxvm ,, Co30amenu Ha Ovieapckama ovposcasa ‘e omxpum npesz 1981 2. no ciyyail wecmeane-
mo Ha 1300 2. om cv3dasanemo Ha 6vieapckama ovporcasa. Hamupa ce na 450 m. Haomopcka sucouuna 6
Hayuonanen napxk LLlymencko niamo. Cvuemasa pymypucmuuen cmun u mpaouyuume Ha cmapoodovieap-
cKama KameHapcka wKoad.
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B Devnya, the ancient Marcianopolis is a B Jlesnus, Opesnuam Mapyuanononuc e epao, Ha
city, 30 kilometres from Varna, founded in 106 30 xunomempa om Bapna, ocrosan npes 106 e.
by Emperor Trajan and named after his sister om umnepamop Tpasn, napeuen na cecmpa my
Marciana, who found healing at the karst springs  Mapyuana, xosamo e Hamepuna usyeienue npu
of present-day Devnya. The emperor described Kapcmogume u3eopu Ha cecawna Jleens. Mm-
this area as a “divinely magnificent place”. The nepamopvm e onpeoesii MeCmHoCmma Kamo
city is famous for archaeological discoveries ,, bodcecmeeno senuxonento msacmo . I paovm e
from Roman times, Roman mosaics and numerous — u3zgecmen ¢ apxeono2uiecku Haxo0Ku om puUmcko
water springs. 8peme, pUMCKU MO3AUKU U MHONCECMBO U3BOPU.



20.00-22.00 — DINNER in the “Magic Spring” in 20.00-22.00 - BEYEPS — pecropant Bpameden

Devnya River district. u3Bop — Peka JleBHs
FOLKLOR PROGRAM - folklore ensemble ®OJIKJIOPHA ITPOT'PAMA — donkinopen
aHcamObJ ,,EMorusa® — JleBHs

“Emotion” — Devnya
22.00-22.30 - RETURN to Varna 22.00-22.30 — BPBIIIAHE BbB Bapna

B A local legend says that the sister of Emperor B Mecmna necenda paskazea, ue cecmpama Ha
umnepamop Ipasan e buna medtcko 601Ha U € 03-

dpaeﬂﬂa, Kamo e nuena 600a CvC 31AmMHa Yyauia om

Trajan was seriously ill and recovered by
drinking water from a golden cup from this
Magic Spring. mo3u u3eop.



SUNDAY - 15th OF SEPTEMBER HEJEJIA - 15 CEHTEMBPHU

SEE YOU IN NEXT MEETINGS ANYWHERE HIE CE BUJUM B CJIEABAIIUTE CPEIIA
IN THE WORLD AND IN BULGARIA HAKBIAE I10 CBETA U B EbJITAPUA
AGAIN, MAYBE... OTHOBO, MOXE BH...

B Xaiioenbepe, epad 6 wocnama nposunyus ba-
Oen-Bropmenbepe, e nayuen, xyoosxcecmeen u meop-
YecKU YeHmvp, CUMBOJL HA BUCOKU NOCHIUNCEHUS]

u yennocmu. Kaseam, ue axo uckame oa euoume
pomanmuyHama cmpaua Ha I epmanus, mpsbea oa
omudeme 6 Xatioenbepe. Ll]e 6v0em mam 0ocoouna!

B Heidelberg, a city in the southern state of
Baden-Wurttemberg, is a scientific, artistic
and creative centre, a symbol of excellence
and values. They say that if you want to see the
romantic side of Germany, you should go to
Heidelberg.
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AOBVXAAHE, BAPHA!
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Dr. Simone Pietro BANDIRALI (Italy) President of U.M.E.M.
segreteriabandirali@hotmail.com - mobile 0039 333 3612861

Dr. Zlatimir KOLAROY (Bulgaria) General Secretary of U.M.E.M.
zkolarov@abv.bg - mobile: 0035 9888220118

Dr. Maria Jos¢ LEAL BRAVO DA COSTA (Portugal) Vice-President of U.M.E.M.

majoleal@hotmail.com

Dr. Roland NOEL (France) Membre d’Honneur de I’'U.M.E.M.
ronoel@wanadoo .fr - mobile 0033 608716711

Dr. Harald RAUCHFUSS (Germany) Membre d’Honneur de I'U.M.E.M.
harald @rauchfuss.de

Dr. Francoise VERREY — BASS (Switzerland) Membre d’Honneur de I’U.M.E.M.
fraverrey @gmx.ch

Dr. Patrizia VALPIANI (Italy)

pavalpiani@gmail.com

Dr. Klaus KAYSER (Germany)

klaus kayser@ki-universum.de

Dr. Helder F.B. MARTINS (Mozambique)
helderfbm921@gmail.com

Dr. Guillermo ALVAREZ (Ecuador)

guiwalvarez1 @gmail.com

Dr. Ryszard ZABA (Poland)

dr.rzaba@gmail.com

Dr. Mihai Cezar POPESCU (Romania)

cezar.m.popescu@gmail.com

Dr. Arquimedes VALE (Brazil)

arquivale@uol.com.br

Dr. Varela NEDI (Uruguay)
nedy51@hotmail.com
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LITERARY READING PROGRAM

12.09.2024 / CHERNO MORE HOTEL, VARNA HALL

09.00-09.30 — Presentation of the Hippocrates and Pegasus UMEM66 awards with greetings to the
laureates:
Laurent Vercoustre
Maddalena Bonelli
Carlos Vieira Reis
Zlatimir Kolarov
09.30-13.00 — Literary reading
Moderators: Simone Bandirali, Julian Korabov, Stoimen Dimitrov
Presentation time — up to 15 min.
09.30-09.45 — Maria Jose Leal
09.45-10.00 — Dobrin Paskalev
10.00-10.15 — Mariana Bettencourt
10.15-10.25 — Maria Vasileva
10.25-10.40 — Helga Thomas
10.40-10.50 — Veska Duceva
10.50-11.05 — Pierre Angotti
11.05-11.15 — Vanya Savova
11.15-11.25 - Oleg Kat-Ostrovsky
11.25-11.35 — Hristina Dimitrova
11.35-11.45 — Rositsa Stancheva — student at MU — Varna
11.45-11.55 — Helin Bayraktarova — student at MU — Varna
11.55-12.15 — Prof. Helder F.B. Martins — presentation
12.15-12.35 — Roland Noel — presentation
12.35-13.00 — Salah Mahammeed — presentation

13.09.2024 / BALCHIK, PALACE, STONE HALL

11.00-13.30 — Literary reading
Moderators: Prof. H. Martins, Maria Vasileva, Roland Noel
Presentation time — up to 15 minutes

11.00-11.15 — Simone Bandirali

11.15-11.25 — Jina Dundova

11.25-11.40 — Marco Pescetto

11.40-11.50 — Irina Baleva

11.50-12.00 — Julian Korabov

12.00-12.15 — Adriano Tango
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12.15-12.30 — Irena Ivanova
12.30-12.45 — Fiorello Doglia
12.45-13.00 — Anna Cantagallo
13.00-13.15 — Lachezar Kaitazki
13.15-13.30 — Ryszard Zaba

14.09.2024 / PLISKA, DVOR NA KIRILITSA

11.00-12.30 — Literary reading
Moderators: Zlatimir Kolarov, Marie Jose Leal
Presentation time — up to 15 minutes

,,Stone Forest* — Zlatimir Kolarov

11.00-11.15 — Veselin Vassilev

11.15-11.25 — Ivelina Georgieva

11.25-11.35 — Stoyan Minev

11.35-11.50 — Sharon Deslignéres

11.50-12.05 — Teja Bernardy

12.05-12.20 - Yasen Kalaidzhiev

BG

IIPOT'PAMA JIMTEPATYPHO HETEHE

12.09.2024 / BAPHA, XOTEJI ,MEPHO MOPE¥, 3AJIA ,,BAPHA¥

09.00-09.30 — BpbuBane Ha Harpagute Xunokpart u [lerac UMEM66 ¢ npuBeTcTBUs Ha J1laypeaTuTe:
Jlopan Bepkyctp
Mapanena bonenn
Kapnoc Bueiipa Peiic
3narumup Konapos

09.30-13.00 — JIuteparypHO 4eTeHE
Mopepartopu: Cumone bannupanu, FOnusu Kopa6os, Ctoumen Jumutpon
Bpeme Ha npe3eHTanus — 10 15 MuH.

09.30-09.45 — Mapus Xosze Jlean

09.45-10.00 — To6pun Ilackanes

10.00-10.15 — Mapuana berankyp

10.15-10.25 — Mapus Bacuiea

10.25-10.40 — Xenra Tomac

10.40-10.50 — Becka [lyueBa
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10.50-11.05 — IIuep Anroru

11.05-11.15 — Bans Casosa

11.15-11.25 — Ouner Kar-OctpoBcku

11.25-11.35 — Xpuctuna JlumMutposa

11.35-11.45 — Pocuna CranueBa — ctyaeHTka B MY-Bapha
11.45-11.55 — Xenun baiipakrapoBa — ctyneHTka B MY-Bapha
11.55-12.15 — [Ipod. MapTunc — npe3eHTanus

12.15-12.35 — Ponang Hoen — npe3enranus

12.35-13.00 — Cana Moxamen — npe3eHTanus

13.09.2024 / BAJIYUK, IBOPEIIA, KAMEHHA 3AJIA

11.00-13.30 — JIuTeparypHo ueTeHe
Mopnepatopu: npod. X. Maprunc, Mapus Bacunesa, Ponanx Hoen
Bpewme Ha npesenTanus — 10 15 Munytu

11.00-11.15 — Cumone banaupanu

11.15-11.25 — JI>xuna Jlynaosa

11.25-11.40 — Mapxo Ilemero

11.40-11.50 — 1puna banesa

11.50-12.00 — FOnusta Kopabos

12.00-12.15 — Anpuano Tanro

12.15-12.30 — Hpena MBanosa

12.30-12.45 — ®uopeno Honus

12.45-13.00 — Anna Kanranaro

13.00-13.15 — JIvuesap Kaiitazku

13.15-13.30 — Pumap 3aba

14.09.2024 / IIJVIMCKA, IBOP HA KUPUJINIIATA

11.00-12.30 — JIuteparypHo yeTeHE
Mopepartopn: 3narumup Konapos, Mapu XKoze Jlean
Bpeme Ha npeseHTanus — 10 15 MuHyTH

[To6utn xambHE — 3natumup Komapos

11.00-11.15 — Becenun Bacunes
11.15-11.25 — "Benuna 'eopruesa
11.25-11.35 — Crossn Munes
11.35-11.50 — Hlapon [le3nunrep
11.50-12.05 — Tea bepnany
12.05-12.20 — SIcen Kanmaiimkues
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HIPPOCRATES PEGASUS
UMEM 2024 PRIZE

LAUREATES JJAYPEATH

Carlos Vieira Reis, Portugal Kapnoc Bueiipa Peiic, [Topryranus
Laurent Vercoustre, France Jlopan Bepkyctp, @panuus
Maddalena Bonelli, Italy Mananena bounennu, Utanus
Zlatimir Kolarov, Bulgaria 3narumup Konapos, beirapus

1o uoes na 0-p Cumone banoupanu, npedcedamen na UMEM | Cxyanmypa: I'uma Maprosa
Based on the idea of Dr. Simone Bandirali, President of UMEM | Sculpture: Gita Markova
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Carlos Vieira Reis | PORTUGAL

ENG

CARLOS MANUEL VIEIRA REIS:
CURRICULUM VITAE

BACKGROUND, DEGREES AND
ACHIEVEMENTS:

Born in the city of Chaves (northern Portugal)
on January 19th 1935

Medical studies in the University of Coimbra

Successful examinations in several disciplines
of the first year of the Psychology course

Philosophy (incomplete) in the
Humanities Faculty of the Classical University of
Lisbon

Final

course

medical examination and Thesis

presentation in the University of Lisbon, January
1960

Followed the entire medical career (from
Internship to Head of Hospital Service, always
submitting to public examinations) in the Lisbon
Civil Hospitals

Followed the military career to the rank of
Medical Coronel

Speciality in Surgery since 1967

Head of Surgical Service

Sub-Director of the Principal Military Hospital
and of the Military Medical Health Service School

Ministered theoretical and practical Surgery
classes at the Faculty of Medical Sciences (Lisbon)
during 8 years

Chief Redactor of the Portuguese Military
Medicine Magazine

Correspondent in Portugal for the Medical
Corps International Magazine

Founder (in collaboration) of the Therapeutics
Information Magazine, at the Principal Military
Hospital

Translator of a voluminous North American
essay on modern-times European medicine

Asadivulger of medical subjects in the popular
media, published (during 4 years) a weekly
column on health subjects in a TV Magazine,
was author and daily host of the prime-time
television show “Dear Health” and presenter of
35 programmes (entitled “And if I told you...”)
about Medical History on cable TV channels

In the Regional Radio of Cabinda (Angola)
author and speaker of a weekly programme
“Poetry, music and theatre — the necessary trilogy”

Being an enthusiast of new communication
technologies,  created a  blog
darcordaaoneuronio.blogspot.com) and a web
page (http://carlosvieirareis.no.sapo.pt) having
divulged regularly, in the internet site “Vidas
Lusofonas” (Lives of Portuguese speakers) the
biographies of medical and literary illustrious
personalities, amongst whom Amatus Lusitanus,
Abel Salazar, Reynaldo dos Santos, Teodoro
Ferreira de Aguiar, Fernando Namora and
Agostinho da Silva

WWW.

TITLES AND CHARGES IN SOCIETIES
RELATING TO THE FIELDS OF
LITERATURE AND ARTS:

President of the Portuguese Association of
Doctor-Writers and Artists (1994-2004)

President of the Union of Portuguese-speaking
countries’ Doctor-Writers and Artists between
1996 and 2000 (in which year the presidency
passed on to Brazil)

Elected President of the World Doctor-Writers
for the five-year mandate between 2004 and 2009

Foreign Associate of the Brazilian Arts and
Letters Academy of North-eastern Brazil

Foreign Associate of the Spanish Association
of Doctor-Writers

Foreign Associate of the Brazilian Association
of Doctor-Writers

Associate ofthe Portuguese Writer’s Association
and of the Portuguese Author’s Association

Member of the National Fine Arts Society

Treasurer of the Portuguese Medical History
Association



Associate of the International Medical History
Association

Associate of the Geographical Society of
Lisbon

Founder (in collaboration) of the Cultural
Association “Club of 50” a discussion group of
arts and ideas

Was awarded the Literary Career Prize (together
with Luis Lourenco) by the General Assembly of
the Portuguese Association of Doctor-Writers and
Artists (2024)

PUBLISHED WORKS:

A pleasure to meet you (short stories) 1984

A river of wine, a river of blood (essay) —
Cesare Pavese Prize, awarded in Italy 1989

The Health Service as an essential component
of Defence (essay) — Merit Prize from the Army
General Staff

History of Portuguese Military History (Initially
published in fascicles, between 1991 and 1995)

My pleasure (short stories) 1992

50 Poems on love, anguish and death, 1995

Chronicle of an enigma (novel) — Fialho de
Almeida Prize, 1997

Military doctors’ contribution to Portuguese
medicine in the last two centuries (essay) — Abel
Salazar Prize, 1997

Ladies and gentlemen (a collection of texts on
medical history) 1998

A stitch without a knot (novel) 2001

From the Estrela High School to the Principal
Military Hospital (history) 2002

History of the Portuguese Urology Association,
2002

UMEM-the possible history, 2004

The Portuguese Medical Association: past and
future, 2007

Winding the neuron (a collection of essays
previously posted in his homonymous blog (in
Portuguese “dar corda ao neurénio”) 2020

At the brink of memory, 2021

To die the day before, 2021

ENG
MY GREAT THANKS

Unexpectedly, the gratitude of UMEM came
to me. I was astonished, not anticipating what
approached. I asked myself whether I deserved
such an honour.

I believed, upon the moment, that I did not:
for, however well my last Presidency of UMEM
rolled out, I had rejected re-election: in spite
of all I had created, I had not succeeded in
spreading the friendship of all, amongst all.

Not wishing to make this acceptance speech
too long, I would however like to give you
part of my entrance in UMEM and of mi active
dedication to making it better.

I became a member of UMEM in 1987, on
the occasion of the Congress in Barcelona,
under the Presidency of Baroness Marguerite
de Miomandre Liegeois and the organization of
the psychiatrist Claramund Raspall, a man of
great ideas, big mistakes and provoker of unpaid
expenses: the latter led to the closure of the
doors of the Barcelona stock exchange on a gala
night where we all, in full dress (spangled with
medals, for those who had been so contemplated)
had been forced to stay on the street and without
a party.

This accident led to the resignation of president
Marguerite de Miomandre and to the takeover
of the Presidency by Bernard Schmitt. In those
days, UMAM, the World association of Doctor-
Artists, was associated to UMEM.

Bernard Schmitt deceased in 1997, the
Presidency having been assumed by Edouard
Klotter, who only would accept for a few years.
Faced with this situation, during the 2002
Congress in Bad Sickingen, Germany, UMEM
decided to elect President the Portuguese Carlos
Vieira Reis, who would initiate his functions in
2004, on the occasion of the Congress that would
take place in Portugal.



Not having a political aim, UMEM never
produced texts that might be interpreted as
the defence of a political option. However, at
the Congress in Athens, the general assembly
decided for the first time to write a declaration
on a humanitarian basis addressed to political
bodies anywhere in the world, starting from the
terrorist attacks against the New York towers.
Such would be an occasion to reflect upon
the motives of such actions and to measure
the consequences that might come from them,
amplified by a chain of belligerence and
unquenchable hatred, raging through an already
unbalanced world.

Since I took in charge the UMEM presidency,
I wrote the book UMEM, the possible history, I
sought to give UMEM a legal existence before
the Notary of Sierre, Jean-Pierre Guidoux, in
Switzerland. That same year the celebration
of the 50th anniversary of UMEM took place
with the design and edition in Lisbon of a fine
commemorative medal, later distributed at the
Congress in Sierre.

The UMEM flag was created and I begged
the French Colleague, Jean-Louis Belgrand, to
write and render in music the UMEM Anthem.
And I understood it would benefit all members to
house UMEM in the Internet, in five languages,
a functionality that would enable clear and easy
conversation amongst all.

This magnificent possibility, sponsored by a
Laboratory, lasted during six years, only ending
when those who paid for the Internet service
realized that very few people visited the site.
Some years later, no longer attending Congresses
myself, I undertook the re-establishment of the
use of Internet, in order that all might see that
which the majority had never seen.

When I refused my re-election, I had a reason
to do it — seeing and feeling that, in a group which
owed its existence to the love of writing, not all
loved one another and some esteemed that they
themselves were different. It was in order to give
everybody a sign of my disagreement that I did

not accept. Pity; I would very much like all to
feel and to be equal.

I thank you for your decision and I wish the
best for all.

FR
MON GRAND MERCI

De maniere inattendue, la gratitude de ’'UMEM
est venue a ma rencontre. J'eus un étonnement,
que je n’espérais point, pour ce qui m’arriverait.
Je me suis demandé si je mériterais un tel honneur.

Sur le moment, j’ai cru que je ne le méritais
pas; car, pour autant que ma derni¢re présidence
de PUMEM se soit tres bien déroulée, j’avais
rejeté la réélection: malgré tout ce que j’avais
crée, je n’avais pas réussi a répandre I’amitié¢ de
tous, parmi tous.

Sans vouloir trop allonger ce remerciement,
j’essaierai de vous donner la date de mon entrée
a 'UMEM, et de vous faire part de ma dédicace
pour I’améliorer.

Je suis devenu membre de ’'UMEM en 1987,
au Congreés de Barcelone, lequel s’est déroulé
sous la présidence de la Baronne Marguerite de
Miomandre Liegeois et]’organisation du psychiatre
Claramund Raspall, homme aux grandes idées,
aux grosses erreurs et fauteur de dépenses non
payées: ces dernieres ont conduit a la fermeture
des portails de la Bourse de Barcelone, la nuit ou
nous tous, en habit de gala (orné de décorations
pour ceux qui en avaient été graciés) sommes
restés sans la féte et en pleine rue.

Cet accident a conduit a la démission de la
Présidente Marguerite de Miomandre et a la prise
en charge de la Présidence par Bernard Schmitt.
En ce temps-la, ’'UMAM, Union Mondiale des
Artistes Médecins, était associée a ’'UMEM.

Bernard Schmitt est décédé en 1997, la
Présidence ayant alors été assumée par Edouard
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Klotter, qui ne voulait en prendre la responsabilité
que pour peu d’années. Face a cela, 'UMEM a
décidé au Congrées de 2002, a Bad Sickingen, en
Allemagne, d’¢élire Président le Portugais Carlos
Vieira Reis, qui devrait débuter fonctions en 2004,
lors de la réalisation du Congres au Portugal.

N’ayant pas une finalit¢ politique, ’'UMEM
n’a jamais produit de textes qui puissent étre
interprétés comme une prise de position politique.
Cependant, a 1’occasion du Congrés d’Athénes,
I’assemblée générale décida, pour la premicre fois,
de rédiger une déclaration de base humanitaire
dirigée aux agents politiques du monde entier,
en partant des attentats terroristes contre les
tours de New York. Ce serait une occasion pour
réfléchir sur les motifs de tels actes et mesurer les
conséquences qui pourraient en advenir, suite a
I’éclosion et a la croissance d’une belligérance a
la chaine et d’une haine effrénée, parcourant un
monde soi-méme assez déséquilibré.

Dés que j’ai pris place a la présidence de
I’UMEM, j’ai écrit le livie UMEM, L’histoire
possible, j’ai taché de donner une existence 1égale
a PUMEM devant le Notaire de Sierre, Jean-
Pierre Guidoux, en Suisse. Ce fut en cette méme
année qu’eut lieu la célébration des 50 ans de
I’UMEM, avec le dessin et 1’édition, a Lisbonne,
d’une belle médaille commémorative qui fut
ensuite distribuée lors du Congres a Sierre.

Le drapeau de ’'UMEM a été crée et j’ai pri€ le
Collégue francais Jean-Louis Belgrand, d’écrire
et de mettre en musique I’Hymne de I’"UMEM.
Et j’ai compris que ce serait bon pour tous que
de mettre 'UMEM sur Internet, en cinq langues,
fonction qui permettrait d’établir de fagon claire
et facile la conversation entre tous.

Cette magnifique possibilité, soutenue par un
Laboratoire, a tenu bon pendant six ans et a pris
fin lorsque les payants du service d’Internet se
sont apercus que trés peu de gens consultaient
le site. Quelques années passées, et n’allant plus
aux Congrés moi-méme, j’ai tdché de rétablir
I’usage de la Net afin que nous puissions voir ce
que la majorité n’avait jamais vu.

Lorsque j’ai refusé ma réélection, j’avais une
raison pour le faire — voir et sentir que, dans un
groupe qui existait par amour pour 1’écriture,
tous n’aimaient pas les autres et certains se
croyaient différents. J’en ai donné signe a tous en
n’acceptant pas. Dommage; j’aimerais bien que
tous se sentent et soient égaux.

Je vous remercie pour votre décision et je
désire le meilleur pour vous tous.

DE
MEIN DANK

Unerwartet kam die Dankbarkeit von UMEM
zu mir. Das unerwartete Erstaunen iiber das, was
auf mich zukommen wiirde. Ich fragte mich, ob ich
eine solche Ehre verdienen wiirde.

Sofort dachte ich, dass ich es nicht verdienen
wiirde, denn obwohl meine letzte Prasidentschaft
der UMEM sehr gut verlaufen war, lehnte ich
ecine Wiederwahl ab, weil ich es trotz dessen,
was ich geschaffen habe, nicht geschafft habe,
die Freundschaft aller, unter allen vollstindig zu
verbreiten.

Ohne diesen Dank aussprechen zu wollen,
werde ich versuchen, Thnen das Datum meines
Eintritts in die UMEM und meines aktiven
Engagements fiir die Verbesserung der UMEM
Zu nennen.

Ich wurde 1987 Mitglied der UMEM, auf dem
Kongress in Barcelona, der unter dem Vorsitz
der Baronin Marguerite de Miomandre Liegeois
stattfand, und der Organisation des Psychiaters
Claramund Raspall, einem Mann der gro3en Ideen,
der groBen Fehler und des Téters unbezahlter
Ausgaben: Letzteres filihrte zur SchlieBung der
Tore der Borse von Barcelona. Die Nacht, in
der wir alle in Galakleidern (geschmiickt mit
Dekorationen fiir die Begnadigten) ohne Party
und mitten auf der Stra3e zuriickgelassen wurden.



Dieser Unfall fithrte zum Riicktritt von
Priasidentin Marguerite de Miomandre und zur
Ubernahme des Vorsitzes durch Bernard Schmitt.

Zu dieser Zeit war die UMAM, die Weltunion
der Medizinkiinstler, mit der UMEM verbunden.

Bernard Schmitt starb 1997; das Prasidium
tibernahm Edouard Klotter, der nur fiir wenige
Jahre Verantwortung ilibernehmen wollte. Vor
diesem Hintergrund beschloss die WMU auf dem
Kongress 2002 in Bad Séickingen, Deutschland,
den Portugiesen Carlos Vieira Reis
Prisidenten zu wiahlen, der voraussichtlich 2004
sein Amt antreten wird, wenn der Kongress in
Portugal stattfindet.

Da die UMEM kein politisches Ziel verfolgte,
verfasste sie nie Texte, die als Verteidigung
einer politischen Option interpretiert werden
konnten. Auf dem Kongress in Athen beschloss
die Generalversammlung jedoch zum ersten
Mal, eine Erkldrung auf humanitirer Basis
zu verfassen, die sich an politische Gremien
in der ganzen Welt richtet, angefangen bei
den Terroranschligen auf die New Yorker
Tiirme. Dies wire eine Gelegenheit, iiber die
Motive solcher Aktionen nachzudenken und
die Konsequenzen abzuwigen, die sich daraus
ergeben konnten, verstirkt durch eine Kette von
Kriegslust und unstillbarem Hass, die durch
eine bereits unausgeglichene Welt wiitet.

Seit ich die Présidentschaft der UMEM
iibernommen habe, habe ich das Buch UMEM,
die mogliche Geschichte geschrieben, ich habe
versucht, der UMEM vor dem Notar von Sierre,
Jean-Pierre Guidoux, in der Schweiz eine legale
Existenz zu geben. Im selben Jahr fand die Feier
zum 50-jdhrigen Jubildum der UMEM statt, bei
der in Lissabon eine schone Gedenkmedaille
entworfen und herausgegeben wurde, die spéiter
auf dem Kongress in Sierre verteilt wurde.

Die UMEM-Flagge wurde kreiert und ich
bat meinen franzosischen Kollegen Jean-Louis
Belgrand, die UMEM-Hymne zu schreiben und
in Musik umzusetzen. Und ich verstand, dass
es fiir alle Mitglieder von Vorteil wire, UMEM

zZum

im Internet zu speichern, in fiinf Sprachen,
eine Funktionalitdt, die eine klare und einfache
Konversation zwischen allen ermoglichen wiirde.

Diese groBartige Mdoglichkeit, die von
einem Labor gesponsert wurde, dauerte sechs
Jahre lang und endete erst, als diejenigen, die
fiir den Internetdienst bezahlten, feststellten,
dass nur sehr wenige Menschen die Website
besuchten. Einige Jahre spédter nahm ich selbst
nicht mehr an Kongressen teil und unternahm
die Wiedereinfiihrung des Internets, damit alle
das sehen konnten, was die Mehrheit noch nie
gesehen hatte.

Als ich meine Wiederwahl ablehnte, hatte ich
einen Grund dafiir — zu sehen und zu fiihlen, dass
in einer Gruppe, die ihre Existenz der Liebe zum
Schreiben verdankte, nicht alle einander liebten
und einige schétzten, dass sie selbst anders waren.
Um allen ein Zeichen meiner Ablehnung zu geben,
akzeptierte ich es nicht. Mitleid; Ich mochte sehr,
dass sich alle gleich fiihlen und gleich sind.

Ich danke Thnen fiir Thre Entscheidung und
wiinsche allen das Beste.

PT

O MEU OBRIGADO

Inesperadamente, chegou a mim a gratiddo da
UMEM. O espanto inesperado daquilo que viria
ter comigo. Perguntei-me, se eu mereceria tal
honra.

De imediato, pensei que eu ndo a mereceria,
porque embora a minha ultima presidéncia da
UMEM, tivesse corrido muito bem, rejeitei a
reeleicdo, porque apesar daquilo que criei, ndo
consegui totalmente espalhar a amizade de todos,
entre todos.

Sem querer alargar este agradecimento, vou
tentar dar-vos a data da minha entrada na UMEM
e a minha entrega activa em melhorar a UMEM.



Entrei para a UMEM, em 1987, em Barcelona,
sendo presidente a Baronesa Marguerite de
Miomandre Liegeois e organizador o psiquiatra
Claramund Raspall, homem de grandes ideias,
grandes erros e despesas ndo pagas que levaram
ao encerramento nessa noite da Bolsa de
Barcelona, quando todos nos, vestidos a rigor e
com condecoragdes de quem as tinha, ficou sem
a festa e na rua.

Este acidente, levou a demissdo da Presidente
Marguerite de Miomandre e a entrada para
Presidente, de Bernard Schmitt.

Nesse tempo associavam-se ainda a UMAM,
Uniao Mundial dos Artistas Médicos, a UMEM

Em 1997, morre Bernard Schmitt e assumiu
a presidéncia Edouard Klotter, que quer assumir
poucos anos. Face a isso, a UMEM decidiu no
Congresso de 2002, em Bad Sackingen, Alemanha,
eleger presidente o portugués Carlos Vieira Reis
e marcada a sua posse para 2004, aquando da
realizacdo do Congresso em Portugal.

Nao tendo a UMEM finalidade politica, nunca
produziu textos que pudessem ser interpretados
como tomada de posicdo politica. Contudo,
durante o Congresso de Atenas, a assembleia geral
decidiu, pela primeira vez, redigir uma declaracao
de fundo humanitario e dirigi-la aos politicos de
todo o mundo, dos ataques terroristas contra as
torres de New York, Seria altura de reflectir nas
razdes dessas acgdes e avaliar as consequéncias
que dai poderiam advir, com o aparecimento e
desenvolvimento de uma beligerancia em cadeia
e de um odio desenfreado, a percorrer um mundo
ja de si bastante desequilibrado.

Logo que tomei posse da presidéncia da UMEM,
escrevi o livro UMEM, L’histoire possible, tratei
de legalizar a UMEM, perante o Notério de Sierre,
Jean-Pierre Guidoux, na Suiga. Foi nesse mesmo
ano que se comemoraram os 50 anos de existéncia
da UMEM, desenhando-se e editando em Lisboa,
uma bela medalha comemorativa, que depois foi
distribuida no Congresso em Sierre,

Criou-se a Bandeira da UMEM e pedi ao colega
francés Jean-Louis Belgrand, que escrevesse

e musicasse o Hino da UMEM. E entendi, que
seria bom para todos, colocar a UMEM na Net,
com cinco linguas a funcionar e a permitirem
estabelecer de forma clara e facil, a conversacao
entre todos.

Esta belissima possibilidade aguentou-se uns
seis anos, sustentada por um Laboratorio e acabou,
quando os pagadores a Net verificavam que muito
poucos ali recorriam. Passados uns anos e ja ndo
indo aos Congressos, tentei estabelecer novamente
o uso da Net para podermos ver tudo aquilo que a
maioria nunca via.

Quando ndo aceitei a minha reelei¢do, havia
uma razdo para o fazer — ver e sentir que num
grupo que existia porque amava a escrita, nem
todos amavam os outros e pensavam-se diferentes.
Dei sinal disso a todos e ndo aceitei. Tenho pena.
Gostaria muito que todos se pensassem e fossem
iguais.

Agradeco a vossa decisdo e desejo-vos o melhor

para todos.
(Original speech in Portuguese)
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CURRICULUM VITAE DE
LAURENT VERCOUSTRE

le 7 aout 2024

Hier Gynécologue Obstétricien aujourd’hui
a la retraite, dans ma 75¢ année, 1’essentiel de
mes écrits ont pour théme la santé, les problémes
d’organisation de nos systémes de santé.

C’est la rencontre avec la pensée du philosophe
Michel Foucault qui m’a sorti de mon sommeil
dogmatique qui n’était pas certes a la mesure de celui
de Kant! (Kant disait du philosophe anglais Hume
que celui-ciI’avait sorti de son sommeil dogmatique).
Disons plus simplement que ma rencontre avec
Michel Foucault a ét¢ une vraie révélation. J’ai
trouvé dans son ceuvre toute une réflexion sur la
médecine qui donne des principes d’intelligibilité
sur la crise que nous traversons. Foucault disait mes:
«Tous mes livres [...] sont, si vous voulez, des petites
boites a outils. Si les gens veulent bien les ouvrir,
se servir de telle phrase, de telle idée, telle analyse
comme d’un tournevis ou d’un desserre boulon, pour
court-circuiter, disqualifier les systémes de pouvoir,
eh bien c’est tant mieux.»

J’ai donc utilisé ces «outils Foucault» pour écrire
une premier livre intitulé Faut-il supprimer les
hopitaux, 1’hopital au feu de Michel Foucault? Cet
ouvrage a ¢té remarqué Roselyne Bachelot, ministre
de la Santé a I’époque ot mon livre a été publi¢. Dans
une lettre manuscrite elle m’informait qu’elle avait
fait commande de 20 exemplaires de mon livre et
ordonné a tous ses conseillers de le lire. Mon ouvrage
avait également attiré I’attention de la Présidente de
I’THCAAM. L’'HCAAM est précisément 1’institution
qui met en ceuvre les réformes du systéme de santé.
Celle-ci m’a demand¢ de présenter ma réflexion sous
forme de deux conférences.

Mon second ouvrage avait pour sujet une
série américaine Docteur House. Je lui avais
donné comme titre Docteur House et moi simple
praticien hospitalier. J’avais été fasciné cette série
américaine. Parce qu’elle s’interroge avec une
étonnante perspicacité sur I’éthique médicale. Voici
un passage de la 4e de couverture de ce livre. «Qui
est House: c’est d’abord une figure de antihéros
comme on le voit de plus en plus dans le contexte
des séries américaines. Mais c’est probablement
I’antihéros, le plus complexe et mystérieux de
I’histoire de la télévision. Il est arrogant, cynique
anticonformiste et misanthrope, asocial, en un mot
il est odieux mais premier paradoxe, malgré tous
ces défauts il reste éminemment sympathique.

Du point de vue qui nous intéresse, du point
de vue de I’éthique médicale, ses comportements,
ses paroles sont 1’antitheése de 1’éthique reconnue
comme telle, il est radicalement antiéthique mais
notre propos est justement de voir comment
cette antiéthique devient une hyperéthique selon
I’expression des philosophe italiens qui lui ont
consacré un livre.» Dans ce livre je raconte sur
le ton de I’autodérision comment le médecin que
J’étais s’était identifié au Docteur House.

Mon troisiéme livre intitulé Réformer la santé,
la lecon de Michel Foucault avait pour intension
cette fois-ci de comprendre avec 1’aide des outils
Foucault la crise que traverse aujourd’hui notre
systtme de santé. Elle concernait donc tous
les aspects de la santé. Cet ouvrage, sans doute
trop ambitieux, n’a pas eu le méme succes que
le premier. En définitive il représente pour moi
une riche réserve d’idées, d’analyses que j’ai
exploité en écrivant des ’articles dans la presse, en
particulier dans le journal Le Monde, mais aussi
dans Le Point, Le Nouvel Observateur, Libération.

Mon quatriéme livre est cette fois un roman.
Grace a lui j’ai renoué avec la littérature, et c’est
pour moi un immense plaisir. Je me demande
si ma nature profonde n’est pas d’étre plus un
littéraire qu’un philosophe méme si mon périple
philosophique m’a donné beaucoup de satisfaction.
Son titre: Augustin la guerre du cholestérol.



Mon roman a donc comme toile de fond la
polémique sur le cholestérol. En France et dans
de nombreux autres pays, la grande majorité
des cardiologues et I’opinion commune croient
fermement que le cholestérol est le principal facteur
des maladies cardiovasculaires. Pourtant il existe un
réseau international des sceptiques du cholestérol
(THINCS). Ce groupe est en croissance constante et
est composé de scientifiques, de médecins, d’autres
universitaires et d’écrivains scientifiques de divers
pays. Il s’oppose unanimement a la théorie qui veut
que le cholestérol soit désigné comme responsable
des accidents cardiovasculaires. Les statines sont
les médicament les plus utilisés pour faire baisser
le cholestérol. Ces statines représentent des budgets
colossaux, comme jamais I’industrie pharmaceutique

n’avait connu. Or il n’ont pas d’utilit¢ — le
cholestérol étant innocent dans la genése des
accidents cardiovasculaires —, et par ailleurs ils

induisent des effets indésirables importants dont
certains mettent en jeu la vie des malades.

Ce roman a regu le premier prix du salon du livre
dédicacé décerné par le Groupement des Ecrivains
M¢édecin en 2021.

Enfin j’anime un blog (https://blog.laurentver-
coustre.lequotidiendumedecin.fr/) dans le journal
le Quotidien du Médecin premier journal médical
francais. La création de ce blog date de 2017, il
compte aujourd’hui 150 billets.

REFERENCES BIBLIOGRAPHIQUES

FAUT-IL SUPPRIMER LES HOPITAUX?
L’hopital au feu de Michel Foucault?
L’Harmattan 2009.

GREG HOUSE ET MOI SIMPLE PRATICIEN
HOSPITALIER, L’Harmattan 2014.

NAITRE ALAMAISON D’hieretd’aujourd’hui.
Ouvrage collaboratif sous la direction de Marie-
France-Morel, Editions Eres, 2016.
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Laurent Vercoustre anime le BLOG «OCALE»
dans le journal Le Quotidien du Médecin.

Il est membre du séminaire sur [’avenir de la

Santé¢ de ’THCAAM (Haut Conseil pour 1I’Avenir
de I’ Assurance Maladie).

Liste des articles publiés dans le journal Le
Monde

Sur la crise des urgences, Agnés Buzyn tient le
bon cap

Pour I’ancien praticien hospitalier et spécialiste
des politiques médicales, les mesures annoncées
par la ministre de la santé, qui s’appuient sur la
médecine ambulatoire, permettront de remettre au
premier plan la médecine de ville.

Publié le 12 septembre 2019 a 06h30 Laurent
Vercoustre

Non, nos obstétriciens ne sont pas violents.
Ils sont simplement déja d’une autre époque»

Dansune tribune au «Monde», Laurent Vercoustre,
obstétricien hospitalier a la retraite, estime que
les femmes, plus qu’un retour a la naturalité de
I’accouchement, revendiquent avant tout de parler
d’égal a égal avec leur médecin.

Publié le 30 aolit 2017 a 15h36, Laurent Vercoustre

Prématuré, faire vivre ou faire mourir?

Des trois instances concernées, la médécine,
la société et les parents, ce sont les parents qui
représentent I’instance la plus fondatrice de I’étre
humain.

Publié le 22 septembre 2014 a 12h57 Laurent
Vercoustre
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Chers médecin-écrivains, chers écrivain-
médecins, c’est cette bi appartenance qui nous
reunit aujourd ’hui, c’est elle que nous allons
féter tout au long de ce merveilleux congres.

Il ne faut pas s’y tromper elle est I’affirmation
d’une valeur d’une extraordinaire importance.

Expliquons-nous. «Le médecine n’a plus
d’extérieur» disait Michel Foucault. Michel
Foucault est un philosophe de XXe siécle. Il est
sans doute le philosophe frangais le plus traduit
dans le monde. Une part non négligeable de son



ceuvre philosophique est consacrée a la médecine.
«La médecine n’a plus d’extérieur» que veut
nous dire Foucault? Il s’en explique dans ce petit
texte que je vais vous lire: «la médecine ne doit
plus seulement étre le corpus des techniques de
la guérison et du savoir qu’elles requierent ; elle
enveloppera aussi une connaissance de /’homme
en santé, c’est a dire a la fois une expérience de
[’homme non malade, et une définition de /’homme
modele. Dans la gestion de 1’existence elle prend
une posture normative, qui ne [’autorise pas
simplement a distribuer des conseils de vie sage,
mais la fonde a régenter les rapports physiques et
moraux de I’individu et de la société ou elle vit'.»

Le message de Foucault est clair on peut
le résumer ainsi: la médecine est en passe de
s’emparer de 1’homme pour en faire un étre
totalement médicalisé. Ailleurs Foucault nous
présentera le probléme sous un autre angle: il dira
que c’est dans la médecine, science expérimentale
que I’homme cherche aujourd’hui sa vérité. C’est
dans son plus célebre et difficile livre Les mots
et les choses que Foucault nous montrera que
toute notre modernité se prend constamment les
pieds dans le tapis en faisant de I’homme une
connaissance possible ou un objet pour la science.

Donnons un exemple de cette médicalisation
de ’humain. L "homosexualité par exemple. Sur
cette question la médecine a di battre en retraite,
et elle I’a fait il y a déja longtemps. C’est en effet
en 1980, que I’homosexualité, classée auparavant
comme pathologie mentale, est retirée du DSM
(Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental
Disorders). Des millions d’indvidus vont passer
d’un seul coup du statut de malades mentaux a un
statut d’homme normal.

Vous qui étes tout autant écrivain que médecin,
vous avez bien délimité un espace extérieur a
la médecine, un espace qui ne se référe pas a sa
rationalité, un espace ou votre imagination votre
créativité peut s’épanouir. Au sein du corps médical
vous représentez un peu le dernier carré a lutter contre
une médicalisation de plus en plus envahissante.

"'M. Foucault, Naissance de la clinique, op. cit., p.98.
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MADDALENA BONELLI

Nata a Grassano il 30-01-1954 Residente a
Matera in via Taranto/15/0 |

Cell. 3338980956

Tel. 0835 388562

Email: madda_bone@yahoo.it

BREVE BIOGRAFIA

Laureata in medicina e chirurgia—Romanel 1979-
con 110 e lode, Specializzata in Neuropsichiatria
Infantile — Roma 1984-ex dirigente medico presso
la U.O. di pediatria e neonatologia dell’Ospedale
Madonna Delle Grazie- Matera-, ex Medico di bordo
supplente, attualmente libero professionista.

Quattroannidi Volontariatoa Valonanell’ambito
dello screening per I’anemia mediterranea.

Versatile curiosa, e con spirito indipendente
ha lottato duramente contro i vincoli di una
societa che voleva la donna succube dell’uomo e i
diseredati vittime del destino, pur rispettandone le
peculiarita culturali e rimanendo profondamente
legata alle sue origini contadine e ai valori morali
che le distinguono. Le origini contadine e la
tragica morte del figlio primogenito adolescente,
le hanno insegnato la forza devastante del dolore
e il potere enorme della volonta e del piacere che
nasce dalle piccole cose.

Socio Associazione Medici Scrittori Italiani dal
2014 ne ¢ coordinatore per il SUD Italia dal 2021. Dal
2019 ¢ presidente del Concorso Letterario Nazionale
Splendida Matera di cui ¢ ideatrice e fondatrice.

Attrice di teatro e comparsa cinematografica
dal 2015

Ha pubblicato:

1) Un volume di poesie: “Giorni Scalzi” — Edito
dalla Aletti — marzo 2013

2) I1 Romanzo “Ciro nella grotta dei Pipistrelli”-
Lucidellanotte Edizioni — Giugno 2020
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3) Il Romanzo “A calci e morsi” — Altrimedia
edizioni — Maggio 2022

4) Pubblicazione di poesie in volumi di autori
vari della Aletti editori e altre riviste e articoli sulla
rivista on line ‘Toscana Today’. Poesie e racconti
sulla rivista “La Serpe”.

Riconoscimenti piu significativi

1) Impavidarte 2023. Terzo premio narrativa
per “A Calci e Morsi”

2) Una Cartolina da Matera 2021. Primo premio
poesia “Fossili di Matera”

3) Scorza e mollica ”2020. Secondo premio per
la poesia “E tornato il pane”

4) La serpe d’oro 2019. Primo premio Narrativa
con “Che mangi oggi?”

5) Premio Cesare Pavese 2019-sezione medici-
Premio unico per il saggio “Arcangelo Ilvento
medico e legislatore, filosofo e poeta nel cuore”

6) Premio Cronin 2018, sezione teatro. Primo
premio per la commedia in atto unico: “U figghjé
du munachicchjé”

7) 1 Tre Colori 2018 5° premio poesia
“Proteggere il dolore”

8) La Serpe D’Oro 2017 Nora Rosanigo. Terzo
premio per la poesia “Giorni felici a Grassano”

9) Concorso Nazionale Franz Kafka 2014. Terzo
premio per il volume “Giorni scalzi” — Aletti editori
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MADDALENA BONELLI
Born in Grassano on January — 30th — 1954
Resident in Matera in via Taranto/15/0
Cell. 3338980956 | Tel. 0835 388562
Email: madda_bone@yahoo.it

SHORT BIOGRAPHY

Graduated in medicine and surgery — Rome
1979 — with 110 cum laude, Specialized in Child
Neuropsychiatry — Rome 1984 — former medical
director at the U.O. of pediatrics and neonatology
at the Madonna Delle Grazie Hospital — Matera -,
former substitute ship’s doctor, currently freelance.

Four years of volunteering in Vlora as part of
the screening for Mediterranean anemia.

Member of the “Italian Doctors Writers
Association” since 2014 and coordinator for
SOUTHERN Italy since 2021. Since 2019 she
is president of the “Splendida Matera” National
Literary Competition of which is creator and
founder.

Theater actress and film extra since 2015

Versatile, curious and independent spirit, she
fought hard against the constraints of a society
that wanted women to be subservient to men
and the disinherited to be victims of destiny,
while respecting their cultural peculiarities and
remaining deeply linked to their peasant origins
and the moral values that distinguish them. Her
peasant origins and the tragic death of her first-
born teenage son taught her the devastating force
of pain and the enormous power of will, and the
pleasure that comes from small things.

She posted:

1) A volume of poems: “Giorni Scalzi” —
Published by Aletti — March 2013

2) The novel “Ciro nella grotta dei pipistrelli”
— Lucidellanotte Edizioni — June 2020

3) The novel “A Calci e morsi” — Altrimedia
editions — May 2022

4) Publication of poems in volumes by various
authors of Aletti publishers and other magazines and
articles in the online magazine ‘Toscana Today’.
Poems and stories in the magazine “La Serpe”.

Most significant recognitions

1) Impavidarte 2023. Third fiction prize for “A
Calci e Morsi”

2) A Postcard from Matera 2021. First poetry
prize “Fossili di Matera”

3) Scorza e mollica 2020. Second prize for the
poem “E tornato il pane”

4) La Serpe D’Oro 2019. First prize for the
story “Cosa mangi oggi??”

5) Cesare Pavese Prize 2019 — doctors section
— Single prize for the essay “Arcangelo Ilvento,
doctor and legislator, philosopher and poet in the
heart”



6) Premio Cronin 2018, theater section. First prize
for one-act comedy: “U figghjé du munachicchjé”

7) T Tre Colori 2018, 5th for the poem
“Proteggere il dolore”

8) La Serpe D’Oro 2017 Nora Rosanigo. Third
prize for the poem “Giorni felici a Grassano”

9) Franz Kafka National Competition 2014.
Third prize for the volume “Giorni scalzi” — Aletti
publishers
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MADDALENA BONELLI
Née a Grassano le 30/01/1954
Résident a Matera via Taranto/15/0
Cellulaire 3338980956
Tél. 0835 388562
Email: madda bone@yahoo.it

COURTE BIOGRAPHIE

Diplomé en médecine et chirurgie — Rome
en 1979 — avec 110 cum laude, spécialisé en
neuropsychiatrie infantile — Rome 1984 -
ancien directeur médical de 1’U.O. de Pédiatrie
et Néonatalogie de 1’Hopital Madonna Delle
Grazie — Matera, ancien médecin de bord adjoint,
actuellement indépendant.

Quatre années de volontariat a Vlora dans le
cadre du dépistage de I’anémie méditerranéenne.

Esprit polyvalent, curieux et indépendant, elle
a lutté avec acharnement contre les contraintes
d’une société qui voulait les femmes soumises aux
hommes et les défavorisés victimes du destin, mais
en le respectant leurs particularités culturelles et en
restant profondément liée a les origines paysannes
et aux valeurs morales qui les caractérisent. Ses
origines paysannes et la mort tragique de son fils
ainé adolescent, lui ont appris la force dévastateur
de la douleur, I’énorme force de volonté et le
plaisir que procurent les petites choses.

Membre de I’ “Associazione Medici Scrittori
Italiani” depuis 2014 et coordinatrice pour I’Italie du

SUD depuis 2021. Depuis 2019, elle est présidente
du Concours littéraire national “Splendida Matera”
dont elle est la créateur et fondateur. Actrice de
théatre et figurante de cinéma depuis 2015

Publié:

1) Un volume de po¢mes: «Giorni Scalzi» —
Publié par Aletti — mars 2013

2) Le roman «Ciro nella grotta dei pipistrelli» —
Lucidellanotte Edizioni — juin 2020

3) Le roman «A Calci e morsi» — Editions
Altrimedia — Mai 2022

4) Publication de poémes en volumes de divers
auteurs chez les éditions Aletti et dans d’autres
revues et articles dans la revue en ligne «Toscana
Today». Poémes et récits dans la revue «La Serpey.

Les reconnaissances les plus significatives

1) Impavidarte 2023. Troisieme prix de fiction
pour «A Calci e Morsi»

2) Una cartolina da Matera 2021. Premier prix
de poésie «Fossili di Matera»

3) Scorza e mollica 2020. Deuxiéme prix pour
le poéme “E tornato il pane”

4) La Serpe D’Oro 2019. Premier prix pour le
conte “Che mangi oggi??”

5) Prix Cesare Pavese 2019 — section médecins
— Prix unique pour I’essai «Arcangelo Ilvento,
médecin et législateur, philosophe et poéte dans
I’ame»

6) Prix Cronin 2018, section théatre. Premier
prix de la comédie en un acte: «U figghjé du
munachicchjé»

7) 1 Tre Colori 2018 5éme pour le poéme «
Protéger la douleur»

8) LA Serpe D’Oro 2017 Nora Rosanigo.
Troisiéme prix pour le poeéme «Giorni felici a
Grassano»

9) Concours National Franz Kafka 2014.
Troisiéme prix pour le volume «Giorni scalzi» —
Aletti editore
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DISCORSO DI MADDALENA
BONELLI

PER LA CONSEGNA DEL PREMIO
HIPPOCRATES PEGASUS UMEM PER
MERITI LETTERARI

Varna — Bulgaria — 2024

Sono onorata di essere qui oggi, con voi, amici
di penna e colleghi nella medicina, arte nobile e
scienza in continuo divenire. Proverd a parlare
nel mio limitato inglese perché oggi, come dicono
1 mei figli, da tempo espatriati in Germania, piu
che I’accento e la grammatica, contano il voler
comunicare e 1’empatia.

Al contrario la scrittura richiede ben altre leggi per
regolare il ritmo della parola. Nella mia umile carriera
di scrittrice ne sono sempre stata consapevole, come
lo sono dei miei limiti, ecco perché questo premio
mi coglie di sorpresa. La nostra associazione vanta
colleghi di grande levatura letteraria e professionale e
molti ben pit meritevoli di me.

Provengo da un povero paese della Basilicata,
o meglio Lucania, com’era anticamente chiamata
e come a noi Lucani piace chiamarla oggi. E una
regione dell’entroterra piu oscuro del Sud Italia. Nei
miei scritti le mie radici contadine e Lucane sono
ispirazione e guida. Un tempo eravamo un popolo
fiero e combattivo, e 1 greci ci condussero verso
una fiorente cultura. Ma le numerose dominazioni
successive operarono devastazioni spaventose e, per
qualche secolo, fino agli anni sessanta, la mia regione
ha sperimentato una miseria inimmaginabile, quella
miseria che distrugge socialmente e culturalmente.
Tale stato miserevole venne alla luce nel dopoguerra,
anche grazie a Carlo Levi, medico scrittore, fra i
primi iscritti dell’AMSI, che negli anni trenta visse
un anno da confinato in Lucania.

Dopo la fine della guerra egli si adopero affinché
i contadini del sud, della Lucania in particolare,
potessero riacquistare dignita di uomini e diritto di
aspirare alla felicita anche su questa terra, oltre che
in un ipotetico al di 1a. Egli sognava che dalle nostre

terre abbandonate potesse partire un movimento
di riscatto dei contadini e la nascita di uno Stato
Rurale Autonomo (RAS) ¢ di un Nuovo Sud.

Per realizzare questa sua Utopia, contava su
un uomo che aveva preso sotto la sua protezione.
Contava su Rocco Scotellaro, il poeta lucano dei
contadini, il poeta sindaco che, con I’attivismo
politico e I’impegno letterario, sperava di sve-
gliare le coscienze e di spingere i poveri e i dere-
litti della terra ad aprire gli occhi e a farsi corpo
unico per abbattere i muri della dominazione dei
ricchi e dei potenti.

Perché anche a questo serve la potenza della
parola scritta con ispirato sentimento e passione.

Nel periodo dell’adolescenza, i suoi racconti,
le sue poesie e il libro di Carlo Levi “Cristo si ¢
fermato ad Eboli”, m’infiammarono di amore per
la mia terra, mentre le condizioni miserevoli dei
contadini e ancor piu miserevoli delle loro donne,
condizioni che ho vissuto in prima persona, mi
hanno trasmesso quel senso di rabbia e impotenza
che 1 miei avi provavano quotidianamente sotto la
sferza maligna della mala sorte.

Ma ho amato e amo ogni solco della mia
Lucania, ogni canto dei contadini, ogni frutto e
ogni sorriso, sorrisi spesso sdentati, che nella mia
infanzia m’insegnarono la ferrea volonta di vivere
e di ricominciare sempre e persino la gioia, quella
che sboccia dalle piccole cose, nonostante tutto.

Ecco da questi sentimenti nascono i miei scritti,
oltre che dal mio vissuto personale.

Ma voglio chiudere con le parole di Scotellaro,
morto prematuramente senza poter assistere alla
rinascita del SUD. Una rinascita che ¢ ancora gli
albori ma procede, seppur lentamente. E Matera
capitale della cultura 2019 ne ¢ un esempio.

“I contadini guardano l‘aria... Essi vestono
e parlano e giudicano secondo un accordo che
li avvince, si riconoscerebbero in qualsiasi parte
della terra.” (R. Scotellaro — 1952)

“Ma nei sentieri non si torna indietro. / Altre
ali fuggiranno / dalle paglie della cova, perché
lungo il perire dei tempi /l’alba é nuova, é nuova.”
(“Sempre nuova e l’alba” — 1948).
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[ am honored to be here today, with you, pen
pals and fellow doctors in medicine, a noble art
and ever-evolving science. [ will try to speak in my
limited English because, as my children — long-
time expatriates in Germany — say, today, rather
than accent and grammar, what really matters is
the desire to communicate and empathy.

On the other hand, the art of writing requires
very strict norms thatregulate the thythm of speech.
In my humble career as a writer, I have always
been aware of this, as [ am of my limitations, and
that is the reason why the award really takes me
by surprise. Our association boasts colleagues of
great literary and professional standing and many
of them are far more deserving than me.

I come from a poor town in Basilicata, or rather
Lucania, as it was called in ancient times and as, we
like to call it today. It is a region in the darkest hin-
terland of Southern Italy. In my writings, my peasant
and Lucanian roots are my inspiration and guide. We
were once a proud and combative community, who
was led by the Greeks towards a flourishing culture.
But the numerous subsequent dominations brought
around frightening devastation and, for a few centu-
ries, until the 1960s, my region experienced unimag-
inable poverty, the kind of poverty that brings social
and cultural destruction. This miserable state came to
light in the post-war period, also thanks to Carlo Levi,
doctor writer, one of the first members of the AMSI,
who, in the 1930s, lived a year in exile in Lucania.

After the end of the war, he worked to ensure
that the farmers of the South, and of Lucania in
particular, could regain their dignity and the right
to aspire to happiness on this earth too, as well as
in a hypothetical afterworld. He dreamed about a

movement for the redemption of peasants starting
from our abandoned lands and about the birth of an
Autonomous Rural State (RAS) and a New South.

To achieve this Utopia of his, he counted on a
man he had taken under his protection. He counted
on Rocco Scotellaro, the Lucanian peasant poet, the
poet mayor who, with political activism and literary
commitment, hoped to awaken the consciences and
inspire the poors and derelicts of the earth to open
their eyes and band together to break down the
walls of domination by the rich and powerful.

And, inspiring feelings and passion, this is also
what the power of the written word is used for.

His stories, his poems and Carlo Levi‘s book
,,Christ Stopped at Eboli* inflamed me with love
for my land, during my teenage years, while the
miserable conditions of the farmers, and the even
more miserable conditions of their women — which
I experienced first-hand-, gave me that sense of
anger and helplessness that my ancestors felt daily
as they were evilly ruled by bad luck.

But I loved and love every scar and furrow of
my Lucania, every song of the farmers, every fruit
and every smile, often toothless smiles, all that in
my childhood taught me the powerful desire to
live no matter what, and to always be ready to start
all over, and even joy, the kind of joy that springs
from the little things, despite everything.

My writings are born from these feelings, as
well as from my personal experience.

Well, I want to finish with the words of
Scotellaro, who died prematurely without being
able to witness the rebirth of SOUTHERN ITALY.
A rebirth that is still downing but it is progressing,
albeit slowly. And Matera, the European capital of
culture 2019, is an example of this rebirth.

“The farmers look at the air... They dress and
speak and judge according to an agreement that
binds them, they would recognize one another
anywhere on the earth.” (R. Scotellaro — 1952)

“But there is no turning back on the paths. / Other
wings will flee / from the straws of the nest, because
throughout the passing of time / the dawn is new, it is
new.” (“Always new is the dawn” — 1948).
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Je suis honor¢ d‘étre ici aujourd*hui, avec vous,
amis de 1‘écrite et collégues en médecine, noble art
et de la science en constante évolution. J‘essaierai
de parler dans mon anglais limité car aujourd‘hui,
comme le disent mes enfants, expatriés en Allemagne,
plus que I‘accent et la grammaire, ce qui compte
cest I‘envie de communiquer et 1‘empathie.

Au contraire, 1’écriture requiert des lois tres dif-
férentes pour réguler le rythme de la parole. Dans
mon humble carriere d‘écrivain, j‘ai toujours été
conscient de cela, comme de mes limites, cest pour-
quoi ce prix me surprend. Notre association compte
des collégues de grande renommée littéraire et pro-
fessionnelle et beaucoup sont plus méritants que moi.

Je viens d‘une ville pauvre de la Basilicate,
ou plutdt de Lucanie, comme on l‘appelait autre-
fois et comme nous, Lucaniens, aimons l‘appeler
aujourd‘hui. C‘est une région située dans l‘ar-
riere-pays le plus sombre du sud de 1‘Italie. Dans
mes écrits, mes racines paysannes et lucaniennes
sont une inspiration et un guide. Nous étions autre-
fois un peuple fier et combatif, e les Grecs guidaient
vers une culture florissante. Mais les nombreuses
dominations qui ont suivi ont provoqué des ravages
effrayants et, pendant quelques siécles, jusque dans
les années 1960, ma région a connu une pauvreté
inimaginable, cette pauvreté qui détruit socialement
et culturellement. Cet état misérable a été révélé
dans la période d‘apres-guerre, également grace
a Carlo Levi, écrivain médecin, 1‘un des premiers
membres de 1°AMSI, qui, dans les années 1930, a
vécu un an en confinement en Lucanie.

Apres la fin de la guerre, il ceuvra pour que
les agriculteurs du sud, de Lucanie en particulier,
puissent retrouver leur dignité d*homme et le droit
d‘aspirer au bonheur sur cette terre aussi bien que

dans un hypothétique au-dela. Il révait que de nos
terres abandonnées puisse démarrer un mouvement
de rédemption des paysans et la naissance d‘un
Etat rural autonome (RAS) et d‘un Nouveau Sud.

Pour réaliser son utopie, il comptait sur un
homme qu‘il avait pris sous sa protection. Il comptait
sur Rocco Scotellaro, le pocte paysan lucanien,
le poéte maire qui, avec le militantisme politique
et l‘engagement littéraire, espérait éveiller les
consciences et pousser les pauvres et les abandonnés
de la terre a ouvrir les yeux et a devenir un seul corps
pour abattre le mur de la domination des riches et
des puissants. Car aussi a cela sert la force de I’écrit,
avec un sentiment inspiré et une passion.

Ses histoires, ses poe¢mes et le livre de Carlo
Levi ,,Cristo si ¢ fermato ad Eboli, pendant mon
adolescence, m‘ont enflammé d‘amour pour ma terre,
tandis que les conditions misérables des agriculteurs
et encore plus misérables que celles des femmes,
conditions que j‘ai vécues de premicre main, m‘a
donné ce sentiment de coleére et d‘impuissance que
mes ancétres ressentaient quotidiennement sous le
coup malin de la malchance. Mais j‘ai aimé et j‘aime
chaque sillon de ma Lucanie, chaque chanson des
paysans, chaque fruit et chaque sourire, souvent des
sourires édentés, qui dans mon enfance m‘ont appris
la volonté de fer de vivre et de toujours recommencer
et méme la joie, celle qui fleurit dans les petites
choses, malgré tout. Mes écrits sont nés de ces
sentiments, ainsi que de mon expérience personnelle.

Mais je veux terminer avec les paroles de
Scotellaro, décédé prématurément sans avoir pu
assister a la renaissance du SUD. Une renaissance
qui n’en est qu’a ses balbutiements mais qui
progresse, quoique lentement. Et Matera, capitale
de la culture 2019, en est un exemple.

,, Les agriculteurs regardent [ ‘air... Ils s ‘habillent,
parlent et jugent selon un accord qui les lie, ils se
reconnaitraient dans n‘importe quelle partie de la
terre.” (R. Scotellaro — 1952)

«Mais il n’y a pas de retour en arriere possible.
/ D ‘autres ailes fuiront / des pailles du nid, parce
qu’au fil du temps / ’aube est nouvelle, elle est
nouvelle. (“Toujours nouvelle est | ‘aube” 1948).
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3JIATUMHUP KOJIAPOB

e ynekap, npodecop Mo peBMaTONIOTHUS,
nucaren, CeHapucT, NPOAyIeHT Ha (uiI-
mu. ABTop € Ha Haj 590 HayuHu Tpyza,
pPBKOBOAUTEN HA 6 3alIMTEHU JOKTOPaH-
Typu. ABTOp Ha 31 XymOXKECTBEHHU, Jpa-
MaTypru4HH, NyOJUIUCTUYHU U JIUTEpa-
TypPHO-KPUTHYHHM KHHUTH, Ha 2 CLEHapHs
3a UrpajiHy, 8 3a fokyMeHTaaHu u 10 3a
Hay4yHO-TOMynsipHu ¢uamu u Hax 270
nyOIMKaluK B TUTEPATYPHU U €IEKTPOH-
HU u3gaHusd. Paskasu ca nmyOiaMKyBaHH
B JIUTEpaTypHU H3JaHuUs Ha 12 e3unw.
®dunmu ca mpeacTaBeHd Ha (peCTUBANH U
npoxekuuu B 14 crpanu. Kuuru ca us-
naneHu B Ykpaiina, ['epmanus, AnbGanus
u CppOus. OtnuueH e ¢ 63 HaMOHATHU
U MEXIyHapoJHM HOMUHAIMU U Harpa-
AU KaTo JeKap, MpernojaBaTel, MUcaTel
u cuenapuct. Ynen Ha Cwro3a Ha OBI-
rapckure nucarenu, bearapckus I1.E.H.
— ueHTsp, Cpro3a Ha yuyeHnute B bbara-
pus, Cpio3a Ha ObATapCcKUTE (QUIMOBH
nevnu — rungus ,,Cuenapuctu® u Cpro3a
Ha KypHanucture B bearapus. Iloueren
npeacenaresl Ha bbparapckoro MeaMIMH-
CKO JIpy>KE€CTBO IO OCTEONOPO03a, OCTEO-
apTpo3a W JIpYrd peBMaTHYHU O0JecTH,
3aMeCTHUK mpeacenares Ha Hayunorto
APYKECTBO IO PEBMATOJIOTHS, MOYETEH
yjieH Ha AcolManusTa 3a JIEUeHHE U U3y-
yaBaHe Ha Ooikara, npeacenaren Ha Cb-
1032 Ha NHCATENUuTe JeKapu B bbarapus
»AUMHUTBp JMMOB, reHepangeH cekpeTrap
Ha MexayHapoJHHUs CbIO3 HA IUCATENUTE
nexapu UMEM.

EN

ZLATIMIR KOLAROV

is a medical doctor, professor of rheumatology,
writer, screenwriter, film producer. He is the author
of over 590 scientific works, head of 6 doctoral
studies. Author of 31 fiction, drama, journalistic
and literary-critical books, 2 drama plays, 8 screens
for documentaries and 10 for popular science films,
as well as of over 270 publications in literary and
electronic editions. His short stories appeared in
literary publications in 12 languages. His films
have been presented at festivals and screenings in
14 countries. His books were published in Ukraine,
Germany, Albania and Serbia. He is distinguished with
63 national and international nominations and awards
as a doctor, teacher, writer and screenwriter. Member
of Union of Bulgarian Writers, Bulgarian P.E.N.
— Center, Union of Scientists in Bulgaria, Union of
Bulgarian Filmmakers — its ,,Screenwriters“ Guild, and
Union of Journalists in Bulgaria. Honorary Chairman
of Bulgarian Medical Society for Osteoporosis,
Osteoarthritis and Other Rheumatic Diseases, Deputy
Chairman of Scientific Society for Rheumatology,
Honorary Member of Association for Treatment and
Study of Pain, Chairman of “Dimitar Dimov” Union
of Writers and Doctors in Bulgaria, Secretary General
of International Union of Medical Writers UMEM.

FR

ZLATIMIR KOLAROV

est médecin, professeur de rhumatologie, écrivain,
scénariste. Il es auteur et co-auteur de plus de 590
articles scientifiques, responsable de 6 programmes
doctoraux, auteur de 30 ouvrages journalistiques, de
fiction et de vulgarisation scientifique, de 2 scénarios
de longs métrages et de 18 scénarios de films
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documentaires et de vulgarisation scientifique.
Ses récits ont été¢ publiés en 12 langues. Ses
films ont été projetés en Grece, en Macédoine,
en Serbie, en Albanie, en Bosnie-Herzégovine,
en Allemagne, en Espagne, en Israél, en
Angleterre, en Slovénie, en Russie, aux USA,
au Japon, au Canada. Deux des livres ont été
publiés en Ukraine et en Allemagne. Il est
lauréat de 60 nominations et prix nationaux et
internationaux en tant que médecin, enseignant,
écrivain et scénariste. Il est membre de 1’Union
des écrivains bulgares, du Centre PEN bulgare,
de I’Union des scientifiques de Bulgarie, de
I’Union des cinéastes bulgares et de 1’Union des
journalistes bulgares. En plus, il est président
honoraire de la Société médicale bulgare
pour l’ostéoporose et I’arthrose, président de
I’Union des écrivains médecins en Bulgarie
“Dimitar Dimov”, secrétaire associé de 1’Union
internationale des écrivains médecins UMEM.

DE
ZLATIMIR KOLAROV
ist Arzt, Professor der Rheumatologie,

Schriftsteller, Drehbuchschreiber. Er ist Autor
und Co-Autor von iiber fiinfthundert wissen-
schaftlichen Abhandlungen, Leiter und Begleiter
von sechs Doktoranden. Autor von dreiBlig lite-
rarischen, publizistischen und populdrwissen-
schaftlichen Biichern, zweier Spielfilm-Drehbii-
cher und achtzehn Drehbiichern fiir Dokumentar
— und populdrwissenschaftliche Filme. Seine
Kurzgeschichten sind in zwolf Sprachen iiber-
setzt. Die Filme wurden in Griechenland, Ma-
zedonien, Serbien, Albanien, Bosnien und Al-
banien, Deutschland, Spanien, Israel, England,
Slowenien, Russland, USA, Japan und Kanada
aufgefithrt. Zwei seiner Biicher erschienen in
der Ukraine und in Deutschland. Er ist Trager
von sechzig nationalen und internationalen No-
minierungen und Preisen als Arzt, Lehrkraft,

Schriftsteller und Dreihbuchschreiber, Mitglied
der Union bulgarischer Schriftsteller SBP, des
Bulgarischen PEN-Zentrums, der Union der
Wissenschaftler Bulgariens, der Vereinigungen
Tatiger der Filmbranche und der Bulgarischen
Journalisten. Zlatimir Kolarov ist aulerdem Eh-
renvorsitzender der Bulgarischen Osteoporose
— und Osteoarthrose-Union, Vorsitzender des
Arzte-Vereins ,,Dimitar Dimov* des Landes und
assoziierter Sekretdr der Internationalen Union
der Arzte-Schriftsteller UMEM.

IT

ZLATIMIR KOLAROV

¢ un medico, professore, primario di
reumatologia, scrittore e  sceneggiatore
bulgaro. E autore e coautore di oltre 590
articoli scientifici, supervisore di 6 dottorandi
e autore di 30 libri di prosa d’arte, pubblicistica
scientifica, nonché di 2
sceneggiature per lungometraggi, 18 per
documentari e di divulgazione scientifica.
I suoi racconti sono stati pubblicati in 12
lingue. I suoi film sono stati presentati in
Grecia, Macedonia del Nord, Serbia, Albania,
Bosnia-Erzegovina, Germania, Spagna,
Israele, Inghilterra, Slovenia, Russia, Stati
Uniti, Giappone e Canada. Due dei suoi libri
sono stati pubblicati in Ucraina e Germania.
Ha ricevuto 60 nomination e premi nazionali e
internazionali come medico, docente, scrittore
e sceneggiatore. E membro dell’Unione
degli scrittori bulgari, del PEN Center
bulgaro, dell’Unione degli scienziati bulgari,
dell’Unione dei cineasti bulgari e dell’Unione
dei giornalisti bulgari. E presidente onorario
della Societa medica bulgara per 1’osteoporosi
e osteoartrosi. E presidente dell’Unione degli
scrittori medici in Bulgaria “Dimitar Dimov” e
segretario associato dell’Unione internazionale
dei medici scrittori UMEM.

e divulgazione
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ZLATIMIR KOLAROV

¢ médico, professor de reumatologia, escritor,
roteirista, produtor de filmes. Autor de mais de
590 trabalhos cientificos, orientador de seis teses
de doutoramento. Autor de 31 livros de ficgdo,
dramaturgia, publicismo e critica literaria,
dois roteiros para filmes de fic¢do, oito para
documentarios e dez para filmes de divulgacao
cientifica, além de mais de 270 publicagdes
em jornais literdrios e eletronicos. Contos
seus foram publicados em revistas literdrias
em 12 idiomas. Filmes seus foram exibidos
em festivais e projecdes em 14 paises. Livros
seus foram publicados na Ucrania, Alemanha,
Albania e Sérvia. Recebeu 63 indigitacdes e
prémios nacionais e internacionais como médico,
professor, escritor e roteirista. Membro da Unido
de Escritores Bulgaros, PEN Center Bulgaro,
Unido de Cientistas da Bulgéaria, Guilda de
Escritores de Cinema Bulgaros — ,,Roteiristas®
e Unido de Jornalistas da Bulgaria. Presidente
Honorario da Sociedade Bulgara de Medicina
de Osteoporose, Osteoartrite e outras doencas
reumdticas, vice-presidente da Sociedade
Cientifica de Reumatologia, membro honorario
da Associagdo para Tratamento e Estudo da Dor,
presidente da Unido dos Médicos Escritores
da Bulgaria ,,Dimitar Dimov*, secretario-geral
da Unido Internacional de Escritores Médicos
UMEM.

BG

[Ipuemam Harpajgata ¢ BbJIHEHHE U C OTPOMHA
6naromapuoct kM [Ipesunenta va UMEM n-p
Cumone bannupanu 3a unesara 3a 000co0sIBaHETO
Ha 1M0I00HO OTJINYME U HA KOJIETHTE OT bhirapus,
KOWTO M€ HOMUHHUpaxa OT ObIrapcka CTpaHa 3a
BpPBUYBAHETO 1. 3a MEH BCSAKa MoJ00Ha Harpajaa e
OT eJlHa CTpaHa — YIOBJIETBOPEHHUE, Y€ TBOPOUTE,

Tpyla W JOCTHXKCHHITA TH ca 3a0ens3aHu U
OTIMYEHH M OT APyra — OTPOMHO 3aIbIIKEHUE
U OTTOBOPHOCT Ja HE CIM3all MOJ HUBOTO Ha
ChOTBETHATAa Harpaza, 3apaju [IOBEPHETO Ha
Xopara, KOUTO ca TH s BpbUMIM. Taka ye, NbTAT B
Clydas 3a MEH € caMO €JUH — HalpeJa U Harope B

chlIaTa MOCOKa C OLIE MO-ToJsIMa CKOPOCT.
OtHoBo Gnarogaps!

Baw npogh. 3namumup Konapos,

IIpeoceoamen na Cvioza Ha nekapume nucamenu 8
bvneapus ,, {umumvp JJumos

l'enepanen cekpemap na UMEM

Bapua, 01.cenmemspu.2024 2.

ENG

I accept the award with excitement and
immensely grateful to the President of UMEM
(Union Mondiale Des Ecrivains Médecins) Dr.
Simone Bandirali for the idea of distinguishing
such an award, and to my colleagues from
Bulgaria, who nominated me from the Bulgarian
side for its presentation. For me, every such
award is on the one hand — satisfaction that your
creativity, work and achievements have been
noticed and honored, and on the other hand — a
huge commitment and responsibility not to go
down below the level of the corresponding award,
because of the trust of those who presented this
award to you. So, in that case, the way for me
is only one — forward and upward in the same
direction with even greater speed.

Thank you once again!

Yours, Prof. Zlatimir Kolarov

Chairman of the Union of Doctor-Writers in
Bulgaria “Dimitar Dimov”

General Secretary of UMEM

Varna, September 1, 2024
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Jaccepte le prix avec enthousiasme et avec une immense
reconnaissance envers le président de 'UMEM (Union Mondiale Des
Ecrivains Médecins), le Dr Simone Bandirali, pour 1’idée de distinguer
un tel prix et envers mes collegues de la Bulgarie, qui m’ont nominé
du coté bulgare pour sa remise. Chaque prix de ce type est d’une part
— la satisfaction que vos ceuvres, votre travail et vos réalisations ont
été remarquées et honorées, et d’autre part — un énorme engagement
et une responsabilité¢ de ne pas descendre en dessous du niveau de la
récompense correspondante, en raison de la confiance des ceux qui
vous ’ont remise. Donc, dans ce cas, il n’y a pour moi qu’un seul
chemin: progresser et m’¢élever dans la méme direction avec une vitesse
encore plus grande.

Je vous remercie encore une fois!

Cordialement votre,

Professeur Zlatimir Kolarov,

Président de 1'Union des Ecrivains Médecins de Bulgarie
“Dimitar Dimov”

Secrétaire Général de |'UMEM

Varna, ler septembre 2024

IT

Accetto il premio con entusiasmo e con grande gratitudine.
Grazie al Presidente del’UMEM Dr. Simone Bandirali per I’idea
di istituire tale premio e ai miei colleghi bulgari che mi hanno
nominato per il premio. Per me ogni premio ¢ da una parte —
piacere, perché le mie creazioni, il mio lavoro e i miei successi
sono stati visti e apprezzati, e dall’altra parte — un dovere enorme
e responsabilita a causa della fiducia delle persone che me [’hanno
data. Quindi, ¢’¢ solo una via per me — avanti e verso 1’alto nella
stessa direzione con una velocita ancora maggiore.

Grazie ancora!
1l vostro prof. Zlatimir Kolarov,
Presidente dell’Unione degli Scrittori in Bulgaria “Dimitar Dimov”

Segretario generale dell’ UMEM
Varna, 01.settembre.2024
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FEATHERS

The path was slippery, and it was cold. He
couldn’t expect anything else, Carmelo told
himself, setting off towards the river at night. But
what he hadn’t expected was that he would feel so
scared. Yet he didn’t see the reason.

Everything around was silent, while the first
fog of the evening, thickened in sheets and globs
among the bushes, could not hide dangers.

Carmelo Lopresti, a repleacment philosophy
teacher at the classical high school, had conceived
that plan out of boredom: he wanted something to
finally happen. But perhaps there was something
else: a feeling of revenge. Petty, he reproached
himself, but he enjoyed it a little at the idea of the
prank he was about to pull. He, a cultured man,
born and raised on the slopes of Etna, could not
have foreseen that he would be welcomed into the
city with courtesy, but almost with indifference.

So he thought he’d mix things up a bit.

One evening, after dinner, he was staring at
his old portable recorder while eating ice cream,
and he had the idea. It was a small battery-
powered model. The next day he prepared the
tape, mixing sounds taken from the internet:
sounds of ferocious animals, screams of terror,
the sound of troubled waters.

He wanted to revive the myth of the monster
Tarantasio, mythological inhabitant of the
surrounding marshes.

The ingenious part concerned the method
with which to make the proof of the deception
disappear: the device would be placed right on
the bottom of the ice cream tub left running, so
that it would spread the sinister recording among
a group of houses two hundred meters away,
while he would have already been on the road,

unsuspected. A kilometer further on, the water
flowed into the river, with a half-metre waterfall,
enough to overturn and submerge the box. The
loss of an old device was well worth the fuss of
investigations and legends that would result.

So that autumn evening he had deviated
following the left bank of the Serio river.

He advanced along the path with casual manner,
despite that inexplicable apprehension.

Soon he heard the sound of flowing water.
Suddenly he noticed out of the corner of his eye
a luminescence to the right, slightly pulsating
among the fog and bushes. Fireflies in autumn?
He turned to scan his eyes wide, fixed on a thorny
bush.

His heart skipped several beats when he saw
a vaguely human creature emerge, but covered in
fluffy feathers, like the dancers’ dresses of the past.
However, the silhouette was truly human, equipped
with hands, but almost covered by long floating
feathers that started from the arms. Somethimes
the luminescences he had glimpsed radiated from
their tips, faint fluorescences, now pink, now blue.
Her face was vaguely pointed, but her eyes stood
out clearly: round, almost eyelidless, glassy, bird-
like. Carmelo was paralyzed.

He found a glimmer of courage, thinking of a
prankster who rivaled him.

He turned decisively to the apparition: “Who
the hell are you?”

The creature replied, in a hoarse and strident
voice: “And so we steal the job, eh? Does it look
good to you? You are increasingly unreliable!
And... who I am? But you know it very well!”

“The devil?” Carmelo tried “but he doesn’t
exist!”

“Oh yes? And who would I be? And then, for all
the bad actions in your life you can’t even blame
me if [ don’t exist! But good, even more evil!”

Carmelo understood that he was stuck in that
absurd dialogue, and that it was best for him to
bring his new sinister knowledge to the dialectical
level, his profession: “Evil? Look, I'm a good
person! But what wrong would I have done?”
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The creature did a kind of dance step, rotating
its arms, which sent out some sparks. In this way
he had moved two meters closer to him.

Carmelo noticed a burning smell, like ionized air.

“But really?” the apparition replied, “then look
me in the eyes!”

He felt himself slipping away, he saw Roberta’s
eyes again in front of him, wet with tears.

“So it’s all over!” she was screaming in his
face.

“So what?... I told you not to take things too
seriously!” he heard his eighteen-year-old voice
answer.

“And of course, while [ was giving you my love
and, for the first time in my life my body, for an
entire year, | should have told myself not to love
you!”

“Come on! You know that, even here in Sicily,
virginity is no longer a problem!”

“Oh, really?” she replied harshly “In fact, after
a shower I come back fresh and clean as always,
while you, wash as much as you want, will still
smell like shit. Asshole, get out of my life

He had seen her walk away, her shoulders
shaking with sobs. He had felt exactly as she had
said, like shit.

Returned to the present, he saw the creature
look at him mocking.

“Well,” he stammered, “we were young,
we gained experience. You know, advice from
friends...”

“Yes, friends! let’s go further back then, you
had no friends here”, the devil replied gravely.

He knew the playground of that school, the
elementary school. He was about eight years old.
A child with a too big head was coming towards
him, smiling. He didn’t remember his name, only
that he had a light mental retardation. When he
was within range, he wiped the smile from his lips
with a slap. With the second slap she also made his
incredulous expression disappear, and achieved
his goal: to make him cry.

He came back to reality again, with a pang in
his stomach.

'7’

The creature was slowly approaching, its
arms-wings spread, like a vulture looming over
him. The terror was driving him crazy. Suddenly
a thought crossed his mind. He exploded into
raucous laughter. The entity stopped: “What are
you laughing at, you poultice!”

“You know,” Carmelo replied, between sobs,
“I’'m laughing because I discovered that you’re
just a chicken!”

The creature flared into a torch. Carmelo,
laughing, put his hand into the flame, devoid of
heat, and plucked a feather. It crumbled into gray
dust between his fingers.

He had the advantage. He sank decisively:
“You see, poor devil-bird, I remembered the
terror that struck me when, as a child, my
grandmother locked me in the chicken coop
as punishment, and then I understood that we
men are the ones who give you life, you are our
fantasy!”

The devil answered with a growl, but nothing
more. Carmelo continued patiently: “You know,
in our language as men, there are expressions
like ‘he understood her mistake’ or simply
words like ‘regret’. You are crystallized, all
finished within yourself in the concept of evil.
Platone’s idea of contrary evil not to good, but
to intelligence, doesn’t reach you in that chicken
brain! Chicken! Chicken! Chicken!”

The devil blazed again, then with a sharp crack
he exploded in a cloud of sparks.

The gray dust settled, the night wind carried
away the smell of singed feathers.

Carmelo touched the “EJECT” button and
pressed it. The tape slipped out. He threw it into the
current. No, he would not have played any tricks
on the peaceful community that had entrusted their
children to him so that he could make them into
men and women, even before becoming educated
people. And then, wasn’t it a little his fault that he
had isolated himself like this?

There was that young colleague, in charge like
him, who often laughed at his southern accent: it
was a clear, friendly laugh, not mocking.
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You could start from there, and then break
down mistrust, widen your circle of consensus, if
not yet affection.

Heading towards home he took the first tape
from his jacket pocket, the one that had been in
the player compartment previously: “Genesis”.
He put it back in his place and turned on the
music, at a low volume. As he returned home,
Peter Gabriel’s honeyed voice cradled him:
Six saintly shrauded & men, move across the
garden... .

Now, he was smiling, happily.

IT

PIUME

Il sentiero era scivoloso e faceva freddo.
Non poteva aspettarsi altro, si disse Carmelo,
avviandosi di notte verso il fiume. Ma quello che
non si aspettava era di sentirsi cosi spaventato.
Eppure non ne vedeva il motivo.

Tutto attorno taceva, mentre la prima nebbia
della sera, addensata in falde e globi tra i cespugli,
non poteva nascondere pericoli.

Carmelo Lopresti, docente supplente di
filosofia al liceo -classico, aveva concepito
quel progetto per noia: voleva che finalmente
qualcosa accadesse. Ma forse c’era dell’altro: un
sentimento di vendetta. Meschino, si rimprovero,
ma gli piaceva un po’ I’idea dello scherzo che
stava per fare. Lui, uomo colto, nato e cresciuto
alle pendici dell’Etna, non poteva prevedere che in
citta sarebbe stato accolto con cortesia, ma quasi
con indifferenza.

Quindi aveva pensato di rimestare un po’ le cose.

Una sera, dopo cena, stava fissando il suo
vecchio registratore portatile mentre mangiava un
gelato, e gli venne I’idea. Era un piccolo modello
alimentato a batteria. Il giorno dopo preparo la
cassetta, mescolando suoni presi da internet: versi
di animali feroci, urla di terrore, rumore di acque
agitate.

Voleva farrivivere il mito del mostro Tarantasio,
abitante mitologico delle paludi circostanti.

La parte geniale riguardava il metodo con cui
far sparire la prova dell’inganno: ’apparecchio
sarebbe stato posizionato proprio sul fondo della
vaschetta del gelato lasciata accesa, in modo da
diffondere la sinistra registrazione in un gruppo di
case a duecento metri di distanza, lontano, mentre
lui sarebbe gia stato di ritorno, insospettabile.
Un chilometro piu avanti ’acqua si riversava
nel fiume, con una cascata alta mezzo metro,
sufficiente a ribaltare e sommergere la scatola.
La perdita di un vecchio apparecchio valeva il
trambusto delle indagini e delle leggende che ne
sarebbero derivate.

Cosi quella sera d’autunno aveva deviato
seguendo la sponda sinistra del fiume Serio.

Avanzo lungo il sentiero con fare disinvolto,
nonostante quell’inspiegabile apprensione.

Benprestoudiil rumore dell’acqua che scorreva.
All’improvviso noto con la coda dell’occhio una
luminescenza a destra, leggermente pulsante tra
la nebbia e i1 cespugli. Lucciole in autunno? Si
volto per scrutare con gli occhi sbarrati, fissi su un
cespuglio spinoso.

Il suo cuore perse diversi battiti quando vide
emergere una creatura vagamente umana, ma
ricoperta di soffici piume, come gli abiti delle
ballerine di un tempo. Tuttavia la sagoma era
veramente umana, dotata di mani, ma quasi
ricoperta da lunghe piume fluttuanti che partivano
dalle braccia. A volte dalle loro punte si irradiavano
le luminescenze che aveva intravisto, deboli
fluorescenze, ora rosa, ora azzurre. Il suo viso era
vagamente appuntito, ma i suoi occhi risaltavano
chiaramente: rotondi, quasi senza palpebre,
vitrei, simili a quelli di un uccello. Carmelo era
paralizzato.

Trovo un barlume di coraggio, pensando a un
burlone suo concorrente.

Si rivolse deciso all’apparizione: “Chi diavolo
sei?”

La creatura rispose, con voce rauca e stridula:
“E cosi rubiamo il lavoro, eh? Ti sembra bello?
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Sei sempre piu inaffidabile! E... chi sono? Ma tu
lo sai molto bene!”

“Il diavolo?” Carmelo tentd “ma non esiste!”

“Oh si? E chi sarei? E poi, per tutte le brutte
azioni della tua vita non puoi nemmeno incolparmi
se non esisto! Ma bene, ancora piu malefico!”

Carmelo capi che era intrappolato in quel
dialogo assurdo, e che era meglio per lui portare la
sua nuova sinistra conoscenza sul piano dialettico,
la sua professione: “Il male? Guarda che sono una
brava persona! Ma che male avrei fatto?”

La creatura fece una specie di passo di danza,
ruotando le braccia, che emisero delle scintille. In
questo modo si era avvicinato di due metri a lui.

Carmelo avverti un odore di bruciato, come di
aria ionizzata.

“Ma davvero?” rispose ’apparizione: “allora
guardami negli occhi!”

Si senti scivolare via, vide di nuovo davanti a
sé gli occhi di Roberta, bagnati di lacrime.

“Allora ¢ tutto finito!” gli stava urlando in
faccia.

“E allora?...ti avevo detto di non prendere le
cose troppo sul serio!” senti rispondere la sua voce
da diciottenne.

“E ovviamente, mentre ti davo il mio amore e,
per la prima volta nella mia vita, il mio corpo, per
un anno intero, avrei dovuto dire a me stessa di
non amarti!”

“Dai! Lo sai che, anche qui in Sicilia, la
verginita non € piu un problema!”

“Oh veramente?” rispondeva dura “Infatti
dopo la doccia torno fresca e pulita come sempre,
mentre tu, lavati quanto vuoi, puzzerai ancora di
merda. Stronzo, esci dalla mia vita

L’aveva vista allontanarsi, con le spalle scosse
dai singhiozzi. Si era sentito esattamente come
aveva detto lei, di merda.

Tornato al presente, vide la creatura guardarlo
beffardo.

“Ebbene,” balbetto, “eravamo giovani, abbiamo
fatto esperienza. Sai, i consigli degli amici...”

“Si, amici! andiamo piu indietro allora, qui non
avevi amici”, rispose gravemente il diavolo.

"’

Conosceva il cortile di quella scuola, la scuola
elementare. Aveva circa otto anni. Un bambino
con la testa troppo grande gli veniva incontro,
sorridendo. Non ricordava il suo nome, solo che
aveva un leggero ritardo mentale. Quando fu a tiro
gli cancello il sorriso dalle labbra con uno schiaffo.
Con il secondo schiaffo fece sparire anche la sua
espressione incredula, e raggiunse il suo scopo:
farlo piangere.

Torno di nuovo alla realta, con una fitta allo
stomaco.

La creatura si stava avvicinando lentamente,
con le braccia-ali aperte, come un avvoltoio
incombente su di lui. Il terrore lo stava facendo
All’improvviso
attraverso la mente. Esplose in una risata rauca.
L’entita si fermo: “Di cosa ridi, impiastro!”

“Sai,” rispose Carmelo tra i singhiozzi, “sto
ridendo perché ho scoperto che sei solo un pollo!”

La creatura avvampo in una torcia. Carmelo,

impazzire. un pensiero gli

3

ridendo, mise la mano nella fiamma, priva di
calore, e strappo una piuma. Questa si sbriciolo in
polvere grigia tra le sue dita.

Aveva il vantaggio. Affondo deciso: “Vedi,
povero uccello-diavolo, mi sono ricordato del
terrore che mi colpi quando, da bambino, mia
nonna mi chiuse nel pollaio per punizione, e allora
capii che siamo noi uomini a darti vita, tu sei una
nostra fantasia!”

11 diavolo rispose con un ringhio, ma niente di
piu. Carmelo continud paziente: “Sai, nel nostro
linguaggio di uomini, ci sono espressioni come ‘ha
capito il suo errore’ o semplicemente parole come
‘rimpianto’. Sei cristallizzato, tutto finito dentro
di te nel concetto del male. L’idea di Platone del
male contrario non del bene, ma dell’intelligenza,
non ti arriva in quel cervello di pollo! Pollo! Pollo!
Pollo!”

Il diavolo divampo ancora, poi con uno schiocco
secco esplose in una nuvola di scintille.

Lapolvere grigia si poso, il vento notturno porto
via I’odore delle piume strinate. Carmelo tocco il
pulsante “EJECT” e lo premette. Il nastro scivolo
fuori. Lo gettdo nella corrente. No, non avrebbe



giocato uno scherzo alla comunita pacifica che gli
aveva affidato i propri figli affinché lui potesse
farne uomini e donne, prima ancora che persone
istruite. E poi non era un po’ colpa sua se si era
isolato cosi?

C’era quella giovane collega, incaricata come
lui, che spesso rideva del suo accento meridionale:
era una risata chiara, amichevole, non beffarda.

Si potrebbe partire da li, per poi abbattere la
diffidenza, allargare la cerchia dei consensi, se
non ancora degli affetti.

Dirigendosi verso casa tir0 fuori dalla tasca
della giacca la prima cassetta, quella che prima era
stata nello scompartimento del lettore: “Genesis”.
La rimise al suo posto e avvio la musica, a volume
basso. Mentre tornava a casa, la voce mielata di
Peter Gabriel lo cullo: Six saintly shrauded & men,
move across the garden... J.

Adesso sorrideva, felice.

Anna Cantagallo | ITALY
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THE FRACTURE

We are a small group of disciplined people who
walk in neat rows. We traveled for many hours just
to witness the fracture. Soon we will see the most
extraordinary spectacle that nature can offer. It’s
true: I decided to go to Patagonia, surprising my
family. I’ve had the approval of my kids who will
skip school for three weeks and my husband who
will leave something behind. No one knows, but
I’m waiting for my fracture too.

Among the centuries-old trees, after a bend, a
huge yellow spot suddenly appears in the green
of the clearing. These are calafate shrubs: there
are some very large ones that bravely stand on

their own, while the lower ones tend to intertwine
with each other. The life that blossoms forcefully
in front of the glacier confuses me. I touch the
yellow flowers and smell them: their scent is
intense; It almost tastes like honey. I even seem
to hear the buzzing of bees. The honey will be
delicious, I think. This scenography orchestrated
by nature seems to be made on purpose to amaze
and disorient.

After a wait of years, today the great fracture
is expected, the one that will detach an important
piece of the Perito Moreno. Here we are. We, a
heterogeneous group of travelers, find ourselves
in front of that immense and portentous river of
ice. Someone in the group chuckles just to disguise
their astonishment or to anticipate it; someone else
is silent. Nature manages to enter you to expand,
expand, expand until it swallows you.

The colors of the ice walls fade from white
to various shades of blue. Light blue, deep blue,
cornflower blue and, finally, indigo blue are clear
to me. I fix a long strip of indigo — blue and purple
together — on the outermost tip — I will follow it
during the fracture. Maybe the others choose their
strip too, waiting for the glacier to start putting on
a show.

We are disciplined people: we will wait, it
doesn’t matter. The most informed — statistics, the
internet, intuition or whatever — take it for granted
that the event will occur at the stroke of noon.
Soon, then.

I think that, for the first time, those present do
not feel embarrassed to be at the bedside of a dying
person. Here, in Calafate, it is death that puts on
a show. The agony begins with noises propagating
through the air as the first pieces begin to fall.

Even my pieces began to shatter with the
noises: the rhythmic and pulsating ones of the CT
scan, of the MRI, but also with the muffled words
that came to me confused. A bitter diagnosis, a
prognosis with variable and insignificant numbers
for those who pronounce them. And then home
with the sound of the music at its peak, to mask
the sobs. Pain and fear only make noise inside.



I’ve decided that when my indigo streak runs
out, ’'m going to turn on my phone. I purposely
kept it off during the trip, but I’ll have to turn it
back on to get the only message I’m waiting for.
The latest medical report.

I’dlike to spend a few months here, Al Calafate,
the town that bears the name of the shrub, I told
my family. Here?! In the boundless pampas and
to do what? My son asked me. But if you're
afraid of dogs! my daughter said. In the city there
are many stray dogs, too many: they are more
numerous than the inhabitants. Is this holiday
period not enough for you? My husband pointed
out. His fracture is this journey that allows him
to distance himself from his problem. I have a lot
of problems these days, he told me several times
on his way home at impossible times. I found out
where his problem lived, I even sniffed it. I got
into the elevator after that woman, his problem. BG
I recognized her scent, the one she uses and that
stays on my husband’s clothes. I bought it and
put a drop on my skin.

So, night after night, drop by drop, my husband

Dobrin Paskalev | BULGARIA

CYETA

Vanitas vanitatum et omnia vanitas
Ecclesiastes, I, 2*

started looking for me again. His problem had no
easy solution. So, I favored him.

I didn’t talk about my problem with anyone,
not even my family. I must decide about my
future: accept to destroy the enemy within me
and reduce myself to a larva, or let fate go on
as it is written in heaven for me. The thought of
leaving my children terrifies me.

Our group is coming to life. Voices rise,
expressions of jubilation: wow, I’'m here! —
are intertwined with each other. It’s the right
time. The noises emitted by the dying man are
pressing: the glacier is really starting to put on a
show. A first large piece detaches and falls into
the water, raising a wave and then rising again,
floating gracefully. In the fracture the shades of
blue mix with the blue of the water, but indigo
prevails over everything and is beautiful.

My strip endures. Other people take pictures to
immortalize themselves and not enjoy the show. |
watch my fracture until the end. Then I’ll decide.

Jlanu mie Me 4erar cliell MeH, He 3Has —
eIIHO TepIie Cpejl XUIIsiAu Tepal
Ho B MosiTa 0TBB/IHA BeUe CTast
MOETH CTapH, 3HaMm, 1ie choepa.

Te nmucanu ca MHOTO IIpeId MEHE
¥ MBPTBU T1aK YETAT TH B TOS CBAT;
TBOPUJIU TyKa CTUXOBE, TOEMH,
Makap MOHSKOTa Ha COoJ U XJIs10.

Ho umanu u boxa napba — renwit,
Ta TOHEJIA TU YE€CTO 3aBUCTTA;
yMUpaJH o GpoHTOBE, B AYEIIH,
C OTPOBA U CbC 1YyJ0 BbB YCTa.

Jla ce cpaBHSBaM C TAX CH € KOIIYHCTBO.
He mora na ce Hapenst cpen TsX.

Ho moxe Ou 3a MOETO H3KYCTBO

1Ie Cu MoOBOpUME OTBB]I CHC CMSX.

* Cyema Ha cyemume — écuuko e cyema, Exiucuacm, I, 2



CBHPIE

“Cor ne edito”
Pythagoras (570-495 np. Xp)*

Hepneii cera! He cu xanu cbpuero!

He moxemnr yuacTTa 1a nobeaumt —
cbabara ce orpexaa ot Hebero

U C Hes 51 )KAUBOT — BOMHHK — BHPBHIIL.

He moxem BpeMeTo Ha3aj J1a BbpHEI.
CekyHara JeTsilia Kak e crper?
He moxem )UTHETO Aa NPEeKbPIIKLLI

U NaK J1a TOYHEeIl BTOPU M'bT TPAJCK.

I'paseHoTO, Makap u jia ce CpyTH,
clie/ia OCTaBs B TBOETO ChPIIE,

a MUCJIUTC, OpH [a Ca HCUYTH,

C pe3ell ApI0asiT CTapoTo JIUIIE.

HumMma 1ie MaxHer BCHYKU Te3H OpbUKU —
CJIeiM OT MUHAJIUTE TBOU JAHU?

U xak OTHOBO C IPErOPEIH ChUKH

111 aJHENI OI'bH MaK J1a 3aIIaMTu?

Hepneit na Tepcui HsikakBa yrexa!
Hanu cu ome uB 1 ce kpenu,

a CIIOMEHBT, MaKap M BexTa Jipexa,
TE CTOTUIS B JHH, KOTATO 3aCKbpOUII!

Heneilt na npomika uynaa ce HajasBa!
[To-TpynHO € TH caM Ja CH IPOCTHII
3a BCsKa Ipellka, CTOpeHa Torasa,
KOTaTO CU IIPOXOKJaJl 1 BbPBHUILL.

3aryii cera He CH Xallu CbpLETO!
[Tocpemaii ¢ Hero pajgoct u Oeau.
[TanHu cu cBenr U MOMoJIU HEOETO
0 TBOS ITBT JI0 Kpast 1a KPemH.

* ., He cu axc copyemo *, [lumaeop (nam)

CREDO

AKO JTOUTHJ HA TOS CBAT yCIEell
’KMBOTA CH J]a U3BBPBUII 0€3 CTpax;
aKo Thrara Mpua0NUIa yMeemr

OT YYXKJHUTE J]a CKPUEII B IIeTa CMSX;
aKo OILTIOBAH CH, HO HE OILIIOBAII,
HAKJIEBETEH HE CEeIl KIICBETH;

aKo TpoIasail 6e3 Ja ce mpecTpyBall,
HO MBCT B IyIIaTa CH HE KPUEII TH;
aKo B JIACKATENIM HE ce 3aCIyIIBalll,
aKo OT CBOWTa CJIaBa CaM CTPAHWUIIL;
aKo MBJIBaTa XOpCKa He JOMyCKaIll,

a B TeXKKHU JHU HE CIHPAII Ja BhPBHII;
aKo BBB HOIIl U ThMHA, U O€3TyHHA
MaK ThPCUII TOpEe CBETIUTE 3BE3MH,

a CKbCaHaTa BbB CHPIETO CTPyHA
3aJieTBall ¢ KPbB — OTHOBO JIa TPEMTH;
aKo B IMOCJICIHUS CH JICH OTHOBO

KaTO BOWHUK M3MPaABEH CH HA TOCT;
ako CMBpTTa — yCOIHMIIa OTPOBHA —
Ha Tpara Cu MOCPEIHEeNl KaTo TOCT;
aKo cieq cebe CH 0CTaBHUII HEIIIO,
KOTaTo BeYe BCHUYKO CH pasjai —
IPOCTEHA J]a € BCSIKA TBOS TPEIIKa,

TH CBOSL BT CHC YECT CH U3BBPBSIIL.

SEMPER TIRO*

Pulvis et umbra sumus**

Crnen cnaBa u cieq Tora He Thpyax,
710 MBAPOCTTA JIa CTUTHA HE YCIIAX —
3aTyil HEBeXa CbM, KAKbBTO OfIX.

BbB Oamuu 10M, a He B ManaT XKHUBSX,
ChC HOBUTE BEJIMOXKH HE JIpyKax —

Ta JIHEC ChM I1aK TOBA, KOETO OsIX.

ITo mbTs cH KaKBO HE NMPEXKUBAX?
IIpenbBax ce u nagax, u rpemax —
aJia 3aIo CbM TyKa He pa30pax.



CmbpTTa MO3HAX; B Thrara AUpeX CMsX,
HO Ja nopacHa, boxe, He ycnsax —
3aTy#l U AHEC CbM TYil, KOeTo OfX.

Bce KyJHd ISICbYHU BECACH CTPOAX,

Aa pyXBaT NOCJIC BUIKJAaX I'M BbB IIpax —
HO HOBH JIa U3JIUTaM a3 He CIpsX.

Cpen Oonkarta 4oBEIIKa OIETAX,

4e Mpax U CSHKa CME y3Hax —

HO Kpaya MaK Hampej, KakbBTO OsIX.

Ha nymure ce noBepux 06e3 cTpax,
JaHO ChC CIOBOTO HE CTOPHUX I'PAX —
THU UIIaM OIIE TYK, KAKBBTO OsIX.
Hewmanko BbB KHUBOTA IPOUTpaX,

HO 3Has Be4e U TOBa pa3dpax —
OTTYK L€ TPBrHA MaK, KAKBBTO OsX.

Ta HAMA HYX/Jd U OTHUHC
Aa ro KOpd U Co4s C IPBCT.

Hammcanoro, cam He 3Had,
HaBSIPHO C MEHE IIle yMpe —
BK a3 TaM HAKBJE B Oe3Kpast
1€ 3HaM, 4€ ChbM KUBSII J00pe.

Jymiara mu 1ie € 0e3MIbTHa —
Jany BbB pail WM BbB aJ —
HO C HAKOS IlIera MOMbTHA

e Becenu 1 OHS CBAT...

* Bcuuko e cMAX, 8CUUKO e NPax U 6CUUKO e Huwo (1am)

* Bunaeu Hoeak (nam)
** [Ipax u csinka cme (nam)

HIETA

Omnia risus, omnia pulvis,
et omnia nil sunt *

HagspHo ¢ HaAKos 11€Ta,
MO-IIPOCTO Ka3aHO MaMTaIl,
1€ MaxHa HAKOW JIEH C pbKa
U 11I€ HallyCHA TOS CBAT.

A HAIKOH MOXxe OH cliel MeHe
e Ka)K€ — TOM CU TOKUBS

Y BCUYKO O€ My TIOIPE/ICHO,
Ta Ja)ke¢ KbCHO MMo0es.

Ot rpoba HsAMa J1a TO ChIs —
HAJIM CJIe]l MCH III¢ CC Pa3uuCTH,
a TOS CBAT ITO-MJIa] 1€ ObJie

¥ BCHYKO MaK II€ C¢ Pa3JIUCTH.

Twrara ¢ MeH IIle CH 3aMUHE
u OoJKara e cTaHe MphCT,

Helin Bairaktarova | BULGARIA

BG

OOemiaBaM TH 1€ 012 ¥ B yMa TH € Ce
HacTaHs.

[lle O6ba My3a 3a IEHS TH U HEXHOCT B
KbCHUTE MPETPBAKH Ha HOIITA.

Beunoct enBa nu e ta obemias.

3Haell T4 € 3a CMEJIUTE ChPIIa, a 33 JHEC ChbM
pemmia mpocTo jaa Oba jKeHa.
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Henenute ¢ Hero

MU OsIXa JIFOOMMH.

A3 — u3rybuna ce B HEroBUs
MOTJIe/T HEpeaeH.

Toit — usry6uin ce B Mmoute
Kocu Oe3kpaifHu.

A3 u Toif —

JIBE ChpIIa KPUJIATH.

Henenure ¢ Hero mu 0sxa
TI00NMHU.

Cera cegMuIiaTa uMa caMo
IeCT AHH,

a ¢ HETO HHU e IIs71a

TI000B pa3CcTOSHUE
@xpoet.ry

Bpbiam ce KbM cTapaTa Kblla

¥ HOCTANTHUATA MaK Me 00XBala.

baba me mocpema nexo ocrapsiia,

HO C yCMUBKA HEXHa U 3aCMsHa.

U capam a3 1o Hes,

a T4 pa3Ka3Ba MU IaK 3a As10.

Kak ounte My riiepanu camo Hesl

U Ousia eTMHCTBEHA B CHPIIETO MYy KOPABO.
A a3 Beue TPyAHO CTHCKAaM CBIIZHTE,
BCE Mak He OuBa Ja pa3cTpoiiBam 6ada.
U ce mons geteto B 21 Bek pojieHo,

Ja cpelHe TI000BTa TIOHE MAIIKO
NpUInYaa Ha Ta3u Ha 6aba u as710.
JIBe Teia pa3aeiieHy,

HO B CbhbpliaTa BUHATru 3aCaHO.
@xpoet.ry

ENG

I promise I will come and settle in your mind.

I will be a muse for your day and tenderness in the
late embraces of the night.

I can hardly promise you eternity.

You know it’s for the brave, and today i’ve decided
to just be a woman.

Sundays with him were my favorite.

I lost myself in his unreal gaze.

He — lost himself in my endless hair.

Me and him — two winged hearts.

Sundays with him were my favorite.

There are only six days in the week now,

and with him we are separated by a whole love’s
distance.

I’m going back to the old house

and nostalgia again covers me, Grandma greets me
slightly aged, but with a gentle smile and a laugh.

And I sit next to her, and she tells me again about
grandfather.

How his eyes only looked at her and she was the
only one in his heart .

And I'm holding back tears with difficulty, I
shouldn’t upset my grandma.

And I pray that the child, born in the 21st century,
will meet a love at least a little similar to that of his
grandparents.

Two bodies separated, but in hearts always together.

On it — The sea

Let these lines be on The sea.

On it, whose ebbs and flows brought me to my
knees again.

On its tides On the wind that brings. On

it chaos, which it leaves to her — To the one sitting on

the coast:

On her I wish only it — The sea.

@xpoet.ry
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Helga Thomas | GERMANY

DE

RUSALKA

Du Lichtgestalt unter den
Wesen des Wassers
den Gottinnen nah
niaher noch den Menschen

Du bist keine Mutter
doch auch keine Tochter

Schwester bist du
Schwester des Mannes
Schwester der Frau
doch auch Schwester
von Vogel und Fisch
von Rose und Stern

Noch sind die Worte
nicht geboren

die sagen

was es iiber dich

alles zu sagen gibt
22.2.24 17:40

MIR FEHLEN DIE WORTE
um zu sagen
was ich horte
heute Nacht
als die Geburt des Lichtes
vorbereitet wurde

Ich erinnere nur

dass es hiel3:

Dichter sind Hebammen
des Lichtes

Mir fehlen die Tone
um die Lieder

zu singen

die ich horte heute Nacht
als die Geburt des Lichtes
vorbereitet wurde

Wie kann ich Euch
davon berichten?
War es mein Engel
der mir nun riet?

Du kannst es tanzen
zusammen mit dem Licht
mit Wolkenblumen
Wasser und Luft

mit Bdumen

und anderen Menschen
11.4.2024

WANDLUNG DES SCHMERZES

— 63—

Vorgestern

warf der Schmerz

der Schmerz in meinem Kreuz
mich aus meiner Bahn

fast

Ich nahm ihn an die Hand

und lie mich fithren

von ihm

auf meinem selbst gewdhlten Weg

Gestern

war er das Zentrum
meines Lebens

Ich wollte ihn vertreiben
doch meistens

siegte er

in diesem Kampf

Er ist stur

wie ein trotzendes Kind

hort nicht auf mich
beantwortet meine Fragen nicht



Heute...

es gibt Wichtigeres als ihn
er ist ein Hindernis

dessen Sinn mir

sich noch nicht offenbart

Hat er sich wirklich verwandelt?
Ich hoffe und warte auf

sein Verschwinden

dass er sich auflost

wie das Eis im Sonnenaufgangslicht

Doch

wo ist er dann?

Ist er ein Feind?

Dann ist es besser

wenn ich ihn im Aug behalte

Ist er ein helfender Freund
dann sollte ich mich
mit thm verséhnen

FLIEGEN MOCHTE ICH

wie die Vogel fliegen
von Winden getragen

Schwimmen mochte ich
wie die Fische schwimmen
von sanften Wellen geschaukelt

Doch ich gehe

miithsam

Schritt fiir Schritt

mein Gehen

gleicht dem einer Schnecke

Schnecke

Nahrung fiir Vogel und Fisch
wem soll ich wohl

als Nahrung dienen?

3.11.2018

22.11.2018

ALS DIE NEBEL DER LUFT

sich zu Wasser verdichteten
und auf Erden sammelten
erstrahlte zum ersten Mal
die Sonne

beschien Erde Wasser
Mensch und Tier

und alles was sonst

auf Erden lebte

Tautropfen erbliihten

im Sonnenaufgangslicht
wie winzige Rosen
spiegelnd des Menschen
wachsendes Ich

MAN HAT VERSUCHT

den Vitern
das Riickgrat zu brechen

Wen wundert es
dass mir der Riicken schmerzt?

Sie haben Kinder
getotet

gestohlen
missbraucht

Wen wundert es

dass ich immer noch

den unbekannten Bruder suche
noch immer

um ihn trauere

Wenn ich wisste

welche Wiisten zu bewissern sind...

Ich konnte endlich weinen
Tréanen
wie Erlosung bringender Regen

— 64 —

15.3.2024

23.11.2008



WARUM
gehst du so krumm
wie ein Bogen
kurz bevor er einen
Pfeil abschlieen will

Hast du keine Kraft
dich aufzurichten?
Hat man versucht
dir das Riickgrat
zu brechen?

Wurde eine zu schwere
Last dir aufgebiirdet?
Warum

wirfst du sie nicht ab?

Die Last ist keine Ware
es ist ein Toter

eine unerloste Seele

die sich von mir

zu den Orten seiner Taten
tragen ldsst

Wenn ich nur

wiisste wer es ist

und wie ich ihm verbunden
und...

ob uns eine nicht getilgte
Schuld aneinander kettet?

Bitte deinen Engel...
vielleicht kann er

mit dem Engel des Unerldsten
und mit deiner Hilfe

den Toten erlosen

Weilt du nicht

die Engel der Unerldsten

leiden auch

vielleicht noch mehr

als die Unerldsten selber

auf jeden Fall

mehr als du mit deinen Schmerzen

LASS DIE TRANEN FLIESSEN

vielleicht bewéssern sie
deine Herzenswiiste

Lass die Trénen fliessen
damit es heller wird

denn jede Trédne

spiegelt wie ein Tropfen Tau
alles Licht

Lass die Trénen fliessen
damit Schonheit geboren wird
denn jeder Tropfen glitzert

im gespiegelten Licht

wie ein Kristall

Lass die Tranen fliessen

damit die Freude deines Du

iber diese Schonheit

dazu verhilft

dass auch morgen
Sonnenaufgangslicht den Tag begriisst.

7.4.24

STARR KEINE LOCHER IN DIE
LUFT

ermahnte mich meine Mutter
sitz nicht so faul rum

wenn du nicht spielst

kannst du mir helfen...

Sie hatte vergessen

oder es nie gewusst:

ich war wihrend des Untdtigseins
in der anderen Welt

auch dort gab es zu tun

Ich war in die

andere Welt gelangt

durch die Locher

die ich in die Luft gestarrt hatte

9.6.2023



MUDE BIN ICH

doch ich kann
nicht schlafen
Kraftlos bin ich
doch im muss
noch weitergehen
auf diesem Weg
der mich fiihrt
weiss nicht wohin

Ich hore keine Vogel
sehe keine Blume

es ist nicht dunkel
doch fehlt das Licht

Mir fehlt die Hand

die ich ergreifen kann,
die mich hélt

dass ich nicht

in den Abgrund falle

Ganz weit weg

und doch in mir

spiir ich den

Vogel Zuversicht

der die frohe

Botschaft bringen wird.

Ich muss nur
die Hoffnung schiitzen
und bei mir behalten

VOR 75 JAHREN

Sonnenlicht

erfiillt mein Zimmer

der Blick durchs Fenster

fiihrt mich zu weillen Wolkchen
vor blauem Himmel...

weckt Sehnsucht

nach Ferne

Warum

finde ich nicht die Kraft

6.4.2024
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den Tag zu beginnen?

Ich spiire keine Miidigkeit

und doch...

bleierner Schwere zieht mich
zuriick ins Reich des Schlafes —
oder des Todes?

Mein Riicken schmerzt
der erste Schritt —

die Holle

die Last —

von wem mir aufgeladen? —
driickt mich nieder
beschwert mich

lasst ein
Sich-Aufrichten nicht zu
wohin mit dieser Last?
wen betrauere ich?

Erinner dich

sagt eine mahnende Stimme
Blick zuriick

vor 75 Jahren

Ich erinnere mich nicht
weil} nicht

was vor 75 Jahren war
aber ich spiire Kraft in mir
die Kraft der Verzweiflung
die dennoch sagt

Kinder schreien

und sagen sterbend

zu ihren trauernden Eltern —
die auch bald gehen werden —
vergesst nicht

das Schone der Welt

vergesst nicht die Liebe

Tréanen flieBen...

um wen

fiir wen?

Die emotionslose Stimme
des Nachrichtensprechers



nennt die Zahl der Menschen
die sofort tot waren...

Nein

ausnahmsweise

ist nicht die
Corona-Epidemie gemeint

Vor 75 Jahren
der Abwurf

der Atombombe
auf Hiroshima

Nur

wenn wir uns erinnern

an die Schonheit

und die Liebe nicht vergessen
konnen wir verhindern

dass es sich wiederholt

Es liegt an uns

nur wenn wir wollen
konnen uns alle

guten Geister und Engel
helfen

BG

KOTI'ATO MBIVIMTE CE
CI'bCTSABAXA

U ce ckynuBaxa Hax 3emATa

W 3a npbB 0BT U3Ips

CABHIETO

Koero ocBeTsBalie 3emsra,Boara,
X0para, KUBOTHUTE

Y BCUYKU KUBU 36MHU TBApU

Kanku poca pasubdrsixa

B CBETJIMHATA Ha 3ae3a

Karo manku po3u oTpassBaxa
CwOyxmamms ce A3 Ha YOBEKa

6.8.2020

15.3.2024
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PYCAJIKA

Tu, 06pa3 oT cBeTIMHA,

Cpea BOJHUTE ChIIECTBA
bnuska no borunure,

HO MHOTO II0-0JIM3Ka 10 Y0BEKa

Tu He cu Maiika,
HO CBILO HE CH U IBbUIEPS

Tu cu cectpa

Cectpa Ha MBKa,
cecTpa Ha jKeHara

Ho cpmio cectpa

Ha TMITUIUTE, HA pUOUTE,
Ha PO3UTE U 3BE3AUTE

Ome He ca poAeHH TyMUTE,
1a pa3KpUsT KaKBO CH
22.02.2024

JIMIICBAT CJIOBATA,

KOHTO J1a Ha30BaT
KaKBO 9yX Ta3 HOIIL
KOTaTo CC paxaamic
CBCTJIMHATA.

ITomus camo

Ye ce xa3Ba

,1[0eTUTe ca aKylmepKuTe Ha CBETIMHATA
JIunicBar MU 3BYLIUTE

7a U3Ies MeCHUTe,

KOWUTO 4YyX Ta3H HOI,

KOTaTo Cce pakJallle CBETIMHATA

Kak mora na Bu pa3kaxa 3a ToBa?
MosTt AHren Me IOCHBETBA:
,»,MOXKeII 1a TaHIyBall 3a€QHO ChC

CBETJIMHATA,

C 0OpeHUTE 1BETH,
C BOJIaTa M BB3AYXa,
C IbpBeTaTa
U C BCUUKHU X0pa‘
11.4.2024



JA JIETA UCKAM,

KaKTO INTUIUTEC JICTAT,
HOCCHH OT BATHpPaA

Ha miyBam xenas,
KaKTo pubure
MEKHU BBJIHU T'U JIIOJEST

Ho a3 BbpBs

0aBHO U TPYNHO,

Kpadka Mo Kpayka

Most xo1

NpUJINYA HA TO3H HA OXJIIOB.
OXJI0BBT — XpaHa 3a NTHLHU U pUOH

A a3 3a xoro ¢bM XxpaHa?
22.11.18

HPEAU CEIEMJIECET U IIET
IroinHun
CseTnnHaTa Ha CIBHLETO
U3ITBJIBA MOSTA CTas
[TornensT mpe3 mpo3opena Mu
Me Boau KbM MaJIKH OeJti o0uaru
[Tpen neGeTo CMHBO
Cp0yx/a ce KOImHEexX
KomnHex KbM IanedHoTo
3amio
HsAMaM CHJIH
Ila 3amlo4Ha aeHd?
He ycemam ymopa
Ho Bce max...
OJIOBHA TEKECT M€ BIIAUU HAJIOTY
OO6paTHO B KPaJCTBOTO Ha CHHS
Wnu Ha cmbpTTa?

I'spOBT Me Oosn

[IvpBa kpauka —

aJicku OOJKHU

ToBapwsr...

KOW MM I'O CTOBAapH...
Harucka me Hagony

Texun mu

HeBb3MOXHO € 1a ce BOUTHA.

Hakwbae ¢ To3u ToBap?

3a koro ckbpOs?

,,CITIOMHH cH”,

Ka3Ba eJIMH IJ1ac,

,,JIorimenHu Ha3ajg

[Ipenu cegempaeceT u net roguHu”
A3 HE cH CIIOMHSM

He 3nam

KaKBO C€ € CIIYYMJIO MIPEIU CEIEMJIECET U MEeT TOANHU
Ho a3 ycemawm cunu BbB MEH
Cunu Ha oT4astHUE

Koeto ka3Ba:

»Jlernara KpeusT

U TOBOPSIT, yMHPAIIU

Ha cBoute ckpbOHM poanTen,
KOMTO CHILO CKOPO 1€ CH OTUBAT.
He 3abpaBsiite

KpacoTara Ha cBeTa!

He 3a6passiite mo6oBTal”

Cbn3u Tekat

3a xoro?

be3uyBCcTBEH M1achT

Ha TOBOPUTEJISI 10 HOBUHUTE
cboOmIaBa

BposT Ha Xopara moYMHATIH BHE3AITHO.
He,

HE TOBOPH 3a MaHAEMHUATA

10 U3KJIOUCHHE.

[Ipenu cepemaecer u et roquHU
Koraro Oeme xBbpiieHa
aroMHaTa 6oMba

Han Xupommnma.

Camo

aKo HHE CU CIIOMHUM

U ne 3abpaBsiMe KpacoTaTa U J11000BTa
Hue moxeM 1a HanpaBuM Taka,

Ye ToBa 12 HE CE CIIyYU OTHOBO.

B namure ppue e.

Camo ako uckame,

Torasa noOpuTe 1yXoBe U aHTEIUTE

MOrar Ja HY IIoMarar.
6.8.2020



TOI'ABA TE

OMUTaXa ce MPeuyIsT rphrOHaKa
Ha Oarmure

Cera

He e uynHo,

4e rppba Me 6onu

Torasa Te

yOuBaxa

Kpajsxa,

HacHIIBaxa

aenara

Cera

He e uynno,

4e BCE OILE ThPCs

CBOS HEMO3HAT Opar,

Omue 3a HETO

CKBpOs

AKko camo 3Haex

KOU MyCTUHU TPsOBA J1a Ce TMONUBAT
Oux Morna 6e3KpaiHO aa riaya
Cbi3u, KaTo IbXKI,

KOWTO HOCH CIIaCEHUE
23.11.23

TPAHC®OPMAILINA HA BOJIKATA

On3u nen 6onkata

Oonkara B KpbCTa

M€ M3XBBPIH OT II'BTS O KOHUTO BHPBAX.
[Toutn Me U3XBBPIH.

A3 s XBaHax 3a pbpKa
U TIOMCKAaX Jla M€ BbpHE
Ha U30paHust OT MEH BT

Buepa.

Buepa Gonkata Gemie B IEHThpa Ha MOS )KUBOT
Hckax ga g u3roHs,

HO TS € Ta3H,

KOSITO BOAM OUTKA C MEH.

Wnar e.

Kato ynoputo nere,

KOETO He Me yyBa

U HE OTrOBaps Ha BBIIPOCHUTE MH.

[Huec.

JlHec mMa mo- BaXHU Hellla.

T4 e camo npenarcraue.
CMHUCBHIIBT U HE € BCE OIIE SICEH.
Ts nHauctuHa nu ce npomens?
A3 ce HasgBaM

1 4aKkam

Jla c€ CTOIH KaTo e/,

Hare4yeH OT CIBHIIETO.

Ho ToraBa kos e Ts1?

Bpar nu e?

Torasa mo-mo0pe n1a s AbpKa MO OKO.

Moske Ou e momarani npusren?

Torasa e Hy»HO J1a ce IOMHUPS C Hesl...
3.11.2018

YMOPEHA CbM

Ho ne mora ga cns

Hamam cunm,

Ho Tps6Ba na BbpBs Hampen
ITo To3u BT, KOMTO ME BOAU
He 3nam HakbIE.

A3 He yyBaM HUKaKBa MTULIA
He Buxgam HUKAKBO LIBETE

He e TeMHO

Ho Bce mak cBeTanHaTa 1 HIMA

W numncsa pbKa,

KOSITO J1a XBaHa

Kosro na Me nppxu

7la HE NaJiHa B IPONacTTa.

Mmuoro nganeue,

Ho Bce mak B meH

A3 ycemam nruuna
Hanexna,

KosTo ncka ga qonece
PanmocrtHa Bect

A3 TpsabBa camo

Jla T1a3s Ta3u HajekKIa

U na s gppxa npu cede cu
6.4.2024



MMO3BOJIN CBJ3UTE JA TEKAT

Mosxe Ou Te moauBar
[TyctunsaTa Ha TBOETO CBHpIE.

ITo3BoaM cHI3KUTE Ja TEKaT
3a ;1a ctaHe mo-cBETIO.
3aI0To BCAKA ChII3a
OTpassiBa KaTo Karmka poca
[{snara cBeTyivHA

ITo3Bonn chI3UTE Ja TEKAT

3a J1a MOe J1a ce poJu KpacoTrara
3amoTo BCsAKa Kamka 0J1ecTh

B cBernauHnara,

OtpazeHa KaTo KpucTai

ITo3Bonn chI3UTE Ja TEKAT

3a 1a MOKe pajsoCcTTa Ha TBOAT ,,[1”
Ta3u xpacora 1a mOANOMOTHE

" ytpe

CnbHUEB U3TrpeEB

Hos nen na nosnpasu

3AIIO

7.4.2024

LHE TJIEJAM TOJKOBA
BTPEHYEHO
Jlynkute BbB Bb3ayXa”,
npenynpekaaBa Maika Mu
,,He Ob11 TonKOBa JIeHHBa!
Axo He urpaeu,
TOraBa MOJKEI a MU noMorHem!”

Ts e 3a0paBuna

Wnu Hukora He € 3Haela,
Ye 10KaToO HUILO HE MPaBEX
A3 05X B ApYTHs CBAT
3amoTo u TaM uMa pabora.

ITpucturam B Apyrus CBST
IIpe3 nynkure,

Kowurto a3, ¢ Mos morien
Hanpasux BbB Bb3yXa

9.6.2023

XOJIUII TOJIKOBA U3KPUBEH?
KaTto apk

MAaJIKO Mpeau

1a u3cTpensd crpenara?

Hsamam nmu cunn
Jla ce u3npaBui?
Wnu maxoit onura
Ja CUymH

TBOS TPbOHAK?

Wnu npekaneHo roiasimo
Opeme Te HatoBapBa?
3aio He To XBbpauul?

bpewmero He e ToBap

To e enun cMBpTHHUK

Enna nyma, omie He ciaceHa
HCKa a3 J1a g1 HoCd KbM MecTaTa
Ha xouto ca Ounm HeitHUTE Aena

AKo camo 3Haex Kol € Toi
U KaK CbM CBBP3aH C HETO...
Jlanu HsiKaKBa BUHA HE HU CBbp3Ba?

ITomonu TBOS aHrei.

Mozxe O0u Tol

3aeHO C aHrena Ha TyIIUTE HECTACEHU
U ¢ TBOS momoiil

Jla moHecere n30aBiIeHNE HA TO3H CMBPTHUK.
He 3naenr nmu?

AHTeNbT Ha HECIACEHUTE AYLIH

CBILO CTpaja

Jopu Moxe Ou moBeue

OT CAMUTE TE3U HECIIACEHU AYIIU

B®B BCceku cityyail mosede,

Ot Te0 ¢ TBOUTE OOIKU
10.08.2020

Ilpe6oo na dovreapcru Xenea Tomac
¢ nomowyma na Anu Ilawanosa u Kpucmuna [llenmosa
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BRIGITTE BARDOT: ,
SYMBOLE SEXUEL DU CINEMA
FRANCAIS

DONNEES BIOGRAPHIQUES SUR
L’ARTISTE

Brigitte Anne-Marie Bardot est née a Paris, le
28 septembre 1934, dans une famille aisée, de la
haute bourgeoisie industrielle francaise.

Dans son autobiographie, Brigitte a rappelé
qu’elle ressentait ressentiment,
parce que son pere exigeait d’elle des normes de
comportement strictes, notamment, de bonnes
manieres a la table et qu’elle porte des vétements
appropriés. Elle a recu I’influence de sa mere dans
la danse et la musique. A 1’age de sept ans, elle a
commencé a étudier dans une école privée, qu’elle
fréquentait trois jours par semaine.

Cela lui a donné suffisamment de temps pour
prendre des cours de danse dans un studio local,
sous la supervision de sa mere, qui a vu en elle un
potentiel pour une carriére de danseuse.

En 1947, a ’age de 13 ans, elle est admise au
Conservatoire National Supérieur de Danse et de
Musique de Paris, ou elle étudie la danse classique

souvent du

pendant 3 ans, sous la direction du chorégraphe
russe Boris Knyazev.

A cette époque, elle faisait également des
¢tudes secondaires a “Institut de la Tour”, une
¢cole catholique privée pres de chez elle.

Avec le soutien et les encouragements de sa
mere, elle a commencé sa carriere artistique en tant
que chanteuse et mannequin, en 1949, a 1’age de
quinze ans. En Mars 1950, elle a fait la couverture
du magazine “Elle”. Ce travail a attiré [’attention
du jeune cinéaste de I’époque Roger Vadim (nom
de sceéne du réalisateur, producteur de cinéma et
scénariste Roger Vladimir Plemianikov).

Vadim a montré la couverture du magazine au
cinéaste et scénariste Marc Allégret, qui a invité
Brigitte a auditionner pour son film»Les lauriers
sont coupésy.

BB a été choisie pour le role, mais le film
n’a finalement pas été réalisé. Malgré tout, cette
opportunité lui a fait penser a devenir actrice. Plus
que cela, sa rencontre avec Vadim, qui a assisté a
I’audition, allait influencer sa carriére et sa vie.

La méme année, apres 2 ans de fiangailles sans
que ses parents sachent, elle épouse Roger Vadim.

Brigitte Bardot a fait ses débuts au cinéma, en
1952, a I’age de 17 ans, Dans le film “Le Trou
Normand”, realisé par Jean Boyer.

Dans ce film, elle est apparue en bikini. C’était
la premiere fois qu’une femme apparaissait en
bikini, au cinéma. Dans le film suivant, elle est
¢galement apparue en bikini. C’était un scandale,
mais les bikinis de Brigitte sont devenus la mode.

Ici, dans son deuxiéme film, «Manina: la fille
sans voile» (1953), réalisé par Willy Rozier.

Les scénes de bikini ont poussé son pere a aller
au tribunal pour empécher que les scénes ne soient
prises au cinéma, mais en vain.

NOTES FINALES

Loinducinéma,depuis 1974, elles’estimpliquée
dans une série de déclarations controversées qui
I’ont conduite a la barre des tribunaux.

Cependant, BB a été le Symbole Sexuel du
cinéma frangais.
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Hristina Dimitrova | BULGARIA

BG

UCTUHCKH ’KUBU

Hue nmame otvaiiBaia Hyx1a oT yoBeuHocT. OT OJIu3KO,
HEBHPTYaJIHO OOIyBaHe.

Ha ce rmegame B o4uTeE, Aa C€ IBbPXKUM 3a pblE, 1a JU-
1aMe 3ae1HO.

Jla cTouM efuH 10 APYT, HE €AUH Cpely ApyT, Aa HaMu-
pamMe 100pOTO B IpyTHsi, HE3aBUCUMO OT BCHUKO.

HNmawme Hy)aa 1a XoquM 00CH, He caMo Ha IPBCTH.

Jla caguM 1BETS U IbPBETA, MO/ CEHKUTE UM Ja ycella-
Me HeloJpakaemara CHjla Ha MaiiKkaTa 3eMsl.

Hoiine Bpeme na ce 6opuM 3a BCAKO AbpBO. CsKkam oT
TOBA 3aBHCHU )KMBOTA HU. MHaue 1e 3ary0uM ruiaHerata.

Jlolie BpeMe OTHOBO J1a CaiuM 3€JICHYYLH C KAKBOTO U
na ce 3anuMaBame. Jla ru oTriiexaame ¢ Jr000B, 1a CleAuM
BHUMATEIHO JINCTAaTa UM | Jia v naszum. Jla 6epem miozo-
BETE OT CBOUTE IPAJUHHU.

ITnonoBe ca Ha 3eMATa, HE CaMO Ha HAIINTE XKEJIaHUA U
TPYA.

Jloiine Bpeme na yCceTUM BKyca Ha 3eMsTa, HEMHUTE
TPENETH BbB BCEKH HEUH IUIOL.

Bceku neH ryOMM CHMBOIMTE HAa Hamlata MJIaJoCT U
KOITHEXU — KHHO JIETeH U, JTI0OMMH TBOPIM ¥ TIO3HATH XOPa.
Ho Bce omte no ynuuuTe XoA4T Aela, Hallld ¥ YyKAH.

3a TEXHUTE YCMHMBKH, PaAOCTHU BUKOBE M €HEPTUS CH
CTpyBa J1a pabOTHUM, TUIIEM H KHBEEM.
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TRULY ALIVE

We desperately need humanity. From
real, non-virtual communication. To
look into each other‘s eyes, to hold
hands, to walk together.

To stand next to each other, not
against each other, to find the good in
each other, despite everything.

(Better to walk barefoot than to tiptoe
around.)

Let‘s plant flowers and trees, not
enmity and hatred.

To lie under the shadows and trust in
the inimitable power of Mother Earth.

The time has come to fight for every
tree, as for every person. As if our lives
depend on it. Otherwise, we will lose the
water, the plants, the animals, the food,
then the planet. And myself.

The time has come to plant vegetables
again with whatever we do and whatever
titles we bring. Let‘s raise them with
love. Let‘s pick the fruits from our
gardens.

Fruits are on the earth, not only of
our desires and labor. The time has come
to appreciate this exact taste again.

The time has come for every verse
and every stroke of a person, not a
machine, to be as important as every
prayer to God in order to survive.

Every day we lose the symbols of our
youth and longings — cinema legends,
favorite artists, familiar people.

But there are still children, ours and
others, walking on the streets. Real and
alive!

For their smiles, joyful cries and
energy, it is worth breathing, writing and
living.

Translation: Natalia Nikolova



FR

VRAIMENT VIVANTS

Nous désespérément  besoin
d’humanité. De la communication étroite et
non virtuelle.

Regardons-nous dans les yeux, tenons-
nous la main, respirons ensemble.

Se tenir les uns aux cotés des autres, pas
les uns contre les autres, pour trouver ce
qui est bien ou bon dans 1’autre, quoi qu‘il
arrive.

Nous devons marcher pieds nus, pas
seulement sur la pointe des pieds,

Planter des fleurs et des arbres, pour
ressentir sous leurs ombres la puissance
sans pareil de la Terre Mére.

Le temps est arrivé de se battre pour
chaque arbre. Comme si nos vies en
dépendaient. Sinon nous perdrions notre
plancte.

Le temps est arrivé de replanter des
légumes, quels que soient nos métiers et
quels que soient nos titres. Les cultiver avec
amour, surveiller attentivement leurs feuilles
et les protéger. Pour cueillir les fruits de nos
jardins. Mettons-les sur la table.

Fruits de la terre, pas seulement fruits de
nos désirs et de notre travail.

Le temps est arrivé de sentir le «golt» de
la terre, sentir ses «frissons» dans chacun de
ses fruits.

Chaque jour, nous perdons les symboles
de notre jeunesse et de nos aspirations:
légendes du cinéma, artistes préférés,
personnes familiéres.

Mais il y a encore des enfants qui
marchent dans les rues, les nodtres et ceux
des autres.

Leurs sourires, leurs cris joyeux et leur
énergie valent la peine de travailler et de
vivre.

avons

Traduit: Tatyana Zahova

IT

VERAMENTE VIVI

Abbiamo un disperato bisogno dell’umanita. Dalla
comunicazione ravvicinata e non virtuale.

Guardiamoci negli occhi, teniamoci per mano,
respiriamo insieme.

Per stare 1‘uno accanto all‘altro, non l‘uno contro
1‘altro, per trovare il bene 1‘uno nell‘altro, qualunque
cosa accada.

Abbiamo bisogno di camminare a piedi nudi, non
solo in punta di piedi.

Di piantare fiori e alberi, sotto la loro ombra di sentire
il potere inimitabile della madre terra.

E venuto il momento di lottare per ogni albero.
Come se la nostra vita dipendesse da questo. Altrimenti
perderemo il pianeta.

E venuto il tempo di piantare di nuovo verdure in
qualunque cosa facciamo e qualunque titolo abbiamo.
Coltivarli con amore, custodire con attenzione le loro
foglie e proteggerli. Per raccogliere i frutti dei nostri
giardini. Mettiamoli in tavola.

I frutti sono sulla terra, non solo dei nostri desideri e
del nostro lavoro.

E giunto il tempo di sentire il sapore della terra, i suoi
tremori in ogni suo frutto.

Ogni giorno perdiamo i simboli dellanostra giovinezza
e dei nostri desideri — le leggende del cinema, gli artisti
preferiti, le persone familiari.

Ma ci sono ancora bambini che camminano per le
strade, nostre e straniere.

Per i loro sorrisi, le grida di gioia e 1°energia, vale la

pena lavorare e vivere.
Tradotto: Hari Spasov

BG

TYK HA TA3U 3EMSA

3abpaHsBaxa KHUTH,
U/1€0JIOTHH,
HEY00HH €3Iy,
uMeHa u xopa!



Crurnaxa u 10 JyMUTe.
He xou na e.

3abpansBar gymara ,,Manko*
,,TaTKO",

,,CECTPO**

u ,,0parko®.

3abpanssar ,,OT4ye Ham",
nopu u bora!

3abpaneny,
B HAC € KUBEAT!

Tyk, Ha Ta3zu 3ems!

ENG

HERE ON THIS EARTH

Books get banned.

Prohibition of ideologies.

Inappropriate language, names, people!

Now it is the turn of words.

But not just any words.

Words like “sister” and “brother”,

The Lord’s Prayer,

Even God!

These banned words will live in our hearts

forever,

Here, on this Earth.

FR

ICI SUR CETTE TERRE

IIs interdisaient des livres,

Des idéologies,

Des langues,

Des noms et des personnes!

Ils sont méme arrivés aux mots.
Pas n’importe lesquels.

IIs interdisent le mot ,,mére®.
Ils interdisent le mot «perey,
Le mot ,,sceur®

Et le mot «frérey.
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IIs interdisent ,,Notre Pére®,
Méme Dieu!

Interdits,

Ils vivront en nous!

Ici sur cette terre!

IT

QUI, SU QUESTA TERRA

Hanno vietato 1 libri
hanno vietato le ideologie,
lingue scomode,

nomi e persone!

Arrivarono alle parole.
Non uno qualsiasi.

Vietano la parola ,,madre*
Vietano la parola ,,papa®,
la parola ,,sorella“

e la parola ,,fratello®.
Vietano il ,,Padre nostro®,
anche Dio!

Vietati,
vivranno in noi!

Qui, su questa terra!

BG

HOCH CE CJIYX 3A BATHPA

Yyx 3a xopa,
HanycHainu Bapna
HE 3a Jpyro,
3apajau BATHpal

Cuuten,
MOPUBUCT
U MOPCKH.



A3 HampoTus, ruffles

3a HEro ocraBam! and caresses!
TouyHo Hero uckam ga aumam!
Kato xoxara Ha cBost 00uM! Here today
the same him,
Toit me nocpema, the wind
u3Ipania, brought the smell of
paspoiiBa seaweed.
U ranu!

And everything becomes one —

ETo nHec sea,
CBIIHUAT TOM, air,
BATBPBT I

J0HEeCce MUpHUca Ha and love.
BOJIOPACIIH.

Translate: Natalia Nikolova

U Bcuuko cTaBa exHO —

Mope, FR

BB31YX,

a3 ILY AUNE RUMEUR SUR LE
1 11000B! VENT

Jai entendu parler des gens
ENG Qui ont quitté Varna
Rien qu’a cause du vent!

THERE IS A RUMOUR ABOUT THE

WIND Fort,
Impétueux
I heard about people, Et marin.
(who )left Varna
not for anything else, Moi, par contre,
because of the wind! Je reste pour lui!
Strong, C‘est exactement ce que je veux respirer!
gusty Comme la peau du bien-aimé!
and sea.
Il m‘accueille,
I on the contrary, Raccompagne,
I stay for him! Décoiffe
It is him I want to breathe! Et caresse!

Like the skin of my beloved!

Le voici aujourd‘hui
He welcomes me, Lui méme
he sends, Le vent
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A apporté le parfum
D’algues.

Et tout devient un tout —
La mer,

L air,

Moi

Et I‘amour!
Traduit: Tatyana Zahova

IT

C‘E UNA DICERIA SUL VENTO

Ho sentito di persone
che hanno lasciato Varna

non per altro, Ivelina Georgieva | BULGARIA

a per la causa del vento!

Forte,
impetuoso BG
¢ marino.

, CbHYBAW ME
lo, al contrario,
rimango per lui!
Esattamente ¢ quello che voglio respirare!
Come la pelle della persona amata!

CopHyBail me,
KaKBaTo OfX —
Osia, quinaiia J1ro00B, MACTIUBA. ..

Mi da il benvenuta
mi invia,

mi arruffa

e accarezzami!

CoHyBait

YCMUBKAaTa MU IUeIIa oT Tede
HEKHOCT, TOTUIMHA U CHJIA...
CopHyBalil me,

Eccolo oggi ChC KeXJIMOApEH MOTIe],
lo stesso lui, OyiecTdIl OT YyBCTBA...
il vento Kaau(eHa HeKHOCT,
portato 1‘odore di I'BJI3S1IA U TOPALIA CETUBATA TH JI0 APBK BBIVICH...
alghe. CoHyBait me,
OymryBaria, MeHInBa, 1B

E tutto diventa uno — KaTo BBJIHA, H304raia caMa,
mare, OTKpHJIa CBOS Thi ’KaJTyBaH OCTPOB...
aria, CobHyBaii Me,
io U3rapsia BbB TBOETO JKeJaHHUE,
e amore! BbB TBOS [NIAMBK HETHPIICHUE,

Tradotto: Hari Spasov HEeI0CTaThbYHOCT U MBbHMYKA UCKpHUIIA CTPaX...



CTan, qe cnqua CC B CbHJA HH...
Cera... a mocie... Kak au?!

W a3 cpHyBaMm...

U CHHSAT MU € IPEKbCHAT OT YCMUBKA...
YCMUBKa, TOPOJICHA OT LIeJyBKara,
3a 15T )KUBOT

cbOpana B cebe cu

U HEXHOCT,

U HETBpIICHUE,

u Oyps,

U KOTIHEK,

U ThH )KaJyBaHO CIIACEHHUE...
HapuyaHo... JIt0060B...

kdkkkk

,,‘Ioeem;m € moJjikoeda, 6 KOJiKomo 6ypu e Munau.

Tonkosa, konkomo 6 dypume oouy e oan.
H monkoea, Konkomo nvmu e nadan u cmagai.
Tonkosa, konkomo camoma e cvopan. “

Haoexcoa benuncka

HanHuknax B ounte my...

3a MUT...

TBI KpaTbK, a U Thil Oe3KpaeH...,
IBIO0KHU, TOIUIH, THPCEIH JII000B.
JIro00B O0XecTBEHa,

TyXOBHAa,

Ta3u, Tajeia paHeHara ayiia,

Tam 3ppHAX yyBCcTBaTa HA MBK
THUA MHOTO Mpa3€eH,

a ¥ TOJIKOBA JKEJIaH.

XKectoka 6onka, ckpura
pOZ€HA OT CUBOTAaTa Ha CBETA.
Yosek cpen XWIAIH,

a TOJIKOBA CAMOTEH...

YcMuxHa MU ce JIeKO,
a IIPOYETOX B yCMMBKaTa My IlIaxa
ThI MHOT'O HEU3PEUEHHU CJIOBA...

»HOIITA PAKIA MEUTUTE*

OTHOBO rO cpenHax Mbxa OT ChHSL.
CuneH, KpacuB, HaJIBECEH HaJl OCIHs JTUCT.
['oroB na Hanumie Aymara Cu..

Oudute My TII€aT, HEBUKIAIIH,

OTHECEH BHB HSIKAKbB HETOB CU CBAT...
OOBHT OT ThIa,

OT HEBspA...

3am 3aBeca OT MM U Yaiia KbPBABO BHHO
CKPHJI paHEHa JyIla OT IeTUs CBST.
Mckax ma ro JoCTHUTHA.

C TOILIN JUIaHU

Jla CBaJlg €[lHA I10 ¢IHa...

Thrara, ymopara, 0oika, HeBspa, cTpaxa oT

npeaarciacTBo...

Jla ro 3arppHa ¢ €JHUYKOTO 4YBCTBO,
KOETO KaJyBa —
Jla He 0CcTaBa HOIIEM CaM, HEBIDKJAIl BHB

TBMHOTO... OUaKBailKu CJH:HI_ICTO.

He ycnsx.
A MU e TOIKOBA CKbIT!

fhfhk

JXKuBOTHT MU 6aBHO BBPBU Ipe3 TOAUHUTE.
OT/AaBHA MPECIKBJ 3EHUTA,

BCE MO-THKHO KbM 3ajie3a BIEPEH.

Konko nmu uyxau M3rpesu cpemax

U MAJIKO JIM YYXJIU 3aJI€31 BUKIAX.
Cpemnax 3Be3nu, u CnbHua, u JlyHu, nenu

Bcenenu,

HO Ch10ara MH Bce KbM MO€eT0 Majako CITbHIE

KJIOHCIIC.

[To mbTs TpamnaB nagax HEBEAHDBK,
CTOTHILIM ITBTH HO3ETE MU CE U3pPaHUXa,
CBJI3UTE T'BITAX,

MoJjiex bor THPICHUC, CMUPCHUC 1a MU HapH, HC
cuia.

Coppueto cu ¢ oMpasa He U3IbIHUX.
ITo meHe xBbpIsAXa U Kajl, © MUPO.
[Tpuemax Bcuuko ¢ Bspa,

raacx 3a MCHC Jap JIn 66, HJIM IT'BbK HAKa3aHUC...

['opumnka, umaie 1 CJiajgocT,
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U IJIaMBIH, U Jex...,

u OypH, IBX] U BETPOBE,

u 00JIKa, U YCMHUBKH, PaJoCT...

He 3Ham ocTaBuX 11U cliesl MEHE AUPA.
3a rpeukuTe nokasx ce npex bor.

U curypna cbM, 3HaM,

ye BUHAru Haja meH ouna e boxus JIro6oB!

ENG

DREAM OF ME

Dream of Me,
as [ was —
white, breathing love, happy...

Dream

of my smile drinking from you
tenderness, warmth and strength...
Dream of Me,

with amber eyes,

glowing with feelings...

velvety tenderness,

crawling and burning your senses to a

bright coal...

Dream of Me,

raging, frothy, wild

like a wave that has run away alone
discovering her longed-for island...
Dream of Me,

burning in your desire

in your flaming impatience,
poorness and a tiny spark of fear...

storm

longing

and salvation so desired...
called... Love...

LR

»Man is only as many storms as he has been through.
As much as in storms love he has given.
And as many times as he fell and stood up...
As much as solitude has he collected.”
Nadezhda Beninska

I pried into his eyes...

for a moment...

so short and yet so endless...,

deep, warm, looking for love.
Love divine,

spiritual

the one caressing the wounded soul

There I glimpsed the feelings of a man
so much hated

and so much desired.

Severe pain hidden,

born out of the gray of the world.

A man among thousands

and so lonely...

He hardly smiled to me,
and I read in his smile timidity and
so many unspoken words...

fear that it happens in our dreams only...
Now... and later... how?!
I dream too...

» THE NIGHT GIVES BIRTH TO
DREAMS*

and my sleep is interrupted by a smile...

a smile caused by the kiss

I met the Man from the dream again.

for life Strong, beautiful, overhanging the white sheet.
collecting in itself Ready to write down his soul.

tenderness His eyes look unseeing,

impatience carried away in some world of his own...
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Wrapped in sadness, FR

in disbelief...
Behind a curtain of smoke and a glass of bloody REVE DE MOI
wine
He hides a wounded soul from the whole world. Réve de moi,
I wanted to reach him. Telle que j“étais —
With warm hands blanche, respirante 1‘amour, heureuse...

to take down one by one...
sadness, fatigue, pain, disbelief, fear of betrayal...

To embrace him with the only feeling, Réve

He desires — de mon sourire absorbant

not to stay at night alone and blind in the dark... de ta tendresse, de ta chaleur et de ta force...
waiting for the Sun. Réve de moi,

I did not succeed. aux regard ambre¢,

And he is so dear to me! rayonnant de sentiments...

tendresse veloutée,
rampante et brilante tes sens jusqu‘a un

kdkk charbon brillant...
My life is slowly going through the years. Réve de moi,
long ago it crossed the Zenith, ardente, mousseuse, sauvage
more and more sadly gazing towards the Sunset. comme une vague qui s‘est échappée seule
How many foreign sunrises have I met? et qui a découvert son ile tant désirée...
and I have seen pretty foreign sunsets. Réve de moi,
I met Stars, and Suns, and Moons, whole briilante dans ton désir
Universes, dans ton impatience flamboyante,
but my destiny was always towards my little Sun. une insuffisance et une petite étincelle de
On the rough road I fell down more than once, peur...
hundreds of times my feet hurt, de la peur que cela arrive seulement dans
I swallowed the tears nos songes...
I asked God to give me patience, humility, not Maintenant... et plus tard... comment?!
strength.
I did not fill my heart with hatred.
They threw mud and ointment at me. Moi aussi je réve...
I took everything on Faith, et mon sommeil est interrompu par un
I was wondering if it was a gift for me or a sourire...
punishment... sourire provoqué par le baiser
Bitter there was, sweetness too, pour la vie
and flames and ice..., recueillant en lui
and storms, and rain, and winds, tendresse
and pain, and smiles, and joy... impatience
I don‘t know if I left a trail behind me. tempéte
I repented to God for my mistakes. désir
And I‘'m sure, I know et un salut tellement désiré...
that God‘s Love has always been over me! appelé... Amour...
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Ma vie avance lentement au fil des années.

elle a depuis longtemps franchi le Zénith,

ses yeux de plus en plus tristes ouverts sur le
coucher du soleil.

Combien de levers de soleil étrangers ai-je
rencontrés,

et moins de couchers de soleil étrangers ai-je vus.

J¢ai rencontré des étoiles, des soleils et des lunes,
des univers entiers,

mais mon destin inclinait toujours vers mon petit
Soleil.

Sur la route rude, je suis tombée plus d‘une fois,

des centaines de fois mes pieds étaient blessés,

Jtavalais les larmes

Je demandais a Dieu de me donner de la patience,
de 1'humilité, mais pas de la force.

Je n‘ai pas rempli mon cceur de haine.

Ils ont jeté sur moi boue et myrrhe.

J‘acceptais tout avec foi,

Je me demandais si cétait un cadeau pour moi ou
une punition...

Il y avait de douleur, ainsi que de douceur,

des flammes et de la glace...,

de tempétes, de la pluie et des vents,

de la douleur, et des sourires, de la joie...

Je ne sais pas si j‘ai laissé une trace derriére moi.

Je me suis repentie devant Dieu pour mes péchers.

Et je suis stre, je sais
que 1°‘Amour de Dieu a toujours été au-dessus de
moi!

,LA NUIT FAIT NAITRE LES REVES*

Je 1‘ai rencontré de nouveau 1°‘homme du réve.

Fort, beau, penché sur la feuille blanche.

Prét a décrire son ame...

Ses yeux regardant, sans voir,

emporté dans un monde a lui...

Enveloppé de tristesse,

d’incrédulité...

Derriére un rideau de fumée et un verre de vin
sanglant

cachant du monde entier une ame blessée.

Je voulais le joindre.

Avec des mains chaudes

a démonter une par une...

tristesse, fatigue, douleur, incrédulité, peur
de la trahison...

Pour 1‘embrasser avec le seul sentiment,

qu’il désire —

ne pas rester seul dans la nuit, aveugle
dans le noir... a attendre le Soleil.

Je n‘ai pas réussi.

Et il m‘est si cher!

khfkk

wL‘homme n‘est qu‘autant de tempétes qu ‘il a
traversé.
Autant que dans les tempétes d‘amour il a donné.
Et autant de fois qu ‘il tombait et se relevait...
Autant de solitude qu’il a amassé.

Nadejda Béninska

Je 1‘ai regardé dans les yeux...

pour un moment...

si court et pourtant si interminable...,

profonds, chaleureux, a la recherche de
I‘amour.

L‘amour divin,

spirituel

celui qui caresse 1‘d4me blessée

La j‘ai entrevu les sentiments d‘un homme
tellement détesté

et tellement désiré.

Douleur sauvage, cachée

et née du gris du monde.

Un homme parmi des milliers

et si seul...

Il m*a souri légerement,
et j’ai lu dans son sourire la timidité
et tant de non-dits...



Irena Ivanova | BULGARIA
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Hauanoto e TomkoBa mpekpacHo —
M3IBIHEHO C HAAEKIH U MEUTH !

Kaxk rckaM 1a ¢bM B TO3H MUT,

IIOHE 3a OII¢ MAJIKO,

HE UCKaM U Ja 3Has, 4e ,,mocne’ npeacrou!

Ot MucnHUTE MU CTHYAT Ce
BpeMe, Xopa U ChAOH. :
TopumsikaTa pasjiusa ce, R

ocTaBa HAKBAC Ha3anl, ., Excnpecus ™, gouache, 40x40 cm, 2020
KaTo MPEYHCTBAL K TOTNBA —

T4 HC MU € Bpar.

HamenBam cu ,,a Obaa KaTo Te0.

U cbM 1 05X, U YaKaM yTpEIITHATA MEH.
C MMIUTaHTH OT MIACTIMBH JYIIH,

3a MOS CBSIT OOMKHOBEH,

BBPBS M KPEXKO Ta3s,

CBOS IIBAT BPOJCH —

a3 1mass Cy Ayuiara.

] L, Mnusus 6 cunvo
., Momuue “, axeapen, 30x20 cm, 2022e. mexHuka — cymunazawiu, 30x30 cm, 2019



Irina Baleva | BULGARIA

BG

HOBA CTPAHULIA

Ha HOBa cTpaHuma BB cTapus TedTep
ONMTBAM J1a HaMeps ChIUHATA

Ha MUCIIATE, 3aTBOPEHH B KHIIEP

B Hall-CKbTaHMs BbI'bJ HA JAyIIATA.

W To4yHO JHEC, ABKIBT KOTATo Mmaja
U JIBJITO TJIeJaM MPadyHOTO Hebe,
PEILIMTENIHO Cera ce OCMelsiBaM

C OYM J1a CpEIHA BCEKU HOB MPOOIIEM.

Yogemkara HECUTYPHOCT IOpaxaa
€/1Ha BBJIHA OT apenia TpeBora

U TyXJIEHA CT€HA Kpall Hac U3rpaxk/a,
BBB OIUT J1a IPEATIa3H HAIIETO ETO.

Ho kak ot Bparosete 1a ce na3zum?
YoBek € Hail-roJieMusi CU Bpar,
KOTaTo pa3yMbT MY BCE OTKa3Ba

J1a BIDKIA COOCTBEHUTE TPELIKH TaK.

ENG

NEW PAGE

With a new page of the old notebook
I try to find the true meaning

of my thought locked in closet

at the narrowest corner of the soul.

Right today when the rain commenced
I am staring at the darkly sky for long
spontaneously I decide to dare

with sight to conquer every problem.

The human uncertainty sends

a rapid wave of burring worry
and brick wall anxiously enects
in order to defend our ego wholly.

But how to stop the enemies?
The biggest of them is ourselves
when the mind always evades
claiming the mistakes for ours.

BG

XAPAKTEP
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He yakam rpaHino3HuTe NPO3pPEHUS
3a MUT J]a M€ HAaMEPAT B Mpaka.

He cbM cbriiacHa ¢ HAKOU TBbPAEHUS,
4e I[ACTHETO B OBJEIIETO YaKa.

He cpMm HCTBHPIIC/IMBA, HO pa3yuTamM
Ha COOCTBEHUTE CUIIU M XapaKTep
cama CbC cebe CH 1a ce HaMHpam,
3a ]a He ce MOJ1aBaM Ha ThraTa.

XKHMBOTHT MU € BT MOKPUT ChC MACHK —
eIHU Me IOAMHHAaBaT ¢ OscHa Cuia,

a Ipyru 0e3 mpeTeHINH 32 OIACHK

Ce CIUpaT U MPUITET B MEH HAMHpaT.



ENG

CHARACTER

I’m not awaiting grand revelations

for snap to find me in the dark.

I won’t accept the quotes

that the future holds the happiness again.

I’m not impatient but believe
in forces mine and character
helping me to find myself
not to fall in hands of grief.

My life with sand is covered —
some pass by hysterically running
while others simply stopping

to form a friendship strong.

BG

HAJTEKTA

[Tonsikora mpammHKa CbM Ha BATHPA,
MOHECEHa OT CBOsATA Ch0a.
[Tonsikora Hykzas ce OT HAKOTO,

3a Jla HaMepsl BpHaTa ciena.

BbB BpemeTo Ha u3nmuTaHus

KUBESI 4eCTO JICH 32 JICH,

a TPYAHOCTHUTE TPABAT MU KOMITAHUS —
pelaBaM BCEKH JIeH MpooiIeM.

He e nu rpemka na npuema
CTpaxa ¢ OTBOPEHU 04n?

He, MHOTO MaJIKO MU OTHEMA
HaJIe’k/1a HOBA J1a M€ BbXHOBH.

ENG

HOPE

At times I’'m sprinkle little
floating on the wind of fate.

At times I call for someone

to realise what should be made.

When challenges are right ahead

I live like on the last piece of bread
and obstacles are my companion
to solve a problem every day.

Isn’t it really wrong might

to accept the fear with eyes open night?
No, less from me is taken

to grant me hope to be awaken.

BG

MEYTA

— 83—

He ¢bpM Mope, 3a 1a moema
0e30poii U3IUTaKaHU CHII3H.
He cbM npuboit, 3a 1a oTHeMa
Ha HAKOU Bspara Ja ce CIIACH.

He cbM peka, 3a na ce Bues

B 0e30pexHus u OypeH okeaH,

u OoJkara Oe3cuiHa J1a moema

Ha €KMIIaKa CH 3aryOns KalmuTaH.

A3 mpocTo renam ot Bbpxa Ha (apa
KbM XOpU30HTA M KbM Onenara JyHa.
HansBam ce pu MeH J1a akocTupa kopao,
C OTJJaBHA YaKaHa OT MEH MeuTa.



Patience is shield for the arrows
while love is a blade for the sorrow.
To miner favours I strongly reckon
to find the sign how to move on.

ENG

DREAM
I am not the sea to swallow
the countless fallen tears.
I am not a surf to end
someone’s faith to be saved.

And there may not be winners or losers
when we equally share our guilt
for all perchance hunt

. in our pointless wars.
I am not a river to flow p

into the endless pounding ocean

and the pain [ am helpless to endure BG

of the desperate captainless crew.

MOPCKMU BJYC
C xpunara Ha 4allKUTe MaK YMOPEH
OTJINTA KBbM 3aie3a JEeTHUS JICH.
VYracsaio CJIbHIIE 10 [IaJKH BbJIHU
C TMOCJIEIHH TbYHU TaJl BOAHATA LIUP.

[am simply gazing from the top of the lighthouse
to the horizon and the pale moon.

I simply hope to meet the ship

Carrying a long-awaited dream.

BbB mschka TOMbJ NOTHBAT HO3ETE,
BG pa3BEeTUTE IPEXU T'H Ma3AT PhLETE,
KOCHUTE Pa3poIlBa 't MOPCKUST Opu3,
ot 6apa Ha ruTaxka 3By4u 0aBeH Oiyc.

BUTKA

Or OypHara araka cbM 1oeTta

Ha €XeIHEBHETO B OOMHOTO 1OJIE,
3aI[0TO THUIINHATA € 3aeTa
Ha Jpyr CIOKOWCTBUE J1a JJOHECE.

THpHeHUeTo MUT € 3a CTPENINTE,

a Mo0OBTa € MeY CpEIy Thra.

Ha sxectoBere apeOHU mak pa3yuTam,
3a Jla HaMepsl BIpHaTa ciena.

U msama nmobOenurenn u moOeneHH,
€JIHAKBO HOCHM CBOSITA BUHA

3a BCHYKUTE CIYYailHO HApaHCHU
BBB HamaTta 0e3cMUCjICHA BOMHA.

ENG

BATTLE

By the fierce attack I am affected

from the everyday on the battlefield
because the silence is mainly concerned
to bring someone a sense of peace.

A TaM JBama BIIIOOCHU MPBCTUTE CIUICIIH,
OT TaHIIa BhJIIEOCH €]Ba IbX MOeNn
HocpeIaT HOIllTa IbJIHOJIYHHA Cera.

3a1 AIOHUTE YaKa ¢ KOMHEX JTI000BTa...

ENG

SEA BLUES
With the wings of seagulls tired again
the summer day towards the sunset flies away.
The fading sun in smooth waves
caresses the water with last rays.

Feet sink into the warm sand,

hands guard the fluttering clothes,

the sea breeze ruffles the hair,

slow blues sounds from the beach bar.

And there two lovers holding hands

barely breathing from the magical dance
right now they welcome the full moon night.
Love waits longingly behind the dunes......
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BG

BOJIHA KATO BETPOBETE

A3, BOJIHA KaTo BETPOBETE,
OT 11000BTa CH CSKAII CBETH,
HaMeTHaJa HOLITa CYeTHO

U JIGTTMKATHA KaTo IIBETe.

ITo ynuukure ce npenbBam

B KYITYMHKA CIIOMEHU U LIPUXH,
B YXaHHUE JIMIIOBO IOTHBAM,
HAO0KOJIO € MHOTO THXO.

W camo CTBIIKUTE CH YyBaM,
OTEKBallH 110 TPOTOApa.

KbM Te6 BBpBS, HE, HE CHHYBAM...
W3nux peimebHaTa oTBapa.

OT HAKOJIKOTO MAJIKU TIIBTKH
Ce YyBCTBAaM TOJIKOBA MUsHA!
B Oyrtunkara Ha OutHeTo

3a JIpyro MACTO HE OCTaHa.

IT

ONDEGGIARE COME I VENTI

lo, libero come i venti,
Sembra che io brilli d‘amore,
ha coperto la notte di vanita
e delicato come un fiore.

Inciampo per le strade

in un mucchio di ricordi e di tocchi,
Nel profumo di lime affondo,

¢ molto tranquillo nei dintorni.

E sento solo dei passi,

che risuona sul marciapiede.
Sto camminando verso di te, no, non sto sognando...
Ho bevuto la pozione magica.

Dai pochi piccoli sorsi

Mi sento cosi ubriaco!

Nella bottiglia dell‘essere

non c‘era piu nessun altro posto.

ENG

WAVE LIKE THE WINDS

I, free as the winds,

I seem to glow with love,
covered the night in vanity
and delicate as a flower.

I stumble through the streets

in a pile of memories and touches,
In the scent of lime I sink,

it is very quiet around.

And all I can hear are footsteps,

echoing on the pavement.

[‘m walking towards you, no, [‘m not dreaming...
I drank the magic potion.



From the few small sips

I feel so drunk!
In the bottle of being
there was no other place left.

BG

3AIIO HE MOKEM KATO TAX

Kak kpacuBo ymupar nucrara,
3aBBPTEHU B 3J1aTUCT BOAOMA]
Y JIOKOCHAJIM Be4e 3eMsTa,

3a MOCJIEAHO ChJ0OBHO LIYMST.
Ckopo Te 111€ ca Ipu3pavyHu CEHKH,
BETPOBE I1I€ T'M HOCAT Ha IIpax.
Camo KIIOHHTE TOJIU IIe CTCHAT,
1€ 3arIbXHE ¥ NTUYUAT CMSAX.
B To31 Mur e 3amnade ropara
C TIOJIapeHH OT 00JIaK CHI3H.
Kak kpacuBo ymupar nucrara,
a OTrOpe MbIJIaTa MbJI3H.

IT

ENG

WHY CAN‘T WE LIKE THEM

How beautifully the leaves die,

spun into a golden waterfall

and have already touched the ground,
for the last fateful noise.

Soon they will be ghostly shadows,
winds will carry them to dust.

Only the bare branches will groan,
the laughter of the birds will be silenced.
In that moment the forest will weep
with cloud-given tears.

How beautifully the leaves die,

and above the mist creeps.

BG

KOT'ATO XHITIOKPAT CPELIIHA
METAC

Mos KbCHA JT1000B, HEOUAKBaHa,
HEYBEpEHa, CMEIIHO PAHUMA,

CJIe/l TOPOst OT TPELIKU OTYAsHA,

[IOM CH CIIOMHSIII 351 MEH — HAMEPH Me.

YyscTBaM, uaBaml Ipu MEHE HETHPCEHA,

PERCHE NON POSSONO
PIACERCI

04apoBaHa, IaJaBO THUYAIL...
IIle orBOps Bparara u B ThMHOTO

Come sono belle le foglie che muoiono,
in una cascata d‘oro

e hanno gia toccato terra,

per 1‘ultimo fatidico rumore.

Presto saranno ombre spettrali,

I venti li porteranno nella polvere.

Solo i rami spogli gemeranno,

le risate degli uccelli saranno messe a tacere.

In quel momento la foresta piangera
con le lacrime date dalle nuvole.

Come sono belle le foglie che muoiono,
e sopra la nebbia si insinua.

1€ T€ MyCHa B ChPLETO CH CKPUIIOM.
UYe B KHMBOTA MU JBJITO T€ HAMAIIIE,
Jla)ke Bede MouTH Te 3a0paBux

u 0e3 Tebe ycMHUXBax ce HSIKaK CH,
HO OT pajxocT nu Oemre... Ensa nu.

U me aumar 3apXaHo JHUTE MU,
BB3POJICHU OT TBOMTO NPUCHCTBUE.
Camo o1e BeIHbX J10BEpH MU ce!
3HaM, 32 HOBH OTKPUTHUS KBCHO €.
[Ile moThpcs MOACIOH B TOMJIUHATA TH,
MOl KbCHA JIF00O0B, HEMOANPEHA.

Tu ena, Thii BHE3AIIHO II03HAJIa ME

U OBbJIM C MEH JI0 Kpasi Ha THUTE MU.



IT

QUANDO IPPOCRATE INCONTRO

PEGASO

Il mio amore tardivo, inaspettato,
insicuro, ridicolmente vulnerabile,
dopo il diluvio di errori disperati,
se ti ricordi di me, trovami.

Sento che vieni da me senza essere reclamato,

corsa incantata e birichina...

Apriro la porta e nel buio

Ti fard entrare nel mio cuore in segreto.
Che eri sparito da tempo dalla mia vita,
Mi ero quasi dimenticato di te

In qualche modo sorridevo anche senza di te,

ma ¢ stato per gioia... Difficilmente.

E i miei giorni respireranno senza fiato,
rianimato dalla vostra presenza.
Fidatevi di nuovo di me!

Lo so, ¢ tardi per le nuove scoperte.
Cerchero rifugio nel vostro calore,

il mio amore tardivo, non corrisposto.

revived by your presence.

Just trust me again!

I know, it‘s late for new discoveries.

I will seek shelter in your warmth,

my late love, unrequited.

Come, thou that hast suddenly known me
and be with me for the rest of my days.

BG

HA TPAHUIIATA MEXKIY JABA
CE30HA

Sei arrivato, cosi all‘improvviso, conoscendomi

e che sia con me per il resto dei miei giorni.
ENG

WHEN HIPPOCRATES MET
PEGASUS

My late love, unexpected,

insecure, ridiculously vulnerable,
after the deluge of mistakes desperate,
if you remember me — find me.

I feel you coming to me unclaimed,
charmed, naughty running...

I will open the door and in the dark

I will let you into my heart secretly.
That you were long gone in my life,

I almost forgot you

I was smiling somehow without you,
but was it out of joy... Hardly.

And my days will breathe breathlessly,

[TocnenHUTE TUCTA MPOLIATHO CBETHT,
pekara OperoBeTe CHEeXHH POHH,
CBETHT € OsJ1, CBETHT € MO-IIPUBETIHB
Ha TPaHMIIATa MEX/1Y JIBa CE€30HA.
Bopnara Gsira, Bpemero u3THya,

a IIBETHA €CeH cpera Osia 3uma,
ellHa CHe)KMHKA B 00JlaKa ce Bpuia

U TajJia, OKPUJICHA Y€ s UMa.

U1 Tuxudko ce paxja Osa TaitHa

OT HEeKHATa TI000B Ha BETPOBETE,
CTaWJI IbX 32 MUTOBE HETpPAHHU.
Pasub¢Ba Ha 3emMsTa CHEXKHO IIBETE.
Taxka e THXO0, TOJIKOBA € OsI10...

Enna cbn3a ot 6opa ce OTpoHHU.
Pexara tuga, BpemeTo € crpsuio

Ha TPaHMIIATa MEX/1Yy JIBa CE30HA.

IT

AL CONFINE TRA DUE STAGIONI
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Le ultime foglie brillano d‘addio,

i banchi di neve del fiume si sgretolano,

il mondo ¢ bianco, il mondo ¢ piu amichevole
al confine tra due stagioni.

L*acqua sta finendo, il tempo sta per scadere,
e [‘autunno colorato incontra 1‘inverno bianco,
un fiocco di neve nella nuvola sta urlando

e cade a terra, sopraffatto dalla sua presenza.
E silenziosamente nasce un segreto bianco
dall‘amore gentile dei venti,



sono diventati senza fiato per brevi momenti.

Un fiore innevato sboccia a terra.

E cosi silenzioso, ¢ cosi bianco...
Una lacrima cadde dal pino.

Il fiume scorre, il tempo si ¢ fermato
al confine tra due stagioni.

ENG

ON THE BORDER BETWEEN
TWO SEASONS

The last leaves glow farewell,

the river banks of snow crumble,

the world is white, the world is friendlier
on the border between two seasons.
Water is running out, time is running out,
and colourful autumn meets white winter,
a snowflake in the cloud is screaming

and falls down, overwhelmed that she is there.

And quietly a white secret is born
by the gentle love of the winds,

have become breathless for fleeting moments.

A snowy flower blooms on the ground.
It‘s so quiet, it‘s so white...

A tear dropped from the pine.

The river is running, time has stopped
on the border between two seasons.

BG

OIUVIE'KIAM CE B OYUTE TH

Omiexnam ce 0THOBO BbB OYHUTE TH,

B TSIX BUX/IaM KOJKO MHOTO CM€ ITOpacHallu
¥ OI'bH OT OTMUHAIHN CHOUTHS

orapBa MOITe paHU HE3apacHaJH.

BymryBat omie ¢ spocT yparanute

TaM HsKbJE, 3aBUXPCHU BbB CIIOMEHA
U CUJIaTa Ha TEXHUTE JAUXAHUS
MOJITOHBA T10 IUIBTTA ChJI3a OTPOHEHA.
U BnroOBam ce cera 1opu BbB cebe cH,
Thrara Kpus — olie Te o0uyam.

Upe3s Ta3zu o0UY Aaxke U MIIaHETUTE
KbM cebe cu cpeq Oe3aHaTa MpUBIUYAM.

[TpoMeHsIM Ha BBPTEHETO MOCOKATa
MO-CHJTHA CBM OT 36éMHOTO NPHUTEITISIHE

U TO3M CBAT 00pBIIa ce HAOTAKH,

KOraro ciiesi 0e3chHHA HOII MOTJIeIHA Te.

ENG

YOUR EYES ARE MY MIRROR

Again your eyes are like my mirror
Where I can see so much of life

Both past and present wounds unhealed
Are burning like an open fire.

The winds of passion buffet me,
Recalling precious memories.
And their powerful breathing
Brings heavy tears to my eyes.

And I fall in love even with myself.
But no more sadness, I still love you.
I’1l bring the stars down to earth,

As my desires touch eternity.

I change the turning of the globe

I’m stronger than its gravity.

My whole world is upside down

When morning comes. You are my love.

IT

GUARDO ITUOI OCCHI

Ti guardo di nuovo negli occhi,

in loro vedo quanto siamo cresciuti

e fuoco da eventi passati

brucia le mie ferite non curate.

Gli uragani imperversano ancora con furia

1a fuori, da qualche parte, a vorticare nella memoria
e la forza dei loro respiri

insegue una lacrima lungo la carne.



Nel verde abbraccio della foresta,

tra le ombre degli uccelli e degli alberi,

a volte la tristezza cammina,

Le sue lacrime tra le foglie brillano dolcemente.

E ora mi sto innamorando anche di me stesso,
Nascondo la mia tristezza — ti amo ancora.
Attraverso questo amore anche i pianeti

Mi attiro a me nell‘abisso.

Cambio il senso di rotazione

Sono piu forte della forza di attrazione della terra

e questo mondo si capovolge,

quando, dopo una notte insonne, hanno guardato.

BG

OCTAHA CAMO MUPHUC HA
CMOKHNHHA

Cera e Tuxo. JIATOTO OTMHUHA.

Ho xonko cTpaHHoO, o1ie HE € eceH,
a TO OCTaBU MUPHUC HA CMOKUHU
cien cede cH U CTIOMEHA Yy/IeCEeH.

B 3enenara nperpbaka Ha ropara,
CpeZ CEHKMTE Ha NITULH U IbPBETA,
MIOHSAKOTA Pa3X0Xk/Ja Ce ThIara,
CBJ3UTE U B JIUCTaTa KPOTKO CBETHT.

bonu 4 or nopennara pasasia

ChC JIATOTO, KOTa JIU I11€ TO BUIU?
Ot obnanuTe naga, npemasnsia,
€/IHa Bh3JIUIIKA B KJIOHUTE MTPEBUTH.

ITo mbTs 6aBHO Kpauu camoTara
U TiIena KbM HEOETO, OIe CHHEO.
Taka e Tuxo... Beue He e niT0.
OcrtaHa caMO MUPHUC HA CMOKHHHU.

IT

E RIMASTO SOLO L‘ODORE DEI

FICHI

Ora ¢ tutto tranquillo. L estate ¢ passata.

Ma che strano, non ¢ ancora autunno,
¢ ha lasciato un odore di fichi
dopo di voi e un ricordo meraviglioso.

Fa male un‘altra separazione

con l‘estate, quando lo vedra?
Dalle nuvole cade, troppo piccolo,
un sospiro tra i rami contorti.

La solitudine cammina lentamente sulla strada

e guarda il cielo, ancora azzurro.
E cosi tranquillo... Non ¢ piu estate.
E rimasto solo 1‘odore dei fichi.

ENG

ONLY THE SMELL OF FIGS
REMAINED

— 89 —

It is quiet now. Summer is gone.

But how strange, it‘s not autumn yet,
and it left a smell of figs

after you and a wonderful memory.

In the green embrace of the forest,
among the shadows of birds and trees,
sometimes sadness walks,

Her tears in the leaves gently glow.

It hurts from another separation

with the summer, when will he see it?
From the clouds it falls, too small,

a sigh in the twisted branches.

Loneliness walks slowly on the road
and looks up at the sky, still blue.

It‘s so quiet... It‘s not summer anymore.
Only the smell of figs remained.

skeskok
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BG

B ITOCJUEAHUAT JEH HA AITPUJI

bemie mocneHUAT IeH OT ampui
bsax na 18

bsix BatoOeH B Hail-KpacMBOTO MOMHUYE Ha CBETA

* Momu4eTo, Ha KOETO MeeX Ha KUTapa, MUIIeX CTH-
XOBE, pUCyBax rpaduKu/aKBapeny Mo acouuau oOT Hs-
KakbB pen or neceH-6anana (Uriah Heep, Deep Purple,
Rainbow, Led Zepelin)

* MomuueTo, Ha KOETO FOBOPEX 3a 3BE3JUTE, 33 KBAaH-
TOBaTa MEXaHMKA, 32 Hay4yHaTa (paHTACTHKA

* MomuueTo, ¢ koeto Ha xwxka CkakaBulla CH TOBO-
pHUXMeE IO LeJIM JTHU U HOIIHU 32 JII000BTa, CMBPTTA, CMH-
ChJa, CNPaBEJIUBOCTTA, OTHOIIECHHUATA, pa3MHHABAHMUS-
Ta, CONMMKaBaHUATA.

* CemsxMe 110 4acoBE B €IHO JICTIO U CH TOBOPHXME 3a
[IEHHOCTHTE, KOUTO MCKaMe J1a HAMEPHM B CBETa OKOJIO HAC.

* KakBo HEM cbhOupa, KakBO HM paslels, 3aIl0 CMe,
KBJIE CME...

B mocnenHus neH Ha anpui, cieq ollle MHOTO pasro-
BOpH 32 KBAHTOBATa MEXaHUKA U CMHUCHJIA U3001110, HIKAK
CH CTUTHaxXMe 0 €IHU cKanu Ha Opera Ha ,,KoHcTaHTHH
u Enena“

° HSIMaM CIIOMCH KaK CM€ CTHUI'HaJIHu
J0TaM

¢ [Tocae mOMHS Te€3M CKajld, €IHO 00-
Ja4HO M MpAyHO ampuicko Hebe, eTHO
MHOTO YepPHO U 3aCTHHAIIO MOPE

* 11 enHO MOMHMYE — KaHEI0, YaKaIlio,
M000MUTHO, TJIENAIN0, BUXKIAIIO0

B mocnenHus geH Ha OHS APy

* [lenynax mppBaTa cu J11000B

* [IperspHax mbpBara cu 110008

* [IperbpHax mbpBUTE CH COBAHATUTE CH
ChHHMINA

* [lomHs mperpbakaTa MExay YCTHH,
HeOe, Mope U ChHHUIIA

B nocnennus nen na OHA Anmpun

* Ch31a/10X OYaKBAHUITA CH 32 JIIOOOB
* Cb31a10X THPIEHUETO CH 32 TH000B
* Cp31a0X CIOMEHHUTE CH 32 JII0O0B

» Cb31a10X MEUTHUTE THU 32 TI0O0B

B nocnennus nen na TO3U anpun:
* CpM BIIOOCH B JK€HATa 10 MCH

* CpM BIIOOCH B HAIIETO MUHAJIO

* CpM BIIOOCH B HAIIETO OBEIIE

* BaioOeH ¢cbM

3a110To B OHs MOCJIE/ICH JIEH Ha allpull,
koraro Osx Ha 18, ce Hayumx ja oOudam.

ENG

ON THE LAST DAY OF
APRIL

It was the last day of April
I was 18®

I was in love with the most beautiful
girl in the world:

- The girl who makes me to learn to
sing a guitar, to write poems, to draw



graphics and watercolors paintings, based on some
line of ballads songs of Uriah Heep, Deep Purple,
Rainbow, Led Zepelin

- The girl who makes me clever to talk about
starts, quantum mechanics and science fiction

- The girl with whom we talked days and
nights at “Skakavichta” shelter about love, death,
sense, normality, interactions, divergences,
convergences...

- We sat for hours in the same bed and talked
about the values we want to find in the world
around us. What brings us together, what divides
us, why we are, where we are...

In the last day of April, after many conversations
about quantum mechanics and meaning in general,
we somehow landed on the beach near “St.
Costantin and Elena”

- I have no idea how we got there

- Just next, I remember the rocks, a cloudy and
gloomy sky, a black and distant sea

- And the girl — inviting, waiting, curious,
looking, seeking

On the last day of that April:

- I kissed my first love

- I hugged my first love

- I embraced my first dreams

- I was in the hug with lips, sky, sea and dreams

On the last day of THAT April:

- I created my expectations for love
- I created my enduring for love

- I created my memory of love

- I created my dreams for love

On the last day of THIS April:

- I am in love with the woman next to me
- I am in love with out past

- I am in love with our future

-Iam in love

Because on that last day of April when I was
18" T learned to love
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IT

IL MARE DI SETTEMBRE

E’ bello

il mare di settembre!
Spumeggiante

nelle lunghe braccia affusolate
lievemente adagiate
abbracciate appena

a nude morbide dune
dolcemente sventagliate

dai colori

dal vento

Il mare di settembre

frastagliato di fragori

di fragranze

di silenzi

irretisce

rapisce sentimento ai sentimenti
commuove 1’anima dura

culla

ricordi e malinconie

scioglie nodi



rancori
teneri amori

Il mare di settembre

osserva solitario

guarda il sole di arcani tramonti
assapora il sale della vita
svicolata via

Aspetta

impavido

i freddi inverni
gl’impeti

di travolgenti burrasche
che spazzeranno

ogni cosa

ogni traccia

Il mare di settembre
sogna
nuove estati calde

E’ bello il mare di settembre
tempio e tempo

di intime

recondite

speranze

dalla raccolta “Un autunno un inverno”

ENG
SEPTEMBER SEA

It’s beautiful

the September sea!
Bubbly

in the long tapered arms
slightly laid down
barely embraced

to bare soft dunes
gently fanned

by the colors
by the wind

The September sea
jagged from sounds
from fragrances
from silences
ensnares

steals feeling from feelings
moves the hard soul
cradles

memories and melancholy
unties knots

grudges

tender loves

The sea in September

observes alone

looks at the sun of arcane sunsets
tastes the salt of life

slipped away

Waits

fearless

the cold winters

the passions

of overwhelming storms
that will sweep
everthing

every track \

The sea in September
dreams
new hot summers

B L’abbraccio, bronzo cm 32

It’s beautiful the sea in September
temple and time
of intimate

hidden
hopes

From the collection of poetry “Un autunno
un inverno”
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IT

MESSAGGIO
INVISIBILE

Non posso abbracciarti
amore mio

invisibile un messaggio
vola oggi nell’aria

un messaggio minaccioso
che sa

d’antichi timori

Non posso abbracciarti
amore mio

L’invisibile

impone oggi distanza
Ma

nell’aria un’idea
un’idea ritrovata

UNITA’!

All’invisibile messaggio
naufraga I’arroganza

la superficialita

la superbia

Crollano
Scontate pretese

Brilla
la fragilitd umana

Oggi nell’aria
amore mio

si bisbigliano
parole

Tutti identici
eppur diversi
Tutti diversi

eppur uguali
Si sussurra

N¢é prede
né predatori
Ne vinti

né vincitori

N¢ gerarchici prepotenti
né incoscienti dispettosi

Si mormora
amore mio

Pace
Rispetto

Fratellanza

Un incredibile nuovo messaggio
viaggia oggi nell‘aria

Promette gratitudine
alla vita

Premette

nuova consapevolezza

Nuova B L ‘abbraccio, bronzo cm 32
speranza

Dalla raccolta “PAN-DE-MI-A"

ENG

INVISIBLE MESSAGE

I can’t hold you

my dear

an invisible message

flies through the air today
a grim message

echoing

ancient fears

I can’t hold you

my dear
The invisible



dictates a gap

But

in the air

a rediscovered idea

UNITY!

Hearing the message
arrogance
shallowness

disdain

drown

Granted certainties
False pretenses
crumble down

Human frailty
shines

In the air today
my dear
words are whispers

All alike
Yet unlike
All unlike
Yet alike

A whisper

Neither predators
nor preys
Neither winners
nor losers

Neither hierarchical bullies
nor spiteful fools

A whisper
My dear
Peace
Respect
Togetherness

An incredible new message
flies through the air today

Pledges gratitude to life
Discloses a new awareness

A new
hope

From the collection of poetry
“PAN-DE-MI-A”

IT

ALBA

Al limitar dell’attesa
quando

fermare 1’attimo
sospende il respiro
solo al cuore ¢ concesso
testimoniare il battito
il canto

I’incanto

Dal mare

dai monti

dalle colline

dalla curva linea dell‘orizzonte
innanzi immensi spazi
ecco

improvviso

rischiara il buio

Solo pochi istanti
Dileguano le ombre
Fuggono le tenebre
Alba!

A intirizzite membra
nuovo mattino
rinnovato vigore

dona

Palpitante vita

Nuovo giorno

Dalla raccolta “In attesa dell’alba”
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ENG

DAWN

At the limit of waiting
when

stopping the moment
suspends the breath

only to the heart is allowed
to witness the heartbeat
the singing

the enchantment

From the sea

from the mountains

from the hills

from the curved line of the

horizon

ahead of immense spaces
here is

sudden

brightens the darkness

Just a few moments

The shadows disappear
the darkness flees

D awn!

To numb limbs
new morning
renewed vigor
gives

Throbbing life

New day

From the collection of poetry
“In attesa dell’alba”



BG

N3I'PEB

Ha mpenena Ha ouakBaHeTo,
KOTaTo CIIMPAHETO Ha MUTA,
CTHpa JIHUIIAHETO,

caMo Ha ChPIIETO € MO3BOJICHO
Ja CTaHe CBUJICTEN Ha PUTHMa
Ha IIECEHTa,

Ha 00assHUETO.

OT mMopeTo

OT nJIaHUHUTE

Ot XBIMOBETE

OT u3BMUTATA JUHKS HA XOPU30HTA,
npeq HeoOATHUTE MPOCTPAHCTBA,
BHE3aIIHO ThMHUHATA CE 03apsBa.

CaMO0 HSIKOJIKO MHTA H....
Cenkure n301eIHABAT, MPAKBT U3UE3BA

N3TPEB!

JlapsiBa Ha TpenepeuoTo TI0
Hoso ytpo,

Bb3poneHa cuna

[Iyncupant ;kuBOT

Hos nen.

IT

PRIMA DI SERA

Tramontera il sole
Sara sera

dietro gli alberi
che solo ieri

ho posto a dimora
su pietre e sassi
che ho toccato

su fili d’erba

B /[ volo del cigno Acrilico su tela, 80x60, 2014

che ho accarezzato
Continuera lo spettacolo
Nuovo giorno nascera
nuovo chiaro

sorgera

nuova luce

insorgera

Tanti piccoli fuochi
brilleranno
[1lumineranno

la notte

la buia valle

Tante minuscole luci
alimenteranno il sogno

Attenderanno

Deste
Attente

in attesa

dell’alba

dalla raccolta “In attesa dell 'alba”



ENG

BEFORE EVENING

The sun will set

It will be evening
behind the trees
that only yesterday
I placed as home
on rocks and stones
that I touched

on blades of grass
that I caressed

The show will continue
New day will born
new light

will rise

new light

will arise

Many small fires
will shine

They will illuminate
the night

the dark valley

Many tiny lights
will fuel the dream

The will wait

Awake
Careful

waiting

for dawn

From the collection of poetry
“In attesa dell’alba”

Francgoise Verrey Bass | SWITZERLAND

FR

UN DESTIN HORS NORME D’UNE SUISSESSE
AU 20IEME SIECLE

Annette est née en 1908, premier enfant d’un forgeron dans un
village de la campagne bernoise. Elle aura trois sceurs et deux freres.
Dans les grandes familles I’ainée s’occupe de ses cadets et devient
ainsi le soutien de la mére de famille. Annette ne fait pas exception
a la reégle. Le pere forgeron emploie des ouvriers pour faire face
aux commandes. Trois hommes et un apprenti tournent sans relache
autour du feu de la forge. La mére, c’est cuisine-lessive-grossesses-
ménage pour toute la maisonnée tous les jours de ’année. Annette
ne connait rien d’autre que surveiller ses cadets et aller a 1’école.
Elle est une bonne ¢léve, bien qu’elle n’ait quasi jamais le temps de
faire ses devoirs. Elle terminera ses neuf années d’école primaire
avec de bonnes notes. A cette époque et encore pour longtemps,
I’école pour les filles s’arrétait a 15 ans. Elles pouvaient ensuite
aller un an en Suisse romande pour apprendre le francais.

Annette part dans un village du Canton de Neuchatel, chez une
famille parente qui a besoin d’une jeune fille pour aider au magasin
— une fromagerie. Sa cousine, la fille des patrons, vient de quitter la
maison pour épouser un menuisier.

Annette a le contact facile et elle est douée pour les langues. Au
bout de quelques semaines elle se débrouille en francgais, peut donc
accueillir les clients au magasin et les servir. Un jeune homme vient
tous les jours avec son bidon chercher le lait pour sa famille. Annette
apprend vite que ce beau brun au regard de velours n’est pas n’importe
qui. C’est Martin, le fils du fabriquant de montres de la région. Le
fromager lui montre a travers la vitrine du magasin la belle villa située
en haut de la colline au nord du village. “C’est 1a qu’il habite”. Le
pere a méme une voiture! En 1924 une chose encore tres rare.

Et la suite? Les deux jeunes tombent amoureux I’un de I’autre et
passent tous leurs moments de libre ensemble. IIs sont heureux et
innocents. A cette époque avoir des relations sexuelles avant le mariage
est absolument défendu. Ils n’y pensent méme pas. La fin de I’année
vient beaucoup trop vite pour Annette. Le jour du départ est dur.

Annette rentre chez elle et redevient le support de sa mére.

Puis elle fait un apprentissage de vendeuse, travaille comme telle
en ville et habite au village, chez ses parents.



Un jour quelques années plus tard une amie lui
montre une annonce dans le journal: un jeune pére
divorcé cherche une gouvernante pour s’occuper de
ses deux enfants. Elle obtient le poste. L’homme
a une petite entreprise, il est intelligent et a cette
époque trés travailleur. Bref, Annette épouse
cet homme. Mais le mariage n’est pas heureux,
I’homme devient de plus en plus dépendant de
I’alcool et des jeux. Une nuit, ivre au volant de sa
voiture d’entreprise, il provoque un accident grave.
Condamné, il fait de la prison. Les enfants sont
maintenant des jeunes filles et prennent leur envol.

Annette n’en peut plus de cette vie incertaine,
du manque d’argent, ponctuée de violentes scénes
de colére. Pendant son séjour en prison elle
demande le divorce. La faillite de 1’entreprise
survient peu de temps apres. Il faut s’imaginer ce
que cela veut dire: dans les années 40, une femme
demande le divorce! Elle n’a juridiquement aucun
droit. Les Suissesses obtiendront le droit de vote
en 1971. Les lois sur les droits de la femme mariée
ne viendront que dans les années 80

Annette obtient le divorce. Elle retourne vivre
dans la maison de ses parents. Elle n’a pas un sou,
pas droit @ une pension alimentaire que de toute
manicre son ex-mari serait bien incapable de lui
verser. Mais Annette est une femme courageuse.
Elle retrouve rapidement du travail comme lingére
dans un hopital de Berne. Elle a maintenant aussi
du temps pour ses neveux et niéces. Un de ses
fréres a repris la maison et la forge de ses parents.
Annette y loue une chambre. Elle fait de la couture
pour tout le monde, passe beaucoup de temps
avec ses neveux et niéces qui I’adorent. Elle leur
raconte des histoires, leur apprend des chansons.
Le lien avec la fille ainée de son frére devient
particulierement fort et le restera jusqu’a la fin.

Annette a retrouvé ses racines, a des petits
enfants tout prés qui sont heureux d’avoir en elle
un complément a leur mere absorbée par son travail
d’épouse de forgeron et qui n’a jamais le temps.

Entretemps Annette a plus de 40 ans. Elle pense
que sa vie va continuer ainsi jusqu’a la fin, calme
et paisible. C’est a ce moment-1a que sa cousine, la

fille du fromager prés de Neuchatel, épouse d’un
menuisier, lui raconte une histoire a peine croyable:
son mari circule dans toute la Suisse a la recherche
de troncs parfaits pour son travail. Un jour, il va
dans un village voisin de la fromagerie et sa femme
I’accompagne. Elle veut aller saluer ses parents
devenus vieux. Puis elle continue la tournée avec
son mari, ils ont rendez-vous avec le maire d’une
commune voisine. La commune a décidé de vendre
une partie de son bois, car le canton a ’intention
de construire une route cantonale qui traversera la
forét. Le couple du menuisier se rend a la mairie
pour étre recu par Martin, maire de la commune,
et toujours encore fabriquant de montres dans la
fabrique héritée de ses parents. Stupéfaction entre la
femme du menuisier et Martin, ils se reconnaissent
et Susi, la femme, connait I’histoire des jeunes
amoureux a peine sortis de I’école.

Susi est restée toutes ces années en contact avec
la famille d’ Annette et peut ainsi raconter a Martin
ce qu’Annette a fait et surtout ou la trouver. Lui
téléphoner? Exclu: il n’y a dans la grande maison
de la forge qu’un seul téléphone fixé au mur du
corridor. Ce n’est pas trés intime. Mais il y a la
poste et commence alors un échange postal qui
deviendra trés important, remplissant finalement
un gros carton. Que la nieéce préférée brilera des
années plus tard sur ordre de sa tante.

Martin bien sir n’est pas libre. Il a épousé une
riche héritiére de son milieu et ils ont deux enfants,
des écoliers a cette époque. Cela ne I’empéche pas
de revoir celle qu’il a tant aimée. En se revoyant,
leur amour se réveillent passionnément. Ils se
retrouvent aussi souvent que possible. Il y a dans
le Canton de Neuchatel une riviére qui chantonne
entre ses rives herbeuse, habitées d’oiseaux
aquatiques. Une région idyllique avec une belle
auberge située loin de la route passante, qui offre
quelques chambres aux touristes de passage. C’est
la qu’ils passent leur premicre nuit ensemble.
Cette auberge deviendra le chateau de leur amour.
Le tenancier ferme les yeux sur ce couple non
marié. C’est que c’est vraiment un beau couple et
généreux!



Bientot 1’épouse légitime sait ce qui se
passe derriére son dos et le porte au grand jour.
Martin demande le divorce. Sa femme n’en veut
absolument rien savoir, exclu, pas dans notre
milieu. « Si tu tiens absolument & fréquenter
cette femme, nous allons trouver un arrangement
devant notaire. Pour notre monde tu restes mon
mari, quoiqu’il arrive et tu m’accompagnes
aux soirées comme toujours “. Martin signe la
convention et part avec Annette en vacances
quelques jours dans le sud de la France. A
partir de ce moment il partage sa vie entre la
fabrique et sa famille, et son amour. Il veille a
ce que ses enfants fassent leur scolarité dans un
internat connu et ensuite de belles études. Dans
son autre vie il choit son amour, la couvre de
cadeau. IIs partent en vacances, visitent des pays,
s’enrichissent de souvenirs communs.

Un frére d’Annette devient maitre d’école de
conduite. Il apprend a conduire & Annette qui
recoit alors une voiture de Martin, ce qui la rend
encore plus indépendante. Tout se passe ainsi dans
le meilleur des mondes possible, Annette et Martin
sont heureux. Annette connait le bonheur. Les
années passent.

Martin cache des moments de stress a Annette,
pour ne pas I’inquiéter. Il a passé le relais de la
fabrique a son fils ainé, approche des 70 ans, mais
reste un bel homme avec une superbe chevelure
blanche. Annette est restée mince et a toujours su
s’habiller avec chic.

En été 1974 Julien a 68 ans, Annette 65. Ils se
sont donnés rendez-vous a leur auberge et apres
avoirdéposé leurs bagages, ils se promeénent la main
dans la main le long de la riviére. Tout simplement
heureux. Quand tout-a-coup Martin porte sa main
gauche a son cceur, gémit et s’effondre. Annette
appelle D’aubergiste au secours, 1’ambulance
arrive trés vite, mais on ne peut plus rien faire.
Le médecin des urgences ne peut que constater le
déces. Il faut I’annoncer a 1’épouse. Imaginons un
instant la situation pour Annette!

Puis il y a tout le coté administratif a régler.

Annette n’obtient pas le droit d’aller a

3

I’enterrement. Elle ira sur la tombe plus tard, avec
sa niece favorite.

Annette se retrouve une nouvelle fois seule dans
son petit appartement. Mais son frére I’enverra en
maison de retraite quelques années plus tard, car
il aura besoin de I’appartement pour ses enfants.
Annette ne s habituera jamais a cette vie dans la
maison de retraite. On la retrouvera un matin de
1994 morte par suicide dans sa chambre.

26.06.2024

Ein ausserordentliches Frauenschicksal in der
Schweiz im 20sten Jahrhundert.

Annette ist das Aelteste von 6 Kindern eines
Schmieds. Nebst der Schule hilft sie sehr viel
der Mutter. Sie ist eine gute Schiilerin, aber fiir
Miédchen gibt es nach der 9.Klasse nur das Jahr in
der franzosischen Schweiz. Dort ist sie Aushilfe
in einer Késerei, lernt Martin kennen, Sohn eines
reichen Uhrenfabrikanten. Sie verlieben sich. Das
Jahr ist im Nu vorbei, die Trennung sehr schwer.
Annette macht eine Ausbildung als Verkduferin
und heiratet einige Jahre spéter einen geschiedenen
Mann mit 2 Tochtern. Die Ehe ist sehr ungliicklich,
der Mann trinkt und ist spielsiichtig. Nach einem
schweren selbstverschuldeten Unfall kommt er ins
Gefdangnis. Annette ldsst sich scheiden und kehrt
zu den alternden Eltern zuriick. Juristisch hat sie
keine Chancen. Sie steht vor dem Nichts. Einige
Jahre spiter bringt der Zufall Annette und Martin
wieder zusammen. Es werden sehr gliickliche
Jahre, obschon Martin sich nicht scheiden lassen
kann, seine Frau ist strikte dagegen. Also fiihrt
Martin ein Doppelleben, wovon Annette wenig
weiss. Sie sind viel zusammen. Sie treffen sich oft
in einer Herberge, ihr Chateau d’ Amour, gehen dem
Fluss entlang spazieren. 1964 ist es wieder einmal
soweit, als plotzlich Martin zusammenbricht. Tot.
Die Zeit danach ist fiir Annette sehr schwierig.
Jahre spater kommt sie ins Altersheim, der Bruder
bendtigt ihre Wohnung. Sie hélt es nicht aus. 1994
bringt sie sich in ihrem Zimmer um.
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Lachezar Kaitazky | BULGARIA

BG

KOBAJITOBA CBOBOJA

3akpuit npo3opuute. CriyCHU KENEHIUTE
Ha BPEMETO OTMUHAJIO.

Hepeli ce muTa Kak, KakBo, Kora

npe3 Tede € MpeMHUHAaO.

Pa36uii bepnunckara crena

ChC B3pHB OT 00MY

U C IPBCTU HEXKHH.

Bwx Casauero. Tosa e TBotita CBo0Oo1a.

U Bp3ayxa Oe30pexeH.
XBBbpIH OKOBUTE BbB OT'BH
U ¢ OoJKaTa i MPepesku.
['reTHU ropunBara oTpoBa
U HE 0YaKBail CbH TPOOOBEH —
32 IBJIBT IBT CE IPUTOTBH.
Bwspsu CAMA u bOCA
B KOOAJITOBUS Mpa3
U C KbPBaBUTE JHPH
32 BCUUKU HAIUILIN:

TOBA CBHM A3
Tpwruu. He ce oOpbiaii.
ToBa e mbT 6€3 BpbINaHE.

I'BPBBT HA KOBHNJIKATA

[TputBOpU HebeTO 3emsATa
U C TOI'BJI IBKA S 3aMUJIBA.
[Tpebpomux

HAKpPBCT MOJATA,

ThpPCEWKM MOHTa KOOMIIKA —
C YepeH KOCHM H C OYHU TOJEMHU.
bes ro31a u cenno
npenyckaxme ¢ Hes,

IBXBT HU CE€

CIIUBAIlIE B TPEBUTE 3€JICHU
U YMOPEHHU

CIIMpPaxXMe U JBJITO CE CMEEXME...
TexbK U MOKBp Cce BlIauex

U3 CTHPHUILA OOTOpEIH.
[TpumamMIInBO BUKAX U IIAYEX,
HO ThH U HE 1 HAMEPHUX.

Hsawma 1,

HSMa ST MOMTa KOOMITKa

Y €]1Ba JIU 11I€ CE€ BbpHE.

Bce omie cyxo ceHo i1 mocTHiaM.
Moske Ou 1€ 5 3BpHA.

30B

Ena, Moe MbHMYKO KbCUE HAACKIA.

Ena, Moe MbHHYKO TOILIO OKO..

Bux — npe3 npo3openia cympak moriexa
U Me LenyBa ¢ 1Be xkectoku 3ALTO.

3aIo HUBaTa, BlIa)KHa U TOILIA —
IbXaBO KbCUE MIIaJIa OPHA 3eMs —
YyIU TUIyTa ¥ ¢ HeApaTa Cu COYHU
OypeH 1e XpaHu, a He ceMeHa?

3aio 00aKka — CBEXKO-IbKIOBEH —
10 CKaJIHU BbPXapH OO0 ITbJI3H,
a cymiara pexe B IMoJIETO TPOOOBHO
U ’KUTOTO IJIa4Y€ ChC CYXU ChI3U?

Ena, Moe MbHMYKO KbCUE HAACKIA.

Ena, Moe MBHHYKO TOILIO OKO.

Camo Bue octanaxte. Bcuuko apyro usriexaa
BCE €IHO HHUKOTa HE ¢ U OMIIO.

3ABPBIIIAHE

CTeHuTe Mo KOpUIOpa Ce CpuUBaxa.
Tyxnute 65xa BpIpOCH.
[TanmenTuTe ¢ MBKa ce B3upaxa
U Tpenepexa O0e TabeaKuTe Ha
,,» Enn Koro Cu“.
My3ara Gerie oceHusIa peHreHa
U CEKyHJIHH MOPTPETH B aH]ac 1 BbB npodu
ce 3aJaylIaBaxa B MalKUTe CTETHATU



U CE MHUTaxa KO KOro € NpecKOoUYmII.
MewmbpanaTa Ha cinynagkara MU peaaBalie
HOBMHH 32 BOMHM MEX]y aHTUOMOTULIN

U XpUIIOBE.

OOGeueHu B XajaTH JUarHo3u

ce ChBellaBaxa,

a Ipyru Oe3IeNHO ce CKUTaxa.

U paskbcBas,
pa3HHUIIBAH,
IpONHUT ¢ KapOoJI0Ba TpeBOra,
KpecHax 1o bora:
— Crura! Crura!
Nznuszam!
Bparara Mmu oTBOpH CsIHKATa Ha
HeneNsB KapLuHOM
U yCMHMXHaTa, MM IIO/1aJ(¢ YaHTaTa —
I'bJIHA C YMODA.
HanpaBux kpauka KpbroMm...
A mocine u BTOpa...

Laurent Vercoustre | FRANCE

FR
NAISSANCE DE LA CLINIQUE

QUAND LE CORPS DU PATIENT
DEVIENT L’ESPACE DE LA
MALADIE

Il est question ici de montrer comment est née
la médecine scientifique. De décrire ses premiers
pas. Cela a commencé a la fin du XVIlle siecle.
Alors que rien, absolument rien n’avait changé
dans le discours médical depuis Hippocrate il y a
deux millénaires, et en dépits d’une prodigieuse
production d’innombrables
brusquement entre 1770 et 1820, tout change
: le discours ésotérique fait place au discours
scientifique. La clinique était née.

livres, voila que

Cette clinique résulte de la rencontre du regard
du médecin avec le corps du malade. Au temps de
Moliere les médecins dissertaient a distance du
malade. Ecoutons le philosophe Michel Foucault:
«Pour la premiére fois depuis des millénaires, les
médecins libres enfin de théories et de chimeéres,
ont consenti a aborder pour lui-méme et dans la
pureté d’un regard non prévenu I’objet de leur
expérienceV.»

Ceregard va s’armer d’un langage spécifique. Ce
langage est le résultat d’un formidable travail qui,
selon Foucault, a eu I’intensité des mathématiques.
I1 doit permettre une description exhaustive, il doit
utiliser un vocabulaire fixe et constant, qui permet
la comparaison. Il doit étre homogene au réel: ne
dire que ce que 1’on voit. Ce regard «repose donc
sur un formidable postula, nous dit Foucault: « que
tout le visible est énongable et qu’il est tout entier
visible parce que tout entier énongable@y.

La clinique est née dans un contexte encore
dominé par d’anciennes théories médicales.

Ainsi «la médecine des espécesy restait la théorie
qui faisait référence. Elle classifiait les maladies
en especes tout comme procédait Linné dans le
domaine de la botanique. La pensée classificatrice
¢tait au XVlle siecle le principe de compréhension
des sciences de la nature. Cette médecine des
espéces considérait que la maladie existait dans la
nature, a la limite de la nature, qu’elle préexistait
au malade et qu’elle le traversait. En le traversant,
celle-ci, concue comme essence nosologique
parfaite, se corrompait, et perdait de sa pureté.

La maladie est conceptualisée comme une
entit¢ distincte du malade. Cette représentation
de la maladie engendrait tout un questionnement.
Fallait-il la laisser évoluer pour mieux la cerner,
fallait-il 1’accompagner jusqu’a son terme,
véritable prix de la guérison mais parfois au risque
de la mort, ou bien fallait-il la contrer plus tot et a
quel moment de son évolution?

Ce n’est qu’au terme d’un long cheminement
que les médecins comprirent ce qui pour nous est
une évidence: I’espace de la maladie c’est le corps
du malade.
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Ce long cheminement a connu plusieurs étapes

Premiére étape.

Elle consiste a lever la confusion entre le signe
et le symptome Le symptome est a la fois la
manifestation de la maladie et I’étre de la maladie.
Le symptome est a la fois «signifié» de la maladie,
c’est-a-dire sa manifestation, et «signifiant» c’est-
a-dire qu’il indique autre chose de plus que lui-
méme, quelque chose qui a rapport avec I’étre de la
maladie. Il devient alors signe. Mais il ne devient
signe que sous I’instruction du regard médical qui
compare, qui se remémore, bref qui accomplit tout
un travail d’association, de comparaison. Grace a lui,
le discours spéculatif disparait peu a peu, signifiant
et signifi¢ finissent par se recouvrir «sans reste ni
résidu» comme le dit Foucault. L’étre de la maladie
est entiérement énongable en ses symptomes.

Deuxieme étape: Bichat.

Bichat transforme I’horizon de pensée en
découvrant le point d’ancrage de la maladie, sa
localisation. Avec Bichat, qui inaugure la pratique
de I’autopsie, 1’objet observé c’est I'intérieur du
corps humain. Il redécoupe I’objet « corps humain
» selon une autre logique, une logique tissulaire.
C’est le fameux Trait¢é des membranes (1799).
Bichat montre que malgré leur grande diversité,
les organes sont constitués de tissus semblables :
muqueuse, séreuse, aponévrose. Avec Bichat ¢’est
la médecine de la localisation, la maladie a sa
géographie, son individualité vivante. Bichat ne
se pose pas la question de la cause, le siege ce
n’est pas la cause de la maladie. Bichat ne s’est
pas encore défait de la conception de la maladie
inspirée par la médecine des espéces, la maladie
demeure pour lui une entité qui est préalable a son
expression chez le malade. Ce que Bichat révele,
c’est cette expression.

Troisiéme étape: Broussais.

Avec Broussais enfin, la médecine entre dans
I’dge moderne. C’est la grande découverte de 1816
:la maladie est une réaction organique a un agent
irritant.

Broussais arrive sur le théatre de la médecine
aun moment qu’on a appelé la crise des fievres.
On imagine difficilement aujourd’hui cet
extraordinaire conflit, conflit embrouillé, confus.

Broussais met de 1’ordre dans cette fameuse
question des fiévres. Avant lui, chaque maladie
avait sa propre fievre, c’est pourquoi on parlait des
fievres. Broussais va en quelque sorte détacher la
fievre des signes locaux. Il va introduire le concept
d’irritabilité. Il affirme que «toutes les classifications
qui tendent a nous faire considérer les maladies
comme des étres particuliers sont défectueuses et
un esprit judicieux est sans cesse comme malgré
lui, ramené vers la recherche d’organes souffrants.»
Avec ce concept d’organes souffrants, il ne subsiste
que I’idée d’un rapport de I’organe a un agent qui
I’attaque, il n’y a plus d’essence des maladies,
I’étre de la maladie a disparu, I’espace de la
maladie est devenue ’espace de l’organisme. La
pensée médicale est préte pour accueillir les agents
pathogénes, Pasteur En n’est plus trés loin.

En réalité la clinique n’aurait sans doute pas
vu le jour si un autre événement ne s’était produit.
La transformation de 1’hopital public a rendu
possible la naissance de la clinique.

Les hommes du X VIIle ont en effet radicalement
transformé 1’hopital, d’un hopital insalubre d’un
hopital ou régnait un désordre indescriptible,
les malades étaient entassés a 10 et plus sur des
paillasses ils ont fait « des machines a guérir »
c’est ce nom que leur attribue 1’encyclopédie. Ce
nom de machine a guérir, provient d’une étrange
conception de I’air . On imaginait en effet, que
I’air transportait des miasmes. L’air était considéré
comme un grand facteur pathogene en ce XVIlle
sieccle D’ou cette constante préoccupation de
construire des hopitaux dont [1’architecture
favorisait la circulation de I’air.

Dans le nouvel hopital, le lit devient la case
primordiale du quadrillage disciplinaire : un
individu pour un lit. Dans ce nouvel hopital
la discipline était extraordinairement sévere,
les visiteurs étaient surpris par cette discipline
qui était aussi sévere que dans I’armée. Les
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malades étaient étroitement surveillés, tous les
déplacements étaient rigoureusement consignés
par écrit. Et c’est dans le prolongement de cette
archive administrative ou 1’on note les aller et
venus des patients qu’est venu se greffer 1’archive
proprement médicale. La structure hopital qui
regroupe les malades dans un espace homogene va
devenir I’espace de visibilité de la maladie.
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BIRTH OF THE CLINIC
WHEN THE PATIENT’S BODY
BECOMES THE SPACE OF
ILLNESS

The aim here is to show how scientific medicine
was born. To describe his first steps. It began
at the end of the 18th century. While nothing,
absolutely nothing had changed in medical
discourse since Hippocrates two millennia
ago, and despite a prodigious production of
countless books, suddenly between 1770 and
1820, everything changed: the esoteric discourse
became place for scientific discourse. The clinic
was born. For the philosopher Michel Foucault,
the clinic is the emergence at the end of the 18th
century of a medicine which for the first time in
its history provides guarantees of scientificity.

This medicine is born from the meeting of the
doctor’s gaze with the patient’s body, let us listen
to Foucault: For the first time in millennia, doctors,
finally free of theories and chimeras, have agreed
to approach the object of their experience for itself
and in the purity of an unprejudiced view".»

This look will be armed with a specific
language. This language is the result of
tremendous work which, according to Foucault,

had the intensity of mathematics®. It must allow
an exhaustive description, it must use a fixed and
constant vocabulary, which allows comparison. It
must be consistent with reality: only say what we
see. This view “is therefore based on a formidable
postula,” Foucault tells us: “that everything
visible is enunciable and that it is entirely visible
because everything is enunciable ®”.

The clinic was born in a context still dominated
by old medical theories.

Thus “species medicine” remained the
reference theory. She classified diseases into
species just as Linné did in the field of botany.
In the 17th century, classifying thinking was the
principle for understanding the natural sciences.
This medicine of species considered that the
disease existed in nature, at the limit of nature,
that it pre-existed the patient and that it passed
through him. By crossing it, this, conceived as
a perfect nosological essence, became corrupted
and lost its purity.

The disease is conceptualized as an entity
distinct from the patient. This representation of
the illness gave rise to quite a lot of questioning.
Should we let it evolve to better understand it,
should we accompany it until its end, the real price
of healing but sometimes at the risk of death, or
should we counter it earlier and at what moment?
His evolution?

It was only at the end of a long journey that
the doctors understood what for us is obvious: the
space of illness is the body of the patient.

This long journey has gone through several
stages

First stage.

It consists of removing the confusion between
the sign and the symptom. The symptom is both
the manifestation of the disease and the being
of the disease. The symptom is both “signified”
of the illness, that is to say its manifestation,
and “signifying” that is to say that it indicates
something other than itself, something which
relates to the being of the illness. It then becomes
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a sign. But it only becomes a sign under the
instruction of the medical gaze which compares,
which remembers, in short which accomplishes a
whole work of association, of comparison. Thanks
to him, speculative discourse disappears little
by little, signifier and signified end up covering
each other “without remainder or residue” as
Foucault says. The being of the illness is entirely
enunciable in its symptoms.

Second stage: Bichat.

Bichat transforms the horizon of thought
by discovering the anchor point of the disease,
its location. With Bichat, who inaugurated the
practice of autopsy, the object observed was the
interior of the human body. He recuts the “human
body” object according to another logic, a tissue
logic. This is the famous Treatise on Membranes.
Bichat shows that despite their great diversity,
organs are made up of similar tissues: mucosa,
serosa, aponeurosis. With Bichat it is the medicine
of localization, the disease has its geography,
its living individuality. Bichat does not ask the
question of the cause, the seat is not the cause of
the disease. Bichat has not yet gotten rid of the
conception of illness inspired by species medicine;
illness remains for him an entity which is prior to
its expression in the patient. What Bichat reveals
is this expression.

Third stage: Broussais.

Finally, with Broussais, medicine entered the
modern age. This is the great discovery of 1816:
disease is an organic reaction to an irritating agent.

Broussais arrived on the medical scene at a time
that has been called the fever crisis. It is difficult
to imagine today this extraordinary conflict, a
tangled, confused conflict.

Broussais puts order into this famous question
of fevers. Before him, each illness had its own
fever, which is why we spoke of fevers. Broussais
will somehow detach the fever from local signs.
He will introduce the concept of irritability. He
affirms that “all the classifications which tend to

make us consider diseases as particular beings
are defective and a judicious mind is constantly
drawn back, as if in spite of itself, towards the
search for suffering organs.» With this concept
of suffering organs, all that remains is the idea
of a relationship between the organ and an agent
which attacks it, there is no longer any essence of
diseases, the being of the disease has disappeared,
the space of illness has become the space of the
organism. Medical thinking is ready to welcome
pathogens, Pasteur is not far away.

In reality the clinic would probably not have
seen the light of day if another event had not
occurred. The transformation of the public hospital
made the birth of the clinic possible.

The men of the 18th century radically
transformed the hospital, from an unsanitary
hospital to a hospital where indescribable
disorder reigned, the patients were crammed
together 10 or more on pallets, they made
“healing machines” that is. is this name given to
them by the encyclopedia. This name of healing
machine comes from a strange conception of air.
In fact, we imagined that the air carried miasmas.
Air was considered a major pathogenic factor in
the 18th century. Hence this constant concern to
build hospitals whose architecture favored air
circulation.

In the new hospital, the bed becomes the
essential box in the disciplinary grid: one
individual for one bed. In this new hospital the
discipline was extraordinarily severe, visitors
were surprised by this discipline which was as
severe as in the army. The sick were closely
monitored, all movements were strictly recorded
in writing. And it is in the extension of this
administrative archive where we note the comings
and goings of patients that the strictly medical
archive was added. The hospital structure which
brings together patients in a homogeneous space
will become the space of visibility of the disease.

Cher

skeskosk
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Maddalena Bonelli | ITALY

IT

UN BRANO DAL LIBRO:
“E COSI FU” (INEDITO)

C’era tanto da fare. La riforma agraria e
I’inchiesta sulla miseria avevano portato fermento
inpaese e scoperchiato malumori e speranze. Avevo
modo di frequentare gente di cultura e qualche
volta la sera mi fermavo al bar a chiacchierare sul
da farsi e a giocare a carte.

Ritella non ne era contenta e iniziarono i primi
malumori e 1 litigi.

Una sera bevvi una birra, non ne avevo mai
bevuta una, e mi accorsi che non la reggevo. Tornai
a casa ubriaco. Linuccia piangeva, Maria frignava
per il sonno. E avevo un dolore atroce alla spalla
destra. Ritella mi guardo amara.

“Che hai fatto? Ti sei ubriacato? Non ti
vergogni? La politica non ¢ cosa per i cafoni. Stai
a casa tua invece di lasciarmi sola qui con due
bambine piccole.”

La guardai torvo. Mi vergognavo si ma non
volevo darlo a vedere. Potevo sottomettermi a una
donna? Farmi parlare cosi? Mi sentii prudere le
mani e senza rendermene conto le urlai addosso:
“Stai zitta! Che ne capisci tu, stupida femmina?”
e le mollai un ceffone che la fece cadere in terra.

Non grido, non pianse, non disse niente. Mi
guardo con occhi duri, pieni di amarezza. La mia
Ritella. Avevo rotto il suo bel sorriso. Le bambine
zittirono, colpite dall’odore di tragedia.

Mi vergognavo si. Ma un demone mi divorava.
Ero stanco, avevo una rabbia dentro. Per tutte le
cose che andavano storte e per la fatica che mi
crollava ogni giorno sulle spalle. La birra mi
offuscava il cervello portandomi negli occhi tutti
i fallimenti degli ultimi anni. La terra! La terra e
mio padre che non mi dava il mio.

Ritella era sparita in camera da letto con le
bambine. Mi affacciai al balcone per schiarirmi
le idee. Sotto c’erano le grotte, chiuse in un buio
denso. Come me. L’ubriacatura e la rabbia si
sciolsero nelle lacrime che versai in silenzio mio
malgrado.

Mi spogliai, andai a letto e mi rannicchiai dal
mio lato. Ritella fingeva di dormire. Mi sentivo
piu solo che mai e non osavo toccarla. Mi feci
coraggio, ingoiai il maledetto orgoglio, mi girai
verso di lei e le toccai un piede con il mio. Pochi
minuti ed eravamo abbracciati a farci promesse.
Mantenni per pochi giorni le mie poi tornai
alla sezione dei coltivatori e al bar, prima ogni
tanto, poi con piu frequenza. Ma lei fu paziente e
mantenne le sue.

ENG

AN EXCERPT FROM THE BOOK:
“E COSI FU” (AND SO IT WAS -
UNPUBLISHED)

There was so much to do. The agrarian reform
and the investigation into poverty had brought
excitement to the village and uncovered discontent
and hopes. I had the opportunity to meet cultured
people and sometimes in the evening I stopped at
the bar to chat about what to do and to play cards.

Ritella wasn‘t happy about it and the first
discontent and arguments began.

One evening I drank a beer, [ had never had one,
and I realized that I couldn‘t hold it. I came home
drunk. Linuccia was crying, Maria was whimpering
from being sleepy. And I had excruciating pain in
my right shoulder. Ritella looked at me bitterly.

,, What have you done? Did you get drunk? Are
not you ashamed? Politics is not for peasants.
Stay home instead of leaving me alone with two
little girls.”

I glared at her. [ was ashamed, yes, but I didn‘t
want to show it. Could I let a woman rule me? Let
her talk to me like that? I was itching to hit her and
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without realizing it I shouted at her: “Shut up! What do you
know, stupid female?” and I gave her a slap that made her
fall to the ground.

She didn‘t scream, she didn‘t cry, she didn‘t say anything.
She looked at me hard-eyed, full of bitterness. My Ritella. I had
broken her beautiful smile. The little girls fell silent, struck by
the smell of tragedy.

Yes, I was ashamed. But a demon devoured me. I was
tired, I had anger inside. For all the things that went wrong
and for the fatigue that fell on my shoulders every day. The
beer clouded my brain, bringing all the failures of the last
few years into my eyes. The land! The farmland and my
father who didn‘t give me mine.

Ritella had disappeared into the bedroom with the girls.
I looked out onto the balcony to clear my head. Below were
the cellars, closed in a dense darkness. Like me. The binge
and anger dissolved the tears that I shed in silence against
my own will.

I undressed, went to bed and curled up on my side. Ritella
pretended to be asleep. I felt more alone than ever and didn‘t
dare touch her. I braced myself, swallowed my damned pride,
turned to her and touched her foot with mine. A few minutes
and we were hugging each other making promises. I kept mine
for a few days then returned to the farmers branch and to the
bar, at first every now and then, later more frequently. But she
was patient and kept her promises.

IT

FOSSILI DI MATERA

E’all’ultimo dardo di luce

che fende obliquo il buio della grotta
nel recesso piu profondo

che un brivido sulla pietra fredda
riaccende I’anima piu antica:

una conchiglia

incastonata nella roccia

riluce come diamante

per un attimo breve.

Ed ¢ allora che affioro

sulla soglia

dal nero della caverna

le mani in grembo
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immobile come pietra
a scrutare la gravina.
Aspetto amore mio
che compaia

il tuo viso arso dal sole
sul profilo del crinale
quando risali il pendio,
la fatica sulla groppa
I’asina al tuo fianco.

E il mio cuore trema

soggiogato dai lampi del tuo sguardo;
il pensiero alle mani callose
ingentilite con olio d’oliva

per sfiorare la mia pelle bruna
nelle ore della passione.

Si ama si, anche in questi tuguri
come nei palazzi al piano.
Svettano anche qui gioia e risa

e il cuore canta prima di crollare
sfiancato dalla fatica,

nel sonno, culla dei sogni

e anticamera della morte.

Desideriamo anche noi

abitanti delle grotte, e sogniamo.
Sogni poveri all’apparenza:

un letto caldo e soffice

cibo semplice

e figli da stringere

in un abbraccio,

primordiale fossile

pietrificato ma superbo

come un volo di falco.

EN

FOSSILS OF MATERA

It‘s at the last ray of light, that obliquely
cuts through the darkness of the cave
in the deepest recess,

that a shiver on the cold stone
rekindles the oldest soul:



a shell, set in the rock,
shines like diamond
for a brief moment.

And that‘s when I surface

on the threshold,

from the black of the cave
hands in my lap

motionless as a stone

to scrutinize the ravine.

[‘'m waiting, my love

For you face

burned by the sun

to appear on the rim of the ridge
when you go up the slope,
the fatigue on your shoulders,
the donkey by your side.

And my heart trembles

subjugated by the flashes of your gaze;
the thought to the callous hands
softened with olive oil

to touch my brown skin

in the hours of passion.

Yes, we do love, as much in these hovels
as in the noble buildings on the piano.
Joy and laughter reign supreme here too
and the heart sings before collapsing
exhausted by fatigue,

into sleep, cradle of dreams

and preamble of death.

We have wishes too,

Us cave dwellers, and we do have dreams.

Poor dreams on the surface:
a warm and soft bed

simple food

and children to hold

in an embrace,

primordial fossil,

petrified but superb,

like a flying hawk.

Maria Jose Leal | PORTUGAL

PT

O PASSARO LIBERTO

Sem asas cortadas em voos circulares
Atado, amarrado com isquémia na pata
O passaro pendente pediu-me a gritar:

,»lTornica meu colo, alveja meu peito
Esquarteja, tempera, devora meu corpo
Grelhado em churrasco, guardado em conserva
Nao quero gaiola dourada de estilo

Comida escolhida com sais, vitaminas

Nem donos, nem amos com asas cortadas

Se sabes da vida um pouco de nada

Do voo das alturas, liberta o0 meu pé

Sofrido de dores da amarra apertada“

Desfiz-lhe o nodado do lago do pé
A isquémia sarou, os voos circulares
Cresceram de raio no espago infinito

Ao nascer da alva em voos circulares
De raio pequeno, o passaro liberto
Que fora cativo canta s para mim:
,Menina inquieta de olhos escavados
Liberta dos amos com asas cortadas
Desnoda as amarras dos lagos dos pés*

Sem asas cortadas ambos estamos

Cativos dum corpo com sangue e miolos
Coragdo, 0ssos, rins, figado e bofes

Na mesma gaiola entre marcos de temperatura
Oxigénio, carbono e outros gases, cativos

Da pressdo atmosférica, da luz e da atracdo solar.
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FR

L‘OISEAU LIBERE

Pas d‘ailes coupées avec des vols circulaires
Attaché, accroché avec une ischémie a la patte
L‘oiseau suspendu m‘a demand¢ en criant:

, lourne mon cou, atteint ma poitrine
Déchique, tempere, dévore mon corps

Grill¢ sur le feu, gardé en conserve

Je ne veux pas une cage dorée et stylée
Aliments choisis aux sels, vitamines

Ni maitres ni doyents aux ailes coupées

Si tu connais un peu de la vie, en peu du rien
Des vols des hauteurs, libére mon pied
Souffrant de douleur des attaches serrées*

Jai défait le nceud de I’attache du pied
L‘ischémie a guéri, les vols circulaires
Ont grandi en rayon dans I’espace infini

Quand 1‘aube se 1éve en vols circulaires
Au petit rayon, 1‘oiseau liberé

Qui a été captif chante rien que pour moi:
,Fillette inquiete aux yeux creusés
Libérée des maitres aux ailes coupées
Détaches tes liens des serrures des pieds.»

Sans ailes coupées, nous sommes tous les deux
Captifs d“un corps avec du sang et du cerveau
Coeur, os, reins, foie et poumons

Dans la méme cage parmi les jalons de

EN

THE FREED BIRD

With no clipped wings in circular flights
Fastened, tied with ischemia in the paw
The hanging bird asked me while shouting:

,, Turn my neck, bleach my chest

Butcher, flavour, devour my body

Grilled on the fire, stored as a canned good

I don‘t want a stylish gilded cage

Food chosen with salts, vitamins

Neither owners nor masters with clipped wings
If you know a little bit about life

From the heights, free my foot

That is suffering from the pain of tight tethers*

I untieded the knot on his foot
The ischemia healed, the circular flights
Increased their radii in the infinite space

At dawn rise in circular flights

With a small radius, the freed bird
Who was a captive sings just for me:
,Restless girl with hollow eyes

Freed from masters with clipped wings
Untie the knots from your feet.

Without clipped wings we both are

Captives of a body with blood and brain

Heart, bones, kidneys, liver and lungs

In the same cage among temperature milestones

température
Oxygene, carbone et d’autres gaz, captifs
De la pression de I’air, de la lumicre de
I’attraction solaire.

Oxygen, carbon and other gases, captive
Of atmospheric pressure, light and solar
attraction
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3AJIE3
ITo 3ane3 u CABHIETO U NTUIUTE CEe PUOUpAT
y AoMa.

@duHANHU TbYH, IPEIBELIaBaT UIBAHETO HA
HOIITA.

Tani Ha nTUIM B HEOeCHATa CHHEBA.

[Tocnennu misichbliv ¢ yMOPEHH KpHJia, OCOKa
KBbM THE370TO,

KBACTO TM YaKa TOILIMHATA Ha J0Ma.

Jlackara Ha TIOOMMUS,

Beuepnara mosnutBa kM ['ocnion,

OnarogapHOCTTa KbM JIPYTHTE 32 ycCIexa mpe3
JeHs!

CtaBa TbMHO U THXO!

3Be3IMTE Ce TOHAT MACTIMBO B HeOETO!

Jlynara pucyBa Jla3ypHa mbTe€Ka B MOPETO!

A3 HsMa ckopo Ja 3acrs!

JICHAT Ha JIeHTa Ie TIPEMUHE MPe3 MOosATa
I71aBa.

[le mu ropun oOuaaTa Ha JIOLIMTE....

IIle me Tomu cuiata Ha J00OBTA.

IIle ce crymia B MEKOTO 0510,

1€ TPUTBOPS YMOPEHU OYH,

IIe CH MOXKeNas a ChHyBaM Xy0aB ChH 3a J1a
u30siram ot kormmMapa Ha Cera!

3nareH 3ane3, cpedbpHa JlyHa!

A3 ©MaM BCHYKO B pblETE cH!

A3 cp3aBaM U ma3s KuBoTa!

A3 OTKpUBaM KpacoTa B CEMIUIUTE Hela!

A3 ¢bpM Oorara xeHa!
23.05.2024

ITOKAHA

Hckam na npasnyBam!

bbvau mu xaBanep!

CareHeHa poKJIs OT mapue 3Be31AHO Hebe 11e cu
YIIUS.

C BOAN OT CyTpEUIHO 3UMHO HeOe IIe MOKPHS
MOWTE paMEHe.

[le cu cnoxa konaH oT nazypa Ha JlyHara BbB
MOpETO.

['epian OT CHEKMHKH I1€ KPacu MOUTE I'bP/IH.

benu nepienn obumy e rpeifHaT Ha MOMTE YIIIH.

B xocuTe MU Kammuuiy oT MOpCKa nsHa
BJIEJICHEHHU OT CTYy/a KaTo Kpucranu uie biecrart!

[TapdpromenusT Mu Apomar Ha BaHUJIHS U
MOPTOKAJ KaTo KajauQe Ie raju ceTuBara Ha
OKOJIHUTE MBbKe!

Ho a3 uckawm nia Tanmysam c teb!

W3npatuin cu mu Oyker!

Bunumurte camo OT MeH LBETs, HAPUCYBAHH OT
3uMmara 1o MOUTE CThKJIa-TeMEHYTH, ManpaTd 1
opxuueu!

A3 uckam ja npa3nyBam!

Mys3uka ot bpusa 3Byun,

KJIOHHUTE Ce OT'bBAT M TAHIIYBaT,

NOCIIEIHUTE JINCTA MaJaT U TaHIlyBar,

IIyMaTa 3acKpekeHa OlecTH...

3umeH Ilpa3Huk e!

My3uka eun! A3 umam poxis!

A3 uckaMm J1a TaHiyBam!
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bbvau mu xaBanep!
[le 6vae Tomba [Ipa3Huk 3a HamwMTe qymu!

09.12.2023

TE3U PBLE

[Tpotsram Te3u pwiie kbM Tebe, [ocnoau,na tu
Omaromapsi!

[Ipotsiram Te3u pblle KbM Mama, 3aI10TO Me pojau!

[Ipotsiram Te3u pble Ja ThPCS XpaHa U TOMJIUHA,

3a J1a mopacHa!

[Ipotsiram Te3u pblE 3a Aa ThpPCA MOAKPENa,

UCKaM J1a BbPBS,

HCKaM ga omo3HaBaM Caera!

[Ipotsiram Te3u phlie Ja ThpCs THOO0BTA,

cllaJloCTTa Ha JlacKarTa,

TOIJIMHATA Ha JyllaTa,

XapMOHHUATA CbC CpOAHATA aymial

[Ipotsiram Te3u pbhlie 3a 1a moema MouTe aera!

[Ipotsiram Te3u pbiie 1a UM jaaM J000B U XpaHa!

Ja um nam cua na nokopsisat Cera!l

Jla uM 1aM yBEpEHOCT Jia BbPBAT MO BT B
0e3BpeMueTo,

Jla TH OpUCaM J1a HAaMEPAT UCTUHCKU MPUATENH,

na Hamepst Jlrobosra!

W curypHo nak mie g0iae BpeMe 1a npoTsaram
TE€3H PBIIE,

HO B CTApOCTTA,

MOJKE U JIa HEe UCKaM XpaHa,

HO BHHArH I[¢ KCKaM OOHMY M TOIUIMHA!

Tesu poue!

[Ipotsram u uckam,

npoTsAram M jaBam!

U rtaxka...
17.11.2023

TOIIJIUTE KEHHN

Wwma ru,cpemar ce!

JlecHo 1ie ru pa3no3Haent.

PaznaBar TomnuHa, CUSAT 10pU B cTyaa!

KakBo ot TOBa, 4e B mymmre uM OymryBa Oyps,
TE JapsBaT CBETIMHA!

KakBo ot TOBa, 4e B AyHIMTE UM TOpSAT MOKAPH,
T€ C€ yCMMXBAT M ma3sAT TaiHara ot Ceera!

KakBo oT TOBa, 4e HOCST MHOTO ThI'a, T€ BHPBIT
Hampe[ ¢ BAUrHaTa Iiasa!

KakBo oT TOBa, 4e B 0UMTE UM MPEIUBAT
MHOTO TOPYMBH CHJ3U, T€ HAMA Ja CH NMPU3HAMAT,
e kaxkar ,,He a3 He maya, ToBa € oT Jabxaal®

Pwuere um ca ymopeHu, yxasT Ha JyK, 3aI0TO
ca CrOTBWJIM TOILIA XpaHa 3a CBOMTE Jiena!

Kpakara um ca ymopeHu, 3a1oTo Bce 0srar,
osrar...

Cwpuara uM myJcUpaT BbB YHHIIOKHUTEIICH
KaJIaHC...

TpynHo e na cu Toma xeHa!

lopu 3a na Tomnum gpyrute!

l'opum 3a na e ceetiio Ha Ceera!

lopum, HO ch3aBam Kpacora!

T'opum, 3a na e nmo-nseren Ceera!
20.04.2024

ENG

SUNSET
At sunset, both the Sun and the birds go home.
Final rays herald the coming of the night.
Birds are dancing in the sky blue.
Last claps with tired wings, towards the nest,
where the warmth of home is waiting,
the gentle touch of the beloved,
the evening prayer to the Lord,
the gratitude to others for the success of the day!
It‘s getting dark and quiet!
The stars chase each other happily in the sky!
The moon draws an azure path in the sea!
[‘m not going to sleep soon!
Tape day will go over my head.
The abuse of bad people hurts me...
The power of love can only warm me up.
‘1l snuggle up in the soft blanket,
Il close my tired eyes
I will wish to have a good dream to escape
from the nightmare of the world!
Golden sunset, silver moon!
I have everything in my hands!
I create and preserve life!
I find beauty in simple things!

I am a rich woman!
23.05.2024
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INVITATION

I want to celebrate!

Be my companion!

I will sew a satin dress from a piece of starry sky.

I will cover my shoulders with a veil of
morning winter sky.

I will put on a belt of the azure of the moon in
the sea,

A necklace of snowflakes will adorn my chest.

White pearl earrings will shine on my ears.

In my hair droplets of sea foam frozen by the
cold like crystals will shine!

My perfume with the scent of vanilla and
orange like velvet will caress the senses of the
men around!

But I want to dance with you!

You sent me a bouquet!

The flowers visible only to me, painted by Winter
on my windows — pansies, ferns and orchids!

I want to celebrate!

Music from the Breeze sounds,

the branches bend and dance,

the last leaves fall and dance,

the foliage shines frosted...

It‘s Winter Holiday!

Music echoes! I have a dress!

I want to dance!

Be my companion!

It will be a warm Holiday for our souls!
09.12.2023

THESE HANDS

I stretch out these hands to you, Lord, to thank you!

I stretch out these hands to my mother, because
she gave birth to me!

I stretch out these hands to seek food and warmth,

to grow!

I stretch out these hands for support,

I want to go ahead,

I want to know the world!

I reach out these hands to look for love

for the sweetness of the caress,

for the warmth of the soul

for the harmony with the soul mate!

I stretch out these hands to take my children!

I stretch out these hands to give them love and
food!

To give them power to conquer the World!

To give them confidence to walk the path in
timelessness,

to guide them to find real friends,

to find Love!

And surely the time will come again for me to
stretch out these hands,

but in old age,

I may not want food

but I will always want love and warmth!

Those hands!

I reach out and want

I reach out and give!

And so...
17.11.2023

THE WARM WOMEN

They exist, they can be met!

You will easily recognize them.

They give off warmth, they shine even in the
cold!

And what if a storm is raging in their souls,
they give light!

And what if fires are burning in their souls,
they smile and keep the secret of the World!

What if they carry a lot of sadness, they go
forward with their heads held high!

What if there are many bitter tears in their eyes,
they won‘t admit it, they will say ,,I‘m not crying,
it‘s the rain!“

Their hands are tired, they smell like onions,
because they cooked a hot meal for their children!

Their legs are tired because they keep running,
running...

Their hearts beat in a devastating cadence...

It‘s hard to be a warm woman!

You burn to warm others!

You burn to light the world!

You burn, but you create beauty!

You are burning to make the world more
colorful!

20.04.2024
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FR

AU COUCHER DU SOLEIL

Au coucher du jour, le soleil et les oiseaux
rentrent chez eux.

Les derniers rayons annoncent | ‘arrivée de la nuit.

Dansent des oiseaux dans le ciel bleu.

Derniers battements d*ailes fatiguées, vers le nid,

Ou la chaleur de la maison les attend.

La caresse de 1‘aimé,

La priére du soir au Seigneur,

La gratitude envers les autres pour la réussite
de la journée!

11 fait presque nuit et calme!

Les étoiles sont a la poursuite joyeuse dans le ciel!

La lune dessine un chemin d’azur dans la mer!

Je ne vais pas dormir de sitot!

Ma journée comme une bande de film me passe
par la téte.

L’offense des méchants me blesse...

Je serai réchauffée par le pouvoir de 1‘amour.

Je vais me blottir dans la couverture moelleuse,

Je fermerai mes yeux fatigués

Je souhaiterai faire un bon réve pour échapper
au cauchemar du monde!

Coucher de soleil doré, lune argentée!

Jai tout entre mes mains!

Je crée et je préserve la vie!

Je trouve la beauté dans les choses simples!

Je suis une femme riche!
23.05.2024

INVITATION

Je veux célébrer!

Sois mon compagnon!

Je vais coudre une robe en satin d‘un morceau
de ciel étoilé.

Avec un voile de ciel d‘hiver matinal, je
couvrirai mes épaules.

Je mettrai une ceinture de I’azur de la lune dans
la mer,

Un collier de flocons de neige ornera ma poitrine.

Des boucles d‘oreilles en perles blanches
¢tincelleront a mes oreilles.

Dans mes cheveux brilleront des gouttelettes
d‘écume de mer gelées par le froid comme des
cristaux!

Mon parfum de vanille et d‘orange comme
du velours caressera les sens des hommes qui
m’entourent!

Mais je veux danser avec toi!

Tu m’as envoyé un bouquet!

Les fleurs visibles pour moi seule, peintes par
I’hiver sur mes fenétres — pensées, fougeres et
orchidées!

Je veux célébrer!

La musique du zéphyr sonne,

Les branches se plient et dansent,

Les derniéres feuilles tombent et dansent,

Le feuillage givré scintille...

C‘est une féte d‘hiver!

La musique résonne! J‘ai une robe!

Je veux danser!

Sois mon compagnon!

Ce sera une féte chaleureuse de nos ames!

09.12.2023

CES MAINS

Je tends ces mains vers toi, Seigneur, pour te
remercier!

Je tends ces mains vers ma mére, car elle m‘a
donné naissance!

Je tends ces mains pour chercher de la nourriture
et de la chaleur,

pour grandir!

Je tends ces mains pour chercher du soutien,

Je veux continuer,

Je veux connaitre le monde!

Je tends ces mains pour chercher [‘amour

la douceur de la caresse,

la chaleur de [‘4me

I‘harmonie avec mon ame sceur!

Je tends ces mains pour embrasser mes enfants!

Je tends ces mains pour leur donner de 1‘amour
et de la nourriture!

Pour leur donner le pouvoir de conquérir le
Monde!
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Pour leur donner confiance pour parcourir le
chemin dans l‘intemporalité,

pour les guider vers de vrais amis,

pour trouver 1‘Amour!

Et slirement le moment viendra pour moi de
tendre a nouveau ces mains,

mais dans la vieillesse.

Je ne voudrai peut-étre pas de nourriture

mais je voudrai toujours de [‘amour et de la
chaleur!

Ces mains!

Je tends la main et je veux

Je tends la main et je donne!

Voila pourquoi........

17.11.2023

LES FEMMES CHALEUREUSES

Elles existent, on peut les rencontrer!

Vous les reconnaitrez facilement.

Elles emettent de la chaleur, elles brillent méme
dans le froid!

Et qu’en est-il si une tempéte fait rage dans
leurs ames, elles éclairent!

Et qu’en est-il si des feux brilent dans leurs
ames, clles sourient et cachent le secret du monde!

Et qu’en est-il si elles portent beaucoup de
tristesse, elles marchent la téte haute!

Et qu’en est-il si leurs yeux sont pleins de
larmes ameéres, elles ne 1‘admettront pas, disant
,Je ne pleure pas, c‘est la pluie!*

Leurs mains sont fatiguées, elles sentent
1‘oignon, car elles ont préparé un repas chaud pour
leurs enfants!

Leurs jambes sont fatiguées car elles continuent
de courir, de courir...

Leurs ceeurs battentaune cadence dévastatrice. ..

C‘est difficile d‘étre une femme chaleureuse!

Vous brillez pour réchauffer les autres!

Vous briilez pour la lumiére du monde!

Vous brilez, mais vous créez de la beauté!

Vous briilez pour rendre le monde plus coloré!

20.04.2024

Mariana Bettencourt | PORTUGAL

EN

A LEGEND OF LOVE

That night in late July, a torrid heat weighed
upon the Hospital Centre which paid assistance
to a considerable slice of the population, rural
as well as urban, of northern Portugal. In spite
of the air conditioning, the ambient temperature,
exaggerated by the radiation of the thermo-cycling
apparatuses, was still heavier in the molecular
biology laboratory. The recent pandemic had
justified a considerable investment in such
technology, and since then the purr of multiple
instruments, painstakingly fitted into an exiguous
space, carried on till morning.

This eve, however, a rumble of fireworks
drowned for a few moments such background noise.
Shaken from her drowsiness by the unexpected
sound, the clinical pathologist on duty gazed at
the medley of bright colours flashing through the
hermetically shut window-panes. Initially puzzled,
she recalled the time of year. It was certainly a
religious feast at one of the neighbouring villages;
maybe Saint Pantaleon’s...

Still in a half-dreaming state, the pathologist
stretched her limbs. Saint Pantaleon, by the way,
a holy doctor, one of the patrons of medicine...
Where had she lately seen his image? Oh yes, at
last year’s UMEM Congress, in Crema, Italy...
The pathologist had been looking forward to visit
northern Italy, with which her region of northern
Portugal had so intense commercial ties, both
having been painfully stricken by the pandemic
at a short interval. And on the tourist information
sites she had browsed, she had viewed the fagade
of the Italian city’s cathedral, built in gothic
Lombard style after the destruction of the primitive
Romanesque basilica by the troops of Frederic
Barbarossa. On the left side of the Virgin who
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stood at the centre of the lunette, under the marble
lacing of the loggia and the rosace, there was the
consoling image of Pantaleon “the un-mercenary”
invoked across the centuries against so numerous
plagues. Polychrome traces in the cuttings of the
corroded stone enlivened the archaic sculpture.
And the pathologist recalled having previously
seen the same face, modelled in a precious
reliquary-bust, once deposited in the fortified
cathedral that, in historical times, was the siege of
the bishop who then ruled the city of Porto, now
a treasure in the National Museum of that same
city, near the Faculty of Medicine. It featured a
young idealist’s forehead, proud yet not arrogant,
crowned by gilded hair locks which were circled,
after the Greco-oriental fashion, by a ribbon whose
knot in the likeness of a serpent might allude to the
wearer’s medical profession. The lips were fleshy
without a seeming of sensuousness, proper to a
wealthy boy who had renounced his inheritance at
the profit of the community.

The reliquary had hosted a fragment of the
saint’s skull, salvaged from Constantinople by
Armenian merchants, in the days the capital of
the Eastern Roman Empire was sacked by the
armies of Sultan Mehmed II. Such relic had been
venerated on the southern bank of the Douro River,
amidst the cellars where wine-casks were stacked,
until the bishop of Porto had transferred it to his
city,where it remained throughout 24 plagues. The
last queen consort of Portugal, spouse of the king
who would be assassinated at the coming of the
Republic and a lover of fine arts, had borrowed the
reliquary to draw it at her ease, scarcely months
before the overthrow of the monarchy, and it had
staid forgotten in the vault of the royal palace
during that turbulent period of Portuguese history.

In the city of Porto proper, the cult of the
saint himself had gradually been replaced by new
devotions. In the fifth decade of the XXth century,
a Professor of Medicine, having become mayor
of the city, had endeavoured to revive both the
liturgical and vernacular traditions surrounding
such cult, namely the procession where the

majesty of church regalia was coupled with lively
dances, but with little avail. Yet at a short distance
into the countryside, Saint Pantaleon remained a
popular saint, a saint propitious to profane love, as
all saints which folk religiosity makes memory of
on the brief summer nights. Reflecting on this, the
pathologist recalled that the theme of this year’s
congress, in Varna, was medicine, life and love:
and was not this patron an appropriate subject? The
name Pantaleon, “in all things a lion”, had been
given him by his parents: his Christian mother
Eubula, who wished him to face adversities for his
faith, his pagan father Eustorgius, owner of many
ships, boasting that his son descended of the first
Ionians who had so entwined practical knowledge
and scientific flights. Yet after seeing his
willingness to assist both friend and foe, forgiving
his own tormenters, the people had called him
Pantalaiamon, “the all-compassionate”. And is
not compassion the highest expression of every
possible manifestation of love, since it signifies
to share the other’s passion, and passion can be
taken in the sense either of altruistic sacrifice or
of mad desire? If credit was given to hagiography,
Pantaleon’s life had been a hymn of love for
humankind... and love for colleagues, too— thought
with a sigh the pathologist, recalling the animosity
caused by the recent labour struggles of many
health professional groups.

If the ancient character of Pantaleon’s
veneration as a martyr was well proven and his
existence seemed more or less sure, all its details
were doubtful at best. He had probably been born in
Nicomedia, by the shore of the Propontus, capital
of one of the 4 partitions of the Roman Empire
which followed the crisis of the III century. Yet
History knew nothing of Euphrosynos, the pagan
sage who had initiated him to natural philosophy,
of Hermolaus, the bishop who had converted him
after he had let his beliefs grow cold at the imperial
court. His martyrdom was a most implausible
fabric of legends, which only detail to ring true,
was that such martyrdom had been precipitated by
the envy of his colleagues.
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A shrill sound rose from one of the thermo-
cyclers, indicating that a series of ribonucleic acid
amplification reactions had been completed. And
suddenly a voice called the doctor to her duty.

-Do not distract yourself longer, my friend. Go
view the amplification curves. Remember, you
have a CSF sample from a feverish newborn, and
the paediatrician will be deeply distressed if no
pathogen is detected by the multiplex panel. He
had been almost sure the clinical picture would
be due do an enterovirus. I already checked; the
line corresponding to such target is flat. You must
assure yourself that no inhibitor of the PCR is
present...

Startled, the pathologist lifted her eyes. Saint
Pantaleon himself towered before her, clad in
a tunic of the purest linen woven in the land of
Egypt, well suited to the laboratory rooms where
most asepsis was demanded. With a mixture of
astonishment and annoyance, the pathologist now
questioned the vision:

— Great! Now, what do you know about
molecular biology?

— In Heaven, we have an eternity to keep up-to-
date. Remember, science put to the benefit of the
sick pleases God. You will have plenty of time to
daydream about your congress, later. And you will
see me in Bulgaria. After all,  am an Eastern saint.
From the Caucasus to the Baltic Sea, temples were
built in my honour. Amidst the battles now raging,
there are icons bearing my likeness and even
fighters beg for my assistance...

— Well, I do not envy your job! — The sleepy
doctor retorted, now with a smile of complicity — I
see your life in Heaven can be just as full of work
and trials as your life on Earth!

Pantaleon laughed a silvery laugh. And to his
fascinated listener, he evoked the adventures of his
own troubled times. Hippocrates had taught that
travels are a source of knowledge, and following
such advice, Pantaleon had traversed the four
capitals of the Empire, from his native Nicomedia
at the gates of Asia to Augusta Treverorum in
the land of the Germans. He had accompanied

the health corps in the legions of Maximianus,
Senior Emperor of the West, across the Gaulish
countryside, with mixed feelings (of sympathy
for their cause and revulsion for their violent
methods) towards the Bagaudae, descendants of
the Celts submitted by the Casers and who now,
converted to Christianity, expected from the new
religion support for their equalitarian aspirations.
On the forced marches between the Silva Negra
and the north flank of the Alps, he had seen raze
the settlements of the Alamanii; from the walls of
the sumptuous cities of roman Mauritania, he had
caught sight of the fires lit by Berber nomads in
the rich surrounding homesteads, and experienced
the same restless pity for barbarians and civilized
peoples.

Under the junior emperor Constantius Chlorus,
he had lived through pirate attacks on the Hispanic
beaches and sieges of ports in the Channel of
Britannia, where a usurper sought to carve out an
independent kingdom. As the personal physician
of Galerius Cesar, campaigning from the indented
coast of Illyria and the floodplains of Dacia to the
vastness of the steppe, he had learnt to know a
world without tenderness, where women covered
their mutilated breasts with scale cuirasses, where
children themselves drank the blood of the ewes
which breed battle-horses.

He had grown familiar with the exhaustion,
both of the Italic foot-soldiers who fell under
the sun of the Iranian plateau, and of Sassanid
horsemen who faced that same sun heavily armed,
upon their mounts equally clad in iron down to
the hocks. Going up the Nile from that city of
Alexandria which had so captivated him both as
a scholar and as an appreciator of life’s pleasures,
he had survived the mutinies that stormed Coptic
cities; he had witnessed the retreat from the Nubian
border of Diocletian’ legionaries, many of whom
tormented by the same kala-azar which gave them
a complexion almost as swarthy as that of their
opponents.

And when the entranced pathologist questioned
if, though all these tribulations bearing proof of
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his love for assistance to all in need, Pantaleon
ever experienced romantic love, the saint had a
nostalgic gaze...

—Once, maybe... By the way, it was not so very
far from the site of your next congress, at some
Imperial Thermae, on the site of mineral springs
perhaps already used for therapeutic purposes by
the Thracian shamans. She was an uncouth slave-
girl, not of those cunning capsarii who undress
you at the entrance, nor of the wise unctores who
anoint you with perfumed salves after the bath,
but one of those who spend most of their lives
in darkness, charged with the maintenance of the
hypocaust. The last time I saw her, in one of the
rare moment she was allowed a breath of fresh air,
she hid herself amongst the bushes of damascene
roses, so that I might not notice the desire in her
gaze. But [ must not occupy your time longer, dear
colleague. Farewell. We will meet again in Varna.

And as his patron took leave, the pathologist
understood why such a saint might, with hope of
success, be invoked against solitude, that feeling
of barrenness which so often afflicts doctors.

Marco Pescetto | PORTUGAL

EN

TRI CARTHI

Upon our heads threatening winds of war
blow heated upon us, between a United States
of America that sets its clay-formed feet on two
eighty-year-old men who are both contending the
leadership of the country. One of these men is,
to say the least, a distracted individual, while the
other is a corrupt and violent man. On the other
side of the world, there is Russia, led by a ruthless
dictator who continues to reiterate the threat of
nuclear war in order to proclaim his supremacy of
our whole existence. This is why I feel a certain

urgency in telling you all a story which is both
apolitical and thus not dominated by the values of
any single party. It concerns Mankind in all of our
innate fragility.

InImperial Russia in the 19th century, Alexander
Pushkin, the son of landowners, hailing from the
aristocracy and educated by French tutors, wrote
an amusing little tale in 1834: “The Queen of
Spades” which delved into the subject of gambling,
of both love and of death, all compulsively and
obsessively experienced by a young officer. He
was in love with the lady-in-waiting to an elderly
countess and, for this reason, he was more than
willing to gamble all he had so would be able to
conquer the heart of the young woman and steal
her away from her suitor. In 1890, yet another
exponent of Russian culture, the musician, Piotr
Ilyich Tchaikovsky, inspired by this very same
tale, created his most renowned opera, destined to
cross the thresholds of each and every country in
Europe and to enter into the opera theatres of the
whole world.

What is striking in this highly fascinating story
is its origins — where it comes from - as well of
course, as the subjects it treats.

Such a “game of cards” first came about in
Florence, in 1558, thanks to a man called Gennaro
the Splendid. He was a member of a Neapolitan
branch of the Medici family. He had been
introduced into the most favourable families of the
city and had been able to accrue an unfathomable
quantity of money upon the backs of young and
wealthy women. He was then able to open a bank
and thus continue in his, at this point, semi-legal
(yet still fraudulent “craft”) of extracting such
funds from his willing punters. What is more, is
that it was in the city of Florence, in a house at
number 64 of Via San Leonardo, that the composer
Piotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky, wrote the largest part of
his work, “The Queen of Spades”, in 1878.

The “Game of the Three Cards”, a cheating
game by its very own definition, would however
become that niggling little seed in the estranged
head of the gambler and it would torment and tease
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him gradually and unstoppably throughout the
whole opera until he went mad and was thrust into
abandoning his loved ones and craving his own
very demise. The madness of Hermann, the main
protagonist, was brought about by the apparition
of the countess, who after her death, would reveal
the “secret of the cards”: three, seven, and an ace
would be the cards that he would need to play in
order to win.

However, let us listen to the libretto of the brother
of the musician, Modest, and Hermann’s words
towards the end of the opera: third Act, fifth Scene.

“What is life? A game! Good and bad are futile
dreams! Honesty and labour? Little tales for
women! Who is right? Who is happy among us?
Me today and you tomorrow! What is the point
in struggling anymore? Take charge of that lucky
moment and feel sorry for those who might not
have it, while cursing their unfortunate fate. There
is only one thing for sure and it is death! Like a
shore for sailors in a storm is the salvation of all of
us. What is dearest to us my dear friends?”

“Tri Carthi” are the most recurrent two words
in Russian uttered during the whole opera and the
most similar, as a matter of fact, to the tre carte —
“three cards” — in Italian.

I was fortunate enough to see and hear this opera
at Naples’ San Carlo Theatre in December 2019,
a month or so before the COVID-19 pandemic
was unleashed upon us. I saw it once again at the
Scala in Milan in March 2022, towards the gradual
conclusion of the Covid-19 pandemic.

It is no longer necessary, perhaps, to claim
that the world and us ourselves, have changed
in the aftermath of the dramatic experience of
COVID-19. We might perhaps have become
more frightened, more selfish in a certain way,
further from those around us, more clinging in a
certain sense to life itself. Maybe, however, after
the swiftest passing of time, we have smoothed
over our wounds thanks to our forgetting them,
thanks to our collective oblivion. We have become
ourselves once again, albeit more alone than ever
we were before.

In both of these cases, I have been struck by the
evocative power, the force of music, so capable of
inserting itself within our hearts, within our feelings,
our passions and emotions, in how we live, enabling
all such sentiments to emerge in the purest of fashions
and in the unfathomable complexity and transitory

nature of we human beings.
16/03/2024

Oleg Kat-Ostrovskii

| UKRAINE

BG

WUCTOPUUTE OT TA3U BOHHA.
IMNCUXOTEPAIIEBT

1.

Ha 22 ¢eBpyapu paboTux B yaToBe 3a TICH-
XOJIOTMYECKA IOJAKpena Ha ykpauHuu. Hactbmnm
BceoOII1a MaHnKa, €BaKyallMOHHH BIAKOBE U KUJIO-
MCTPUYHU KOJIOHU OT aBTOMO6I/IHI/I, OIIbHATHU KbM
rpaHMLaTA. ..
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2 cyrpunTa Ha 26 deBpyapu. OTBapsM yara.

WHHa:

,, L lOMOI1I, HE 3HaM KaKBO Ja Mpass...

Obaxnane:

- KakBo craBa ¢ 1e6?

- He 3Ham, He pa30upaM KakBO MU € U KBJIE CHM...

- KakBo Bk gam?

- Kapam, TbMHO €, HAOKOJIO UMa CBETJIMHU Ha
KoJiaTa.

- Koit e B xonara tu?

- Tpuma crapuu u aBe neua.

- Ot xbae cu?

- be3 na cniupame, HanycHaxMe XapKoB Ha 23-
TH.. (3amo4Ba Jia ujiBa Ha cebe cu)

- Kora 3a mocnenes mbT cu nuji wiu sii?

- He 3nam... y qoma...

2.

Ha 27 cnenoben — cpobmenue. Kues. Mnana
Maiika ce BTypBa U3 almapTaMeHTa:

- IMam oT/1aBHANTHO MAaHUYECKO Pa3CTPOICTRO,
CBIPYT'BT MU JOOPOBOJIIHO MHHA B 0TOpaHa, a3 CbM
o0bpKaHa, MAaHUKbOCAHA, UMaM TPH el BKbBIIH,
TOKY-III0 YCIISIX J1a HaMeps Yar.

- Bp3pactra Ha neunara?

- Ennn u nmosioBuHa; 3 u 5.

JlaBaM mpakTHKa W MPOBEPSBAM U3IIbIHEHUE-
to. Ctporo.

Beuepra m3mpama ¢oropenoprax. Beuuko e
nox KoHTpoia. OunTe Ha Jenara ca KaTo xabwu, Tie-
Jally OT BaHATa M XamBaly canaBuuu. ToBa Oemre
MHCTPYKIHUATA 32 0€30MacHOCT — Jla Ce CKPHAT B
KeJsI3HaTa BaHa 10 BpeMe Ha o0cTped.

Wrpasar Ha kpueHuna.

3.

Hsikonko Mecena mo-KbCHO CpemiaM Koia ¢ yK-
pauHCKH HoMmepa. Habnu3o mma jxeHa, CHHBT U
pa3xoxJa Ky4eTo CH Kpail mbTs, a JbLIeps U € B
KOJIaTa.

- Kak, otkbpae?

- Byua, numax Gu3Hec ¢ 1BeTs, Kynux Jr00uMHus

CH amapTaMeHT MIeCT Mecena mpeau (eBpyapu,
TOKY-III0 0siXa MPUKIIOUMIHA C PEMOHTA MY.

- Kak e xbmiara?

- Hama Humo. Yemsaxme na uzckouuM. LlsmoTo
Hellla € B 0ara’xHuKa.

- KakBo mucnum?

- bnaronaps, nputoTuxMe TyK, MOMOTHaxXMe B
HAyYaJ0TO, HACTAHsBAME CE, MUCHS KakK Jia OTBOPS
OousHec...

4.

BeposiTHO ToaMHA MO-KBCHO, JXKEHA, Mojba B
qar:

,CBIPYTrbT MU YOUTH, HE MOTa Ja IO MpUema,
HE MOra Jia ro nmycHa. MnBa kakTo HachH, Taka U
HasBe. [lempecuara m CTpaxbT OCTaHaxXa CaMH.
Ocrana npu genara. Pruere magar. JlekapctBara
He nomarar*

Jla Bie3eM B cecusTa, mpeiaram.

Bwxna cerpyra cu.

Toii:

,»A3 n30pax cBOs MbT, 3HaeX KakBO mpass. ToBa
€ Moe 3aab/okeHue. ['puxku ce 3a nenara.”

JHobpe cu xuBeexa. Tsa my Gmarogapu. Coory-
Baxme ce.

HsKoKO THU NO-KBCHO:

- Hob6pe cpm. Kpmara e noapenena. bopur Ha
Mmacara. [lena B yunmnuuie.

S.

[To3nara, Mitaa repMaHka, KOWTO Me IJe/1a Kak
IpoBEXIaM yed CeMHUHAPH U KOHCYITUPaM YKpau-
HIH, TUIaX0 MUTA:

- [TomorueTe Mu j1a pazbepa, €10, a3, KaTo Maii-
ka M1 1 6aba MU, UMaMm ,,HepBH" (M TTOCOYBA I'bp-
JUTE CH ChC CTUCHAT IOMPYK).

Jla Biie3eM B cecusiTa.

...1945 1. Hemcku rpaa. Maze. 5-roAMIIHO MO-
Muue, 1o 6oMOapIUpoBKa, 3a00MKOJIEHO OT OIIH3-
KU U ChCEAM B CTPAX OT CMBPTTA...

Ta ouens.
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STORIES OF THAT WAR.
PSYCHOTHERAPIST

1.

In February 22, 1 worked a lot in chats for
psychological support for Ukrainians. There was
general panic, evacuation trains and kilometer-
long columns of cars stretched to the border...

2 am on February 26. I open the chat.

Inna: “Help, I don’t know what to do...”

Call:

- What’s wrong with you?

- I don’t know, I don’t understand what’s wrong
with me and where [ am...

- What do you see?

- ’m driving, it’s dark, car lights are all around.

- Who’s in your car?

- Three old people and two children.

- Where are you from?

- We left Kharkov without stopping on the
23rd... (starts to come to here senses)

- When did you last drink or eat?

- I don’t know... at home...

2.

On the afternoon of the 27th, a message. Kyiv.
A young mother rushes around the apartment:

- I have a long-standing panic disorder, my
husband volunteered to go on the defensive, I am
confused, panicking, there are three children at
home, I only managed to find a chat.

- How old are the children?

- One and a half; 3 and 5.

I give practice, check the implementation.
Strictly.

In the evening he sends a photo report.
Everything is under control))) The children’s eyes
are like frogs, and with sandwiches, they look out
of the bathtub — such was the safety instruction —
to hide in an iron bathtub during shelling. They
play hide and seek.

3.

A couple of months later... [ meet a car with
Ukrainian license plates. There is a woman nearby,
on the side of the road her son is walking his dog,
daughter is in the car.

- How, where from?

- Bucha, I had a flower business, I bought my
favorite apartment six months before February, we
just finished the renovation.

- Well, how is the house?

- No more. We managed to jump out. All the
stuff is in the trunk.

- What do you think?

- Thanks, people sheltered me here, helped me
at first, now we are settling in, thinking of opening
a business...

4.

Probably a year later, a woman, a request in the
chat: “My husband killed, I can’t come to terms
with it, can’t let go. It comes to me in my dreams
and in reality. Left with the children. Hands drop.
Depression, fear of being left alone. Medicines
don’t help”

We go into the session.

She sees her husband. He:

- I chose my own path, I knew what [ was doing.
It’s my duty. Take care of the children.” They lived
well. Thanked for everything. They said goodbye.

A couple of days later:

- I’'m fine. The house is clean. Borsch is on the
table. The children are at school.

5.

A young German woman, watching me conduct
webinars and consult Ukrainians, asks shyly:

- Help me figure it out, I have “nerves” just like
my mother and grandmother (and points to chest
with a clenched fist).

We go into the session.

...1945. German city. Basement. 5-year-old
girl, under bombing, surrounded by relatives and
neighbors in fear of death...

She survived.
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TO LOVE FOREVER (THIRD
LETTER TO ISABELLE)

Isn’t it madness, my dear Isabelle, to pretend
to love forever? What is this mysterious alchemy
that drives two beings to love each other from the
very first glance? Isn’t it miraculous to feel the
need to be accompanied for a lifetime? How can
two souls pledge fidelity to each other, and keep it
through despite obstacles?

For we experienced this obstacle during our
youth. Your death separated us, but we were never
able to celebrate its victory.

Your death did deprive me of your spirit, your
intelligence, your joy, your body, of all those times
of exchange and union that we had lived together.
What ordeal to have lost you! But what a joy to still
feel you present! A presence that Titian rendered
magnificent in a painting of you in majesty. A
word that suits you so well, Queen of Spain and
Empress of the Holy Roman Empire!

As the artist had never met you, he painted
from old pictures of you, with a truth that
overwhelmed me the day the work was presented
to me. You seemed so alive, so beautiful, so close!
Your distinguished, restrained bearing, your head
carriage, the clarity of your eyes, the delicately
expressed features of your face moved me to the
utmost.

While I’'m leaving my last moments, Isabelle,
you are splendidly present to me, and I give thanks
to the Lord for having blessed the world with your
presence and for having made me your husband
forever.

Your beloved

FR

AIMER A JAMAIS (TROISIEME
LETTRE A ISABELLE)

N’est-ce pas une folie, ma tendre Isabelle,
que de prétendre aimer pour la vie? Quelle est
cette mystérieuse alchimie qui pousse deux
étres a s’aimer des le premier regard? N’est-
il pas miraculeux d’éprouver le besoin d’étre
accompagné toute une vie durant? Comment
deux ames peuvent-elles se promettre fidélité et la
conserver malgré I’épreuve?

Car cette épreuve, nous ’avons connue dans
notre jeunesse. Votre mort nous a séparés, mais
sans jamais pouvoir célébrer sa victoire.

Certes, votre disparition me priva de votre
esprit, de votre intelligence, de votre joie, de votre
corps, de tous ces temps d’échange et d’union
que nous vivions ensemble. Quelle douleur de
vous avoir perdue ! Mais quelle joie de vous
sentir toujours présente ! Une présence que Titien
a su rendre magnifique dans un tableau vous
représentant en majesté. Un mot qui vous va si
bien, vous, la reine de I’Espagne et I’impératrice
du Saint-Empire romain germanique!
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Comme [’artiste ne vous avait jamais
rencontrée, c’est a partir d’anciens tableaux qu’il
vous a peinte dans une vérité qui me bouleversa le
jour ou I’ceuvre me fut présentée. Vous sembliez
si vivante, si belle, si proche! Votre allure pleine
de distinction et de retenue, votre port de téte, la
clarté de vos yeux, les traits de votre visage si
délicatement exprimés m’émurent au plus haut
point.

A T’heure de mes derniers instants, vous étes,
Isabelle, splendidement présente et je rends
grace au Seigneur d’avoir donné au monde votre
personne et d’avoir fait de moi votre époux pour
toujours.

Votre aimé

FR

Dans les méandres de I’histoire calabraise se
dévoile le destin d’une famille, celle de Carmelo
Sasso. Le sang de la Calabre trace une fresque
vibrante ou ’intime se méle a la grande Histoire,
de la lutte pour un régime constitutionnel aux
affres de ’unification italienne. C’est un hommage
a la Calabre, un souffle épique qui traverse un
demi-siecle de révoltes et d’espoirs.Ce récit, tissé
de paix, d’engagement et de liens indéfectibles,
raconte 1’ardeur de vivre et de résister. Entre
ses lignes se dessine le portrait d’hommes et de
femmes en quéte de sens, portés par leurs racines
familiales et I’esprit de lutte qui a marqué leur
terre natale de 1799 a 1869.

Une épopée ou chaque mot résonne comme un
¢cho de liberté, un voyage plein d’aventures dans
la richesse du passé.

Dans cet ouvrage consacré a Charles Quint, les
deux auteurs ont voulu mettre en lumiére 1’idéal
humain de I’empereur, son incessante soif de paix
et son testament pour tous les hommes: renoncer

Charles
(Quint

PRIX LITTRE ANFORTAS
DU ROMAN HISTORIQUE
2023 5

DECERME PAR LE GROUPEMENT
DES ECRIVAINS MEDECINS

PRIX LTTRE ANFORTAS
ORIQUE 2023
DU ROMAN I das Forhoriva Midecira.

Aicuni por s GrovpaTert
5

a la toute-puissance sous toutes ses formkEs.
N’est-ce pas une invitation a la réflexion pour
notre monde contemporain?

Dans cet ouvrage consacré a Charles Quint, les
deux auteurs ont voulu mettre en lumiére 1’idéal
humain de I’empereur, son incessante soil de paix
et son testament pour tous les hommes: renoncer a
la toute-puissance sous toutes ses formes.

N’est-ce pas une invitation a la réflexion pour
notre monde contemporain?
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Roland Noel | FRANCE

Et un ouvrage paru Les
blessures incurables
du Rwanda , auX
&gitions PAARL (Pan
African Review
Innovation ) préfacé
par écrivain Jean —~
Christophe RUFIN ,
prix Goncourt et de
YAcadémie francaise.

Les blessures
imurul:l

ALBERT SCHWEITZER,

PRECURSEUR DE LA MEDECINE HUMANITAIRE,
DE LA SURVIE ET DE ’AMOUR

Communication A. SCHWEITZER Congrés UMEM Varna 2024 €d.2.7.2024 3 17h00. 20 pages
Albert Schweitzer, précurseur de la médecine hu

. manitaire , de | i ) f
Communication présentée au 66tme . ) a survie et de I'amour d’autrui!

ongres International de I'U. M. E. M
(Union Mondiale des Ecrivains - Médeci T
. a VARNA (Bulgarie) du Me Médecins),

r.11au dji'm.ls Septembre 2024 Théme : « Médecine, vie, amour ».

anérati édeci icone, un symbole...

Le docteur Albert Schweitzer est pour une génération de médecins une

e .

i i e inconnu. o _—
i 'autres, il reste un iftustr . PR

|\CAat|sA‘|3'e.of;:ri:n franco-allemand, prix Nobel de la Paix en 1952, est consid

éf and,
de la médecine humanitaire.

Au Gabon, le Dr Albert

Schweitzer fait face aux fléaux
locaux

lepre, paludisme, tuberculose...
En 1913l prend donc la direction
du Gabon et de Lambaréné, un
poury son premier hépital.

A Lambaréné, Albert Schweitzer
n‘impose pas le fonctionnement
de la médecine européenne. Il
préfére s'adapter a la population
locale et a ses coutumes

Témoignages

Les blessures incurables du Rwanda

Les blessures
incurables

e fouas s e s dighs s ik 22 / du Rwundu
o e b P e dvenr o : '

Les blessures incurables du Rwonda

AT
‘\‘ i W\ g
Jl7g2842020017¢
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Ralica Dimitrova

| BULGARIA

BG

UCTHUHCKO JIM E MOPETO?

[Tonsikora ce nuTam

HcTtuncko mu e mopeTo?

Wnu mpx € u3muciauna?

[Tonsikora, T0KaTO TIIeaM HEXKHUTE IIETYBKH
Ha MOPETO

¢ Ge3kpaifHus OpAT U TaMm,

KBIETO HEOETO M MOPETO C€ CIIMBAT Ha
XOPHU3O0HTA...

JlokaTo raegaM OrHEHHUTE JIbYH

Ha 3aJI3BalloTO CIBHIIE J1a JOKOCBAT

OpWJISHTHUTE KPUCTAIHU BOJIU HA MOPETO...

Jlokxaro 3a0uBaM JbJIOOKO IPBHCTUTE CHU B
JIICHHS TSICHK

U ycemam mperpbpakara Ha BCSKa MEChYMHKA
10 KOXKaTa CU

Cens u cu MUCIIS

Wctuna nu e Bcuuko?

Wnu e naii-kpacusara anrazus?

Mopeto npaBu HIKaKBH Markiu CbC ChPLETO MHU.

3amoro ¢ TBbpAe Xy0aBo, 3a Jia € UCTUHA.

HE TIOMHHJII JIN?

He noMHum sin, Mope, npeau aa ce ycers —
Ha TpbI'BaHE, KaKBO TH obermax?

Ye 1mie ce cpeuHeM Mmaxk Ha TBOS

Opsr, KBIETO

BBJIHUTE C€ IPEBPBILAT B 3BE3/ICH Mpax?

A Bpemerto neTH. [Iba34T no kanenaapa
positi oT 6e30poit IBKIOBHH THH,

HO KaKTO B JIFOOOBTA CBEIIUTE HE JOTapsT,
TBhHU CIIOMEHBT 3a T€O HE CE MCHHU.

[Ipen uynen xop cros — benesar ce cToTUIM Yalku
¥ J1aBs CHII3H B 3QJI€3H OT CMSIX.

He ce uynu!

Jloli10X B IOKOUTE TH CHUHH.

He noMHum nu kakBo T obdemax?

Ha BaTwpa monure ce pa3rBapsr
U TUXH CTBHIIKHU I10 6pera IICIITAT.
3emsATa ce 0OThpCBa OT TOBapa

Ha XKapbK JIeH J00pe MO3HaT.

3amas3u MU, Mope
3amna3u MM, MaJIKO CIBHIE B IK00a,
Mainxko cibHIE, 0€3 KOeTO He Mora,
C KbCU€ CHHBO HeOe 3a MeuTa.
3ama3u MU OT KpaMOPCKUAT Opu3
3anasu mu!
OT OHA3H TBOSATA IECEH
[IfactinBa kuTapa
OT pa3roBopuTE HU Ha €3UKA,
KOWTO HUKOHU APYT HE pa3dupa.
W BOJMHUSAT MOJIET Ha BIFOOCHA MTHUIIA
Kato Hest kbM TeO 1a pasnepst Kpuia.
Hanm c¢bM TBoATA Manka yactuia’?
3ama3u Mu, BCSIKO UBAIIO YTPO ChC TEO
Bceku ciomen
Bcsika cbnza
3anasu MH....
Tu Mu ma3uin

TOILTMHATA

B CBPIIETO. ..
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Rosica Stancheva | BULGARIA

ENG

WHY YOU SHOULDN’T GIFT ME
FLOWERS

I received a bouquet today

As I stared into it

I wondered if this is what happened to me
Was [ snatched from my nurture
Placed into water

Only to be doomed

Admired for a blink of a moment
Blossom mildly

Slowly drying before thy eyes
Until I am tossed into mud
Empty

Not even dissolving

But breaking

Like glass being dropped

The simily of flower

Is not unfamiliar

To me

Yet [ wonder

Is this what happens

When you try

Only to realise
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You are too weak

For you have been

Cut

Exempted from your source
For you were loved

So loved in fact

That death was better
Than to be left unadmired
Was it a passive act

Or something you asked for
You wanted to be snatched
And upon seeing thy darkness
You sped up the process with ash of stone
With each drag

Poring acid

Into your system
Corroding

Stopping your self

From sprouting a system
Was it a passive process
You blinded by naivety
Trusting blindly

Was it a cooperation

You failed to see

Will lead to your demise
Do you feel the pain

Of your last moments
Knowing they are your last
Or do you accept thy faith
And grace it with a smile
Dropped

Bang

Silently fall

If you wait too long

You will be far too gone
Metamorphis my love

Find yourself in the root
And not the flower cut

It was an attempt

A chapter if you like

Left gift unbearing

For you anyhow

Those greens

Those yellows



Those reds and whites
You can find again
But you must leave
Before you forget
Your way home

MOMENTS

On a desert beach

I stand alone

Surrounded by an echo of love
That empty sound

That the wave brings

When it crashes, smashes
Echoed by the wind

Making me stand still

A beat on repeat
Carried by the wind
My body frozen

In the midst

A sound unbeknown to time
Vastly floating in the air
The air that I breath

For I like many

Am a being pulled

by the currents streaming

A gentle breeze of water splashes
A gentle foam of summer snow
Like flakes

They come and go

Like light reflecting gently

On white teeth passing

I look up

In the dark

To be carried further
By the stars

Echoed by sound

Of waves disspersing
On the sand

Rozalia Aleksandrova | BULGARIA

ENG

BULGARIA!
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Extremely blind greatnesses.

And wise sweat

on the Bulgarian brow.

To be with you?

And to love you?

Bulgaria!

You‘re mother to the grave.

For a future.

Coded by the wind.

You choose meaning.

And headway.

Bulgaria!

And you‘re mother. And nobody"s.
And again the only one. Without a grave.
Ancient Homeland!

And contemporary.

With the fate of cosmic loneliness.
The Atlanteans sank in time.
Bulgaria is their daughter.

And every sound overflows from truths.
From the handful streams a river.
Bulgaria!

You‘re mother. The only one.

The Lion wakes up with God‘s Hand.



BG

BbJTAPUHO!

[IpenenHo cnenure BeIUYUA.
U mpapa nor

1o ObJITapcKus 100.

Jla ObieM ¢ T€0?

U na te obnuame?
bearapuiio!

Tu maiika cu 10 rpo0.

3a Obaere.

Koaupano ot BATBpa.
N36upamt cMUCHI.

U BB3x01.

bearapuiio!

W maiika cu. U Huuns.

U nax equHcTBeHa. bes rpoo.
Ponuno npesnal

U cpBpeMeHHa.

C opuc Ha KOCMUYHA CaMOTa.

IToTpHAXa aTNAHTUTE BHB BpPEMCTO.

bwarapus e TaxHa abLieps.

U Bceku 3BYK MpenuBa UCTHHU.
Ot memnara cTpyu peka.
bearapuiio!

Tu malika cu. EnuncrBena.
JIsBBT ce Oyau ¢ boxus Poka.

Bb3KPECEHHUE

Cobprero ce O0pH cbC BPEMETO.
N3smua dacana ¢ moamonu.
IIputHcKar ro CEHKH Ha MJIEMETO.
Toremu, 3Be31u. U ropronu.

Camo cpemry BATBp, Oe3CHIIeH
Jla cMayKa rHe3/a U HaJlex 1.
W ntuna B OKOTO ¢ Kpue
cnomeHu B ctux. U nosepue.

Pa3maxBa Kkpuie BbB JIETEXKa.
U 3BBH OT HEOETO MPOTIIAKBA.
To Gemre chpiie OT HATESKIH.

U nak 1me Bb3KpBhCHE OT Mpaka.

EN

RESURRECTION

The heart fights against time.
Exquisite facade with.

It is oppressed by the shadows of the tribe.

Totems, stars. And gorgonians.

Only against the wind, powerless
to crush nests and hopes.

And a bird hides in its eye
memories in verse. And trust.

It flutters its wings in flight.

And the ringing cries from heaven.
It was the heart of hopes.

It will rise again from the darkness.

ENG

NECKLACES OF CLOUDS
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are arriving

My soul is quiet.

And silvery.

I spread feelings.

And omens.

And wind in love

clears exitings thoughts.
We are now i

In the gentle suddenness
on the flight.

And every moment

is a borowed verse.

The endless life

is

cry

of boundlessness.

Of the star-counters,
stepped into paradise.



BG

OI'bPJIMIHU OT OBJIAIIN

HOPUIKAAT.
Jlymara My € THxa.

U cpebpucra.
Pa3ctunam 4yBcTBa.
U monuyowu.

U BaTHp BIt0OCH
YUCTH TPHITHU MUCIH.
Cera cMe B

HE)KHATa BHE3aMHOCT
Ha JIeTexa.

W Bcexu mur

€ CTHX Ha3aeMm.
be3kpallHUAT KUBOT

e

BUK

0e30peKHOCT.

Ha 3Be3mo0poiinm,
CTBIIMIN BBB pas.

ENG

THE HEART HAS QUIETLY
SMILED THE WORLD

One step away from immortal deeds,
you understand who you are in a world of

mistakes.

The heart has quietly smiled the world,
turning it into a human world.

To know, to forgive and to love —

the holiest science and ordinance.

The heart truly calls truths.

And it is a arbiter, a joy and a bedding.

We live forever. And we live short.
Between Hosanna and Crucify Him!
To be earthly. And to be messengers.
Golgotha awaits our innocence.

CBHPHETO TUXO E YCMUXHAJIO

BG

CBETA

Ha xpauka oT 6e3cMBbpTHUTE jea
pa3dupai Koii CH B CBAT OT TPEIIKH.
C’pr_[CTO THUXO € YCMUXHAJIO CBCTA,
IPEBPBILIANKU I'O B CBAT YOBEILKH.

Jla 3Haem, qa MPOCTUII U J]a 0OWYaI —
Hal-CBATaTa HayKa U MOBEJIA.

ChpLeTo UCTUHNUTE UCTUHCKU Hapuya.
" 10 € ChAHUK, paJOCT U MOCTEJ.

Kuseem Beuno. U xuBeem Kparko.
Mexny ,,Ocanna!* u ,,Pa3nuu ro!*
Ja 6b1em 3emHu. U 1a ObaeM mpaTeHUIIH.

l'onrora yaka HamaTa HEBUHHOCT.

ENG

AT HOME
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Death

will comes.

But it is

early

to play

the angelic

march.

The Heart that dared to change
will survive. In the cold. And falseness.
The Heart.

The Time

of God

redeems

its earthly

share.

And every moment
is born

fire.

The Hour

of meaning
matured.



BG

vV IOMA

CwmbprTa

e aoige.

Hoe

paHo

Jla CBUPH

AHTEJICKHUAT

Mapli.

Cwpuero, Apb3HAIO MPOMSHA,
mie onenee. B cryn.. Y damm.
Cwpuero.

Bpewmero

Ha bora

U3KYTIBa

CBOS 3€MEH

TSI,

W Bcexn MoMeHT

ce paxia

OT'BH.

YaceT

Ha CMHUCHIIA

y3ps.

ENG

BG

THocsewasam na Kapnoc Xweo Iappuoo Llanen

HA IPYTATA CTPAHA HA
SEMSATA

ce yemuxsa Cbplie Ha IpUATE.

Tam e poxeHna cBerTauHaTa

Ha JPEeBHOCT M Ha Marwus.

U Bceku Tpemner Ha 3eMsTa

3ampyiBa O€3HU U IPOOOMHHU.
Jlymata MU IIbTYBa IIPE€3 BEKOBE.

ITo Bucokute BbpxoBe Ha McrTuHara.
Pa3no3naBa cakpanHus 3HaK Ha OOToBETE.
B TummHara Ha CI0BOTO MPUIOTABAM
KpacoTa, eMInarus u 1oopora

ot Opatst u cecTpu Ha CIBHIIETO.
Cera Cpp1ieTo Mu BUXaa —

3eMsATa UMa caMo €/lHa CTpaHa:
JIro6oBTa MEXK Iy XOpara.

Ryszard Zaba | POLAND

[ dedicate to Carlos Hugo Garrido Chalen

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE
EARTH

is smiling Heart of a friend.

That is where light was born

of antiquity and of magic.

And every trembling of the Earth
fills abysses and bullet holes.

My soul travels through centuries.
On the high peaks of the Truth.

She recognizes the sacred sign of the gods.

In the silence of the word I shelter
beauty, empathy and goodness

from brothers and sisters of the Sun.
Now My Heart sees —

The Earth has only one side:

Love between people.

PL

LUDZIE LUDZIOM
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Sa ludzie co biorg
Sa ludzie co daja

Sa ludzie co nic do zaoferowania nie maja

Sa ludzie rados$ni

Sa ludzie podli

Sa ludzie, nie ludzie

I $wiat si¢ za nich modli

Sa ludzie ludziom potrzebni
Sa ludzie ludziom niezbgdni
Sg ludzie ludziom zwyczajni



ENG ENG

A MAN UPON A MAN I NAILED DREAMS TO THE WALL

There are folk who take
There are folk who give
There are folk that do not have anything to offer

There are joyful folk
There are mean folk
There are people, non people
And the world prays for them

There are folk needed by others

There are folk indispensable to others
There are folk regular to others

PL

PRZYBILEM DO SCIANY
MARZENIA

Przybilem do $ciany
marzenia obraz
1 wzrok zbolaty

Zawiesilem na haku
ambicje parasol
i kapelusz slomkowy

Polozytem na stole
chleb razowy
gazete codzienng

Nie zdazylem

Sciany ubezpieczy¢
haka przykrecié

Stotu wzig¢ na kredyt

Jedna chwila zastanowienia
I $wiat si¢ zmienia
Wszystko gietda mi zezarla
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To the wall
I nailed dreams picture
and pained eyes

On a hook
I hung ambitions umbrella
and a straw hat

On the table
I put brown bread
a daily newspaper

I did not manage

to insure the wall
screw the hook

get a loan for the table

One moment of reflection

And the world is changing
Stock market has devoured everything I had

PL

BOLI MNIE ZYCIE

Boli mnie zycie
boli mnie w nocy
boli o $wicie

Bolg mnie mysli
boli watroba
boli mnie zycie

Bolg mnie zgby
bolg marzenia
boli mnie Zycie

Mysle o sercu
czy ono tez ruina
Mysle o myslach



co one mysla Salah Mahameed | ITALY

1 co zndbw wymysla

Bolg mnie rgce
i boli gtowa

Bolg mnie nerwy

1 ta rozmowa

Boli mnie przysztosé
To pokrecenie

Boli glupota

I to durne gledzenie

ENG
LIFE HURTS ME

Life hurts me
It hurts me at night
It hurts at dawn

Thoughts hurt me
the liver hurts
life hurts me

Teeth hurt me
Dreams hurt
Life hurts me

ENG

I am thinking about the heart
Is it in ruin too THE CHILD WHO BROUGHT PEACE

I am thinking about thoughts
what do they think
and what will they come up with again

Introduction by Milena Milani
1llustrated by Paola Balmano
Translated by Dr Kamel Salek
Hands hurt me

and head hurts INTRODUCTION

by Milena Milani
Nerves hurt me

and this conversation People on earth constantly esteem the values of

peace. On the contrary, they continue to fuel wars. We
just need to browse through any historical vo-lume to
realise that the word ,,peace® is pure utopia. However,
Stupidity hurts this word has a meaning for the poet Salah Mahameed.
and this dumb talk The love embodied by the child Baha-dino, the

The future hurts me
This twistiness
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protagonist of the fable written by Salah Mahameed
and illustrated by Paola Palmano, illuminates the
soul, heart and mind. Embracing the expanse of
the sky, Bahadino makes his enchanted journeys,
high above, between the clouds and blue, making
unparalleled encounters. He learns to distinguish
the true from the false, the right from the wrong.
He understands that every human being has a
responsibility towards others, especially if he is
destined to take power, to become a leader. The
important thing is to put yourself at the service of
the community exercising good.

Salah Mahameed has a lot of arrows in his
cultural quiver. Above all, he is characterised by an
amazing spontaneity, the spirit of careful observation
and openness towards others, transcending racial
affiliation, religion and political orientation.
Bahadino is, in a certain sense, a portrait of him. The
adventures of a young hero are perhaps only dreams,
but his statements hit the depth of reality.

The closing discourse embodies his poetic
character. He clearly expresses sys-tematic properties
of his laws which can be condensed in love. Love is
also an expression of peace. Here we return to the
core of the fable; the necessity of defeating evil and
triumph of good. People often refuse love. They
invent fate to justify their disorder and frustration.

Bahadino, however, has his recipe. Among
birds, fish, flowers, butterflies and smiles, delicate
perfumes, he proposes himself to readers with the
charm of his name, which means “splendour of
faith”. Salah Mahameed also wrote a reli-gious
text. Faith and peace have universal value. It is up
to us not to betray ei-ther one or the other.

Milena Milani

13

A few decades ago, in a place not far away,
in a country with so many plains, on which
Moses wanted to bring his people, with so many
seas on which Jesus walked, with so many
mountains from which Mohammad ascended to
heaven, lived a beautiful child who was called

Bahadino which means the splendour of faith.

His skin colour is wheaten. His hair is blond and
his eyes are green. He used to spend some of his time
every day in his father‘s farm. He was constantly
invit-ing his friends to eat and play at his house,
because he knew they weren‘t rich. That is why his
parents and friends loved him very much. Bahadino
used to play with his friends in the town square and
to come back home every day be-fore sunset, greet
his parents and brothers, wash, eat and sleep.

One evening, as he came back home, he
unusually found his father in bed. Bahadino got
worried and warmly greeted his father and asked:

14

“Hi Dad, are you in pain?”

“No. No, I'm just tired today. I‘'ve worked
hard,” the father replied.

“Why did you work so much?” Bahadino asked
in amazement.

”Because we have a lot of land and a lot of trees
which will die, if I do not take care of them,” the
father explained.

Bahadino was not satisfied with the answer.
He thought for a moment and then said,“We can
preserve those trees that we need. As for the rest
we give to the people in need and so we will work
less. So you wouldn‘t get tired and we could play
together all evenings”

One day when Bahadino was playing with his
friends in the square, he saw a child sitting on a
large rock under the largest tree in the town. The
child was crying.

“Hello friend, why are you crying? Did you
lose something? I will help you to look for it, but
why don‘t you come now and play with us?

My name is Bahadino. What is your name?”
said Bahadino.

“My name is Wahid,” the child replied.

“Why are you crying?” Bahadino asked again.

“Because I can‘t be like you. I can‘t play with
you. My father died and my mother has no money
to buy me clothes and books or to send me to the
school,” the child replied.
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Bahadino was saddened. He sat next to Wahid
on the rock and began to think. After a while, two
small birds landed next to them. The two birds were
singing and dancing. They invited the children to
play with them. Bahadino jumped up happy and
said to Wahid, “Do you want to be my brother?
You can come and live in my house. I will ask my
father to give you money in order to buy clothes
and books. We would go to school together. Let‘s
play now and I‘ll talk to my dad later.”

Another day, while Bahadino and his friends
were playing football in the square, a gentleman
with a red hat on his head passed by. The
gentleman was carried a long stick with a bright
yellow handle.

One of the children kicked the ball so that it
knocked the man’s hat off.

The gentleman became very angry and took
hold of the guilty child and began to beat him with
his stick.

All the children escaped from the square. Only
Bahadino remained to defend his friend.

“And you, why didn‘t you run away? Aren‘t
you afraid?” the gentleman asked Bahadino
angrily.

“Why should I be afraid?” replied Bahadino.

“I am the ruler of the town. Everyone must be
afraid of me!” the ruler said.

“You are the ruler of the town. But you are not
the ruler of children. If you want to be our ruler,
you have to know, how to play with us.

Why did you hit my friend?” explained Bahadino.

18

“Because he knocked my hat off my head.
Besides, this square is not a suitable place to play
football,” the ruler replied.

“I don‘t care what you say for where else we
can go to play? You as adults don‘t play? My
friend didn‘t intend to knock off your hat. You did
misbehave with him,”” Bahadino said.

The ruler did not know how to answer and
resumed on his way.

In that evening, when Bahadino came home, he
found his father waiting for him.

“Hello Dad”

“Hi Bahadino. I want to talk to you, son.”

“About what, dad? What happened?” Bahadino
asked.

“What happened today with the town ruler?”
asked the father.

“Nothing evil. We are not guilty. My friend did
not intend to knock off his hat. The ruler punished
him. He beat him with a stick. I don‘t know where
we should go to play? There were no places other
than the Square. I stayed to de-fend my friend who
was crying. I didn‘t do anything wrong, I only
defended my friend.”

The father smiled and said,“My son, you have
become an adult. The town ruler is not angry with
you. On the contrary, he loves you, because you
showed cou-rage and you did not run away and
stayed there to defend your friend. The town ruler
has not children and he would like you to go to his
house to live there. He will teach you, how to help
people and how you become a ruler like him. Go
tomorrow morning to his house.”

21

Bahadino did not know how to answer. He was
happy, but he was also worried.

He spent that evening thinking. The next
morning he moved to live in the town ruler‘s
house.

The ruler was living in a large house on top of
a hill, surrounded by a lush gar-den. The house
contained a luxury divan (meeting room), in which
Bahadino was sitting close the town ruler, while
the guests were sitting in a circle inside the divan.

There were discussions in divan about life, war,
peace and about the harvests, seasons, religions,
prophets and the great men.

In the house of the town ruler there also lived
a small and pretty girl named Majda. Her name
means glory. She was there to help town ruler‘s
wife with the housework. She used to spend her
free time playing in the garden with flowers and
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butterflies. Majda was a shy child and didn’t talk
to strangers. She never spoke to Bahadino.

When Bahadino approached to speak with her,
she lowered her head and ran to the garden. Bahadino
did not know how to make friends with her.

One day, when Majda was playing in the
garden, Bahadino tried to talk to her.

“Hello. My name is Bahadino. What is your
name?”’

Majda bowed her head.

22

“Would you like to become my friend? I will
teach you many games.”

“I don‘t want to play with you. I don‘t like your
games,”” Majda replied.

“Why? You‘ll see how beautiful they are. Come
on! Let’s try to play together.”

Bahadino insisted, but Majda replied him: ,,You
males are bad!”

“It‘s not true. Besides, I’'m a child.”

“I don‘t want to play with you. I want to play
with my flowers and butterflies,”” Majda replied.

“Why don’t you teach me how to play with
them too?” Bahadino asked.

“Do you really want that?” Majda asked in
wonder.

“I*'m sure I‘ll like it, but you have to teach me,”
Bahadino answered joyfully.

“Okay, but you have to be kind, otherwise I
wouldn‘t introduce you to my friends” Majda
alerted.

“You will see that I will be good,” Bahadino
affirmed.

“However, [‘m not sure that my friends want to
get to know you,” she said worriedly.

“Go away now. I‘ll ask my friends, if they
would like to get to know you. If they see you
here, they will be ashamed of you, and they will
not tell me the truth, because they are shy.”

Bahadino came out of the garden, and moments
later, Majda called him.

“Come, Bahadino. The flowers revealed that
you are good and they would like to play with you.”

25

Thus Bahadino and Majda became friends and
they started playing together in the garden.

The town ruler and his wife were delighted.

One day, when Majda was playing in the garden,
Bahadino eagerly went to her to greet her and get
to know her new friends. But Majda bowed her
head and started crying.

“Hello Majda, what happened? Why are you
crying?”’

“I knew you are bad. Get out!” Majda said
angrily.

“Why are you talking to me like that? What
have I done wrong?”’ Bahadino replied worriedly.

“You let my butterflies escape. They were afraid
of you and run away. Don‘t come to the garden any
more,” Majda said while she was crying.

Majda called the butterflies, but she did not
return.

Bahadino tried to convince and calm her down.

“Didn’t you ever talk about me with the
butterflies who agreed to be my friends?”

“I don‘t want you to come play with me. You
scare my friends,” Majda said while tears was
falling from her eyes.

“But the flowers said I was good” Bahadino
replied with conviction.

“I convinced them, but you‘re bad. You let my
butterflies escape and now I don‘t know how to
get them back. Get out!”” Majda instructed firmly.

26

“Okay, I'm leaving. You will see that yours
butterflies will come back. Don‘t cry,” Bahadino
said as he left.

After a while, Bahadino returned to the square
and wore a yellow suit that made him look like
butterfly. Majda was still crying with her head
down ‘““Look, Majda. Here are the butterflies
coming back to you,”” Bahadino said cheerfully.

Majda raised her eyes. Bahadino started
jumping and dancing around her while he was
dressed like a butterfly.
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“l am the butterfly. I am the butterfly. Look
Majda. I am the butterfly.

Your butterfly returns to you,” said Bahadino.

Majda raised her head and when she saw
Bahadino playing the role of a butterfly, she stopped
crying and drew a light smile on her face. Bahadino
wiped away her tears and Majda began to laugh.

Suddenly the butterflies returned to the garden
and Majda and Bahadino be-came great friends
again.

The guests who frequently visited the grandiose
divan were discussing every day. Their discussions
were intense sometimes and seemed to be a quarrel.
In those cases the town ruler was intervening for
reconciliation and calm. Every-one listened to him
and respected his ideas and his solutions.

Bahadino was sitting next to the town ruler and
listening to each one and hear-ing everything. He
did not understand many things. He seemed happy,
but he couldn‘t play in the divan, because no child
ever came.

Bahadino looked like as a true son of the town
ruler.

29

He had to understand and learn a lot of things
about the world.

One day Bahadino stepped up to rooftop of the
high house and began to look away.

When the town ruler saw him. he told him:

,What are you doing there at the rooftop?*

,1 look over there. I see tall houses and a large
blue carpet there in the back. What is this? Is it the
end of the world?” Bahadino asked curiously.

“No, Bahadino. It is a city. I will take you to
visit it tomorrow.”

Bahadino was happy for that.

The next day Bahadino and the town ruler
traveled to the city.

Bahadino saw a very tidy city with asphalted
roads. He saw lots of coloured cars, traffic lights
and sign boards

The population of the city were speaking a
different language and wearing strange clothes.

They were walking fast. He saw roses, but they
were planted in pots.

He did not see any child playing in the squares
and streets.

He asked the town ruler, ““Where do the children
play?”

“In the playgrounds,” replied the town ruler

Why don‘t we have playgrounds like them?
Bahadino asked.

The town ruler didn‘t know, what to answer
him.

Bahadino saw people from his town.

30

He joyfully said to the town ruler, “Look, there
are people from our town who came to visit the
city.”

“No Bahadino. You are wrong. These people
are here to work,”’ the town ruler replied.

“And why here?” Bahadino asked.

“’Because there are factories here,” the town
ruler replied.

“Why don‘t we have factories?” Bahadino
asked in wonder.

The town ruler could not answer.

Then Bahadino visited the zoo and saw many
animals. The town ruler took him to the big blue
rug. He realised that it was the sea.

He asked many questions about the inhabitants
of the city, why they spoke dif-ferent languages
and why they were richer than the people of his
town.

The town ruler couldn‘t answer all the questions.

Bahadino bought a lot of gifts for his friends.
He told them with passion and enthusiasm about
his visit after returning home. But he continued to
think about the questions for which the town ruler
had not been able to find an answer.

Bhadino has grown up and matured. So have
his questions. He no longer played with his peers:
he wanted to understand the world like an adult.

The town ruler was getting old. One day he got
worse. Many people came to see him in the divan.
Thus, the town ruler called Bahadino and said to
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him, “My son, Bahadino, now you are the town
ruler”.

35

There is in the attic a gift for you. Remember
you are the town ruler. Divan is now yours. You
became a man. So when I die, you should not cry,
because you will be the town ruler.”

The town ruler died. A lot of people cried, but
Bahadino didn‘t.

The old man was buried, night fell and everyone
went home.

Bahadino was sad. He remembered the gift, so
went up to the attic to look for his gift. He found a
large carpet, but the carpet didn‘t interest him much.
He was about to leave when he heard a voice.

“’Welcome master!”’.

Bahadino retraced his steps in amazement.
“Who spoke?”’

“It's me... Your faithful carpet. My name is
Flying Horse™

“But you are a carpet! How can you speak?”’

Flying Horse laughed and said to him:

“You look worried. Would you like to take a
tour?”’

“What do you say?” Bahadino asked in
amazement.

“Sit on me and I‘ll take you for a tour.”

Bahadino complied and began to feel very
happy with that beautiful gift. To-gether they flew
over the sleeping town at that night.

When Bahadino woke up the next day, he found
the divan full of people. Eve-ryone spoke different
languages and dressed differently. They talked
aloud, and argued with animation. There were
many problems to be solved.

36

The town was upside down and everyone was
waiting for the gentleman to speak. Bahadino
listened to everyone, one by one.

Everyone claimed a different thing and
everyone alleged to be right. The situa-tion was
getting worse.

Bahadino was very confused. His mind was full
of questions that he could not answer. Now he had
become the ruler and had to resolve the problems.
He told people to wait until the next morning to
have time to think. The night brought advice to
Bahadino. He decided to go in search of gifts to
bring for his people, in the hope of making them
happy. He left with Flying Horse.

Flying Horse flew with him in the sky. Suddenly
two planes approached him. There were policemen
on board.

“’Stop!”” they ordered him and he stopped.

“Where are you going? Give us your ID! What
is your flight number?”” They asked him.

“I don‘t need flight numbers. I am Bahadino
and I traveling to look for gifts for my people who
are unhappy and restless” Bahadino replied.

“Show us please your passport and permission
to fly in this sky. You can not fly outside the
borders of your town. We have to arrest you.”

“I don‘t need permits to fly. The sky belongs
to everyone and no one has the right to split it up.
You can‘t arrest me.”

Flying Horse carried him away and Bahadino
fell asleep deeply. He was awakened by bright
light.

39

He looked around and saw a very tall building.
At the top was a fat man, sitting behind a table.

“Hello, little one,” the fat man greeted him.

“’Greetings. What are you doing here at this
late time of the night? Why are not you sleeping?”
Bahadino asked

“l am guarding my building. It is the tallest
building in the world. I am thinking of building
another one,” the fat man replied.

“Will you sleep when you build another one?”
Bahadino asked.

“Who knows... I hope I‘ll be able to sleep
then.”

’Are you afraid?”’

“I am not afraid of anyone. I am the richest one
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in the world. I am not afraid at all,”” the fat man
replied.

“Why are you fat?”” Bahadino asked.

“I am fat because I eat a lot”

While the fat man was speaking, he brought his
right hand on his left chest. He was in pain.

’Are you sick?”” Bahadino asked.

“My heart is sick,” the fat man answered

“Why?”

“Because | have worked so hard. To be so rich
I worked day and night.

I had to sacrifice something. You can‘t become
so rich without paying a price,” the fat man
explained.

““You don not have to think and work a lot, you
have to rest and sleep.

I am sure that one building will be enough for
you.” Bahadino replied.

“What are you saying? [ must and want to have
more money.

40

Money makes me happy and gives me a feeling
of strength. How can I neglect my Business?”’

Bahadino got tired of that discussion, so he fell
asleep and was carried away by Flaying horse.

Later he was woken up by the crying of a man
who was standing in front of a wall with a book in
his hand.

The man was reading and crying in front of a
wall.

“Who are you and why are you crying?”
Bahadino asked.

“’I am the follower of the oldest prophet who
saved our people from slavery. I cry because they
destroyed our temple,” the man with the book in
his hand rep-lied.

“Will you stop crying if I rebuilt your temple?”
asked Bahadino

after thinking.

The man did not know how to answer.

Then Bahadino continued:

“The town ruler, before dying, recommended
me not to cry. He asked me to help the people.

How can I help you?”

The man with the book in his hand did not
answer. Bahadino continued:

“Your prophet saved you from slavery to make
you free and happy, not to make you cry. There are
many reasons to cry, but you have to look for only
one rea-son to be happy,” Bahadino said.

The man with the book in his hand did not
answer and continued his crying. Then Bahadino
got bored and fell asleep.

43

He was awakened due the people’s whispers.
He opened his eyes and saw an immense square,
crowded with people, and a large palace. A man
in the white suit came out of one of its balconies
and began talking to the people. He talked about
peace. Bahadino wanted to meet him. He entered
the building and saw a crowd dressed in uniforms
with different colours: white, brown and black.

“Good morning” Bahadino greeted.

“Good morning, son. How can I help you?”
said a man in the white suit.

“My people are upset and I don’t know how I
can help them,” Bahadino replied.

“You should be kind to one another and pray to
God,” the man in the white suit advised.

“Are you good?”” Bahadino asked.

“Of course, because God orders us to be good
and to forgive one another”

“But why does each of you wear clothes of
different colours?” Bahadino asked curiously.

“Because each colour represents a different
degree of religiosity,” the man replied.

“And are there degrees of goodness too?” asked
Bahadino in amazement.

“No, it‘s not that simple, son. It‘s not easy
to understand that. You have to study God
commandments well. The more you study them,
the better you realise the Creator‘s will!”” the man
in the white suit answered.

“To be good you have to study God’s
commandments”

“Yes, son, our prophet commanded us ...”
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But Bahadino fell asleep again and Flying
Horse took him away.

He was awakened by a bright sun. When he
opened his eyes, he saw lots of people around a
black stone. A man with a long white beard was
speaking to the crowd and everyone listened to
him and seemed happy.

Bahadino wanted to ask that man for advice.

“Greeting. Who are you?”” Bahadino asked.

“Welcome young man. We are followers of
the last prophet sent by God to all people. He
commanded us to pray to one God and to be good,
so he will send us to heaven.” replied the man with
the white beard.

“But the other men I met also say they are right
and good,” Bahadino said.

“You have to believe in the word of God,
written in the book which has come down to us
through the last prophet; so you can be just and
save yourself.” replied the man with conviction.

“But they all told me about their prophets, and
they all say they are good. Meanwhile, my people
are still suffering and I don‘t know what to do?”

The word of God, which he commanded us and
that we received...”

Bahadino fell asleep and Flaying Hours carried
him away.

He awakened by strong smell of smoke. He
looked around and saw another man with a short
beard sitting behind a counter. There were many
books on the counter. The man was smoking a
cigar. Bahadino wanted to meet him.

47

“Hi, little one. What are you doing here?”
How do you fly on that carpet?’’ asked the man in
amazement.*

“This is my friend; Flying Horse. It was given
to me by the town ruler. I am looking for gifts to
give to my worried people in order to make them
happy.

And you, what are you doing here at this hour
of the night? Why are not you sleeping?”’

“This is an interesting phenomenon. It is worth
to be studied,” the man thought and then said,

“Come here, a young man. [ am a scientist and
I study man and nation.”

“Really? So do you know what I should do to
save my people!”” Bahadino asked curiously.

“Come and I will teach you,” the man with the
short beard answered.

Bahadino got off his carpet and sat next to the
scientist.

“First of all, you are too young to solve
problems of the grown-ups. You still have a long
way to go. You have to study hard,” the scientist
said.

“What about my people? I have to act quickly,
I have to find some gifts that will make them
happy,” Bahadino told the scientist.

“No, that‘s not right. You‘re still too young to
worry about these things.

This is a craze. Indeed, it is a psychosis, or a
form of depression.”

The scientist thought and said to Bahadino:

When you get old you will understand the world

*The author does not misbelieve the content of any of the
divine messages. However, he strives and discusses its concept
in humans according to the teachings of religions.
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Then you can solve their problems. You
shouldn‘t bother yourself with these issues for
now,”’ the scientist advised him.

“I can‘t. My people are sick. I have to help
them. I have to find some gifts,”” Bahadino replied.

“But first you have to heal yourself. I must try
to help you and then you can think about your
people. My science will save you,” the scientist
said while he was smoking his cigar.

“Am I not healthy? What is wrong? True, |
am very tired. How can I heal myself? And what
about you? Are you healthy? Can you help me?”
Bahadino asked with interest.

“Of course I can. I‘m a great scientist,” the
man replied.
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“What should I do then?”

“You must read the rules of a healthy man,”
the scientist explained and handed a books to
Bahadino.

Bahadino began to read with great interest.
Few moments later the scientist fell asleep on his
books.

Bahadino liked the scientist and wanted to
become like him. He sat behind the table and took
a cigar from the packet on the table and lit it up.

At the first puff of smoke he was seized by a
violent cough. The scientist woke up and asked in
wonder:

“What are you doing? Do you smock?”’

“You too did it ...».

“You should not smoke. You are still young.
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Smoking is bad for you,” said the scientist in a
reproachful tone.

“Then why do you smoke?”’

“Because [‘ve become so fond of it that I can‘t
get rid of it. My chest is sick now, but you should
not start smoking,” the scientist said.

“You are unwell scientist! How then can you
help people?”

“Unfortunately,
avoided. I advise people

for the best, and if they follow my advice, they
will be well,” explained the scientist.

Bahadino was not convinced. He came back to
sit down on his carpet and departed the scientist
by saying:

“First heal your chest, then I will come to study
with you.”

His Flying Horse carried him away and he
deeply fell asleep.

Strange sounds awaked Bahadino. He opened
his eyes and saw a shiny metal body in the shape
of a man. He was amazed and asked immediately:

“Hello! Who are you?”

“I‘m a robot and my name is Miki,” the metal
body replied in a metallic voice.

“My name is Bahadino and this is my friend

certain vices cannot be

Flying Horse. But how can you fly alone?”
Bahadino asked.
“I know how to do everything by myself. I
don‘t need any help from anyone,” Miki replied.
“Really? It is very nice what you say. You
should be happy, while I have
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to find many solutions and gifts for my people.
I can‘t do that alone,” Bahadino said.

“I can help you. I am the most sophisticated
robot ever. Tell me what do you want and I will
answer you,”” he said.

Bahadino was pleased to meet Miki and asked
him to show him his home and his town.

Miki made some settings and then showed up
on his screen the whole town and what‘s going on
there.

Then Bahadino exposed his problem to his new
friend who quickly offered him swift solutions.

“You have to tell that to this group of people.
But for other group of people you have to behave
with them as follows.”

Miki offered solutions to Bahadino who was
convinced and satisfied at Miki‘s ability.

Then he relaxed and suddenly began to think
about Majda and said to Miki:

“Thank you Miki for your amazing skill. Now I
can dedicate myself to my girlfriend. You too Miki
can relax and think about your girlfriend!”

“What does it mean? I think about what?” Miki
clarified.

“How? Don‘t you have a girlfriend, a fiancée?”
Bahadino asked.

“What does it mean? I don’t need anyone to live
and work! I am the most equipped,” Miki replied.

“Sorry, I don‘t understand you. Don‘t you have
a girlfriend with whom you share pleasures and
sorrows?”’ Bahadino asked in wonder.
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“I don‘t share anything with anyone. I am the
most informed robot that exists!”” Miki answered.
“But you don‘t love, sorry?”” Bahadino asked.

— 137 —



“What does this word mean?? I process data
and provide information. I follow the orders
dictated to me perfectly.

“l am indispensable to everyone, because I
make happy,”’

Miki clarified.

“But you have to feel the tenderness of partner,
your girlfriend,” Bahadino explained.

“Girlfriend? That‘s impossible. I‘m the best
robot.”

Miki continued to speak and Bahadino took the
Flying Horse again.

While Flying Horse was taking him away he
said, ““Before you give solutions, you have to feel,
to love. It is better for me to sleep now,” and he
fell asleep.

He was awakened by a noise in the sky. When
he opened his eyes he saw two men with many
followers. The two men were facing each other.

Greetings, who are you? And why are you
facing each other?”” Bahadino asked.

”Welcome young man, we are Guards of the
freedom in the world, we are fighting against
those who are enemies of freedom,” said a man in
a tunic with gold threads and stars.

Bahadino turned to the other group.

’Greeting. And you, who are you?”’

”We are the defenders of human rights. We are
here to keep the peace on earth!” replied a man
with a white shirt and red cloak around the neck.
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”But man lives down on earth. Why are you
fighting here?”” Bahadino asked the both men.

”We can‘t face each other on earth. Our
weapons are powerful and could destroy the entire
planet,” the two men answered.

”You have made weapons so powerful and
capable of destroying the earth and you say you want
to keep peace among men? You lie, because peace is
not made with weapons. What right do you have to
divide the earth among you and pollute the sky? The
sky belongs to everyone and, above all, to the birds,”
then both men tried truthfully to convince Bahadino.

Both men tried to convince him of their reasons,
telling him that he was too young to understand
and that when he grew up he would see things
more clearly.

Once again Bahadino fell asleep as Flying
Horse carried him away.

In a dream he saw his country and the great
crowd that awaited him. Everyone was screaming
and looking like they were about to fight. Suddenly
he saw a child on a carpet approaching people.
The child had a body that suits him and a voice
that matches him.

“My friends, you who check the confines of sky
in vain, you with your big bel-lies, friends with
different ideas, with different thoughts, calm down
a little. You have millions of reasons to fight, but
you just need to find one reason to love each other.
Hold back the filthy words. Learn to live together
and not fight for an idea. Look at to the sky.
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Listen to the song of a bird. Enjoy the dance of
a fish, a flower that is reborn every season. If you
behave in this way you can find a great language
of serenity and peace. You will become close to
the heart of God, because He appears to you in the
beauty of your love.

My friends, you are all right, but your death
would make no sense.

You have to live, because you were born not
only for yourself. You can cling to the millions of
reasons that divide you, but you will not be happier
than a bird singing, a fish dancing.

Leave your coded thoughts aside. Give reason
to your perceptions... You can smell the scent of
a flower, and enjoy the spectacle of a sunrise.
My friends, try to silence your overwhelming
thoughts. Show that you can fly in a smoke-free
and borderless sky, sing with birds, dance with
fish, be reborn with flowers in every season.

Listen to the smile of a child, to the cry of a
child, because you were children and you are
still children. Forget your thoughts, listen to your
senses and pay attention to life.”
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Bahadino woke up and found himself in the air Il teatro, una piccola parte di cielo

in his divan. People, from below, looked at him su un fondale dipinto,
and appeared calm, happy and serene. Everyone un gioco, un cammino diverso,
had tears in their eyes and wanted to hug him, una quotidianita inventata
because that child had brought peace. lasciata fuggire e poi
ancora rubata dietro le quinte
End quando forse — nel sogno —

eravamo bambini.

Simone Bandirali | ITALY ENG

Theatre is theatre,

men’s wonderful mirror

reflecting his image

in the water of the words.

Theatre is evidence of the gesture,
that gesture we all keep inside
ready to explode in life

in its unbearable becoming.

Theatre, a small part of sky

on a painted background,

a game, a different way,

a new day by day

forgotten and then
— still stolen in the backstage,
feval® when maybe — in the dream —
we were kids.

IT 2.

,,Cielo, sono in ritardo!

Cosa dira mai la Regina?”

E cosi tutte le volte

che ho ripercorso le orme

di quel dannato coniglio bianco

POESIE - POEMS
da “Il Teatro di Alice” (Edizioni dell’ Ariete-
2000) from “Alice’s theater”

L. mi sono trovato a pensare
Il teatro ¢ teatro anzi a vivere in sovrappiu
uno specchio meraviglioso dell‘uomo le colpe di un altro.
che riflette la sua immagine Sono persino arrivato
nell‘acqua delle parole. a desiderare di ucciderlo quel coniglio
invece non 1‘ho mai fatto
Il teatro ¢ evidenza del gesto, ritrovandomi alla fine
quel gesto che tutti teniamo dentro con i miei intatti complessi
pronto ad esplodere nella vita, in cambio di una valida poesia
nel suo insostenibile divenire. minimalista.
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%k skosk

“Goodness, I am late!

What would the Queen say?”

And so every time

I followed the steps

of that damned white rabbit

I thought, indeed I found myself living
in addition to the faults of another.
I even arrived

to want to kill that rabbit

but [‘ve never done it

finding myself at the end

with my complexes intact

in exchange for a valid poem

4.

Pinocchio, fratello mio
figlio padre e compare

di fede e di sventura
travolto dalla sorte crudele
della menzogna

che altro non ¢ per i puri
che verita altrimenti vestita.
Nostra madre ¢ Cassandra
anzi matrigna.

Dio ne ¢ testimone.

skeskok

Pinocchio, brother of mine,

minimalist. son, father and companion
of games and misfortune
overwhelmed by the cruel fate
Alice of lies, that for the pure men

un filo sottile di pensieri affondati

nel paese oscuro della fantasia ribelle
quel paese oscuro che ci prende per mano
e ci colora la vita.

Alice

un coniglio bianco un vestitino bianco

un mazzo di carte una regina impazzita
sicuramente una regina di cuori

signora di mille canzoni

una colazione sull‘erba fermata da Manet
o forse da Matisse un girotondo d‘ignudi
in un laghetto di lilla.

koK

Alice

a thin thread of thoughts sunk

into the dark land of rebellious fantasy,
that dark land takes us by the hand

and puts colour to our life.

Alice

a white rabbit, a white baby dress

a deck of cards, a crazy Queen,

for sure a Queen of Hearts

Lady of thousand songs,

a breakfast on the grass captured by Manet

is nothing else than truth
in a different dress.

Our mother is Cassandra
or rather, stepmother.
God is witness.

Nel Campo dei Miracoli

non ho mai seminato zecchini d‘oro

soltanto una rete di sogni
facilmente irrealizzabili

addormentati nel sentiero della vita.

A volte ho volato come Astolfo
sull‘Ippogrifo per infiniti cieli
ogni luna era un fiocco di neve
un respiro abbandonato perso
sulla punta del tuo seno.

skeskok

In the Field of the Miracles

I have never sown golden coins,
just a net of

easily unattainable dreams
asleep in the path of life.

Sometimes I flew as Astolfo riding
on the Hippogriff around endless skies,

or maybe by Matisse a merry-go-round
of naked in a lilac flowers pond
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every moon was a snowflake,
an abandoned lost breath
on your breast.

La vocazione all‘eccesso

questo prezioso tarlo

che rode dalle fondamenta

la nostra meravigliosa

casina di Hansel e Gretel

in compagnia discreta

di quei due incomparabili maestri
il gatto e la volpe

-parliamo di Pinocchio s‘intende-
che sono la sovranita dei consumi
e la logica del desiderio.

%k skosk

The vocation to excess

this precious worm

that eats away from the foundations
our wonderful

Hansel and Gretel‘s house,

in discreet company

of those two incomparable masters
the Cat and the Fox

— we talk about Pinocchio, of course —
that are the sovereignty of consumption
and the logic of desire.

Regalami una stella

un sogno un aquilone

per ogni volta che ti ho spinta
sull‘altalena dei miei pensieri.

Sei Esmeralda, Margherita, Colombina
innamorata del suo Pulcinella.

Sei la Regina della Notte

appesa ad un triangolo di luce

ed anche sei Alice,

Alice la piccola la piu indifesa

cammini sull‘erba raccogliendomi fiori.

Ti basta un soffio per volare.

skeskosk

Give me a star

a dream, a kite

for each time I pushed you

on the swing of my thoughts.

You are Esmeralda, Margherita,
Colombina in love with her Pulcinella.
You are the Queen of the Night

hanging from a triangle of light

and you are also Alice,

Alice the little one, the most defenseless
you walk on the grass picking flowers for me.
All you need is a breath to fly.

Non mi accorgo mai quando ti vedo

se ¢ piu forte la forza del respiro

o il passo che lieve a me sempre ti avvicina.
Mi inviti in sentieri lastricati di stelle

ed 10, Pollicino affondato nell‘ansia

del tempo consumato mi lascio vincere
dalle migliori intenzioni.

Oggi il giorno ¢ un clavicembalo d‘amore
una viola ben temperata nello spazio largo
andante maestoso del tuo sorriso.

skeskok

I never realize when I see you
if the power of breath is stronger
than the light step that always takes you close

to me.
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You invite me to paths paved with stars
and I, Tom Thumb sunk in anxiety

by the consumed time, I let myself win
by the best intentions.

Today the day is a harpsichord of love,
a well-tempered viola in wide space
andante maestoso of your smile.

E poi un giorno Alice si sveglia
scioglie le trecce

cammina finalmente nel mondo

che non ¢ tanto diverso dal giardino



dove prima sognava.

Conigli bianchi carte da gioco parlanti
cappellai matti regine di cuori
passano per ogni strada

in ogni cuore si fermano a respirare.
Basta saperli vedere.

%k kosk

And then, one day Alice wakes up,
loosens her braids,
finally walks in the world

which is not so different from the garden

where she dreamed before.

White rabbits, talking playing cards,
mad hatters, queens of hearts

they pass through every street

in every heart they stop to breathe.

You just need to know how to see them.

a Lele Luzzati

Un bambino guarda il mare

e sogna il peso delle onde

la forma dei pesci la forza del vento
che spinge la sabbia e le da forma.
Il bambino ¢ piccolo

sogna il volo dei gabbiani

e intanto che dorme soffia

soffia nel corno, lo shofar,

intanto che dorme sogna

di dormire all‘ombra

delle verdi capanne di Sukkot.

Poi il bambino diventa uomo,

il germoglio si fa albero

una possente magnolia

un bosco di parole colorate

ogni foglia una pagina dove la matita
insegue il colore, la vita la fiaba.
Non c‘¢ blu piu blu dei capelli
della Fata Turchina,

nessuna fragola ¢ rossa

come il cuore del Faraone.
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to Lele Luzzati

A child looks at the sea

and dreams of the weight of the waves,
the shape of the fish, the strength of the wind
that pushes the sand and gives it shape.
The child is small,

he dreams of the flight of seagulls

and while he sleeps he blows

he blows the horn, the shofar,

while he sleeps he dreams

to sleep in the shade

of the green huts of Sukkot.

Then the child becomes a man

the sprout becomes a tree,

a mighty magnolia,

a forest of colorful words,

each leaf a page where the pencil
chases the color and life the fairy tale.
There is no blue bluer than hair

of the Fata Turchina,

no strawberries are red

as the heart of Pharaoh.



Sharon Desligneres | FRANCE

ENG

I USED TO BE A TREE

Where have the birds that nested on my
branches gone? They tried to find places that can
still call themselves nature, parks, forests, hedges
and rural groves. I remain alone on this desolate
land. Formerly there were houses, gardens and
many trees, which protected with their green
foliage the surrounding landscape and the animals
and people who lived here.

Came bulldozers, trucks, machines of destruc-
tion, tearing down everything. Nothing remains of
what was once a little paradise. Soon the ground
will be level, a desert, looking forward to what?
For a long time I was left alone, contemplating the
disaster. Then came my turn.

All that remains of me now is a pile of branches
and segments of trunk which will soon leave,
this winter, going up in smoke, making beautiful
flames. So I will go to heaven, my ultimate destiny.

But perhaps I am wrong to complain, to lament
on my fate. While so many others suffered a slow
death, eaten away by horrible predators, viruses,
bacteria, fungi, insects, parasitic growths... Their
agony lasted an infinite time — ah! Pollution! -
while mine is a matter of a year, a month, a week,
a day. I was left on the construction site, the last of
all. I witnessed the agony of my brothers, felled,
cut up, thrown into the back of huge trucks, carried
away towards their ultimate end.

Thank God this was happening in winter. The
birds had left for other skies. The nests were empty
and the chicks were grown.

However, on this large plot of land, there used
to be several houses with lovely gardens. Why did
those people leave them, the inhabitants of these
charming little gardens of Eden?

The birds returned, looking for their trees, the

trees that had sheltered them year after year and
the branches that hosted the nests of the young,
where their eggs hatched and the fledglings grew
up. A whole life cycle, for ages. Now gone.

It wasn‘t just in the Middle Ages that people
sold their souls to the Devil! This is also commonly
done today. We don‘t think about the fact that
money is a volatile value while land is something
material, something concrete, a source of life.
Selling your cozy nest, the house with the garden
where your children were born and grew up, with
no regrets, all that just for a big check, the real
value of which is decreasing day by day, just for the
benefit of concreting and making buildings more
like rabbit hutches and drug mines than anything
else, not speaking of their being sources of many
delinquencies! Is this better than a green nature
which is home to all kinds of living species, trees,
various plants, insects, birds, mammals... a nature
which undoubtedly contributes to the health of it’s
population.

I, who used to be a tree, the last tree in this
place, while waiting to find myself in the clouds,
I pray to heaven to grant to this Earth large green
spaces, covered with grass and trees, with a lush
vegetation, and bodies of water, where all kinds
of species of terrestrial, aquatic and celestial
creatures would frolic, crawl, swim and fly and
who would live in perfect harmony with Humans,
who had finally become reasonable. Finally... if
there are still any Humans left.

DE

ICH WAR EIN BAUM

Wo sind die Vogel geblieben, die auf meinen
Zweigen nisteten? Sie gingen zu Orten, die
noch bewaldet waren. Parks, Wilder, Hecken
und ldndliche Haine. Ich bleibe allein in diesem
trostlosen Land. Frither gab es Hiduser, Gérten
und viele Bdume, die mit ihrem griinen Laub die
umliegende Landschaft und die dort lebenden
Tiere und Menschen schiitzten.
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Es kamen Bulldozer, Lastwagen, Zerstorungs-
maschinen, die alles niederrissen. Von dem, was
einst ein kleines Paradies war, ist nichts mehr iib-
rig. Bald wird der Boden eben sein, Wiiste, worauf
freuen wir uns? Lange Zeit blieb ich allein und
dachte tiber die Katastrophe nach. Dann war ich
an der Reihe.

Alles, was jetzt von mir {ibrig bleibt, ist ein
Haufen Aste, nur Stammstiicke, die bald, diesen
Winter, in schone Flammen aufbrechen und so in
Rauch aufgehen werden. Also werde ich in den
Himmel kommen, meine ultimative Bestimmung.

Aber vielleicht habe ich Unrecht, mich
zu beschweren, mein Schicksal zu beklagen.
Wihrend so viele andere einen langsamen Tod
erlitten, zerfressen von schrecklichen Raubtieren,
Viren, Bakterien, Pilzen, Insekten, parasitirem
Wachstum... Thre Qual dauerte unendlich lange —
ah! Verschmutzung! — wihrend es bei mir um ein
Jahr, einen Monat, eine Woche, einen Tag geht.

Als letzter von allen wurde ich auf der Baustelle
zuriickgelassen. Ich war Zeuge der Qualen meiner
Briider, erschossen, zerstiickelt, auf die Ladefldche
riesiger Lastwagen geworfen und bis zu ihrem
endgiiltigen Ende verschleppt.

Gott sei Dank geschah das im Winter die Vogel
waren in andere Himmel aufgebrochen. Die Nester
waren leer und die Kiiken waren erwachsen. Aber
wenn sie zuriickkommen...

Auf diesem groBen Grundstiick befanden sich
jedoch mehrere Hauser mit ihren Géirten. Warum
haben sie sie verlassen, die Bewohner dieser
bezaubernden kleinen Eden-Gérten?

Die Vogel kehrten zuriick und suchten nach
ihren Baumen, den Baumen, die ihnen Jahr fiir Jahr
Schutz boten, und den Zweigen, die die Nester der
Jungen beherbergten, wo ihre Eier schliipften und
die Kiiken aufwuchsen. Ein ganzer Lebenszyklus,
seit Ewigkeiten. Jetzt weg.

Nicht nur im Mittelalter verkauften Menschen
ihre Seelen an den Teufel! Dies wird heute auch
haufig durchgefiihrt. Wir denken nicht dariiber
nach, dass Geld ein volatiler Wert ist, wahrend Land
etwas Materielles, etwas Konkretes, eine Quelle des

Lebens ist. Verkaufen Sie Thr gemiitliches Nest, das
Haus mit dem Garten, in dem IThre Kinder geboren
und aufgewachsen sind, gliicklich, alles nur fiir einen
grofen Scheck, dessen tatsachlicher Wert von Tag zu
Tag sinkt, zugunsten von Betonarbeiten, dem Bau
von Kaninchenstéllen und Nocken Minen und andere
Straftaten! Ist das besser als eine griine Natur, die
allen Arten von Lebewesen, Baumen, verschiedenen
Pflanzen, Insekten, Vogeln, Sdugetieren ein Zuhause
bietet... eine Natur, die zweifellos zur Gesundheit
der Bevolkerung beitragt?

Ich, der ich ein Baum war, der letzte Baum an
diesem Ort, wahrend ich darauf warte, mich in den
Wolken wiederzufinden, bete ich zum Himmel,
dass er dieser Erde grofe Griinflichen schenke,
bedeckt mit Gras und Bdumen, mit iippiger
Vegetation und Korpern des Wassers, in dem alle
Arten von Land-, Wasser- und Himmelslebewesen
herumtollen, kriechen, schwimmen und fliegen
und in perfekter Harmonie mit den Menschen
leben wiirden, die endlich verniinftig geworden
waren. Endlich... wenn es noch Menschen gibt...

FR

J’ETAIS UN ARBRE

Ou donc sont passés les oiseaux qui nichaient
sur mes branches? Ils s’en sont allés vers des lieux
encore boisés. Parcs, foréts, haies et bosquets
champétres. Je reste seul sur ce terrain désolé.
Autrefois il y avait des maisons, des jardins et
beaucoup d’arbres, qui protégeaient de leurs
feuillages verdoyants le paysage alentour et les
bétes et les gens qui vivaient en ces lieux.

Sont venus bulldozers, camions, machines de
destruction, abattant tout. Ne reste rien de ce qui
fut autrefois un petit paradis. Bientot le sol sera
nivelé, désertique, dans I’attente de quoi? Pendant
longtemps j’étais resté seul, a contempler le
désastre. Puis est venu mon tour.

De moi il ne reste maintenant qu’un amas
de branchages, que des segments de tronc qui
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partiront bientot, cet hiver, pour de belles flambées,
s’envolant ainsi en fumée. Ainsi j’irai au ciel, mon
ultime destinée.

Mais j’ai peut-étre tort de me plaindre, de me
lamenter sur mon sort. Alors que tant d’autres
ont subi une mort lente, rongés par d’affreux
prédateurs, virus, bactéries, champignons, insectes,
excroissances parasites... Leur agonie a duré un
temps infini — ah! La pollution! — alors que la mienne
est affaire d’un an, un mois, une semaine, un jour.

On m’a laissé sur le chantier, le dernier de
tous. J’ai assisté a I’agonie de mes fréres, abattus,
découpés, jetés a I’arriere d’immenses camions,
emportés vers leur fin ultime.

Remercions le ciel que cela se passait en hiver.
Les oiseaux étaient partis vers d’autres cieux. Les
nids étaient vides et les oisillons devenus grands.
Mais quand ils reviendront...

Il y avait pourtant, sur ce grand terrain,
plusieurs maisons avec leur jardinet. Pourquoi les
ont-ils quittées, les habitants de ces petits jardins
Eden si charmants?

Les oiseaux sont revenus, cherchant leurs
arbres, les arbres qui les ont abrités année apres
année et les branches qui ont accueilli les nids des
petits, 1a ou leurs ceufs ont éclos et ou les oisillons
ont grandi. Tout un cycle de vie, depuis des lustres.
Maintenant disparu.

Ce n’est pas seulement au Moyen-Age qu’on
vendait son ame au Diable! Cela se fait couramment
aussi aujourd’hui. On ne réfléchit pas que I’argent
est une valeur volatile alors que la terre est quelque
chose de matériel, de bien concret, source de vie.
Vendre son nid douillet, la maison avec jardin ou
ses enfants sont nés et ont grandi, heureux, tout
ca juste pour un gros chéque, dont la valeur réelle
baisse d’ailleurs de jour en jour, au profit de la
bétonnisation, d’immeubles clapiers a lapins et
mines de drogues et autres délinquances! Cela
vaut-il mieux qu’une nature verdoyante qui abrite
toutes sortes d’espéces vivantes, arbres, plantes
diverses, insectes, oiseaux, mammiféres... une
nature qui contribue sans aucun doute a la santé
de la population?

Moi, qui fus arbre, le dernier arbre en ce lieu, en
attendant de me retrouver dans les nues, je prie le ciel
d’accorderacette Terre, de grands espaces verdoyants,
couverts d’herbes et d’arbres, d’une végétation
luxuriante, et de plans d’eau, ou gambaderaient,
ramperaient, nageraient, voleraient toutes sortes
d’espéces de créatures terrestres, aquatiques et
célestes et qui vivraient en parfaite harmonie avec
les Humains, devenus enfin raisonnables. Enfin...
s’il existe encore des Humains...

Stoyan Minev | BULGARIA

DE

DAS DEUTSCHSPRACHIGE
GYMNASIUM ,,BERTOLT
BRECHT“ IN PAZARDZHIK -
BULGARIEN; HEUTE - FREM
DSPRACHEN GYMNASIUM
»BERTOLT BRECHT*

,,Der Menschheit Wiirde ist in eure Hand
gegeben,

Bewahret sie! Sie sinkt mit euch!

Mit euch wird sie sich heben!*

Friedrich Schiller
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Ich habe mein bulgarisches Gefiihl

Auf Deutsch... und tiberjubelnd ausgedriickt!

Es kommt mir von der deutschsprachigen Schul‘! —
Von ihrem Herzen aus, das niemals liigt!

Die deutschsprachige Schule ist mir nah —

Wie jedem, der sie sich zu treten stief3! —

Die Blicke der sorglosen Jugend da,

Picassos Friedenstaube, die Dich griif3t!

Die Fenster sind sehr grofl und scheinen hell!

Die Sonne in den Zimmern — werter Gast!

Der Schulfunk quélt Dich manchmal fast wie Holl*
Und raubt Dir allen Atem, den Du hast.

Die Schule ist noch nicht privatisiert! —
Dem Geist der Freiheit dient die *Menschenwiird‘!...

HEMCKATA E3UKOBA T'MMHA3USA
»BEPTOJIT BPEXT* B TA3API'KUK -
BBJITAPUSA: JTHEC - THMHA3HUA 3A UYKIHN
E3ULIMA ,BEPTOJIT BPEXT*

,,Ha 40OBE4YECTBOTO JOCTOMCHTBOTO BbB BALIUTE PbLE —
(1OCIOBHO € Ka3aHo — ,,BbB BalllaTa pbka‘“) € MOBEPEHO.

Coxpanete ro! To ue3ne — (I0CIOBHO € Ka3aHO ,,0THBA") — ¢ Bac!
"6

C Bac TO III€ CE€ BB3BUCHU
Opunpux Hlunep

A3 Ha HEMCKH €3HK CBPBXBB3TOPKEHO U3PAZUX

CBOETO OBJITapCKO YYBCTBO!

To mu unBa — (pecnexktuBHo — To Mu pousnusa) — ot
HemckoesnkoBoTo yunnuuie! —

OT HEroBOTO ChHpIlE, KOETO HUKOTA HE bKe!

HeMmckoe3ukoBOTO yumiuiie Mu € CBUAHO! —

Kakro Ha Bcekuro, KOiUTo ce ObcKalie 1a ro mpucThim! —

[Tornenute Ha Ge3rpukHATA MIAACK Tam! —

Ha ITukaco — ,,I'b1606T Ha MUpa“, KOUTO I'bIBO TE MO3ApaBsiBal

Craute ca MHOTO TOJIEMH U OIECTST CBETIO!

CabHIIETO BBTPE B TAX € MOCTOSIHHO CKbII FOCT!

VYuunuiiHara paauoypenda Te MbUH MOHSKOTA MOYTH KaTo ajl

U TH OTHEMa BCHUYKOTO JUXaHUE, KOETO mMa!

VYuunumiero oiie He € MpuBaTU3UPaHO! —

Ha nyxa Ha cBoOOaTa CIY’ M YOBEIIKOTO TOCTOMHCTBO!...
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EINE
ZUSAMMENFASSUNG
man
muss leben
(und zwar) ohne
dass man sich versohne

EAHO OBOBUHIEHUE
YOBEK
TpsiOBa 1a
xuBee (1 T0)
0e3 1a ce mpuMHpsIBa

EIN AKROPORTRAT
Lebenslustige Natur
Unwahrscheinlich schlau
Trotz athletischer Figur
Zuckt vor seiner Frau

EAUH AKPO-IIOPTPET

KHU3HEPAJOCTEH 10 IPUPOAA

HEBEPOSITHO YMEH

BBIPEKH aTieTHyHa(Ta CH)
burypa

TpbIIHE (CHOTBETHO —
TpernepH) MpeJ] CBOSATA XKEHa

(no eepmuxana nvpeume

6)/’1('61/{ HA mOo3U mexKcm HA HeEMCKU

e3UK usnuceam umenio.

N3

ITo xopuzonrana — LUTZ
— Ha OBJITAPCKU €3HK —
Iy, koero 3Haun CBetaH,
Cserno3zap, CBETJINH U T.H.



EINE ARZTIN BZW. - JEDE FRAU)

HIOMUCIIN —
Du bist B )KUBOTA THU UMall cera (1o
eine echte Frau nozpa3oupane — ,,kato 3agaqa’)
Du bist camo
wie das Licht genau
manchmal na
tiberfillt Dich Wut obunyanm
doch warm u
ist Dein Herz und gut na
Deine Welt b TUII

Dem Glanz so fremd
schont Dich
damit nichts Dich hemmt

ONUM 3a pUMy6an nPesoo:

denk*

im Leben hast Du nun TH CH

nur HCTHUHCKA KeHa —
zZu

lieben TH J0CYII CU
und CBETIIMHA

zZu

bliih‘n PAIKO

EJHA JTEKAPKA - (CBOTBETHO -
BCAKA /KEHA)

TH CH
€¢JHa NCTUHCKaA JXCHa

TH CH
TOYHO KaTO CBCTJIMHATAa

IIOHAKOTI'a
TC BPBXJINTA T'HAB

obaue ToTIo
€ TBOETO ChpIIEe U 100po

TBOSIT CBST
Ha IaHIa (ChbOTBETHO — HA TyCTPOTO;

CBHOTBETHO — Ha JIyKca) ThH Yyxk]

TC ImoniaasaBa —
3a Ja HC TC IIOTUCKA HUIIIO
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TC BPBXJIMTA I'HAB

HO
ChbpAcCUHa CH 110 HpaB

TBOAT
BOJICH CBAT — HABPC

TC aau
OT JIYKCOB I'HCT

™ —
KHUBOT BHUCII —

na
TYNTHII

na
oOunya

b TUIT



IN EINEM ATEMZUG
es
lebe
dieser
Augenblick
in
dem
Du
alle
Regeln
brichst
und
sonnig
,KOMM!“
aussprichst

HA EJIMH (Bb3)1bX
00C/106€H NPesoo:
na
KHUBEEC
TO3U
MUI
B
KOMTO
paspyLInmI
BCHUYKHU
[paBuia
158
CJIBHYCBO
[IPOU3HECEII
LEJIA1«
onum
3a puMysan npeoo
HA 6b]lZapCKu E3UK.
aa
JKHUBEC
TO3HU
MUTI'

KOorartro

CpHUHEII
BCHYKH
npaBuia

H

CI'bHUECBO
IPOU3HECEII
LEJIA«

opyea pedaxkyusi:
na

KUBEE

MHT'BT

B

KOWMTO
3auepKHeNI
BCHYKH
npaBuiIa

H

BB3KIMKHEII
LEJIA«

%k skosk

Ein Hexameter
im Rahmen des Haiku...
DIR, LIEBE, gewidmet!

LIEBE, DU Triebkraft
der Welt, sei beauftragt, in
uns zu gedeihen!

%k skosk

Enun xexcamersp
B paMKa Ha Xaiiky... Ha TeO0,
JIKOBOB, nmocseren!

JIFOBOB, TU — nBuxkema

CHJIO

Ha CBeTa, Obau

YI'bJIHOMOIIIEHA — (BBTPE) B HAC

na u30ysBar!
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GOTTES ALTER
NACH EINEM
GLUCKOLOGEN
Durch des Wortes
Moglichkeiten
Mochte ich
Das Gliick verbreiten
Und als Gliickologe
Weil} ich —
Gliick ist Gliick
Mit dreiunddreiBig
Durch des Wortes
HERRIichkeiten
Mochte ich
Das Gliick begleiten —
Uberall
Wo es hinfliegt
Sich ausdehnt
und
LIEBE
siegt

HA BOI' BB3PACTTA
CIIOPEA EJAUH
IMACTUEBE]

Ypes Ha CrnoBoto

Bb3MOKHOCTHUTE

Oux mckan

12 pa3npoCTpaHsIBaM
I[ACTUETO

U KaTO IIaCTHEBEH

a3 3Has —

IACTHETO € IacThe

Ha TPUJIECET U TPH

Ypes Ha CrnoBoto

BOXECTBEHUTE
IpesecTu

Oux mckan

1a IpUIpPYy’KaBaM MACTUETO

HaBCSAKBJIE —



KBJETO TO MOJIETSABA —
pasnpocTpaHsBa ce
u

kpaero JIOBOBTA
mobexgasa

ADAMS
WELTANSCHAUUNG
Du mein Korper,
Kerker meiner Seele,
LaB sie fliegen,

Doch solang ich noch lebendig bin!...

Seele Du,
Befrei Dich schon,

Fliege in die H6h® und schau,

Was sind
Freiheit,
Lieb°

Und
Ewigkeit!...

HA AIAM MUPOIVIEADBT

TSJIO MO€
TH

THMHHUIIC HA TylIaTa MU
HaIpaBy Taka

4e OIle JOKATO ChbM JKHB
Jla MOKE T J1a JTUTHE
AyIia

U TH

0CcB0O0O/IU Ce Beue
JUTHU U BHXK

OT BUCUHU

KaKBO €

cB0oOOIa

110008

u

BEYHOCT

SCHMERZEN

Unsere Schmerzen
sind nicht groBer als die —
auf der Via Dol(o)rosa...

BOJIKHA

Hamure 6onku

HE ca M0-TOJIEMH OT T€3U — Ha
Via Dol(o)rosa...

ApyTa peaaKius:

Hamure 6onku

KaKBO ca MpeJl Te3U Ha

Via Dol(o)rosa?...

skesksk

Jr000BTa OMIta
npean HaYaao0To Ha
BCHUUKHU Hadasia

KEHA

bvan obnuana,
3aI0TO
3aciyxasam!
bean obOmuana,
3aI10TO
3arjieHsBan!
bvan obnuana,
3aI10TO
JIFOBOBTA cu!
bvan obnuana,
3aI10TO

Hebeca cu!
Cwpuero TH,
cpOpaino
CBETOBETE,
,,O0nuaif!“ —
0J1arocaBsIIIo
30Be T¢!
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EJAHA CBHJI3A

Enna cpisa

ce OTPOHU

U TI0 JIMIIETO
ImoTeue,

ChJI3a MPEAUIIHA
JIOTOHHU

" 73 S CTOTLIH —
MIOHEYH...

Enna cpisa

ce OTPOHU

U KbM CBPLETO
C€ CBIIeUE —

Jla My Thrara
MIPOTOHU

U J1a TO CTOILIH —
IMOHEYH...

%k skosk

3a Bcsaka 0oJika —
OTBapa OT HAACKA,
110008 1 Bsipa!

%k skosk

Menununara
e Outka ¢ Oonkara
Thrara M CM...pTTa...

Menununara
Oopba e 3a mM00O0B,
KHUBOT M Kpacora...

Menununara —
10 BaXHOCT —
HaHagMuHaTal...



Teja Bernardy | GERMANY

DE

NUR EIN WORT
Lyrik ist nur ein Wort
Befehl, von Wort zu Wort zu reimen,
Order fiir das richtige Mass,
Auftrag zur Genauigkeit,

DE

WANN KOMMT DER TAG?

das zu sagen, was wir wissen, glauben, hoffen,

meinen,
wahrhaft und ohn' Unterlal,
von der Schopfung Herrlichkeit.

ENG

ONE WORD ONLY
Poetry just is a word
command to rhyme from word to word
order fort he right mesure,
obligation for accuracy

to say what we know, believe, hope, mean

truly and without ceasing
about the glory of creation.

DE

HORBAR
Die wortlose Stimme der Stille
1aBt tonen den gottlichen Willen
dem Lauscher, der zu glauben,
zu hoffen, zu lieben versteht,
ehe die Stimme der Stille verweht.

ENG

AUDIBLE

The wordless voice of silence
Let the devine will sound

Der Weg der Begehrlichkeit

in bitterem, harten, sinnlosen Ringen
um Tand

aus Menschenhand

zernagt mit messerscharfen Zéhnen

das harte Brot der Ehrlichkeit,

gerecht erworben

durch beharrliches Selbstbezwingen.
Die tosende Woge der Begehrlichkeit umspiilt,
verschlingt die Ehrlichkeit,

verlacht hohnisch Gerechtigkeit

ob ihrer stumpfen, untauglichen Waffen,
die weder Recht, noch Ehr,

die niemals Frieden schaffen.

Mablos gierige GefraBigkeit der

Begehrlichkeit

reilt einem Wolfe gleich

den gottlichen Funken der Menschlichkeit,
um ihn auszuspeien

als sengendes Feuer der Rache,

als GeiBel des Krieges

mit Stromen von Blut und Gewalt,

mit zigfachem bestialischen Tod,

um mit Elend und Armut

fiir Generationen die Welt zu verdunkeln.
Auf dem Wege der Begehrlichkeit

wird ihre tiberrollende, tosende Woge
ihrer wolfischen GefraBigkeit

mit reienden Zahnen ihrer unerséttlichen Gier
an den Klippen aufgetiirmten Leides

zerschellen,

The listener who knows how to believe, to

hope, to love
Before the voice of silence is gone above.
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als Megére in den Orkus gestiirzt,

am sengenden Feuer der Liebe verbrennen,
schambhaft frech die trotzige Fratze entbloBt,
geblendet vom Glanze des betorenden Lichts,
das Liebe zu spenden vermag.

Wann komm der Tag?!



ENG ENG

WHEN THE DAY WILL COME? DUST
The path of covetousness in bitter, hard struggles Man himself on his trail
For trinkets Is dust and floats
From human hands As an incorrigibly grain of dust
Gnaws with razor-sharp teeth the bred of honesty Through time and space in the sunlight,
Justly acuired trough persistent self-conquest. Only darkening what is bright and clear
The raging wave of greed and pure,
Washes around and devours honesty, Distorting with his shadow only what
Mockingly laughing at justice of its blunt, useless intendes God:

weapons, The miracle of nature.

Wich never bring peace.

The immesurable greed of desire,

Like a wolf, tears apart the devine spark of humanity,

To spit it out

As a searing fire of vengeance,

As a scourge of war,

With streams of blood and violence,

With countless bestial deaths,

To darken the world

With misery and poverty for generations.

On the path of concuspiscence

The rolling wave of the wolfish voracity

With the ripping teeth of her insatiable greed

Will be dashed against the cliffs of piled-up
suffering,

Thrown into Orcus liekea shrew,

Burning in the scorching fire of love,

Its face uncovered in shameful defiance,

Blinded by the radiance oft he beguiling light Vania Savova | BULGARIA

That love can bestow.

When the day will comme?!

DE BG

STAUB OTKBIAE UABAII?
Der Mensch an sich auf seiner Spur Yuwu ca Te3u Kpuia —
ist Staub und schwebt 10 pBIeTe TH Oene3u cTapu
als Kornchen unverbesserlich OT JKapaBara o1ie 00T,
durch Zeit und Raum im Sonnenlicht, a repara
verdunkelt nur, was hell und klar und pur, ca TOJIKOBA MITA[IH...
verfialscht mit seinem Schatten nur, Ot kbIe cu?
was GOTT gewollt: das Wunder der Natur. Tyxk,
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B TO3H OKOII,

’KMBH aHTeIN 0aBHO yMHpaT,
HEIOKOCHAJIU 3eMHUS IO/,
a Kpujiata um

MPUKOBAHU U3CTHUBAT.

He ce cniupaii!

Ta3u a71aH HE € Mos.
Jluauure n

HE ca J1000B.

B mpexu

nasiy BILTUTAT MPOCTOpa.
He cu anren.

IIpocTo KUBOT.

ENG

WHERE ARE YOU COMING
FROM?

Whose wings are these?

On your hands, old scars

still hurting from the embers,
while your feathers

are so young...

Where do you come from?
Here,

in this trench

living angels are slowly dying

not having touched the fruit of the earth,

and their wings

nailed, growing cold.

No, do not stop!

This palm is not mine,
hers lines

are not love.

In webs

spiders weave the expanse.
You are not an angel.

Just life.

IT

DA DOVE VIENI?

Di chi sono queste ali —

vecchie cicatrici sulle tue mani
fanno ancora male dalle braci,

le ali sono sono cosi giovani...
Di dove sei?

Qui

dentro in questa trincea

gli angeli viventi

stanno lentamente

morendo

non toccato dal frutto della terra,
¢ le loro ali incatenati,

si raffreddano.

Non fermarti!

Questa palma non ¢ mia

Le sue linee non sono amore.
Nelle reti I ragni tessono lo spazio.
Non sei un angelo.

Solo vita

MOAT CBAT.
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TBOAT CBAT.

JlokaTo ce ThpPCUM CE€ pa3MUHaBaMe.
ITpazHuHuTE HU

ca MPeNbJIHeHU C TalaKTHKH,

KOUTO Yakar aa ObaaT OTKPUTH,

C YepHH JYIIKH,

B KOUTO MOTHBAM, 32 J1a C€ POAs,
myJicap B CIIOMEH 3a Objernie

B MBIVISIBUHATA HA €JHO MUHAJIO,

3a KOETO

HaCTOSILETO € CaMO MUT

B XJIb3raBara Clupaja Ha BpPEMETO

C HUILIKHU )KHUBOT

OT €/IHU JIPYT'H KUBOTH,

B €/IHa [IOCJIE0BATEIHOCT,
HpPOEKTUpaHa

OT HEMoCTOsIHHATa opMa Ha Hellara,
KOUTO HU Pa3MUHABAT.

EnTponus Ha ceTusara.



ENG

MY WORLD.
Your world.
Seeking each other, we part.
Our voids
are crowded with galaxies,
waiting to be discovered,
with black holes
I sink into in order to be born,
a pulsar in the memory of a future
in the nebula of a past,
of which
the present is but a moment
in the slippery spiral of time
with threads of life
from other lifetimes
in a sequence,
designed
by the impermanent shape of things,
that make us drift apart.
Entropy of the senses.

IT

IL MIO MONDO.
Il tuo mondo.
Mentre ci cerchiamo,
ci incrociamo.
Le nostre lacune
traboccano di galassie,
in attesa di essere scoperti,
con buchi neri,
in cui affondo per nascere,
Pulsar in memoria del futuro
nella nebulosa di un passato,

per i quali Il presente ¢ solo un attimo

nella scivolosa spirale del tempo
con una durata del filo di altre vite,
1 n una sequenza,

Progettatata dalla forma volubile delle cose,

che ci passano accanto.
Entropia dei sensi.

BG

MATUATA CE CJYYBA HOUIEM

10 U3THHEIIUTE JINCTA,
[0 HUIIKATa Ha PELUIIPOYHOCT,
I10 3BE3HUTE ONAJIM HA CMEXa.
ToBa e BpemeTo,

B KO€TO 0e3BpeMHe HU MPUKOBA
KbM KaMbKa,

3aceHajl B I'bPIIOTO,

KbM KpbCTa

Ha HEBB3MOXKHOCTTA.

Marusita ce ciy4yBa

B HEJIOTUYHOTO,

B TOBA, B KOCTO HAMaA I'pam
MaTepusi U CBETIIO MUHAJIO,
rpaHuyYenno

C Bb3TOPIKCH IJIaM,

C TOBa,

KOC€TO HHU OIlJIMTa

U HU BJaJiee C Ibp30CTTa

Jla UMaMe HeToCTUKUMOTO

U BBIIPEKH PEaTHOCTTA.

ENG

MAGIC HAPPENS AT NIGHT

on the thinning leaves,

along the thread of reciprocity,

on the starry opals of laughter.

This is the time,

in which timelessness nailed us

to the stone,

stuck in the throat,

to the cross

of impossibility.

Magic happens

in the illogical,

in that in which there is not an ounce
of matter and bright past,

bordering

with rousing flame,

with this,

which entangles us

and possesses us with the daringness
to have the unattainable

despite reality.



IT

LA MAGIA AVVIENE DI NOTTE
sulle foglie diradate,
sulle il filo della reciprocita,
sulle opali stellati della risata.
Questo ¢ il momento
in cui l‘atemporalita
ci ha inchiodato alla pietra,
bloccato in gola,
alla croce
dell‘impossibilita.
La magia avviene
nell‘illogico,
in quello in cui non
c‘¢ grammo materia
e un passato luminoso,
confinante
con fervore entusiasta,
con questo,
che ci intrappola
e ci governa con audacia
per avere l‘irraggiungibile
e nonostante la realta

Bansa Casosa

3, EXISTENTIA” 2024e.

Veselin Vasilev | BULGARIA

BG

MATUYHUAT MAHACTUP

Karo uye nu Hsxoii Oemre BIS3bI B XOTeNCKaTa
cTas Y TOBa sl HaKapa Ja oTBopu ouu. [la, cibHYe-
BUTE JIbUM ce 0s1Xa HACTAaHWJIM MO CTEHUTE U BBPXY
aernoro. Ts m3ne3e M3MOI 3aBUBKATa, o0leye Ha-
ObP30 TUMHACTUYECKOTO TPUKO U HM3Ie3e Ha Tepa-
cara. CirpHIIETO 5 mpuiiacka B o0stusita cu. To ce
Oerre pasnoJoKUI0 BbPXY MOpCKaTa MOBBPXHOCT,
paBHa Karo TENCUS U CaMO MAJKH KbJApaBH BbIl-

HUYKHU rajexa IschbyHaTa uBMUa. bopsHa pascria
CIIOpTHATa CH ITbTEUKA, 3a€ no3ata Acana —Jloroc u
ce KaHellle Ja 3amo4He cyTpemHara [{urys, korato
704y MECEHTa HAa NTUYKUTE OT MAJIKUAT MapK Ipes
Hes. MI3HeHana g yncraTa MeJI0ANYHOCT Ha [IECEHTa
B PAHHOTO yTPO. A TO3H 3ByK B XJIQJAHOTO U JIEKO
BJIQ)KHO MOPCKO yTPO c€ mpeHacs 0bp30 U HOCH B
Hes MOCIaHUETO JI0 KBJETO U JI0 KOroTo TpsioBa. Ta
CE ChCPENOTOUYM U 3all0YHA AMXATEITHUTE KOMILIeE-
KCH OT €MOIMOHAJHaTa MeJuTalus, KosaTo Oemre
3aJbJKUTENIHA, HE3aBUCUMO KbJIE CE€ HAMUDA.

Crnen ceanca Bie3e B CTasdTa Ja MOTbPCU HpUsI-
Tess cu. bsxa oT okos0 Tpu Mecena 3aeqHo. EnHa
CIly4alHOCT T'Ml 3ano3Ha. HelMHuAT MarbK Kbapas U
IJTALITUB JI0OMMell ce 0TCKyOHa oT pbkara i. 13ry-
Ou ce. YMopu ce oT Oe3yCIeNHOTO ThPCeHe U JI0Ka-
TO HSIMALIE peLIeHNE, N3BEIHBXK 110 MaJIKaTa aJiesi ce
3aage MoMmue ¢ JBe KydeHna. [la, ToBa Oemie Hei-
HOTO. 3a0bp3a KbM Hero. Bze ro B pwiie 6e3 ga My
ce Kapa U 3alouHa Ja ro ramu pagoctHo. CetH ce,
ye TpsiOBa ma Omaronmapu. M3mpaBu ce mouTH JMIe
B JIMIE ¢ MOMYETO. Busis ycMuBKa Ha BECENOTO My
nure. 3aroBopuxa ce. [lokanu ro Ha KOKTe 3a Ona-
ropapHoct. O1ie moBeue 0T pa3roBopa cu pazdpaxa,
4ye B MHTEpBaJ OT IIECT TOAMHM M JBamMara ca 3a-
BBPIIMJIM MCHAHCKAaTa TMMHAa3us. VIHTEIUreHTHUAT
MJIa/IeK OTKJIOHM HAcTOsIIATa MOKaHa. 3amucaxa cu
HoMepara Ha Tenedonute. Cperara ce ChCTos Olle
Ha JIpyTus IeH, 1opu npeau obsa. Ts Gere kiodo-
Ba. Xapecaxa ce M OTTOraBa BHHAru Osixa 3aeIHo.
Kapnawm, taka ce nmenysame. CrpoeH, okono 180
CaHTHMETpA, C KECTEHsABA KOCA, CpPecaHa Ha IIbT, a
Ha cpeaarta OTMIpen JeKa KbApHUIla, KaTo Oau3HaTa
OT €3HK Ha TeneHue. [loa cHexxHoOsIaTa TEHHUCKA ce
ouepraBaxa OHWIIETICUTE Ha MHIILUTE U MEKTOPAJIH-
CHUTE Ha I'bPANTE. YCMUXHAT, C IUVIEHUTEIHATA CU YC-
MMBKa, TI0Ka3a TEaTpajHo C PblE, Y€ € BEYe TOTOB.
MomuueTo ro 1ienyHa u Kasa ,,eii cera”. He obuyare
71a ce TH3/IM, CIIe] ToasieTa ce o0iede CeMILIO, CII0XKH
Jek eupeH nap@rom u Tpbraxa.

ABTOMOOWJIBT MO/l Ha€M CE OKa3a MOYTH HOB U
HE ce CbMHsBaxa, ue pasctossHueTo ot Canra Ilon-
4a 10 Bangemoca — e Manku, HO 3a0eeKUTETHH
rpajadera Ha eJuH oT bajeapckure ocTpoBH, 1€ IO
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B3€Mar 3a NpEeABUACHOTO BpeMe. [enkara or 1Be-
Te cTpaHu Oelle MPUATHA, 3€JICHU XPAacTH U MpPU-
YyIJIMBU ABPBETA, IOPU MBTHUAT Tpaduk He Oemre
HartoBapeH. M 1OKaTo MJIaHMHCKUTE 3aBOM T'M W3-
HEHa/IBaxa ¢ pa3MUyHUs OT paBHMHATA JaHAIIAQT,
ce 030Baxa Ha MapKWHTra, U yclsuxa Ja cu u3bepar
ceHyecTo MscTo. ['pagueTo u3mexaame npukazHo
ChC CTAPUTE CH KAMEHHM IOCTPOMKU. B mankure
IIPOCTPAHCTBA CE€ BW)KJAaXa MHOIO MAaclIMHOBU U
OaneMoBH IpbBUeTa. TpbrHaxa mo TsACHATa Kaj-
IbPBMEHA yIUYKa, U U3BEIHDBK CIBHLETO CE CKPH.
[Tornennaxa eqHoBpeMeHHO KbM Hebeto. To Gemre
CTaHaJIO ThMHO, HAaBbCEHO M IMIeJalle Hal0My C I10-
MpadeHo ueno. 3adbp3axa ce JABamMara M HEYCETHO
CTIpsIXa IpeJl IBe BUCOKH, 0OKOBAHU C JKEJIE3HU JICH-
TH, TEXKHU AbPBEHU Bparu. J[o MajikaTa OTBOpEHA
1IOpTa T'M YaKallle TEXHUS TUJ ¥ BeJHara BIIA30Xa B
Kapry3unanckusar MmanacTup, cera aeicTai My3eil.
Hous Manyena, ncnaHka, Cskall HapUCyBaHa OT
KapTUHUTE C KPACUBO U N3PA3UTEIHO )KEHCKO JIULIE,
C TJICHUTENHA YCMHUBKA, ¢ Kaau(eH Iyac 3armoyHa
HCTOPUYECKOTO MPEJACTaBIHE HA Crpajara, HO U3-
BE/IHBK CE€ 4y OT BbH IPOXOT, CBETKaBHULIU, U3BUHU
ce, ue Helo TpsOBa Ja CBBPIIN U PEeUe;

— YBakaeMmu, 0CTaBsIM BM 32 MHOTO MaJIKo. M To
Mo, 3a0enexeTe Kbje. ToBa € MOHaIIecka KUIHs
¢ HoMep 4.

[Tpubnmxuxa ce no mpo3opeua. bopsHa ce
3aresia B CTHKIJIOTO. 3alloyHaxa Ja Najar Kalku
nbx. [To-6aBHO, M0-0Bp30, B NBO, B IICHO, ChC-
KaIllli TUXO, HO HE MCKaxa Jia ce chOepar u Ipyx-
HO J1a 3a3ByyaT B CTUXMATA HA AbXkJa. EAMHNYHK
MaJIKH ¥ TOJIEMH C€ CTUYaxa U OCTaBsIXa MaJIKH Ha-
yyneHu cieau. U csaxam nouy JbKI0BHUTE KallKu
Ha @.lonen. /la, HauctuHa ca Te. Hanum TouHO
TYK € Cbh3/1aj] My3MKajlHara npentoaud. [Inanucr,
BUPTYy03 OT €moxara Ha pomaHTu3Mma. Kpacusa
Miaaexka GusnoHomus, ¢ 6meno nuie, oe3ymnped-
HY MaHUEpH, PPaHT C U3KITIOUUTEIHO Bh3IUTAHUE,
OT/AaJCH Ha PEJIUTHO3HUTE JOTMHU, NPHUA00UTH
oie B pogHoTo My MacTo XKenszosa Bona. Jlokato
ce Oere mpeHecia B MUHAJIOTO HA BOJACIIUS CHUM-
BOJI B MY3UKAJIHOTO TBOPYECTBO 32 BPEMETO CH, T
3abens3a, ye KaKuTe CTaHaxa OCKbIHH U Tajaxa

NOEAMHUYHO, HACTaHa TUINWHA. [lornenHa HaBbH,
HeOeCHOTO JIMIIE C€ MPOSICHABAILIE U KAaTO Y€ JIU UC-
Kaie ja ce ycMuxHe. bypsra cu Gemie oTumiia.
[Tornenna 3a Kapnam, ne Ge yceruna kora ce € oT-
JETHUI OT Hesl, CTOeLIe MPE MUAHOTO U IVIeAalle B
kpecnoto. Otune 3aq Hero. O0XxBaHA KPbCTa MY C
pBIIe, CIOXKH IIaBa HA PaMOTO U Ka3a;

— KakBo cu mucnum, cbepenotoueH cu?

— 3Haell 11 KOH € ce/iii Ha TOBa Kpeclio, 1a TH
paskaxka n1u? — bopsiHa ce OTIyCcHa Ha PaMOTO My
¥ 3aciynia.

— llonen u njamata Ha CHPLETO MY MPUCTUTAT
U C€ HACTaHABAT TYK, C B3aUMHATa JII000B Ha JKH-
BoTa cu. /IBamara ca BioOeHH equH B Apyr. T4
CbONa3HUTENHA, TBOPYECKH TANAHT C YHHKAIHH
npoussenenus. OTHauano kpacususi, muaza lllo-
IeH He 5 Bb3npuema. EkciieHTpuyHa, MbKKapaHa,
obneyeHa B rpy0 MBXKKH KOCTIOM, 3aQbJDKUTEIHA
nurapa B ycra. EKCTpaBaranTHO IbpKaHue B 00-
mecTBoTo. M TOM, KOraro s BUXkKAA 32 IPBB BT
Ha o0mecTBeHa cOMpKa HEBOJIHO U3MycKa (pazara
”KaKBa OTBPATUTEJIHA KEHA € TO3U IACHK . Benu-
KO B JIIOOOBHOTO THE3Z0 BHPBU 100pe, HOKATO HE
ce BJIOIIABa yCIOKHEHATa M mporpecuparia Gpop-
Ma Ha TyOepkyno3ara Ha OPpexnepuk. HeycerHo
HACTBIIBA UCTHHCKHU MPEJIOM B JyIIaTa U ChPIETO
Ha XKopx Canp. 3amouBar JEHOHOUTHH O€3CHHHU
TPIIKH 3a oJo0psiBaHe Ha 371paBeTo My. U Bwmpe-
KU Y€ MECTHOTO HaceJIeHUE He UM [ToMara ¢ HUIIO,
J0pU ca 0TKa3BaJH J1a TO CHAOIABAT C MPSICHO MJIS-
KO, KOETO € OMJI0 MHOTO BajKHO 32 HETO0, TS YCIsBa
711 TO 3aKpemH 31paBOCIOBHO.

— CeHbOpHUTA U CEHBOP, €TO ME U MEH — BECEIIO
u3peue 3aBbpHANMA CE€ YPEAHUK M NPEKbCHA Po-
MaHTHYHOTO YEJWHEHHE Ha MIIAJUTE X0OPa.

— Ho mom Bu Hamupam TyK, BEPOSITHO CT€ Mpe-
’KUBEJIM TPUMECEYHMAT JII0OOBEH MPECTOi Ha 3a-
Oenexurenuure HU JuyHOCTH. Camo 1me g00aBs
— Manam Amangun J[roneH e Ouma emOjiema Ha
’KeHa, Jpb3HANa Jla TOUCKAa eramuTapHocT. Ts e
PEBOIIIOIMS B €IMH MBXKKH CBST, C IPOKJIAMalUs-
Ta, 4e ’KEHUTE HE ca MPOCTO NOKOPHHU 3a0aBJIEHUS,
a cyOeKT B KOMTO MMa TaJaHT U MO3HAaHUE. 3aMH-
HaBaHETO OT Banjemoca e cTaHajo 1o HacTOsATEN-
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Ha MPUHY/A 10-paHO. MeCTHOTO HaCEJIEHUE € Bb3-
ponTaino 3a 3abonsBanero Ha IlloneH, cTpaxyBanu
ca Ce Jla He C€ 3apassT U pa3lpoCTPaHAT Cpel TIX
KOBapHaTa U CUJIHO 3apa3Ha 00JecT.

Cnen peTpoCHEKTUBHUAT MUHOPEH pas3Ka3 TpH-
MaTa M3Js130Xa Ha ynauuara. KpaTkusrt geTeH abxa
Oelie OCBEKHMI BCHUKO, Bb3AyXa Oemie O30HHMpaH,
CITBHLIETO Oellie 3aTOIUTHIIO pacTeHHsATa U ce JoJia-
BSIIIE apoMaTa Ha IBETATA, & T€ BUCIXA MO CTEHUTE
Ha KaMEHHMTE KbIIH, OsiXa HapeIeH! B KEPaMUYHH
JIETEHU KaTo LIMAJIUp OT ABETE CTPaHHU Ha yJIHUIaTa.
MHoOro uepBeHM CaKCHU C LIBETS C€ yCMUXBaxa Be-
CeJI0 OT MPO30pIUTE, UMAILe TH U B U300MIINE TIPEea
Bxoguure Bparu. Jlons Manyena ka3a Ha rocTute
CH, Y€ € MPUATHO M3HEHA/IaHaA OT OTIWYHHAT UM HC-
MAaHCKH, HO € BIIEYaTJICHa U OT JIUTePaTypHU, My3H-
KaJIHU ¥ Teorpad)CKu MO3HAHUS U MCKA J1a TH 3aBele
npe] pasmATHETo Ha TAXHaTa mokpoBuTenka CaHTa
Karanuna Tomac u na paszkaxe ome Hewo. Huo, e
He Oellie BKJIIOYEHO B Oecenara.

— ETo, TOBa € KbIIaTa, KBAETO Ce € poauiia Cae-
THIIaTa Ha Ipajia, MpeBbpHaTa B napakiuc. Ponena
B OETHOCT, ThpIEIuBa M0 MPUPOa, 0COOEHO OT/Ia-
neHa B HaboxHOCT. JlyxoBHOCTTa Ha PasmsaTuero
MOXe J1a Obje CrojeNsHa He CaMO OT XPUCTUSHH
OT pa3JIn4YHU JEHOMUHAIWHU, HO ¥ OT BSPBAIIH OT
pa3IMyHU PENUIHO3HU Tpaauuuu. Buesre, mons
J1a yceTUTe HEHHOTO OOTOTBOPHO M3IIBUBAHE C Ba-
maTa Jyma 1 pasyM.

3a TAXHAa W3HEHaJa B CBETHIHUILETO HsAMAIIe
HHUKOM. 3acTaHaxa CMUPEHU U HA JUCTAHIHUS Tpej
cTarysaTa — OJlTap, OT peclekT KbM Hes. bopsHa
yCeTH, 4e HEIlo Cce ABMXKH, Oele HEBHUIUMO, HO
roBoOpelle ¢ THX, Bh3JeicTBam rac: ~JioboBTa e
HEI0TO, KOETO Te Kapa Jia ce 4yBCTBAIll TOTpedeH,
T4 € fap ot bor. Jlanu Taka g 4yBCTBAllle U YOBEKa
1o 1e6? Ts Bce ome He Oe uymna ot Hero — O6uuam
Te. Moxe Ou 3amoTo 0sixa OTCKOPO 3a€qHO MM
HeroBaTa MPHUTECHHUTEIHA HaTypa ro 3alassiie.
CyrpemHara nrtuya IeceH, B KOATO CE 3aciylla
He Oemre nu mocianuetro Ha Kapnam keMm Hea? A
CIIOMEHA 3a KpaTkara u 0e3MepHa J11000B Ha CHKH-
JUMHULUTE OT MaHACTUpPA. YCElalle TPENEeTHUTE
BBJIHU OT CKJIIOUEHUTE PBLE C MOMYETO 10 HEs.

Cetu ce — toBa e BHymeHueto ot Cepadumure
BUTACIIM HAJ HEsl, HOCUTEIUTE Ha OOKECTBEHUTE
UJIeH, KOUTO T€ 110J1aBaT, Hal0Jly KbM BApBAILUTE.
TouHO Te ca HOCHTENUTE Ha THOOOBTA.

Kapnam mo-6sp30 yceru nonera Ha XepyBUMHTE,
KOMTO My BHYIIIaBaxa Jia UMa YyBCTBO 32 XapMOHHS
c bopsna. Te My ka3axa, 4e Ts1 € OOKHs JAap 3a HEro.
[TornenHa s: KpacuBOTO U JIMILIE U3/IbYBa 100pOTa,
CIIOKOWHM CMUPEHU 04U, U3IbYBAILH, JIACKATEITHOCT
U MUJIOCHP/ME, OOHAICKICHN YaKaT HEeroBaTa JIio-
0O0B 1 BceoTAalHOCT KbM Hesl. TS He TOBOPH M3NHII-
HO, HO My M3IIpallia I0CIaH1e Ype3 UyBCTBUTEITHUTE
cu pble. Ts e HeroBoto noBepue. TsaxHaTa 10008 €
OTCKOPO, HO € CBeXka 1 uucra. [louyBcTBa, ye Tps0Ba
na ce oObpHE KbM Hesl, Aa sl IPUTUCHE HEKHO U C
Is1aTa cu JII000B J1a U Kaxke — oOnyam Te!

Hebecnara 0si1a aypa ru Oeme obnagana ¢ mep-
¢exTHa nperpbaka B Mctunomodue — Mucis 3a ted,
muciui 3a MeH. CBerara oduren ru Oemie cpOpana B
€IHO LIUI0 MO UyIoAEHHUAT nories Ha CBeTuuara.

Ot B1B0EHOTO IyIIEBHO YEAWHEHUE TH U3BA M-
Xa JIB€ MAJIKH JIeUMIla, KOUTO HEBOJIHO c€ OIbCHAxXa
B KpaKaTa UM, ¥ 3a[l04HaxXa C ThHKUTE CH 3BbHIUBU
IacyeTa J1a ce M3BMHABAT MHOrokparHo. Ornena-
xa ce. Oxono Tsax Oelre M3MBJIHEHO C MHOTO XOpa.
bbp3o u3nd3oxa Ha ynunara M ce BisXa B I1OTOKA
OT XOpa IMpHUeMalKK TEXHHs BECEN IIbY M HACTPO-
enue. Crpsixa ce 10 BpaTara npej TaX, yKpaceHa ¢
pENUrHO3HN CUMBOJIM. BeTpanu oT Hest Herossima
IUIOYKA, C XyI0XKECTBEHO 0(hopMeHa MopLeIaHOBa
dororpadus, mokaspaia cIydku ot xkuBoTa Ha [1o-
KpoBuUTeNKara Ha rpaja. M eTo miiouka u Ha cinena-
mara 1 mo-cje/Balia Bpara, a HIKbAe HMaIllie U OT
JBETE CTPAaHU, HO HABCAKB/IE C PA3IMYHU, HEIIOBTA-
psawu ce croxkerd. B enun momeHnt bopsHa ycery,
ye Kapaam ro mama. Ornena ce okoso Hes. O0bpHa
ce. Buag miaBara My na ce mojasa OT €IUH IIPO-
Lel, MEXKIY KaMEHHHUTE KbLIU. bbp30 noine mnpu
Hes ¢ OykeT oT moJcku nBets. [logapu it ru ¢ 1ba-
ra MpoYyBCTBEHA IIETyBKa U AyMUTe ~3a TeO, TYK
ca BJIOYKCHH HAIUTE MOCIAHUS 32 JII0OO0B, J0BEpHE
u 0610 Owaeme. IllacTauBOTO MOMUYE MOINIEIHA
OykeTa OT manuTpa MOJICKH IIBETS, apaHKUpaH C
OpBIUIAH U 37paBel], IpHe ¢ paoCT MOCIAHUETO OT
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CHMBOJIA Ha IBCTATA U C MarH€TU4Ha HEKHOCT I'0
MperopHa U HApCAU HCKHU, HO MHOT'O TUXO, CaMO

TOH J1a TY Uy€, UCKPEHU CJIOBA HA UyBCTBATa CH.
01 mau 2023

ep.LUlymen

BG

CEJICKUSAT JIEKAP

[Tacaxep ot katora 46 cTbnu Ha Oopaa Ha Kpy-
U3HUAT KOpa® MO AaruIOAMCMEHTHTE Ha YacT OT
eKMIaxa, KOUTO TH Tocperaxa ciejl Karo ChoOIsT
MMETO Ha ITbTHHUKA. AIMUHHUCTPATOP BeHAra ogop-
MH TUTACTHKAaTa My, KOATO IIere ja Objie 1 machnopT
U pasIUialaresHa JeOUTHA KapTa Ha BCUYKH MecTa
Ha Oopza. Tpbrua HafICHO MO MBTEKAaTa, KBAETO MY
MOCOYH MPUIPYKABAIIUAT KaMepHep. YCeTH peyHu-
AT OpU3 B JIULIETO CH, U Y€ HEIO CIPs HaJl TTIe3EHHUTE
My. CTaHIapTeH JUCT OT AETCKO OJI0KYE 3a pucyBa-
He. B3e ro B pblie U 3amo4Ha J1a To pa3miexa.

— l'ocriopuHe, Ta3u pUCyHKA € MOSl — MPEeJ HETro
croeme 7-8 TONUIIHO MOMHYEHIE ChC ChOpaHa
Koca Ha omamka. brema, 0 JIeKO JXbJITEHHKaBa
KO)ka Ha uieto. OuuTe ThMHH, TIIEIAI YMOPEHO.

— ToBa MecTHaTa Karojauyecka IbpKBa Ju e? —
3aIUTa MBXKBT.

—He, ToBa e xarenpanara B KponH, rocroause.
[1le Mu nazeTe a1 cKUIaTa, MOJs?

Jlokato pa3omakoBaxa Oaraxa, AUKTOPCKHU IIac
no ypenbara r'm NMpPUKAHH @ B3eMaT CIACUTENHH
KUJICTKU U TIOSICK OT KalOTHTE CH U J]a Ce Kayar Ha
mbpBara nanyoa 3a oOyueHue npy aBapuiiHU CUTYa-
1MU. BCuuku mbTHUIM B3eXa yuacTHE U CTapaTeIHo
M3ITHJIHABAXA BCHUKO, KOTO M C€ JEMOHCTPHpAILE.

Ha Beueps, mpenu 1a ceiHe Ha cTOJda CH, Ha
ChCEIHATAa Maca BHJIS MOMHYCHIIETO, BEPOSITHO
Maiika i1 1 ipyra gama, noszapasu ru. Ctopu my ce,
ye jamara ro 3arieia u Jeko ce ycmuxHa. [Ipen-
CTaBU C€ Ha CI'BTHHUIUTE CH, C KOMTO IIele ja
ObJie Ha Beueps Mpe3 BpeMe Ha LSI0TO MIbTyBaHe.

Ha cnenpaiara cirbHUEBa CyTpUH, CJIE/ 3aKyCKa,
BCHYKH Os1Xa Ha 6Op/a U UcKaxa Jia BUJIAT aTpaKIys-
Ta Ha nuT03a JKene3Hu Bpara, CTECHsBALIA PYCIOTO
Ha Tuxus Osn [ynas. Typucrure HabmonaBaxa Cb-

CPEIOTOUCHO ¥ TIOYTHU HE PA3roBapsixa MOMEXIY CH.

Cnen xato BUAsSXa 3€JICHUTE BUCOKU XBIMOBE
OT JIBeTE CTPaHHU, CHpEU JBETEe BPaTH U Kak kopada
NpEeMUHABa OT HUCHK KbM BHCOK IIITIO3 BCEKH TPbI-
Ha KbM Kadero, [pkaKy3u win ¢putHeca. Hacturna
r0 JamaTa OT ChCeIHATa Maca U ro 3ar0BOPH.

— KasBam ce Muna Hanesa, a Bue cte 1-p Ban-
4eB, 3Has, 4e UMATe JIeKapCKa MpakTHKa Ha CeJo
u B rpana! [Ipeamonaram, ue Bce Taka cTe OTIAACH
U TIpenu3eH KbM nanueHture cu. [lo3HaBame ce
OT/IaBHA, KOTaTo pabOTEXMe KaTo KU 1O MPEBEH-
s Ha HapkoMmaHusta. [To o6pa3oBanue u mpusna-
HHE CBbM JETCKHU IEJaror U JOTOoMe.

W ome mpusTHH Helma My paskasza 3a pabora-
Ta ¢ THHEHKEPUTE, OT KOETO My CTaHa MPUITHO.
EnerantHo ce W3BHMHU, HampaBU U KaBaJepCKU
’eCT C JIeK MMOKJIOH | Ka3a, ue Obp3a 3a gurHeca.

Ha npyrus neH, kopaObT IbTyBalle Cpemry Te-
YEHUETO 1MO- 0ABHO M BCEKH OT TYPHCTUTE CH Oertie
HaMepuIl 3aHuManue. JJOKTopsT cu Oerie mopbya
KOKTEWJ U CH TO muerie 0aBHO U ¢ Haclaja.

— Haznpase u 106po HacTpoeHue — ro mo3apa-
BU C YCMHUBKA J€TCKATa MEeIarokKa.

— Hazznpase u Ha Bac, rocmoxo, MOJIsl CEIHETE.

Crnen kaTo 00chIUXa BCHYKO JI0 TYK 32 IBTYBa-
HETO, Hall-4eCcTo CpellaHa TeMa MEXIy TYpUCTH,
TS TIOMOJIH JIa CIIOJIeNTM HEIIO 110 Herosara mnpoge-
cust. JlekapsAT KUMHA | 5 MOTIEIHA TTOOIIPHUTETHO.

— He uckax na Bu 3aHuMaBaMm C JIEKapCKU TEMH,
HO 3aIi0YHax Jia Ce MPUTECHSABAM U a3, a 3a Maiikara
Ha Has na ve roBopum. Jleteto 6omemyBa omie npeau
na ce kadat Ha 6opaa. Hamepuna Tyk sexkap uHTEp-
HHCT, TOW Tperieaai rbpiaoTo, Moadpas OT MHOTOTO
JIeKapCcTBa, KOMTO MaiikaTa HOCela, HO JICYEHHETO He
nano edekt. [lopu 3amouHana 1a NOAAbpKA TEMIIe-
patypa mo-BUcoka oT noceramsara. CiyyaifHo To-
naja Ha JieKap Mo yITHU U ThPIICHU 3a00MsIBaHMs, HO
Te Ouim Becena 00XxeMCcKa KOMITaHMS.

Otkazan ¢ aymuTe, 4e HIMa HUKAKBH HHCTPY-
MeHTH. Bce mak mornenHan OOTHOTO JeTe U Ka-
3al]l Ha Maiikara Ja cBeTHe ¢ TenedoHa B I'bpIoToO.
Hampasun no6aBka xbM JekapcrBara. Jlobpe, HO
nofgoOpenue Hama. He cbM ka3ana Ha Mmaiikara, de
CTe JieKap, HO MCKaM Jia To Tperie/are.

— 157 —



Toit ce ceTH, 3a MOMHYEHIIETO C THXHHUTE OUHU
u ofela Jia ro mperiesaa.

JIbaro pasnuTBa MaiikaTa 3a CeramrHoTo 3a0o0-
JsiBaHE, MUHAIH 3200JsIBaHNsI, KAKBU M KOJKO YeC-
TO TpHeMa JieKapcTBa. ENHOBpEMEHHO 3aaBalle U
KpaTKH Ipepa3noaraly BbIPOCH Ha JAETETO, Koe-
TO 3all0YHa J]a OTrOBaps MO MOAPOOHO 3a 3a00J1sIBa-
HeTo cu. M3Baau ciyiasnka OT IiMKa KOWTO HOCEIe
¥ 3aII04YHA J1a TPUCITYIIBA AETETO, I'bPIH, TPHO, IBETE
CTpaHU Ha TPBJIEH Kolll. JlamuTe ce moreqHaxa Bie-
YaTJIeHH OT Iperiea U BCsKa CH MOMUCIH JJaHO 1
uma edext. [I-p Bamues u3Baau u mmaryrna 3a rspio.
Maiikara cBetHa ¢ penepue ot Tenepona.llpernena
3aBBPIIN C U3CIIEIBAHE HA KOPEMa U Bparta.

— T'ocrioxku, 6OJHM ca caMO CIMBUYKHTE U Ca
NYTPUIHU B HauyalHa creneH. JledeHHero or Ko-
aerute € 100po, HO HAMA J1a UMa e(eKT, 3aII0To
JETETO € PE3UCTEHTHO OT YECTOTO B3EMaHE Ha Jie-
KapcTBaTa M BEPOSTHO IpUJIaraHe Ha camoJeye-
HHE, KOETO TOYHO cera BU ch3aasa mpobduem. e
BM HallMIla peuenrta. Y Tpe umame 1 J1eH B byna-
Iela ¥ OTUBaMe 3a€JHO Ha anTeka.

[Tonagnaxa Ha anTeka ObP30, HA KpalHpeuHUs
Oynesapa. [omsma, nobpe ypenena. Hacounxa ce
KbM cBOOOAHO ruie. [locpenrHa ru mpeacraBu-
TEJIHA JJaMa HaJl LIECTAECeTe TOAMHU C MpUYecKa
Y TIOAXOJSAII0 OCTAaBEH MaKUSIK.

— Jo napot, asszonyom* Keyszi csokolom- kaza
Ha yHrapcku jexapsat. Koeto o3nauaBamie Ha ObJ-
rapcku: 100Bp J€H rOCHOXO0, LeIyBaM BH pbKa,
peue JIeKapsT U yuyau JaMHUTE 10 HETO.

— Kerem, ur, oTBbpHa TS — MOJISl, KaKeTe, ToC-
MOJMHE — Ha OBJITAPCKH.

— Kerem az, orvossag. Orvos vagyok. — Mous,
naiite Mu nekapcTBa. Jlekap cbM — Ka3aHO Ha ObJI-
rapcKu.

Ts ce ycmuxua. Pa30pa, de e dyxaeHel u mo-
JacKaHa, 4e TOBOPU Ha POJAHMAT M €3UK I'0 IIONUTa
oT KbJie €. Toil i1 oTroBOpH Ha yHrapcku. M 3a mur
BCUYKU JyMH Ha TO3U €3MK MYy CEKHaxa B IVlaBa-
ta. [lonura manu roBopu HeMcku.Ts o3amadeHa
orroBopu; Naturlich**, her doktor — pa3oupa ce.
Hacnennunute Ha Kaiizepa 6sxa 3ana3uim umiep-
CKHUST €3UK U JOCTOJCTHU OOHOCKH.

J-p Bayues xa3a Ha maiikaTra, 4e MOTrar Ja Ipo-
AbJDKAT Ha HeMcku. OTaanedn ce ¥ ceiHa Ha CTOJl
10 nmaHopaMmHara BUTpuHA. Cliel Malko Haamuca
N03UpoBKara Ha jekapcrsara. [loranu Has no rna-
Bara. [loxena 1 Obp30 O37paBsiBaHe, TS IO U3HE-
HaJa C yCMUBKA U C€ pa3jenuxa.

Bunsxa ce Ha cieaBalius JCH Ha BedepsrTa.
JIOKTOPBT HM34aka AaMHUTE OT ChCEAHATa Maca Ja
CTaHaT W MOINKTA, HACTUTalKku r-xa Hanesa nanu
Morar Ja moroBopsT. Beuepra Oemie crokoiiHa,
THXa, JOPH HE ce YyBaxa M KOpaOHHUTE JABUTATEIH.
CenHaxa Ha OTKPUTO, cepBUpaxa UM nutuera. Jla-
Mara 1mo0bp3a Ja CIOJeNu, Ye MajKaTa MarueHT-
Ka Bedye HAMa TeMIepaTypa M CH XalHaiua goope.
JIOKTOpBT MONKUTa ChOECEeAHNYKATA CH AT MCKa
Jla 4ye eHa UucTopus. T KUMHA yTBBPIUTEIHO.

Toli 3aroyna 1@ rOBOpH THXO, HE MCKalIE J1a IO
qyBaT OKOJIHUTE. B cenoro B, koeTo paboTen mMa-
JO JIeYuTell, TOYHO Ha TaKMBa 3a00JsBaHHS KAKTO
ceramHus ciyyaid. Kassan ce 6ait Pagu. YectHo cu
IIPAKTUKYBaJI 3aHasATa OT MHOro roguuu. [Ipu Hero
u/BaM OOJHU, U MAJIKU M TOJIEMH, OT KbJI€ JIH HE,
oT O6mm3ko u jpanede. Hag 5-6 mbTu 1mo Herosa 1mo-
KaHa WMJBalIM U CIELUAIHUCTU [0 YUIHU-T'BPICHU
0onecTH, MbK U OT JAPYTd MHCTAHIUH, BHE3AIHO
3a mpoBepka. OT pa3nuyHKu MecTa ja ce yoensr, ye
HsIMA IAIIMa, BCUYKO € Jap NPUPOJEH, 3aBUCH BCE
[IaK ¥ OT YoBewkure paole. He nexysamie koraro mo
HETrOBUTE AyMM HMMallle TOIlYeTa Ha Bpara, U Kora-
TO HAaKpas Ha CEaHCa HE YyBAallle 3aJbIKUTCITHUAT
3BYK 32 HET0, 4eé € CBbpLIMI paboTata 10 kpaii. To-
raBa 3aJbJDKATEJIHO TW U3Ipalla Ipu JIeKap 3a Je-
4yeHue. bui Xoauir o HeroBo HaCTOABAaHE U TOU Ja
I7Ie/la CeaHCUTeE, IOPU ¢ MPOOBAJ MO 30PKHUAT MY
nornen. JleueOHuUAT MeTox Oerie AbpraHe Ha YIIH.
3anoMHMI € puryansT. [lemaroxkara ponoBuia
IIPEXKAECBPEMEHHO Kpast HA MUCBJIITA, IO IPEKBbCHA.

— Wckare 1 TOBa 1a NPUIOKUTE KATO JICUCHHUE
Ha JIeTEeTO,3a N0-0bp30 o3apaBsaBaHe. ['puxkara 3a
JeYeHUEeTo Oelle aHTaxupaa u Hesl, CaMo Kasa, 4ye
C TOBA C€ 3aeMa Karo IeJaror.

I'oBopuxa u no Apyru TeMu. 3a Jieka HOIL Jie-
YUTENAT Ka3a, ako MMa CIOpa3yMEHHE HEKa TOBa
na ObJe yTpe OKOJIO 00,
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JIOKTOpBT Bile3€ B JaMcCKara KariTa, BUAMUMO
HacTpoeHuero Oemre noOpo. [loucka u HampaBuxa
MOATOTOBKA, MO TSJIOTO HE TpsAOBaIIe Ja UMa CTs-
raiy KOJaHu, APEeXH, JOPU MaxHaxa TMaHjelKaTa
B Kocara, ch0yxa M 4OparkuTe, 3a J1a Moxe Oonec-
TTa J1a u3ne3e. JICYUTeNsAT CIOXKHU AETETO MO TPbo.
OOsicHi Ha Mankara ManyeHTKa, dYe e HAlpaBH
JIEK Macaxk Ha BPATJIETO J1a HE CE CTpaxyBa U Ja HE
ce JIBWXXH, J1a quila crokoiiHo. KonuenTtpupa ce u
3amovHa KaTo Ja 4yBa JymuTe Ha Oait Paau. ,,baBHO
CsJall Ha KOJIEHE M C€ OTIIyCKall J0 YOBEKa, Clia-
rail pblETe Ha JOJHATa YEJOCT, ONMIBALI KbJE Ca
CIIMBHIIM, TE€ ca rojieMu tonuera. [lonexa nBuxkum
PBLETE HATOPE KbM YIIUTE, CTUTALL JI0 TAX, JEKO TU
MOTNaXalll, XBallall yIIHA MHJIU OT JBETE CTpa-
HU ¥ C YMEpEHa CHJia NOAPBIIBAII JIBA IBTH. Yyem
mu Ilyk Ilyk — yuenun cu neuennero”. Janu uy
MyKaHeTo He pa3dpa, HO AETETO Ce 3acMsl C TIiac, a
JaMuTe TuiecHaxa ¢ poue. Crea qecetT MUHYTH Jie-
TETO 100U HACTPOCHUE, IEKAPAT MOUCKA J1a OTBOPH
MIMPOKO yCTa, TO IO MOTJIE/IHA B PhIlE, OsXa Ipa3HHL.
CnuBunure 0sixa CMalieHH W Hail BaKHO HsIMAIIe
Hanenu. K'bCHO BeuepTa Ha Ipyrus JIeH HalycHaxa
ITacay. Ha Beuepsita Hast u maiikara ru Hamame. Ha
Tpbreane Hanesa My nojaze miuk, OT KOUTO U3Ba-
I U OTBOpU pucyBareieH auct. OcBeH Mo3HaTa-
Ta KapTUHKA Ha KaTelIpalia, BTOPOKJIACHUYKATA 3a
Tpetu kiac, Has Gemie Hammcana: ,bmaromapst Ha
YUYKO JJOKTOP OT CEJIO, KOMTO M€ U3JIEKYBa, a YAUKO
JOKTOpUTE OT Tpaja.. ,,— He ce uere.Toil moucka na
HanpaBy KOHTPOJIEH MPEITIe, HO My OTTOBOPHXa.

— JlereTo e MHOTO 100pe, C Maiikara 3aMHHAXa
3a Kponn. [Tocpenina ru TexeH npusTea Ha Mpuc-
TAHUILETO, MPU KOUTO OTUBAxa Ja KUBEAT 3a IO-
CTOSIHHO. A TO3M MalI'bK IUIMK € 3a Bac, Jloktope,
oT maiikara. OT MeH ChII0 ToNsAMO Onmaromaps. Yc-
MeX B MEIULMHATA U JIEYUTEICTBOTO.

J-p Banues ceiHas Ha TOPHUS MAJIBK JI€K B PaH-
HOTO YTpO, TNeAalle IIapeHuTe KpaOpexHu ce-
JHIIA B 04aKBaHe kopaba qa mpucTurae BbB BueHa.
OnwutBalie ce a aHaIU3Upa KOHBEHI[MOHAIHATA U
aNTepHaTUBHA MeAauuuHa. Ilpum nedutens dvyemn
JM MyK-TIyK U MpUeMall KpailHa OIEHKa 3a 3aBbp-
LIEHO yCHeIHO JieueHue. [Ipu KoHBeHIMOHAIHATa

MEJIMLIHA JICYCHUETO CE MPABH CTHIIKA 10 CTHIIKA.
[TocnenHara € KOHTPOJICH Tperieq M HsiMa TOYHa
OIICHKA 3a pe3ynTar Jere-aptuc. 3a po0pus Jeye-
OeH M3X0J € Ba)KHO J1a MMa B3aUMOBpB3Ka C JIBaTa
BUJIa MeTOAMKHU. [la, HO cera MMa M BUCOKOTEXHO-
JIOTUYHA MEAUIMHA, & EMICPUYHUTE 3HAHUS HATPY-
HaHu OT MHOTO TOAAMHM TIpH JeunTeacTBoTo. Jla ce
HaJsIBaMe, ye IOPUCIUKIUATA B T€3U JIBE KATETOPUH
Ie BbBEJAT PEryJIalliy 32 CHHXPOH MEXIY TAX. 3a
MeJHLUTE € Hail JoOpe cTpagaliuaT YOBeK Ja Mo-
JTyuu obJeKyeHre Ha Oonkara M TpaiHO Bb3CTAHO-
BSIBAHE HA HAPYIIEHOTO 3]paBe.

— Jlamu u rocmona, TOKy IO aKOCTHpaxMe Ha
npuctanuie Hycnopd — chobuu kanurana Ha Ko-
pa0a. — [Ipusaren npecroii B rpaja Ha My3uKara!

*yHeapceku esuk; ** HemcKku e3ux
S1onu 2022, ep. Llymen

BG

XEPBATKA

bnn3o monoBuH yac caMoNeThT KpbKelle Hal
aerumeTo. Mmame Hazemen npodnem. Haif-mocne
cpoOmuxa, ye kauar. [lomy4yn ce Meko KamaHe u
IbTHUIUTE CBAJIMXA HANPEKEHUETO CH C MPOIbBI-
’KUTEITHO PBHKOIUISICKaHe, IOPU Ha JIUIaTa Ha TIOBe-
YeTO OT TAX CE MOSBUXA YCMHUBKH.

— Jlamu u rocmoza, 100pe AONIUIM Ha JIETHIIE
Moina! — nmo3apaBu MBTHULUTE KAaMTAaHBT Ha
aeporuiaHa.

Tpumara xojern CTYIEHTH MEAUIM IbTyBaxa 3a
Bapmasa u ce 3amucnmxa TyK M TpsOBaile aa Ka-
nHar. Cnuzaiiku oT aBroOyca 3abens3axa, 4e TepMu-
HAJTBT B KOMTO BIM3aXa UMaIle U HEOCBETECHU YaCTH.
VHU(DOPMEHUAT CITY)KUTEI TY 3aBefIe pe]] TPaHuueH
KOHTPOJ U MM Ka3a, 4ye uMa mpobieM u TpsOBa 1a
n3yakar. OCBETIICHHETO H3racHa, HO CBETHA CJEJ
nBe-Tpu MuHyTH. O0Cmy)uxa ru 66p30. O30Baxa ce
B 3aJaTa 3a mnocpemane. Mmamie MHOTO Tabenu, HO
TeXHUTE Tocperiayn ru HaMare. [loBeue oT 4eTBbPT
4ac I'u ThpCUXa, He HaMepHXa HUKOTO.

Bomaubt um non. JIcaHoOB ce 3aroBopu C He-
no3Hat Mbx. OT Hero Hayumxa, ue Mpeau yac ce
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HOSIBUJI HENIPOTHO3MpPAH yparaH C HPOJHMBEH Karo
OT BOJONAJA ABXKJ, WU3KIIOUUTEIHO CHUJIIEH BITHD,
KOWTO € HalpaBW MHOTO Iopasuu. buimu npexsc-
HAaTU BCUYKHM HA3€MHHM, IOA3EMHU U UHTEPHET KO-
myHuKaimu. He paborenu u MoOumHuTE TEnehoHu.
EnexrponpenocHara Mpexa He paboTele, a OCBET-
JIEHUETO OMIIO OT PEe3epBHO 3aXpaHBaHE, HO YECTO
npeKbcBaso. Mankara rpymna ce Hacouu KbM Kade-
TO, HO HE CaMO TO, HUIIO He padorere. J[oneHTa 3a
KO JIM BT CE OIUTBALIE J1a CE CBBPXKE C OpraHu-
3aTopHTe Ha KOH(epeHIusaTa, HO HampaszHo. Cren
MaJIKo BCHYKHM ONHUTaxa Ja ce 00ajasiT, HO JOpH
HAMaIle curHai, Oypsta Oemle ch3naja CEpHO3HU
npo0OeMu HaBCsAKbe. YaCOBHUKBT MOKa3Balle TPH
yaca cliesl modayHoul. Teprnenuero Oeme 3a1bJIKu-
TEITHO, 100pe de OsXa ceqHalu.

Houent a-p JlucanoB ot karenpa mo OMOXH-
MU, CPEJIEH Ha PBCT YOBEK, C ITIaJKO CPECAHU Ha-
3a]] KOCH, JIEKO OpeAsBalIlu, OUBII CIOPTUCT, BCE
Ol 3ama3uil CIopTHaTa cu Gurypa, opraHu3upan
U JICJIOBH KaTo TEMIIEpaMEHT oIl oT 7 yaca Oermre
3alovHal /1a 3BbHU HAa MOOMIHHTE HOMEpa KOUTO
uMaie. Hali-nocne ciiel MHOTOKpaTHO U HacTOS-
TEITHO ThPCEHE ce 00ai MOMOILIHUK PEeKTopa. Y-
TUBO U MHOTOKPATHO CE€ U3BUHU 32 CIIYUMJIOTO C€
KOH(Y3HO pa3MHHaBaHE OTHOCHO IOCPEIIAHETO.
Kaza, ue cimen oxono wac Ha u3xon S’ e BUIAT
Ta0ena ¢ HAAMUC Ha aKaJeMHATA.

— Xaiine, koneru, chOyXKaaiTe ce, HampaBeTe
CH ToaJleTa JI0KOJIKOTO € Bb3MOHO. Mma Hopman-
HO €J1. 3aXpaHBaHE U TPbI'BaMe Jia ThbPCUM U3X0/a,
KBJETO L€ HU MTOCPEIIHAT.

Ha cnomenarusi mo-rope M3XoA HMalle JOCTa
IBbTHHUILIM, HO TPUBI'BJIHA Tabena ¢ OpaHja

”Akademia Medyczna w Warszawie”* Oemre
Haii-Bucoko. Camus mocpemniay Oemre BUCOK, MIIaja
U yCMHUXHAT MBX. bbp3o ru 3aBexe no Onu3ko
NapKupaHust JTbcHAT aBToMoOumi, yepen SAAB.
OOsicHU UM, Ye TOBa € BTOPOTO JICTUIIIE HA CTOJH-
nara. e mpTyBaT Majko Mo-1bJIr0, HO HE TIOBEYE
OT YETUPUIECET MUHYTH, 3aBUCH OT Tpaduka, u
HaTHCHA TeJana Ha rasTa.

B ¢oaiieTo Ha pekTopara HEouaKBaHO 3a Jelie-
raiusaTa I'u nocpeuHaxa peKkropa U MOMOLIHMK-

pekropkara. [lonenra u npodecop Kapiosuu ce
OKa3zaxa KOJIeTH IO MOJIEKYJspHAa OMOXUMHUS H
clie/l ChpJeyHa MperpbIKa U MO3paBH c€ HACOYH-
Xa KbM PEKTOpCKHs KaOuHeT. Mianute xopa 0sxa
1100€3HO MOKAaHEHHM OT JlaMara Jia s IOCJe/BaT.

— [laHoBe,** OoT UMETO HA MaH PEKTOpa U MOe
UMe TOHACAM U3BUHEHMS 32 HECIYUYHIIOTO IoCpe-
IaHe ¥ HEYJOOHUS MPECTON Ha CTy/AEHHs TePMH-
Han. Ho 3amoBsjaiitTe, HacTaHsBalTe ce ymoOHO.
[lle nanpaBs BepHara xepOarka, J1a BH CTOILUIH U
nog00pu HACTPOCHHUETO.

Ha ctynentuTe BepHara MM HampaBu BIIEYaT-
JICHHE U3UCKAHOTO 003aBexkaaHe, CTHIHN MeOelu,
OpPUIMHAJHU KapTUHU MO CTEHHUTE, HErojsMa 3a-
ceJaTesHa Maca, KOKeHH Kpecia, KbJIeTO BeHara
ce 0s1xa Hactauuiau. Ha mo Huckara Maca mpen Ts1x
0s1Xa CIIOKEHH CaHABUYH, CIAJKH, IIOJIOBE.

*ueduyuncka akademus: Bapuwasa
**20cno0a/moncku esux/

— 3amnoBsiaiiTe, ClEUUATHO NPUTOTBEHATa OT
MeH xepOaTrka* oT ecrecTBeHH OMIKY 1 1o 12 Kam-
KA B 4ama ,,XeHecwu’, 32 00POCT U HACTPOCHUE.
B3semaiiTe cu 0T BCHUKO Ipej Bac, a ToBa ca JOMall-
HU CJIaJIKU, IPUTOTBEHH 1O MOs petenta. MosT cun
ru obuvaiie MHOTO. Bue cTe Ha Heroara Bb3pacT.
Mouts, B3eMaiiTe CH OT BCUYKO, HE CE IPUTECHABAN-
te. A3 ¢eM KOctuna HoBukoBa, a Bue cte?

— bnaronmaps, manun HoBukoBa, 3a m00e3HOTO
U chpiaeuyHo nocpemane! Ha kakbB e3uk ja ro-
BOPUM, HEMCKHM WJIM aHIJUICKU Tpeamoyutare?
— u3bpaxa Bropus e3uk — A3 cbM [leTbp, TOBa €
['eopru, cTynenTn MeaquLu B OCMU ceMecTbp. ToBa
e lensH, Toil e mo-Hampen, yun B 10 cemecTsp.
[Ile B3eMeM yuacTue B MEIUIIMHCKATA CTYACHTCKA
KoH(epeHIUs C JBa HarpaJeHu aAokiana. He 3Has
Jally cTe 3al03HaTa, periiaMeHTa Ha (opyMma H3-
UCKBa Te€ Jia ca MOJyYUIIU HAIMOHAJIHA UITU MEX-
JIyHapoJHa Harpaja.

Buknaiiku, ye CTyJeHTUTE C€ MPUTECHSBAT J1a
B3eMar OT MpeAsioKeHaTa romaska, r-xa Octuna
T'M TMOAKAHU /1a CH B3e€MaT OT BCUYKO U OTHJE 0
npo3opera Jia OTTOBOPU Ha Tele(POHHO MO3BBHS-
Bane. Cren ToBa ce 3ariena Mo-IPOABIIKUTEITHO
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kbM Hebeto. Tst Gemre cTpoiiHa, ¢ BUCOK 32 jKEHA
PBCT, KECTEHSIBU KOCH, MEKU TOIUIM Ka(siBH OUH,
roBoperie 6aBHO ¢ MPHUATEH anToB TeMOBp. BbopHa
CE C KaHa apOMaTEH Yail U T OKAHHU A CU CHIIAT,
7la HE ce IPUTECHSBAT.

— YBaxkaeMu rocroja, 4ecTo XoAs O Ipo30-
pena, oT TaM C€ BIXKJAT CaMOJIETUTE, UJBAIU OT
Amepuka. MosT cuH emMHUrpupa Tam KaTto Oemre
CTYJEHT B TPETU CEMECTHDP HAa BOEHHATa MEJUYHA
akajzeMus, 10pu He ce ABU Ha u3nuty. Cera mere
Jla € KaTo BacC B OCMU CEMECTBp — MOITIeHa Mal-
KaTa KbM JiBeTe MoMueTa. — Karo Buas npucrura-
laTa MallMHa MM TpenBa cbpuero. Masa nu cu?
XKuBoTHT TpAOBa A2 ce )KUBEE B PagOCT U JIOOOB B
ponunara cu. Koraro 3emsara npomens Bubpanuu-
T€ CH, HAMAIIe KaK CHHA MU J]a He 0TpabOTH HOBO-
HOSBUJIOTO CH XKeJIaHUE B KapMara CH. 3a IpOMsIHa
ype3 Helo HOBO, 0e3 Aa uMa 000 ChC CTApOTO
CH KHUTHE, TIPUE POJIATA CU HA CAMOTEH MMIPAHT.
[Ipu sHKMTE MAapuTe, Kapuepara U KOpUCTTa ca ad-
COJIFOTEH CMUCBJ. 3aTOBa TaM OLIEJIsiBa CaMO €IUH
XapMOHMYEH, HAmoOpUCT 4yoBeK. Tam Bcenenara
JaBa MHOTO Ha TSJIOTO M MaJIko Ha ayxa. Cpabara
Ha €eMHUIPaHTa B MHOTO CJIy4au BOJH 10 Hebiaro-
noxydue u opopMsIIa ce JeTpecus U TO yCTOHUu-
Ba B JINYHATa KAPMUYHA CTPYKTypa.

— bpaenieTo e nmpoekuus Ha ymMa U TOM Ce OIl-
UTBA J]a EMUTPUPA OT HACTOSAILIETO KbM OBACHIETO
C LIeJI IPECTHKHA peanu3anus — orroBopu lleTsp.

— A mpu Bac Kak € MJIaii rocnozaa ¥ Obaemu Jie-
kapu? —3anura nanu Hosukosa. — )KuBoTsT nportu-
4a B HacTos1eTo. Harero Ero Hu 3a0myx1aBa kato
HU JlaBa HaJexJa 3a Objemero upe3 murpanus. 1
KaKBO C€ OKa3Ba, ue Eroro e Bpar Ha HaCTOSILIETO.

— Omexpam ce okono cebe CH — MPOIABIIKH
mucwiara cu Ilersp. Toli mmamie apMeHCKa KpbB
110 MailunHa JUHMS U AMAJOTMYHOCTTA MY C€ OT-
naaiie. — Bp3npuemamn uagopmanus ot npusre-
nu, meauu U Becenenarta. M3mbeiaBam ce ChC CIO-
KOWCTBHUE, YBEPEHOCT, PEAIHO YMbBT TH CIHMpa Aa
ce Bb3MpoTHBABA. Biemam pemenue. Kypapst u
paHMLIaTa ca TOTOBM U CH €MUTpaHT B moner. U
kakBo Thpcum? Jla ce maeHTHPUIUpAII C MpPoO-
decusi, xobu WM KaKBOTO TH € MPUATHO. Kbae u

kak? Jlanu napute, 60raTcTBOTO KbM OXOJICTBO Ca
CTUMYJIMpAIIX U Thpcewu npuianHu. Moero Ero e
CKJIOHHO KbM MUIPAlLlUsl, HO CJIE]] AUIIOMHUPAHE.

T'ocnokara ¢ pagoct pasroBapsiie ¢ T€3M Mila-
aM UHTeNureHTH Mianexu. Camara T Oemre ce u3-
rpajauia Ha 100po HUBO KaTO KIWHUYEH IICUXOJIOT.

3abens3a, ue ['eopru u [lensH 3amoyHaxa aa ce
IPUTECHABAT J1a HE IPONYCHAT OTKPUBAHETO HA
MHTEpHAI[MOHAIHATA CTYICHTCKAa KOH(EpeHIHs.
Yecto cMeHsIXa KPBCTOCAHUTE CH Kpaka, IOTpUBa-
Xa JUIaHu,Il OIVIeXkAaxa KbM Bparara.

— T'ocioga Meauny, BUKJaM 4e ce IPUTECHS-
BaTe Jja He 3aKbcHeeTe. Mo, KaxkeTe Koraro cTe
roTOBH, Kojara BM yaka goiy. Ciex xaro BU Oc-
TaBHM, HAIUAT MO(QBOP II€ JOCTaBU 0araxnbT BU
BbB BalllUsg XOTell. — JIUCKpeTHO ru nornenHa. Ha
pPYMEHHUTE UM Jiulia Oelle U3MUCaHo CIIOKOcTBHE,
O4YMTE M3JIbYBaxXa TOIUIMHA U poBepue. Ta ni3nura
YIOBOJICTBHE, Y€ O€ ycIsila la TW IOCpEIHE, 3a-
TOMJIM U NPEIPa3NON0oKU KbM KapMUYHU pa3Mu-
CIU. A 1anmu ToBa ce CIIyuBa MOHSAKOra OT 100pu
Xopa ¥ KbM HeHHUAT eMurpupain cun? Jlait boxe!

*yail /NoACKU e3uxK

Kondepenuusra Oeme oTkputa 3abenexuTen-
Ho. Mmame Hax 200 yyacTHMLIM OT OKOJIO TpHJE-
cer ctpanu. C nobpa cueHnyHa crieHorpadus oemre
MOKa3aHa 4acT OT MOJICKaTa HAIIMOHAIHA TPa UL,
[IpodhecronanHuTe U3MBIHUTENN MOBAUTHAXA Ha-
CTPOCHUETO U yXa Ha MPHUCHCTBALIUTE.

Ha npyrus nen 3amodnHaxa MpeAcTaBsSHE Ha
Hay4yHHUTE JTOKJIaad. MMmamie roisMo MpUCHCTBHE
Ha XaOMJIUTHpAaHU YYEHH U TpernojaBarenu. Te
y4yacTBaxa M B PazIMYHHUTE 1O AUCIUILIMHU CEK-
nuu. JleOHexa M Thpcexa MHOBAILMH B MPEACTaBe-
HHUTE NMPOYYBAHUS U OTIMYABALIM CE€ CTYJCHTH B
pasuckBaHusATa. TpsbBaxa UM HOBU HICU U pe-
alM3ali B TEXHOJIOTHHUTE 33 JUTUTAIHO 3/IpaBe
U NepCOHANM3KpPaHa MEAUIMHA. Thbpcexa HacTpo-
€HU ¥ TOTOBH MO3BIIM 32 TEXHUTE KAaTeAPH U HAY-
HH Ja00paTopuu.

JIBaTa JOKJIa/1a Ha HAITKTE CTYACHTH Os1Xa B pas-
JUYHM YaCOBE M B PA3IMYHU ayAUTOPHHU. JIBIKeXxa
ce KOMITAKTHO ¥ MOXaxa J1a Ce HacHaAAT Ha Mpea-
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CTaBSHETO M J100pe pa3BHIMTE C€ B TAXHA MOJ3a
pa3sucKBaHUS OT MHOTo y4dacTHuiM. ToBa noBene
10 100po kiacupane. A aBere pa3paboTKu, eaHaTa
B o0acTTa Ha OuoxumMusTa: MONEKynsapHU Cheu-
HEHMSI U KOMIIJIEKCH 32 CUHTETHYHO MNOJy4aBaHE
Ha HEBPOTPaHCMUTEPH, a Apyrus: Jlambo ot nepu-
TOHEyMa Ha OOJHH M MpHCAXTaHE BbPXY SI3BECHU
YBpPEKIaHUS B CTOMAxX U ngyoaenyM.* Haii-ronsma-
Ta U3HEHAJAa W UMIIYJICHBHA PaJOCT C€ MOIY4H OT
3aBOIOBAHOTO BTOPO NPECTHXKHO KJIacHpaHe M Ha
nBata qokiana. HeHanelHo, HO 3aciyKeHO 3a Io-
JOXEHOTO crapanue. JloneHTa Oemie BbB Bb3TOPT
U Oe3rpaHuyHa pajgoCT, He CIIUpAIe Ja MO3/paBsi-
Ba MJIAJIUTE C HOBaToOpcka AeiHocT Meaunu. Ore
IBE NMPECTHKHU MEKAYHAPOIHHU HAarpaau Lisxa aa
KpacsiT rajepusTa Ha BapHEHCKUS MEIUIMHCKU
YHUBEPCUTET.

Tpute KoH(pEpeHTHH ITHU 3a CBEXKara HayyHa U
TBOpYECKA MHUCHJ MPEMUHAaXa ObP30 M HEYCETHO.
KoHTakTuTe MEX/1y KOJETU OT Pa3IU4YHUTE YHU-
BEPCUTETH CE€ OKa3axa IOBEYE€ OT IOJI30TBOPHH.
ToBa MHEHME U3pa3uxa U MHOTOTO NPUCHCTBAIIN
XaOMJIMTUPAHU JIUIA, KOUTO CH TPbrBaxa ¢ MHO-
o 3alMCaHu UMEHA U Tele(OHU OT YYaCTHHUIIUTE.
PasroBopute npoabikaBaxa U B calloOHA Ha XOTEJ-
ckara peuenuus. Jlo Obarapckara rpymna ce mnpu-
ONMXM TpENCTaBUTENHA JaMa.

— No06wp nen manoBe u goueHT Jlucanos! Buxk-
naMm BH B 100po Hactpoenue. [lozapaBnenus 3a
YCIIEUIHOTO MpEACTaBsAHE U MOJy4YeHara Harpajal
ToBa e 3a Bac — Ts mojaje MakeT 10Ope OnaKoBaH
C KpacHBa XapTus U nasaenka KkeM lleTsp, KoHTO
CE CMYTH M HE IIOCETHaA Ja B3eMe Nojapbka. I'-xa
IOcTuHa, kakTo g1 Hapu4yaxa MEJULNUTE, IPOIBIKU
nareTuyHo — McTuHeko OorarcBo € Ja ymeen aa
AaBail, a He jaa B3emaml. Jla Opaenr measp KbM
apyrute. [la umam cBobojara [a mpaBull TOBA,
Koeto obuyami, HO Hail-moOpe B OTe4eCTBOTO CH.
[IpusTen mbT ¥ K0OpPH CIIOMEHHU BU MOXkej1aBam!
Benuku pazonakoBaxa NoAapbLUMTE CH U 3all0YHa-
xa ja 6maromapsT Ha naMata. B ToBa Bpeme [lensn
HaObp30 Oemre mpeneTsul 0 LBETapCKUAT OyTHK
OKOJIO XOTeJIa U BpPBIIANKHU C€ 3aJbXaH, MOAHECE
Oyket Ha T-a HoBukoBa.

— bularozapst 3a cbpZIe4HOTO MOCpPELIAHE, KOETO
me noMHuM awiaro! Ot Bamute nymu pazdpaxme,
4e )KUBOTHT TPsAOBA J1a ce )KUBee C PagocCT U JIo-
00B, JocTHram| CUsiiHa TOYKAa HA TyXOBHA €HEp-
T'Msl, HO Ha POJIHA 3eMSl.

Taka npemuHa eAMH €NU304 OT KHUBOTA HA TE3U
XOpa KaTo Ha JIEHTa, YUUTO BbTPEIIHU CHIIU UCKa-
Xa J1a AKHUBEST B XapMOHUS YCTPEMEHH KbM yclexa

1 HaJeXara.
*anamomuyno, yacm cied cmomaxa
8 mapm. 2024 2.
ep. Llymen

IHIBbPKEJIN B CEJIO BE3 YEPKBA

Manko mpeau na HampaBAT 3aBOM M BIISI3aT B
CEJIOTO, EAMHUAT OT JBamara IbTHUIM B Kojara
MIOMCKA J1a CTIpaT Ha OTOMBKATa B ASCHO, UCKAJ 1a
nokaxe Hewo. OTBOpH BparaTa, 3all04Ha Aa CIu-
3a ¥ OTBEAHBXK ce NMpudpa 0OpaTHO U MPHUTECHEH
OBp30 3amoyHa Ja 00sICHsIBA:

— C nepugepHOTO cU 3peHHEe MU Ce€ BUAA, 4e
HU yaps OoeH u3tpebuten. llupoko pasnepenu
KpHJie, HacOYEeHa HaIlpe] CTPEJOBMHA YacCT, Mpa-
BO KbM aBTOMOOWIJIa HH. A TOBa OMJIO BHXK KOIl.
— Ka3a 10 Bb3PACTHUAT OT IbTHULIUTE.

ITo 3a1HOTO CTpaHUYHO CTHKIIO CE Uy JBYKpaT-
HO CUJIHO TouykBaHe. M nBamara ce oObpHaxa Ha
tam. U xakBo Buasxa. lspken. 'opao usnpasex,
BUCOK HaJl €AMH METHP, Oenu noaynpubpanu Kpu-
J€e, B Kpasl ¢ 4YEpHO OIepsIBaHE, YEPBEH KIIOH. Pa3-
nepu Kpuie, IUPOKU OKOJIO METHP U MOJOBHUHA U
MaJIKO [TOBEYE JIOPH, YEPBEHU KpaKa B CHIIUS KaTO
KJItOHA 1BAT. Pazmaxa ¢ xpuite u nutHa. Uy ce Hi-
KaKbB IIyM OT MaJaHe Ha MpeaMeT. MbxeTe cis-
30Xa OT KoJjlaTa | s orjejaaxa J[scHOTO cTpaHMYHO
ornenano Oeme OTKbCHATO, KaTo Y€ JIM OTPSA3aHO €
HoxoBKa. KakBa MoIllHa cuiia Ha pa3Maxa Ha Kpu-
JeTe MpU U3IUTaHe UMa Ta3u NTULA.

— Hemro uckam a Tu nokaxa, gackaie. — pede
Xo/Kara. — Buxk B Kpas Ha MoJsHara, e TaM KbM
marucrpainara. Mma Haxonko mppkena. Tosa € Mo-
qypiMBaTa 4acT Ha monsHara. Mima Gorarta xpaHa
3a Te€3W NTHULHU: Ka0u, 3MHUOPKH, T'YIIEPH, YEPBEHU.
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A B TO3M Kpail KbM HAC IIBK € MECTOTO, KBJAETO Ce
CHOMpAT M MOAPEKIAT ECEHHO BpEeMe MPEAU U3-
nutane Ha tor. CyTpUH CbM BN HAPOYHO Ja TH
rienam. [Togpexaar ce KaTo caMOJIeTHH €CKaIpH-
M, B TPUBT'BIIHUK MO TEXEH NMPUET HAYMH HA JIeTe-
He. ThKHA pa3jsia ¢ HAIUTE MPUSATENH, C KOUTO
CM€ CBHKHAIU TIPe3 LSIOTO JATO.

®opna pokyc-a moTernu U cliel ABe, HAMA U TPU
MUHYTH BJI€3€ B TJIaBHHUSA IBT Ha cenoTo. M moxa-
TO CIIAJIKO CH TOBOpEXa, MPUCTUTHAXA TIPe] JBYye-
Ta)KHATa YUUJIUIHA CTPaja, U3yuyniia U Bh3MUTANA
MHOTO Jerna. Bede umaiie u U3BECTHH CpeJ TAX,
3aeqM aBTOPUTETHO MECTO B OOIIECTBOTO.

— ETo Tyk Ha TOBa MACTO, KBAETO € OKAUYeHa
kaM0aHaTa Ha rpeaara, CIOXKEeHa MEXAy 1Ba Je-
Oenu IBPBEHU CTBOJA M KO OOpPMEHH dHarana
TpsiOBale 1a € YepKBaTa — MPOABIKU XOIKaTa.
KakBo mpaBuxa KakBO CTpyBaxa XpHUCTUSHUTE, HE
HampaBuxa crpoexka. OT chOpaHHUTEe Mapu Kynuxa
kam0Oanarta. Mmamie crop mapakiuc Jd Ja € WiH
HEerolsiMa 4epkBa, He pa3Opax. M Taka Hanm uye-
tupugecer ronuau. He ca manko. Hue mectHuTe
MIOCIOJIMAaHM HMMaxMme TOTOBHOCT Jia JIaJieM BCS-
KaKbB BUJ MTOMOII, a MIOQTHITA,HAII CHCENSTHUH,
IbK UMaIllle TOTOBHOCT M 3a mo-roisiMa. Ho uep-
KOBHOTO HACTOSITENICTBO Taka M He ce pa3dpa mo
Mexay cu. KakBa e mpuunHara He 3Hasi, HO Taka U
HE CE ChIPAJU MOIUTBEH JIOM.

XomKkara WM KakTO ce o0pbIaxa KbM HETO
nsino Mopsm, Habnmxasamie 90 ToquHM, HO BCE OI1Ie
UMalle CHJIU M MPaBelle MOJIUTBUTE B JDKAMHSITA
10 HaYMHA, KoWTo Oemre ycBoun B HioBBaO*.

*()}’X{)(S’HO yuuauwie 3a umamu

Koraro roBopu u o0sicuaBa Kopana, upes
asTaT M CypH BCUUKO MY C€ pa3dupa OT 3ama3eHus
MpaBUIHEH TOBOP. EWH WK 1Ba MbTH CE KauBalie
Makap u 0aBHO Ha MHHApETO C HAleB IMOKaHBAII
3a MOJIMTBA. JIbpKelie Ha TpaAUIUATa. A TEXHHUKA
umaiie MoHTHpaHa. J[pedeH, KunaB crapel, 4e u
OBp30 BBpBELIIE.

— HMackaze, 1ie TH peKa 1 eiHa JeTeH/Ia 3a Te31
ntunu. Ha 3emsTa, KosSTo 00OMTaBaT IIbPKEITUTE
He Morar Aa paxjaar u 3aroa [ocmox e oTpenun

Ja WABAT MpH XopaTa Ja paxaaT U OTIJIeXIaT
MaJIKuTe cu. M Ha MHOro Mecra THE3IAT [0
XPUCTHSHCKH XpaMoBe. AKOo cH 3a0enssan Jo
JUKaMHUATa HE CBHUBAT rHe3ma. 3amo jau? 3amjoTo
HE € CBSATO MSCTO, @ cCaMO MOJUTBEH goM. Hareto
CBSATO MSCTO € B Meka.

— HoBmxnane, aspo UOpsm — pede nackana.
[Tonane ppka Ha AylHIeIPUKA3UYMKAa CH M TPbhrHA
KbM yuuiuinero. 3amuciu ce. Besdka roguna
TOM mojpexaalie Aelara Ha rojisMara Tepaca Ha
BTOpHS €TaX Ha MIKOJIOTO B Kpasi Ha MapT U IbPBUTE
nuu Ha anpui. [loka3Baie TpuTe ruesaa, KOUTO ce
BIKJIaXa OT TaM | Beue ce 0gxa 3aBbpHAIH OT IOT
WM MBXKapST, KOUTO MOAPEKAAIIEe THE3A0TO WIH
nBoiikata. Pa3ka3Barie Tr00MMOTO CU XPUCTUSHCKO
npepanue: ,,Pogun ce Mucyc. lomum BcHYKU
MBJPELH Ja YECTUTAT HOBOPOAEHOTO. Jlomwau u
KUBOTHUTE. 3HATHOTO YEIO JIEKAJO B CKPOMHO
aoxe 0e3 moctenku. Llbpko HAMan gapose u
CKBIIOIEHHOCTH J1a moiHece. OTckyOHam OT mepara
CH M TH NOJUIOKHUII ITOJ MJjajieHela Ja uMa Toria
U Meka mocrens. Mucyc 6marociioBus nTuiara 3a
TO3U UCKPEH U TOI'BJI JKECT C BEUHA CJaBa, 3aToBa
U 10 JHEC UIbPKETBT € CUMBOJ Ha PaXJAaHETO U
IOKPOBUTE Ha HOBOPOAEHHUTE.”

— Tocmommn HwukojoB, Mora 1M Jaa H3Bena
nenara Ha tepacara? Mickam i1a oHarnesast ypoka cu
¢ nrunure. — Ilornegna xoiexkara Ilanaiiorosa.
beme ce npnboko 3amucnun u He g uy. [lomonu
1 Ja TOBTOPH Ka3aHOTO OT Hes. OTrosopu U
MOJOKUTETHO ¥ MPOABIIKU MO CTHIOUTE HATrOpe.

buonor mo o0Gpa3oBaHue W MPHUPOIOTIOOUTEIN
0 TIPU3BaHUE, Beue ¢ OOrar meJarorn4ecku OIHT,
3HaeIle KakK /1a MOJrOTBU HATJEAHO YPOILIUTE CH, 3a
Jla MOTaT Jenara ja 3aloMHT pa3kazaHoro. [loa-
penau aenara Taka, ye Ja Morar Ja BUXAaT BCUUKHU.

— Jleua, oT pa3kazaHOTO 3a MHOTOTO NTHIIH, JHEC
1€ MOra Jia BU MOKa)ka €MHCTBEHATa ellpa NTHUlIa,
KOSITO THE3[M B HACEJICHU MECTA, a TOBA € IIbPKETBT.
Ot Tyk ce BWKIAT 100pe TpUTE THE3/a HA CeMeii-
crBata. Hapoanara MbApOCT mpenasa, 4e TaM KbJie-
TO B JIBOpa MMa THE3/10, OOMTATEINTE HA KbIATa ca
3aKpUISHA OT Oe U ca KbCMETIUH. Te3u IBOMKH
HE CE Pa3JelisiT, 0OCTaBaT Mpe3 LENHs CU KHUBOT 3a-
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eTHO U Ca CHMBOJI Ha BEPHOCTTA €JIUH KbM JpyT. Te
HOCSIT HOBO HAyaJl0 Ha CHOJyKa M OJarofeHCTBHE.
[Tornennere  KbM MMO-ONMM3KOTO THE3I0 JO HAC.
Bwxre Tam uMa Beue YETHPU MAJKH U BCHUKH Ca
Ha Kpas Ha THE3JI0TO, U3MPABEeHH Jia TH BIKIAT XO-
para. C ToBa NTUYETO CEMEICTBO 1aBa peajeH Mpu-
Mep Ha MJIaJIUTe JIBOWKH J]a MOCNeBaT IpruMepa UM
U J1a HApOJAT Jieta. — YpoKa MpoTHyalie Ipy MbJiHa
tuiMHA. [ocnoxkara Gerre JoHecna 1 OMHOKBII U 3a-
MOYHa J1a 00SICHABA Ha BCSIKO JETE KaK J1a CH CIYKH
¢ ypena. [emara, kouto 0sxa BUIAETH ¢ OMHOKBIA
MaJIKUTE LIbPKETYeTa, PagoCTHO CIIOZENAXa KAKBO
ca mpaBeniu JOOMMKEHUTE MOYTH A0 TAX MbHHYETA.
VPOKBT NPOIBIKM € MUTAHE OT Jielara U OTTOBOPH
OT y4UTENKara.

VYuurens Huxona Hukonos npenogasaie nose-
4e OT TPUAECET FOAWHU B YUMIIUIIETO, a MOCIETHHU-
Te AeceT roauHu Oemre u aupektop. [Ipexoxnarne,
HO TOBa He My npeuere. PaboTere ¢ ynoBoJicTBHE.
[TbK ¥ Beue UMaIle IIKOJICKU aBTOOYCH 3a PaoCcT Ha
aenata u obleKyeHue Ha mpenongasarenure. B kbc-
HUS cleno0en cien Kato cu Oere TOBBPIIIT pado-
Tara, BbpBelIe 0aBHO KbM aBTOMOOMIA cu. J[okaro
pOBeIlIe B YaHTaTa CH 3a KIIOYOBETE, MOMIEABT MYy
ce chps Ha yTUXHanara kambaHa — KyJTOB XpHC-
TUSHCKH CHMBOJI, CIIO)KeHAa MaKCHMAaJHO BHCOKO Ja
no0mkaBa BUCOUMHATA Ha KambaHapus, a T Oee
¥ JJOCTa TOJISIMA M TO BbPHA KbM JHEUIHHS Pa3roBOp
¢ xomkara. [Ipenu B cenoto nmano moseye OT AeceT
IIBPKOBYU T'HE371a. A cera 0sXa TpH, KOUTO C€ BUXK-
Jaxa OT y4YWJIMII[HATA Tepaca U OIle €IHO B Apyrara
Maxana 3aj ommskus pu. Hsmaie HoBu odurareny,
7y HaWCTUHA 3apajy jurcara Ha uyepksa? E, Bce
nak TpsOBalle Ja ce BspBa Ha npefaHusaTa. B ubp-
KOBHUTE JIOTMAaTUYHU W300pXKEHUS MMAIe BCHUKH
CBETLIM PA3MOJIOKEHH OT Kymoja | no crenure. Ko-
raTo BJIM3axa MUPSHUTE U CE MOJIeXa Ype3 CBETHUUTE,
TEXHHTE JKEJIaHUS JOCTHraxa /10 apXaHrenure. A Te
npamiaxa HebecHuTe boxun TaifHCTBAa KM XPHCTHU-
SHHTE, 3a J1a C€ CIyYar XKENaHUATa UM Ype3 MOJIHT-
BUTE. AKO W/BaT HOBH IIBPKENH, THE3IAT U UMaT
MIOKOJICHHE, CUTYPHO € M3Ipalar MocIaHue KbM
MJIaJJUTe X0pa U Te Jia OCIeBaT TEXHUSAT IPUMEp U
71a HApOAAT HACJEACTBO. A B MOCIEIHUTE TIET TOAHU-

HY, YUCHHUIIUTE HaMallsiBaxa, HAMAIle HOBOPOJAEHHU,
napanenkure 0sxa manomepHu. CrapTupa JBUTaTe-
JIs1, Aajie JIIB MHUTrad U TPbrHA. 3aMUCIIEH, HE YCETH
Kora JIOWJie 10 XpaHuikara Ha nruuute. [bspkennure
Os1xa mak Tam, cbOupaxa CHIM 4pe3 XxpaHara. A Tps0-
Ballle J]a HATOCTAT U MaJKuTe. [opau, IpHKOBHU PO-
JIUTEIU, C KJIIOHOBE IThJIHU C XpaHa OTIUTAXa eUH
cren ApYr KbM rHe3nara cu. OTpouerara TpsOBarie
aa pactar Obp30 1O 3aKOHUTE Ha KMBOTHHTE.

30 mapm 2024ep. LLlymen

e i

Veska Ducheva | BULGARIA

BG

OBNYAM TE, OBUYAM TE,
OBUYAM TE

a3 CbM Tasd,

KOSITO cllara Tparesara

u TC qepHH C EMOIIUHU U JIIO6OBHH HpI/ISHaHHH,

ye Te 00Mua u ¢ Ted e macTiInBa

KaTo IIynayka

crieueiiniaa MUJINOH OT HOTapHH
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a3 CbM Tas,

KOSATO THU BSIpBa,

KOTaTo M Ka3Ball KOJIKO € XyOaBa
M KaK HiAKora Ie ObIeTe 3aeaHo
3al10TO € CMUCHIBT

Ha TBOCTO CT)H.[CCTBYB&HC

a3 CbM Tafl,
KOSITO ocTaps 0e3 1a mopacHe

¥ Ol BSIpPBAa HAa KPACUBUTE MPUKA3ZKH
3a JII000BTa, 3a ThraTa U 0OJKATa H...
4e UMa Xopa, KOUTO

JIOKATO ca KUBHU 00MUar ce

a3 CbM Tad,
KOSITO HE TBXKE

KOTaTo 10 CTO ITBTH Ka3Ba,

ye Te o0nua

JOpH KOTaTo 3Hae, ue HaiMaMe ObJenre
3aII0TO CH CaMO

npoJaBay Ha UITIO3UU

cera jxajlyBaM 3a Te0

U C€ paJBaM U CTpajaM,

BMECTO J]a OYaKBaM Beue

OHas C Kocaykara,

HO ako bor e pemmn Taka 1a CBbpILIH )KUBOTHT MU
OCTaHM C MEH Ha Tparesara

¥ HEKa JiBaMa Jla yakame

a3 Beye ce pajJiBaM, Y€ CbM TOJIKOBA Bb3pacTHa
U, 4€ HsAMA J1a BUA KaK OCTapsABalll

3aI10TO Mpeau TeO e Cu TphrHa

0e3 OT peBHOCT pa3KbCcBaHa

3amoTo Beue pazdpax,

g€ CaMO TH MU OCTaBal]

15 1onu 2024 2
Buoosoen
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TI AMO, TIAMO, TI AMO

lo sono quello

chi apparecchia la tavola

e t1 attira con emozioni e confessioni d‘amore
che ti ama ed ¢ felice con te

come uno scemo

ha vinto um milione alla lotteria

lo sono quello

chi si fida di te

quando le dici quanto ¢ bella
¢ come starete mai insteme
perché ¢ il senso

della tua esistenza

lo sono quello

che ¢ invecchiato senza crescere

e crede ancora nelle favole

sull* amore, la tristezza, il dolore e ...
che ci sono persone che

finché vivono si amano

lo sono quello

che non mente

guando lo dice cento volte

che ti ama

anche quando sa che non abbiamo futuro
perché sei solo

un venditore di illusioni

ti desidero adesso

e gioisco e soffro

invece di aspettare gia

quello con il tosaerba

ma se Dio volesse cosi che la mia vita finisse
resta con me a tavola

e aspettiamo entrambi

sono gia felice di essere cosi vecchio
e che non ti vedro invecchiare
perché partiro prima di te

senza essere dilaniato dalla gelosia
perché avevo gia capito

she per me rimani solo tu.



BG

JA HE ITOBSAPBAIII

A3 cbM Tad,

peJ KOSITO MOXKEIll CITIOKOHHO

Jla pa3BsBall cTapara CH, pa3abpliaHa muKkama,
a B OYUTC U

Ja M3TIIeXK ANl KaTo puiap,

OT KOWTO I10- KpacuB

B CBETa M300110 HsIMa!

Camo a3 cbM Tad,

KOSITO 1I€ THPIH

0e30poifHUTE TH CTPACTHH MMOYUTATEIKH,
I ce YCMHXBA,

1€ MBJIYN

U JJaKe IIe ce pajaBa

Ha ycnexa Tu!

A3 cbM Tad,

KOSITO THI'YBa,

KOT'aTO CTOPUIL OPEAHOTO Oe3ymue
¥ TBOMTE TaliHU TPUKIUBO IpUOUpa
3abpaBuiia pazym u Omaropasymue!
OcTtaHu cu pu MeH,

KbJI€ 11I€ HAMEPULI
Apyra TakaBa BII0OOCHA OTKayalka,
KaKBOTO /12 ITPaBHII

a3 BCE ChbM IIACTIINBA,

KaToO HSAKaKBa THYAIlla [0 KapaBaTa
B TPAHC HECTHHapKa!

IT

NON CREDERCI

lo sono quello

davanti al guale puoi tranquillamente
per sventolare il tuo vecchio

pigiama strappato

e nel suoi occhi

sembrare un cavaliere

di guello che ¢ piu bello

non ce n‘¢ al mondo

sono I unico

che durera

1 tuoi innumerevoli fan
appassionati

sorridera

restera in silenzio

e sara anche felice

del tuo successo

lo sono quello

il che ¢ triste

quando fai un® altra cosa folle
e 1 tuoi segreti accuratamente
messi da parte

dimenticato la ragione

e la prudenza

resta com me

dove troverai

un altro mostro innamorato del genere
qualunque cosa tu faccia

sono ancora felice

come qualcuno che corre

sulla brace

in trance nestinarka!
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THE WORLD WILL CONSIST OF
WOMEN ONLY

Absolutely no one could have foreseen that the
things would take on such a direction that quick!
But the New Global Census confirmed it: 18%!!!
That’s right — with three exclamation marks and
with big red letters on the background of the jubilant
crowd of women: “MEN PRESENT NOW ONLY
18% OF THE WORLD’S POPULATION!!!”. In
a feverish state of mind Luke started reading the
text shown on the phosphorescing video screen.
With this pace the world was to be populated with
women only in some 150 years. “Do it sooner!” —
shouted the speaker among the enthusiastic crowd,
and her camera magnified mouth seemed to occupy
the whole screen. Luke felt this as painful perhaps
as all of his gender comrades who read the official

declaration of the Government and listened to the
comments. The world did not want them, men had
turned into a giant refuse mass.

At this very moment the autopilot light lit — his
taxi had come closer to another car in front — did
he want to over run it? With effort Luke detached
his eyesight from the video screen and turned off
the magnetic disabler — the invisible force that
kept him in the same traffic direction line — then
he directed the car in to the opposite one. He could
have of course changed his mind — the autopilot
would have driven behind the other car. But not
— he was in a hurry to reach “Lesbos”. That night
the bar was to be overcrowded with celebrating
women and may be this was a reason enough
for him to be present there. After the manoeuver
his attention was engulfed in to the video screen
again. He started switching through the channels
until he saw a man making comments. He hoped
he would hear from him something more positive
about the future of his gender. The commentator
was making a historical summary on the topic:

“....In the distant 2015 the two ladies who were
the first couple wished to have a baby without
the need of a man. It was then invented the well
known nowadays method of artificial conception
by “FUSION OF TWO OVA....”

(the big letters continued to show on the screen)

“The new method excelled the CLONING,

(a picture of “Dolly” the sheep appeared)

... which made the first time for a spermatozoon
to be unnecessary for the process of conception.
But in the process of the cloning the new born
specimen is exact copy of one of the parents which
breaches the law of the biological diversity while
with the new method they all have their genetic
code....”

“It is but that they are only female” — smiled
bitterly Luke. Every kid knew that by the fusion of
ova were combined two X-chromosomes and there
was no way a boy to be born.

As if overheard his thoughts on the screen
appeared a female commentator with excited
voice:
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“XX symmetry is a sign of perfection!” — then
through fits of laughter she grabbed the present
in front of her cup of water and spilled it over the
head of her colleague. He started blinking with
his eyes to add to the comic effect and the screen
turned into eruption of colourful fireworks.

“It is our fault — Luke murmured to himself —
perhaps this method was created by a man as most
of the discoveries” — and he turned off the monitor.

When he arrived at the taxi-stand his colleagues
were already gathered in discussion of the news:

“It all started in that miserable XX century” —
he overheard as he was approaching.

“The feminist movements?” somebody
returned.
“No, simply the Roman number twenty

resembles the two X chromosomes” — rejoined
somebody in jest.

But nobody laughed. It was a fate’s sign that
at that time were laid the foundations of female
dominion: it was first the political equality
that men gave to women, then the technical
development that deprived the male gender
from its physical predominance — hence women
received equal working rights with men and
gained economic independence. And so the
communication between the genders started
to depend on that fragile mental state called
feelings. The sexual revolution removed another
pair of shackles and while the independence was
making women stronger and stronger men started
stupefying more and more. In the previous
centuries they were knights ready to die for the
sake of glory, dueled each other to defend their
honour, were made of strength and sound spirits
but in the XX century they turned into indecisive
milksops ready for anything to make some career.
.... In that very moment women found it right to
plead real men to be found only in history. And,
0, God, the first scornful opinions turned up in
female companies disseminating from mouth to
mouth that men were not capable of anything

else but to fertilize. Had it been possible they
wouldn’t even seek them for that.

The marriage as institution started to corrode
and divorces grew at immense rate, the single sex
co-existence was legitimized and all this made in
one single century.

And this was the mere beginning of the events
that happened later: After the invention of the
Method in the following centuries the number
of women significantly increased. By means of
voting they overtook the men from power. Then the
genocide over the strong gender was legitimized
and seen with the power of a doctrine and those
who happen to oppose it were caught in hours by
means of the DNA-bank and the new devices of
the police.

Instead of listening to the complains of his
colleagues Luke considered much more important
to goto “Lesbos”. The bar was situated immediately
to the taxi-stand. He used to go there always
whenever happened for him to be on shift. It was
still possible for one to find in the bar a naughtier
girl who wanted to try the old fashioned sex with
a male ignoring the whole variety of toys for
satisfaction with other women or the satisfaction
pills. But it was harder and harder to come across
such a girl — therefore men felt themselves forced
to offer sex to each girl they met. But it was not
the sex to be of importance but the girl to disregard
the morals of society and at a given moment of
the relationship to agree to conceive. And, o, luck
if that new born child happened to be a boy. To
become a father and support the wellbeing of your
gender — what greater happiness could there be!
A few made it and they were treated with special
regard by all others. Luke was nearly thirty years
of age and he had to hurry for the new generations
studs however small was their number, had to
show the impeccable appearance youth bestowed
upon them.

As it was expected the bar was full of young
girls who happened by the enlivening wave of
the news to dance in wild spirits. The few men
around gazed at them or were fawning around on
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the dance floor. But Luke knew this wasn’t the
way a chick would respond to their intentions. He
walked over to the toilets’ entrance where he could
meet them in

private. He separated the necktie from the
uniform he wore and unbuttoned the two upper
buttons of his white shirt. This was his way to show
off his perfectly maintained body — a necessary
condition if one wanted to be paid with the girlies’
attention.

“Are you going to lay down with me, baby?”
— a charming smile played about his lips when
in front of him appeared the first sweating from
dancing girl.

“Bastard!” — was her answer.

“What a pity” — murmured Luke. He knew it
would prove meaningless to carry on in the same
spirit. If a chick had in mind to lay down with a
man she accepted it immediately — for this was the
way to minimalize the risk her close friends found
out she was dating someone. This generalized
contemporary flirt to direct questions and answers
about sex.

A second chick with well stretched and fitted
around her body silicone shorts and amazing long
legs appeared.

“Sweety, do you fancy a fuck?” — uttered Luke
with highly seductive voice.

“Worm! Don’t you want me to give birth with
your baby!” — returned with revulsion the chick.

“I’m, sorry» — he couldn’t but reply this way
for she could call the cops to come and could be
charged for offence.

The next one was ugly but contrary to the logic
she was even ruder in her refusal.

He tried with another seven girls but without
result. His great spirits started to weaken. Was it
that his time had come to an end and he was to
face long lonely nights for the times to come....
The least this was another unlucky day for him.

In this very moment his smart-pager beeped,
he was being informed that a client awaits him at
the taxi-stand. With quick steps and low spirits
he walked towards the taxi-stand. While walking

he buttoned his shirt up and tied up the necktie.
In front of his car was waiting a supple bodied
lady in a business suit who had falling from her
arm a coat of rare silk. This is how the more well
looked after women looked like. He forced a smile
on his face while opening the door for her then
entered the car himself and drove away. The car
had this advantage that it was not possible to be
left quickly and he used it to court her before he
started with the most important.

“Very beautiful suit, madam” — he started trying
her out.

“Thank you” — she smiled.

“What is your profession, if that is not a secret?”
— asked again Luke.

“I’'m a Doctor-Biologist» — she replied with a
favourable tone.

Luke had some experience in dating women in
the taxi and her tone predisposed him.

Even though he knew that unbecoming
behaviour during shift can bring sanctions for him
he remembered when he was younger the luck had
struck him couple of times. Some clients found the
experience with him interesting in the discreet and
cozy settings of the taxi, for the autopilot would
take care of the driving itself. Most clients of
course declined his offers with the usual revulsion
but no one had so far threatened him with a
complain for sexual abuse.

“Madam would you sleep with me?” — asked
the main question Luke. She looked at him without
saying a word. This seemed even more promising
to him.

“Please do, I'll be as best as I can.”

“Listen, you fool” — suddenly returned the
woman — “do you want your annual salary to
cover a charge for sexual abuse?” — and instead of
staying sulkily quiet she started typing a number
on her cell phone.

This unexpected reaction confused Luke and he
wondered whether to stop the car or not but his
client didn’t say a word and he continued.

“I’m sorry, Madam — he said sincerely, “please
do not make a complain.”
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“You fool, don’t you know that I’'m in charge
of the “Program for fusion of ova” in this city! I
have dedicated my life to create women and you
are asking me if [ would sleep with a man. Don’t
you want me to give birth with your baby? Aren’t
you watching TV, haven’t you seen me there, you
wretch?

«I’m sorry Madam — muttered Luke, — I have
not seen you on the TV.... I beg for your pardon
once again» — despite the imploring tone of his
voice the woman kept waiting for the response of
the operator.

“Haven’t you realized that whatever the count
of the fools who try to ruin my plans the world
will consist of women only? THE WORLD
WILL CONSIST OF WOMEN ONLY» — shouted
maniacally the lady.

“Please Madam, I know that....» — kept
muttering Luke.

“ONLY OF WOMEN YOU IDIOT!» — shouted
the woman.

Then a click came on the speaker of her cell
phone:

“Hello operator I want to make a complain
for sexual abuse from the driver of car M-4” —
the woman half-closed her eyes to see the car’s
number shown on the dashboard.

“Tell the driver to pull over” — resounded the
voice inside the coupé. — “We arrive in thirty
seconds.”

Luke knew that the cops will come immediately
with their rocket planes. There was no escape.
They would listen to the recorded conversations
in the car and would take all of his annual income
and perhaps the license too and if delved deeper
into his previous adventures he would have been
sued and the women who were to be found to
have had attachments with him were going to be
publicly humiliated and summoned around the
courts as witnesses. The nasty feeling of failure
dominated him again as it did throughout the
day and his entire meaningless life. At this very
moment the autopilot signaled him about a car
they were approaching in front of them — did he

want to over run it? Had he been later asked he
wouldn’t have been able to explain his actions.
Instead of pulling over the vehicle as was the cops
order Luke pressed the button for switching off
the magnetic disabler and entered the opposite
traffic line with increasing speed. In an instant
the police sirens came from behind, the shouting
voices of the cops on the megaphone: “Pull over,
you have no chance to escape!”, the screaming of
the woman in the car: “Stooooop, pleeeeease!”,
the cry of his father’s voice in his head when his
son was announced a criminal on the news.... As
if in a state of trance Luke held his finger on the
disabler button. He passed millimeters from the
up front coming cars in a zigzag virtuoso driving.
He didn’t want to kill a family neither somebody
else’s boy. And so he found what he was looking
for. In front of him appeared a big mega toned tank
truck. In the very moment before the collision the
two drivers’ eyes locked. The tank truck driver
was to be left with the feeling of the fright of the
collision only. This was the last thought of Luke
before the grand fireworks from the collision to
resound kilometers around.

HUNDRED AND FIFTY YEARS LATER

The president pulled the cover away. The
Memorial shone in its entire splendour lit by the
light of the projectors.

“Luke Pontziano ladies and gentlemen!” — in
the voice of the President had formed emotions
that were hard to suppress and they multiplied in
the microphones. The audience gave a vehement
applause.

“The greatest hero of our time! — the audience
chanted fervently: “Luke! Luke!”

“The hero who pointed the right way for the
salvation of the male gender and our society as
a whole” — the President waved to the audience
to quiet and continued. — “There were also
attempts from decent men before him. Some tried
to forcefully inseminate women to give birth
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to boys. Others broke into laboratories soiling
with sperm the settings for artificial fertilization
of ova. Third.... but let’s not sum up those pity
attempts. Only Luke Pontziano showed the right
way to do it! Victimizing himself for the sake of
the holy cause, he proved that the right way is
to take the life the doctors who thanks to their
criminal qualification did the conception by the
method of the two ova. His followers turned to be
hundreds and just a few years after the Luke’s self-
sacrifice the Government deemed itself incapable
of keeping up the birth rate by the method of
artificial conception. And so, a single method was
preserved — the sexual intercourse between a man
and a woman!” — the audience burst in applause
and the President waved to them and continued:

“Now hundred and fifty years later we witness
the equality and peaceful co-existence of the
two genders, we are observers of the index of
demographic balance between them. Therefore
let this Memorial be raised to remember the next
thankful generations of the greatest hero of our
time!”

WILD APPLAUSE

%k sksk

CBETHT HWIE BBJAE CAMO OT
KEHHU

Huxkoii, aOCONOTHO HUKOU HE MPEIBUIH, Y€ HE-
ImaTa e ca cTurHaiu yak goram! HoBoto cBeToB-
HO TpeOposiBaHe o0aye ro noTbpxkaaBamie. Jok
norneaHa Gocdopecuupaiiata Ha eKpaHa CTaTUC-
tuka — 18%!!! TouHo Taka — ¢ TpU yAMBUTENHHU U
C ToJeMHu YepBeHU OykBHM Ha ()OHA Ha JIMKyBaIla
thina ke — “MbKETE CA BEYE CAMO 18%
OT HACEJIEHUETO HA 3EMIATA!!!”. Hano-
JIy ce JOMbJIBAILE, Y€ MPU TE3U TEMIIOBE Ha CIaj
CaMo CJIeJl CTO ¥ MEeTAECET FOANHH CBETHT IIe Obje
HaceJeH U3LsI0 oT keHu. “‘Hampasete ro mo-cko-
po!” — kpelienie roBOpUTEIKaTa Hacpel EHTYCH-

azupaHaTa ThHINA, a yrojieMeHara M OT KaMmepara
ycTa 3aemalle MouTH Lenus ekpad. Jrok ce cBu
B 0OJIE3HEH cMa3bM, KaKTO U MOXe OM BCHUUKH
HETOBM CHOpATs MO TMOJ, KOUTO YeTsxa OQuIua-
HaTa JeKJIapanus Ha MPABUTEICTBOTO U CIIyIIaxa
koMeHTapuTe. CBETHT HE I'M MCKallle, MBXETE Ce
0s1Xxa IpeBbPHATH B €IHA OTPOMHA HEHYXHA KyTI-
YHHA U3MET.

B TO31 MOMEHT TaMnuyKaTa Ha aBTOMHIIOTA MY
cBeTHa — Oe HacTUTrHAM Jpyra kona. C HexenaHue
OTKBbCHA MOTJIEeNa CH OT eKpaHa M W3KJII0YM Mar-
HUTHHSA OJOKAaTOp — HEBUMMATA Mperpaga, KosTo
paszesie MOoCETOo 10 cpeiaTa — 0Cje HaBIe3e B
HacpelHara jJenta. Moxelie U 1a He TO TpaBu —
aBTOMMJIOTHT HIEIIE J1a Kapa 3aj aApyrara komna. Ho
He — TpsbOBame na O0bp3a KbM ,Jlecboc”. Makap
Ta3u BEYep JKCHUTE Ja Mpa3HyBaxa... a MOXe OH
TOYHO 3apajii TOBa He OuBaiie na nponycka! Cien
KaTo 3aBbpIIM HM3MPEBapBaHETO M ce Npubdpa B
CBOSITA JICHTA, BHUIMAHUETO My OTHOBO O€ MOI'bJ-
HaTo OT MOHHUTOpa. [IpeBKIIIOUN KaHalla ¢ HAJeK-
Jata Jia 4ye HeIllo MO-TI03UTHBHO 3a ObJEeIEeTO Ha
mbxkere. Tyk obade mpaBexa HCTOPHYECKH 0030p
10 TeMaTa:

- ,,...B paneunara 2008 roauHa iBeTe cTaHa-
T TTbpBaTa JIBOIKa, MOXenana 1a iMa coOCTBEHO
MOTOMCTBO 0€3 HaMecaTa Ha MbK. Bb3MoXKHOCTTA
3a TOBa ce€ TOsBHJA, ONMarofapeHue Ha Ch3faje-
HHsI TOTaBa M 100pe M3BECTEH B HAIIW JTHU METOJ
3a u3KycTBeHO ominoxnaane upe3 CJIMBAHE HA
JIBE SAWIIEKJIETKU. — (Tonemute GykBH ocTa-
Haxa Jia ITpesT Ha eKpaHa) — 3a pasiuka OT KJo-
HUpaHeTo...”

— Kbeto cpI1o He € He0OX0UM CTIePMaTO30U /I
3a 3a4eBaHETO — BMETHA Mpe3 CMAX BoOjelIaTa, Ha
eKpaHa ce MOsSBU CHUMKaTa Ha HAKAaKBa OBIIA, Ha-
peuena ,,Jloau”, a BOACIUAT TPOABIIKH:

— ,,...HOBUAT METOJ| NIPEOO0JISABAT BCUUKU MO-
pamH# npobJIeMHu MO OTHOLICHHUE Ha OUOJIOTUYHO-
TO pazHooOpasue, 3al0TO HOBOPOAEHUTE MpPUTE-
’KaBaT CBOW YHUKaJIeH F€HETUYEH KOJ...”

,,CaMo IeTo ca BUHAru OT JKEHCKH IIOJI - IOJI-
CMHMXHa ce ropuuBo JIIOK -BCSAKO XJjame 3Haelle,
4ye OT JBE SHWLEKIETKU HAMAIIE KaK Jia ce pOoau
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Momye. CsKall ¢bC CXOJHU MUCIIU, BOZIELIATA MIpe-
KbCHA MOCIEIBAIOTO JOCATHO OOSCHEHHE Ha KO-
Jjerara CU 3a BapUaHTUTE Ha ciuBaHe HAa X U Y
XPOMO30MHUTE:

— XX cumeTpuaATa € NpU3HaK 3a CbBbPLICH-
CTBO! — U3MUILA €K3aJITUPAHO TS, CIIE KOETO Mpe3
CMSIX U371 yallaTa BoAa [0 Hesl BbpXY IvlaBara My.
Bonemusr 3ano4Ha ga MUra yyecTeHO 3a JOIbJI-
BaHEe Ha KOMHUYHHS €(EKT, a eKpaHbT M3pUTHA B
pasHolBeTHH (oiiepBepKu.

,,CaMu cMe CH BUHOBHH — IPOMBPMOPH Ha cebe
cu JIIOK — CUTypHO ¥ TO3M METOJ I'0 € Ch3JaJl Hi-
KOW MBXK, KAKTO MIOBEYETO OTKPUTHUS — U U3KIIIOUH
MOHHUTOpA.

Koraro npucturia Ha nuanara, KOJETUTE MY
Beue ce 0sxa CKymYuiau B 00ChXkK/1aHEe Ha HOBUHU-
TE.

— Beunuxo e 3amouHano npes oH3u Museper XX
BEK — JI04y C IPUOIMKABAHETO CH.

— Jla He HameKBall, ye€ PUMCKOTO JBalCET Ha-
nono0sBa 1BeTe X XpOMO30MU — MOIIEryBa ce Hs-
KO B OTroBop ( HHMKOW o0aye HE ce 3acMs) — TO
cu e OO 3HAaK, 4e OTTOraBa JaTHpa BPEeMETO Ha
KEHUTE.

— He 6e — paBHOIIpaBUETO, KOETO CME UM JIAJIH,
TEXHUYECKHAT MPOrpec, KOMNTO UM MO3BOJIMI A2
paboTaT u Hamara pabora, OTTaM HKOHOMHYECKA-
Ta UM HE3aBUCHUMOCT — BCUYKO JaTHpa OTTOTaBa...
— MPOIBJIKU BPBUAT C aHAIN3A CH.

JItIoK BB3IBbXHA OTET4eHO — Beye Oe ciyIuai
HE €UH II'bT Te3U paschbxkaeHud. Ilocne maxa na
CTIOMEHAT MMOBUIICHUS OpOii Ha pa3BOAUTE, paXK/a-
HeTo Ha Jena 0e3 Opak, XOMOCEKCyalTHOCTTa KaTo
MOJIEPHOCT, a CJIe]] OTKPUBaHE HAa METO/la KaK yBe-
JTUYCHUAT OpOii HA JKEHUTE B CIIE/BAILUTE BEKOBE
B€YE HE JIOIYCKaJ MbXE BbB BJIACTTA, KaK MOCTeE-
MEHHO TeHOUUABT HAJl ,,CHIHUS 10N cTaHal opu-
[[MaJIHA NOJUTHKA, & TE3U KOUTO C€ CBHIPOTUBIIS-
BaJIM, TU U3NaBsaau 3a yacose upe3 J{HK Oankara u
HOBUTE CPEJCTBA Ha noauuusara... Hakpas HsAkou
BEPOSTHO ILELIE J]a CE€ OMIEAa MPUTECHEHO Jia He
Ou 1a ro 4ysAT KOJNEXKKHUTE UM B JAPYTHUs Kpail Ha
nyanara v Lele 1a BMETHE:

— Hanexxnara mu 3a paxkaaemoctra Oerre B apa-
oute, HO M T€ ca caanu QpoHTa...

Bcuuko ToBa ce mpemnoBTapsiie U MperbBKBa-
e, HO Taka CKYMYeHH, MBXKETe CSKall CH OCH-
rypsiBaxa B3aMMHa 3aKpuia mpea Oe3HalexIHO-
10. 3a JItok obOaue Oe MHOTrO IO-BaXXHO Ja OTHIE
B ,,JlecOoc” — Gapa HemocpeACTBEHO A0 MUaIaTa.
OTr0OuBalie ce TaM BUHArH, Korato 0¢ Ha cMmsHa. B
Oapa Bce oIle MOXeIIe J1a ce OTKpHE HIAKOE MO-Ta-
JaBO MOMHYE, KOETO HMCKA J1a OTUTA CTAPOMOIHUS
HAYMH Ha CEKC C MBX, NpeHeOperBailku Isiata
apMaja OT U3THbHYCHU MIPAuKU 32 ChBBKYIUICHHE
C JIpyra ’Ke€Ha WM XaldeTrara 3a caM03aJ0BOJIsIBa-
He. beme Bce mo-TpynHO 1a momaaHen Ha TakoBa
Momuue obaye — To TpsOBaIe J1a ce Kpue ot moce-
CTPUMHUTE CH HAOKOJIO, KOUTO TJIe/laxa Ha T0100HO
’KeJlaHWe C JIOIIO OKO. 3aToBa IbK MBXKeTe 0sxa
TOTOBHM J1a M3MIBJIHAT BUHATU CBOS HETJIACEH IJIaH
— Jla mpejsaraT ceKkc Ha BCSKa CpelHaTa, Ta JaHo
HSKOSI Cce TPUIIBKE U MOXKeNae Ja UM POAM BIIO-
crnencTBue aere. M, o, KbCMET, ako TO ce caydenie
momue! Jla cranem 6arma u 1a gaent CBos IPUHOC
Cpelly M34e3BaHEeTO Ha MoJa CH — KaKBO IMO-TOJIs-
MO IacTue ot ToBa! MannuHa ycrsBaxa, HO 3aTo-
Ba ITbK Ce MOJI3Baxa ¢ 0coOeHara MoYuT Ha OCTaHa-
aute! Jtok HabnuxaBarie TpuiceTTe u TpsOBamie
na Obp3a, 3aI0TO HOBUTE MOKOJICHHS ,,KpeOru”,
KOJIKOTO U ManoOpoiiHu fa Osxa, Harmupaxa ¢ 0e3-
yIpEeYHUs BUJ Ha MJIAJIOCTTA CH.

KaxTo ce ouakBaiue, B 6apa Oe1re mbJIHO ¢ MIia-
AM MOMHYETa, KOUTO TaHI[yBaxa Karo MOAMBEIH
3apaay HOBMHaTa. MalKoTO MbXke BbTPE 35Maxa ¢
npaseH Morve] CIy4BaIloTO Ce WM YTOAHUYECKH
ce yBbpTaxa OKoJIo TAX Ha fancunra. Ho Jlrok 3Ha-
ele — Taka HUKOS Mallka HsAMalle J1a UM IIyCHE.
To#l ce 3ambTH KbM BXOJla HA TOAIETHUTE, KbJETO
MOXKEIle Jja mpecpema MmoMmuyerara Hacame. CBa-
JM BPaTOBpPB3KaTa OT YHU(OpMATa CU U pa3Komya
JBETE TOPHU KomueTa Ha Osimara pusa. TpsoOsame
Ja MOACKaxe 3a Mep(eKTHO MOAIBPKAHOTO CH
TS0 — 3aIBJIKUTEIIHO YCIOBHUE, aKO MCKAII KEHH-
TE J1a TU OTKJIMKHAT.

— beiibu, me cu nerHem 1m ¢ MeH? — 4apoBHa
YCMHBKa c€ Pasis 1o
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YCTHHUTE MY, KOTaTO CpelLy HEro ce 3ajaje mbp-
BaTa, 3aM0TeHa OT TAHIIMTE, MAIlKa.

— Komnene! — 6emre 0TTOBOPHT M.

— Xanko —npombspmopu JIrok. 3Haelie, ye HIMA
CMHCHII J]a YIOPCTBA. AKO HSKOSI MaI[Ka CH HayMe-
IIe J1a CIH C MBXK, TS IPOCTO MpUEMalIe Ipeio-
’KEHHETO BeJHAra — Taka HaMaJsBalle pUcKa Ja s
3abenexar, 4e ce cBajs ¢ HAkoi. C KOJIKOTO moBeye
OTKa3H MBK ce cONbCKBaxa ,,KpeduuTe”, TOTKOBA
MOBEYE KCHU CE€ Hajaraiie 1a MOMHTAT, 3a Ja UM
u3ie3e KbcMeThT. 110 Ta3u mpuuMHA U TE HE UC-
Kaxa Jia MHJIesST BPEMETO CU C YBbPTaHUs. 3aToBa
ChBPEMEHHHAT (QIUPT ce cBexkAale 10 TUPEKTHH
BBIIPOCH M OTTOBOPH 32 CEKC.

3anane ce BTOpa Mallka C M3IbHATU MO TAJIO-
TO M OCKBJHHM CHJIMKOHOBH LIOPTH U YOUHCTBEHO
IBITH Kpaka.

— Munnuka, KakBO e KaKell 3a eHO YyKaHe?
— C BB3MOXKHO Hail- MPUMaAMITUB TJ1ac TMPOU3HECE
JIok.

— UYepseit! O1ie Manko u 11e MU MPEATOKHUII /12
TH pojsi! — OTBBPHA C MOTHYCA MaIllKaTa.

— W3BuHeTe — HEe MOXelle Ja M OTBBPHE IO
ApPYyT HAYMH, 3aI[0TO, aKO Ts 3BbHHEIIEC HAa YCHTE-
Tara, mAxa Jia JOBTacaT BeJHAra U Ja To IIo0sT 3a
o0uia Ha KeHa.

CrnenBamiara 6e rpo3HoBata u aebdena, KOeTo Jo-
rudecku Ou TpsOBano Ja 3HadYelle, 4e momoopsBa
maHcoBete Ha JIIOK, HO T4 Tro cpsi3a olle Mo-rpy-
00. Ta3u Beuep mpoOBa ¢ o1le ceaeM MoMHuYeTa Oe3
pesyarar. HactpoeHnero My mocTerneHHo B3e 1a ce
ckamBa. bemie 4yyBCTBUTENECH M CKIOHEH KbM Tep-
3anus. [lany Bede HAMCTUHA HE My MHHABAIIIE Bpe-
METO, JTaJI 3aHaNpes He TO OYaKkBaxa eIMHCTBEHO
ABJITH CAMOTHH HOIM... ChC CUTYPHOCT Hail-Mal-
KOTO C€ OuepTaBallle Olle ¢IUH NPOBAJICH JICH.

B 1031 MOMEHT NEUKBPBT MY U3IHUCYKA — Cb-
obmraBaxa My, 4ye UMa KJIMeHT Ha nuanata. C 0bp-
3M Kpaukd M MOTHCHATOTO CH HACTPOEHHUE TOH ce
ornpaBu HataM. [[bThOM 3akomya Kom4yerara cu U
3aBbp3a Bpb3Kara. [Ipen xomata Bede ro yakarie
CTpOIHA ’K€Ha B CIIOPTHO-/IEIOBU KOCTIOM H TIpe-
METHATO Tpe3 pbhKaTa MaITO OT PAJKO cpellaHara
ecTecTBeHa KomnpuHa. Taka ce obmuuaxa XKEHUTE

OT 3aMOXXHUTEe cpeau. Tol ce HacwiIu ga ce yc-
MUXHE, JOKaTO M OTBApsIIe Bparara, Mmocie Bie3e
OT cBOsiTa cTpaHa u noterniu. Kosiara umaine ToBa
OpeIrMMCTBO, Y€ JKEHAaTa HsAMalle Kak aa u3bsra
u JItok MoXkele Maliko Jia s MOoyXaxBsa, Mpeau Ja
npoOBa ¢ Hal-II1aBHOTO.

— MHoro xy0aB KOCTIOM, TOCIIOO — 3alo4Ha
OTUIIBALIO.

— brnarogaps — ycMuxHa ce 1.

— KakBo paborute, ako He e TaiiHa? — OTHOBO
nonuta JIrok.

— Jlexap-0Ouonor ¢bM — OTBBPHA OTHOBO OJaro-
CKJIOHHO TSl.

JItok uMaie HAKAKbB OMHUT B CBAJSHETO Ha
’KEHU B TAKCUTO U Ta3u OIArOCKIOHHOCT IO Mpe/-
pasnonoxxku. Makap na 3Haelle, ye HENPUIMYHU
IPeVIOKEHHS TI0 BpeMe Ha cliyxk0a ca 3a0paHeHH
U MOTar Jla My HaBJIEKAT COJICHU CaHKIUU 3a CEK-
CyaJieH TOpMO3, Ha MJIAJIMHU HE €UH U J[BA MbTU
IacTUETO My ce Oe ycmuxBano. Hskou KineHT-
KM IO HaMUpaxa KaTo UHTEPECHO MPEKUBIBAHE B
JUCKpPETHATa U YIOTHA 00CTaHOBKA Ha TAKCHUTO, a
aBTOMMJIOTHT IIEIe Jia CH CBBPIIM padoTara mo
Bo3eHeTo. [loBedero, pa3bupa ce, My OTKa3zBaxa c
oOuyaiiHaTa MoTHyca, HO HUKOS J0cera He To Oere
3arjianiBalia ¢ OIJIaKBaHe 3a CEKCyalleH TOPMO3.

— T'ocnoxo, OuxTe nu cnanu ¢ MeH? — 3aj1aje
JIrok nexypHUs BBIIPOC

0e3 moBeue npeaucioBus. Hauctuna Gemre 00-
HAJEX/JEH OT MPUBETIIMBOTO M3TbUBAHE HA KEHA-
ta. T camo ro u3niena u He OTBbpHA HUIO. ToBa
olIe MoBeYe T0 00HAICKTH.

— Xaiige, moist By, mie ce mocrapast Makcumai-
Ho. Jlopu ©Mam OT OH3H Tel, IETO CTaBa KaTo Lumna
BBpXY NeHuca — taka JItok nmojckasa rpuxara cu 3a
3aJpaBeTo M — HSAMa HHUKaKBa OMACHOCT OT Oole-
ctu — no06asu Toi. CITMH-bT oTnaBHa Oelire euum,
HO jio0para ctapa roHOpest BUHATH IIelIe Ja 5 uMa,
BCE M0-yCTOWYMBA HA HOBUTE aHTUOMOTUIH. Hsama-
1I€ KaK BCUYKO B CEKCa JIa CTAHE CTEPUIIHO.

— Cnymai, ThITako — U3BEIHBK 00ade U3pUTHA
’KEHaTa — UCKaIll JIM TOUIIHATA TH 3a1iaTa J1a uje
3a ToracsiBaHe Ha 17100a 3a CeKcyasieH TopMo3? — u
BMECTO HAIlYNIEHO J1a 3aM’bJIUH, CJIE]] KaTO SICHO MYy
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€ MoKa3aia OTHOUICHHWETO CH, 3all0vHa J1a HaOupa
KIEThYHHS CU Tele(OH.

Ta3u u3BbHpEHO HEOYAKBAHA pEAKIIMs aJCKU
ckoHdysu Jlok. [Touynu ce manu na cmpe konara,
HO KJIMEHTKATa HE MY Ka3a HUILO U TOU MPOIBIIKHU.

— W3BuHETE, TOCMOXKO — Ka3a UCKPEHO, — MOJIA
Bu, He ce omnakBaiiTe OT MEH.

— Xeii, ThIaKo, HE 3HACII JIH, Y€ a3 ChbM MEePBT
Ha ,IIporpamara 3a cnuBaHe Ha SMLEKIETKH B
TO3U rpaj, a! [locBeTuna chbM CH )KMBOTA Ha TOBA,
Jla Ch3JlaBaM JK€HH, a TH M€ TUTAI JajH I11e CIIs C
MBbK. A 1a 1 pons aere? A? He renam nu tene-
BU3US — HE CH JIU M€ BIDKJIaJl, HEITACTHUK?

— H3Bunere, rocrnoxo — u3MbHKa JIIOK, — He
cbM Bu Bwxkaan... Ome Begubsx Bu Mons na me
U3BUHUTE — BBIIPEKU YMOJIUTEIHUS My TOH 00aue
KEeHara MpoAbJKaBalle Ja 4aka pa3roBop C IeH-
Tpasara.

— A He cu 11 pa30dpa, 4e CBeTHT me ObJe caMo
KCHCKH, KOJKOTO W ThIAIM KaTo TeOe 1a MM IO-
nuBat Boga, a? CBETHT IIE BbJAE CAMO OT
XKXEHMU! — manunakanHo noguepra gamara.

— Mons Bu, rocnoxo, 3HaM TOBa... — XJICHYEIIIe
Jhoxk.

— CAMO OT XEHMU, THITAKO! — kpemrernie
KeHaTa.

[Tocne ce uy u3mpakBaHe B ClyIIaIKaTa:

— Ano, neHTpaa, MaM OIJIAKBaHE 3a CeKcya-
JIEH TOPMO3 OT BoJau Ha koyia M-4 — sxeHata npuc-
BU 0YH, 3a J1a BUJM HOMEpA Ha KoJiaTa, U3MUCaH Ha
TabJI0To.

— Kaxere Ha Bomaua na orOue BISCHO — MPO-
extsa B Kyneto. — IIpucturame cinex Ttpuicer ce-
KyH/IH.

JIrok 3Haele, 4e yeHrerara Ie JoBTacar Bell-
Hara ¢ JIeTSIIUTe CU pakeToruianu. Hsamarie mbp-
nane. lllsxa na mpocnymar 3amucure OT pasro-
BOpHUTE B KoJiaTa. ToBa ce mpaserie MHOTO PsiJIKO
— caMo TPHU CEPHO3HO MpeTperieHne Ha modbop-
UTE, 3aTOBA T€ MOYTH 3a0paBsaxa 3a Ta3u OMIUS.
Ho cera JIrok ce cetu 3a Hes. He, HaMale na uma
mbpaane. lllsxa na My oTHeMar uenus rogumieH
OPUXOJ, MOXKe OU U JTHUIIeH3a, a aKO Ce pa3poBexa
U 32 CTapuTe MYy aBaHTIOPH, LIAXa J1a TO CHIMAT, a

KEHUTE, IeTO My OsiXa OTKIMKHAIH, IIXa A3 TH
pasKkapBar 3a CBHAETEJIKH [0 ChIMJIMIIATA U TaKa
Ja TW yHIKaBaT MyOauyuHo. ['afHOTO 4yBCTBO Ha
IIpOBaJl OTHOBO IO 3aBJajs, KaKTO Ipe3 LeJus
JAHEUICH JIeH, KaKTO Tpe3 Ledus My 0e3CMHUCICH
’KMBOT. THBKMO B TO3M MOMEHT aBTOMHJIOTHT MY
Mojaae CUTHAJ, Y€ ca HACTUTHAJIHM KOoJla — HMCKa
JM Aa 8 u3npeBapH. AKo mocie ro 0sxa muTaiu,
U TOH HAMAIE J1a MOXKE J1a 00SICHU TOCTIeIBAaTIUTE
neiictBug. BmecTto ma orbme, kakBaTo Oele 3a-
MOBE/JTa Ha yeHreraTa, JIlOk HaTHCHA KOMYETO 3a
U3KJI0UYBaHE Ha MAarHUTHUS OJIOKAaToOp W HaBle3e
C yBelIM4aBallla c€ CKOPOCT B HAaCpel[HATa JIEHTA.
B T03u MOMeEHT 0T3aj] ce uyxa mpuOnuxKaBamiu-
T€ CHPEHM Ha YEHTeTaTa, 3aljJalluTe]HUTE UM
Kpschblu 1o Meradona: “OtOuil, HAMAII MIAaHC Aa
ce M3MbKHell!”, MUIIEHETO Ha JKeHara 0 HEro:
“Crnpunuuu, MoJid Teeee!”, IaybT Ha CTApUsl My
Oaa B Ti1aBara, KOraro CHHBT My ObJie 00sSBEH 110
HOBUHHUTE 3a NpecTbIHUK... Ho JIIok nmpoabmxu
B HSKAaKbB TPAHC Jla HATHCKA KOMYETO 3a OJioKa-
Topa. PazMuHa ce Ha MUJIIMMETPU BbB BUPTYO3€H
3Ur-3ar ¢ HAKOJIKO KOJIH, JIETSAIM Hacpela My. He
UCKalle J1a 3aTpHe HAKOE CEMENCTBO, HEUHE MOM-
ye Moxe Ou. 1 eTo, 4e novaka, KaKBOTO ThpCelIe.
Cpemy Hero ce 3amajne MeraToHHa LucrepHa. B
nocnepHaTa CeKyHJa Mpeau cOMbChbKa JiBaMara
modnopu ce norneanaxa B ounte. HlodppopsbT Ha
LIUCTEPHATA I[ElIe Aa CU OCTaHE caMo C yIlaxa-
ta. ToBa 6e mocienHara Mucha Ha JIok, mpeau
rpaHano3nus QoiepBepk OoT KaracTpodara naa
OTEKHE Ha KWJIOMETPU OT EMUIEHTHPA.

Crto u neraeceT roIMHYU NO-KbCHO:
IIpe3ngenTsT ApbnHa nokpusanoro. [la-
METHUKBT OJ€CHA B LAJOTO CH BEIUKOJIECIHE MO/
CBETJIMHATA HA MPOKEKTOPUTE.

— Jlrok Ilonnumano, gamu u rocmnona! — TpyaHo
IOTUCKAaHOTO BBJIHEHHE B I71aca HA MPE3UJIEHTA Ce
MYJITHILTHLIEPA B MUKpPOQOHHTE, a myOnukara 3a-
MOYHA J1a phKOIUIsicKa. — Haii-roneMusar repoit Ha
Hamero Bpeme! — mybOnukaTa OsCHO B3e Ja CKaH-
nupa: “Jlok! Jlok!”
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— I'eposTt, KolTO MOKa3za BepHHUS
IIbT 34 CIIACCHHE HAa MBIKKHS IIOJI,
a OTTaM M Ha OOIIECTBOTO HM KaToO
LSJI0 — IPE3UIEHThT HAPaBU KECT
ThJINATa Aa YTUXHE U MPOJBIIKU. —
Mmano ¢ onuTH Ha JOCTOMHU MBIKE
u npeau Hero. Hsakou ca ce onuTBa-
M Hacuja Ja OIUIOXKIAT JKEHU, 3a
Ja ce paxnaar momyera. pyru ca
BIM3alu C B3JIIOM B Jaboparopuw,
3aMBpPCABAKU ChC CIEpMa CpEIHu-
T€ 3a HM3KYCTBEHO OIUIOKIAaHE Ha
AULECKIETKU. TpeTu... HO Ja HE U3-
OposiBam Te3u kanku omutH. CaMo
JIrok [IoHIIMaHO TOKa3a BEPHUS IIBT.
XKepTtBaiiku cebe cu B UMETO Ha CBSI-
TaTa Kay3a, TOM MoKa3a, ue BEPHUSAT
0BT € Ja C€ YHHILOXKABAT JIEKApHU-
Te, KOUTO OnarojapeHue Ha CBOsSTA
OpecThlIHA KBanU(pUKALUI ca W3-
BHPIIBAIM OIUIOKAAHETO MO METO-
Ia Ha nBere gunekiaerku. Ilocien-
BAJIMTE MYy C€ OKas3axa CTOTUUU H
elBa HAKOJIKO TOAUHHM HW3MHHAIH
cien camoxeprBara Ha JIrok, Koraro
MPAaBUTEICTBOTO C€ BUIAIO HECIO-
coOHO J1a MOJABpKA PaXKIaEMOCTTA
M0 HAYMHA Ha U3KYCTBEHOTO OILJIOK-
nane. Taka ocTaHall caMO €IMH Me-
TOJl — CEKCYQTHUSAT aKT MEXYy MbXK
U jkeHa! — myOnuKaTa 3apaKkorusicka,
a MPe3uJeHTHT BAUTHA PbKA U MPO-
IbmxkHu: — M eTo, CTO M meTAeceT Io-
JIUHYU I0-KHCHO HUE CME CBHACTEIIHN
Ha PaBHOMPABHOTO U MHUPHO ChKHU-
TEJICTBO MEXKAY JIBara I0Jia, CBUJIE-
TEJW CMe Ha M3paBHEHU JaeMorpad-
CKM IOKa3aTelu MeXIy TAX. 3aToBa
Heka To3u IlaMeTHHK ce u3aura, 3a
Jla HAlIOMHS Ha OJIaroJapHUTE WIHU
IIOKOJIEHUs 3a HAM-TOJIEMHS Tepou
Ha Hamero Bpeme! — OypHH PBHKOII-
JISICKAHHS.

Zlatimir Kolarov | BULGARIA

BG

INOBUTUTE KAMDBHH

Pa3paBsiM manka chC CTapu MOXKBJITEIIN BECTHHUIU U MOTIATaM
Ha CHMMKa Ha [loOuTHTE KaMbHH, HalTpaBeHa OT OpaT MU MPeIu
roguHu. M3ayxBaM mpaxa, 3ariexaaM ce B CHBUTE TpaMajiu U
CIIOMEHBT ME BPbIIa BB BPEMETO HA MOETO PAHHO JICTCTRO...

ToHexMe ce U3 TOIUIUTE U MPAIIHK YJIUIK Ha CEJIOTO Ha Oara
mu JleBHS, pasriekaaxMe ¢ HHTepeC pa3konkuTe Ha Mapiiua-
HOIIOJ — JPEBHUS TPaj, MOCTPOCH MPEId XWISAAH TOJAUHH He-
naned ot JleBHs, KaTepexMme ce M0 IbpBeTaTa, KblIeXME CE BbB
BenmeOnus u3Bop u noBsixme pubda B pexara 3a yxac Ha 06aba
MU J]a He C€ HapaHUM WM yJIaBUM. BbIpeku uecTuTe Hakasa-
HUSI 3@ JICTCKOTO HU HEMOCHyIIaHue, OSXMe IACTIMBHU, Jajed
OT OTPAHUYCHUSITA HA TOJIEMHUS TPaJl U BCHUKO, CBbP3aHO C HETO
KaTO POAUTEIIN, YUUTEIH U YUUIIUIIHYU 3a0paHu, 9yBCTBAXME CC
BOJIHM U O€3METE)XHH, yCeIlaxMe B IYIIUTE CH IyJca U Kpaco-
taTta Ha JKuBorTa...
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Bennbk, ckuraiiku 0e3 nen w3 Husn-
HAaTa U XbJIMOBETE MOKpail Hesl, CTATHAXME
no IloObutute KaMbHU U ABXBT HU CEKHA.
3acTHHANIM B JK€rara Ha JIATOTO, KAMBHUTE
ce M3/uraxa Haj Hac CUBO-0€1H, MOKPUTH
C OYNKHU U METHA OT MbX, BEIMYECTBEHU U
OTPOMHHU, KaTo KOJIOHUTE HA APEBEH Xpam,
YCTOSUIM Ha BETPOBE U IbXKJIOBE, a HUE CE
pa3xoxKaaxMe MEXAY TAX KaTO OHE3H APEB-
HU OOTrOMOJIM, YUHTO TOCHBEIH KOCTH
HaMUpaxMe Cpej pasKoIKuTe Kpail JleBHs.
[Iposinenn or Bpemero, MOKPUTH ¢ METHA
BapOBHK, KOCTUTE MPUINYaXa HA KAMbHUTE
cpemy Hac. JlokoCHax ToIulaTa M rpamnasa
MOBBPXHOCT HA HAM-BUCOKHS KAMBK M MOT-
pbrnHax. ToraBa Taka u He pa3dpax KakBO
[IOYyBCTBAX...

W nocera Bceku I'bT, KOTaTO 3aCTaHa cpe-
my [lobutute KaMbHU ycemam, 4e ce Bpb-
laM Oule I[10-Ha3aJ BbB BPEMETO OT JHU-
T€ Ha MOETO AETCTBO, 4€ C€ AOKOCBaM J0
HEIIO TalHCTBEHO, CBATO M BEJIMKO, HEINO,
KO€TO ujiBa oT JI[peBHOCTTA, NIpeauTa IIaB-
HO npe3 Hacrodmero, 3a na cTUrHe u Haj-
KuBee bbaemero, HEIO U3HAYaIHO, BEYHO
U HETNOHATHO Kato Bceenenara, 3auaruero u
JKusora. I Bcexu nbpT, KOTaTo 10KOCHA TOII-
JaTta W rpanaBa MOBbPXHOCT Ha HSAKOW OT
[TobutuTe KamMbHH, ycCellaM ChIIaTa BbI-
HyBalla TPbIIKa OT MOUTE PAaHHU TOAMHHU.
U1 paszbupam, ye ToraBsa, B MOETO JAJEYHO
JETCTBO, KOTaTo JIOKOCHAaX 3a IbPBU IIBT
enuH ot [loOuTHTe KaMbHH, BCHIIHOCT J0-
KOCHAaX MOMUTE IPEBHHM KOPEHH, MOKBJIHAIN
npu CpTBOpeHMeTo Ha 3emsra u JKusora.
B T03u Kkparpk MHUT ycemaM, Y€ JOKOCBaM
nynca Ha Bpemerto, cunata Ha XKusora, 6e3-
KpaiiHOCTTa Ha Bcenenara u ce ciuBaM C
Ibxa Ha Beunocrra...

3arBapsiM BECTHHKA U IO BpbIIAM Harl-
kara. IIpen ounte MU HCKpPAT CaMOTHUTE
KaMbHU OT PaHHOTO MU JI€TCTBO...

ENG

POBITI KAMANI
(THE STONE FOREST)

I grub through a folder of old yellowed newspapers
and come across a picture of the Pobiti Kamani, taken by
my brother years ago. Blowing away the dust, I look in
the gray heaps and memories take me back to the time of
my early childhood...

We would chase through the warm and dusty streets
of my father’s village Devnya, gazing with interest at
the excavations of Marcianopolis, an ancient city that
was built thousands of years ago, not far from Devnya.
We would climb trees, bathe in the Magic Spring and
fish in the river — to our grandmother’s horror that we
could get hurt or drown. Despite frequent punishments
for our childish disobedience, we were happy, away
from the confines of the big city and everything that
comes with it as parents, teachers and school bans, we
felt free and relaxed, we felt in souls the pulse and the
beauty of Life...

Once, wandering aimlessly through the lowlands
and the hills beyond, we came to the Pobiti Kamani and
they left us breathless. Frozen in the summer heat, the
stones rose above us grey-white, covered with holes and
spots of moss, majestic and huge, like the columns of an
ancient Temple, that had withstood the winds and rains.

We walked among them like those ancient praying
mantises whose gray bones we found among the
excavations near Devnya. Eaten by Time, covered in
stains of limestone, the bones looked like the stones
opposite us. I touched the warm rough surface of the
tallest stone and shuddered. I could never explain what
that feeling was...

Andsofar, every timeIstand in frontofthe Stone Forest,
I feel like going back even further in time than the days
of my childhood; touching upon something mysterious,
holy and great, something that comes from the Ancients.
It flies smoothly over through the present time to reach
and outlive the Future, something primordial, eternal and
incomprehensible as the Universe, Conception and Life.
And every time I touch the warm rough surface of one of
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the Stone Forest, I feel the same profound thrill of
my early years. And I understand that then, in my
distant childhood when I first touched one of the
Stone Forest, actually I touched my ancient roots
that sprouted at the Creation of Earth and Life.

In this brief moment I feel that I am touching
the pulse of Time, the force of Life, the infinity
of the Universe and I merge with the breath of
Eternity...

I close the newspaper and return to the folder.
The lonely stones sparkle before my eyes from the
distance of my early childhood...

FR

LES PIERRES PLANTEES'

Je fouille dans une chemise a papiers contenant
de vieux journaux jaunis et je tombe sur une photo
des Pierres plantées, prise par mon frére il y a bien
des années. Je 1’époussette, je porte mon regard
sur les tas grisatres et le souvenir me transporte au
temps de ma jeune enfance.

Nous jouions a nous poursuivre dans les chaudes
rues poussiéreuses de Devnya, le village de mon
pere, et nous regardions avec intérét les fouilles
de Marcianopolis, une ville ancienne fondée il y
a des milliers d’années non loin de Devnya. Nous
grimpions sur les arbres, nous nous baignions
dans la Source enchantée et nous péchions dans la
riviére au grand effroi de ma grand-mere qui avait
peur que nous ne fussions blessés ou noyés. Nous
étions souvent punis pour notre désobéissance
enfantine, et, pourtant, nous étions heureux, loin
des restrictions de la grande ville et de tout ce
qui était lié a nos parents, a nos professeurs et
aux interdictions scolaires. Nous nous trouvions
libres, insouciants et nous sentions dans nos ames
le pouls et la beauté de la Vie.

Une fois, errant sans but précis dans la Vallée
et sur les collines environnantes, nous sommes
arrivés, a bout de souffle, jusqu’aux pierres

plantées. Figées dans la chaleur de I’été, ces pierres,
d’un gris blanc, couvertes de taches de mousse et
de trous, s’élevaient au-dessus de nous, hautes et
majestueuses, semblables aux colonnes d’un vieux
Temple qui avait résisté aux vents et aux pluies.
Et nous nous promenions a travers cette forét de
pierres, pareils aux anciens pelerins dont les os
grisatres se faisaient voir dans les fouilles prés de
Devnya. Rongés par le temps, recouverts de taches
de calcaire, les ossements ressemblaient aux pierres
en face de nous. J’ai effleuré la surface chaude et
rugueuse de la pierre la plus haute, j’ai frissonné
et je ne suis pas arrivé a comprendre ce que j’avais
ressenti a ce moment.

Et jusqu’a maintenant, toutes les fois ou je
m’arréte en face des pierres plantées, j’ai l’'impression
de remonter encore plus loin dans le temps, au-
dela des jours de mon enfance, d’effleurer quelque
chose de mystérieux, de sacré et de majestueux,
quelque chose qui vient de I’Antiquité, qui survole
en douceur I’Actualité pour rejoindre 1’Avenir et
lui survivre; quelque chose d’originel, d’éternel et
d’inconnu comme I’Univers, la Conception et la Vie.
Et chaque fois que j’effleure la chaude et rugueuse
surface d’une des pierres plantées je ressens le frisson
émouvant de mes jeunes années. Et je comprends
qu’a I’époque tres lointaine de mon enfance, quand
j’effleurais une des pierres plantées, j’effleurais
plutot mes plus anciennes racines qui avaient poussé
lors de la Création de la Terre et de la Germination de
la Vie. Je ressens battre, en cet instant bref, le pouls
du Temps, la force de la Vie, I’infini de I’Univers et
je fonds dans le souffle de I’Eternité.

Je ferme le journal et je le remets dans la
chemise. Devant mes yeux étincellent les pierres
solitaires de ma prime enfance...

Traduit par Paissy HRISTOV

! Les Pierres plantées (en bulgare — Pobitite kamani)

est un site dans la région de la ville de Varna, constitué de
colonnes en pierre qui ressemblent a une forét pétrifiée et sont
entourées de sable datant de I’Eocene. N.T.
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DIE EINGESCHLAGENEN STEINE

Ich buddele eine Mappe mit alten vergilbten
Seiten aus und gerate an ein Foto der In-die-Erde-
eingeschlagenen-Steine, das mein Bruder vor
Jahren gemacht hat. Ich puste den Staub davon,
mustere die grauen Riesen und die Erinnerung
bringt mich in die Zeit meiner frithen Kindheit
zuriick...

Wir spielten Fangen in den warmen und
staubigen Stralen von Vaters Dorf Devnja,
betrachteten die Ausgrabungen der uralten Stadt
Marcianopol interessiert, die vor Tausenden von
Jahren unweit von Devnja erbaut worden war,
stiegen auf Bdume, badeten in der Zauberquelle
und fingen Fisch im Fluss zum Entsetzen meiner
Oma, das wir uns bloB nicht verletzen oder gar
ertrinken. Trotz der dauernden Strafen wegen
unseres kindlichen Ungehorsams, waren wir
gliicklich weit weg von den Eingrenzungen
in der GroBstadt und von allem, was mit
ihr zusammenhing — wie Eltern, Lehrer und
Schulverbote, fiihlten uns frei und sorglos,
splrten den Puls und die Schonheit des Lebens
in der Seele...

Einmal, irrend durch die Talebene und die
Anh6éhen Drumherums, erreichten wir die
Eingeschlagenen Steine und unser Atem stockte.
Erstarrt in der Hitze des Sommers, erhoben sich
die Steine grau-weill vor uns, bedeckt mit Lochern
und Moosflecken, grandios und riesig, wie die
Séulen eines uralten Tempels. Wir schlenderten
dazwischen wie jene alten Gldubigen, deren
graugewordene Knochen wir in den Ausgrabungen
bei Devnja fanden. Von der Zeit zerfressen, mit
Kalksteinflecken iibersdht, glichen die Knochen
den Steinriesen uns gegeniiber. Ich beriihrte die
warme und raue Oberfliche des hochsten Steins
und mir lief es kalt iiber den Riicken. Damals
verstand ich nicht einmal, was ich da fiihlte...

Und heute noch, sobald ich gegeniiber den
Eingeschlagenen Steinen stehe, spiire ich,

dass ich mich noch weiter zuriick in die Zeit
meiner Kindertage versetze, dass ich etwas
Geheimnisvolles, Heiliges und GroBes beriihre,
das aus dem Altertum kommt und gleichméaBig
durch die Gegenwart fliegt, damit es die Zukunft
erreicht und iiberlebt. Etwas Urspriingliches,
Ewiges und Unbegreifliches wie das All, die
Empfiangnis und das Leben. Und jedes Mal,
sobald ich die warme und raue Oberflidche eines
dieser Steine beriihre, spiire ich den gleichen
beunruhigenden Schauder aus meinen frithen
Jahren. Und ich weil3, dass ich damals in meiner
fernen Kindheit, als ich zum ersten Mal einen
der Eingeschlagenen Steine anfasste, im Grunde
meine eigenen uralten Wurzeln beriihrte, die
schon bei der Erschaffung der Erde und des
Lebens gesprossen waren. In diesem kurzen
Moment fiihle ich, dass ich den Puls der Zeit
beriihre, die Kraft des Lebens, die Unendlichkeit
des Alls, und mit dem Atem des Alls eins werde...

Vor meinen Augen flimmern die einsamen
Steine meiner frithen Kindheit...

IT

LA FORESTA PIETRIFICATA'

Apro una cartella con dei vecchi giornali
ingialliti dal tempo e mi imbatto in una foto della
Foresta Pietrificata, scattata da mio fratello molti
anni fa. Soffio via la polvere, osservo le grigie e
maestose colonne di pietra e i ricordi mi riportano
alla mia prima infanzia...

Ci rincorrevamo per le strade polverose del
paese di mio padre — Devnya, osservavamo
con interesse gli scavi dell’antica citta di
Marcianopoli?, costruita migliaia di anni fa
non lontano da Devnya, ci arrampicavamo
sugli alberi, facevamo il bagno nella Fonte
magica e pescavamo nel fiume e mia nonna era
terrorizzata all’idea che potessimo farci del
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male o addirittura annegare. Nonostante le punizioni
dovute alla nostra disobbedienza infantile, eravamo
felici, lontani dalla citta piena di restrizioni: lontani dai
genitori, professori e divieti scolastici. Ci sentivamo
liberi e spensierati, percepivamo nelle nostre anime il
ritmo e la bellezza della Vita...

Una volta, mentre girovagavamo senza meta per
la pianura e le colline dei dintorni, arrivammo alla
Foresta Pietrificata e il respiro ci si fermo. Fredde nel
calore estivo, le pietre si innalzavano grigio-bianche,
piene di buche e macchie di muschio, maestose ed
enormi, come le colonne di un tempio antico, che
avevano resistito al vento e alle piogge, e noi stavamo
passeggiando tra di esse come quegli antichi devoti le
cui ossa grigie trovavamo tra gli scavi vicino a Devnya.
Rose dal Tempo, ricoperte di macchie calcaree, le ossa
somigliavano alle pietre di fronte a noi. Sfiorai la calda
e ruvida superficie della pietra piu alta e rabbrividii.
Allora non capii cosa avessi sentito.

Anche oggi, quando sto davanti alla Foresta
Pietrificata mi sembra di tornare indietro nel tempo,
prima della mia infanzia, sento di connettermi con
qualcosa di mistico, sacro, maestoso, qualcosa che viene
dall’ Antichita, scorre lungo il Presente per sopravvivere
al Futuro, qualcosa di eterno e incomprensibile come
I’Universo, la Concezione e la Vita. E ogni volta che
sfioro la superficie calda e ruvida di qualche pietra che
fa parte della Foresta, sento lo stesso brivido della mia
infanzia. E capisco che allora, quando toccavo la pietra,
in realta sfioravo le mie radici antiche, germogliate nella

Creazione del mondo e la Vita. In quel preciso istante
percepisco il battito del Tempo, la forza della Vita, I’infinita
dell’Universo e mi mescolo con il respiro dell’Eternita.

Chiudo il giornale e lo rimetto nella cartella. Davanti
ali miei occhi scintillano le pietre solitarie della mia
infanzia...

! Pobiti Kamani (in lingua bulgara: nobumu xamwHu, letteralmente
“pietre piantate nella terra”), a volte chiamata anche La foresta
pietrificata, ¢ una formazione rocciosa naturale situata nella Regione
di Varna in Bulgaria.

2 La piu grande citta romana in quella che oggi é la Bulgaria.
Marcianopoli fu fondata dall’imperatore Traiano in Tracia, in onore
della sorella Ulpia Marciana.
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AS PEDRAS CRAVADAS

Folheio pasta com jornais
amarelecidos e encontro uma fotografia
das Pedras Cravadas, tirada pelo meu
irmdo anos atras. Sopro a poeira, olho
para as enormes formagdes cinzentas e a
recordacdo leva-me de volta a minha tenra
infancia...

uma

Corriamos  pelas
e poeirentas da aldeia de meu pai,
Devnya, admirdvamos as escavacdes de
Marcianopolis, a antiga cidade fundada
milhares de anos atrds proximo de Devnya,
trepdvamos as arvores, naddvamos na
Nascente Magica e pescdvamos no rio,
para desespero de minha avd, com receio
de que nos ferissemos ou nos afogassemos.
Apesar dos castigos frequentes pela
nossa desobediéncia infantil, éramos
felizes, longe das restrigdes da cidade
grande e tudo relacionado com ela, como
pais, professores e proibicdes escolares,
sentiamo-nos livres e despreocupados,
sentiamos o pulso e a beleza da Vida nas
nossas almas...

Uma vez, vagueando sem rumo pelo
vale e pelas colinas em redor, chegamos
as Pedras Cravadas e ficamos sem folego.
Imoveis sob o calor do verdo, as pedras
erguiam-se acima de nds em tons cinzentos
esbranquicados, cobertas de buracos e
manchas de musgo, majestosas e enormes,
como as colunas de um antigo Templo,
resistindo aos ventos e as chuvas, e nos
caminhdvamos entre elas como aqueles
antigos devotos, cujos ossos envelhecidos
encontravamos nas escavagdes ao redor
de Devnya. Carcomidos pelo Tempo,
cobertos de manchas de calcario, os 0ssos
assemelhavam-se as pedras diante de nos.

ruas quentes



Toquei na superficie quente e dspera da pedra
mais alta e arrepiei-me. Naquele momento, ndo
consegui perceber o que senti...

E até hoje, sempre que me deparo com as
Pedras Cravadas, sinto que retrocedo ainda mais
no tempo, aos dias da minha infincia, que toco
algo misterioso, sagrado e grandioso, algo que
vem da Antiguidade, atravessa suavemente o
Presente para alcancar e transcender o Futuro,
algo original, eterno e incompreensivel como o
Universo, a Concecdo ¢ a Vida. E cada vez que
toco na superficie quente e aspera de uma das
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Pedras Cravadas, sinto 0 mesmo emocionante
arrepio dos meus primeiros anos. E percebo que
naquele momento, na minha distante infancia,
quando toquei numa das Pedras Cravadas pela
primeira vez, na verdade toquei nas minhas raizes
antigas, brotadas na Criagdo da Terra e da Vida.
Nesse breve instante, sinto que toco no pulso do
Tempo, na forga da Vida, na infinitude do Universo
e fundo-me com o sopro da Eternidade...

Fecho o jornal e devolvo-o a pasta. Diante dos
meus olhos cintilam as solitarias pedras da minha
infancia...

Sunny Beach
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