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POETRY"

Banepwu lNetpos (1920-2014)

BMK OT AETCTBOTO

OTKbAE Ce HaMepH, OTKbE Ce HamMepw,
[ONIETSNO IO MEH KATO B CbH,

ToBa TbHKO: “Banepu!” u cnes manko: “Banepu!”
Ha AeLlaTta OTBbH?

3HaM, yBU, TOS 30B OT AaNeYHOTO AETCTBO

He 3a MeH, He 33 MeHe e Tol —

BMKAT APYTr €4MH ManbK, XKMBEELL, B CbCEACTBO,
€AHOMMEHHUK MOW.

Ho Makap 4e oT cnyyku, nofo6HM Ha Tasl,
YECTHO Ka3aHo, Masko 6o/,

a3 NPernblyaM s MbJIKOM, 3aLL0TO CU 3Has:
e e CMeLWHO, Hanu,

akKo rope, OT cBoiTa 6MbMoTeYHa bbpnora

ce HaaBecu HabpbyKaH CTapuk

1 OTBbpHe C niaynueo: “He me nyckat! He mora!”
Ha AETUHCKUA BHK.

Valeri Petrov (1920-2014)

A CRY FROM CHILDHOOD

Why must it come just now to trouble me,
This sudden, shrill, and dreamlike cry

Of children calling “Valeri! Valeri!”

Out in the street nearby?

It is not for me, that distant childhood call;
Alas, it is for me no more.

They are calling now to someone else, my small
Namesake who lives next door.

Though such disturbances, | must admit,
Are troubling to my train of thought,

| keep my feelings to myself, for it
Would be comical, would it not,

If, from his high and studious retreat,

A gaunt old man leaned out to say

“I can’t come out” to the children in the street,
“I'm not allowed to play.”

Translation R. Wilbur

*The poems were read by A. Antonov at the official dinner on Wednesday, 24th of June 2015.
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POETRY

XBbPYALLUTE XOPA

Te He npat ot KocMoca, Te poaeHu ca Tyk,

HO CbpLIaTa UM MPOCTO Ca NO-KPUCTANIHU OT 3BYK,
M BUX, €TO TM — NIUTBAT Haf 6anKoHU C npaHe,
Haf KanTa, Hag, crypusita B ABopa

1 fobpe ye ce CpeLaT eauHULM NoHe

0T poJa Ha XBbpYaLLUTe XOpa.

A Huit ByTaMe HAKaK CU U XKEHW HU BRekar,

a HUIA NMUEM KOHSIKA CY B BUTOB HSIKaKbB KbT

1 TOBOPUM 3a [NyNOCTU, BaXKHO BUPENKU HOC
WM C M3pas Ha Mbapa ymopa

1 130610 - CTAapaeM ce [ia He CTaBa BbMpoC

3a pofia Ha XBbpualLuTe Xopa.

W e BepHo, Ye Te He ca OT peanHus CBAT,

He Ce CpeLLaT Ha TeHUCa, HAMAT COBCTBEH HuaT.
Ho 3aLwo n1 Toraea Hewwo Tyk HU 6onu,

LLOM ' BUAMM Aa IMTBAT B NpoCTOpa —

[1a He 61 @ HY CMOMHSAT, Y4e U HUit cMe Bunmn

OT poAa Ha XBbpyaluuTe xopa?

FLYING PEOPLE

They are not coming from Cosmos,

They were born here,

But their hearts are more crystal than sound,
And look, they fly off

Over the terraces with washing,

Over the mud, over the cinders in the yard,
And it is so nice that even single people
Exist from the tribe of the flying people.
And somehow we are going ahead

And women are dragging us,

And we drink our cognac in pubs

Talking on silly things,

Proudly raising our noses up,

Or with expression of wise fatigue

We try not to touch the point

For the flying people.

It is true that they are not from the real world,
You will not meet them on the tennis court,
They have no their own “Fiat”.

But why then something hurts us when

We see them to fly off in open space -
Maybe they remind us that

We also had belonged in the past

To the tribe of the flying people?



