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POETRY*

BEYEPEH TPOMIMET

B'prM HU XXMBOTA NOJ XapPKOTO C/ibHLUE
1 TpneM HO3e OT ropeLunsa Kambk...
Ho wom BeyepTa oT HebeTo ce cnycHe,

e B3eMa TpoMneTa U Wwe CceaHa Ha npara.

Crura Kpai TMS CTEHM CbM ce nyTan
KaTo 3BbH Ha NpobuTa kambaHa.

TpsabBa na cBups, TpsbBa aa cpyTs
TULIMHATA - CaMO BMKbBT [1a OCTaHe.

MckaM aa rpbMHe ropeluus BaTbp
1 AOKPai Aa OTBOPU BpaTuTe.
Mckam Aa TpbrHe OTHOBO 3eMsTa
cnen KpbCTOHOCHMS MapLL Ha WypuuTe.

Wckam Goanueata Ten npep, 4oMa Bu
C MOfiTa NeceH Aa cKbcaM.
Wckam cbcena, KOWTo ce npasu
Ha ryx, [a Bb3BbPHE C/IyXa CU.

Mckam pa BbpxKe cBOMTE NpbCTU
KpafeLbT, Cbpue Aa C1 Kynu nasava.
Mckam pa KanHa ot MouTe Cbnsn
B OKOTO, KOETO PbX/ASCBA.

Mckam 0THOBO MpM Hac Aa ce BbpHe
NaHaupeT - NpaxTa Aa u3ayxa.

MckaM oT cMax aa ympe 1 oT rbaen
TO3M, KOWTO YMMPa OT CKyKa.

MckaM Hap MbpTBUTE KaTo Ha CTpaxa
[l0 CYTPUHTA Aa CToUMe.

MckaM Ha BCUUKM 3acnanu fa Kaxa,
4ye “Ma BpeMe A3 Ce HacnuMme...

Tps6Ba fa cBMPSA B ryxaTta Beyep,
[L0KaTO HE JoYys KbM MeHe Aa uae

rNackT Ha XMNSAa TPOMNETa AaNeyHu.
Mnu Ha HAKOW apxaHren HeBUANM.

Boris Hristov
a contemporary
Bulgarian poet

EVENING TRUMPET

Under flaming sun life fiddles with us
we rub out our feet from the hot stone...
But when evening descends from the heavens,
I'll take my trumpet and sit on the threshold.

Enough have | wandered around those walls
like the chime of a bell that was broken.

| have to play it, | have to tear down
the silence - and let but the cry to persist.

| want the wind torrid to howl and
to blast wide open the doors.

| want the earth to start marching anon
after the crusade of the crickets.

| want the barbed wire round your home
with my song to sever.

| want the neighbour that pretends
to be deaf to recover his hearing.

| want the thief his fingers to tie,

the warden a heart to buy for himself.
| want some of my tears to shed

into the eye that is rusting.

| want the fair to us to return
again - to sweep off the dust.

| want him to die of laughter and tickle
who is dying of boredom.

| want us over the dead
to keep sentry till morning.
| want to all sleepers to say:
there is time enough to be sleeping...

| have to play in the numb night
until | hear coming to me

The voice of a thousand trumpets of distant.
Or of an archangel invisible.

Translated by Stefan D. Stefanov

*The poems were read by A. Antonov at the official dinner on Wednesday, 29th of June 2016.
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