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POETRY*

Dimcho DEBELYANOV
(1887-1916)

[A ce 3aBbpHel B 6alymHaTa KblLua,
KOraTo BeuepTa CMUPEHO racHe

W TUXM Na3BM TUXA HOLL, Pasrpblya
[ia Npunackae cKpbOHM M HELLACTHY.
KaT 6peme xBbpiun yepHaTa ymopa,
o Be3yTelHM AHM TY 3aBelaxa -

TN C NNaxu CTbNKU Aa C'b6y,ELMLIJ B ABOpa
npen rocteHMH o4akBaH paaocT niaaxa.

[la Te npucpelyHe ctapata Ha npara
U CNOXMUA Yeno Ha 6e3cunHo pamo,
[1a Ye3HeLl B HelHaTa ycMuBka bnara
W AbArO @ NOBTapALL: MaMo, MaMo...
CMupeHo BNS3bN B CTasTa No3Harta,
nocsiesiHa TBOSi MPUCTaH U 3ac/IoHa,
[ WhMHEL TUXM LyMU B TULIKMHATA,
BMWI MOPEH MOTNes B CTapaTa UKoHa:
a3 [oiaox Aa AoYakaM MUPEH 3aHuK,
ue MOWTO C/TbHLE CBOS MbT U3MMHA...

0, CKPpUTU BOMJIU Ha NeYvYaneH CTpaHHUK,

HanpasHo CNOMHUN Marka u DO,EI,I/IHa!

Going back to your father’s house,

when quiet evening fades

and silent bosom silent night pause

to sorrow and the sad befriends.

Like burden throwing tired blackness,

days inconsolable they left you hard

and with your timid steps to wake up gladness
for the long-waited guest into the yard.

Then when the old one met you at the door
and put your forehead on her gentle shoulder,
you deeply in her sweet smile soar

and long repeated: mother, mother...

Then humbly entering the known room,
which is a shelter and a final dock,

to whisper silent words like fume,

to an old icon with a tired look:

| came to wait for peaceful sunset,

because my sun had travelled all its road...

Oh, hidden weeps of a stranger who is sad,
Recalling for no purpose mother and a land.
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*The poems were read by A. Antonov at the official dinner on Wednesday, 28th of June 2017.
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