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POETRY"

KoraTo cu Ha 7LHOTO

Korato cu Ha JABHOTO Ha IIbK'bJIA,
KOraTo CH Hal-ThKEH U 3JI0YeCT,
OT NapelIuTe BbIJICHU HA MbKaTa
CHU HallpaBu caM CTHJIOA U U3JIE3.

CBCT"I)T, KOraTo MpbKHE IIpEJ OUMUTE TU
U IIPUTBMHsBA B TE3U ABE OYU,

caMm CJTbHIIE CH Ch3Jall M OT JIbUUTE
ch3aaii cu CTBJIOA U I10 HEAA CE Kauu.

Koraro ot 6e3mbTHIia IpeMasaH cu
U CH 3a3UJIaH B YETHPH CTCHH,

OT BCUYKH CBOM ITBTHILA, TPEMa3aHK
HOB ITbT CH HaIlpaB! M CaM TPBIHHU.

TpbH/IMB ¥ 3BJI € Ha KXHUBOTA pedyca,
Ha KPBCT PasITbBa HALIMTE YL
3ary0ui BcH4ko, He 3ary0Baii cebe cu
€MHCTBEHO TaKa II¢ TO PELHIIL

Damian Damyanov
(1935 — 1999)

At the Bottom

When you are at the bottom of hell,
when you are at the peak of sadness and pain.
From the burning coals of longing

make yourself a ladder and get away.

‘When the world darkens,

right before your two eyes.

Make your own sun and from its rays,
Create a ladder and climb away.

When the void crushes you

and you’re trapped by four walls.

Of all your demolished paths

Make a new one and take yourself away.

Thorny and evil is life’s puzzle,

it crucifies our souls!

Lost everything, don’t dare to lose yourself.
That’s the only way to be solved.

Ipeeod: Hopoan u Pado, yuenuyu om 9-mu xaac ¢ Bwazapckusi o6pazosamener u
kyamypen yeumasp ,, Ce. Kaumenm Oxpudcku*, ep. Bawurnemon, Oxpve Koaymous.

“The poem At the bottom was read by A. Antonov and Cancidn of the Pirate by Jesus Gonzalez-
Rosa at the official dinner on Wednesday, 6th of July 2022.

XV



Poetry: Verses by Damian Damyanov & José de Espronceda

Cancion del pirata

Con diez cafiones por banda,
Viento en popa, a toda vela,
No corta el mar, sino vuela
Un velero bergantin:

Bajel pirata que llaman

Por su bravura el Temido,
En todo el mar conocido
Del uno al otro confin.

Y ve el capitan pirata,
Cantando alegre en la popa,
Asia a un lado, a otro Europa,
Y all4 a su frente Estambul.

"Navega, velero mio,
Sin temor,

Que ni enemigo navio,
Ni tormenta, ni bonanza
Tu rumbo a torcer alcanza,
Ni a sujetar tu valor.
"Veinte presas

Hemos hecho

A despecho

Del inglés,

Y han rendido

Sus pendones

Cien naciones

A mis pies.
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José de Espronceda
(1808 — 1842)

Cancion of the Pirate

The breeze fair aft, all sails on high,
Ten guns on each side mounted seen,
She does not cut the sea, but fly,

A swiftly sailing brigantine;

A pirate bark, the "Dreaded'"name,

For her surpassing boldness famed,

On every sea well-known and shore,
From side to side their boundaries o’er.

Whilst singing gaily on the poop
The pirate Captain, in a group,
Sees Europe here, there Asia lies,
And Stamboul in the front arise.

"Sail on, my swift one! nothing fear;
Nor calm, nor storm, nor foeman’s force,
Shall make thee yield in thy career

Or turn thee from thy course.

Despite the English cruisers fleet

We have full twenty prizes made;

And see their flags beneath my feet

A hundred nations laid.



Poetry: Verses by Damian Damyanov & José de Espronceda

"Que es mi barco mi tesoro,
Que es mi Dios la libertad,
Mi ley, la fuerza y el viento,
Mi Unica patria la mar.

"Alld muevan feroz guerra
Ciegos Reyes

Por un palmo maés de tierra,
Que yo aqui tengo por mio
Cuanto abarca el mar bravio,
A quien nadie impuso leyes.

"Y si caigo,

(Qué es la vida?
Por perdida ya la di,
Cuando el yugo
Del esclavo,

Como un bravo,
Sacudi.

"Que es mi barco mi tesoro,
Que es mi Dios la libertad,
Mi ley, la fuerza y el viento,
Mi tinica patria la mar.

My treasure is my gallant bark,

My only God is liberty;

My law is might, the wind my mark,
My country is the sea.

"There blindly kings fierce wars maintain,
For palms of land, when here I hold

As mine, whose power no laws restrain,
Whate’er the seas infold.

And if I fall, why what is life?

For lost I gave it then as due,
When from slavery’s yoke in strife
A rover! I withdrew.

My treasure is my gallant bark,

My only God is liberty;

My law is might, the wind my mark,
My country is the sea.

Translated by James Kennedy
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