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POETRY"

Atanas Dalchev
(1904-1978)

IIOBECT

IIpo3opuuTe — 3aTBOpPEHH M YEPHU
Y YepHa M 3aTBOPEHA BparaTa,

a Ha BparaTta — JIMCTBT ChC CJIOBATA:
,,CTOITAHUHBT 3AMMUHA 3A AMEPUKA.“
W a3 ¢bM caM CTOMAHUHBT Ha KbIIATa,
KBbJETO HE JKMBEe HUKOM,
ajla He CbM a3 3aMHUHABAJI HUK'bIE
U TYK OTHUKBJE HE ChbM C€ BPbIIAJL.
A3 He U37IM3aM HUKOTa OT KbIIK
Y MOMTE €JHUUYKH FOCTU Ca TOJUHUTE,
a MHOTO ITbTH MOXBATSABAXA TPaJUHUTE

" a3 HE CbM HABAPHO BEYE CHIIUAT.

“The poems read by A. Antonov at the official dinner on Wednesday, 5th of July 2023.
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Poetry: STORY by Atanas Dalchev

OTnaBHA BCUYKH KHUTH Ca IPOYETEHU
¥ BCUYKY IIBTHUIIA HAa CIIOMEHA Ca MUHATH,
M €TO CSIKAII CTO T'OJIUHA
KaK pa3roBapsiM CaMo CbC IIOPTPETHTE.
W el u HOII, ¥ JIEH W HOIIl YaCOBHUKBT
JII0JIEE CBOMTO CITBHIIE OT METall.
IloHsKora a3 ce oriexaaM B OrIEJanoTo,
3a Jia He O'b/la BAHAI'W CAMOTEH.

A 110 cTeHaTa ce u3KayBaT OaBHO
Y JIOTOpsIBaT HA IOTOHA JHUTE MU:
0€e3 HU e/IHa JI000B, 0€3 HU €IHO CHOUTHE
JKUBOTHT MM O€3C/IeJHO OTMUHABA.

U cakai a3 He CbM JKUBEE HUKOTA,

U 3J1a U3MHUCJIUIIA € MOUTO ChIIIECTBYBaHe!
AKO cilyyaliHO HSIKOi1 Bie3e B KblllaTa,
TaM HsMa Ja HaMepu HUKOTO;
1Iie BUIU CaMO MpaIIHATE TOPTPETH,
KOBApHOTO U MPa3HO OIJIeIaJI0

1 Ha BpaTaTa JIMCTBT NOXKBITAIL:

,.CTOITAHUHBT 3AMMNHA 3A AMEPUKA.“

1925 .



Poetry: STORY by Atanas Dalchev

STORY

Windows — closed and black
and the door is black and closed,
and on the door — the sheet with the words:
“THE OWNER LEFT FOR AMERICA”
And I am the owner of the house myself,
where nobody lives
but I didn’t go anywhere
and I haven’t come back here from anywhere.
I never leave the house
and my single guests are the years,
and many times they turned the gardens yellow
and I am probably not the same anymore.
All the books have been read a long time ago
and all memory trails are past,
and here you look like a hundred years old
how I only talk to the portraits.

Both day and night both day and night the clock
rocking his metal Sun.
Sometimes I look in the mirror,
to not always be alone.

My days climb the wall slowly
and are burned on the ceiling:
without one love, without one event
my life is slipping down without a trace.
And it’s like i’ve never lived
and an evil fiction is my existence!
if someone accidentally enters the house,
he will find no one there;
you will see only the dusty portraits,
the treacherous and empty mirror
and on the door the sheet has turned yellow:
“THE OWNER LEFT FOR AMERICA.”
1925
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POETRY"

Antonio Machado
(1875--1939)

Mi infancia son recuerdos de un patio de Sevilla,
y un huerto claro donde madura el limonero;
mi juventud, veinte afios en tierras de Castilla;

mi historia, algunos casos que recordar no quiero.

Y cuando llegue el dia del dltimo viaje,
y esté al partir la nave que nunca ha de tornar,
me encontraréis a bordo ligero de equipaje,

casi desnudo, como los hijos de la mar.

My childhood is all memories of a patio in Seville,
a light filled garden, its lemon trees in fruit;
my youth, twenty years in the lands of Castille;

my history, a few things best left mute.

And when the day of final going comes,
and the ship, never to return, is at the quay,
you will find me on the deck, light of gear,

almost naked, like the sons of the sea.

“The poems read by J.A. Caballero at the official dinner on Wednesday, 5th of July 2023.
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