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POETRY"

MAWKA MA

B posika cnomeHnu ceeleny,

Jie MOs1 JIyX cera ce ryou,

C€ TBOSAT 00pa3 BbKJIEICHH
JOyXbT MU, MaiiKo, Cpela, JIoOu.

Tu monkaTa MM CH JIIOJISIa

CBC [IECHU KAJIOCTHO-YIIOMHH,
HaJ MeH IO 1IeJI1 HOIU O/si1a
Tpe3 MOWTe HOIY Oe3MOKOWHM.

Ilon TBOETO KPUIIO pacTsiji CbM,
HasKBaJ CbM IO TPUKU MUJIH,
OT TBOW{Ta pey U B30p Yeprnaj CbM
Y pajoCT, U TyXOBHU CUJIH.

Hyiara Mu ot Te6 HayuH

Jia Mpasy, a obuya CTpacTHO,

OT TBOSITA AyIlA 3aCy4n

JOOOB K'bM BCUYKO, TYK MPEKPACHO.

Tu Me poau, HO T MU 1aJe

U CBETJIOTO, 1110 B TeO OJielele,
TU 1 YOBEKA B MEH Ch3/a1e —
TU JBa IbTH MU Maiika Oellle.

lvan Vazov
(1850-1921)

MY MOTHER

In the swarm sacred memories
where my spirit is lost,

ever your image desired

my spirit, mother, meet, love.

You have swinged my cradle
with songs piteously-languorous,
for whole nights watched over me
over my worry nights.

Below your wing I have grown,
became stronger under your dear care,
from your speech and gazes,

joy and spiritual power i obtained.

My soul learned from you

to hate, to love passionately,

from your soul learned

love towards everything, here marvelous.

You gave me birth, but you gave me
the light, that sparkled in you,

you, the man in me created —

you, twice my mother were.

“The poems read by A. Antonov at the official dinner on Wednesday, 3rd of July 2024.
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