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MwuHyumo3HmoT putyan Ha PuH Amop (Tpybaaypckarta
,y4TMBa JbY6GOB”) ' MMa CUTe KapaKTEPUCTUKM HA MHMLMja-
LUMCKMOT 0bpeA. He HeaocTacyBaat HM MPETXOAHU UHCTPYK-
UMW, HU rpaaudumkaumjata Ha MCKYLUEHMETO, HM KBa3umo-
GOXHMOT AOMMP, HM TajHaTa, HX TemaTa Ha ,,cMMBoAnYHaTa
CMpT”, MpocC/ieaeHa CO HOBO pafarbe, HOBa MJ/IAAOCT KOja
WHULMJAHTOT rO NpeTBOpa BO APYr 4oBeK. [1oA npeBe3oT Ha
/pyboBHaTa noesuja, Tpybaaypckata noesnja e nocBeTeHnY-
Ka noesunja. BoonwTo He e cy4ajHO LWTO Hej3MHUTe nocBeTe-
HUUKM (cneaberHnLm) ja HapekyBaaT Becena Hayka, 3aToa LWTO
Taa e MHOry noBeke OA YMETHOCT, Taa e Cno3HaHWe NpocBeT-
JIEHO OA CpLeTo, Taa e [Ho3a.

Xepap ae Cea, TajHata Ha Katapute



Minutious ritual Fin Amor (courtly troubadour love) has
all the features of the initiatory rite. It is not missing previous
instructions, nor the gradification of the temptation, nor
the pseudo-divine touch, nor the secret, nor the theme of
“symbolic death” followed by a new birth, a new youth
that turns the initiate into another man. Under the veil of
love poetry, troubadour poetry is devotional poetry. It is
not a coincidence that its initiates (followers) called it Gai
Saber, because it is much more than art — it is knowledge
enlightened by the heart, it is Gnosis.

Gerard de Séde, The Mystery of the Cathars



.KoH moptute Ha BO3/by6GeHaTa ce NpuOAMXMI eAeH
aLUMK-AEPBULL U MOYyKaJl.

Koj e? — ro npawarne.
Jac! — oarosopun 10j.
Tyka Hema mecTo 3a MeHe 1 Tebe — My 6110 BO3BPaTeHO.

ﬂopTaTa OCTaHasa 3aTBOpeHa.

[l0 roAMHM M TOAMHM KOMHEeewe almnK-AepPBULLIOT Ce
BpaTtWa M MOBTOPHO MOYYyKas Ha ucrarta nopra.

Koj e? — ro npawarne.

ALINK-AEPBULLOT 0ArOBOPU — Tu!

[MopTara ce oTBOpMAA LWIMPYM NPeA Hero. "

Llananyand Pymn MesnaHa



“To the gates of the Beloved an ashik-dervish approached
and knocked.

Who is it? — he’s been asked.

[t's me! — he answered.

There is no place for me and you here — was the respond.

The gate remained closed.

After years and years of yearning, the ashik-dervish
came back and knocked on the same gate.

Who is it? — he’s been asked.

The ashik-dervish answered — You!

The gate opened wide before him.”

Jalaluddin Mevlana Rumi



KOH3O0JTAMEHTYM

El Haqq Fahim ahsan el-Haqgiga
(Camo BMCTMHATA 3HAe LWTO € BUCTUHCKO)

HaumyanH Kybpa

™
[MpucytHOCT
3aymHa
Mpa-360p
nAn camo
MN360p
npea M3sopot
Kako Aa npea He
TMBKA
AOBOJTHO
A2 Ce npeno3Hae
ce
Bo Toa
wro Toj 3a lonemarta Taa
E
cvnabuka ctpora
3aA puUTamoTt 6en

[Tpomucna BpBHa
WK CNy4ajHoOCT

6e3 uen
A2 Ce MOroAm
BO [1pa3HoTO
1 BO OrIEAQHOTO A2 Ce OCaMHe
...pa3MHOXEH HM3 3paK...



CONSOLAMENTUM

El Haqq Fahim ahsan el-Haqgiga
(The Truth it is which knows what is True)

Najmuddin Kubra

YOU
Presence
Recondite
Archi - Voice
or merely
a Choice
In front of the Source
as a Yes in front of a No
quiet
enough
to perceive
All
In What
He to the great She
stands for
a strict syllabics
beyond the white beat

A superb Providence
or a coincidence

with no aim fit
to hit
in the Void
and in the mirror to dawn
...multiplied through a ray...



noaaneky oA
ABOJHMOT NpeA3Hak
Ha A3HOTO
M HejacHaTa xepasamka
Ha pu3HMLMTE
BHATPELLHW HA MOAKOT
¥ NOPMBOT Bpen
Ha/IMK Ha WTUT
MPOSUPHO TEXOK
HYpHAT BO Hekoe
HokHo Mope
OTTYPHYBajKM ce
CO NOCIeAHUTE CUAN
04 AHOTO
6e3 3AMB NyTajku
KOH HejacHoTo [ope
FONTajKM U pusnumuTe
A2 Ce NpOoroBopw
M A2 Ce 3ameluaart
AVIMEH3MU U BPEMUHA
3eMHM U CeMUHbA
n Toa pony
BO Toa rope wTo e
A2 Ce npeno3Hae
orneaAyBajku ce
Bo [onemoTto Huwro
Touka
n PacnpcHyBame Ha Cmucnata
...Ha Toa
LITO Hekoraw 6uno
Cym
KO...,,®ne6 ®eHnkMeLoT, ABe Heaen MpPTOB™...
Ha AHOTO 0A Mape TeHebpapym
MM CaMO NMPUCYCTBO MOPHMYABO
¥ NOAMOJIEH LUYM
LUTO TUBKO TENIOTO TO jaae
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Further away
from the dual foreplay
of the Wealth deployed
And the obscure heraldic
of the inner treasuries
of Silence
and the burning urge
shield alike
translucently heavy
plunged
in a Dark Sea
with the last bit of strength
pushing off from
the Bottom
floating breathless
towards Heights concealed
gobbling up the risks
to utter
and to meld
times and spheres
soil and seeds
and That which is down
to recognize
the upper One
mirroring
in the Great None
a Dot
and diffusion of the Meaning
...of That
which once was
I
alike “Phlebas the Phoenician, a fortnight dead”
at the bottom of Mare Tenebrarum
or only a frightful presence
sighing sly
silently eating into my strength



Kako 6paHoBUTE GE3MMUIOCHHM
HaMBHMOT Bper
M Nak KOGHOTO Mpallak-e
Kaae
npea 360poBUTe NpenaalleHn
jypHaTtu Bo 6ecmucieH 36er
Jloroc
['onoc
['nac wrpkHar op NoazemHa Kyna
BO X0 OA MOHOPHO AHO
O e cospuweHa Hyna
A e EaeH
A e ABa
3eTpu
3ayMHa NpUCYTHOCT
Kako Aa npea He
Tueka
AOBOJTHO
AQ Ce npeno3Hae
ce
n Toj Bo Taa
npeA Kou ce 0A3MBaLl
™
...3aA byksute
...3aA 3HauuTe
...3aA Ymcnara
OrneAyBajKu ce BO
[onemoto HuwTto
BO Touka — No4eTtok
M pacnpcHyBarbe Ha Cmucnata
Tn
Koj
nnu
Koja
Cu
BOOMja3eH npm3pak
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like the ruthless waves do
into the naive bank
and the fatal question again
Where to?
before the frightened words
rushed into a pointless decamp
Logos
Glosa
a Voice uttered from a Tower Beneath
with an echo from a deepening bottom
O is a perfect Zero indeed
A'is One
T is Two
E is Three
recondite presence
as a Yes in front of a No
quiet
enough
to perceive
All
and He within She
is what you respond to as
THEE
...behind the Letters
...behind the Sings
...behind the Numerals
mirroring
in the Great None
in a Dot — Outbreak
and bursting of the Meaning
You
who Him
or
Her
Is
an eerie spectre

13
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nan
BO MWIHOBEHMWE YYAHO
co3epLaH ik
[1noa nn cn Ha Ymort
MOKOPEH Ha CTpBHATa MnaoT
BO MOXO0A BMBHATa
noxotersa 61yAHM
noTaMmHa Tparajku
MO COBPLUEH C/IMK
HM3 YNCTM KOPMYCKY/IM Ha CBecTa
aKOpAMPajKK
CO3HaHMe AAMHeLIHO
03apeHo
AO yMOBIMK
M moxebu camo
ekBMIMbpUja e Toa
no paboT Ha npenecta
Kaae cé Bo EaHo
HEMWHOBHO Ce C/leBa
M B MUT AO AHOTO TOHe
M KOH BPBOT Ce KpeBa
M HEMA Hanpea
M HEMA Hazaa
npeA NPYMOPAMjATHUOT KPUK
pacnpocTpaHeT KPyxXHO
04 ackesa
AO eKcTasa
npeTBOpajkK Ce BO
Manaopna
OKOJy NPeKPacHUOT UK
0A OTHOT
A2 ro nasu
WTO 6€3MUIOCHO ropw
1 0A 6eCnPUYNHCKMOT CTPaB
BO HAjKPEBKOTO LUTO Tee
¥ NPU3PEHMETO
A2 Ce HaaBee



or
a behold semblance
in a strange flash
are you an Offspring of the Mind
bound to the avid flesh
in a foray risen
lustful vices
tracing the night
for a perfect resemblance
through pure corpuscles of consciousness
harmonizing
ancient cognizance
radiant
outflow of sense
or maybe just
an equilibrium it is
on the edge of sinfulness
where all In One
inevitably blends
and sinks to the bottom at once
and climbs towards up again
and there’s no forward
nor back
before the primordial yell
outspread cyclic
from askesis
to ecstasy
turning into a
Mandorla
around the wonderful visage
to guard it
from the fire
ruthlessly burning
and from the idle fear
that dwells in fragile things
and to vanquish
the spectre
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BO COH LUTO Te MOpH
M UCKYLLEHNeTo
Kpukot
A2 Ce HaTepa Aa nee...
...Tpo6ap Kny3
Top6ap Tpona
Ha nopta
Tpesap BpeBara
04 COHOT
A2 ja mpaTtu B 3roH
Nw Haa OkcnTaHuja
Aj Haa KapkacoH
co Knyy-TpeBa noa jasukor
0AOMaky 4MTa TpOMu
3a 360pOT CO MO3HATO 3HaYEeHE
BO APYTMOT Aa Ce CTOMK
06eCcMUCNIEH HABUAYM
3a MUT A2 Ce BKIOMU
BO 3BY4HO eAHayere
CKOBAaHO BO MyK/a pvma
32 A2 MOXe A rO 3ayLuu
camo Taa Kny4 wro nma
M NOpaKM TajHU Npuma
M 3Ha4Yera CKPULLIHW I0BU
oA Toj wTto co neytot
npea Hea cnasociiosu
...[Npea,
nnm 3a
[MpucyTHOCTA
3aymHa
kako Aa npea He
3aMpCyBajKu ja
cmucnaTa Ha nesoT
n Ha Toa
LITO HABUAYM
oneaHo E...

...3a Taa
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in a dream ill-turning
and the temptation
to urge the Yell
to sing...
...Trobar Clus
Beggar rings
the door-bell
for the dreaming Weed Man
to expel
the uproar and be gone
above Occitania
above Carcassonne
with Key-Weed under the tongue
reading tropes from afar
for the word with a well-known meaning
with the other one to melt
growing dark, it would seem
but at a glimpse it aligns
in a sonic equalizing
forged in mum rhymes
so only She that holds the key
could comprehend him
and secret messages she finds
and hidden meanings she hunts
from Him that blesses her
with a lute in front
...Before
or For
the Presence
Recondite
as a Yes in front of a No
obscuring
the meaning of the song
and of That
which Is
seemingly sung for...
...for She

17



LITO KAY4OT ro Mma
A2 MOXe AQ ro
paszbepe
¥ TMBKO AQ TO
opbepe
Toj WTO 3HAKOT rO HOCK
Enseigner
...BO MMpucoT
Ha 6unka petka oa MctokoTt
...BO pazBeaHuTe Kocu
WM BO ABMXEHATa CMEPHMU
n npedmHeTMOT 360p...
npea Y6aBrHaTa
Ha TeLKM MCKYLLeHWja CTaBeH
Hemo npea Hea
npornaceH 3a Fenhedor
...OHOj LUTO ce npeTBopa...
npeTonysajku ce
0A O/I0BO AO 3/1aTO
meTta(n)Homna
npeymyBarbe Ha MeTanoT
0A UCTOMEHME
AO UCTyMeHue
BO 06/10TO ce npeobpasysa
1 BO Or/1eAQI0 ANIXEMMCKO
0A 3apobeH nornea,
pacTorneH BO Xu1Ba
0A kaae Taa
Y6aBrHaTa
3arap04eH cMeB oApasyBa
M marmaTa ja npeobpasysa
BO MeB
3aA KOj HOBO MCKYLLEHWe ce CKpMBa
3a B/byOEHNOT
... Pregador...
...OHOj WwTo ce monu...
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that holds the key
could
understand
and quietly
choose
the One with the sign to bear
Enseigner
...in the scent
of a rare herb from the East
...in the windblown hair
or in the elegant motions
and the word fine-drawn...
in front of the Beauty
put to heavy temptations
mum in front of Her
a proclaimed Fenhedor
...the one that converts...
remelting
from led to gold
meta(l)noia
re-devising of metal
from melting
to exalting
becoming round
an alchemic mirror
from a stranded gaze formed
in mercury molten
from where She
Beauty
a baffling laughter throws back
and the magma is transformed
into a chant
behind which a new temptation is holden
for the enamoured
...Pregador...
...the One that begs...



M pacneaH KoaeHU4n
npea Hej3uH1oT ABOp
Mo 3akay4YeHaTa nopra
co 3aksy4eH Tponap
Tpona
CO HaAeX Aa Buae ycmLLeH
n op lonemoto HuwTto
Bo Manute HewrTa
BO MOPUBOT AOBPOBOJIHO CTULLEH
PaKOBOAEH 0A paka
BO MCKYCTBOTO Ha HexHocTa BewTa
Ad OcamHe npea Hea
0A MpeTcraBata 3a cebecu nnLeH
M KOHEe4YHO npobnecHat
OA BHaTpelleH B30p
AQ CTaHe
Entendedor
...OHOj wro cdaka...
N CcekaBaH-eTO
3aA npeo6paszbu HM3 nnameH
ro Bpaka
npea BeNMYeHCTBEHNOT ATaHOp
Fenhedor
B30p
Pregador
ABOD
Entendedor
360p
...HaapacHyBajku ro OHa
LITO HeKorawl Herae
Gelwe
6vno
Cym
HU3 GrH Amop

20



and kneels singing
in front of her Court
on the locked door
with a Locked Trope
knocks
to be heard he hopes
and from the Great None
in the Small Some
in the deliberately silenced urge
managed by a hand
Tender and Experienced one
to dawn before Her
from the self-imagery purged
and finally blessed
by the inner gloat
to become
Entendedor
...the One that comprehends...
and through flaming changes to come
he sends
the remembrance
back before the Great Atanor
Fenhedor
inner gloat
Pregador
court
Entendedor
word
...outgrowing That
which somehow once
had
been
[
through Fin Amor

21



A0 Onyc MarHym

BO Jby60BTa BOCKpecHar
HaA 3aKOHOT KpyT
Aamata cnasejku ja
HW3 Tponu BO3BULLEHU
Ha mart AONr HU3 cebe
oA Enseigner a0
Drut
...OHOj 411 mon6u
Ce KOHEeYHO YC/IULLEHMN. ..
3a Aa CTaHe
Celar
...BO TajHOCTa CMEpEH...
M AQ OCTaHe
Domnei
...Ha cBojata Aama
3acekorall BepeH...
...Ha Taa...
3arjneAaHa BO nanmurte
WwTO 0ABGpPOjyBa
Cama Hacnpotn MopeTo
kako Aa npea He
TMBKa AOBOJTHO
Ad Mperno3Hae ce
3aA YAQpOT Ha 6paHoBUTE
3aA NMOBTOP/MBOCTA HA pUMUTE
3Ha4ereTo ro YABOjyBa
Ha [NpucyTHOCTa 3aymHa
3aA MOHOrpamuTe
3aA NCEBAOHMMUTE
3arap04Ha Mctopuja cKkpma
...3a JbyboBHMLMTE Xpabpu
McHe3HaTM AAMHO
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to Opus Magnum to rise

resurrected in Love
above the cruel rules
glorifying the Lady
through Tropes unheard
on a long way within
from Enseigner to
Drut
...the One whose wishes
are finally heard...
to become
Celar
...in secrecy measured...
and remaining
Domnei
...devoted forever
to his Lady’s pleasure...
...to Her...
who gazing upon the high tides
counts down
Alone against the Sea
as a Yes in front of a No
quiet enough
to perceive all
beyond the wipe of the waves
beyond the recurrent rhymes
she doubles the means
of the Presence Recondite
beyond monograms
beyond pseudonyms
mysterious history hides
...for the brave Lovers
long time gone

23
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v 3a JbybosTa
LUTO 32 HMB CBEAOYM HEMO
3acekoraLl XvBa
3acekorall XmBa
navea exo 3aa MoHcermp...
,...MOjOT MpeKkpaceH cTpenel,
oA Jlopak
3a KOro ja 4yBaB
HOKHaTta paAoCT Bpena
Me paHu npeky lejak
M B CPLETO MOoe
e HerosaTa cTpena
Ho npekpacHo 60num
MOroAOKOT HeroB
Ta CO Haj6MCKUTE HEroBwm
octaHaB BO Cecak
BO CuHata BeyHocTt
3arneaaHa oa 6peros
oA Kacren ae daHxo
0A0OpOjyBajkM v NIMMmUTE
Cama Hacnpotn Mopeto”

Esclarmonde de Foix

Kako Aa npea He
BO 3ayMeH 06MA
3a OTK/y4yBakbe Ha pUMUTE
Ha Anbute
n TpobapwTte
KaAe cekoratu
Hekoja npekpacHa
Aama
ce epHaun co
NMPOKNEeTCBOTO
»3acekoratu cama”



and for their Love
a mum testimony
forever alive
forever alive
a floating echo in Montsegur skies...

“...my wonderful archer
from Lorak
for whom | kept
the heated delight in the shadow
wounded me across Geyak
and in my heart
is his arrow
But how wonderfully hurts
the strike of his bow
so with those dearest to him
| stayed in Sesak
in the Blue Eternity
stared from ashore
from Castel de Fango to peek
counting down high tides
Alone against the Sea”
Esclarmonde de Foix

as a Yes in front of a No
in a recondite try
to unlock the rhymes
of the Albas
and Tropes
where evermore
some wonderful
Lady
equals
with the damnation
“alone forever”

25
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...3a Hekoro beatpuca...
...bnaxeHa BoH 0OBOj CBeT...

3a Hekoro EmaH

...MnNa U npusaevHa He6ape MarHer...

3a Hekoro KoH3onacnoH
...yTexa npumeHa
HM3 NPOCETCKN COH...

3a Hekoro EpmeceH
...Taa WTO Hema nopoa...
HO LUTO CBET/IMHATA ja npenopara
MHOXejKW v
HM3 TUBKM NAMMMU
3HayerbaTa Ha 360poT
nocBeTeH
1 3aBeTeH
Ha LpkBaTa Ha Jby6oBsTa

....a JbybOBTa Ha MCKpa € Ha/IMK
MUTYM LUTO OCBET/NyBa Ce
M NAAMEeHOT AMB Hej3MH
ce OKOMy nanu
Yyjte n nouyjre!
OABAj BE AOKOCHAN
a MMPUC Ha noxap
ce cekaBa BO cé
Jby60BTa O NpeTBOparba
e nosiHa
Taa MeaoT ro ueam
a BocokoTt
Ha CTpaHa ro ctaea
Yyjte n noyyjre!
LLItom B HeBonja



...Beatrice to some...
...outworldly blissful

Eman to some

...magnet alike, sweet and wishful...

Consolacion to some
...comfort drawn from
the dream of what’s to come...

Ermessen for some
...She which gave no birth...
but the one rebirthing the light
through silent tides
multiplying
the meanings of the word
devoted
and vowed
to the Church of Love

“...Love resembles a sparkle
Enlightening all at a glimpse
And her wild flame
ignites all around
Oyez!

A sudden touch
and smoke smells
it seems
Love in all
is false
She drains the honey
but the wax
aside she leaves
Oyez!

When unpleasantness

27
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MUTYM Ce Hajae
‘Ko pacnnakaH neyt
B TaXa/IeHKa ce BAABA”
Mapkabpy

...Hn3 Tposap Kny3
TpeBap ce ckpu
CkapamyLu
Ae Mapkap6bu
...3arap04HM Wndpu
3aKIy4eHn 3a4 pUMH
¥ AEBCTBEHO MpaseH
Ceet Kanex
Hos Kocmoc
MOATOTBEH AQ MPUMU
M AQ FO Pa3MHOXM
... Liber Scoretue...
e HanuwaHa
Ha LWecT no Lwect
KO3jW KOXM
Ckumaw — Myknec
Tajnara Knura
Ha LWecT no Lwect
CkuBaw — Myknec
TajHaTa Beyepa
1 ne6OoT Hall HaTCyLITeH
Ha LWecT no Lwect
Ckuaw — Myknec

. Panem nostrum superstantiorum...

LIecT no wecTt
Ckumaw — Myknec
MNanumcect
EaHa Bp3 Apyra
EaHa Bp3 Apyra
EaHa Bp3 Apyra
... Amor coma la beluga



suddenly finds Her
As a weeping lute
she grieves”

...throughout Trobar Clus
a Weed Man hid
Scaramouche
De Marcabru
...baffling codes
locked behind rhymes
and maidenly empty
Sacred Chalice
ready to hide
a New Cosmos inside
to multiply
... Liber Scoretue...
is written
on six times six
goatskins
Shush if you Dig
the Secret Book
on six times six
Shush if you Dig
the Secret Supper
and our bread superstantial
on six times six
Shush if you Dig

...Panem nostrum superstantiorum...

Six times six
Shush if you Dig
Palimpsest it is
One over the Other
One over the Other
One over the Other
...Amor coma la beluga

Marcabru

29
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D’un cop met foc ala bruga
E la flamba
ven caluga...



D’un cop met foc ala bruga
E la flamba
ven caluga...
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,O Jby6OB... TM 1 CeHka Ha 6puanjaHTHaTa CBETIMHA
a CBETOT e CeHkara TBoja
jac TBOja ceHka cym,
a BUAEN 1N HEKOj
CBET/IMHATA OA CEHKaTa OABOEHA Aa HBuae?
[MoHekoraw ceHkarta ce ABUXM
CO cBeTMHaTa 6apabap
a HamnaTu HM3 Hea MCYe3HyBa U MAe
rnej bor BpBK A0 TBOETO pamo
M CBET/IMHATA CeTa BO Hero HypHata T/iee
BpeMe e 1 CeHKMTe Aa 3acBeTaTt
CeKoja CeHka AQ MoYHe Aa rpee
CeHkaTa cBeT/iMHa 36upa
n 6OXjuTe 3paLm r'v BaeYe CMIHO Ad Ce WuparT.
B/by6eHnoT 1 Bo3/by6GeHUOT ce Kako OrneAano eAeH Ha
Apyr
06pa3oT BO 0OAPA30T Ha APYrMoT Ce Bsupa
M OApasuTe BO KPYr Ce MHOXaT
AOAEKa TaKBO OrNIEAAIO HE CTaHelLl
BbybeH Aa Te Hapeyam jac He ke moxam. ™

LlenanyanH MesnaHa Pymu

»ABajuata /by60BHMLM BO 0BOj rpob nexar
4yekajkum BOCKpeceH neT
04 yTpo6ara Ha rpobHaTa Tma
BEPHM BO pazAesneHocTa
BMCTMHCKM BO JbyOOBTA
MOA UCT LIATOP Ce Ha FOPHUOT CBeT”

[TpukasHa 3a Jlejna u MeyHyH, Huzamu
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“Oh Love... you are a shadow of a brilliant
light
and this world is your shadow
[ am your shadow.
Who has ever seen light
be separated from its shadow?
At times the shadow is moving
by its side,
at times it vanishes inside the light.
Look, God is walking by your side

and lost in him is all the light

it is shadow’s turn to shine

it is shadow’s turn to shine
the shadow is extracting light

it is pulling God’s light to become bright.
The Lover and the Beloved are like a mirror
for each other
one is the cause for the other’s effect.

Unless you become that mirror

we can't call you a lover.”

Jalaluddin Mevlana Rumi

“Two lovers lie awaiting in this tomb
Their resurrection from the grave’s dark womb.
Faithful in separation,
true in love,

One tent will hold them
in the world above.”

Story of Layla and Majnun, Nizami
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Taa cym
A koja cym
NmeTo My 3Ha4M TeMHUHA
HajupHa TeMHMLA
HO 6narocioBeHa
3owwTo [MpopokoT ce Gelue poann
BO Taa HajLpHa HOK
Jlejna
CO UMe Ha 6oxuua
Cym
[MTnua
JleT Hm3 lpa3HoTOo 3aHeceH
1 BeyHa EceH
WwTo HM3 Jby6oBTa MM ropu
®eHMKC M BO KOMHEX CYAEH Ad TMHe
M nenen KpyxHa 3as BEKOBUTE
LUTO 3a TOA NPOK/IETO YeKare 360pu
BO PasaeneHocra
Cym
HajLpHa TeMHMLA
3acekoraul cieTaHa ntmua
Cym
BO 3a/lyAHOCTA Ha YeKaHeTo
no Toj wro cebecn ce n3rybun
BO 6apar-eTo NMpuymnHa
WKW BO MpUYMHATA HejacHa
ce B/byOUN
601HO pa3paBajkum ce
6eckpajHa 3adaka KpyXHOCT
BO HEBPEMETO 334 MeHe
1 6pou
1 HeA0BpOjyBa
B/by6eHa BO OAAANIEYEHOCTA CYM
[TyctnHcka Posa
0A KOMHEXM Hema
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[ am She
But who is me
My name means darkness
blackest darkness
but blessed
for the Prophet has been born
in that blackest night
Layla
with a goddess name conferred
I am
A Bird
bemused Flight through Emptiness
and Autumn Timeless
through Love that burns
longing Phoenix is it, doomed to die
and circled ash before the ages
speaking of that waiting cursed
in the Separateness
I Am
blackest darkness
a landed bird always
| Am
in the futility of waiting
for Him that has lost himself
in the search for cause
or in the cause obscured
in love he fell
sorely dispensing
infinite roundness engages
in the gale behind myself
and counts
and miscounts
amoured in the distance | am
a Desert Rose
due to longing tongueless
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CpeA MOJIK CMPTeH
WITO HU3 MeHe
nycTuHaTa
BO NMPMBUAM ja 6ou
n ob3ema...
Ego sum, qui sum
Cym
bes
YyaeH uset
BO pocata yTpuHcKa B/byOeH
n Cokon 6eB
LUTO FOPAO
no HebaHa NIEBAHTCKM MyTa
cera BO NMOMpAYeH CBeT
ANaboKo n3rybeH
npuspeHue cym
WTO HM3 MYCTUHATA NyTa
M HE3eMHO TaxeH
ncTypa nes
Jac nepcnckn Opdpej
1 ybaBeL, BO COHLETO 3arieAaH
bes
W COHLE B/by6GEHO BO OMNEAOT CBO)
BO C/1eMN0 eAHaYerbe
BO 3/10K06€eH 4ac
Toj be3 Cebe
Cym
be3 Hea Jac
W rnac WTo 3aA NPOSUPHOTO
334 LPHOTO
MpOroHyBa
a Jlejna 3Ham
AANEKY HeKaAe
pa3bofieHa CoHyBa
YYAEH NIeBaHTUCKM LiBET



amidst a deadly mum
which through me
dyes the desert
in mirages
and overtakes...
Ego sum, qui sum
| Am
[ Was
a Strange bloom
in love with the morning dew
and a Falcon | was
that proudly
in Levantine skies floats
now in a murked world
profoundly without a clue
a spectre | am
through the desert that roams
and unearthly sad
spills out a verse
a Persian Orpheus
and a gorgeous man starred at the sun
| Was
and a sun in love with the reflection of his own
in sightless equalizing
at an ill-omened hour
He Without Self
Am
| Without Her
and a voice that behind the translucent
behind the black
hunts down
and Layla, | know
somewhere far away
dreams unsound
a strange Levantine bloom
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BO pocaTta YTpMHCKa B/byOeH
1 ybaBeL, BO COHLETO 3arieAaH
BO MPOSMPHOTO
BO OKOTO
BO LPHOTO
ANaboKo n3rybeH
6e3 cebe
a co Hea
Cym
MeHyH
OA MPUBKA,
HeTyKalleH
CNneAeH
...30owTo no [Marot — Jby6oB
no moctoT Cupar
KO B/IaKHO TEHOK
KO Cevnio ocrap
A0 bora ctura
camo EaeH

Ego sum, qui sum
Toj cym
ITo 3a /by6OBTa Mee
WK AEN 0A NEBOT CYyM
LITO Npea MeHe
KO MYCTUHCKM NMOA3EMA 3AMB
n nonyaeaH 6aee
HaA HejacHata npomucaa
3a MOTEeK/IOTO Ha rpeBoT
BO MOBWT OA Yemep
3apacHat 1 AMB
mery sBepoBuTe
SBep cym
3acnaH 3a cBeToB
APYrase HeKaAe XuB



in love with the morning dew

and a gorgeous man starred at the sun

in the translucent
in the eye
in the black
profoundly without a clue
without self
but with Her
| Am
Majnun
haunted
by a spectre
not from around
...since on the Path of Love
on the bridge of Sirat
thin as a hair
sharp as a blade
to God may come
only One

Ego sum, qui sum
| am He
of love that chants
or part of the chant | am
that in front of me
undertakes like a desert flow
and mad stands in vigilance
over the obscure providence
of the origin of sin
wrapped in anguish
wild and overgrown
amongst the beasts
a beast | am
asleep for this world
somewhere else born
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CMPT CYM 4ncTa
CrO3HaHWe KOHe4YHO
Ha HeKoj 6oxjak nyA
M UCXOA CYyM
Ha Tparare Be4HO
no Uenunnara
KOja ja AonpeLu nun
“CHe3HyBa BO BUTN
1 co cebe noasema
BO ABMXeHa KPYXHM
HU3 MeHe
HM3 HEMM MECOYHM MAAHUHMU CTyA
a HU 3aA HUB
ja Hema
...A2 61 Kpaj Ad Hajae m cnac
HW3 NAAHWHCKK exa
CKMTA KO rnac
M 4ac Yeka
3a npeno3Hasame co EAHOTO
“ Beu
YMPU 33 MeHe
¥ UCMKj M€ HU3 OKO
n cnuj
BO MeHe
6yAHa
M He HyXHO 6yAHa
M Cé Heka 3aHemu
BO MOjaTa HacMeBKa YyAHa
n Cé Heka 3ajae
MO4€TOKOT BO Kpyr
KpajoT Ke ro Hajae
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pure death | am
a final cognizance
of some God’s fool
and outcome | am
of an eternal quest
for the Whole
that disappears in whirls
if you touch it
and undertakes
in cyclic motions
through me
through sand dunes, mum and cool
but nor behind them
she’s there
...through mountain echoes
searching for redemption in the end
roams like a voice
waiting for the hour meant
for recognition with the One
and says
die for me
and through eyes drink me up
and sleep
inside me
awake
lustful, but not by fate
let all keep silence
in my smile estranged
let all set down
in a circle the end
by the beginning will be found
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EaeH apyr MeLiHyH
BO €AHO APYro Bpeme
Ha eAHa Apyra Jlejna

1 MOAAPUA KNy
3a 3aHAAHaTa

Ha KOja HenpaseAHO

6una ocyaeHa
BO OTCYCTBO
Ha OTCYCTBO
INDICTA CAUSA



One other Majnun
in one other time
to one other Layla
gifted a key
for the dungeon
to which unfairly
she was convicted
in absence
of absence
INDICTA CAUSA
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OTKJTYHYBAHME

Haa cebe
Ha mMe4oT 3yndukap
cepam
HajCUTHOTO
0A HajBMCOKO
Kako HakwmnbaHa
ro rnepam
Kpyrot
Ad 61 AQ TO BUAAM
WwTo Npebancky mu e
a OKONly MeHe ce Bue
M pd BUaaM
...a jaHsa 3n1a me nue
6p3uHa Kpue
1 BO 360pOT TMa
Tan 6aBHa CMpT
Yildirim Ask
HM3 MeHe ropu
Taa HexHocT WTo cym ja kny4yen
a HexHa Wwndppa
MM OTKJTy4Maa NpOCTOpH
Cym y4en
MPOCTOPOT OTK/y4eH
HU3 MeHe
n3meHeT
360pu
v ropu
BO EAHOTO



UNLOCKING

Above myself
on the Zulfigar sword
| sit
the tiniest
from the highest
like Nagshband
watching
the Circle
to see
that’s too close to me
but around me it reels
and | to be
...eaten by doubt ill
speed that conceals
and dark is the word
slow death that hides
Yildirim Ask
that Tenderness which I've locked
through me it burns
and a Tender Code
realms unlocks
I've learned
the realm unlocked
through me
changed
talks
and burns
in the One
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3aa AHOTO
BO KOpeHOoT Ha ce
a EaHoTO € ABe
BO Kpyr kaj ce roHar
N CneBame
HM3 EAHOTO COHaT
LwTO BO ABe ce cBU
M ce ckpu
Ha AHOTO
Kape EaAHOTO
cekorati
e Tpu

EaeH e
a 3a Hero
EaHa e
a3a Hea
MON4YN
3a Hac
Lenarta BcefieHa 3Hae
N MONYMN. ..
3aA Hac
LenaTa BCceneHa Tpae
N MOJTYMN...
...HVKOj Aa He 3Hae wTo e...
Cmej ce
Orf1epasno Ke cym Teoe
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beneath the Ground
in the ultimate Root
but the One is Two
in a Circle where they run
dreaming of a bond
through the One
that in Two reeled
hidden to be
on the bottom Ground
where the One
always
is Three

One is He
and for him
One is She
and about Her
mums
about Us
the whole universe knows
and mumes...
Behind us
the whole universe endures
and mumes...

...No one about it should know...

Laugh
a mirror I'll be yours
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,BpBM 1 Mak 3acnuj... AO3BOSIEHO T €

aKko BO CpLETO Jby6OB Hemall T
BpBM 1 nak 3acnuj... Herosata /by6oB M Tara
cas 3a Hac ce AOCTarnHu
a TV BPBM M Mak 3acnuj... jac usropeH 6es

0A COHLETO Ha Tarara Ha by60oBTa

TaKOB KOMHeX BO CPLIETO Hemall TH...

BpBu u nak 3acnuj
MaToT Ha /bybOBTA MMa CEAYMAECET U ABE NMaTeKku
1 6e36p0oj HaCOKM.
TBojarta /by60B U1 penurnja
AnUemepue can u namama rv Ceu
BPBM M NakK 3acnuj...
He MPUMaM HULUTO APYro OCBeH KpB M 60Ka
a TV NaKOMCTBA HajMpuBIEYHM
¥ MO CeKoj NMp Ad BTOHeLL B 6AYAHU CHU
BPBM M NakK 3acmnuj
Ha NMap4ukba ja packmMHas pybara cBoja oA 360p0oBHM
1 0A Xxenbara 3a roBop ce 0c1060AMB
Tw Koj ron ceyLuTe He cu

BPBM W MakK 3acnuj

LlenanyanH Pymn MeBbaHa



“Go back, go back to sleep... Yes you are allowed
You have no Love in your heart,
Go back to sleep... His Love and his sorrow
are exclusive to us
you go back, go back to sleep... | have been burnt
by the sun of the sorrow of Love
You have no such yearning in your heart...
Go back, go back to sleep
The path of Love has seventy two folds
and countless facets.
Your love and religion
is all about deceit and hypocrisy
go back, go back to sleep...
| consume nothing but pain and blood
and you, the finest delicacies
and of course after each feast you may want to take a
nap... go back, go back to sleep
| have torn to pieces my robe of speech
and have let go of the desire to converse.
You who are not naked yet
go back, go back to sleep.”

Jalaluddin Mevlana Rumi
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PA3IOJIEHA LLPHNUHA

...Ke wetame no 6perot
Ha MMHATOrOAMLLIHATA eCeH
M Ke ja Yekame nammara
Ha NponeTTa WTO HEMa A AOJAE...

E. A.

HesemHu exa BepTMKa/IHO ce wupart
HW3 MKOHUTE
BO o6paTHa nepcrnekTBa
HW3 BEKOBUTE
3aA CTPOTMOT pea
HM3 TeMHOTO 3AMBA
[loA3eMHOTO NpUTAEHO
BabU 1 eAHa4u
OraH co OrHot
Haro
[ono npeBpTyBar-e
HM3 OcamaTta
MOPHM4YABO pPacnocTeneHo
npea Aamata
6en 6anpaxvH UM oAap
CKPULLHO MMUyBatbe HAa MHADUHUTMBU
€nuUCTONIM HUKOTaLL He3aBpLUEHU
..., A€TMKATHO AMBU ...
n306pa3bu Ha TaMHCTBEHOCTA



UNVEILED BLACKNESS

...We’ll walk along the bank
of yesteryear’s fall
and we’ll be waiting for the tide
of spring that won't come...

E.D.

Unearthly echoes vertically spreading

through the icons
in an inverse perspective
through the ages
beyond the strict order
through Darkness sighing
the Underworld furtively
decoys and equals
Fire with Fire
bare
Naked tumbling
straggling eerie
through Solitude
in front of the Lady
white baldachin or hearse
covertly caressing of infinitives
epistles ever-unfinished
..."delicately fierce”...
depictions of the Mysterious
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PasroneHa LipHuHa
04 TBOETO OrneAaNn0
0A MOjaTa MKOHa XMBa
ce oa3epuysa Belladonna
TOQ OTPOBHO 3PHO
Ha NPO3PEHMETO
067113HeTO 3aa [pa3HuHaTta

3Hael M AeKa Te nameTam
npeA MO4eTOKOT HAa BPEMETO MO3HATO
0A MMHATO KPYXHO
BO HECOBPLUEHO MAHO
naycksamnepgekT HeKoj
OMceAHaT 0A FPO3HOTO
LIEMETHO
MOBTOPYBaH-€ Ha NponafrareTo
HU3 ernoxure
334 CUHErAOXUTE
NpeABUATMBU
MyMmupuLMpaHaTta yb6asmnHa
Ha Madona Purificata
Esclarmonde de Foix
0A Tpybaaypckute anbu
...CO Tanambacut 1 XMMHMU
CO KMmBanu u ganbwm...
....CEeTa C/1aBa He 3a Hac,
He 3a Hac,
a 3a umeto TBoe [ocrnoam...”
He CroMeHYBajKu ro
ce 0A3MBa TULLMHATA
M KPBTA OA 3aA BEKOBUTE
B 6/IMK HanMHa BO HeEBUMAHMHATA
M CO AOJTO YeKaHe COH

HECTPN/IMBMOT Ha CMPTHO UCKYyLLeHWe ro CTaBa...



Unveiled Blackness
from your mirror
from my living icon
Belladonna reflects
that poisonous grain
of the illumination
twinned beyond Emptiness

Do you know that | remember
you before times known begun
from cyclic past
into imperfect future
some plusquamperfekt
obsessed by the gruesome
dazed
repetition of decay
through the epochs
behind synecdoches
predictable
the mummified beauty
of Madona Purificata
Esclarmonde de Foix
From troubadour albas
...with kettledrums and hymns
with cymbals and praises...
“...Not unto us, O Lord,
not unto us,
but to thy name give the glory...”
without uttering it
silence responds
and the blood behind the ages
rushes in spurts into oblivion
and by a long wait on a dream
for the restless a deadly temptation unfolds...
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MMa i1 MeM,
Mma in AOBOJTHO OCTap meH
Ad NMNapHE OBaa NnarteéTtrdHa rnaBsa...

....He 3a Hac, He 3a Hac,
a 3a umeto TBoe [ocrnoam
ceta cnama...”
n nak OraH Bo OrHoTt
3aA MO3HATOTO
YMOT LUTO O 3apw
3aA MKOHUTE M 31aTOTO
BO OTPOBHA OrHMLa
KpB HeBMHa cTpasa
Banaesn, XyreHotu, lNatapenu, Katapu
oA OkcuTaHuja oo Tynysa
oA Aparosutuja A0 JToHrobapaa
Camp dels Cremats
MoHcerup e Taa
KOMI0CaNHa Knaaa
0A KOja KOH HEGOTO HM3 Haa
NpeACMpTHA InTHja
HM3 XMMHA OA HeA0BPOj AyLLIM Ce BAABa
.....He 3a Hac, He 3a Hac,
a 3a umeTo TBOE [ocnoamn
ceta cnama...”

bapTtonomejcka HacmeBka
M BM3aHTMCKA NpecmeTaHa CTyAeHOCT
3aA MpekpacHarta cTaBa
LUTO COBPLUEHO W npunera
Ha UpHuHaTta PasroneHa
pa3boneHa 3a HacmeBKaTa
04 MalukoTo Bo cebe usbay Taa 6apa
3a BEKOBHaTa KOGHA OCYAEHOCT
A2 Ce BNnaaee co 3abnyaara npacrapa...



is there a sword,
is there a sharp enough sword
for this pathetic head to fall...

“...Not unto us, not unto us,
but to thy name give the glory,
O Lord...”
and Fire inside the Fire again
behind the absolved
which illuminates the mind
behind the icons and the gold
innocent Blood suffers
burning in poisonous fire
Valdesi, Huguenots, Patharens, Cathars aligned
From Occitania to Toulouse
From Dragovitia do Longobardes
Camp dels Cremats
Montsegur is that
colossal pyre
from which in the skies through smoke
a premortal procession
of countless souls through a hymn rises higher
“Not ours, not ours,
but thy name, O Lord
to be admired...”

Bartholomew’s smile
and calculated byzantine coldness
behind the outlook that inspires
and perfectly suits
the Blackness Unveiled
yearning for the smile
seeking remedy from the inner Male
for the fatal age-long sentence
to rule by the ancient tale ...
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Aeka Obnak Bo 061MK
Ha KPCT Uin mey
ce nojaBun Ha He6OTO Ha Bu3aHTMOH
WM NICUXOAENIUYEH MPUBKA
6110 TOa Ha MHLECTYO3HUOT Lap
In hoc signo vinces
WTO Mpo4unTan
M CO KPB ro BKPenua KOGHMOT TPOH
BO 6pOKaT M 31aTO ONTOYeEH
ornceAHaT no MokTa
1 60NHMOT MOPUB APOYEH
XPTBYBa/ M NPMHLE3a
32 AMHACTUYKM MPUMIIOA
KO MOAMOJIHOCT CKpMEHa
LITO Ce AaBa Ha Aap
BO HajTEMHA NpenecT WTo MamMm
n BNeye
3a NOC/IEAHUOT T/eA,
A2 TO Bpamm
BO Ye/InyeH 61ecok
Ha Toledo Salamanca
1 6€3MMIOCHO AQ Mpeceye
KOMKaB mey
TO/NIKaBa CeHka

a MeHoT e HajKyC nart oA raBata AO CJlaBaTa

“nKn camo crpesnka e Toj
Ha YaCOBHMKOT O0camarta LUTo ja Mmepu
a ™ < Aamara
cpeae npasHuTe ABepu
ybaBMHaTa ckonHarta
HM3 BEKOBWTE LUTO ja HOCK KO Bpeme
nnu MevoT e camo cTpenka
Ha YaCOBHWMKOT
ocamarta LTO TV ja mepu
3anpeH BO Hevue Tyfo HeBpeme



that a Cloud shaped
like a cross or a sword
appeared in Byzantion skies
or was it a psychedelic illusion
of the incestuous emperor
In hoc signo vinces
that has read
and strengthened with blood the fatal throne
in brocade and gold rimmed
obsessed over power
and the urge sick with greed
has he sacrificed a princess
for a dynastic breeding
hidden perfidy
as a gift offered
towards darkest deception that lures
and pulls
the final glance to frame
in a contour
of steely glint
of Toledo Salamanca
and to ruthlessly cut through
bigger the sword
taller the shadow
but the sword is the shortest path into death
or only an hour-hand It is
on the solitude measuring clock
and you are the Lady
inside the empty court
carrying the burden of cursed beauty
through centuries aligned
or the Sword is just an hour-hand
on your solitude measuring
clock
stopped in someone else’s nontime
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+AMNpWa e HajcypoBMOT Mecel, parajku
JOproBaH oA MpTBaTta 3emja, MeLLajKu
cnomeH u xenbéa, 6yaere
3a4MaeHO KOperse CO NMPOneTeH AOXAeL,...”

T. C. Ennort ,Morpebysarbe Ha mpTBnTe”

CtpaBoT 1 xpabpocTa
ce 6ajatn o6naHAM
ITO YMOPHO ' APOBULL
TOMNEjK1 I MUPHO
Bo wonja , Darjeeling”... Bo net
OTCYTHO BTPeHYeHa
3aA NONYMNPOSUPHUTE BEPAHAM
BO MPa3HOTO... Hebape He 0A OBOj CBET
YXMBajKkM BO camoTujarta
MEeCMepUYKM 3arap04Ha
CO 3aA04€H Npe3np
KOH npo3peHara aTanHocT
BO CYAOT KOHEYEH,
HEMPUKOCHOBEHO TOYHa
6e3 janoBM CMNOTU3MU
6e3 AenHM4Ka 6aHanHOCT
BO caMOTMjaTa... yX1Ba
LJAennkatHo AmBa“
0TBOPa NnacujaHc



“April is the cruelest month, breeding
Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing
Memory and desire, stirring
Dull roots with spring rain...”

T. S. Eliot “The Burial of the Dead”

Fear and courage
are wafers stale
which you persistently crumble
dunking them calmly
in a cup of “Darjeeling”... at five
behind the semi-transparent verandas
absently stared
in the emptiness... outworldly alike
taking joy in solitude
mesmerically enigmatic
with despite behind eyes
towards the baffled fatality
with an ultimate notion,
unquestionably precise
with no infertile syllogisms
with no workaday banality
in solitude... joyful she is
“Delicately Fierce”
opens a passians game
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OAHarnpeA U3BeceH
4YAHO MOYHaT
3a yLwTe no4yAHO Aa CBPLUK
npea Ad Cetu
a BeKe cTaHas MnaeH necex
OHOj LUTO PeAOT Ha ama3oHoMaxujata
ce Ap3Han Aa ro ckpum

LLleH6eprosute KeapteTu
1 pa3roBop 3a 6oHcau
Taa ce obuayBa Aa ce ceTu
Kpaj LWosbaTta UCTUHAT 43aj
AQ ro OnpeAMeTH
JINKOT 04, COHOT
HO Ce YMHM Cé e MonycTo
¥ MOBTOPHO TOQA MO3HATO YYBCTBO
LITO ro Bpaka NporoHoT
¥ MPOK/IETCBOTO Ha Y6aBMHaTa
WITO ja HOCKLL KO Gpeme
He4yMe HeHameT/IMBO MPUCYCTBO
n Anjanor obuyeH cocem
3a MPOMEH/IMBOTO NPONETHO Bpeme
....BpeMeTO cerawHO 1 BPEMETO MMHATO
ce obete Moxebu NPUCYTHM BO BPEMETO MAHO
a BPEMETO MAHO COAPXAHO BO BPEMETO MMHATO
aKo CeTo Bpeme e Be4HO MPUCYTHO
Ha CeTo Bpeme McKyn my Hema..."
M AQHOKOT LUTO ro 3ema
Kako MOeTO KOCTO60me opakynapHo
BpemeTo cerawHO 1 BpEMETO HeCTBapHO
3aTBOPEHO BO Or/1eAaI0TO
Ha OTCOHYBAaHOTO yTpe
BO MAHOTO BYepa
e TOa LITO Ha AETCTBOTO Ad MUCAWLL Te Tepa
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previously decided
peculiarly started
for even more peculiarly to end
before he came aware
already he became an easy target
he that the order of the amazonomachy
dared to offend

Schoenberg’s Quartets
and conversation about a bonsai tree
She attempts to recollect
beside the cup of chilled tea
to call back
the visage from the dream
but all seems in vain
and that familiar feeling again
that brings the exile back in
and the damnation of the Beauty
as a burden which you carry
someone’s discrete presence
and for the changeable spring weather
a dialog quite ordinary
“...Time present and time past
Are both perhaps present in time future
And time future contained in time past.
If all time is eternally present
All time is unredeemable...”
and collects the toll
as the oracular boneache | feel
Time present and time unreal
in the mirror concealed
of the dreamt tomorrow
into the future yesterday
is what on childhood makes you contemplate
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BO cebe NOBTOPYBAjKM '
3a60paBeHNTe CUHKOMM
Ha 6pOeHKM HepaszobUpIUBK
360p0BM TYfK a 6IMCKM MO TOH
O... MOHMW... MOHM Ma... aKa... AeMH... peHcu... da...
3a B 4ac Aa ce CTOnM
BO KOLUMApHO eX0 OA HeyYuj Mo3HaT COH
M AQ 3aB/iede Mo NOTOHWTE Ha COBeCTa
CO MOJIK MPeA MKOHUTE
A2 ja BMBHe cTpacta
¥ npenecta
 BRacta
HaA COKOBUTE 3APXaHM
LITO MOAMOJIHO 6onat
Mjotp Nnny Hajkoscku
bapkapona
JyHn
ocameHO Buaepmaep orneaAano
CpeAe MNoJinHa ‘pKaHu
Apara Maaam
JyHU e HajnyAMOT mecel, 3a CypoBO OyAeHse
3a CKPMLLHO
3a CTpacHo 6nyAeme
HM3 MOTKOXHW eXa MperiacHu
BHaTpe-cebe-cam
1 MeTaPU3NYKO HyAeHe
npeA AOMMpUTE BO HajaBa
Ce yLITe HejacHu
a Taka KOGHO Mo3HaTK

Moxe nun aa ce cpatu
BeyHoTO
M camo no cebe
KoHeuyHOTO
MPBUYHO CO3HAHME
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repeating within
the syncopes forgotten
of incomprehensible counting rhymes
strange words but similar in tone
O... moni... moni ma... aka... demi... fensi... fa...
at once to become a molten
echo from someone’s nightmare well-known
and to drag towards the crypts of conscience
mute before the icons
to rise the passion
and the deception
and the domination
over the juices confined
that subversively hurt
Pyotr llyich Tchaikovsky
Balcarolle
June
lonely Biedermeier mirror
amidst fields of rye
Dear Madame
June is the craziest month for rude awakening
for furtive
for lustful debauching
through echoes under the skin and loud
within-self-alone
and a metaphysical wondering
before the touching announced
still conceived in doubt
but so fatally known

s it possible to fathom
the Eternal
and by itself
the Final
primal cognizance
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3a Henocroereto
A2 Te Bpatu
BO nmpeTnoctaBeHOTO Bpeme CerawHo
Bpeme CrpawHo
3a OTBOpaHe Npo3opuu, Aywmn u LinraHckn Tapot
BO KyKaTa CO NpeKpacHO ypeAeH napk
BO E6puHITOH [noctepimp
...BO kaandeHara dotenja
Kpaj OrHULITETO OA TPaBePTUH
3arneaaHa BO XapoT
ceta 06/1M3HETA BO N1ameH
a 3ap Tebe mup
M MOTNOJIHO NpeAaBar-e
npeA MKOT BPeXaH BO KaMeH
npeA anconyTHarta npesiara
AOBEAEHA AO Henperno3HaBahe
WM CAMO A€/ OA BEYHOCTA BPaMeH
BO Or/1IeA/10TO
OTaAe CTPaBoT LWTO ce BsMpa
M TV Cce BOBMpPA BO yTpobHa
MOAMOJIHO OMCeAHYBAjKM Te Lena
HM3 HAj4MCTOTO TH rpoba
A2 BOCOMHEXMLL 1 ABOYMMULL
M Nak npeA ncroTo
Ad OcamHell B 601



of Non-existence
for you to be thrown
back in the supposed Time Present
Time Unpleasant
for opening windows, souls and Gypsy Tarot
in the house with a wonderfully designed park
in Ebrington Gloucestershire
...in the velvet armchair
beside the travertine fireplace
at the embers stared
whole twinned in flame
and peace behind you, my dear
and a complete devotion
before the image in stone engraved
before the absolute deception
brought to non-recognition
or only a part of eternity framed
in the mirror
peered beyond fear
and gets into your entrails
insidiously possessing you whole
in the purest digs a grave
for you to be dubious and doubtful
and before the same again
to dawn in pain
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. Kako nacmo oa nabasa cBuna
AYBHATO OA SUA
Taa yekopu Kpaj orpaaata oA eAHa nareka
BO [paanHuTE KEHCUMHITOH
M yMmupa feka nosneka
0A HEKOj BMA MPOYYBCTBEHO Heckpaue.”

E3pa lNayHa .[paanHaTa”

Hw3 naBupuHTUTE
HU3 XOAHMLMTE
HM3 KONIOHaAMTe
HM3 KaTakombuTe
HW3 KpUNTUTe
HW3 HULWKTE
HM3 apkaauTe
Taa mmHyBa
CO 4YeKOp CamOyBepeHO LBPCT
LpBeHOKOCa TYfMHKa
oA Bankupure
oA baxkute
oA MajHaaunTe
pacnHarta po3a Ha KpcT
OoCTaHaTa BO BpemeTo
WM OA HEBPEMETO BpaTeHa
3a HeHanjaTeHa Hekoja KapMmnyka HeAOCIeAHOCT
Bp3aHa 3a ,,JIMKOT pe3aH”

M COMHEXOT BO COMCTBeHaTa YeAHOCT
LITO MOCTOjaHO ce O6HOBYBA
ry6ejkun BpeAHOCT
Ceé OHa CTeKHaTo MpeA MUroT
LUTO CO CO3HAHMETO KOOHO
BO ABOYMeH-€e OKOBYBa



“Like a skein of loose silk
blown against a wall
She walks by the railing of a path
in Kensington Gardens,
And she is dying piece-meal
of a sort of emotional anemia.”

Ezra Pound “The Garden”

Through the labyrinths
through the halls
through the colonnades
through the catacombs
through the crypts
through the niches
through the arcades
She passes by
with a pace solid and bold
a red-haired stranger
of the Valkyries
of the Bacchantes
of the Maenads
a crucified rose
stuck in time
or from nontime retrieved
because of some owed karmic inconsequence
tied to the “image engraved”
and the doubt in her own innocence
constantly that regenerates
loosing in value hence
all acquired before the moment
that by the ill-fated epiphany
in hesitation enchains
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...4aAOT 0A LMraparta
MONYeHETO FPOBHO
npeaA MOBTEXOT
wTo 6yAM
BY/IKAHM 3racHaT AamHa
....MIma nu knaaa,
“MMa I AOBOJTHO rofiema Kinaaa
Ad MIaMHEe 0Baa MCTMHATA rnamHa...”
Aoaeka ceavme BO rPaACKOTO BUCTPO
n 36opyBame 3a MrHacuno Jlojona u 3a TopkBeMaaa
noneka nuejKku ro NomniaAHeBHOTO kade
ce rybam BO MCEBAOMCTOPUCKA TMPAAR
3a Xak ae Mone u JaH [Manax
...32 ancypAOT Ha CrekTaky/apHOTO aBToaade
TpeTata opA CkpujabuH — , boxectBeHata Moema”
.Luttes”
.Voluptes”
.Jeu divin”
CpaxeHuja
nrpm
3aA0BOJICTBA MIOTHU
BozsuweHa Apama npea Be4HOCTa HeEMa
MPONEeTHO ByAeHEe Ha TEYHOCTU CKOTHU
BO BPT/IOF LUTO B/IeYe M TMBKO MOA3EMA
NYAMNOTO HA BUOAMHUTE
...CkpunjabuH 61 peAOBEH rocT
Ha Teo3odpckmTe ceaHcn Ha Maaam bnasatcku
pacnHat mefy XpOHW4YHa Xucrepuja
M CAapAOHUMYHA e30Tepuja
a cera ke Be 3aMO/1aM AQ Me U3BUHUTE
He ce cHaofam 6al HajA06pO Ha oBaa Tema
...1 Ke opam
...Me yekaaTt



...the cigarette smoke
the silence gravelly
before the lust
that awakens
volcanoes that long-ago extinct are
“...is there a pyre,
is there a high enough pyre
to flare this cooled char...”
As we seat at the city cafe
and talk about Ignatius of Loyola and Torquemada
slowly drinking our afternoon coffee
I'm losing myself in a pseudo-historical tirade
about Jan Palach and Jacques de Molay
...about the absurdity of the spectacular auto-da-fe
the third by Scriabin — “The Divine Poem”
“Luttes”
“Voluptes”
“Jeu divin”
struggles
delights
divine play
Exalted Drama mum in front of eternity
spring awakening of the liquids that impregnate
in a whirl that pulls and quietly
the frenzy violins undertake
...Scriabin was a regular guest
at the theosophical seances of Madame Blavatsky
crucified between chronic hysteria
and sardonic esoterica
but now please excuse me if | take a break
['m not well-versed on this topic
...and I'll be leaving
...I'm awaited
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...MMaM rnpeApaBaH€e OA LWecCT
.LAornepamse
...C€ HapAeBamM He BM IO HapyLInB
€/IMOTOBCKM CTPOIrMOT U eNieraHTeH Bepc



...at six | have a class
...so long
...I hope | haven't disturbed your
Eliotish strict and elegant verse

71



72

~flocrojaHocTa Kaj myapeuute
€ Camo eAHa BeluTuHa
Aa ce CTerHe BO CPLETo
concTBeHarta Bo3byaa”

®paHcoa Jlapowdgyko

JyHu npouyTe co YyAere
npeA XPOHWYHUTE HECOHMLM
M eceHckara peyma
HO cenak Cé yLiTe muciam
A€Ka e HajnyAnoT mecel|
3a CypoBO OyAerse
OA HEMYLUTU KpULM
04 3apobeHara nHeyma
BO MOjaTa KOCKeHa CpX
OA LpHUTE NTULM
BO BpTOrfaea cnupana
HaA XonTara ‘px
nej3ax coBpLleH
3a CamoybMCTBO Ha MIaAHe
JIMLIEHO OA MO3a M CaMOCOXalyBaHe
....1 HEKA MaAHe Taa mareTu4Ha rnaea,
Heka naapHe...”
6e3 TecTameHTa/H1 BO3AMLLIKM
6e3 npeaynpeasyBarse
1 BMHCEHT concTBEHUTE KpULM
T cywan oA APyro mecto
Mavejku ce A MM FO NpecpeTHe natoT
M A2 TW Cleam
BO HEKO] JYHM UCT KaKO OBOj
CO KYMYNOHUMOYCH TYCTU KO TeCTo
a MOA HUB LUM30YPEHM]A OA LIPHO U KONTO
...COHYOrNIeAN, COHYOTNeAN



“The constancy of the wise
is only the talent

of concealing the agitation
of their hearts”

Francois de la Rochefoucauld

June blossomed in wondering
before the chronic insomnias
and the autumn rheuma
but nonetheless I still think
that it is the craziest month
for rude awakening
from the mum howls
from the confined pneuma
inside my bone marrow
from the black crows
in a vertiginous spiral
above the rye yellow
perfect landscape
for a suicide at noon
of pose and self-pity deprived
“...Let this pathetic head fall
to its doom...”
without warning
without testimonial sighs
and from away Vincent has been hearing
the howls of his own
struggling to intercept their path
and to follow them for hours
in some June same as this
with cumulonimbuses thick as dough
beneath them a schizophrenia of black and yellow
...sunflowers, sunflowers
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AQ/N... CMPTTA CeKorall TM BPBU OA J1E€BO
n NpebancKy A0 CPLETO TH CTOM
W AQSIN... BO YNITUMATUBHOTO ABUXEHE
e CemaHTMKaTa Ha rpeBoT
a BCYLUHOCT HULUTO OA CETO TOA U He MOCTOM
CamO MCKYLUIEHNETO MPOCTYM AQ Ce AOCTOM
BO MHBEP3HOTO CTWU/ICKO OrNeAano
Ha NOTCMeBOT
TBouTe pAeTckM paue
CO MEKOCT Ha MaYeLLKu Luenu
AONNpH
A0ONNpH
M HELWITOTO LUTO 3a AONMPOT KOBHO ce nenu
W NaeHMK 6MBa Ha KpoTkaTa
HO CamO HaBMAYM He3bMAHaTa XpTBa
....Epxe6et batopu KoKy WTO NOMHaM jac
e BeKe neT CcToneTmja MpTsa
M HEMaM Hamepa A2 ympam
AOAEKa He Be yHuLTam Bac!...
KakoBs npekpaceH npeaAn3Buk
LITO He MOXe Aa ce opbue
... En Garde Madam
Heka MaAHaT BeHeLMjaHCKUTe MacKu
Heka nmapHaTt
1 TOj NpeybaB MK
3aA CTPaBOT WITO Ce Kpue
3apem ce ywTe e cam
W BMe CTpacTa Ko BOMYMLA asHa
04 cebe BO COH LUTO Ce Tpue
Heka MaAHaT BeHeLMjaHCKMUTe MacKu
Heka nmapHaTt
[TapHana n Macaaa
naaHan KoHctaHTMHONoN
naaHana bactunja

..\ BME KaKO Aa CTe napHane oa ,He6oTo Haa bepnmH™



does... always death pass by on the left side
and stands too close to your heart
and does... in the ultimate motion
semantics of sin lie
but actually all of that does not exist
only the temptation upright to resist
in the inverse stylish mirror
of the ironic smile
Your childish hands
soft as kitty's paws
touches
touches
and the thing that to the touch is fatally stuck on
and a captive becomes of the gentle
prey, only seemingly unrealized yet
“...Erzsebet Bathory as far as | recall
is already five centuries dead
and | have no intention to die
before | destroy you whole!...”
What a wonderful challenge
that cannot be refused
...En Garde Madam
let the venetian masks fall
let them fall
and that gorgeous image
behind fear that covers
is it indeed still lonesome
and lust howls like a hungry she wolf
in a dream itself that nuzzles
let the venetian masks fall
let them fall
Masada has fallen too
Constantinople has fallen
even Bastille
...seems like you have fallen from “The Sky over Berlin”
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M AW KpUjaTa ce MHCTPYMEHT Ha cTpacTa
WK B1ACTA HAA CTpacTa MMa BOCOYHM Kpunja
...3anyAHO naaHana bactmnja
M Taa Kpancka rnaea noa rmnoTmHata
ce CTpKasiasa BO Kopna
n nornepoT Ha Mapuja AHToaHeTa
OCTaHaT BP3 NnpeKkpacHUTe Kaapuum Ha rpodoT Karboctpo
KakBa naTteTMyHa enu3oamja
KakBa MCTOpPUCKa onepeTa
Vostro nome gloria
Gloria del nome vostro
Gloria del nome vostro
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and that the wings are an instrument of passion
or the domination over passion has waxy wings
...Bastille has fallen for nothing
and that royal head under the guillotine
has tumbled into a basket
and the glance of Marie Antoinette
left upon the wonderful curls of the count Cagliostro
what a pathetic episodia
what a historic operetta
Vostro nome gloria
Gloria del nome vostro
Gloria del nome vostro
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....Cekoja xenba ro NoHmxyBa
36MPOT Ha HalUKUTe BUCTUHU
M HE NPUHYAYBA Ad v Npeucnurame
HalmTe oppedyBama...”

Emun CjopaH

Yetupu n netHaecet
He6oTO e BuzaHTmckm CMHO
BPEMETO CeraliHO 1 BpemeTO MAHO
4eCTUYKM npeberaHn BO HEKOE Bpeme MHO
Tyfo Bpeme 3a a3un Bo B/by6eH POTOH
BO 3amnpeHo HeyTPUHO
nameTerse LUTO YyBa OA jaioBaTa €AHOCT
mefy npammcniarta v YMHoT
4eTUpKU U NeTHaeceT
yTpoTO € BmzaHtncko CrHo
npenectyBajku OKONMy NPUBMAOT
KOj HMKOraLl BUCTMHATA He ja Kpue
TYyKy Taa cama npukpmBa
A€Ka BCYLLIHOCT ja Hema
PaHo e
WM NpeAoLHa Moxebu 3a Hac
a 3aA MPUBUAQOT
BMCTMHUTOCTA pue
1 3AMB MO M3AMB KOOHO 063ema
0Ba yTpoO
BuzaHTtucko CuHo
... TOQ LUTO He TH ce cnue
nnn moxebm
Camo Taka MeHe MW Ce MpUYMHYBa
Me Tepa Nak HU3 MKOHWUTE AQ BSMpPam
M OTape A2 MMHYBam



“...Every desire degrades
the sum of our truths
and forces us to reconsider
our denials...”

Emil Cioran

Quarter past four
a Byzantine Blue sky
time present and time future
corpuscles exiled in some other time
Alien Time for asylum in a photon in love
in a stopped neutrino confined
memory of the sterile singularity is kept
between the act and the archi-devise
quarter past four
Byzantine Blue morning rises
delusioning about the simulacrum
that never hides the truth indeed
but the truth itself conceals
her own nothingness
It's early
or too late for us perhaps
and behind the simulacrum
truthfulness burrows deep
and breath by breath fatally obsesses
this morning
Byzantine Blue
...and the fact that you're not asleep
or perhaps
it's just an illusion of mine
through the icons again urging me to stare
and to pass through to the other side
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npenecryBajku
HM3 TajHMTe a30yKM Ha CTPaBOT
A2 npebupam
Kako no 6enmTe KnaBuLLK
Ha 0AAMHA HEOTBOPEHOTO MMAHO
6e3HapexHO 06MAYyBajKkK ce
cTpacta Aa ja cmmpam
HO NpeAOLHa e
...UM MOXebu e caMO YXacHO paHO
YXaCHO pPaHoO 3a Hac
Taka NPeTCMPTHO NpenaLleHu
M Taka AEKAAEHTHO cMenu
Kako BeHepa n Mapc oa botuyenn
Taa BO3ApXaHa, cTpora
1 60xecTBEHO Hnieaa
a Toj nacumBHO 3aBaneH
BO OMWYMCKM COH
...\ LUTO 1M Me HaBpaka Ha flereHaaTa
3a Jlebepot v Jlepa
3a CdpmHrata n Ojamunot
3a Humdurte n dayHot
nnu moxedbu Gewwe Mapam Meay3a
1 HekakoB roponaaeH [pudoH
KOj N Ke ro 3Hae...
AeH e BeKe HaABOP
6e306pa3HO COHYEB M 0OUYEH
a 4yBCTBOTO 3a HeMoBpaTHa M3ryb6eHocT
cé ywTe Tpae
Ha Macarta HeKOJIKy KpoacaHu
MapLMnaH BO 31aTHa 06BMBKA
KyTuja uurapu
...\ pacrnieTt cocem HesornyeH
Ha Taa HOKHa ekBMAMbGpUja Hema
Benuwi... ctanm

8o



delusioning
to pick through the secret alphabets
of scare
like on the white keys
of the piano a long time closed
hopelessly striving
to tame the flare
but it's too late
...or it’s just terribly early, | suppose
terribly early for us
so deadly terrified
and so decadently courageous
like Botticelli’s Mars and Venus
She - restrained, strict
and divinely pale as dawn
and He - lasciviously laid back
in an opium dream
...and what is bringing me back to the legend
of Leda and the Swan
of the Sphynx and Oedipus
of the Nymphs and the Faun
or perhaps it was Madame Medusa
and some obtrusive Griffin
who is to know...
It's already a day outside
obscenely sunny and dull
and the feeling of irretrievable lostness
still holds
on the table a few croissants
marzipan in golden wrapping
box of cigarettes
...and an epilogue completely illogical
of that mum equilibrium in the night
You say... be gone
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aKo ocTaHel
cé Ke BrnAe NMouHaky
CTaHu 1 3aMMHN
aKo ocTaHell
OMacHOCT NMoCToM
Ad Te 3acakam
M Ad HE cHema
0A OBaa MpekpacHa MmaHcapAa
BuzaHTtnckn CuHa
Tebe kako B/byOeH 6eCMPTHUK
Mene kako MenysmHa



if you stay
all will be different
Get up and be gone
if you stay
there is a risk
that I will fall in love
and we’ll vanish out of sight
from this beautiful mansard
Byzantine Blue
You as an enamoured immortal
and as a Melusine I'll vanish too
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,HU/LITO He e BUCTMHCKO
M Ce e AO3BOJIEHO”

XacaH-n-Cabax

Taa wro e BceneHa
BO MOJIKOT
n 6aee
OTBOpPEHa A0 6E€CKOHEYHOCT
M Ha AeneHe HU3 MPOCTOPOT
BO KpyXHaTa BE4HOCT
MOArOTBEHA He e
OAHOBO Aa ybue
3aA HacMeBKa A ckpue
Npa3HMHa MMMMUKPUPAHA BELITO
npeA norneAoT BNWEH
BO OApa3oT
0A KOHKPETHOCT InLLIEeH
Ha AAMHa MOCaKyBaHOTO HeLITO
BO BHATpPELLUEH MOHOJOT CTULLEH
Hekoja apyra Taa e Tu
npeTBOpeHa BO exo
Ha oHa WTOo Toj Hekoraw 6mn
M BO MponarareTo BO3BULLEH
HewWwTo mefy cyeTa U camomamama Co CTUN
kako Ctapeuot oA AnamyT Befiam
HULUTO He e BUCTUHCKO
n Cé e AO3BOJIEHO
M MaHcapAaTa noneka
3aMMpUCYyBa Ha XaluLl
M TOQ LITO HA MOETO KOMeHO
e TBOjarta paka
BOOIMLLTO He 3Ha4M Aeka Beke He ce nialluLL
0A TMBKOTO ryberse



“Nothing is true,
everything is permitted”

Hassan-i Sabbah

She that is Spaced
in silence
and keeps vigil
open to infinity
and to division through space
in the cycling eternity
she is still
not prepared to kill
behind the smile to conceal
voidness disguised skillfully
behind the glance soaked in
the reflection
of tangibility deprived
of the thing long-time sought wishfully
in a quieted monologue inside
You is some other She
transformed in an echo
of what once was He
and glorious in the decline
mix of mannered self-deception and vanity
like the Old Man of Alamut, | say
Nothing is true,
everything is permitted
and the mansard slowly
of hashish starts to smell
and the fact that your hand
is on my knee
doesn’'t mean at all that you're not compelled
by your quiet loosing
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BO OrHOT WITO Mamu
noa osa Busatmcko CuHo He6o
Taka 04ajHO camu
1 Taka 6ecrnoMoLLHO roau
n pobora

3apem Tpeba HeKoj Ad Be MO
AQ He TV npeTBopaTe Myrpure

BO GaHaNHK Menoapamm

CTyAEHUIOBO Kako Ad O 3Ham
04 Hekoj LLleH6epros kBapTeT
BO MCYALLUEH Ae-MON
WM aKo MoBeKe MuyBaTe
BO pe-MWHOp
¥ TOQ WTO Me OcTaBarte
6e3HaAEXHO cam
OMCeAHAT OA HeKOQj
3ab6opaBeH npodun Ha 6on
3arnepaH BO HeGOBO
BusaHTncko CnHoO
yTpo6aTta Mmu ja nonyaysa
M Me MpeTBopa BO MOABMXHA Kasa
..,,co OraH aa ce usne4mn
TOj WTO 0A OrHOT cTpasa”...
6u pekon Envot
M cekorall Hekoj
HEKOMY Herae
3a HeLUTO MpecyAyBa
n nenenta
BO OKEaHOT MMPEH ja pacdpna
CO KPUK yXaceH
HaAHECeH cMoT
Haa nponacta Bpaa
Ma4eH 0A CTPaBOT
AQNu NonyaAyBa
AOA€EKa 3a /by6OoBTa MENTeYM rnacHo



in the Fire that tempts
under this Byzantine Blue Sky
desperately by ourselves
and so helplessly nude
and for God's sake
should someone beg you not to
covert the dawns
into melodramatic cliches

As if | know of this coldness
from some Schoenberg’s quartet
in a twisted D-minor
or in Re-minor
if you prefer more
and the fact that you leave me
hopelessly alone
possessed by some
forgotten profile of pain
stared at the sky
Byzantine Blue
that grows mad inside
transforming me into a walking pyre
..."To be redeemed
from fire by fire”...
as Eliot would say
and there is always someone
that somewhere for something
another one’s sentence decides
and scatters
the ashes in the ocean in peace
with a horrifying howl
entirely leaned over
the great abyss
is he going insane
while he stammers loudly
about love, tormented by fear
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WM Camo TUBKO ja U3HYAYBA...
HarnopHo e Beke
W He € HU BUTHO
1 Mmoxebu e NnoA06po
A OCTaHe HejacHO



or just extorts her quietly...
it's becoming exhausting already
and it does not even matter
and maybe it's for the better
to remain unclear
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[MaToT 3aa Tebe
M NaToT npea Tebe
0Apasu HejacHu ce Ha cTpacta
HW3 eIEMEeHTUTE YUCTU AQ Ce Taslka
no neprameHTuTe
no naanmncecTute
AQ ce rpebe
C/10j No ¢Noj
CO XMPYPLLKM CTyAEHA MPELU3HOCT
1 NMOCBETEHOCT Ha BecTasika
CO NPUBEYHOCT KOBHA
AOCTOjHa BO CjajoT
Ha Hevuja anokpudHa
~Hamurnnea MaaoHa”
M KOra r'm HOCKL TUPKK3UTE
ce Bpakatl m Bo Apu3oHa
MOBTOPHO COO4YBAajKM Ce CO KpajoT
BO MO4YETOKOT
M MOYEeTOKOT Ha KpajoT
naTtoT 3aA Tebe 1 natoT npea Tebe
0Apa3n HejacHM ce Ha MOpMBOT
HW3 eIEMEeHTUTE YUCTU AQ Ce TaslKa
A2 Ce HaAyLlKa
Ha BPemMeTO MAHO 3AMBOT
3aTBOPEHO
BO OHMKCOT Ha TBOjaTa asika
KyrneHa moxebu eaHa 3uma Bo BueHa
nnn moxebu cenak Getue MNpara
Taka ymHa
a B mur 36yHeTa
M nak camo xeHa
Beslam camo
a He cama
rocrnofruue apara



The path behind
and the path ahead
are blurry reflections of lust
through the pure elements searching
for the pergaments
for the palimpsests
to scratch
layer after layer
with surgically cold preciseness
and devotion of a Vestal Virgin
fatally attractive
venerable in the splendor
of someone’s apocryphal
“Winking Madonna”
and when you wear the turquoises
are you going back to Arizona
again facing the end
in the beginning
and the beginning of the end
the path behind and the path ahead
are blurry reflections of the need
through the pure elements to ramble
to sniff
the breath of times to be
locked
in the onyx on your bangle
bought one winter in Vienna maybe
or perhaps in Prague it all begun
so smart
but confused in an instant
and again a woman only
[ say only
not lonely
dear Madame

g1
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Ce3ap Bassexo...
eAeH 4eTBpTOK BO [Napus
.....BO CEKaBaHEeTO Ha Toa
1 BEKe C/iMKara MM e jacHa...”
Aa Tankame Hu3 Jlysp
A2 ncyesHeme kpaj CeHa
Taka yMmHa 1 npeybasa
kako MpuHa Jlackapuc
YMHa a B Mur 36yHeTa
M Mak camo XeHa

MoHekoraw cppnam Ju-LinHr
yliTe NOpPeTKo NoTaMrHa M3bupam pyHu
noHekoraw Kjepkerop
noHekoraw AnBaHoT Ha MessbaHa Pymu
a BaM NnoBeke BW npwusera nacmjaHc
[ToamoneH TpaHc
0A KOj He Be haka mecto
n Tpetata oa Kammn CeH CaHc
,Organ”
Alegro moderato presto
“ TONKY



Cesar Vallejo...
one Thursday in Paris
“...on a day
| already remember..."
we stroll through Louvre
along Seine we fade slowly
so smart and gorgeous
like Irina Lascaris
smart, but confused in an instant
and again a woman only

Sometimes | throw | Ching
even less often | pick runes when it's gloomy
sometimes Kierkegaard
sometimes the Divan by Mevlana Rumi
but more convenient for you is passianss
Wicked trans
that makes you restless
and the third by Camille Saint-Saéns
“Organ”
Alegro moderato presto
and that’s it
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CoHOT 3aa Tebe
M COHOT npe Tebe
0Apasu HejacHu ce Ha MOpPUBOT
HM3 HEMO3HATOTO BO cebe Aa ce Kona
6e3 cTpaB oA 6oska
BO HajKPEBKOTO Aa ce 3arpebe
mefy cpuebrereTo 1 3AMBOT
AQ Ce MPOHUKHE
Taa 3arap04Ha CMHKomMa
MOAMOJTHO Pa3MHOXEHA
BO TBOjOT MOJIK
BO COHOT TV npenatleHa
Tpu 6ecTnn Te roHart
3aA NeTuUmM 1 ce
CNIOH
KPOKOAMN
1 BOJK
Te roHar
WK Te YyBaat oA cebecu cama
3abopaBeHnTe NpeaLm
TOTEMCKM XMBOTHM
Urpajkv MHBEP3HO
puUTyanHa Apama
C& Nomasiky rpamoTHU
Ce noBseKe M0THM
...2 T CO O/IOBEH YeKop
cuTe Cunm
A2 MOTpYaLl r'v BrperaLy
npea 6ecTunTe WTO Ce TMBOK
MeTagm3n4KN AEKOP
Ha HajMMTOMOTO BO Tebe
0A KOe Ce MayuLl 1 Geralu
HO NonycTo
1 MOBTOPHO MUCTOTO HYYyBCTBO
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The dream behind
and the dream ahead
are obscure reflections of the urge that
digs through the unknown within
without fear of pain
the most fragile to abrade
between the heartbeat and the breath
to solve
that syncope puzzling
subversively multiplied
in your silence
in the dream you're terrified
three beasts are chasing you
upon your heels are
an elephant
a crocodile
and a wolf
chasing you
or those are ancestors forgotten
guarding you from yourself
in a ritualistic sacrament
played reversely
by the totems
less and less prudent
more and more vehement
...and with a heavy pace therefore
you gather
all your strength to run
before the beasts that are a quiet
metaphysical décor
of the tamest in you that oppresses
and you wish it would be gone
but it’s all in vain
and the same feeling again
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Ha MPEACMPTEH TpenTex
1 naa BO MOHOPHA AnabuHa
npenoteHa ByAejku ce
OA TELUKMOT Apemex
..,Taa 4eKkopu Kpaj orpaaata
Ha eAHa naTeka
BO KeHcmHITOHCKaTa paamHa“...
npecpetHaTa BO HamepaTa
npumajkm ro OHa Ha Aap
MO KOe Kako Mo mnjeH
felue TprHana Aa ro 3emelu
CoHOT 3aa Tebe
n CoHOT npea, Tebe
~Bo3HemumpyBsaukmte My3n“ Ha Llopuo ae Knupuko
n ,,COHOT Ha AHAPOTMHOT”
oA PeHe Marpur
[MoHOoT e XpTBYBaH
(3By4n manky 6eAHO)
Kpanot e mptos
Ad xuBee Kpanot
BE/1eMajCTOPCKO MPeAaBCTBO
MU coceM NPeABUAIUB ,AaMuH [amouT”
cera e Cé EaHO



of a premortal tremble
and a fall into a precipitous deepness
waking in sweat
from the heavy slumber
..." She walks by the railing
of a path
in Kensington Gardens”...
caught in the intention
excepting as a gift That
after which you're headed for
as after a prey to capture
the Dream behind
and the Dream ahead
“The Disquieting Muses” by Giorgio de Chirico
and “The dream of the androgyne “
by Rene Magritte
The pawn is sacrificed
(a bit miserably that sounds)
The king is dead
long live the king!
grandmaster betrayal
or a completely predictable “Queen’s Gambit”
now it is All One
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[Mpea AHrenot Ha bnarosewteHneTo
og Csetu eopru — KypbuHoso

beno Hepopaszbupare
Mmery AUMEeH3nnTe
TeTpaKTynC
M KyY NUTaropejcku
3a ABepure
cBETUUTE
334 Kanuurte
MONyKpyXHa TULLIMHA CM LITO OMCeAHYBALL
Mefy KaMeHOT 1 BAAXHOBEHWETO
n koja e Taa
nnn Toj
MpeA KOro 3araA04Ho ce HaBeAHyBall
KakO PaMHOAYLIHOCT
npea UCKyLLeHUeTo
BceneHarta mefy Tpu arnm Aa ce Bpamm
M TOJ HU TaXEH HU CPEKeH JINK
e Mpu4YMHaTa WTo nommcaysam Ha Moaunnunjaxu
WK TOA Ce AIAHKUTE HECTBAPHO AO/TH
M KaKo yTpoba XeHcKa LUTO Yeka... Mpa3Hu
OC/I0BEH Hevrj MOJIK
3achakall M co HUB
BO 3ryCTeH O3HaKOBEH 3AMB
BUC
cTnC
TeTpaKTynC
n Ana6oko CMHMNo
KOH rope LuTo Babu 1 ApasHu
KOH OrHOT BEKyTyMa XMB
1 CO MOTer ceKaBM4HO TO4eH
CO3HaHMeTO 3a60paBeHO ro Bpakatl
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In front of the Angel of the Annunciation
from St. George — Kurbinovo

White misunderstanding
between measurements
tetractys
and a pythagorean key
for the courts
the sacraments
behind the gates
semicircle Silence that obsesses you are
between the stone and the inspiration
and who is She
or He
before which you mysteriously bow down
like indifference
before the temptation
the Cosmos between three angles to frame
and that not sad nor happy face
is the reason | recall Modigliani’s name
or it's the palms unrealistically long
and as a womb that awaits... empty
do you grasp with them
someone’s pronounced silence
in a condensed denoted breath
solstice
stone bliss
tetractys
and Deep Blue
towards up alluringly tempting
towards the Fire long ago set
with a move swift as lightning
you bring back the cognizance forgotten
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0A BPEMETO KPYXHO
3anpeHo B vac
Ha ABOyMeH-e
TeoAMKeja
npenecr
1 cobnasHu
mefy EpmuHumjata crpora
¥ MOPMBOT APOYeEH
Mefy HapexTa v CTpaBoT
HeM MocTunaLl rnac
....a XeHnTe BO cobuTe 0AaT
can rope-pony
360pyBajkn 3a Mukenasueno...”
Heaopasbuparse 6e10
Heaopasbuparse 6e10
mefy AUMEeH3MnTe
BUC
ayle
TeTpakTmC
Epuk Catnt n TumHoneanute
PYXMH KPCT 3aA KQHOHOT
rHO3a NnpeHeceHa BO COHOT
M naHaenkata Ha Faepwmn
KpunTtorpam Ha TeTparpamaToHOT
CKpU
ce ckpu
M Cé CcKpu
M MyKnec
...rnaronart Apanepuure
TpoeAMHU hopmu
KpujaT YyAeH 3HaMeH
BO arO/IHMOT KaMeH
6ena 3abyHa mefy AVMeH3MuTe
Myknesaj laBpune
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from time cycling
stopped in an hour
of doubt
theodicy
deception
and lusting
between the strict Erminia
and the eager urging
between hope and fear
you spread a mum howl
“...In the room the women
come and go
Talking of Michelangelo...”
white misunderstanding
white misunderstanding
between measurements
solstice
stone bliss
tetractys
Erik Satie and Gymnopedies
Rosy Cross behind the canon
gnosis through the dream passed on
and Gabriel’s headband
cryptogram of the Tetragrammaton
has hidden
and itself hid
everything to hide
and shush
...the drapes lament
threefold shapes
like a strange omen engraved on
the head cornerstone
white misunderstanding between measurements
Shush Gabriel
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rnaronart ApanepuuTe
Ha AECHOTO pamo
AyC-foHM]a
Ha NeBOTO
LecTap BTaeH
0A MOJIK A0 NonmdoHKja
3a peTkuTe camo
CKMBEH 1 3HaeH
3ayMHMOT Ha 3HauuTe cnea
04 BMAMBATA Mpesara Ha ancoyTHOTO
AO Becmncnia KpuctanmsmpaHna
BO MAejaTa 3a peA.



the drapes lament

on the right shoulder

the Level and the Plumb
on the left

a compass concealed

from silence to polyphony
only for the rare
acknown and revealed
recondite signs that spread over
from the visible deceit of the absolute

to a nonsense crystallized

in the notion of order.
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