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OT Tpapgnuna
KbM eKCnepumMeHT

To3n cOOpHMK € MOuTU MbAHA JOKYMEHTAUMA Ha MeTuA
reii-neconitckn dectuan B Copua. Toil n3rnexaa Cb3HaTesHo
HefedUHMpaH KaTo ,KYNTypeH”, LOKONKOTO NPUHALMEXN Ha
KyNnTypaTa Ha ¢ecTuBanuTe W TAXHATa JIorKa Aa npeanocTa-
BAT upe3 BPemMenpoCTPaHCTBEHOTO CM MOBTOPEHNe HAKAKBa
Tpaguumna u establishment, KoiiTo He BuHaru CbluecTByBa
3a6enexumo. Ho nosTopeHuneto He e Tpaauuma. To Bb3npous-
BeX/a Cb3HaHMWe 3a TPaAULNA, HO He U CbabpxaHue. o pas-
NINYEH HAYMH, NCTOPUATA HA TO3M (eCTUBAN € YacTMueH oTrac
Ha cb6aTa Ha JITBT akTiBMU3Ma 1 HETOBMTE KNKOYOBU AeduLy-
TI: TPAACKOCT, ENUTAPHOCT, NUNCA Ha conuaapu3aunsa. foBops
00eKTUBHO: apTUKynauuATa Ha efHa Kyntypa (KynTypata Ha
aKTUBM3MA WK ,KYNTypaTa” Ha reil KynTypata B ejilH MHOIO
MO-COLMONOTMYECKN CMUCHA) € HEeLL0 NOBeYe OT UAE0N0rnyec-
Ka nnathopma 3a CbbupaHua Ha 0be3aTenHo eMaHUMNUPany
ce 0T XoMoobCKOTO KpecueHZo KynTypHu notpebutenn Ha
BHOCHO U3KYCTBO, HO BCe NaK M31CKBa uaeonorua. B to3u cvu-
CbJ1 10 TO31 MOMEHT PeCTUBANBT € N0-CKOPO HeitHa 6e3rnacHa
TPagnuunA-nnaTeopmMa 3a CPaBHUTENHO MaNKo, MbAYAMBHU
WK B HAll-NOWINA CTyYail HECBLLECTBYBALLM YUACTHULM.

ToBa u3rnexaa ce NpoMeHa 3a NeT rouHK, Mmoxe 6u 3a-
LLOTO NOBTOPEHUETO U3UCKBA M ycunuA. Te Ha (BOW pef He
NNNCBAT, @ HO OT TAX e CbOupaHe BLTPELLHWTE rNacoBe Ha
BbNpoCHaTa KynTypa. Taka ToBa neTo u3jaHue Ha dectusana
0eLue 1 AOHAKBAE ,MbPBO”, NOCTUTAIAKM NO-TONAMA BUAUMOCT
Ha 6barapckuTe yuactHuuy nop obata Tema, Kyubp U3KyCTBO
B LlenTpanHa u l{3touna EBpona”. OectBanst e AupekTeH pe-
3yNITaT 0T 0TBOpEHaTa NNaTdopMa Ha KynTypHaTa NoANTUKaA Ha
LleHTbp 3a KynTypa 1 ge6at,YepBeHarta Kblya’, CbUHMLUMPAH
3ae[1HO C aKTUBUCTY 11 A0OPOBOLIM, KOUTO NOAKPENAT UALON0-
ruATa Ha reit Kyntyparta. U3gaHueto, Koeto AbpxuTe B pbleTe
(M, € CbLLO Taka MAOHEPCKO MO PoAa Cu: YYTUBO NOAMOMOTHATO
o7 TpbCTa 3a rpaxaaHcko obwecTo B LleHTpanHa n U3TouHa
EBpona 1 Mama Cash, To uma 3a uen Aa apxuBMpa UMeHHO
TOBa pa3BuUTMe Ha GecTUBana [0 eAHOBPEMEHHO UHTErPUPAHM
YCUNUA HA OPraHU3aToOpN M YYACTHULM, T.e. HA aKTUBU3BM U
U3KyCcTBO. To311 apxuB NpoKapBa pa3nuka Mexay NocTiKeHue
W ycnex — ToiA € Mo-CKopo MbpBoTo. KoNKOTO 11 ennTapHu, rpaa-
CKI, XepMEeTUYHI [a Ca Te3W YCuaus, Lie noBTopsA, ye NoBTo-
PeHUeTO UM NpUBEXAa B AelCTBIE TPAANLMATA B UCTUHCKUA
eKCNepUMEHT C Ta3u KyNTypa — UMEHHO HeliHOTO CTUMYIMpaHe
1 OTKpUBaHe Ha Ny6nMKM u KoHTpa-ny6amkm (Kouto BNpoyem
He nuncBar).

Ho Bb3MOXHOCTTa NeTOTO M3JaHue Ha ¢decTvBana Aa
npou3Befe CBOAT NeyaTeH aHanor B HUKAKbB Clyyali He e
npocTo ¢puHaHcoBaTa noakpena. Mo-ckopo 06pbLUaHETO KbM
no-LWMpoKaTa 0BLIHOCT OT apTUCTH 1 XOpa Ha CNOBOTO Mpo-
n3Bee obpatHa Bpb3Ka, KOUTO U3MbJHMXA Nporpamara Ha
decTmBana Taka, ue JOKYMeHTaLMATA Aa 3aTBOpM B cebe i

From tradition
to experimentation

This tiny volume is the nearly full documentation of the
fifth Sofia Gay & Lesbian Festival. It appears to be consciously
undefined as “cultural’, so long as it belongs to the cultures of
festivals and their logic of implying, in their spatio-temporal
repetition, a tradition and establishment, and the latter does
not always exist noticeably. In a different way, the history of
this festival is partially resonant to the faith of LGBT activ-
ism and its central deficiencies: metropolitanism, elitarism,
lack of solidarization. | speak without bias: the articulation
of a culture (the culture of activism or “the culture” of the
gay culture in a much more sociological sense) is more than
an ideological platform for the gatherings of conniseurs of
imported art, and yet it demands ideology. In that sense the
festival is rather its voiceless platform/tradition for relatively
few, silent, or, at worse, inexistent participants.

This seems to change for five years time, perhaps be-
cause repetition demands labours. Labours are not absent,
and one of them is gathering the inner voices of the culture
in question. Thus, this fifth festival line-up made it, to some
degree, the “first” one, achieving a greater visibility of Bul-
garian participants under the common slogan “Queer Art in
Central and Eastern Europe”. The festival is the direct result
of the Center for Culture and Debate “The Red House” and
its open platform of cultural policy, being co-initiated with
activists and volunteers supporting the ideology of queer
culture. The volume in your hands is a pioneer one in its
kind: kindly supported by the Trust for Civil Society in Cen-
tral and Eastern Europe, it aims at archiving precisely this
development of the festival to the simultaneously integrat-
ed efforts of organizers and participants, i.e., of activism
and art. But this edition draws a line between achievement
and success — it is more of the first. However elitist, met-
ropolitan, and hermetic these efforts are, | will repeat that
their repetition alone enacts the festival tradition to real
experimentation with that culture — namely, its stimulation
and discovery of publics and counter-publics (which, by the
way, are not absent).

But the possibility to produce the printed doppelganger
of the festival is not merely financial support. Rather, ad-
dressing the larger community of artists and authors did pro-
duce a feedback, and they filled up the fest schedule so that
the documentation close in itself the authentic process of
communion between authors that have interlaced, decidedly
or not so decidedly, sexuality (and thus elements of their liv-
ing world) into the imaginary and real world of their artifact,
and the public — the communication’s guarantee. It is not the
totality of inter-integrated sexual identity, materiality, sign,
idea that construe the event, but the sum of their tensions
against the public. In this case the tension is doubled, in as



aBTEHTUYEH NpoLiec Ha 06LLyBaHe MeX Y aBTOPH, PeLLMTENHO
WK He TONKOBA PELUNTENHO Npenenu CeKCyanHocTTa - U ¢
TOBA €/IeMEHTIN OT TEXHWA XN3HEH CBAT - BbB BboOpaxaemus
W peanHuA CBAT Ha (BOA apTedakT, 1 nybnnKaTa - rapaHTbT Ha
KOMYHUKaLMATa. He CbBKYNHOCTTa OT B3aUMOUHTErpupaHute
CeKCyanHa WAEHTUYHOCT, MaTepUaNHOCT, 3HaK, naea KOHCT-
pyupat cbOUTMETO, a CyMaTa 0T TeXHUTE HanpexeHna cpeLy
ny6nukara. B T03n cniyyaii HanpexeHneTo e ABOIHO, AOKON-
KOTO e GOKYCMPaHO BbPXY BCUYKM OHE3M JYMM 11 HELLa OT XU-
BOTa, CbAbpXKaLuy bunonApHaTta Hu M060B KbM ,5ex”-a.
KoHueHTpaumATa BbpXy KyNTypHaTa NpOAYKLNA W JIMUHK
NPUHOCK, Cb3faZeHn OT ObArapckuTe yYacTHULM WU BNMCBA-
HeTO UM B HapOueH Npernefl Beye npeanonara 0Cb3HaToCT U
BK/KOYEHOCT 33 CYYBALLOTO Ce B M3KYCTBOTO Ha cebeunaeHTu-
duuumpanu ce JITBT aBTopn 0T HUBLLMA KOMYHUCTUYECKN OMOK.
B HAKoun xaHpoBe (M306pa3uTenHu U3KYCTBa) TOBA CNeBa Aa
e 6e3ycnoBHO BIAHO, B Apyri (Moe3ua 1 npo3a) Moxe Aa e Ha-
POYHO ckpuTo. CMOPHO € Aanu TOBAPBT Ha COLIMONONMTUYECKOTO
MIHANO0 IMa peluaBallia ponA 3a U3Ka3a Ha NpeAuMHO MnaauTe
yUacTHULK, HO TO BCe OLLie M MOHE KOCBEHa ponA B pasnpe-
JleNeHNeTO Ha TEMATUKK, a C TOBA U chepu Ha BAUAHME B CbB-
peMeHHOTO ObArapcKko M3KYCTBO, KOUTO OsAXa 0 ronAma cTeneH
pa3npegenenu npe3 90-Te roguHn. Tosu GecTuBan e JOHAKbAE
BBNPOC U CTUMYN 3 TOBA, 3LLI0 XOMOCeKCyanHaTa MAeHTUYHOCT
He e Cb3/ana U3cneaoBaTeNcka HULWKA U KpUTYHA IMHUA B U3-
KycTBOTO Hi. M3rnexpa, ye eaiHa OT MankoTo Temin B 6barap-
CKOTO U3KYCTBO, HEMoNyunnm CBOA MybNnyeH U3as, e UMeHHo
XOMOCEKCYaNHoTo »KenaHue. [lokaTo ToBa e Mo-CKopo U3cne-
AOBATeNCKN BbNPOC, GeCTMBANBLT € NPaKTUKYBAHETO Ha pas-
KPVBAHETO M HEroBUTE Pa3XOXAaLLN Ce CKefleT 1 3aKauankiu
(HaxoaunBO M3pa3eHo 0T MHCTanauumATa Ha Hatanua TogopoBa)
B TaKa U1 MHaue LWMPOKOPA3NpOCTPAHeH NpoLieC Ha Heobxoau-
MO W1 BUAMMO M3pa3ABaHe Ha OMUTY, aey HaJiCkayaLly HAKora
Tabyn3mpaHute ceKCyanHu WAEHTUYHOCTY U YeBPBCTOTO UM Ka-
TeropusmpaHe B,,Cy6KyNTypa Ha GpaLwnnBo Cb3HaHue".
OTnenHute ¢bbUTMA, KOMNoO3upaln decTuBana, Bb3n-
POM3BEXAAT YCUAMATA B MACOBaTa U B Mo-eNnTapHaTa u no-
AbNOMHHATA, YeCTo bHADPrpayHA, ecTeTka Ja ce roBopu B
bbnrapua nybnuuHo 3a ToBa, K0eTo B 00L1eCTBOTO HU CTapa-
TeNHO Ce MponaraHaMpa Kato TyHama cdepa: CeKkcyanHocT-
Ta, pa3nbHata mexzay u3bopa u cbabata, a ¢ BCMYKO TOBa 1
nokopsABaLLaTa 00LecTBO 1 MeJin PeTOPUKA Ha HAKAKBA 1
CeKCyanHa TalHCTBEHOCT. TpaAnuMOHHATa Pe3nCTeHTHOCT Ha
KyWbp M3KYCTBOTO KbM Ta3u U3HyABalLa, aywerybHa u dpan-
LIMBa Knacupukauma Ha cebenpexnsapaHeTo cbbupa B cebe
(M He NPOCTO NpeACTaBMUTe HA XOMOCEKCYaNHUA aBTOp 3a TOBA,
KaKBO € f1a CM pa3NuyeH B (BeTa Ha NpeABapuTeNHO B3eTUTe
peLleHna, Ho 11 KaKBO e Ja cu cebenpeHTyeH. (nenogates-
HO KaKBO Ce C/lyuBa B efjHO 06L4eCTBO HA Mpara ja ce oTKa-
e 0T Te3| peleHna, n3npaBeHo npej 3annaxata Aa 3arybu
(TabunHua 06pa3 Ha xeTepoceKkCyanHaTa npeBunerua B ceeta
Ha penpe3eHTauunTe? BCbLUHOCT ANPEKTHO rybeilkn He KoH-
TPONa Haj, a camuTe penpe3eHTaLmu. 3all0To MbPBO TOUHO
TOBa Ce CIy4yBa B pexuma Ha ,be3cpamHarta’, ,napagupaila’,

much as the focus goes to all those words and things in life
that contain our bipolar love for “sex”.

Concentrating on the cultural production and individ-
ual contributions done by Bulgarian participants and their
entering the intended subject matter already presumes a
degree of mindedness and inclusion within developments
of the art of self-identified LGBT authors from the ex-com-
munist bloc. In some of the genres (as with fine arts) this
might be unconditionally visible, and in others (as with fic-
tion and poetry) it may be purposefully hidden. It is disput-
able whether the burden of sociopolitical past has a crucial
part to play for the expression of the predominantly young
participants, but it still has a mediate side in the distribu-
tion of subject matters and therefore of spheres of influence
within contemporary art that have been largely dispatched
through the 1990s. This festival is to some degree a ques-
tion and a stimulus for why homosexual identity has not
created a research and critical line in Bulgarian arts. It ap-
pears that one of the very few subject matters which have
not received their public exit is namely homosexual desire.
While this is more of a research question, the festival is
rather exercising the coming out of its walking skeletons
and hangers (ingeniously expressed by Natalia Todorova’s
installation) in an otherwise wider process of necessary
and visible expression of efforts well surpassing the once
tabooed sexual identities and their nimble categorization
in “the subculture of false consciousness”.

The particular events composing the festival reproduce
efforts from mass and more elitist and deeper, often under-
ground aesthetics to talk publicly in Bulgaria about what is
here diligently propagated as the personal domain: the sex-
uality as crucified between choice and destiny, and with all
this — the all conquering rethorics for society and media of
some sexual enigmaticism. The traditional resistance of queer
art against this extorting, ruinous and false classification of
self-experiencing gathers in itself not merely the homosexual
author’s conceptions on what it is to be different in a world of
the previously drawn decision, but what it is to be self-identi-
cal. Hence, what is going on in a society at the brink of forsak-
ing these decisions, facing the menace of loosing the sturdy
image of heterosexual privilege in the world of representa-
tions? Actually, primarily loosing not the control over, but rep-
resentations themselves. For this is what happens at first in
the regime of “shameless”, “flaunting”, “demonstrative” and (as
it is quite fashionable to charge today) extorting “multi-culti”
LGBT culture.

Traditionally, in nearly all of its reincarnations queer arts
assiduously evade the cultural logic of late-capitalist con-
sumerism — at least facially while playing with facialities.
Just as the sense of (and its effects on) assimilation in the
legal and social quests of LGBT people question the sense
of belonging and relatedness among them, so the coming
from the cultural landscape’s background (subculture) to
foreground (mass culture) affects the sense of authenticity



»IEMOHCTPATUBHA" N (KaKTO e MOJHO [1a Ce BMeHsABa [He()
U3HyABauecka,MynTu-kyntn” kyntypa Ha JIfbT xopara.

Mo Tpapuuua B NOYTM BCUYKUTE CU NPEBBMMTBLLEHNA KyWbp
W3KYCTBOTO CTApaTeIHO Ce U3MTb3Ba OT KyNTypHaTa NOTuKa Ha
KbCHOKANUTANNCTUYECKUA KOHCYMEpPU3bM — MOHe NpUBHA-
HO, A0KaTO 1 urpae ¢ npuBMAHoCTUTe. KakTo ycelwaxeto 3a (u
edeKTuTe Ha) aCMMIUNaLNA NpI 3aKOHOBUTE 1 coumantu 6opbu
Ha JITbT xopata NoCTaBAT NOA BbAPOC YYBCTBOTO 33 06LLHOCT 1
(BbP3aHOCT Mexzy TAX, Taka M U3NM3aHeTo oT GoHa (cybkyn-
Typata) KbM npedHusA naaH (MacoBaTa KynTypa) Ha KynTypHuA
neli3a 3acAra yCeLLaHeTo 3a aBTEHTUYHOCT Ha Kyubp apTucTuTe
W TAXHaTa BpOJieHa UM NPUNCaHa eKCLLeHTPUYHOCT. [pynHa 3a
TOBA € XPOHOTOMHATA eAHOBPEMEHHOCT Ha N30YABaHETO Ha reii-
necbuiickna BbNPOC 1 NOCT-MOAIePHIA aBaHrap 0T Kpas Ha 60-Te.
ToBa cBoeBpemue Npeamnonara — U CbxpaHaBa UHCTUHKTUBHO B
cebe 1 — OTrNEXAAHETO HA eHA YHUKANHA (33 HAKON cenapa-
TUCTKA) HaTypa, Hen3MeHHO MpenneTeHa C n3pasHuTe CPpeacTBa
Ha KbCHaTa MOAEPHOCT ¥ NOCTMOAEPHUTE KPARHOCTI Ha HaTo-
BapBalla xunep-6bOPUBOCT U OTONDbCKBALLIA HEOBLLMTENHOCT.
Kyubp u3KkycTBOTO 3ana3ga 3a cebe cu u3pasHuTe CpeAcTBa Ha
aHaXPOHM3Ma, METOHMMMUATA, aHTU-CUMBOIM3MA 1 AHTU-NOBEC-
TBOBAHMETO, WAMONEKTa, OPW NPUMUTUBHATA €CTETUKA, KaTo
0Tr/1aC Ha CBOETO NPUHYAUTENHO ayTCaiAiepCTBO M OTXBbPNEHOCT
0T CBETa Ha BUCOKOTO U3KYCTBO A0 (1 BKMIOUMTENHO) MOAEPHU3-
Ma. (TaHano e MHTeNEKTYaNHO KAWLLE UrpaTa C NOBbPXHOCTTA, a
He ¢ AbnboyMHaTa Aa ce cuMTa 3a NO-AbAOMHHOTO U3KYCTBO; Ha
MecTa Kywbp U3KYCTBOTO Beye e eMaHaLyA Ha TOBA KIuLLe.

B cBeTa Ha reii cpama npefu 60-Te, camaTa XOMOCEKCYanHoCT
e nobpe perynupaHa ectetuka. B Hail-gobpua cnyvaii pobpe
MackupaHa noj TpaHcucTopuuecku obpasu, cbbupawim Haii-
Robpoto ot Cokpat n Yaiing. Lnpkynupa 06pa3br Ha HewacT-
HUA WHONBUAYANUCT, KOWTO W3BANYA BCMUKM FOPECTHU MOM3N
Ha M30MaunATa C1 W M NpeBpbLYA B (BOA COLMANEH KanuTan
— (NefloBaTeHO (pepaTa Ha U3KYCTBOTO My € MOBepeHa Kato
npeBapUTENHO NOACKa3aHa Bb3MOMXKHOCT 3a EUHCTBEHO INUHO
,LACTME" ¥ COLMAHA NONe3HOCT. nn MbK e noBepeHa ponATa Ha
paZuMKanHo OTXBbpNeHUA 11 06e3aTeNHo oTpUTBALL, be3nocneac-
TBEHO pa3byHTYBaH MPOHUK Ha 00LLeCTBOTO, 3aTBOPEH OTHOBO B
(TepeoTuna Ha eIMHCTBEHaTa My Bb3MOXHa ropaocT — 06L0To
UHTENEKTYaNHO U3pacTBaHe 3a C(METKA Ha BBTPeLLHaTa HULLETa,
JenpuBaLnA U AemaTtepuanu3aLua Ha nnuHoctTa. ToBa ca u3-
TbHYEHN BEPCUM Ha efiHa MONE3HOCT, Ha efjHa XOMOCEKCyanHa
,/KePTBOTOTOBHOCT', KOATO OT (BOA (TPaHa e pennnka Ha bypxo-
a3Ha CucTema oT NOHATUA (4ecT, AbAr, bnaronpunuume), byksan-
HO MHCTanMpaHa MeX Ay XOMOCEKCYanHOTO 1 XeTepoceKcyanHo-
T0 TANO. UMa n apyru Bapuaumu, pasbupa ce, 2o 1 cneq 60-Te,
HO NMperpblLyaHeTo Ha paAnKasHaTa LeiceTapcka ecTeTmka ot
HENPUKPUTI KyWbp apTUCTI B CeBepHOAMEPUKAHCKUA U 3anaj-
HOEBPOMNENCKNA CBAT € OTKPUTO PeakLMOHepCKO 1 KaTo TaKaga,
T4 TpA6BA 1a MOXe J1a pa3urpaBa CTepeoTUNUTE Ha apTUCTUYHO
CbnpexuBABaHe Ha cekcyanHua A3 u ynobHaTta apyroct, ocu-
rypeHa Ha ecTabnuWMbHTa ToraBa, KOraTo Toil U3n0N3Ba efHa
CMCTEMA OT aPTUCTMYHI NOXBATY, CUCTEMATUYHO U Cb3HATENHO
WU3KMKOYBANI XOMOCEKCYANHOTO XenaHue. ApTUCTUYHOTO BKAIOU-

in queer artists and their innate or ascribed queerness. The
reason behind this is the chronotopic simultaneity in the
eruption of both the gay-lesbian question and the 60’s post-
modern avant-garde. This timeliness implies — and instinc-
tually preserves in itself — the breeding of a unique (and for
some separatist) nature, invariably intertwined with the
expressions of late modernity and the post-modern excesses
of lavishing loquacity and repugnant incommunicativeness.
Queer art reserves for itself the expressions of anachronism,
metonymy, anti-simbolism and anti-narrativity, the idiolect,
or even the primitive aesthetics, as the echo of its compul-
sory outsiderhood and disavowal from the world of high art
up until (and including) modernism. It is now an intellectual
cliché that the play with surface and faciality, and not with
the deep is the deeper art; elsewhere queer art is already the
emanation of such a cliché.

In the 60's gay shame world, homosexuality alone is a
well requlated aesthetics. At best, it is silenced under trans-
historical images, bringing together the best of Socrates and
Wilde. First circulates the image of an unhappy individualist,
extracting all the sorrowful benefits of isolation by trans-
forming them in the social capital of one’s own — and there-
fore the art world is entrusted to him or her as a preliminarily
suggested possibility for the singular individual “happiness”
and social utility. Or then what is entrusted is the part of
a radically disavowed and necessarily disavowing and un-
productively raged ironic of society, caged again within the
stereotype of the only possible pride — the overall intellec-
tual growing at the expense of internal poverty, deprivation
and dematerialization of the personality. These are the ex-
quisite versions of a utility, of a homosexual “self-immola-
tion”, which in turn echoes a bourgeois system of concepts
(dignity, duty, decency) that is literally installed between
the homosexual and the heterosexual body. Sure, there are
other variations before and up to the 60s; but the embrace of
the radical 60’s aesthetics by non-closeted queer artists from
the North-American and Western European world is openly
reactionary and as such it should be capable of playing out
and with stereotypes of the artistic co-experiencing of the
sexual Self and the comforting alterity guaranteed for the
establishment just when it utilizes a system of artistic ex-
pression, one that systematically and consciously excludes
the homosexual desire. The artistic participation in this long
series of exclusions is accompanied with very interesting is-
sues, some of which observed within the festival’s frames.
(For example the pastoralism of Silvia Pavlova in 2009 or the
art of Alexander Gerginov from the 2008 expo correspond
somewhat unproblematically to the aforementioned radical-
ism, while Yassen Zgurovski's trash art alone runs a tendency
in its own liminal genre.)

To be sure, today there exist sufficient number of ar-
cheologies of homosexual desire in arts, including the con-
scious construal and subsequent conceptualization of whole
iconographies in painting and sculpture, as well as in vari-



BaHe B Ta3u Bepura OT U3K/IOUBAHNA € CbNPOBOAEHO C MHOTO
UHTEpecH npobnemu, HAKOW OT KOUTO HabntoAaBame B paMKu-
Te Ha To3n ¢ecTman. (Hanpumep nactopanuama B KapTuHUTE
Ha Cuneua MaBnoBa unn KapTuHUTe Ha AnekcaHabp lepriHoB
oT n3noxbara npe3 2008 r. ce CbOTHACAT HAKaK 6e3npodbnemHo
KbM paAnKanHOCTTa, 0KaTO TpaLl apTa Ha flceH 3rypoBcki cam
0(OpMA TeHAEeHLMA B COBCTBEHMA CU TPaHNYEH XaHp.)

Pasbupa ce, fHeC MMa JOCTaTbYHO ApXeONoruM Ha XOMO-
CeKCYanHOTO MUHANO B M3KYCTBOTO, B TOBA YUCNO U Cb3HATENHO
KOHCTpyMpaHe 1 JOKOHLMMMPAHE Ha Lienn UKOHOTpadum B Xu-
BOMMCTA U CKYANTYPaTa, 1 B pasNnyHu TPAAMLMM Ha POMaHa
noesnata. leit-necbuitckute M3CnefBaHUA NOAUTU3MPaAXA A0C-
TaTbyHO aBTOPY M APTUCTU B MUHANOTO TaM, KbAETO To e buno
(TapaTenHo epeKTUBHO a NpeMbiyaBa U NpUKpuBa C aedeKTn
HelLlo, camo No cebe cu AeeKTHO - XOMOCEKCYaNHOTO, KaTo 1o
(BEX[a [0 YHU3UTeNHA MeAuLMHCKa MeTadopa, KOATO TPYAHO
MoXe Aa Obje 3aluTaBaHa OT CbBPEMEHHa rnefHa Touka C
ropAocT v 6e3 npeApasCcbAbLy Npe3 Npu3mMiATe Ha POMAHTU3MA
1 CMMBONU3Ma, MeTadoparta v aneropuara, i, abnbounHata”

B 10311 HabbP30 OUEpTaH KOHTEKCT eAHO NOKANHO Nopaxaa-
He Ha Kywbp U3KYCTBO CaMo Mo Cebe (v e BbOAyLIEeBABALLO, HO
T0 € MOAYMHEHO HA JOMbIHUTENHM JeQULMTH, KOUTO CbIbTCTBAT
YeCTo HeYETNBMA My MHTEPTEKCT WK TbK OLLe N0-06bpKBaLLaTa
My UCKPeHOCT. KbCHO MPUCTUTHAN 1 CeNekTUBHO KOHTPONUPaH,
3anagHnAT aBaHrapp B M3touna EBpona, AHeC fOCTaTbuHO Kpu-
TUKYBaH M aCUMUAMPaH 0T MacoBaTa KynTypa, NOCTaBsA HAKONKO
npobnema npef Kywbp aBTopuTe B peruoHa u bunrapua. 0T egHa
(TpaHa, BrAEXAAHETO B KyNTYPHU TPAAULIMM HA HAapaTUBM 3 XO-
MOCEKCYasIHOCTTa € NOYTV MUMONETHA XPYMKA, UMAilKn NpeaBug
Cbr/acyBaHaTa CbBETCKO-CTANMHICTKA BIA3MA 33 CEMECTBOTO 1
COLMANUCTMYECKATA HAyyHa NaTONOrM3aLMA Ha XoMocekcyan-
HOCTTa, BpOYEeM JOCTaTbYHO OrfefaHa Ha 3amajHuTe pexxumn
Ha CTUrMaTu3auma, Makap 1 ¢ apyra naeonorus. Efga nu we or-
Kpuem Bb3NpouU3BEX[aHe Ha HeLLo, KoeTo e buno 3abpaHeHo 3a
(Bb3)npoussexaaHe. OT Apyra CTpaHa, KOHKPeTHaTa Cbnpuyac-
THOCT KbM KyWbp U3KYCTBOTO AHEC U3UCKBA NO3HABaHe Ha efnH
BCe OLLie YUY/ Ha Hac OMUT 33 NOAMTIYECKA KAHOHN3ALMA Ha Mu-
HanoTo M NPOM3BOACTBO (AW Cnopes HAKON daniumBo cumynu-
paHe) Ha CAMOCb3HaHe, KOETO Ce Pa3npoCTpaHABa Mo-CKOPO Ha
HIBOTO Ha 0OLLHOCTTA U HEIHNA UHTEPEC Aa NOCTAHOBY U 3aLLNTH
YCTOIAYNBO MPUCHCTBME B MMHANOTO, OTKONKOTO HA HMBOTO HA
noxxeaTenHa v 06LLa CoLManHa CbNPUYACTHOCT B HacToALLETO. B
TOBA OTHOLLIEHME M3KYCTBATa M aKTUBI3Ma CMIOAENAT npobnemu.

AKTUBM3MBT M31CKBA 06paTHa BPb3Ka C 0OLIHOCTTA TaKa,
KaKTO M Kyubp apTUCTUTe Ce HyXJaAT oT (BoATa nybnuka. 06-
WmAT npobnem Mexay akTMBM3MA W M3KYCTBOTO € aHanoruu-
HUAT AeUUUT HA edHO IMNCBALLO MIUHANO M e[IHO OCMOPBaHO
HaCToALLe, KOETO e MOCTOAHHO 0CMOPBaHO upe3 00BUHEHMA B
reit-necouiickn OyKBanM3bM Ha 3anafHu CTpaTeruy 3a 0CBO-
00 zeHe B eAVH AeNOAUTU3NPAH CBAT, B KOTO ManLyHa uc-
KaT ,0cBoboxaeHneTo”. DopmynupaHe, npunaraHe u aruTauma
Ha reii-necouitckma BbNPOC B 00LLECTBEHINA MHTEpEC B MbpBUA
Cnyvaid, U MO3HABaHeTO, YCBOABAHETO U WHTepNpeTaunATa Ha
ecTeTuyeckara MAeoorua Ha reil Kyntypata BbB BTOpUA Cyyail.

ous traditions of novel and poetry. Gay-leshian studies po-
liticized enough authors and artists where the past has been
studiously effective to silence and cover over with defects
what is considered defective by itself — the homosexual, re-
ducing it to a degrading medical metaphor that could hardly
be defended today with pride and without prejudice through
the lens of romanticism and symbolism, metaphor and al-
legory, and “the deep”.

In such a briefly outlined context, the local engendering
of queer art is itself exciting, yet it is submitted to comple-
mentary deficiencies accompanying its often illegible in-
tertext or its even more perplexing sincerity. Belated and
selectively controlled, the Western avant-garde in Eastern
Europe, sufficiently criticized and assimilated by mass cul-
ture today, imposes few problems for the regional queer
artist. On the one hand, scrutinizing cultural genealogies of
homosexual narratives is a merely transient flash, consid-
ering the coordinated Soviet-Stalinist notion of the family
and the socialist scientific pathologization of homosexual-
ity, which otherwise mirrors enough the Western regimes of
stigmatization, albeit with another ideology. Hardly would
we discover the reproduction of something forbidden to
(re)produce. On the other hand, the specific allegiance to
queer art today demands the acknowledgement of a still
outlandish to us attempt for political canonization of the
past and the production (or, for some, the false simulation)
of self-consciousness, distributed on the community level
and its interest to establish and defend a sustainable pres-
ence in the past rather than on the level of an only advisable
and trifling social solidarity in the present. In this relation
art and activism have to share.

Activism needs a feedback from the community just
as queer artists need their audience. The shared problem
between activism and art is the analogous deficiency of a
missing past and a contested present which is continually
interrogated with recrimations in gay-lesbian literalism of
Western strategies for liberation in the recent depoliticized
world where few would wish “liberation”. Formulating,
implementing and agitating on the gay-leshian question
in the first case, and acknowledging, absorbing and inter-
preting the aesthetic ideology of queer culture in the sec-
ond. In spaces of public debate, the economy of messages
sent by the activists is reduced to the lightning discharge of
theses with no contextualization. In the highly objectified
art world, patterns of artistic identification and expression
are all too short and evanescent for a talk on existing queer
culture, the context of which is the denial of series of repre-
sentation as repulsive and anti-aesthetic (think in the first
place of the nude male body or its obverse, the commodified
lesbian body). Thus, the activists run the risk of transforming
themselves into cheap media orators and repeaters of West-
ern and non-understandable theses, and queer artists run
the risk of remaining in the ready-made subcultural reign
while attempting to radicalize a now instituted anti-aes-



B npocTpaHcTBaTa Ha ny6auyHnA AebaT MKOHOMIKATa Ha Mocsa-
HUATa, U3NPALLIAHN OT AKTUBUCTUTE, e (BefleHa 10 (BETKABUYHO
U3CTpeniBaHe Ha Te3u 0e3 KOHTeKCTyanu3upaHeTo um. B cgeTa Ha
NpeaMeTHNA 1 00eKUTUdULIMPaH CBAT HA U3KYCTBOTO, MbTULLA-
Ta 33 apPTUCTYHA NAEHTUOUKALNA 1 N3pa3ABaHe (a MPeKaneHo
KPaTK| 11 MUMONETHY, 3a a MOXeE Jia Ce TOBOPH 3a CbLLeCTBY-
BaLLA KyWbp KyNTypa, YMATO KOHTEKCT e OTPUYAHETO Ha peauLa
penpe3eHTaLm Kato NpOTUBHI U aHTU-eCTeTYecku (Ha MbPBO
Bpeme MomucseTe 3a rooTo MbXKO TANO WAKM 33 OMbkata My
(TpaHa - CTOKOBOTO NecOniicko TAN0). Taka akTUBUCTUTE PUCKY-
BaT /1a Ce NPEBbPHAT B €BTUHI MeAIHM OpaTopu 1 NOBTOPAYN
Ha 3anajHin 1 Hepa3bupaemu Te3u, a Kyubp apTUCTUTe pUCKYBaT
Ja 0CTaHaT B CYOKyNTYPHOTO LIAPCTBO OKATO Ce OMUTBAT Aa pa-
AUKanNu3upaT efHa Beue WHCTUTYMPAHA aHTU-eCTeTUKa, KoATO
BCHLUHOCT eKCMNoaTupar, B oduumaneH o6LHOCTEH AMCKYPC,
UK oLLe No-Apb3KOTO — A XOMOCEKCYann3upaT CbLuecTyBall
aHp UM KaHoH. BbB BCekMaHeBHOTO 00LLyBaHe CbC cebe U
HUe yyacTBame B CNeKTaKM Ha 06pasu 11 MM, YacTi 0T KOUTO
O0TKpajiBaMe Cb3HaTesHO UMK He KaTo apTedakTin U MHTerpupame
B CMOHTAHHN upeHTUdUKauum, 6e3 obesatenHo ga pasdbupame
cmmncbna um. EgHa 06LwHocT 6e3 AcHa ecteTyecka uaeonorna u
3pa3aBaHe e Bb3MOXHa, pa3bupa ce, HO MPeanMHO Ha CyoKyn-
TYPHO HUBO, KbAETO eXeHEBNETO U U3KYCTBOTO KYNMUHUPAT B
0bP30yCBOUMY CTUNOBE Ha XUBOT U M3pa3ABaHe 0e3 penekcus,
Mo HaBWK. CbC CbLUNA HABUK MOXeM Aa NpofiaBame Tasn Cyokyn-
Typa Kato GecTUBaNHa TPaguLMA ¢ WAEONOTIS, KOATO ManLHa
npuno3Haeart. ([Ibnboko ce CbMHABAM, Ye roiAmara yacT ot
Kywbp apTuCTUTe NeNeAT 3a XeTepoceKkcyanHoto um ogobpexue,
KaKTO M CbM CKENTUYEH KbM aHTU-COLMaNHaTa MUMUKPUA Ha
Apyrv aTopu.) Ho Ha HMBOTO Ha oduumanHaTa KynTypa (Kbae-
T0 nybnukaTa, uam Jopu KOHTpa-nybnukata, HenocpencTBeHo
W3MbHABA NEMUTUMHOCTTA Ha U3Pa3ABAHETO) MBTAT Ha pedrek-
MATa B CHOUTUETO MEXAY CMUCHA 11 Bb3NPUATUE € NO-Abbr
— BCBLLHOCT CMOAENAHOTO KyNTYPHO MPOCTPAHCTBO 10 3aTPYAHA-
Ba 1 Taka 3abaBA npoueca Ha noTanAHe B 3HaUeHUATA U BPb3-
KuTe, Npou3BegeHu oT apTucTa. Taka NoCTaBAHETO Noj BbAPOC
Ha NpuUBMNErMUTE Ha (XeTepo)ceKCyanHOCTTa BUHArK Beue e
OTBbA-KYNTypeH ekcrepumeHT. llo aHanoruyeH HaumH HawuTe
pa3roBOpY KaTo aKTUBMCTY 11 TPYMN MO MHTEpecH HU NOCTABAT B
HenocpeCTBeHaTa N03MLMA Ha NpeABapUTENHOTO JeliCTBue, HO
TO Pe30HMPa W U3MbAHABA HAKAKBA 00LLeCTBEHA GYHKLMA (aMO
KOraTo pa3roBOpUTe HU Ce IPEBbPHAT B eCTBMA 1 Taka AebaTu-
Te Mexzy TAX 3a6aBAT HalwmMTe HamMepeHua, 3a Aa 6baar Te no-
nobpe pa3bpaHi B MPAKTMKaTa, KOraTo BCLLHOCT CMe aKTUBMC-
v. 0614070 Mex iy CyOKyNTypHaTa NOrKa Ha Kyubp U3KyCTBOTO
11 HeroBMTE CMYLLIABALLY eCTETUKM (TYK He CMATaM, ye TpAbBa Aa
W31CKBAMeE OT Hero f1a e MPOBOKMPALLIO) U aKTMBMCTKATa Harnaca
33 ANCKYTUPALLN CTaTYKBOTO AEICTBUA e MeToAbT Ha 3abaBAHe
CKOPOCTTa Ha Bb3NPUATUETO — U1 upe3 00CKYPaHTM3Ma Ha Kyl-
bp ecTeTukuTe (camp, trash art u T.H.), wan upe3 pasnckBaHeTo Ha
JeiiCTBUATA 33 COLMATHA POMAHA B 00LLeCTBEHUTE MHCTUTYLIN
(QKTUBUCTKM CpeLLm, KoanuLyI, Meun, KOMIUCUIA 1 T.H.). Kyubp
u3KyctBoTo 1 JITBT akTBM3Ma (a, B TO3U CMUCHA, U3KYCTBO Ha
3abaBAHeTo. BepoATHO He Camo B MeTO Ha NpomaAHaTa. B n3tou-

thetics (which in fact they exploit) in an official community
discourse, or the bolder step — queering an existing genre
or canon. In our everyday communication with ourselves we
join spectacles of words and images, pieces of which we steal
consciously or not as artifacts and then integrate in spon-
taneous identifications, without necessarily understanding
their meaning. A community without obvious aesthetic ide-
ology is, of course, possible, but largely in the subcultural
domain where everyday-life and art culminate in rapidly as-
similating lifestyles and expressions with no reflection, ha-
bitually. With a similar habit we can sell out this subculture
as a festival tradition with ideology recognized by few. (I
deeply doubt that the larger portion of queer artists cherish
about their heterosexual recognition, as | am skeptical about
the anti-social mimicry of others). But on the official culture
level (where the public, or even the counter-public, imme-
diately performs the legitimacy of expression) the path of
reflection in the event between meaning and perception is
longer — in fact the shared cultural space perplexes it and
thus delays the process of immersion in the meanings and
connections produced by the artists. Thus, the questioning
of (hetero)sexuality’s privileges is always already an outer-
cultural experiment. Analogically, our conversations as ac-
tivists and interest groups place us in the immediate posi-
tion of the premeditated action, but the latter resonates and
performs some social function only when our conversations
become deeds and therefore debates in-between them are
delaying our intentions, so that they are better understood
in practice when we are activists in fact. The commonality
between the subcultural logic of queer art and its embar-
rassing aesthetics (and here | do not imply we have to re-
quire its being provocative) and the activist mindset of ac-
tions that deliberate the status is the method of delaying
the speed of perceptions — either via the obscurity of queer
aesthetics (camp, trash art, etc.), or via the deliberation of
social change activities in public institutions (activist gath-
erings, coalitions, media, commissions, etc.). Queer art and
LGBT activism are, in this sense, the art of delaying. Probably
not simply in the name of change. In the Eastern-European
case there is a twice more intense meaning to this, so long
as we have accepted to perceive ourselves as geopolitically
incommensurate to the Western democratic ethos.

In the region of Eastern and Central Europe, the most of
LGBT festivals, with the exceptions of Bulgaria and Croatia,
to my knowledge, are sporadic and one off events that are
normally the result of desire to uncover the often uncon-
scious question within the community what gay culture is,
and what are its effects over the community’s development.
l.e., is it that culture would be the kind of cross-point that
will bolster social change, apart from being complementary
vehicle for the politicization of everyday-life and stereotypi-
cal notions among and outside the LGBT community. Now,
considering that gay-lesbian festivals have transformed into
a benchmark of cultural diversification and democracy of ex-



HOeBpONeickMA BapuaHT B TOBA MMa JBa TbTU NO-MHTEH3UBEH
CMUCHA, JOKONKOTO CMe Ce MPUMUPUAK Aa MUCTUM 3a cebe i
KaTo reononuTUYecku HeCbpa3MepHU Ha 3amajHuA JeMoKpa-
TUYHEH eTocC.

B pernona Ha 13touHa u Lientpanta Epona noseueto JITBT
decTuBany, ako He rpeLua ¢ u3KkmoueHue Ha boarapua n Xvpea-
VA, Ca CNOPaANYHIA M eHOKPATHU CbOUTNA, KOUTO 06MKHOBEHO
(@ pe3ynTar oT elaHNeTo f1a (e pa3Kkpue YecTo HeCb3HaBAHMAT
BBNPOC B 00LLHOCTTA, KAKBO € Teii KyNTypaTa, U KakBM (a Heli-
HUTe eeKTi BbPXY Pa3BUTMETO Ha 0OWHOCTTA. T.e. Aanu MbK
KynTypaTa HAMa Aa e OHa3y TOYKa Ha NpecuaHe, KOATO Aa Aaje
TNACbK KbM COLMaNHa NPOMAHA, 0CBEH KaTo AOMbJHUTENeH
CMocob 3a NOAMTM3aLNA Ha BCEKMAHEBNETO U CTEPEOTUMHI Bb3-
rneau cpen 1 oA JINBT 06WwHOCTTA. Mimaiiki npeaBua ye reit-
necbuiickute GecTuBanK ca ce npeBbpHanu B bener Ha KynTypHa
AMBepcdUKaLMA U JeMOKPATUYHOCT HA U3Ka3a, TpaAuLMOHa-
NN3MPAHETO HA TAKbB (eCTUBAN MMA CMUCHA Ha COLMAneH eKc-
MepuUMeHT, KOITO 13 KOHCTpyupa deHoMeH, a moce Aa ro oTpa-
3A1Ba TaKa, KaKTo YeCTo 00BIHABAT aKTUBUCTHUTE, Ue NPOBOKMpaT
co6CTBEHOTO C11 Heoz0OpeHKe, 3a a CTUrHAT A0 MyONMYHOCTTA.
YecTo HU e CTPYBa, Ye € MHOro NO-Bb3MOMXHO Upe3 Komepcu-
anu3aunATa Ha Kywbp KynTypata v napaguTe Ha ropgoctTa ja
N3BBHPLUNM e[IHO 0OPATHO M ACUMETPUUHO Ha 3anajHUA MUPOr-
nep JelicTBYe 3a COLMaNHa NPOMAHA: Aa NOCTUrHEM NOBMLLIA-
BaHe Ha 0Cb3HATOCT Upe3 TOBA, KOETO Ha 3anaj AHeC ce CYnTa
3a 6aHanu3upana conngapHocr. T.e. ot gobpe opraHu3vpaHoTO
YNMYHO MapTA-Napag KbM COLMAeH NpoTecT, OT UHTperpupa-
HaTa GecTUBaNHA NOTUKA HA KyWbp U3KYCTBOTO KbM NPOTECTHO
AeiicTBue. VI3BbPLUIBAHETO Ha TO3M 0OpaTeH X0 U3rNeXa UCTo-
puUYecKn Cbpa3mepeH, Ho CbMHUTESTHO YCeLLeH, NOHeXe Kyubp
KynTypaTa e B YaCTHOCT U3KNH0YBALLQ, IOKONKOTO € rpajcku de-
HOMEH, 1 CbLL0, 3aLL0TO e 06LYHOCTHA pedrekcua.

B noBbpXHOCTHO-NaTpUapxanHua NopAabK Ha oduLmanHa-
Ta ObArapckata Kyntypa, Tau acumeTpus 1 o6pbLyaHe Ha pa-
AVKaNHY 3anafHN UHCTPYMEHTH 33 eMAHLMNALMNA B NIOKaNHW
nonynapHu Gopmati Ha 3abasnexue (unu npocto 6e306uaHo
KyNTYPHO-KOHCYMATOPCKO CAMOCb3HaHWe) U3rNexaa Noabr-
BalLlo oruyHa. lpowecsT Ha NPUBUAHATA UHCTUTYLMOHANK3]-
LA Ha KyWbp U3KYCTBOTO BbB (eCTUBANHA pamKa 11 NOTMKa C
ornef KynTuBMpaHe, a He NPOCTO OTKPUBAHE HA penpe3eHTa-
LMK HA XOMOCEKCYaHOCTTa U NPOLIECHT HA MEeHCTPUAMUHIA
Ha,,reil TopAocT” cornes paaukanu3upaHeTo Ha napaga Ao no-
LbATOCPOYHUTE LieNn Ha PaBeHCTBO U NpUemaHe ce cpeLuar B
ApyraTta 06La yepTa Mex Ay U3KYCTBOTO M aKTUBM3Ma,  UMeH-
HO: pe-paJuKanu3auma Ha 3anagHuA Kyubp eCcTabnuwmMbHT 1
TPajuLA HAHOBO, B NIOKaNeH eKCMepUMEHT C ecTeTyeckuTe 1
COLMANHN Bb3rNeaM Ha 00LLHOCTTa.

BcTpanu ot Te3m pasmucnu, ako Tpabsa Aa cme uecTHU
NpUCHbLUTE ,KpaiiHn” XecToBe Ha Kyubp KynTypata He ca
ocobeHo npuenekatentu 3a JIFBT xopata B bbarapua u To3u
decTBan Bce oLLe He e HamMepun coATa nybnuka. Mogosupam
ye TA OTCTOABA (BOATA ,MHTErPUPAHOCT” (amo B MAeonoruaTa
Ha NeruTUMHUA NANGCTANN 1 KyATypHUTE U MOAHW UTPAYKIA Ha
WAEHTUYHOCTTA, CTaHaNM AOCTBMHM CNef pa3xnabBaHeTo Ha

pression, to traditionalize such a festival has the meaning of
social experimentation which is to construe a phenomenon
and then reflect it the way activists are often blamed for
openly provoking their disapproval so that they reach public-
ity. Oftentimes, it seems to us it is much more possible that,
through the commercialization of queer culture and gay
prides, we perform a reverse and action for social change,
asymmetrical to the western outlook: achieving conscious-
ness-raising through what in the West is today considered
commonplace solidarity. I.e., from the well organized street
parade-party to social protest, from the integrated festival
logic of queer art to protesting activities. Performing such
a reverse move appears historically proportionate but suspi-
ciously successful, since queer culture in particular is exclud-
ing, being a metropolitan phenomenon, and also because it
is community discourse.

In the superficially-patriarchal order of official Bulgarian
culture, this asymmetry and reverting of western emancipa-
tion toolkits to local pop-and-fun patterns (or merely quile-
less cultural-consumption consciousness) appears enticingly
logical. The process of apparent institutionalization of queer
art in the festival workframe and logic with view of cultivat-
ing, and not simply discovering representations of homosexu-
ality, and the process of mainstreaming “gay pride” with view
of radicalizing the parade to the more long-term objectives
of equality and acceptance meet in the other common fea-
ture between art and activism, namely, the re-radicalization
of the western queer establishment and tradition anew, in a
local experimentation with the aesthetic and social concep-
tions of the community.

These reflections aside, frankly speaking, the intrinsic
“extreme” gestures of queer culture are not particularly at-
tractive to LGBT people in Bulgaria and this festival has not
yet found its audience. | suspect the community asserts its
“integratedness” only within the ideology of a legitimate
lifestyle and the cultural and accessible toys of identity that
became accessible after the loosening of the aforementioned
personality deprivation. The suffocation of queer culture is
not far away from its integration.

A recap of five years efforts reveals that the cinema
program was predominating, as well as the efforts for
overview in fine and applied arts. However, the new de-
velopment resulting from the contact between organizers
and participants, is firstly the mastering of The Red House
premises. Thus, in December 2009 the festival took place in
most of its spaces, unlike other years. The first of its kind
collective queer literary reading in both poetry and fic-
tion, the debate for good practices related to the Act for
protection against discrimination, the workshop “Queer art
and activism in Central and Eastern Europe”, the collective
exposition of artists, the video and cinema programs filled
the Red House spaces. But the content still does not exceed
this space much the same way it is not exceeded by the
audience. Perhaps the possible audiences are much more



CMoMeHaTaTa no-rope INYHOCTHA AeNpuBaLNA. 3aAyLIaBaHeTo
Ha reil KynTypata He e MHOTO Janey T HeilHaTa UHTerpawus.

MetroguwHoTo 06001LIEHNE NOKA3BA, Ye PuNMOBaTa Npor-
pama /10 TO31 MOMeHT 6eLue JOMMHUPALLA, KAKTO U ONUTUTE
3a nperneg B U3ALHATE U/UAW NPUNOXHI U3KYCTBA. HOBOTO
B nporpamarta, o6aue, B pe3ynTaT 0T KOHTaKTa MeXJy opra-
HM3aTOPU M YYaCTHULY, HA MHPBO MACTO € 0BNAJABAHETO Ha
MPOCTPaHCTBOTO Ha ,YepBeHaTta Kblua”. Taka npe3 gekemBpu
2009 r. decTBaNBT Ce CyyBalle B MOBEUETO HEHM MpoCT-
PaHCTBa, 3a pa3nuka oT apyru roauHn. lbpeoTo no poga cm
NNTepaTypHO YeTeHe B NpaBa M MepeHa pey Ha reii-necouic-
K aBTOpY, A1e6aTbT 3a A0OpUTE NPAaKTMKM Ha NpUNaraHeTo
33 3aKOHa 3a 3awKTa OT ANCKPUMUHALNA, YopKLWon®T ,Kyu-
P U3KYCTBO U akTUBM3bM B LleHTpanHa n U3touna Espona’
ofwara ekcno3nuna Ha XyJoXHULM, BUAeo u ¢uamoBata
nporpamu 3anbiiHMXa NPOCTPaHCTBATa Ha ,YepBeHaTa KbLua”
Ho cbabpxaHueTo BCe olLe He HaAXBLPAA NPOCTPAHCTBOTO
TaKa, KaKTo T He ce HAaAXBbPNA 0T nybnukara. Moxe 6u Be-
pOATHUTE NyONNKN Ca MHOTO NO-pa3Ho06pa3Hu 1 akTUBMpa-
HeTO UM 3aBUCKU OT pa3npbCkBaHeTo Ha GecTvBana B Apyru
HeneruTMMHO Kyubp nokauuu. ToBa e KONKOTO Liesl, TONKOBa
1 MPOTHO3a.

3a opraHu3aropuTe 0CTaBa BbNPOCHT 3@ NPOCTPAHCTBEHATa
NOTMKA Ha TO31 (GecTuBan: TOW NO-BCAKA BEPOATHOCT LLe e KO-
PEKTUB 1 3a HEroBIA TeMaTyeH 00XBaT, 3aLL0T0 Ny6aukaTa Cb-
LLiecTBYBA B MHOr0 NPOCTPAHCTBA, a C TAX (e NOABABAT NPOYUTH
nTemn. TeHAeHUMATA, KOATO TPAOBA 1 Le 6bje BKIOUEHa B pa3-
BUTUETO Ha GecTUBaNa CbC CUTYPHOCT Lie MMa 06110 C HeroBaTa
6e3cpaMHOCT 1a 0BNajABA U,,00pblLa” OLLE NPOCTPAHCTBA TaKa,
ye [1a NOCTUTHE peaneH TepeH 3a eKCepUMeHT C ApyriA, oLue no-
,CTpaHHI’, nybnukn. Hagexpata e ye ToBa Lue onpaszaae NoBTo-
PEHUETO Ha TpaAMLMATA U LLe il NPUAALe HAKAKBa FOPAOCT.

Cranumup MaHanortos

heterogeneous and their activation depends on dispersing
the festival to other and illegitimately queer locations. This
is both an aim and a prognosis.

So the question left to those in charge with organiza-
tion is one pertaining to the spatial logic of this festival:
probably this will be the corrective for its thematic scope,
considering that the audience exists in various spaces,
where other readings and subjects appear. The tendency
that is to be included in developing the festival will surely
has to do with its shamelessness to master and queer more
spaces, so that it achieve the real pitch of experimentation
with other, even more queer audiences. The hope is this
will justify the repetition of tradition and will lend some
pride to it.

Stanimir Panayotov
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Buctpa BenuukoBa e ot rpag Codua. 3aBbp-
wmna e xxypHanuctmka 8 Codnnckuns yHmsepcum-
TeT ,CB. KnumeHT Oxpuackn”. KaTto »XypHanucT-
Ka nuwe 3a pasnnyHu msganua. Mbpeute cu
pa3ka3u u eceta nybnukysa B pybpukaTta ,Mna-
Aa mysa” Ha B., Tpya” lNybnukyBana e n B enekt-
POHHOTO crncaHue 3a nutepatypa LiterNet.

brcTtpa BenmnukoBa

Bistra Velichkova

Bistra Velichkova was born in Sofia. She
has graduated from Sofia University in Jour-
nalism. As a journalist, she writes for various
editions. Her first stories and essays have
been published in the “Young Muse” column
in the daily Trud. She has also published for
the literary e-zine LiterNet.



O6GpaTHUAT NbT

Ha M.

IIpocmeme mu, 4e com MaKve
O6pamen
ITem
Msbpax
3a sac obpameH e 3a meHe npas

Beuep cam seuepam, 3aedHo covc 8ac
Tosops mwnuanuso!
Yysame nu? Tyx com!

Foaopume u sue, Ho Mmoenvdume
A3 mwnua, HO 8U 2080pa

IIpocmeme mu, 4e com MaKve
O6pamen
ITem
Ms36pax
3a sac obpamen e 3a meHe npas

Yysame nu?
Hosunume

no Kanan 1

OMHOB0 3A2/LyUlasam
6e3mova8HUL MU 8UK!

Humame me ,Jloxoza”?

W enedame pascesHo npozHo3ama 3a epememo.
Ympe wie npeobnadasa...

Moemo speme

Yysame nu?
Yysame nu?

O6pamen
ITem
Ms36bpax

Ympe wie nuses
Mmo20 no-c60600H0
U ¢ mvka we 3a6pass
Bac u mosu den

M doxkamo cnywame omHo60 HoBUHUIME
A3 nak maxa 6e3mMvI8HO U4e Kpeuss

Yysame nu?
A3 360HA.
Boueneme!

IIpocmeme mu, e com MAKD6
O6pamen
ITem
Mz6bpax
3a sac o6pamen e 3a meHe npas

The wrong way

To M.

Forgive me for what I am
The wrong
Way
I chose
Wrong - for you, The right one - for me

In the evening I dine alone with you
I speak without words
Can you hear me? Yes, it’s me!

You speak too, yet you are silent
I am silent, yet I'm talking

Forgive me for what I am
The wrong
Way
I chose
Wrong - for you, The right one - for me

Can you hear me?
The night news

on “Channel 17
once again drown
my silent scream

“For how much longer?” you ask me

And absently wait to hear the weather forecast
“Tomorrow the weather will be...”

Mine!

Can you hear me?
Can you hear me?

The wrong
Way
I chose

Tomorrow I will live

In a world that is free

And with pain I will forget
About you and about today

And while you are listening the news again
I will still be screaming silently

Can you hear me?
Yes, its me

Forgive me for what I am
The wrong
Way
I chose
Wrong - for you,
The right one - for me.



MupocnaBa XpucTtoBa (aete)

Miroslava Christova (child)

A3 cbm ot byprac, Ha 24 roguHu, pogeHa

CbM Ha [E€HA Ha XeHaTa, HO Npa3HyBam uMe-
HUA CX [leH Ha AeHA Ha JeTeTo. o6Myam opaH-
XeBo 1 aa cna mHoro. NMocnegHoto obave He
obryam fa npakTUKyBam HoweM. MNpuTtexaBam
MbTEH 3HaK U Haprune, KOUTO O6MKaNAT yec-
TO CMEHALWMNTE Ce AEKOPU HA KBApPTUPUTE MMW.
Hackopo ycTaHOBUX, YUe He CbM Yesia MOBEYETO
KHUIM, KOUTO MMaM. [lJocTa CbM pa3xBbpriAHa,
HO 0b6sicCHABaM Ha MaMa, Ye ToBa e TBOpuec-
KN XaocC, B KOWTO MOHAKOra n a3 ce ryba. Ho
3a ToBa Tuxo! AKo Me cpelyHel 3abnygeHa uns3
rpaga, Unun 3akbCHABALLA 32 HAKOA NeKuusa, He
OTKa3BaM fa Me 4yepnuw 6upa, poMm, KOHSK,
MEHTa, AXKWNH, BMHO, Yaii, ropely wokonaa. Easa
TOraBa MOXeM [a 006CbAUM MNONUTUYECKUTE
MW Bb3rfean, KakTo U penmrnosHnTe Takmnea,
KaKBO MUCNSA 3a rnobanHoTo 3aTonsHe, cBe-
TOBHaTa KOHCMMPALUA, KakBa My3uKa obrnyam
n KakBu ¢unmu rnegam. Easa Torasa! A ToBa,
ye yya PpeHCKM, He O3HayaBa, Ye MoXKel Aa
MU KaXKell ,KaXkn Hewo Ha GpeHCcKN” 1 fla oYakK-
Ball HAMCTUHA Aa ro HanpasA.

I am from the city of Bourgas, 24 years old,
born on the Women'’s Day, but | celebrate my
Name Day on the occasion of the Children’s
Day. | love the orange colour and | am a long
sleeper. The latter, however, | do not exercise
at night. | possess a road sign and a hookah
and they go about the often changing scen-
eries of my rooms. Recently, | discovered |
have not red most of the books | have. | am
quite messy, but | tell my mother this is but a
creative chaos, where at times | too get lost.
But hush about this! If you meet me wander-
ing about cross the city, or in late for some
lecture, | would not decline you from treating
me with beer, rum, cognac, mint liqueur, gin,
wine, tea, hot chocolate. It is just then that we
can discuss my political, as well as religious
views, what | think about the global warm-
ing, the world conspiracy, what music | love
and what movies | watch. Just then! And the
fact that | study French does not mean you
can tell me “tell me something in French”, and
then expect me to really do it.



BueHcKko Koneno

Buaax a fo BueHckoTo Koneno. [lbpxelue po3oB 3axapeH
NaMyK 11 C TpU NPbCTA KbCalle 0T Hero. BATbpbT pasnunasa-
LUe KOCaTa it U HAKOJIKO KNuypa nonaJHaxa Bbpxy Nnenkasute
il ycTHU. TA ce 3acMA. He MoXKeLle Aa Me BUAYW Ha onalukaTa
3a OuneTy, 3alL0TO CTbHLETO CBETELUe B OYUTE i, HO 32 TOBA
MbK a3 MOXeX fia BUAA 3NaTUCTUTE KOCbMYETa N0 pblieTe .
[lanu 1 T4 yakalLe HAKOW Aa Kynu BuUNeTH 3a BUEHCKOTO Kone-
no? [lo HeA HAMaLLe HUKON, eiVH Npa3eH KPbl, OKONO KOWTO
LyMeLLe XaoCbT Ha cbboTa cnefobes. lanu owe A e cTpax ot
BMCOKO? [Mepale ronaMoTo KOneno, KOeTo TOUHO Cnupalie
3aBbpTaHeTo cu. CMNHO U3CKDbpLA M XOpaTa OT JONHNUTE Ka-
OuHKKM 3amoyHaxa Aa cm3art. [lpyru ce kausaxa. lpu fobwp
KbCMeT MOAT pejl NpeAcToeLLe Ced NofoBuH yac. lToHe Taka
nuwewe Ha buneta. CKOPO BCMUKM YaKaly 3a KOAE0TO U3-
ye3Haxa BbB BUCOKOTO.

lToMHA A BUHATK OrpAHA 0T CTbHLE M TOraBa ounTe i CTa-
Baxa munasu. [loHAKora, cbBcemM 61130 A0 Hed, TO3M LBAT Me
nnawewe — Kato Hebe ¢ npubnuxasaa 6ypa n 3adpopms-
LK ce CBeTKaBULM. AKO MHOTO AbATO rnefax, nouTy ycewax
XNagHUA MOABX U MUPUCA Ha 030H. Ho CibHLETO, TO31 MbT
NCTUHCKOTO, Me BpblLUALLIEe KbM PeanHoCTTa U ounTe it npuao-
61Baxa HOPMaNHNA U LUBAT — CMHN. [TOMHA 0uNTE il U CYTPUH,
CbHeHa, Miraila 6bp30, A0KaTo Me GUKCMpa u ce ycMmiuxHe. B
Te31 HAKONKO CeKyHAM (TaBaxa 6ypeHoCHo CuHu.

bewe cBbplMAA ¢ NamyKa 1 cera M3XBbpAALLe NpbyKaTa
B €[]HO NPenbiHeHO Kowwye. BHuMaTenHo A Hanbxa B efiHa
byTunka, 3a Aa He napgHat 6oknyum. Bce owe 6bewe cama,
He ce orneXjaLle 3a HUKOTO 1 Ce MONeX Taka [ia CU OCTaHe.
Monex ce u na He Me 3abenexu. Xapecsalue Mmu camo a3 fa
A HabnogaBam ot auctaHuna. EgHa menogua me pascea u
A u3rybux ot nornen. bewe natepHa, KoATO eAUH KpacuB u
BMCOK MBX CbC CEPUO3HO M3pakeHne BbpTele. [Medalwe B
NPOCTPaHCTBOTO MAN Npe3 XopaTa W BbpTelue. Mpen Hero ce
CNPA MOMYEHLe Ha 2-3 TOAUHN U TO 3AMHA C OTBOPEHA y(Ta
1 neko n3nneseH esuk. Maitka My foige Aa cu ro npubepe.
My3ukata ce neewe 6aBHO 1 Ce CMecBaLLe C paguo XuToBeTe
0T NaBUNMOHA 3a buneTn. 3anoyHax Aa A TbPCA AUCKPETHO C
nornes. He cmeex ia M3nA3a 0T NPUKPUTUETO C1 B CAHKATA Ha
naBuioHa. MponeTHUAT BATHP HOCELle apoMaTa Ha LibdHa-
NN AbPBeTa HaoKono.

MomHa, ye NOUMUAT I LUBAT belle 3eNeHNAT U UMaLle
BCAKAKBYM ApeXM, LWAN0BE, YaHTU 1 CyBeHUpU B 3eneHo. 0T
0HOBa Xy0aBOTO 3€N1€H0, NeKO TbMHOTO, TPEBHOTO, UpNaHA-
CkoT0. be3 aa e HaTpanumso. Knouoabpatenar it bewe ge-
TenuHa. Ta3n neka MaHNA MU HanoMHsLLEe eHOBPEMEHHO Ha
31ma 1 nponeT. He obnyalue 3umata u ctyaa. lpegnountawe
Ja e Tonno u CbHYeBo. W pa3bupa ce, 3eneHo. Paznucreaiyo
Ce, apOMaTHO, NPONETHO M CTBbHLETO Aa Hanuya pyconAgata
il KoCa 1 [a 3Hae, ye CKOPO Lue e Bpeme 3a CaHAanu 1 KbCu
naHTanoHku. MpeaBKycBalle NATOTO U AbATATE AHW 1A HOCe-
Xa WACTMETO HAa MOBeYe CJTbHLE, MO-MANKo ApPeXu U TeH Ha

pbkasu. lpe3 nponeTTa HUKHEXa NOMMKTE il XKBATU LBETA
— MUH3YXapu, HApLUUCK U HAKOe PARKO XbATo nane. Beeku
JLeH Ha MbT 33 BKbLLM il KynyBax LBETA, a Mpe3 eceHTa il Hocex
XBATU CTbHYEBM NINCTA, 3a Aa He TbryBa MHOIO NO NATOTO.

Bupax A Ha eiHO OT cTpen6uLaTa ¢ NOLWEHN UTPAUKN U
ManKK HeHYXHN Helwa. Lienewe ce gbAro npeaun BCEKN U3C-
Tpen, HO HUTO BEAHDBX He YNyun Mankata Touka B LieHTbpa
Ha muweHata. Mocne TpbrHa Kbm OabcKawmuTe ce Komny-
Ku 1 cnpa aa nornena. He 3Haex fanu ucka Aa ce Kauum uiu
npeanounTalle fa HabniofaBa CMeeLLMTe Ce XOPa Ha PoHa Ha
yXKacHaTa My3uka. A3 cMATax Aa e Kaua Cnej Kato CnA3a ot
BMEHCKOTO KOMENo, HO cera ce paskonebax. Tam T4 MoxeLue
Fia Me Buau 6e3 gopu a3 aa A 3abenexa, unu MbK no-nnawe-
L0TO — Aa 3acedem norneau. Kakpo Le Hanpasu T4, Kak e
pearupam a3? YcmuBKa, NoAMIHaBaHe, N03/ipaB, Koe?

MomHs, ye cu Kynux NuXxKama, 3a Ja il AaBam cTapata cu,
KOraTo npecnupaile y Hac. Taka ce ¢gobux ¢ nmxama ¢ mos
NobUM UBAT — OpaHXeB, a TA NONYUM C HeilHUA — 3efieH, U’
0AXMe [10BONHW. )l BUHArK onakoBaLue NoapbLuTe 3a MeH B
OpaHXeBa XapTua. A BefHbX Oelle BNA3Na B CTaATa Mi, f0-
KaTo Me HAMano, nokpuna mebenute ¢ HaiinoH u 6oaaucana
CTeHuTe B TO3M LBAT. He MoXeX a NoBAPBaM, Ye e Hanpasi-
N1a BCUUKO CbBCEM CaMa.

06uyaLue MankuTe CE30HHN NNOJOBE — YepelunTe B Kpas
Ha Maii, AroguTe Npe3 KHM 1 INCKUTe ManuHKu. A a3 obuuax
[a il T nojaBam B ycTaTa W ia HabnioaaBam Kak ycTHuTe it
uepBeHeAT, 10KaTO LiANaTa Cuae 1 e KUKOTU, @ MOUTE NpbC-
T Ca NONenHanu B cnafgbk cok. Korato He bewwe ce3oHa, ce
3apexJalle ¢ YepBeHM apoOMaTHIA CBELLW, a 1 a3 i Hocex Mo
HAKOA 33 BCeKM Cyyail.

Jloiige MoAT pea 3a BUEHCKOTO Koneno. Ta bewe focTa-
TBYHO Janeye W TpbrHax CbC 3abbp3aHn Kpauku. bewe me
(Tpax Ja 3anoyYHa fia ce Ornexzam, a 1 ToBa 6axa Hali-MHOro
neTaeceT MeTpa Bce nak. Hapeaux ce ¢ jpyrute xopa Ha onaiu-
KaTa. Yy ce 0THOBO M3CKbPLBaHe Npu 3abaBAHETO Ha ABUXe-
HWeTO 1 MbpBaTa kabuHKa ce onpasHu. [lBuxexme ce Hanpen.
[36bpcax noTTa 0T Y4enoTo cu. Yctata Mu Helue npecbxHana,
HO HAMalLlUe BpeMe Aa X0AA 3a Bofa. Kaunx ce n cnoxux npep-
Ma3HNA KoNaH CbC 3aTBOPeHN oyl KabuHKaTa My BCe olLie He
noternAwe Harope. Torasa A BuAAX. (ToeLue B KpaA Ha onaLu-
KaTa 1 rnejalle NpaBo B MeH. YCeTux nynca Ha CbpLeto mMu
B rbpiioTo. A TA e ycMUxHa neko. 3anionax ce. Kabunkara ce
31014 BbB Bb3AyXa. 3anoyHax Aa ce uguram. fMornegHax
Harope. BueHckoto Koneno 6ewwe ocnenutento bano.



Ferries wheel

| saw her at the Ferris wheel. She was holding pink candy
floss and three of her fingers were engaged in taking chunks of
it. The wind was ruffling her hair and few strands laid themselves
over her moisty lips. She laughed. She could not see me at the
ticket's queue for the sun was blinding her, but | was able to see
the blonde microscopic hairs on her arms. Was she also waiting
for someone to buy tickets for the Ferris wheel? There was no one
around her, an empty circle, around which the hum of a Saturday
morning was singing its tune. Is she still afraid of heights? She
was watching the big wheel which was just coming to a standstill
from its spin. The wheel squeaked and the people from the lower
seats started climbing off. Others were climbing on. If | was lucky,
my turn, | estimated, was to come in about half an hour time. At
least that is what the ticket shoed. Soon all of the people who
were waiting had embarked on the wheel ride high up in the sky.

| always remember her being bathed in the sunlight when
her eyes used to become purple. Sometimes, when | found
myself very close to her this color frightened me — it was like
a sky hiding in itself a nearing storm and lightning lurking to
come out and strike. If  would hold my gaze for too long | could
almost smell the puff of wind and smell of ozone. But the sun,
this time the real one, would always bring me back to reality
and her eyes would return to their normal color — blue. | re-
member her eyes in the mornings, when she was sleepy, blink-
ing fast until she was able to focus her gaze on me and smile. In
these few second her eyes used to turn into stormy blue.

She had finished with the candy floss and was now busy
depositing the naked stick in the overflowing rubbish bin. She
carefully stuck it into an empty bottle so that the rest of the rub-
bish doesn't fall out. She was still by herself, she wasn't looking
around as if expecting anyone and | prayed it remained that
way. | also prayed she did not notice me. | only liked it when |
was watching her, from a distance. A tune playing distracted me
and | lost her for a moment. It was a hurdy-gurdy being played
by a handsome, tall man, with the greatest of seriousness. He
was staring through space or through the people and was play-
ing. Alittle boy of 2 or 3 years of age stopped in front of him and
gaped with an open mouth and slightly stretched out tongue.
His mother came to take him away. The music had a slow feel
toitand blended with the radio hits streaming from the various
pavilions and ticket stands. | started browsing with a discreet
look through the crowds for her. | did not dare come out of my
concealment in the shade of the pavilion. The spring wind was
carrying the scent of blooming trees all around me.

| remember her favourite color being green and her hav-
ing all sort of clothes, scarves, bags and souvenirs, all of them
green. It was that lovely green color, slightly dark, grassy-like,
Irish. It wasn't the intrusive, loud green. Her key holder was a
clover. This little mania reminded me of summer and winter
altogether. She did not like the cold and winter. She preferred
the warm and sunny. And of course — the green — blossoming,
scented and summer green, and her sun shining in her blond-
ish hair, and she wanted to know that soon it will be the sea-

son of shorts and sandals. She could taste the summer before
itarrived and the long days brought her happiness under more
of the summer sun, less clothes, and the tan which formed on
her arms up to the line of the sleeves of her T-shirt. Her favorite
yellow flowers would blossom in spring — saffrons, daffodils
and a rare yellow tulip. | would buy her flowers ever day on my
way home and during autumn | would bring her leaves dipped
in sunlight so she doesn’t feel sad about the summer.

I saw her at one of the shooting ranges, the ones where you
can win plush toys and small unnecessary things. She aimed for
along time before each shot, but she failed to hit the little dot in
the centre of the target. Then she started off for the little crash
cars and stopped looking for a while. I did not know if she want-
ed to climb on or did she prefer to observe the laughing people
blending with the terrible music which was playing. | planned
on climbing on myself after | had gotten off the Ferris wheel, but
now | hesitated. | could have been seen by her there, without
me even being aware of it. Or even the scarier thing — our gazes
meeting! What would she do, how would | react? A smile, an
ignorant passing-by, a greeting, what was it going to be?

| remember | had bought a pair of pajamas, so that I could
give her use my old one when she was coming over to my place.
This way | got myself a pajamas in my favorite color — orange,
and she got hers — green, and we were content. And she always
wrapped all the gifts she had for me in orange paper. And this
one time she had come into my room, while | was out and had
covered the furniture with nylon, and painted the walls orange.
[ could not believe she had done all this by herself.

She loved the tiny little seasonal fruits - the cherries
— typical for the end of May, the strawberries in June, and
the July olives. And | loved placing them in her mouth and
watching how her lips reddened, while her whole being radi-
ates and how she laughed and my fingers were all sticky with
the sweetness of the fruity juice. When the season was over
she would stock up on red aroma candles and | myself used to
bring her one or two just in case.

It was my turn on the Ferris wheel. She was far enough so
[ quickened my pace, | was afraid of looking around too much,
and besides, the distance was no more than 50 meters. | took
my turn amongst the other people in the queue. A squeaking
sound came once again from the slowing down Ferris wheel
and the first seat was now empty. We were moving forward.
| wiped the sweat off my forehead. My mouth was dry, but
there was no time to go and get water. | got on and fastened
the seat belt with my eyes closed. We were moving but my
seat was still in the lower. Then | saw her. She was standing at
the end of the queue and was looking straight at me. I felt the
beat of my heart rose up in my throat, and she smiled slightly. |
swayed and the seat swayed in the air. | started rising higher in
the air. | looked up. The Ferris wheel was blindingly white.

Translated from Bulgarian to English
by Maria Stoytcheva



Bacmn KoctoB

Vasil Kostov

Bb3nuTtaH oT npaBunaTta Ha [emoKkpauuAaTa,
CbM MpeKapan AeTCTBOTO CU MO 3anpalleHnuTe
ynmum Ha Hawata muna CoduA. Kak ToBa aa He
nopoan »efaHne 3a N3KycTBo y meH? McTmHaTa
€, Ye BMHarv CbM MMan akTBHa apT CcTpaHa, buno
TO M3pa3siBalla ce B N3006Pa3nTENHO N3KYCTBO,
My31Ka, Moe3u1A UM NPOCTO HeLLO WapeHo.

3anoyHax fa nuwa nupuKka npeaun HAKONKO
rOAVHN 1 3a HAKOJIKO MeceLla TOBa Ce NMpeBbp-
Ha B eUH OT Han-cnagkmTe HauuHW Ja ce oT-
KbCBaM OT YykAaTa peanHocT 1 fa BAM3am B
cBosTa. Cera yya xypHanuctnka B Codnnckm
YHUBEpPCUTET, a NpoPpeCnOoHaNHo ce pa3BrBam
B cpepaTa Ha YOBELWKMUTE pecypcu. YyacTume-
TO CU B ren-necoumnckna dectmean nprvemam
KaTo CBOSl HAUMH A Kaka efgHo ronsimo ,He”
Ha TBbpAeHUATa, Ye ren Kyntypa B bbnrapus
He CblecTBYBa U efHO ouwe no-ronamo ,He”
Ha TBbPAEHMATA, Ye Yy HaC He e OKel Ja cu ren.
Boaa nbAHOUEHEH 1 WacTNnB XUBOT, KOETo A0
M3BECTHA CTEMeH € Bb3MOXHO MMEHHO 3aLL0TO
B MOSl CBAT € OKeln Aa Cu BCUYUKO.

Being educated after the rules of Democ-
racy, | have spent my childhood on the dusty
streets of our precious Sofia. How can this
bear not a desire for the arts inside me? Truly,
| have ever had my active art persona, wheth-
er expressed in painting, music, poetry or just
something motley.

| began writing verses few years ago and in
a few months time this turned out to be one
of the sweetest ways to disconnect with the
reality of others, and to enter mine. Now | am
studying Journalism in Sofia University, and
professionally | am into Human Resources. |
consider my participation in the Sofia Gay-
Lesbian Festival a way of saying a big “No” to
claims that there is no gay culture in Bulgaria
and an even greater “No” to the claim that
here being gay is not OK. | am living a com-
plete and happy life, which is partly possible
precisely because in my world it is OK to be
everything.



B [papckarta rpaguHka

Hans cu yueapa,

oymume He cnupam.

Crned nopednus opzazom,

cAKAW Me 8PDXTUMAM.

3a scuuku 0v#008€e NPONUBHU,

U Kapmu npouzpamu.

3a nobosHuUUME AHOHUMHU,
Unu Hevwymu, He8UOSTHU.

Xunsaou nu ecuuxu 6sxa,

a mosce 6U MUNUOH.

B men 3a uac u 06a xueaxa,

U 2u OMNPAUKAX C NOU4ATILOH.
IIpawsax eu u eeue b6sxa wynou,
a a3 20mosé 3a Ho6a Opama.
IIpawjax 2u 6 nakem “HenyncHu”,
6e3 mapka, 6e3 adpec, 6e3 menezpama.

IIJe me cpeusrews 8 ob6nauen cnedobeo,
Ha netixa 6 Ipadckama epadunka.
IIJe oznexcoam mo3u cesm 6e3nnooet,
KaK ce OUsm 3a 1acKa U CrMomuHkKa.
Inedaii me, ana He me npexwvceail,

He Me npespwvuULall 8 C60S NPUHL.
IToznedvm cu nax u nax uzepovuiail,
4ax 00 e2unemcKus COUHKC.

C pwue He me 2anu, nackume cu 3anasu,

He eOuH u 08ama ComM NPeoar.

Om dymume mu Kamo masoxucm wse me 6071u,
La retérica es tu arma mds letal.

Y maka me omnpamu om c60s ceam,

3a 0a 6podst u3 ce0bama cu 20NAMaA.

Y maka we 3a6pasuns meH U 15CKABUS 871K,
6e3 mapka, 6e3 aopec, 6e3 menezpama.

The City Garden

With a lighter to my lips,

my words are one with smoke.
Never had a goodnight kiss,

or the L word talk.

And all the lovers that I've had,
each one a shadow with no name.
They turned my skin into a map,
of all the times I said OK.

They were my Ones and only,

if only for an hour and a half.
Then I would send them on their way,
with nothing but a scar.

When skies are gray and blurry,

you’'ll find me in the City Garden.

As if I'm thinking of a day that’s sunny,
as if my eyes are now a burden.

Don't stop to ask me if I'm fine,

or think I can be your treasure.

Run before your world’s on fire,

Run before I bring you pleasure.

Don'’t lay your hands on me,

or I will raise my eyebrow.
Don't say you’ll always be here,
La retérica es tu arma mads letal.

I hope you’ll manage to forget me,
and you have to go so far.

I'll burn your heart! You have to leave me....

with nothing but a scar.



CenTeMBpUINCKN ADKA

Hoenowem ootide.

Cypos. Cmyden.

Hanomuu mu 3a meo.
Pasnnaxano deme,

a 8 Hezo MBI} CTIOMEH.

Cpebpomo napu kamo neo.
Tpwesa 6e3 nocoka motii Hanpeo.
Cnpe ce myx u mam,

eneda u ce numa.

“Koti ocmasu me 0a 6poost cam?
W oememo 6 mene coujo ckuma.”
Iloznednu - ob6nax e. bsn, 0vxc008eH.
Moswce 6u uje mu nomozHe.

Ana uzoasa cmoH epobosen,
UCKA € KAMUUK 0MHO080 04 Me NozZHe.
U mpwvesam, a do men demermo

a 0anu noK He e MBHBM?

Banu. He susxoa ce Hebemo.
Caxauw ucka me 0v#0vm.

Ila me 8nadee u 8owaa,

KAmo 02oH-c1a00CMPACHUK.

A nocne oywama oa usnnysa,
Ha 8BPXA KAMO YOABHUK.

M nuwo e ocmana. Camo 0ex#c0.
Hesxcen. Tonwn.

Hanomnu mu 3a me6.

ITo xoxama mu nasu Kpscm,

U 4y8am OH3U 80NBII -

napu kamo neo.

Hacmossam HAKOU 0a Mu Kaxce,
04U e He8B3MONCHO.

Ye oH3U MBI € MYk 0a MU NOKAJXe,
Ye BCOULHOCIN He e CIONCHO.
Hacmossam nakoti 0a dokaxce,

ye 8CoULHOC Oememo me 00uua.

Ho He uckam npocmo oymu 0a usxaie,

uckam 80 8exu 0a ce epuua.

September rain

The rain came down.

Hard. Cold.

It reminded me of you.

Tears in eyes so brown,

Eyes of a child, a child so old.

Silver teardrops burned his face,

yet he walked the world with grace.
"Why, did someone leave me all alone,”
sometimes he would ask.

"And the child in me so old has grown,”
and he would then turn to the world of rasp.
I'm walking with the child beside me,
or was that the man?

A cloud so white shall always guide me,
a cloud that had once made me run.
Rain - covering the sky with ashes,
shedding drops of passion and of lust.
It’s as if I am seduced by flashes,

it’s as if I'm gonna drown in dust.

And there’s no one else to listen to. Just rain.
Tender. Warm.

It reminded me of you.

My skin so wet is full of pain,

and it’s growing like a storm,

giving me a fading scent - of you.

I demand that someone speaks,

that someone gives me faith.

The man in me I don’t believe,

the love in me is fake.

I demand that someone reaches out,
and mends the broken heart in me.
I demand they throw him out,

and let my soul be love-free.

And the rain came down... hard, cold.
It reminded me of you.

Translated by the author



Aunmana VBaHoBa e pofeHa npe3 1979 1. B
rpag BapHa. lNMpe3 2003 r. ce gunnomupa B Co-
bUNCKNA yHMBEPCUTET KaTo MarmctTbp-punonor
C ABe cneumnanHocTy — cflaBaHCcKa dunonoruna ¢
npodun yewkn esmk n nutepatypa n ¢peHcka
dunonorua. [1ea nbT € HOCUTEN Ha HarpagaTa 3a
MaaM YellKy NpeBofayun ot KoHKypca ,llo cTbn-
KuTe Ha lpurop JleHKoB", opraHu3unpaH ot Yeww-
Kuna ueHTbp B Codma — npe3 2002 r. 3a NpeBOA Ha
pa3ka3a “Kanokaratma” Ha OpaHTuwek [enHep un
npes 2006 r. 3a NpeBoA Ha Noe3unA Ha KaTepXuHa
PynueHkoBa, Jlynsa HosakoBa, Pagek Manuin n
Papgek Opugpmx. MNpe3 2006 r. e npreTa 3a pego-
BEH JOKTOPAHT MO CpPaBHUTENHO NUTePaTypoO3-
HaHne Kbm WHCTMTYTa NO KOMMNapaTMBUCTMKA
KbM KaTegpata no yeluka nurepatypa 1 teopus
Ha nuTepatypata Ha Ounocodpckua dpakynTteT Ha
Kapnosusa YHusepcuter B lNpara. MNuwe ancepra-
LA BbpXY NOe3nATa Ha YeLLKNA AeKaeHC B CpaB-
HuTeneH acnekr. [pe3 2008 r. cneyenBa KOHKYpPC
KbM WHCcTUTYTa No cnaeuctuka,AH CraHncnas”Ha
CnoBalka akagemusa Ha HaykuTte B bpatucnasa
3a yyxgecTpaHeH JOKTOPaHTCKU NpoeKT. ABTop
€ Ha peauua cTaTum 1 n3csieBaHnaA ot obnactra
Ha CPaBHUTENHOTO NIMTepaTypO3HaHe Ha Obi-
rapckn 1 4YewKkn e3uk. PegoBeH CbTpyQHMK e Ha
YEeLIKOTO efIeKTPOHHO cnuncaHve wwwi.iliteratura.
Cz B pybpuKaTa 3a 6bnrapcku KHuru. ima ny6nu-
KyBaHUW CTUXOBE BbB BeCTHUUUTe JlumepamypeH
s8ecmHuK 1 CJ1080mo OHec N eNeKTPOHHUTE N3Aaa-
HuA Jlumkny6 v Public Republic.

JdrmaHa ViBaHoBa

Dimana lvanova

Dimana Ivanova was born in 1979 in Var-
na. In 2003 she has graduated as a MA phi-
lologist from Sofia University in both Slavic
Studies (with a minor in Czech Studies) and
French Literary Studies. She is a two-times
winner of the young Czech translators com-
petition Following the Steps of Grygor Lenkov,
organized by the Czech Cultural Center in So-
fia — in 2002 for her translation of Frantisek
Gellner’s story “Kalokagatya” and in 2006
for her translations in poetry of Katefina
Rudcenkovd, Luisa Novakova, Radek Maly
and Radek Friedrich. In 2006 she enrolled as
a regular PHD student in Comparative Liter-
ary Studies at the Institute of Comparative
Studies, a unit of the Department of Czech
Literature and Theory of Literature in the Fac-
ulty of Philosophy, Carlow University, Prague.
Her PHD project concentrates on Czech deca-
dencein comparative perspective.In 2008 she
has won the Jan Stanislav Institute of Slavic
Studies Prize for foreign student’s project at
the Slovak Academy of Sciences in Bratislava.
She authored a number of articles and stud-
ies in comparative literary studies in both Bul-
garian and Czech language. Dimana is also a
regular contributor to the Bulgarian books
section in the Czech e-zine www.iliteratura.
cz. She has published poetry in the Bulgarian
Literaturen Vestnik and Slovoto Dnes and the
e-zines Litclub and Public Republic.



KenaHue

HYckam 0a me onnema 6 Kocume cu,
0nakoeam 6 Koxama cu,

U HAXTIY3A 6BPXY NPBCMA CU,

KAmo paxa om eeHuasieH NPoCmeH.

Bux ucxkana Benmasa 0a npecoxte

unu dokpaii 0a usmouju sooume cu

100 100KaMa Ha Hauume Henanus,

a eedep UBeMHU CoOHUULA 0a NPOPOKYEaAm
neisaxcume Ha 6csAK0 Haule 6voeuse.

Hckam 0a me obnexa 6v6 ysemoseme cu
nodo6Ho nucm 6 nanumpama Ha Myxa,

a ycmuume MU 8cAKa HOW, 0a pazuepmasam
no nanupyca Ha Kpacueomo mu msuo
Hau-mpaiHo memnepupanume napmumypu
kamo Ha J]eopucak 6 HomHama mempaoxa.
Hckam 0a me 6uds Kak ce CKIAHAU

606 NPUCMDNA HA METAHXOIUS,

806 KbCama cu, puncosa nonUu4Ka

om napanemume Ha mocma JIondox Bpudxc.
Omomaii me 6 meoume npezpvoxu

Kamo 8 xamax, om Kotimo Hama cmasatel...
bux uckana da 86u0s Kax maxuyyea

Hebemo HAo 110606HOMO HU NONHNIEAHE.

Desire

I want to weave you in my hair,

pack you in my skin,

slip you on my finger,

like a wound from a wedding ring.

Id like Vitava to dry up

or utterly exhaust its waters

under the boat of our desires,

and night time colorful dreams to predict
the landscapes of each of our futures.
Id like to dress you in my colors

like a leaf in Muha’s palette,

and my lips each night to draw

on the papyrus of your beautiful body
well-tempered scores

from Dvortdk’s music notebook.

I want to see you bowing

in the onslaught of melancholy,

in your short, ribbed skirt

from the rails of London Bridge.
Wind me in your hugs

as in a hammock there is no getting out of!...
Id like to see how the sky dances
above our loving swing.



NokaHa 3a 6aua

4N euoax Hoso Hebe u Hosa 3ems,
Ha koumo yapyseaxa npagdamal”

OmkposeHue om Wloar bozocnos

Ob6aou mu ce om Amepuka

u Kasa:

- llememo cu 3auenax cam-camal
Om 6v30yxa,

6ce ouje 671axeH om 0vxa HA OKeaHa,
om 8sMwpa, No KOUmo mu udnpamu
uenysxu,

necHu,

aueenu,

u nmuyu,

nucMa Kkamo mazudecku Kvabema,

8 KOUMO ce 0271ex#0a

nobosma Hu.

Ena npu men!

BowpHu ce He3abasHo!

Lememo uma Hyxoa om 6aual

W mpweeam as kom meb, kamo Cusug,
Kamepsi ce

1o Hepeume om NvHHU 65P6U,

c pasmeopenu povue, kamo Pasnamue,

a3 banancupam no 6viemo Ha exeamopa,
npocmpsin mexoy Espona u Amepuxa
npawemo om yxauuu, 6enu obnayu
10006HO YUCO HOBU, 0eMCKU OPEUIKU.
ITon35, coc MBKA, MeHKa Kamo panuua,
U ¢ paHuya Kamo 2epbuLa, NBAHA

C Xaénuu, 61y3Ku, namnepcu u KHUu2U -
a3, kocmeHypkama, usespberna om Epoca
Ha écuvKume HecOBOHAMU HeNaHUS,
nwA3sS KoM meb, momuye om Amepuxa,
kamo kem Hosama sems

Ha éeuHocmma Hu!

Invitation for a father

“And | saw a New sky and a New land,
which were governed by truth!”

Revelation by Apostle John

She called from America

and said:

“I conceived my child alone!”
From the air,

still wet in space,

caught by the ocean’s breath,
the wind through which you sent me
kisses,

songs,

angels,

and birds!

Letters, like alchemical globes,
into which stares

our love!

Come to me!

Come back immediately!

The child needs a father!

And I set off to you, like Sisyphus,

I climb

along the umbilical nerves,

with arms open like a crucifixion,

I balance on the rope of the Equator,
hung between Europe and America,

the laundry of fragrant, white clouds,

like brand-new baby clothes,

with blankets of azure and passion!

I crawl with sorrow, heavy as a backpack,
and a backpack, like a hump, full

of towels, shirts, diapers and books -

I, the turtle, hunched by Eros

from all unfulfilled desires,

I crawl towards you, a girl from America,
as if towards the New land

of our eternity!

Translated from Bulgarian to English
by Katerina Stoykova-Klemer



MapTunH 3naTteB

Martin Zlatev

MapTtunH 3nateB e pogeH npe3 1982 r. B Martin Zlatev was born in 1982 in Sofia.
Coduma. Wma wuspapeHn pBe ctuxocbupkm Heisthe author of two poetry books - Paren-
- Ckoba (Makpoc, 2005) n Implosion (Makpoc, thesis (Macros, 2005) and Implosion (Macros,
2007 r.). 2007).
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Cu Hati-meHeH,
K02amo cKno48aul Cympur 6ocume cu Kpaka
0KO0JI0 mopca mu.

Cxocanume coc 300U U naney, cpebvpHU 0NAK0BKU
cobupame 6 MemanHa KUMaicka Kymus

¢ mycmakamu 0pakoHu

om buckeumu Ha matika mu,

om uepeH uati npeou mosa.

Hamepu me

8vMmpe HAKBOe.

Cobupaw cHse ¢ eonu poue,

Moxkpu punmpu 3a Kage

U noenHana no 4enomo NOMHa Koca.
Tuuan cu.

IJe ce onumaui 0a obenuwm s6saxama,
6e3 0a souzaul HO¥a,

U wie nocmasuui cnupaneHama o66usxka
8BPXY KOpema Mul.

Mpass me Hatl-MHO20,

K02amo cu HeuLo noseqe om MsAn0Mo Cu.
byuuyu npecm uma masu How, no wapwagpume,
Hamepu me HAKDOe

gvmpe 8 msax,

no-Hasvmpe, HAKBOE NO-HABBIMPE.

* X%

You are most mortal
when you are enclosing
your bare feet

around my torso.

Tored down silver packings,
we gather in a metal box with
moustached dragons

filled before with cookies of your mother and

with black tea.
Find me
somewhere inside.

You pile up snow with your bare hands,

wet filters of coffee

and sweaty hair gluing on the forehead.

You have been running.

You will try to peel

the skin of the apple
without removing the knife,
you will put the spiral

on my belly.

I hate you the most when you are
something more than your body.

There were lumps of soil

this night within our bed sheets,
find me somewhere inside,
inside, somewhere more inside.



KpaAaT Ha cBeTa

PpoKasume mu ca HANOeHU ¢ OMpPoBHa C/IHOHKA

u3ewpuiealiKu 0v0v71 pucmune 6 ycmama mu,
nonuma Kax Mu e umemo

u a3 20 Kasax
mebe 65X npu cebe cu, K020mMo He 65X NO3HABAT
npoowvnxasaxme 0a enadysame

mu oceemu KyxXuHume Ha X7IAOUAHUKA
HO Hamepuxme camo auueu

8 e0Ha NPA3HA Kymus om nuua Ha nooa
noMpwBOHA ymupausa 6:1a meuxka

noenedHax npes nposopeud,
Kotimo e oz2nedano,

0CesTHO € UepynKu:

Kpasm Ha céema

HAKOU Me 8UKA, HAKOU Me 8UKA

MU HUKO02a He npexuss moaa,
Koemo mu NPpUHUHUX CoC CMbpmma cu

®oTorpadpuna

Tanomo mu,
noeznedHamo omeope,
3amucHamo

kamo

uepeH Kopab

8 apkmukama

Ha npezpvokama mu.

The end of the world

your sleeves are soaked with toxic saliva

doing double fisting in my mouth
you asked me what is my name

and I said it
I was you by myself whom I have not known
we went on starving

you illuminated the hollows of the fridge
and we found only lichen

in an empty pizza box on the floor
stirred a dying polar bear

I saw through the window
that is a mirror:

the end of the world

somebody’s calling me
somebody’s calling me

you never survived
what I did to you
with my death.

Photography

Your body

seen from above
stuck

like a black ship
in the arctic

of my embrace.

Translated by the author



Emun XpucrtoB e pogeH npes 1983 r. B Co-
¢buAa. ABTop e Ha noetmyeckata KHura Akea-
puym (Makpoc, 2007) n e neyenun HAKONKO
HaUWOHaNHMW noeTnyeckn Harpagu. CTuxoT-
BOPEHMATa My Ca BK/IIOYBAHM B aHTONOMNM Ha
aBCTPUNCKKM, 6bATapCKK, XbPBATCKN, HEMCKU 1
CNIOBEHCKM e3uun. B momeHTa pabotun no BTO-
paTa cu KHura, o3arnaseHa [lodxooauwo mano.

Emun Xpucton

Emil Christov

Emil Christov was bornin 1983 in Sofia. He
is the author of a collection of poems entitled
Aquarium (Macros, 2007) and the winner of
several national prizes for poetry. His poems
have been included in Austrian, Bulgarian,
Croatian, German and Slovenian anthologies.
He is currently working on his second poetry
book entitled A Proper Body.



Uunaunpg

Ha AnsH TiopuHe

Bce cougusam konanc Ha KnemsuHoO pasHuL4e,
COU40MO PABHOOYULLE

npu U3pUHAHemo Ha umeHama e nopeouya:
Esa Bpayn, Pacnymun, Ivopune,

Xumnep, Kapomwpc, Xumnep, Tiopune.

Ilocnednusm e mo3u, 6 K020mo ce 6711066am —
Hepaspeuium anzopumosm, penemuyus

no 6ubneiicku ctoxcem ¢ omep3umenet Kpat,
6 KOLimo me u3zoHeéam om aoa

UnU Mu nopacmeam yuyu.

VI cu uskycumern, u cu u3Kkyce.

byHrano

Tosa, koemo Hapuuam nenHo be3sempue
(noesusima omcocmaa,

KAKMO K02amo ce 1106UM HA NAKA No C8eMI0)
Neuume nadam nepneHouKyIApHo

U HeymMecmHo 3a omoepadus,

wampama Ha cunu u 6enu patiemad, onycmoueHa
OM CYXUs 8AMBP U NPEKOMEPHOMO CIIBHUE,
godama 6 baceiina, NOKpuma c uc-

ma u myxu, moea e Kpasim

Ha Hezo8ust KypopmeH ce30H. Pas-

oanama npubnuxasa 6aéHo

KAMmo nyKco3Ha 6sa sixma —

C UMA-HAMA 084 MOPCKU 83end,

HANBIHO 00CMAMBUHU 04 YBUCHEM.

Cyanide
To Alan Turing

Always the same collapse on cell level,
the identical indifference

when saying the names in series:

Eva Braun, Rasputin, Goring,
Himmler, Carothers, Hitler, Turing.

The last one is the one I fall in love with:

poser, rehearsal

on a biblical story with a worthless end

in which they out you from hell or you grow tits -
seduced and seducer at the same time.

Bungalow

That which is known as a dead calm

(the poetry is absent, just like when

we make love on the beach in the daylight):
the sunbeams fall perpendicularly

and inappropriately for photography;

the tent in blue and white stripes, devastated
by the dry wind and the excessive sun;

the water in the pool, covered

with leaves and flies -

this is the end of his holiday season.

The parting approaches slowly

like a luxurious white yacht

at not more than two sea knots —

enough for us to remain hanging.



Papocr

Cougomo 6v00yuiesneHue

KAmo 6 MuHymume, 6 KOUMo nenepyoama
HANYCKA KYXUS XUMUH HA KaKasuoama,
cmauKkanume yenoParenu Kpunya

ce U3nNwveam nvCKABU,

punume énacunku 0obusam yesm

U ce epynupam 6 uapxa.

Taxa eenuuecmeero npomuua
HUBUMENTHUAM MY COK

8 MeH.

MuH26UH

Teprkanam kamvKa, Koumo He e Atiye,
no 2na3upanus cKi0H Ha AHmapkmuka
(mouno cned Amasonus, 6 Kpas

Ha 300napka).

Ia pasneps nepku u 0a numua

e aHmunpupooHo — 006pe ckpoeH
e ppakem mu, HO wie ce cuenu
om HanwvHa.

Jupusxcupam xamoeka, usnpaseH 0a e.

Hacpeo opxecmpunama, 20namomo cop,e6uU0Ho
e3epo, CIMpoeHu NOUMEHHO — npeOuLHUme

MU KAMBHU.

Joy

The same ardour

as in the moments, when the butterfly
leaves the hollow chitin of the pupa -
the crumpled cellophane wings
stretch silkily,

the sheer pappus gain colour

and group into patterns.

So augustly runs

his life-giving juice

deep into me.

Penguin

I roll the stone which is not an egg,
on the glazed slope of the Antarctic
(right after Amazon - at the end
of the zoo).

To spread my fins and fly away

is against nature - my tailored
dress-coat would rip along the seams
if strained.

I conduct the stone to stay erect.

In the middle of the orchestra, the vast
heart-shaped lake, arranged by names -
my previous stones.

Translated by the author



Cranumup MNaHamoTtoB. e pofeH npe3 1982 .
B CnueeH. 3aBbpwun e ¢unocodpua B Co-
bUICcKMA yHMBepCUTET, B MOMEHTA € CTYAEeHT
B MarmcTbpckarta nporpama no éunocodpus un
gender nscnegBaHna B IHCTMTYTa 3a coyman-
HW 1 XyMaHUTapHu Haykn ,EBpo-bankaH” B Cko-
nue, MakegoHusa. Mybnukyean e cBou CcTaTum
B Pa3NIMuYHU KYNTYPHU M HAaYYHU NEPUOANYHM
n3paHua B bbnrapua, MakegoHua, XopBaTtua u
Aap. Pabotn B 06nactuTe Ha KOHTUHEHTaNHaTa
¢nnocodums n queer n gender ncnenBaHua-
Ta. [NbpBaTta My noetnyecka KHura boe vs. F31
npenctou ga nsnese npes 2010 .

CraHumump llaHaoTOB

Stanimir Panayotov

Stanimir Panayotov was born in 1982 in
Sliven. He graduated in Philosophy from Sofia
University and is now a graduate student in
Philosophy & Gender Studies at the Institute
of Social Sciences and Humanities Euro-Balkan
in Skopje, Macedonia. Stanimir has written ar-
ticles for various cultural periodicals and jour-
nals in Bulgaria, Macedonia, Croatia, etc. He
works in the areas of continental philosophy,
queer and gender studies. His first poetry
book named God vs. F31 is due in 2010.



Cbpue oT uepBen

NpoHU38aH cped uLybpaxa HouLeH eocm
Haoduea 601l KPenycKynApHUImM my 6o
Kogpax 3a eOHOKAMePHO Copue

moil Kpaueuie no yruuHuUme KOpudopu
moti xo0euie u3 (2ppp)adckume moanemuu
moii musieeuie 3a ncemama-mopealopu

Mu aemoaceuKc ¢ noenHan 0eHum
mu acmponpace KonHeeu0 3a CnuH
mu uepeeil ePUNIUB C HeHda U deyd
a3 nymnan neHmsii He deme a 6auia

Meos HeHa - npunexceH Ho Hena
meoii pob - xomocekcyaneH cum
meoe a3 - Heoocmuzau, Y-6auia
meoti X - Oepuyumna acmpana

CBUHSA: llepodanm, Komema, xne3a

as a3 apxu-po6
nomeHUUo-muxKpoo
cepeo-xunomanamyc
nces00-HoCMpaoamyc

eOuUHCMBeH a3 CoM HepHa 0yNKa 3a Copyerno mu
om yepeeu KOUMo uie npuema He 0a Xpans

wie 2u npeznemMHAa 0a nNoLezHAM MoPMEU

HO He 8 6e3/1100HAMA MU amMu2oana

HO He 8 CNUPANOBUOHUME NILYMOA0PMU
6post 2u. me ca crenu. NApasoeHHU KOXOPMU.

npouLasam um ve umar eOHOKaMepHu copua,
HO Ha meb He, meb me ocmasam 0a y3HAeud, e

HOKMIOpeH CoM, HO He CoM HOUima
acmepoubeﬂ CoM, HO He U KoneJjie
aHaneH cem, HO He CoM mu 6&1/{46!

Kamo Kowmap 6 Hatl-nowama mu HOU4 CoMm
HO He CoM Houima

NOMHU Ye nmulume He uie 0a omaemam
HA U3MOK OMm napui

A heart of worms

pierced amid nightly thick coppice
his crepuscular species sets a howl
a casing for one-ventricular heart

he stalked over the street corridors
he went in the urrrbanworld toilets
he pined for the scampy toreadors

you wearing sticky denim autoasphyx

you man are the HIV-craving astropig
you caring married conjugal & wormy
me fidgety loafer not a kid but a daddy

your matron - diligent yet fem
your slave - a homosexual son
your self - insufficient Y-dad

your X - too scarce and astral

a piggy: a hierophant, a comet, a gland

oh me arche-slave

the potentio-microbe
a servo-hypothalamus
a pseudo-nostradamus

uniquely me a black hole of your heart made
of worms which I will clasp but not to breed

I will gulp and lodge them dead down
and not into my deserted amygdale

and not inside my helical plutoaortas

I count them, blind, paramartial cohorts.

I pardoned them for having

the one-ventricular hearts
of theirs, but you I did not,

you are left to know that

I am nocturnal, but I am not the night
I am asteroidic, but I am not a bastard
I am also anal, but I am not your dad

I am the nightmare in the worst of your nights
yet not the night

remember that red birds are not to fly out
in the east of paris



Bepurmu B HebGecaTa

»~He xanu pskama, koamo me xparu.”
K. Osmosis / SPK

as e 6puq u mu 6 6puy

moti Koxama gunupa

He 3HAenU YMUPanu mymupanu

6 CTMeHU 0 XUnA0u 200UHU a

6 MAX yXUNEHUMe MyCKyIU

ca KOHMpaxupany MUHA6anU
yHUBANU manemume ca NiAKAIU

skinboi, 6ewe nu speme koeamo

¢ HUKAK®D6 CNOMeH npasexme

cexc, HeHy#HU Oeya, nuexme li

N0C serox epvOHayume npasu
6n1vcKaxme 0 Heo6e3noKoeHU CrmeHy oi

skinheadboi 6nvckam pebpama
me3u myxau ¢ npucmex

me3u myxnu ca ceHKku 8
copuama Hu HAM e KOLancom

dobpe skin oi ycmama omeapam ycmama
wezama Ha 602a e 006podemern U3 ycmu
HA MYXTIU 6 CeHU: eOUH NPAK ceudemern

omeaps epamama:

0a nozosopum dokmope da

xatide 00Kmope 3HAM cU MU CU
00KmMop onaceH 0a um pasKaiem
uepama uzpama Ha 60e 0a NPUKAIOUU
ceea 3au40mo camu Ha 602 cmenanama
wie causam no Hauama cmonoa

no Hes epec u cnepma ce 6opam
8 ppkama — om myxaume Hanpeo

npenyckam om cmeHume éepuzume
oony a3 ob6naKwvmen 6vpXxy CroKI0MO
eope 6v30yxa A30UWL NPenycKa

om Hebemo KoM aHyca Mu Cmpensm
HAKAKEU ANIeKCAHOPULICKU MPBLOIHUUU 4 MU
YMULUTIEHO NPONYCKAL U 2A7TULL HA 1ME/I0MO
cmebnomo - neHKApcKusm epeben

uepeeHume momuema 2u obecsam
npexanexo 0%120 ca ce uenysaiu
U Mepcysanu Coec cmeHama Ha niaua

Fetters in heavens

»~Don’t bite the hand that feeds you.”
K. Osmosis / SPK

me in leathers and you in leathers

they wipe the skin to pains

we unknowing mortified mutated

in walls for thousand of years and

deep them down the smirky muscles

have contrahered passed through and
desponded while the wall-papers have wailed

skinboi, was there the time when
out of remembrance we made
sex, unneeded children, gulping li
plus serox, the upright spines
banged onto walls undisturbed oi

skinheadboi the ribs go bang
those bricks with a ridicule
those bricks are umbras in
our hearts the collapse is mute

all right skin oi the mouth I open the mouth
the jest of god is a virtue in-between mouths
of bricks in walls: there a direct eyewitness

sets open the gates:

let’s have a talk doc yes

come on doc I know it you

are hell of a doctor let’s give

them a lesson the lesson of god is to end
now for the feet of god alone will be
climbing down our ladder

over it all grease and sperm strife
into the hands - out of the bricks

the fetters gallop down the walls
below I lean elbows on the glass
above you ride the air in gallop

out of the heavens my anus is shot

by some alexandrian triangles and you
deliberately let it pass and do caress the
body’s stem - the punky mohawk

see the red boys are being hung
for too long they have kissed and
went whoring with the wailing wall



a eOHa be3pasnuuHa Komema
3aznywasa npecmpenka Ha
uepHU KAuynKu ¢ 6a7a cmeHa

8 /1ron1Kama onesea 6pu1n>m
B8UJIHEE 6141461’16?77” mu

LUCYC e0un xpucmoc He Kanu 10za”
ebeus me U npeodnazaus UMeHa Ha

Ma3u HenpoHUKHOBEHA PeBOTIOUUS
sepbysan com 8epOysaH com 00ys6am me

a mu pasmaniaul U 6u3na6aul Mu naacmmacosomo mAuo
Komemu npoxkapeam eﬂexmpoau 6 niacmmacosama mu ycma
Mu/zuapau ninaHemu uspeafcbam edHaksume cu umeHa 8 MeH
Hakasam cem 0a NPpOUIHACAM UMeHama Ha 6CUUKU XOMO3U0MU
HO HA e3UuKa Ha Morvanusume myxiau mosea € camo Ha1vaiomo

and one indifferent comet is
muffling the skirmish of
hoods in black and walls in white

the leathers strains in the swing
and your biceps is raging

“jesus oedipus christ no kali yuga”

you screw me by suggesting names

of this impenetrating revolution that now

I am recruited, I, recruited, and I put you on

and you in turn melt and sing my plastic body

and comets run electrodes past my plastic mouth

billions of planets gang-bang their names inside me

I am sentenced to spell the names of all the homozygotes
but in the silent bricks’ language this is just the beginning

Translated by the author



Hukonai AtaHacoB e pofeH npe3 1978 r.
Cnepane6bnrapcka ¢unonorua e Cobunckns
YHUBEPCUTET U aHMUNCKa NuTepartypa B bpay-
bpa Konupx, CALL. ABTOp e Ha CTUXOCOUpPKM-
Te A6wv1Kka (CBOO6OAHO MoeTnyecko obLLecTBo,
1999 r.), n3gageHa c KOHKypcC Ha Capy»>KeHuneTo
Ha 6bnrapcknte nucatenn n OpeaHu4yHu ¢op-
mu (Antepa, 2007 r.). Meyenun e HAKONKO Ha-
LUMOHaNHN Harpagu, Mexay KOUTO Harpagara
,BecenuH XaHueB” npe3 1997 r. n HarpagaTta
,OxHa Mponet” npe3 2000 r. CtnxoBeTe My ca
nyénukysaHu B CAL, AHrnua, lepmaHus, Ye-
xua, CnoseHnA, XvpBatua u ap. Npes3 2010 .
npeacTon aa nlnese Tpetata My CTuxocburpka,
nop 3arnasuve MaHugecmayus!.

Hunkonam ATaHacoB

Nikolay Atanasov

Nikolay Atanasov was born in 1978. He
has studied Bulgarian Studies at Sofia Univer-
sity and English Literature at Broward College,
USA. He is the author of two poetry books
— Apple (Free Poetic Society, 1999), which was
published after the poetic competition of the
Buglarian Writers’ Association, and Organic
Forms (Altera, 2007). Nikolay has won several
national prizes for poetry, among them the
Veselin Hanchev Prize in 1997 and the South
Spring Prize in 2000. His poems are published
in USA, England, Germany, The Czech Repub-
lic, Slovenia, Croatia, etc. His new book, en-
titled Manifestation!, is due in 2010.



Kost om me3u 2payuo3nu 2opzoHu
Kpenu Haii-6esynpeunama KopoHa?

Bacunuca

Ilpackosna

e He3eMHA MOHAXUHS

u penueusma i e mevpoe NONYIAPHA;
KopoHama ti e 6HOC, 3AULOMO € PYCKUHS,
HO pabomu 6 amepukarcka gabpural

Huxonema

Amanacosa

e HecKpuma KoHcepea -

mpyoHo npousasa u 20p0o xabu Hepsu;
3aKvpMeHa e C MIKOMO Ha be3cpamHama Knaca
u cu nada no cnadocmpacmuu neeacu!

Mapmuna

3namesa nok

npowasa 6espesepsHo

U cnoped 6cuuKU e ucmuHcka kpanuya!
Koponama ti mpsi6éa da e mH020 moOepHa,
U{OM 80DXHOBA64 NCUXOAHATUMULU!

Emunus

Xpucmosa

e 80/1HA npuHyeca -

He 1l nyKa Koi s 06u4a u Koii He;

HOCU CU C 20p0OC KOPOHAMA HA eKcleca

U e 6 Kpax ¢ Hosama mooa om manko oeme!

A Kakeo 0a Kaxem 3a ToHUCmama sUCUUCIKA
Cmanumupa

Ilanatiomosa -

paduxanHama Hu yeemapxa?

T e Hawama ynmpa-penesanmua KOMyHUCMKa
U 8Mecmo KOpoHa Hocu epebeH Ha noHKapKa!

... @ BUTL KAMO CMe MUNU U CKPOMHU YMHUUU,
0a He 6u 0a He cme KOPOHOBAHU KPATUUU?

Coy-asaHzapo

“A3 CeM mosiepaHmeH 4oeek KsM xopamd,
Koumo umam cgoume pads/iu4us, HoO Ha MeH He
Mu 0onaoa Iu4YHoO MaHugecmayuama u oe-
MOHCMpayuama Ha no0obHuU opueHmayuu.”
Cepeeti CmaHuwes

Dpusypume um ca 1yKCoO3HU OPOUMATTHU CIAHUUU
U KAIKyIUpanu KOCMUYecKU excmpasazaniyuu,

a sexcoume um ca 1y0emuny 6 6anemua wKona
u npenodasam no banem na npouseona.

Hpu EeK3EMNAPU C eKCUECUBHO MBHKO OnepeHue
HeHcmeeHoCcmma cu e 6e3naamHo npeacmaeizeHue.

E3uksm um o6pusa kamo po3oéa Konpusa,
0C6eH aKo e 8peMeHHO 3aem C npe3epsamusu.

Ha paboma ca 0usHu u ycopoHu pekopovopKi,
3AU40MO €A NPUKPUMU KOMNYIICUBHU KOHIMPOTLOPKU.

Omxaseam 0a ca 20pOu, Opv3HOBeHU AKMUBUCTNKU,
3au40mo ca 36e30u, a He 37104ectni UOeanucmKu.

3anaseam xnaca oasie u cned U3MousUMeneH KynoH
¢ mopbuuku noo ouume om “JIyu Bromon”.

Kozamo ca camommu u ca 6 omnycka 0a cmpadam,
He mpeneéam HUmo mpenerm npeo
sumpurume Ha “IIpada”,

a 6vp30 ce NPudUPAm om pascmporieaus, pecrnopanim,
3a 1acku 6KvuU ¢ JTunu u nuputen r1yopukanm. ..
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i3 e N o o QI
L )\ | g Y " ) ) | A

Jlano naooenee pasymvm u
ucmuHckama

ceKcyanrHocm

Ha Oviieapuna.

AT MbX E HAPUWUC
“?133‘;“ YECTO W CH KVNYBA NOCUOHH

AN 2R (x‘ WC‘[M“‘ ‘f‘)\'.\ ? G‘ I
Bpiiy TPYdosHiE RGN PO LERCS R R

gng SRR

EXATTH3AIHE © B3I0OM'

II'bpBUAT AyXay HA penmy(JuKaTa

usayxa puruiia Ha 6omobara
€8
£3608N1
E;ﬂg\ﬁl’r{;ﬁrﬂk‘gg ossnHAsAT HA CEKCYANHA OCHOSA.

JIfb ne ca HNO
XOMOCEOPWILE NOAAYRIA GARWIOPA
Kou 2eiloge ca naii-npouymu?

Tl'omo crasa I'pera 3a & muanmyrmn!?

NBama HOMOKWHauu ce uenyBam

60R.neyuaw, negepyrm, CR3UCTCHUNAJHU TﬂonJHrePM...

CMpabecmum co mpobu om pebuoom

Ho memepacT Me @ came BIGYSKHU® =

PR AKOI NONATALM TO @ bial
NOIATUNIECKD NOBENEHUS®.

BcenapognHo onuaueHue
cpewwy reiiosere 8 napnamenTal

ﬂa HU Al Haesupan no mo3u Ha4Yun 6 juyeno
€ NPeKdaleHo.



B. BE3 TEHOBE
“SE3 MYTPH BOPHCO
CTAHHIIEB: BE3

GRHO HAERIHILNG € CERRINESN 1465557

To cu e BCce nak u anarHo3sa, n nepsep3us.

Jlecouiicmeomo a3z Kkamo ue 1u 20 npuemam.
Xonmononba3HOBEHNS

Jdecoocnenn

bbnzapume c8emoBHuU wamMnuoHy NO ceHc

JlenyTaTH HH YBaKaBaT OT BCHYKH CTPAHH.

B Bvazapusa nama Jlecousiku, a camo Jicenu,
Koumo owe ne ca cpewyanu Boiixo bopucoe.

OUAUI AUMUTPOB TOBOPH TAKA,
BOAEH OT TEXKA XOMOCEKCYAAHA 3ABUCUMOCT.

[eil ckangan BB giymGonHu exun

TRABSCTUT MENMY Baa © MY/ rPUn

Ka3ap./uama cmaea meumama Ha xomocekcyaiucmume

|
AAHO MOHE T8l CMPE TEPOPA HA XOMOAPYNHKATA!

(n3 6bnrapckua neyvat, 1989-2009r.)



Bbunun

Maiixa mu uckauie 0a nokaxce Ha c60s
o6pameH cuH KONIKO e OM8Parmumento 0a 1anau Kyp.
B3se 0vpsenus uykau 3a uecvH u mu 20 éxapa 8 ycmama. bsax na 14.

Hagopa, ovpso, epanasa nema,
MONKU, 36PHA, YXO0 — K02amo 00U1aul HIKO20,
8CAKA HACM OM MSIOMO MY UMA €OHO U CHULO CBMO 3HAYEHUE.

,ZIOKCIWIO noemax yykava 8 ycmama mu,
3a nepeu Nem pasno3Hax 8viKa, 3aCMAHATl CPeuly MeH -
3enieHune upucu ¢ Ka¢}l6l/l nemua, meMHuUme Kposvcoge noo ouume,

U30B/HCEHUST HOC, UBULUME NPOUAPeHA KOCa
HAo crenoouusma, cmyoa Ha NPUBUOHOMo cnokolicmaue,
npeou 0a ckouu, BUHA2U HEOUAKBAHO, 3d 04 MU PA3KBCA 2BPLOMO.

B knemkama na cnpemuamama Kyxss
ms beuie noOECHSIIO0 HUBOMHO, yueHUme mevposm,
ue 8o/ UMeE UMAM U3BECHO HUBO HA camocv3Hanue. Lanama ce mpeceuse

om 371064, koMo He pasbupauie,
HUKO02a He e ycemuna Kakeo s No0Xevprsule,
6nockawe u podaue ysan susom. Ilpasnomama 6 noeneda i beute Koumap

U HeOUAKBAHO NpoceemieHue —
cAKaw 0ebeno cMvKI0 HU U30NUpaLle eOUH Om Opye
U 3a0a8sugusim 14l He ce wysaude, He 6oreude, HIMAUE HUULO 00ULO C MeH.

Hckax 0a mu paskaxca écuuko mosa, Kpacu,
200UHU CTIed KAMOo Me HAXPAHU C 01MB0PEHOMO CU CoPUe
u ce onuma 0a me 0c60600ULWL OM KANAHA HA 8BD/IUAMA MU AHAMOMUSL.

Hckax oa mu Kaxica, e moeasa He 0Cb3HAB8AX,
ye me xeenaex, 3a 0a me NPO2OHA; He me Npunackasax, 3a oa me pasxkecam;
He€ 3HAeX KOJIKO me o6w¢ax, 6e3 0a ymes, U KOJIKoO me 061411&1446, u moxceute. Ceza 3HaAM.



Wolves

My mother wanted to show her
faggot-of-a-son the abomination of cock-sucking.
She took the wooden pestle and shoved it into my mouth. I was 14.

Communion wafer, wood, rough heels,
balls, nipples, an ear — when you love someone,
each part of his body bears the same sacred significance.

When I took the pestle into my mouth,
I recognized for the first time the wolf standing before me:
green irises dappled with brown, dark circles under the eyes,

elongated muzzle, tufts of grizzled hair
over the temples, the chill of feigned indifference
before the sudden leap for the throat.

In the cage of the spick-and-span kitchen
she was a rabid animal, scientists claim
wolves possess a degree of self-consciousness. She was shaking all over

with hatred she could not comprehend,
she never saw what kept tossing her back and forth,
what force ripped apart her entire life. The void in her eyes was a nightmare

but also a startling revelation -
as if thick glass separated us
and the snarling bark was hushed, didn’t hurt, had nothing to do with me.

I wanted to tell you all of this, Krasi,
years after you fed me your gaping heart
and failed to release me from the trap of my lupine anatomy.

I wanted to tell you what I didn’t know back then:
that I longed for you only to drive you away, enticed you to tear you to pieces;
I didn’t know I loved you, and couldn’t, while you loved me, and could. Now I know.



MAHUOECTALUA!

BCAKA T'EVl KPAJIUIIA - IPUMEP 3A XY/IUTAHUTE!
KoiiTo He mosHaBa napuanusu JIbBuy,

He 11o3HaBa boJ/Irapus!

Bcaka pabomna kumka u kpax -

6 maxm c “Anen max”!

Bceku kpacus geH

€ CAHMTAapeH NonyneH!

Tas 200una nonywnazamu, 00200uHa - yenu!
Cmapomoonume Ipuuecku -

Bpae Homep Eono na Tympaxanckama Cenuwsna Cucmema!
C BMPHATO KYTPE -

K'bM CIIPABEJIJZIVIBM CBETOBE!

Beuna 6pamcka opym6a mexdy 6pamckume Hapoou!
3BEHOBOJKUTE -

BBOPB)KEHWM C ECTPAJJHV MEJIOONU!
Bonnume om no6os

no Emun Jumumpos -

Hati-30pasume 6onnu 6 ceemal

Cmenume mwice cnedéam meumama

oa cmanam Ucmunckama sxena!

Bucoxomo Toxue - Bpaz Homep Eono Ha Poounama!
HOBATA IIETMJIETKA B JIOGOBTA -

3A YETHUPU T'OMHU!

CroHue, 8630YX, ApMucmu3sm — 30pas u 600sp opearnuzom!
BCAKA CYIIEHA KOHCEPBA -

IOMPYK BJIMIIETO HA UMIIEPUAJIU3MA!




Borisov Garden

He runs after the butterflies in Borisov Garden,
but can’t bring any of them home,
not with his parents around.

His secretive flights often trouble him
and he keeps on wasting time
in pursuit of the perfect specimen.

Hess lost the idea of what he’s looking for,
but knows that nothing can please him anymore,
and the prettiest butterfly always gets away.

Until one day he’s suddenly assailed,
and the fateful encounter puts an end
to the disappointments of the endless hunt.

The flawlessly patterned Monarch butterfly
with mesmerizing chitin curves
would spread above him her mighty wings

lined with the lightning of her veins,
where contageous milk runs, and her long proboscis
would stick to his lips, and leave them dry.

Roots

If you think we’ll let you stay

at our house with another man,
and make up a bed for you just like we make
up a bed for your brother and his wife,
you're out of your mind.

house, another, wife, out of
out of, house

If you think we’ll let you make up a bed for us
just like your brother and his wife make

up a bed for us at their house,

you're out of your mind.

think, wife, make up, bed
wife, bed
If you think we’ll let you stay
at our house with your wife
and make up a bed for you like we make up

a bed for your brother and his husband,
you're out of your mind.

let in, wife, brother, out of
wife, out of

out

Translated from Bulgarian to English
by Dimiter Kenarov
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06wa usnox6ba 3ana ,Mnusep”, 1-18 pekemspu 2009 r.
Collective Exposition “Gulliver” Hall, 1-18 december 2009




Hatanuna TogopoBa

Natalia Todorova

Hatanusa TopopoBa e pofieHa npe3 1984 . B
JlykouT. [Mpe3 2004 r. cneunanusnpa Jleng Apt/
Mixed Media/ Ckynntypa B lOeHcy, DuHnaHaus, a
npe3 2007 r. 3aBbpLiBa HaunoHanHata xygoxec-
TBEHa akafleMua CbC CreumnanHocT mMeTan npwu
npod. boromun Hukonos. OcHoBaTenka e Ha The
Fridge - KOHLIENTYanHO NPOCTPAHCTBO 3a eKcrne-
PUMEHTaNHO M3KYyCTBO M nnatdopma 3a n3ABa
Ha mnagn astopu 1 Ha INARTGLASS - ctygumo 3a
Xy[0»KeCTBeHO CTbK0. Kbm 2010 I. e uneH Kbm
CBX n noHacToAwem xunBee n pabotn B Codus.

®OunocodumaTa, KOATO aBTOpPKaTa MpepacTa-
BA B CBOUTE NPOU3BEAEHMA, e n3pa3eHa upes
TEXHMKUTE Ha MUHUMANUCTUYHUA KOHUeEeNTya-
nm3bM, abCcTpakTHOCTTa Ha npocTuTe dopmuy,
on-apTa, KaKTo M Ype3 CTbKNOTO - efnH OT OC-
HOBHUTE MaTepuan 3a BAbXHOBEHMeE. YyacTBa
B peanua MexxayHapoaHu cbboutus. MNpeacrasa
3a NbpBU NbT bbnrapma B o6nacTta Ha CTbKIO-
TO OT CTpaHa Ha MnaguTe aBTopu Ha European
Glass Context 2008, laHus.

Natalia Todorova was born in 1984 in
Lukovit. In 2004 she specialized in Land Art/
Mixed Media/Sculpture in Joensuu, Finland,
and in 2007 graduated in Metal from the Na-
tional Academy of Arts under Prof. Bofomil
Nikolov. She is the founder of The Fridge - a
conceptual space for experimental art and
young artists’ platform, and of INARTGLASS
- art glass studio. As of 2010, she is a member
of the Union of Bulgarian Artists and is cur-
rently living and working in Sofia.

The philosophy the author develops in her
works is best expressed with the techniques
of minimalistic conceptualism, abstractness
of simple forms, op-art, as well as with glass
- one of the predominating inspirational ma-
terials. She has participated in a number of
international art events. Natalia has repre-
sented Bulgaria for the first time in the area
of Glass Art on behalf of the young artists in
the European Glass Context 2008, Denmark.



Pa3KkpuBaHe

npocmpaHcmeeHa uHcmasaayus

Hamupame ce B CTas, Bbpxy N0fa Ha KOATO (e MPOXeKTMpaT
BOAHN KpbroBe. YCnopeaHo efuH Ha Apyr ca NocTaBeHu fBa
LLieHAepa C OKaueH! 3aKayanki, Mexay Kouto uma bana npu-
MUrBaLL MyHKTUPaHa IMHIA.

Bopara ce otpasaBa no Hac... Boga, npoHUKBaLLa npe3 nyHK-
TVpaHaTa parpaHuyuTeNHa IMHIA, U3KYCTBEHO pa3fenaLua npoc-
TPaHCTBOTO Ha e, Ha A3 u T, Ha HUE n [IPYTUTE. Bcekn obaue
MOXe ia 6be HAMOKpeH, He3aBICMO OT KOA CTPaHa (e HaMKpa...

3aKauankuTe LLe HU HaKapart ja e cbbneyem, Aa ce paskpu-
M 10 eAVIH UAN APYT HAYNH.

A Taka noToneny efMHCTBEHO OANaTa NyHKTUPaHa NMHKA Lue
HIn NOACELLQ, Ye CMe pa3fieNeHu...

A3, T, Te... ima v 3HaueHue? Banuki cve MOKpH 1 ... pasKpuTH.

mekcm: Hamanus Todopoea

Disclosure

spatial installation

We are located in a room, where water circles are projected
on the floor. There are two racks with hangers placed in parallel,
and between them there is a white blinking dotted line.

The water reflects on us... Water that penetrates through the
dotted demarcating line, artificially dividing the space in two, in
ME and YOU, in US and THE OTHERS. However, everyone can get
wet, nevermind one’s side...

Hangers will make us undress, will make us disclose one way
or another.

And, immersed this way, there is only the white dotted line
to remind us we are divided...

Me, you, them... What difference does it make? We are all
wet and... disclosed.

text by Natalia Todorova

MnaH Ha nHcTanayumaTta:
Installation plan:

[Tnaw Ha cmasma/ Room plan

[Tpoekmop Ha masara 8 cpedama Ha cmasma/ Mid-ceiling projector
| 4 ;} 3akayankume 3a dpexu/ Clothes hangers
[ly6nukama/ The audience

lTpoxekyuamay/ The projection



Cuneua MaenoBa e pogeHa npe3 1979 r. B
Codus. Mpe3 2006 r. 3aBbpLIBa CAeUManHOCT
cueHorpadua B HoB 6bnrapcku yHuBepcutert
C aBTOPCKM TeaTpaneH npoekT. YneH e Ha Aco-
UMaumnAaTa Ha MOAHM M TEKCTUHWN gu3aliHepn B
Bbnrapua. MbpBaTta 1 camocToaTenHa nsnoxba
e npe3 2002 r. B ranepwus ,Buknnr’ (Codpus), noc-
nefBaHa oT M3NoX6bm B ranepua ,Bb3paxaaHe”
(Mnosame., 2007 r.), , Tpnagnc” (Codua, 2007 r.) n
n3noxbata ,Paknu n mysmka” (KonakHa TexHU-
Ka - Macno/TeKcTun) OTHOBO BbB ,Bb3paxaaHe”
(Mnoegu., 2007 r.). Npe3 2005 r. CuneuA nevenn
MbpBa Harpaga Ha Bropua HaunoHaneH KOHKypc
3a Maan CTUANCTU U AU3aiHepy B pa3aen BMUCLLA
W aBaHrapfHa MOfa v ronsamMara Harpaga Ha KoH-
Kypca 3a UANoCTHO NpeAcTaBAHe, a CbLLO M BTOPA
Harpaga 3a *KMBOMMC B HaLUWOHaIHaTa MHULMaTn-
Ba,bbnrapus - yact ot nb3ena Ha EBpona”3a Kap-
TuHaTa ,Hauano” (2007 r.), nocneaBaHu OT Harpa-
Aa ot yyactmeto n B ,CegMmmuata Ha n3Kycreata”
B MockBa (2009 r.) 3a npeacTaBsiHe Ha 1310x06a B
Bepramo, Utanna (2009 r.). U3nara ceom paboTtn Ha
KONEKTUBHM 131061 B MNOBAVBCKMA NaHanp Ha
nskycteata ,Mimnpecna” (2006 n 2009 r.), LleHTbp
3a KynTypa u gebart ,YepseHata kbwa” (Codus,
2007, 2009 r.), AHn Ha Bbnrapckata Kyntypa B
Pum, Utanma (2007 r.). ChLio Taka peaoBHO yyac-
TBa B HowTta Ha My3euTe 1 ranepuuTe B ranepus
,Bb3paxgaHe” B [Mnosame (2007-2009 r.).

Cuneua llasnora

Silvia Pavlova

Silvia Pavlova was born in 1979 in Sofia.
She has graduated in Stage Design from New
Bulgarian University in 2006 with an individu-
al theater project. She is a member of the As-
sociation of Fashion and Textile Designers of
Bulgaria. Her first solo exhibition took place
in Viking Gallery (Sofia, 2002), followed by
ones in Vazrazhdane Gallery (Plovdiv, 2005),
Triadis (Sofia, 2007) and the exhibition “Clos-
ets and Music” (collage - oil/textile), again in
Vazrazhdane (Plovdiv, 2007). In 2005 Silvia re-
ceived first placement in the Second National
Competition for Young Stylists and Designers
in the Avant-Garde & Haute Couture section
and the Grand Prix for overall presentation, as
well as second placement for her painting in
the nation-wide initiative “Bulgaria — A Piece
of the European Puzzle” for her work On-
set (2007), all followed by a special prize for
her solo exhibition project in Bergamo, Italy
presented at the Moscow Arts Week (2009).
She has lined up in collective expositions for
the Plovdiv Fair of Arts Impression (2006 and
2009), Center for Culture and Debate The Red
House (Sofia, 2007, 2009), The Days of Bulgar-
ian Culture in Rome, Italy (2007). Also, she
regularly participates in the Night of Muse-
ums and Galleries in the Vazrazhdane Gallery
in Plovdiv (2007-2009).



Espna

Macs0 U mekcmusn
100 x 100 cm

Riding
oil & textile
100x 100 cm



KpuctmnHa

MAcJio U mekcmun
81 x100cm

Christina

oil & textile
81 x100cm



OBeTte The two

MAacs10 U mekcmursn oil & textile
130x 100 cm 130x 100 cm




3meunua me nu6bu, mamo A serpentine loves me, mother

MdacJ10 U mekcmun oil & textile
116 x 73 cm 116 x 73 cm




Ha cyTpuHTa In the morning

MdacJ10 U mekcmun oil & textile
116 x 89 cm 116 x89cm



bnan Reverie

MAc/10 U mekcmun oil & textile
116 x 89 cm 116 x89cm




oil & textile
100x 70 cm

Come

Ena

Macso u mekcmusn
100x 70 cm



Cnana KapanaHoBa e pogeHa npe3 1970
r. Mo obpa3oBaHne e naHAWAPTEH APXUTEKT, a
AHec paboTn npeanMmHO Bbpxy Abpso. OT 2005
r. O MOMEHTa e ranepucTt n KypaTop Ha ranepusa
,[aa”, KaTo npegn ToBa paboTn KaTo AeKopaTop
Ha cBO6OAHA NPaKTMKa 1 ce 3aHMMaBa C AW3alH
n npegnevat. CuaHa e neyenvna pasinyHn Har-
pagn N KOHKYPCK 3@ NPOCTPaHCTBEHO U3rpax-
paHe (Mporpama OAP, ,3eneHun 6apuepn”, 1998
I.) N KOMMO3ULMOHHO Uu3rpaxkgaHe Ha pactu-
TenHocTTa (Codus, obwmHa ,MN3rpes”, 2000 r.).
Mpe3 2000 r. 3a peanusmpaHeTo Ha CTpyKTyp-
HaTa cxema Ha tOxeH lMapk — Cous, e oTKyneH
HEeNH eKUneH NPOoeKT. YyacTBana € C NPOeKT B
MeXXAYyHapo[HOTO TpueHane ,MiHtepapx-2000” n
€ KnacmpaHa Ha TpeTo MACTO B KOHKYypca. Yyac-
TBasa e B U3noxbute ,KakBO HanpaBmxme npes
20-Tnm Bek?” no nokaHa Ha Katepgpa ,Ekonorus
N naHawadpTHa apxmuTekTypa”, JlecoTexHnyecku
YHuepcutet, Copua (1999 r.), u ,Ekonorua n ap-
xuTeKTypa” (Cblo3 Ha GBbArapcKkUTe APXUTEKTH,
Codua, 2000 r.). Mpe3 2006 r. opraHn3npa n3-
noxo6ata ,EgHa npopykuma Ha MHKo n CnanHa”, a
npe3 2008 r. yyacTBa B 06La eKCno3nuums B rane-
pus ,Marane”. NMpe3 mapT 2010 r. yyacTBa B 06w
ekcno3numa B ranepusa lanninoH” Bbe BapHa.

CnAHa KapanaHoBa

Syana Karapanova

Syana Karapanova was born in 1970. She
has graduated in Landscape Architecture, and
is recently preoccupied with wood-carving.
Since 2005 on she is the gallerist and curator of
Gaya Gallery, and has worked earlier as a free-
lance decorator and print/layout designer. Si-
anahas won various prizes and competitionsin
environmental design (e.g., under the PHARE
programme, Green Barriers, 1998) and envi-
ronmental verdure composition (Sofia, Izgrev
County, 2000). A team project she developed
for the Structural Scheme of Sofia’s South Park
has been accomplished. She has participated
in What Did We Do in the 20th Century?, with
an invitation from the Department of Ecology
and Landscape Architecture (University of For-
estry, Sofia, 1999), and Ecology and Architecture
(Union of Bulgarian Architects, Sofia, 2000). In
2006 she curated the exhibition A Production
of Inko & Siana, and in 2008 joined the collec-
tive exposition of Pagane Gallery. In March
2010 Syana participated in another exposition
in Papillon Gallery, Varna.



UHCManayus, pucysaHo 0upeo u pomoepagus
64,8x 20,5 cm

ToBa e XeHaTa, KoATO U3pa3ABa MeH. Ta e 00MKHOBEHaTa [10-
MaKWHA 1 Mailka, C HULLO Hepa3nnyaBalLa ce oT ApyriTe A0 Hes,
C ManKu KpaKa, 3alli0To HAMa HauuH 1a HanpaBi ronAMa Kpau-
Ka (CbLLO KaKTO a3 ce U3NnaLnX Aa yyacTBam B reii npaiiaa) u
ronemu pblie, C KOUTO CKa f1a NPerbpHe (BeTa, ama v Kpue 1
JI0KaTO He ce 0cB0HOAY B IMaBaTa Ci, (U 0CTABa ejHa 0OUKHOBE-
Ha OMaKIMHA 1 Mailka C MalKiIn Kpaka 1 rofemm pblie.

Me

instalation, painted wood & nphotography
64,8 x20,5cm

Here is the woman that represents me. She is an ordinary
housewife and mother, in no way different than the others
around her, with her little feet, because there is no way to make
a big stride (just as | was afraid to join the Gay Pride), and with
big hands wanting to embrace the world, but she is hiding
them, and until her mind is not set free she remains an ordinary
housewife with little feet and big hands.



flceH 3rypoBckn e pogeH npes 1974 r. B
l'y6kuH, Pycuna. Mpe3 2000 r. 3aBbpLiBa cneyu-
aNHOCT aHMMaLMOHHA pexuncypa B HoB 6bn-
rapcku yHmsepcutet npu npo¢. MeaH Bece-
nunHoB. NniocTtpaTtop e B peguua n3gaHua Ha
6bArapcKuA N YyaecTpaHeH neyart.

TBopueckaTta My 6uorpadus BKIUBa Unoc-
Tpauum 3a FAME Cards, cnucaHuAaTta EOHo, E2o-
ucm, Mincatm, iumpo, Kanuman, Month2Come,
Anmepa, Pasnuku e kapmuHku (Next Page
Foundation), Free Medium (ABctpanus), The
Sound of Drowning (AHrnus), reFRESH magazine
(AHrnuA), daydream (AHrnus), Tattoo Dimension
(UTanna), Pop Psychedelic (CnHranyp), Kitchy
Koo! (KaHapa), Museum of Wonders (UTanus),
Metro (Yexusn), Queer Trash (CALL), pabotun e
n ¢ Totally Erected, Coffee House, Life House, Free
Front n gp. Mpe3 2009 r. npaBu camocToATenN-
HaTa usnoxba ,Over Indulgence” n yyactsa B
obwunte ekcnosuumm ,Masters Re-Mastered”
(lbote WHctutyT, Codna), ,M3KycTBOTO pyLumn
cTeHun” (oc. bonwesuk, byprac), ,Out Is In” (Red
Bull Space, Hio Mlopk Cutu, CALL).

MoBeue Ha www.myspace.com/photonovela.

AceH 3rypoBckU

Yasen Zgurovski
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Yasen Zgurovski was bornin 1974 in Gubkin,
Russia. He has studied Cartoon Cinema under
Prof. lvan Veselinov, and in 2000 received his de-
gree in Arts from New Bulgarian University, Sofia.

He has made illustrations for various Bul-
garian and foreign editions. His artist bio
includes illustrations for FAME Cards, the
magazines Edno, Egoist, Insight, Intro, Capi-
tal, Month2Come, Free Medium (Australia),
The Sound of Drowning (UK), reFRESH maga-
zine (UK), daydream (UK), Tattoo Dimension
(Italy), Pop Psychedelic (Singapore), Kitchy Koo!
(Canada), Museum of Wonders (Italy), Metro
(Czech Rep.), Queer Trash (USA), and has also
worked with Totally Erected Fashion House,
Coffee House, Life House, Free Front and others.
In 2009 his exhibition Over Indulgence takes
place, and also participates the collective ex-
hibitions Masters Re-Mastered (Goethe Insti-
tute, Sofia), Art Destroys Walls (Bolshevik Island,
Bourgas, Bulgaria), Out Is In (Red Bull Space,
New York City, USA).

More about Yasen at www.myspace.com/
photonovela.
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mixed technique
42x29,7cm

Queens 1

cMeceHd mexHUKa
42x29,7cm

Hapuun 1



LHapuun 2
cMmeceHa mexHukKka
42x29,7 cm

Queens 2

mixed technique
42x29,7 cm
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mixed technique
42x29,7 cm

Queens 3

cMeceHa mexHuUKa
42 x29,7cm



Mwupena KapapxoBa e pofeHa npe3 1987r.8
Byprac. OT2006r. e cTyaeHTKa B CreumanHocCT BU-
3yanHu n3KycTea B HoB 6bnrapcku yHMBepCuTeT.
MbpBUTE CU NpOdECMOHaNHN ypoun No pucysa-
He noJlyyaBa olLe B HaYanHOTO yunnuLle B Knaca
Ha bucTtpa n lreoprun Tep3snesn. Cnegsa Abara na-

y3a B MMMHA3UATa, Npe3 KOATO ce oTAaBa U3LANo
Ha pPeHCKNA e3UK 1 KynTypa 1 ce popmmpa Kato
6e3pesepBeH ¢paHkopoH. C HACTbMBAHETO Ha
Mu1ra 3a n3bop Ha BuCLIe 0b6pa3oBaHMe, KaTero-
PUYHO Ce BpblUa KbM U3KYCTBOTO. [Ibnro Bpeme
HAMa CMenocT Aa NpobBa C Mac/o, [OKATO Npeau
rogMHa 1 NosioBMHa He ce 3aro3HaBa C Han-ro-
namata cvm My3a — O6bArapckuAT NMNPECUOHNCT
MBaH PyceB, OT KOMTO MMa YHWKaNHUA LWAHC Aa
ce yun. YyacTBa B CbBMeCTHaTa u3nox6a c VMeaH
PyceB ,®paHuuna B kKapTuHn” B AnnaHc OpaHces,
Byprac (mapt 2010). Ot toHM go centemspu 2010
r. HeMHN TBOPOWM y4yacTBaT B MeXAyHapoAHaTa
ekcno3uumsa ,Ars Homo Erotica” B HaumoHanHua
My3ei BbB Baplasa, MNonwa.

OT pgBe rogMHM 1 NONOBUHA paboTn B 06-
nactra Ha rpaduyHua gusaiH M peknamara,
NMOHacToAWEM NPAKTUKyBa KaTto graphiste BbB
bpeHcka Pupma 3a peknamHn matepmanu. Nu-
TepecuTe Ha Mupena ca oT NbTyBaHe B YyKOu-
Ha [0 MeauTaTMBHM NPAKTUKM K NucaHe (Bce
no-pAaako). O6oxaea po3oBoTo, coiffure, n3Kyc-
TBOTO U “dpeHcKuTe Hewa".

Mwrvpena Kapaa>xoBa

Mirella Karadzhova

Mirella Karadzhova was born in 1987 in
Bourgas. Since 2006 she studies Visual Arts at
New Bulgarian University, Sofia. She received
her very first lessons in drawing early in the
primary school under Bistra and Georgi Terziev.
This was followed by a long break in the high
school where she was completely devoted to
French language and culture and grew into a
wholehearted francophone. Once faced with
deciding on higher education, she is absolutely
back into arts. For a long period she won't dare
using oil, up until meeting her biggest muse,
the Bulgarian impressionist Ivan Russev, from
whom she has the unique chance to learn.
She participates in a joint exposition with Ivan
Russev, named France in Pictures, at Alliance
Francaise, Bourgas (March 2010). Her works are
now included in the international exhibition
Ars Homo Erotica at the National Museum in
Warsaw, Poland (June-September 2010).

For the last two and a half years she is work-
ing as a graphic designer in advertisement,
and is recently a graphiste in a French print ad-
vertising company. Mirella’s interests vary from
trips abroad to meditation exercises and writ-
ing (less and less). She adores pink, coiffure,
art, and the “French stuff”.



PasKkpuBaHe

macso
43 x33cm

Coming out of the closet

oil on canvas
41 x33cm



Yucrta nob6osB Pure love

Mdacso oil on canvas
43 x33cm 41 x33cm




