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Biography
Kalin Terziiski was born in 1970 in Sofia. He graduated from medicine at the Medical Institute
in Sofia, and for four years worked as a psychiatrist in the second largest psychiatric hospital in
Bulgaria, the ‘St. Ivan Rilski’. However, he says, “because young doctors were receiving very low
wages, making it hard to live”, he started writing for newspapers and magazines. During this
time, he wrote a series of stories and cutting-edge alternative texts for magazines.

At the beginning of 2000, he quit his job as a doctor and devoted his whole time to writing,
working as a writer for television and radio, and writing collections of short stories between
2007-2010. He also took part in literary evenings and, in 2006, he became a member of the
literary alternative club ‘Litertura dictatorship’. His brother, the writer Svetoslav Terziyski, is also
a member of this club. Kalin is a very talented author in the field of new Bulgarian literature.

Synopsis

This collection incorporates 16 short stories. The book conveys the author’s knowledge of
modern cities, containing a subtle sense of humour and depicting larger than life characters.
The young author turns life into a new narrative reality, into a new writer’s philosophy. His
stories relate to the mysteries of life in the urban space. But the big city in the book is not one
we would know so well. It resembles a city in a fairy tale - filled with secrets and drama. It is a
big city that offers very colourful theatrical decors, against the background of which deep and
strange human drama develops. For example, the short story ‘Love’ is about the unacceptable
love that a university teacher has towards her student - a pretty but unapproachable young
man, who only looks unapproachable because everyone else thinks he is. The story unfolds in
a microbiology lab where the teacher works. Out of despair, she decides to poison this young
man. In the end, in a bizarre twist of fate, she finds out that he also loved her...

Another story, ‘Collector of Values' is about a poor man who collects waste from the streets that
only he, his eyes unburdened by social prejudice, can see the true riches of. He discovers a small
bundle of discarded love letters, which become a real treasure to him.

The short stories of Kalin Terziyski are an attempt at establishing a new tradition in Bulgarian
prose: a tradition of humanistic and poetical urbanism.



Vima nu kol 0a su obuya
Kalin Terziyski

MPOCAK

Jloxato BbpBUM C gbliepsA mu 1o Visan AceH, a3 oriexpuam
kpuure. Kpmure B Codus ca rposHnu, 3aIoTo ca CTapu u
CTapoOCTTa He TM 06/1aropoysiBa, a CaMo ChCUIBA Ma3UIKNTE
M.

3aToBa BbpBA U ITIeflaM BCUYKO, BCe eHO e HuIo. ToBa ce
IOCTUTA TPYAHO, HO BCEKM HECH3HATEJTHO I'0 NPaBU BCEKMU
IEeH.

— A Moxe 61 uckam numna?

- M-M, fa... — OTroBaps NPOBIAYEHO ABLIEPSA M.

MHoro me ipa3Hu, KOTaTo I71efia BCTPaHY, YHeCeHa B HAKAKDB
HeVH CU MOMMUYELIKM TpaHC. bree. A3 ¢bM cpimus. Ta cpio
I7ea BCMYKO BCe €IHO € HUIIIO.

- AMa me A Apeul, Hajau? — ONUTaM, KaTo S HNOAPBIBAM 3a
pbKara.

- M-M, pa... — U maxk riefa B HEBUAMMOTO NPOCTPAHCTBO,
yHeceHa.

3HaMm TO3M yHec. KoraTto He Mucamuumi, He 4YyBCTBAalll, He
Bipkgam ¥ He yyBam. Camo cm xuB. Hemo karto necHo
IIOCTUTHATA, feTcka Hupsana.

BbpBuM cM KbM NaBUINOHA, KBJETO IPOJaBaT NI, a3 BHU-
MaBaM Jja He HM O/'bCHE KOJIa, IbIepsl MU € OTIIYCHa/Ia PbKa
B MoOsiTa U ce IOOYTBa JIeKO B Kpaka MM, 3allOTO He IJefja
KbJe X0,
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A3, MoKaTO BHMMaBaM Jia He HIt O/TbCHE KOJTa, CY MUCIIA 3a JIeT-
cTBOTO. Jlanu mpes CBOETO NETCTBO CBM CE€ YyBCTBaJl nobpe?
V1 BpOOIIE, fany Hemo ¢bM 4yBCTBan? Jlamy ¢bM M3NUTBA
IIOCTOSIHHO Tas CMeC OT YyBCTBO 3a BMHA M pa3/IpasHEHNE OT
IIOCTOSIHHO Hamypauure 3agbKeHus?! EcrecTBeHo, 4e He.
ETo0, 0TKaKTO cTaHaX Bb3PacTeH BCE TAKMBA HEllla 9yBCTBaM. A
KaTo ieTe CUTYPHO CbM YyBCTBAJI HAKAKBU NETCKM IJTYIIOCTH.

Ibllepss MU ce cenBa M Me JPDbIIBA, 3aILOTO IO Hes MMHAaBa
enpo kyue. Cera a3 CbM ce YHECH]L.

Kbpe rmepami... y>x cu Bb3pacTeH — I'bpIa Me T4 3a pbKarTa.

Ha, Bb3pacTeH cbM. TonkoBa e ThXHO ToBa. Ho Maii kaTto nete
Mu Herre Mo-TBHXHO. ChBCEM SICHO OCh3HABAX, Y€ CbM 3aBUCUM
OT BCMYKO M BCMYKMN. V] 4e BCMYKYM UCTMHCKM yJOBONCTBUA Ca
CKpUTHM OT MeHe. B rappiepo6a, mop K04 — OT cTporata MaMa.
Mucns, 4e 3a 1a ce OTbpBa OT JJETCTBOTO CU, IIOPACHaX.

Tarem /Kol 3Hae OTKbie MM M3MUCAU TOBA YHIapCKO UMe
AbuiepA Mu/... Tyka cme. KakBo Mucnnm?

HI/IIJ_[O, ITyIIoCTN CU MIUC/IN TAaTKO.

Bnnsame B pecTOpaHTUYeTO M a3 C [ocaja IJefaM M3JI0XKe-
HIUTE MapyeTa NUIAa — THHKY, HEAIETUTHU — BAJ OIUT Jia
6pHaT MOIBraHM IMIaJJHU KIMeHTH. [Ibllepss MU T XapecBa,
3amoTo uMar napesuna. OTKbe I'bK ce B3e Tas IapeBuIja?
Jlanu He s TBITYAT HaBCAK'BJE, 3a 1a HU IPpUYYaT Ha PpypakHa
xpaHa? VI 6e3 Ipyro ucTMHCKaTa XpaHa I10 CBeTa HaMassiBa.

EnHo mapde ¢ napeBulia — MoAgpbIBa Me JbIIepsa M.
EnHo mapue ¢ napeBulia — MoBTapsAM a3 U IO/laBaM IIapuTe.

YyBcTBaM ce cab U HeJJOBOJIEH, 3alI0TO He MOTa Ia B/IUsAs Ha
cobcrBeHara cu ipuieps. He mora f1a s1 Hay4ya Ha TOBa, KOETO
cMsTaM 3a fobpo. Ts e Ha cefieM, a Bede 3Hae BCUYKO IIO-
nobpe or MeHe. [oTOBa e fja criopu. A a3 HAMaM eHeprus fia
cropsi ¢ Hes. [I'pk u 6M OMJIO CMEIIHO — BB3pacTeH MBX U
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MAQJIKO JieTe [ja ce Ipenupar Ha yaunara. VickaM 14 fa He Afne
MaKJoOHaJJC U HapeBua. VickaM 1a uMa eCTeTU4eCKO OTHO-
HIeH)e KbM XpaHarTa.

Vckam Ja JMa IIO-TO/JIAM MHTEpEC KPM MMHAJIOTO M KBM
UCTMHCKUTE HEIIa /TI/IH, KOWMTO a3 CU MUCJIA 3a UCTUHCKIU/ —
CTpyBa MU C€, 4€ CETAlIHUTE O€la NOTOJIKOBA HE C€ MHTEPE-
cyBaT OT MHAJIOTO, 9€ TO CAKall IIpecCTaBa 1a CbIICCTBYBaA.

VMcka Mu ce ma mMaM BJIacT HajJ TOBa MBHUYKO 4YOBedye —
nobpa u 6GraropogHa B/IACT, 32 fla s Hay4ya Ha JoOpu Hela.
Ho aamam.

[Tpk v Ha KaKBY JOOPYM Helja OuX 51 Hayunn? Ao Gelre MoMue,
[SIX CJIefl TOAVHY Jia 1 Hay4a Jja ce 6pbCHe.

Tsa cu B3eMa mimijaTa u 3arouyBa Ja A sjie. Sje 51, CsIKall IorTblna
HeIl0 HEMTPUTOHO 3a AfieHe. He cu mam 1a 1 e BKycHO. A a3 ¢bM
nakoM 4oBek. CTpyBa MM ce, 4e HOBUTE IIOKOJIEHNA IOPYU HAMA
la pasbepar cMucb/Ia Ha gymara upeBoyrogHudectso. e ce
XPaHAT C BOLOPACIN U peLMK/IVpaHy OOKIyLy, 3a Ia He 3INT-
BaT TOBA JJOCAZTHO HEIIO — KaK ce Kaspallle — a, ja — I/1af.

A3 mak Mucns, T4 Me Bogu. Mucnd cu 3a XxpaHaTa. XpaHaTa e
YIOBOJICTBME, KOETO IIle CTaHEe II0-CPAaMHO I OT CEKCa, KOraTo
cTaHe HegocTaTbyHa. /la, ma! He soxTe Macimo — uMma xojec-
TepOJ... KAKTO ¥ MecoTo. X/IA0bT € TOBa, KOeTO HU yOuBa.
AJKOXOTBT HM IpaBu jebeny M THIN, HAKpas CBIIO HU
ybusa. Buroto - kpbBTa Xpucrosa, Hu yonsa. Ex.

I/ Hu npecpemHa npocak. Enpp, noutn xonkoro meHe. Ilo-
nbieH. Bb3pacTeH 4oBeK — okono mericerropuiieH. Cbe
cuHsA yHupOpMa Ha KOHJJYKTOP, HO TaKa IpelpaBeHa, ye fia
U3T/IeX/1a POCALIKA.

C ropba mpe3 pamo — TonkoBa 6yradopHa, uye Me siocBa. Bee
eJHO MCKa JIa MU IOKa’ke, 4e € IpocAK, 4ye B TopbaTa My MMa
napyeTa cTap X/s0, ¢ KOJTO Iile XpaHM IIajjHA fIela.
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Tocniopuue, He ¢bM npocsk. [lait Tpu neBa #a ce mpubepem.
Tocron fma te noxusu. JJa um ebeM Marikata Ha IPOCALUTE
MpPBCHI. A3 JICKaM 3a BJIaKa, ga ce npubepeM. B mieBeHCcko Me
9yakaT. BHydJera... 1a TU € )KMBO U 3[IpaBO JE€TETO, Aall TPU JIeBa.

A a3 uckam Aa IIOKa’Xa Ha ObIIEpA CU, KaKBO IIpefCcTaB/isABa
MUTTOCDHPANETO.

Mucns cu: eTo, TOV € IPOTHUBEH, IpUIKYa HAa MISMaMHMUK, HO
TS — MaJIKaTa U HeBeXKaTa, Iiie pasbepe, 4e JoOpUs YOBEK He
ce MHTepecyBa Kak 1 Ha Koro gaBa. llle Hayum, 4e BakHU ca
CBCTPAflaHMETO U MUJIOCTTA.

A B ycTaTa Ha IIpocel s UMa 371aTeH 360, KOiTo Me BOecABa.
U a3 cu kasBaM: CMupH ce 11 He CHAM 32 XOpaTa II0 3/IaTHUTE
uM 3p6u. Heka BUAM MajKOTO MOMMYe KaK Ce faBa I Kak ce
npasu f1o6po.

V1 usBakgaM oT mK06a CM YeTMPH jIeBa — efHa [IByJIeBKa I
nBe exHoneBKu. OTOpOsiBAaM Tpy JIeBa 1 MOCATAM fa MY I'l
nam. Toit HAKAaK IpeKaseHoO Irpybo M CPBYHO I'M B3eMa U
U3IBPIIBA U OCTAHA/IATA eHOJIEBKA.

Ila xammHeM HeIlo, He ChbM SJI, HUIIO He ChM S 1eJT eH.

Ome mo-mobpe, Mucns cu. A gblepss MU Me TJefja MajiKo
yIJIaIlI€HO.

3amo My gasai napu? Toii e nuraHmH.

Kak... xakBo kaTto e uuraHmH...! Hanm e 4yoBek um uma
HYX/Ia... He pa3bpa 1y, 4e HsAMa Iapy Jia ce BbpHe BKBIUIN. ..
u He e A1. He e Ba>kHO Ha KOTro JgaBaml... BaXXHOTO €, 4e KaTo
flajienl... CTaBall mo-g00bp.

Vit roBOpA Ollle ITeT MMHYTHU Hellja, HA KOUTO TPYAHO BAPBaM,
HO MHOT'O MU Ce 1je T4 /ia IOBAPBA.

Ho B rmaBara Mu, B CbpLIETO MM Ce NOpak/a rHAB. [HeBa Ha
U3TbraHus 40BEK.
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I 3acraBaM Ha BI'bjIa Ha yIMIlaTa, HaOnoO#aBaM KakKBoO IIe
IpaBU NpOCAKa, Ce] KaTo Beye MMa MOUTe 4eTUpH JIeBa.
Jblepss M1 € HECIIOKOJIHA M Me IOJIP'bIIBa, VICKA []a CU XOJ M.
Ho a3 s gppnBaM IO CMJIHO 3a pbUMYKaTa U T pas3bupa, de
cera C’bM CepMO3€H U Helllo He € Xy0aBo KaTo Mpe.

IIpocak®T ce BbpTU ABE — TPpU MUHYTU HAIlpep Has3aj. A3
SICHO 3HaM, 4e 4akKa HOB IJIyIlaK, HOB 0/l1aropojieH MYXIbO,
KOTOTO Jia U3/I'bXKe. A3 He CbM 6/1aropojieH MyX/bo. A3 camMo
JICKaX Jia TIOKa)ka Ha MasikaTa CU Ablieps KakBa e 61arocrra
Ha cebepasgaBaHeTo. [la u mokaxa, ye e joOpe fa gaBail...
U KOTaTo JsCHaTa pbKa JaBa, /JsABaTa Ja He 3Hae 3a TOBA.
Vickam 15 fja e 61aroTBOpuTeHAa M MUJIA, @ He 037100eHa KaTo
BCUYKIL.

U ce wyBcTBaM BOECEH OT I/IYIIOCTTA CI.

[piiepss Mu Me raefa 0o6ObpKaHO, He MOXe Ja pasbepe HUTO
KaKBO IIPaBsl, HUTO KaKBO MUCJIA.

[TpocsaxbT Me BWKAA. 3acyeTsBa ce M OTMBA [O JaBKa 3a
ankoxon u sApku. [IpaBu cbBceM Heemo ABMKEHE, BCE eJHO
Ile CU KynyBa Helo. Xa, CUTYPHO Kaiy 1 6 bpObH.

SaI_LIO HEe OTUOCII B HAKOA X)Ie6apH1/[ua, IIynmako — MUCIIA CU
— IIOHE Ja CbM U3/I'bI'aH KaKTO TpH6Ba?

Toit oTHOBO Me BVMJK[Ia M MM KMMBa C IJlaBa — Ha [OBaliceT
MeTpa CbM OT HEro — M IIaK MMUTHPA KyIyBaHe Ha HEIlo.
VM odakBa, 4e a3 me ce oTKa)ka ma ro Habmomasam. Ho as ro
HaO/II0aBaM.

Toit uMmuTUpa, Ye cu TpbrBa.

A3 ppbpnBaM AbliepsA CU, NOBAMYAM S KBM BXOJ Ha KblIa,
K'BJIETO, TSI ChbBCEM OO'bpKaHa Me muTa?

Crnegum nu ro?

Ha... ToJ HM M3/Ibra... TOM HAMAIle Hy KA OT ITapy 3a BIaK...
cera Iie BUMIL, 1€ TI0MCKA U OT JPyIru
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Mu... Ja C XOoOgMMM ToraBa...

He... He 6uBa I'BbXXIMTE TaKa... HAMA Jja IO OCTaBsA Ja JI'bXe
U IPYIN...
Mmu... T 3amo My fane?

3amoTo My NOBAPBAaX... BAXKHOTO € [ja laBalll HAa TNA, KOUTO
TU UCKAT, 6e3 HeNPeK'bCHATO JIa MUC/IAII, Ye Te JI'bXKaT

Xaiie ma cu XOOUM...
He... me Hu BbpHe mapure, aKko e rbxer!

V1 HabnropaBaM mpocska. A TOIL, yceTusl, 4e e cBoOOJeH jja
lleficTBa, cpa MoMue 1 Momuue. He ro 4yBam, HO IO MUMM-
KJTe My pa3bupam, ye MOBTAps CHINUTE HElla, KOUTO € Kazasl
U Ha MEHe.

VsnuTBaM CMUJIHO MIy/ICUpaHe B C/IENOOYMATAa — TO3U BUJ
THSIB, KOWITO MTOHSKOTA BOAY /1O MO3'BYEH yHap UIK O yonii-
crBo. He Mora ma cu 06scHA 3amo — He — O0sACHABAM CU
BeflHara. 3alloTo C Te3M Iapu, C Te3! YeTUpH jeBa LiAX fa
KYIIs Ha Abllieps cU TeMIlepHu 6om. Vickax ma My Hapucysa
HOPTPEeT — TaKbB, KAKBBTO CBM — C Opajia 1 00MYaH OT Hes.
A cera ce uyBcTBaM n3mMameH. Ho Hanu cpm 1o6bp? Hanm He
ce MHTepecyBaM OT TOBA, K'bfie 1lle OTUAAT JapeHNUTe OT MeH
napu?! Hanu He cbM 3B MapaHOUK, KOWTO IpaBM CMeTKa U
3a IapyeTo MYXJIsAcal X510, KOeTo e gai Ha 6e3JOMHO Ky4de?

Ho B YHUINUTE MU 6YMTI/I KpbBTa, 9aK MU CTaBa 3/1€ OT THAB U
3no6a. CTuckam PpPKaTa Ha ObIIEPA CU, TA Me I'/Iefla TPE€BOXKHO.

U ma Te M3mMBXKAT... € MHOTO IO-00pe, OTKOJIKOTO TU [ia
U3IBXeI... pa3bpa u — Ka3BaM TUXO U JIpe3raso.

AMu 3a110 ma Me IbXKaT?
Taxka...

A IIpOCAKDT CIIMpa MOMY€ C paHNIA, YHECEHO — OT HOBUA
TUII XOpa — KOUTO XKUBEAT HAKDBLIC B 3aJ’PHCHUTE YIMIIM HaA
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VurepHer. ToraBa a3 m3nmusaMm. B pxo6a Mu uma croaem
HOX. MHOro TpHBK - mocTa obabl. He craBa 3a psAsaHe, a
3a MymkaHe. CUT'YpHO Helllo B MeHe He e Hapefl, 3a fla To
Hocs. Terna ypuieps cu 3a ppKaTa 1 IpUOIMKaBaM IIPOCIKA.
3acTaBaM IIpeJ; HETO TBKMO, KOTaTO € B3eJl IOpeJHUTEe TpU
JieBa OT MOMUYETO, XuBeemo B VIHTepHerT. [Jonupam oTBOpe-
HIA HOX B KopeMa My. Toit mpaBu I7lynaBa, XUTpa, yITalleHa
U IPOTUBHA PVU3NOHOMMA.

Bbpuu mu napure!
3amio... TOCIOJ|MHE. .. a3 32 BIaKa TU T IIOUCKAX...

JIpxew — ka3BaM rpy6o, a Abliiepst MU HEPBHO Me bpra. T
Beye Ce € yIyIalllijia MHOTO.

He te npxeM... [ocnogune, 4yecTeH Kp'bCT...

VI nuueTo My cTaBa TOJIKOBA HAIJO, Ye YaK Ceé CT'BINMCBAM.
Toit rnema npe3 MeHe. Buxaa xonko c¢bM HumoxeH. Camo
UMNUTHUpA, Ye ce e Noymramma. 3Hae jJoOpe TakmuBa KaTo
MeHe. [IJom faBar mapu, HAMa fja youAT 4oBek. JInieTo My oT
CeKyH/Jja Ha CeKyH/Ja CTaBa Bce II0 TBBPAIO U B O4NTE My Bede
HsAMa ipe6HaBa XUTPIUHA — CaMO TPy6O0, CBUPENO Ipe3peHe.
byra ppkara mn.

A3 He CbM CaM... OT IIJIEBEHCKO CMe... C'bC CMHA CMe TYyKa...
U 32 Hero TpebBa 6MIeT a KyIyBaM... a3 IOMUCINX, Y€ CU
KOOBP YOBEK...

A, OM ¥ CMHA TU... — HE C€ YyBaM, KaKBO roBops. Pbkara
MI JCKa Jla ce BbpHe IIpU KopeMa My, ja ro youe u fia mocee
CIpaBeI/IMBOCT. A ycTaTa MU MbHKa — 3Hauu u cuHa tn? U
TY 3aTOBA JIM OT BCEKMU CpelHaT uckam? A?

W rnacpT My Tpenepu.

Abe s ce maxaii oT Tyka. ! Kakso... S cu 6erait...
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U 3a6pp3aHO, AXOCAHO, MPOCAKDT ce 0OpbIIa ¥ TPBrBa IO
ynunara. A gbpuieps MU U3MbKBa pbKaTa CU OT MOATA U CU
a1 n3bbvpca. CTouM aBe MUHYTHU. A3 CI'bBaM HOXa, KOWTO
HeJIeTo € BUCSAJI B OTIIyCHaTaTa MU pbKa.

[Isimata Tv pKa € MOTHA — Ka3Ba [bleps MU.

Mu... sigocax ce... U3/'bra HU TOS IATO.

Huo, a3 muMaM crieCTeHM e TAECET /IeBa, e TU JaM YeTU . ..
He e tam paborara.

I'memam crep mpocska ¥ MM CTaBa TOJIKOBA TEXXKO, TOJIKOBA
THETAaBO — BCE €JHO ChM II'BTHAJ Lisi/IaTa MY Mp'bCHa Topba
u cera T4 Me fymn. ONUTBaM ce fa Npegu3BIUKaM CMUpPEHNe
y cebe cu u He Mora. [Ipimeps mu Mme nornexja. Ja! Vckam
na 6pma BceompomiaBaml. CuleH KaTo OKeaHCKU NPUIUB U
Ho6Bp KaTo Malika KbM feTeTo ci. VI He mora. ChpieTo Mu
61e CUTHO U 37T00HO, TULIETO MU C€ IIOTI.

M3nbra Hu... un as...
KakBo? - nura gpiiepsa Mmu
Huio He HanmpaBux

A KakBO la HallpaBuUII?
Y... ne na 3sHaM... Hello...

Ho koraro mornexjgamM KbM Hes, BUKIaM, Ye TA IaK Ce €
YHecCna B CBOATa JIeTCKa, yymecHa Hupsana. [mema Bcuvko,
BCe €JHO € HUIIO.

A3 Mucnser MIUHYTU 3a CIYYMIIOTO C€, CJIell TOBAa C€ OTHACAM
HaHAKDBIE. "n ABaMaTa C HeA IIpOABb/I’)KaBaM€ Ia BbpPBUM IIO
yannarta, BCEKM YHECEH B CBOA HEBUIAUM CBAT.
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Is there anybody to love you (short stories)
Kalin Terziyski

Translated from the Bulgarian by Maria Boyadjieva

BEGGAR

While I'm walking along Ivan Assen Street, together with my
daughter, 'm taking a survey of the buildings. The buildings
of Sofia are ugly because they are too old and their old age
doesn’t dignify them but only ruins their coats.

That’s why I'm walking, watching everything as if it’s nothing. It’s
difficult to achieve, but everyone does it unconsciously every day.
‘Maybe you want some pizza?’

‘M-mm, yes... , my daughter answers drawlingly.

I become irritated when she looks aside, dreaming in some
girlish trance of hers. She’s roving. And I'm the same. She’s
watching everything as if it’s nothing, as well.

‘But youre going to eat it, aren’t you?’ I ask her while 'm
pulling her hand.

‘M-mm, yes... , then she’s watching through the invisible
space again, still dreaming.

I know perfectly well this dreaminess — when you don’t think,
feel, see or hear. You are just alive; something like an easily
reached, children’s Nirvana.

We are walking towards a pavilion where pizzas are sold, I'm
being careful so a car doesn’t hit us; my daughter has dropped
her hand in mine and she’s slightly walking into my legs,
because she just doesn’t watch where she’s going.
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And I, while I'm being careful a car doesn’t hit us, I'm think-
ing about childhood. I wonder whether I felt good when I was
a child, whether I felt something at all, whether I was con-
stantly experiencing this mixture of guilt and the irritation
of constantly pressing duties? Of course not. Ever since I grew
up I felt such things. But as a child I probably felt some child-
ish, silly things.

My daughter startles and pulls my hand, because a big dog
passes by her. Now I'm dreaming.

‘Where are you looking... ? As if you were a baby! You're sup-
posed to be an adult.” she’s pulling my hand.

Yes, I'm an adult. That’s so sad! But it seems to me that I
was sadder as a child. I pretty clearly understood that I was
dependent on everything and everybody; and that all true
pleasures were hidden from me - in the wardrobe, under lock
and key - from a strict mamma.

I think I grew up in order to get rid of my childhood.
‘Daddish (who knows from where she invented this Hungar-
ian name and titled me)... we’re here. What do you think?’
‘Nothing, daddy thinks nonsense.’

We’re entering the small restaurant and I'm bored, watching
the displayed pizza slices- thin and uninviting — an apathetic
effort to tempt some hungry clients. My daughter likes the
slices because there’s corn on them. But what the hell is this
corn doing here? | Maybe they stuff it everywhere in order to
accustom us to animal feed? There’s no doubt that, globally,
we are running out of real, nutritious food.

‘One slice with corn,” my daughter’s pulling me.

‘One slice with corn,’ I repeat the order and hand over the
money.
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I feel myself weak and displeased because I don’t have any
influence on my own daughter. I can’t teach her what I think
is good. She’s seven and she already knows everything better
than me. She’s ready to argue. And I don’t have the energy to
get involved in her arguments. Actually, it would be funny
somehow - a middle-aged gentleman and a little girl having
an argument on the street.

I’d rather she avoided eating McDonalds and corn. I'd rather
she had an aesthetic attitude towards food and a bigger inter-
est in the past and true matters (I mean, those matters I think
are true) — it seems to me that the children of today are not
interested in the past to the extent as if it had stopped existing.

I’d rather be in authority over this little manikin - some kind
of high-minded and good-natured authority in order to teach
her what is good. But I can’t.

And yet, how exactly to teach her good things? If she was a
boy, after some years passed, I would teach her how to shave
close.

She takes her pizza and starts eating it as if she were swallow-
ing something unsuitable for eating. It doesn’t look like it’s
tasty for her. But I am a gluttonous person and it seems to me
that the next generations won’t even understand the meaning
of the word ‘gluttony’. They will feed on seaweed and some
recycled shit in order not to feel that annoying feeling — what
was its name - oh, yes — hunger.

Now I go on thinking and she navigates me. I'm thinking
about food. Food is a pleasure which is going to become even
more disgraceful than sex when it turns out to be insufficient.
Yes, yes! Don’t eat butter — there’s cholesterol in it... as well as
in meat. Bread kills us. Alcohol makes us fat and thick headed;
it ultimately kills us. And wine... the blood of Christ... it kills
us as well. Oh, dear!
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And in that moment a beggar pops up in front of us. Big,
almost like me, though stouter. An old man around sixty in
the blue uniform of a ticket-collector, but altered in a way to
look beggarly.

He stands in front of me with a bag slung across his shoulder
- so absurd is that bag that it pisses me off. As if he wants to
demonstrate to me that he’s a beggar; that there are pieces of
stale bread in the bag, and he’s going to feed starving children
with them.

‘T’'m not a beggar, sir. I just don’t have money to go home. Fuck
all them beggars! Dirty rats they are! I need it for the train,
to go home. They’re waitin’ for me to come. My grandsons...
God bless your child, give me three leva.

And I want to demonstrate to my daughter what mercy is.

I think to myself, ‘here he is, he’s lousy and looks like a cheat
but she, being so little and ill-informed, she’ll understand
somehow that the good person is not interested in how and to
whom they give. She’ll learn that compassion and mercy are
important.

There’s a gold tooth in the beggar’s mouth which pisses me
off further. And I say to myself, ‘Be humble, man and don’t
pass judgment on people because of their golden teeth. Let the
little girl see how you give and do good.

And I take four leva out of my pocket — a two-/ev banknote
and two one-/ev coins. Then I count out three leva and pass
them to him. He grasps the banknotes and even manages to
somehow pull out, rudely and skillfully, even the last one lev.

‘Let’s have something to eat! I haven’t eaten anything today,
I'm starving.’

‘Even better,’ I think to myself. My daughter looks at me in
amazement and fear.
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‘Why do you give him money? He’s a gypsy.’

‘So... whatifhe’sa gypsy... ? He’sa man, isn’t he? ! He needs...
don’t you understand... he’s got into trouble and can’t go
home... and he’s starving. It doesn’t matter to whom you
give... What’s most important is that... if you give away...
you’ll grow up a better person.

And I keep on talking to her another five minutes about stuff
I hardly believe much, but she’ll believe.

But in my head, in my heart anger rises against him - the
anger of the fooled man.

I'm standing at the corner of the street, keeping a sharp eye
on what exactly the beggar’s going to do after he took my four
leva. My daughter is uneasy; she’s pulling my hand, it’s time
we were moving. But I pull her hand more vigorously and
now she understands how serious I am, and that something is
not as good as before.

The beggar wanders for two or three minutes, back and forth.
I see clearly how he’s waiting for another prey, some new noble
fool to cheat. I'm not a noble soft-head. I just wanted to show
to my little daughter the sweetness of selfless giving; to show
her it’s good to give... and when the right hand gives, the left
should not know about it. I want her to be a charitable and
considerate person, not as embittered as all the rest.

And I feel myself in a rage because of my own foolishness.

My daughter’s looking at me in confusion. She can under-
stand neither what I'm doing, nor what I'm thinking about.
The beggar spots me. He starts fussing about and moves to
a small shop where spirits and nuts are sold. He makes some
pretty ridiculous movement, pretending to buy something.
Hum, probably cashews and bourbon.
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‘Why don’t you go to some bakery, you bastard,’ I think to
myself ‘at least I won’t feel deceived in that case!’

He spots me once again and nods - 'm twenty metres away
from him - and he continues pretending to shop expecting
that I'll give up. But I continue watching him. He’s pretends
to leave. I pull my daughter and start dragging her to some
house entry where she asks me in total amazement:

‘Are we spying on him?’
‘Yes... he lied to us... this money for the train... he didn’t
need it... now he’ll cheat someone else, you'll see...’

‘Um... let’s go then...

‘No... I can’t stand liars... I won’t let him cheat someone
else...

‘But... why did you give him the money?’

‘Because I trusted him... it’s more important to give to those
who want, without constantly suspecting that they cheat you.

‘Let’s go, Daddish...
‘No... if he’s a liar, he’ll pay us the money back!

And I'm watching the beggar. And he, becoming aware that
he’s free to operate, stops a boy and a girl. I don’t hear him,
but I see his facial expression and I already know he’s repeat-
ing the same things he said to me.

I feel a violent pulsating in my temples— the kind of anger
that sometimes leads to strokes or murder. I can’t explain
to myself why it happens; no, I explain it right now. Because
with this money, with this four leva I would buy my daughter
tempera paints. I wanted her to paint me a portrait - such as I
am - bearded and loved by her. And now I'm feeling cheated.
But I'm a good person, aren’t I? I'm not interested in where
the money donated by me would go, am I? I'm not a wicked
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paranoiac who thinks twice about the mouldy piece of bread
he’s thrown to a homeless dog, am I?

But blood pounds in my ears; I feel faint with anger and spite.
I'm squeezing my daughter’s hand and she’s looking at me
with anxiety.

‘And if it happens that somebody cheats you... it’s much better
than for you to cheat... got it?’ I say quietly and hoarsely.
‘Why should they cheat me?’

‘So it is...

Now the beggar stops a boy with a backpack, some dreaming
boy - from this new type of people who live somewhere in the
dead-end streets of the Internet. Then I get out. There’s a jack
knife in my pocket; very thin, pretty long. It’s not fit for slicing
but for a jab. Probably something in me is out of order other-
wise why would I carry it around. I'm pulling my daughter’s
hand, approaching the beggar. I stand up in front of him just
when he has taken the next three leva from the boy living in
the Internet. I point the opened knife towards his stomach. He
makes some stupid, cunning, scared stift and odious face.

‘Give me my money back!’

‘Why... sir... I wanted it for the train...

“You're lying, I say rudely while my daughter nervously pulls
me. Now she’s really scared.

‘I don’t lie to you... Honestly, sir...’

And his face becomes so insolent that I'm almost taken aback.
He’s looking right through me. He clearly sees how insignifi-
cant I am. He’s just imitating fear. He knows very well people
like me. They won’t kill somebody if they are willing to give
their money away. His face becomes more and more unyield-
ing and there’s no petty cunning in his eyes - just a coarse,
tferocious contempt. He pushes my hand away.
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T'm not... we're from a village near Pleven... we’re here with
my son... I have to buy a ticket for him, too... I thought you're
a good man...’

‘Oh, your son too... , I'm not hearing what I'm talking about.
My hand wants to return to his stomach, to kill him and to
sow justice. But my mouth’s mumbling, ‘So, and your son,
too? Maybe that’s why you’re asking every person you see?
My voice is trembling too.

‘Hey, get away from here! What... get away, man...’

And the beggar turns around and starts along the road
— irritated and in a hurry. My daughter snatches her hand
from mine and starts wiping it. We stand still for about two
minutes. I fold up the knife that inconveniently dangles in my
limp hand.

“Your hand’s all sweaty, my daughter says.

‘Look... I got angry... This old man lied to us.
‘Anyway, I have fifty leva saved up; I'll give you four...’
‘That’s not the problem...’

I'm looking after the beggar and I feel so miserable, so
oppressed as if I've swallowed his big, dirty bag and now it’s
suffocating me. I'm trying to provoke some humbleness in
me, but it’s impossible. My daughter doesn’t look at me. Yes! I
want to be all-absolving; strong as an ocean tide and good as
a mother to her child. But I can’t. My heart’s beating strong
and maliciously; my face is sweating.

‘He lied to us... and I...

‘What?” my daughter asks.

‘1 did nothing...’

‘And what should you do?’

‘Oh... I don’t know... something...

The European Union Prize for Literature 2011 17



Is there anybody to love you (short stories)

But when I look at her I see that she’s dreaming again in her
children’s wonderful Nirvana. She looks at everything as if
it’s nothing.

I think for another five minutes about the incident; then I fall
into a reverie. And we keep walking along the street, everyone
dreaming in his own invisible world.
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