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How We Remember?
VASIL VLADIMIROV

Kak cu cnomHsime?
BACUA BAAAVMUVPOB

The Neighbours excavates the silenced and faded
memories of survivors of state violence from Bulgaria’s
socialist era. From 1945 t0 1989, individuals who diverged
from the ideals of the regime were sent to forced-labour
camps without trial and faced imprisonment, often
devoid of fair legal proceedings. In the post-socialist
period, several attempts at transitional justice aimed at
addressing the legacy of repression were initiated but
failed due to the lack of political will.

As aresult, an official narrative on state socialism and its
legacy is lacking. This absence has resulted in a classic
case of dissonant heritage, contributing to a social and
political climate marked by polarisation. This polarisation
is, in part,a consequence of the unaddressed and
unreconciled traumatic legacy left by the previous regime.

Mpoekmbm Cbcegume u3zBarkga Ha noka3 npemba4aBaHu-
me u u3bAaegHeAu cnoMeHU Ha ouenenume om akmoBeme
Ha noAumuyecko Hacuaue om enoxama Ha couyuaAu3ma

8 boazapus. Mexkgy 1945 u 1989 2. 6bacapcku epakgaHu,
omkAoHsABawu ce om ugeaaume Ha pexkuma, ca u3npa-
w,aHu B nazepu 3a npuHygumeneH mpyg uau 8 3amBopa,
yecmo 6e3 cbgebeH Npouec u u3zgageHa npucvga. B
nepuoga caeg nagaHemo Ha pexkuma bsixa HanpaBeHu
Hakonko onuma 3a npaBocbgue B ychnoBusima Ha npexog,
nocmaBsauwu cu 3a ueA ga ce cnpaBam c HacaegcmBomo
Ha penpecuume om MuHanomo. Bcuyku me ce npoBanuxa
nopagu Aunca Ha noaumu4ecka Boas.

Kamo pe3yamam u gHec omcbwcmBa odpuyuaneH pazkas
3a gbpkaBHus coyuanu3zbM u 3aBewaHama om He20
kyamypHa mpaBma. ToBa omcvcmBue npou3Bege kna-
cuyecku cayyall Ha ,,gucoHaHMHO HacAegcmBo*, gomu-
HUpPaHO oM Aunca Ha cbaracue B obuiecmBomo no masu
mema, koemo ce BnucBa B eguH couyuaneH u noanumuyecku
kaumam, 6ensizaH om noasipuzauusi. loHe omyacmu ma3su
noasipulayus e caegcmBue om auncBawomo nomupeHue
u HecnpaBsHemo ¢ ocmaBeHOMO om NpeguwHUSA peXkum
mpaBmamuyHo HacaegcmBo.

How We Remember? | Kak cu cnomHame?
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Bwvnpeku uzmuHanomo Bpeme, He3apacHaAume paHu u
6ene3u ca cu nponpaBuau nbm 8 konekmuBHama Hayuo-
HanHa naMmem. 3a MHO3UHa gHec, 6e3 me ga ca npeXkuBeau
AUYHO enoxama Ha couuaAu3ma, cnoMeHume om oHoBa
Bpeme npogbakaBam ga cvwecmByBam, Bbnabw,aBatiku
ce kamo mexHu co6cmBeHu. ToBa noka3Ba, ye camo Bpe-
MEMmOo He e gocmamb4YHO 32 U3UEeAeHUE U OCMUCASIHE Ha
MUHaAOmMoO, 0cobeHo koezamo cnoMeHUmMe ca npenAemeHu
¢ mpaBmamuyHu npexkuBsaBaHus, npeHacawu ce Ha BbAHU
mMeXgy nokoneHuama.

The Neighbours | Cbcegume
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Despite the passage of time, unhealed wounds and scars
have made their way into the nation’s collective memory.
Many individuals today did not personally experience
state socialism, yet divergent memories persist
embodied as their own. This highlights that time alone

is insufficient for healing and reckoning with the past,
especially when memories are intertwined with traumatic
experiences, creating ripples across generations.

The process of collectively preserving and recalling
memories is formalised through memorials and public
commemorations. Public memorials, however, are

few, predominantly dispersed and frequently stem

from private or activist endeavours, such as initiatives

by non-governmental organisations (NGOs), lacking
widespread popularity and approval. Despite the
seemingly straightforward nature of grief, memory, and
commemoration, a more in-depth examination of the past
uncovers intricate nuances. The duty of commemoration
is shared among academics, scientists, artists, designers,

Mpouecvm no konekmuBHomo cbxpaHaBaHe u npunom-
HAHE Ha me3u cnoMeHu npugobuBa popma Ype3 namem-
HUuume u nybAu4HUMe ombena3BaHus Ha Ba>kHu gamu.
MamemHuuyume obaye ca manko, B consmama cu yacm
npbCHaMuU Ha pa3AU4YHU Mecma u mBbpge Yecmo ca nAog
Ha YacmHU Ha4yuHaHusa u akmuBu3bM, kamo Hanpumep
uHuyuamuBu Ha HenpaBumeAncmBeHu opeaaHu3auuu, HO
0gobpeHUemo 3a max U NONyAApHOCMMa UM He ca 20-
AeMu. Bonpeku npuBugHo sicHusa xapakmep Ha ckpbvbma,
namMmemma u Bb3noMeHaHUemMo, egHO N0-3agbABOYEHO
u3zcnegBaHe Ha MuHanomo pa3kpuBa caoxkHu HloaHcu.
3agbakeHuemo 3a Bb3noMeHaHUe Ce cnogeAs om yyYeHu
u u3zcaegoBamenu, apmucmu, gulatiHepu, apxumekmu u
Bcuuku oHe3u, koumo ca npsako uau kocBeHo 3acezHamu
om muHanomo. Ta3u guHamuka B pabomama Ha namemma
HaAaza uzcaegBaHemo Ha Bbnpocu, koumo ca egHoBpe-
MeHHO cAoXKHU U npegu3BukamenHu.

Mpu nocmaBsHemo Ha me3u Bbnpocu e om u3kaloyumen-
HO 3HayeHue ga ce npoy4yu komnaekcHusm xapakmep Ha
cnoMHaHemo kamo couuaneH npoekm, kotimo u3zuckBa
6gumenHocm cpewy homeHuyuanHu uzkpuBsaBaHus u
ckpumu ugeonozuyecku npozpamu, kakmo u BkalouBaHe-
mo Ha MHO)kecmBo aanegHU mouku. HayuHbm, no kolimo

How We Remember? | Kak cu cnomHame?
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architects, and individuals directly or indirectly affected
by the past. This memorial work dynamic necessitates the
exploration of challenging and nuanced questions.

In posing these questions, it becomes crucial to examine
the complexities of remembrance as a societal project
that demands vigilance against potential distortions,
underlying agendas, and the inclusion of multiple
perspectives. How we understand and navigate their
manifold meanings will determine how memories
move from the private to the public realm. It is often
easier to garner public support for commemorating
events that unfolded in public, that is events that were
visible or possess a “cinematic” quality. The violence
of the camps, in contrast, occurred quietly in cells and
remote locations, away from the public eye, leaving no
searing collective visuals. This lack of public visibility
adds another layer of complexity to the challenge of
commemorating such events and garnering public
awareness and support.

pa3zbupame u HanpaBasBame mexHume pa3zHOPOgHU
3HaYeHus, uma onpegensuw,a poas 3a moBa kak cnome-
HUmMe npeMuHaBam om yacmHomo kbM nybAu4HOMO.
Yecmo e no-AecHO ga ce noAy4u obwecmBeHa nogkpena
3a ombenazBaHe Ha cbbumus, koumo ca ce pa3Bunu B8
nyb6Au4HOMO npocmpaHcmBo, m.e. buau ca Bugumu 3a
Bcuuku uau npumexkaBam onpegeneHu ,kuHemamozpa-
$puyHU“ kauecmBa. Hacuauemo B nazepume, Hanpomus, ce
e cAayyBano B 6e3mbaBue, B kuauu u Ha omganedyeHuU Mec-
ma, ganed om o4yume Ha obuwiecmBomo, 6e3 ga ocmaBs
cneg cebe cu pagmbpcBawu konekmuBHuU uzobparkeHus.
Auncama Ha nybau4Ha Bugumocm gobaBsa owe egHo HUBo
Ha cnokHocm kbm npegu3BukameacmBomo npeg Bv3no-
MeHaHuemo 3a makuBa cvbumus u 3a npuBaudaHemo Ha
obwecmBeHomo BHumaHue u nogkpena 3a Hezo0.

YnpaBaaBaHemo Ha mo3u pa3HOCMpaHeH NPouec No
u3npaBsHe Auye B Auue ¢ egHo moakoBa cAoXkHO MUHaAO
uzuckBa noAuPOHUYHOCM U CUHME3 Ha Pa3AUYHU 2AegHU
mouyku. Makap u ga He moXke ga 3aaudu ucmopuyeckume
cbbumus, 6uno no Bpememo Ha couuanu3ma uau B nocaeg-
Banusi 20 nepuog Ha npexog ¢ HeeoBume HeycneuwHuU onu-
mu 3a Bb3gaBaHe Ha cnpaBegauBocm, 3anaBsHemo ¢ masu
ucmopus ce okazBa abconlomHo Heobxogumo. Kakmo

The Neighbours | Cbcegume
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Navigating the multifaceted process of confronting

a complex past requires a synthesis of diverse
perspectives and polyvocality. Although it cannot erase
historical events, be it during the era of socialism or the
subsequent transitional period with its unsuccessful
endeavours in transitional justice, addressing this history
proves indispensable. As James Baldwin aptly observed,
“Not everything that is faced can be changed, but nothing
can be changed until it is faced.” Confronting the past
serves as a crucial step in addressing contemporary
challenges rooted in that unprocessed history.

Situated within this historical and social backdrop,

The Neighbours emerges as a multi-media installation
designed to serve as a poignant memorial for survivors,
creating a space for collective healing and care. Beyond
its commemorative role, the installation starts from the
perspective of anincomplete archive, emphasising the
significance of preserving sources, making “historical

Adkelimc BoagyuH ygauHo ombensizBa: ,,He Bcuuko moxke
ga 6bge NpoMeHEHO, HO HUW,0 He MOXke ga bbge npomeHe-
HO, gokamo 4oBek He ce 3axBaHe ¢ Heao". I3npaBsaHemo
AuUe B auue ¢ MuHanomo e pewaBauwa cmbvnka no nocoka
Ha pa3bupaHemo Ha gHewHume npegu3BukamencmBa,
BkopeHeHuU B ma3u ucmopus, ocmaHana cu Bce maka
HenpepabomeHa.

Ha mo3u ucmopuyecku u coyuaneH poH npoekmovm
Cwcegume ce noaBaBa kamo myamumeguiliHa uHCcmMana-
uus, yuamo uea e ga cay>ku kamo npoyyBcmBeH namem-
Huk 3a Bcuuku ouenenu, cv3zgaBaliku npocmpaHcmBo 3a
konekmuBHo nekyBaHe u 2purka. OmBbg ma3u Bb3nome-
HameAHa PoAs, UHCmanauuama Bogu Ha4aAoOmo cu om
nepcnekmuBama 3a eguH AUWEH OM NbAHOMama cu ap-
xuB, noguepmasBaliku 3Ha4YeHUemo Ha cbxpaHaBaHemo Ha
u3zmoyHuuume u npeBpbwaliku ucmopuyecka uHpopma-
uus, koasmo yecmo nbmu e buna u3zaybeHa uAu uamMecme-
Ha, B omHoBo pu3zuyecku npucbcmBawa.' IHcmanauusma
omuBa omBbg npocmomo pa3zwupsBaHe Ha ucmopuye-
ckomo no3HaHue uAu Ha obpa3za 3a camume Hac, kamo

1 Foster, Hal. “An Archival Impulse.” October 110 (2004): 3-22. http://www.
jstor.org/stable/3397555.

How We Remember? | Kak cu cnomHame?
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”m

information, often lost or displaced, physically present.
It goes beyond the mere expansion of historical
knowledge or self-image; instead, it endeavours to
unearth a history that has been forgotten, concealed,
or denied, bringing it into the present and establishing
foundations for a new future.

The invitation extended to audiences transcends mere
observation and learning; it calls upon them to bear
witness. This goes beyond the didactic nature or the
clinical approach often associated with academic
research. The true essence of art concerning memory
lies not only inits epistemological value but also in its
ability to capture and evoke emotions—something which
cannot be directly documented or made visible. Bearing
witness becomes a symbolic gesture, acknowledging
the significance of survivor and witness testimony in the
construction of history and collective memory against

1Foster, Hal. “An Archival Impulse.” October 110 (2004): 3-22. http://www.
jstor.org/stable/3397555.

Bmecmo moBa ce onumBa ga u3zBagu HasBe ucmopusama,

kossmo e buna 3a6bpaBeHa, ckpuma uau ompeyeHa, kamo q

npeHece omHoB0 B Hacmosiwemo u nonoXku ocHoBume Ha
egHo HoBo Bbbgeuwe.

[MokaHama, omnpaBeHa kbm nybaukama omuBa omBbg
npocmomo HabalogaBaHe u yyeHe - ma npu3oBaBa 3pu-
menaume ga cBugemencmBam. ToBa HagxBbpas gugakmuy-
Husa xapakmep uau kauHu4HuUst nogxog, koumo yecmo ce
cBvbp3Bam c akagemuvHume u3zcaegBaHus. MlcmuHckama
cbwHocm Ha uzkycmBomo, aHza)kupaHo ¢ namemma,
AeXku He camo B HezoBama enucmemonoau4yHa cmod-
Hocm, HO u B cnoco6Hocmma My ga ynaBs u npegu3BukBa
emMouuu - Hew,o, koemo He moXke ga 6bge npsiko gokymeH-
mupaHo uAu HanpaBeHo Bugumo. CBugemencmBaHemo
ce npeBpbvwa myk 8 cumBoneH >kecm, npu3HaBauw, 3Ha-
yeHuemo Ha pazkazume Ha ouenenu u cBugemenu 3a
u3epakgaHemo Ha ucmopusima u konekmuBHama namem,
npomuBonocmaBsalku ce Ha ucmopuozpadusma, kosmo
omanoBarkaBa cmamyma um Ha goka3zamencmBa.? Ta3u
npakmuka npugo6uBa ocobeHa BaxkHocm, koezamo cmaBa

2 Buxk Wieviorka, Annette, 1998. The Era of the Witness [L'ere du temoin;
Paris: Plon,1998]. Trans. Jared Stark. Ithaca: Cornell UP,2006.

The Neighbours | Cbcegume
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the resistance of the historiography which discounts it
as evidence.? This practice becomes especially crucial
when dealing with denied history, stemming from a
culture of silence and a repressive climate. In doing so,
it challenges prevailing narratives and underscores the
importance of confronting silenced histories.

In its structure, the installation ultimately delivers a
non-linear and fragmented narrative, despite adhering
to a somewhat rigid framework with three rooms and
three modes of remembrance. Recognisable elements,
indicative of a documentary nature and empirical
research through survivor interviews, are disrupted by
abstract footage and ambient sounds. Objects retrieved
from the camp sites, such as stones, water, and plants,
visually link the material world of the camps to domestic
spaces, portraying the infiltration of traumatic memory
into everyday life.

2 see Wieviorka, Annette, 1998. The Era of the Witness [L'ere du temoin;
Paris: Plon,1998]. Trans. Jared Stark. Ithaca: Cornell UP,2006.

gyMa 3a egHa ucmopus, kosmo e o6ekm Ha ompu4aHe u
kosmo npou3gmuya om egHa kyamypa Ha MbAYaHUEMO U
penpecuBHama cpega. [lo mo3u Ha4YuH uHCMaaauyusma
nocmaBs nog Bvnpoc npeobragaBawume paskasu 3a mu-
Hanomo u nogyepmaBa BakHomo 3Ha4YeHue Ha cbAbCbka
¢ npeMbA4aBaHume ucmopuu.

Ype3 cmpykmypama cu uHcmanayusma npegocmass
eguH HeAuHeeH U dpazmeHmapeH pa3kas, Bbnpeku ye ce
npugbprka kbm goHsskbge cmpoea pamka, BkalouBawa
mpu cmau u cbomBemcmBawume uM MpuU Ha4YuHa Ha
cnomMHsiHe. Pagno3HaBaemu enemeHmu, Haco4Bawu kbm
gokymeHmanHus xapakmep Ha uHCmaaAayusma u eMmnupuy-
Homo u3cAegBaHe nocpegcmBom uHmepBloma ¢ ouenenu,
6uBam npoHu3aHu u pa3zkbcaHu om abcmpakmHu kagpu

u 38yuu om okonHama cpega. AoHeceHU om Mecmama Ha
Aazepume npegmemu kamo kambHuU, Boga u pacmeHus,
cb3gaBam BulyanHama Bpb3ka mexkgy mamepuanHus
cBam Ha nazepume u npocmpaHcmBama Ha goma, u3o-
6pa3zaBaliku no mo3u Ha4yuH npocmykBaHemo Ha mpaBma-
muyHama namem 868 BcekugHeBHusa »kuBom.

How We Remember? | Kak cu cnomHsame?
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The inviting and familiar atmosphere created by the
furniture is continually disturbed as natural or ordinary
objects are re-appropriated and arranged in surreal
constellations. This serves not only to shift the work from
the purely ethnographic realm into that of conceptual
and installation art, but more importantly, to signify

how memories, like the archives forming collective
memories, are both constructed and fragile. These
scenes illustrate how the connection of postmemory to
the past is mediated not just by recall, but by imaginative
investment, projection, and creation,”® attesting not only
to how those who experienced the events first-hand
remember but also to how these memories ripple down
intergenerationally.

3 Interview with Marianne Hirsch, 2012 AN INTERVIEW WITH MARIANNE
HIRSCH, Columbia University Press Blog

Cv3gageHama om mebeaupoBkama npuBemauBa u no3Ha-
ma ammocdepa 8 cmaume HenpekbcHamo buBa Hapywa-
BaHa 4ype3 noBmopHOMO anponpuupaHe Ha obekmume

u nogpexkgaHemo um B cloppeanucmuyHu koHcmeaayuu.
Taka pabomama He camo ce ugMecmBa om noremo Ha
yucmama emHozpadusa kbm moBa Ha koHuenmyaAHOMO
u3zkycmBo, Ho u, koemo e no-BaxkHo, ce pazkpuBa Ha-
YuH®mM, no kolimo cnomeHume, Nnogo6HO Ha apxuBume,
dopmupawu konekmuBHama namem, cu ocmaBam egHo-
BpemeHHO koHCcmpyupaHu u mBbpge kpexku. Te3u cueHu
oHaeanegsaBam cbw,o u Bpbvlkama mekgy nocmnamemma u
MuHaAomo, kosmo e onocpegcmBaHa He caMo om npu-
NOMHSIHEMO, HO U No gymume Ha MapuaH Xbpuw, om Bb06-
pakaemomo uHBecmupaHe, npoekmupaHe u cv3gaBaHe,
cBugemencmBawu He camo 3a moBa kak nomHsam xopama,
npexkuBeau cbbumuama om nvpBa pvka, Ho u kak me3u
cnoMeHu ce npegaBam mexkgy nokoreHusma.®

3 Interview with Marianne Hirsch, 2012 AN INTERVIEW WITH MARIANNE
HIRSCH, Columbia University Press Blog

The Neighbours | Cocegume
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Just before embarking on a field research trip to Lovech,
acity in central Northern Bulgaria where one of the
former forced labour camps was located, | wrote this text.
Our stay in arenovated 1980s hotel served as a bridge
between the present time and the last decade of the
socialist regime. Soon after, a mysterious rash surfaced
on my hand, spreading relentlessly to other parts of my
body. An unexpected discovery unfolded when a bug
crawled out of Georgi Gospodinov’s book, “Time Shelter,”
which accompanied me on my journey in my travel
backpack—a bug that, upon investigation, turned out to
be a bedbug.

“Time Shelter,” a fragmented exploration of time and
memory which takes as its premise time hospitals where
people seek a cure against forgetting and the culture of
silence, became an unintended home for this pest, its
time shelter of sorts. The incident led me to reflect on the
survivor testimony of Nikola Dafinov, who vividly recalled
sleepingin a bed infested with bedbugs in the Lovech

Hanucax mo3u mekcm manko npegu ga mpbaHa 3a me-
peHHo u3cnegBaHe B AoBeuy, 2pag B CeBepHa Bbazapus,
kbgemo ce Hamupa eguH om HakozawHuUMeE Aaz2epu 3a
HacuncmBeH mpyg. NMpecmosam Hu 8 peHoBupaH xomea
om 80-me 20guHU Ha MuHaAus Bek nocay>ku kamo mocm
MeXkgy Hacmosaw,emo U NOCAEgHOMO gecemuAemue Ha
couyuanucmuyeckus pexkum. Ckopo caneg moBa no pbvka-
ma Mu ce nosiBu 3a2zagbyeH 06puB, kolimo HeyMmoAuMO
ce paznpocmpaHu u no gpyau 4yacmu Ha MsiAOmo Mu.
HeouyakBaHomo omkpumue golige, koeamo om kHuzama
Ha leopau locnoguHoB ,Bpemeybekuwe”, kosmo me cb-
npoBokgawe B paHuyama mu no Bpeme Ha nNbmyBaHemo,
u3nbA3sa bybonedka - byboneuka, kosmo caneg wameneH
npeaneg ce oka3a gvpBeHuua.

,Bpemeybekuwe” - moBa ppazmeHmapHo uzcaegBaHe Ha
Bpememo u namemma, koemo 83ema 3a omnpaBHa mouka
kauHukume 3a MuHano, kbgemo xopama mbpcsam Aek cpe-
wy 3abpaBama u kyamypama Ha MbA4aHUEMO - Heo4vakBa-
Ho ce 6bewe npeBbpHano B gom 3a ma3u byboneuka, bewe
cmaHano eguH Bug HeliHo Bpemeybexkuwe. CAyyunomo

ce Me Hakapa ga ce 3amucas Bbpxy cBugemencmBomo Ha
ouenenus Hukona AagpuHoB, kolimo cu cnomHs kak e cnan
B Ae2no, NbAHO € gbpBeHuyu, 8 mpygoBus nazep B8 AoBeu.

The Neighbours | Cbcegume
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labour camp. While it is absurd to claim the bedbug time-
travelled to bite me, the uncanny experience highlights
how memory seeps into our existence. Metaphorically
and literally, it opens wounds—one bedbug bite at a time.

Originally intending to conclude with reflections

on memory, remembering, and forgetting, and their
interdependence like light and darkness, something
unexpected occurred during the trip—bedbugs, bites,
and a survivor's testimony intertwining with our research.
Despite our failure to uncover material remnants of the
camps, the intangible elements, such as the visceral
response to bedbug bites, embodied the essence of
the experience. Like the exhibition itself, the trip delved
into the conceptual and material layers of memory,
unearthing unexpected connections in the absence of
tangible artefacts.

Makap ga e abcypgHo ga mBbpgum, 4e gbpBeHuuama e
nponbvmyBana Bpememo, 3a ga Me yxane, mo moBa Heobu-
yaliHo u mpeBoXkHo npekuBaBaHe nogyepmaBa Ha4yuHa,
no kolimo cnomeHume ce npocmykBam 8 cbuw,ecmBy-
BaHemo Hu. 1 MemadopuyHo, u bykBanHO namemma
omBaps egHa No egHa paHU - N0OgobHO Ha yxanBaHusi om
gbpBeHuua.

MbpBoHayanHO cMamax ga 3aBbpwa mekcma cu ¢ pasz-
MUCAU 3a haMemma, CNOMHsAiHEMO U 3abpaBaHemo u
msaxHama B3aumo3aBucumocm, nogobHa Ha ma3u Mmexkgy
cBemauHama u mbMHUHamMa, HO emo Ye no Bpeme Ha Nb-
myBaHemo ce cay4u Hew,0 Heo4vakBaHo - gbpBeHuuume,
yxanBaHusima, nazepHomo cBugemencmBo, - ce npenae-
moxa ¢ Hawemo u3caegBaHe. Makap ye He ycnaxme ga
omkpueM MamepuanHu ocmaHku om Aazepume, HeBe-
wecmBeHume enemeHmu, kamo Hanpumep BbmpewHama
peakuus Ha yxanBaHusma om gbpBeHuyume, BbnAbmuxa
cbwHOcmMma Ha moBa npexuBsaBaHe. [Togo6HO Ha cama-
ma uHcmaanauyus, maka u Hawemo nbmyBaHe ce BnycHa
gbnboko B koHUuenmyaAHUMeE U MamepuaAHU nAacmoBe
Ha namemma, uzBarkgatiku HasBe HeouyakBaHu Bpb3ku npu
Auncama Ha BewecmBeHu apmedakmu.

How We Remember? | Kak cu cnomHame?







The RoomlamiIn
LILIA TOPOUZOVA

*This is an abridged
version of “The Room |

am In” by Lilia Topouzova
published in The European
Review of Books, 2,2022.

Cmasama,
B8 kosmo cbm

AAVA TOMY3OBA

*ToBa e cvkpameHa
BepcusiHa “The Room
lam In,” om Auaus
Tonoy308a, ny6aukyBaHa
8 The European Review of
Books, 2,2022.
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I travel nearly 5000 miles, from Toronto to Sofia, to be

in small rooms. Sometimes it's a bedroom. Sometimes
it's a living room. Often, it’s both. In the winter, it is too
cold. Inthe summer, the heatis unbearable. The roomis
in avillage, in a small town, in a big city. There is barely
an echo because the room is filled with too many things.
Bulky wood armoires and shelves built for another
eratake up all the space. Doors creak, ceilings are
cracked and colors have faded. Everything has aged and
everything belongs.

Except for my shiny recorder. It stands out. A 2011 digital
Olympus make, | buy it within hours of landing. It can
record a thousand consecutive hours—more than | will
ever need. | am here to meet the last of the men and
women who passed through the Bulgarian gulag. My
recorder has too many modes, options and settings. |
need to make certain | don’t turn the switchable low-cut
filter on because it will minimise—or worse, eliminate—
whispers, coughs and sighs. | want to capture all the
background noise, because sometimes that's all there is.

MomyBam 6au3z0 8000 kunomempa om TopoHMoO go
Coous, 3a ga 6bga 8 manku cmau. NoHskoza e cnanHs.
[MoHskoza e BcekugHeBHa. Yecmo e u gBeme 3aegHo.
Mpe3 3umama e mBbvpge cmygeHo. lNMpe3 Asasmomo >keeama
e HenoHocuMa. Cmasima e Ha ceno, B manko 2pague, B 2o-
ASIM 2pag. B Hes exo noumu He ce 4yBa, 3aW,0mo e NbAHO
¢ monkoBa MHoO20 Hewa. [pamagHu gbpBeHu 2apgepobu

u padmoBe, npaBeHu 3a gpyao Bpeme, 3aemam uaA0mMo
npocmpaHcmBo. Bpamume ckbpuam, maBaHume ca Ha-
nykaHu, a uBemoBeme - uzbaegHenu. Bcuuko e ocmapsno,
Bcuyko npuHagaeXku Ha cmasma.

C u3zknloueHue Ha AbckaBusa mu gukmodgoH. Toli 6ue Ha oyu.
AuzumaneH ,,Onumnyc” om 2011 2., kyneH 6poeHu YacoBe
cneg kauaHemo. Moyke ga 3anuwe xunsiga yaca 6e3 npe-
kbcBaHe - MHO20 noBeye, omkonkomo Hakoeza we Mu hom-
ps6Bam. Tyk cbMm, 3a ga ce cpewHa c nocAegHUMeE MbXke U
>keHu, npemuHaAu npe3 6vazapckusa N'YAAL AukmodpoHbm
umMa mBbpge MHO20 peXkumMu, onyuu u Hacmpolku. Tpa6B8a
ga BHumaBam ga He Bkaloya HuckoyecmomHus puambp,
3awomo moi we cBege go MUHUMYM — UAU OW,Ee NO-AOWO —
w,e npemMaxHe wenomume, nokawasHusma u 8v3guwku-
me. ickam ga ynoBs ueaus poHoB wym, 3aw,omo noHskoza
moBa e eguHcmBeHomMo, koemo uma.
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Nobody invited me to come in the room. | had to ask
permission many times before | could enter.

«You are too late. »
« Too much time has passed. »
«lamtoo old.»
Once I was welcomed, though, | could hardly leave.
«Don’t goyet, | haven’t told you everything. »

... But we've spoken for five hours and you haven’t said
anything about the camps. | told you, that’'s why | am here.

«You barely touched the stuffed peppers. My wife
cooked them all morning so you could eat well. »

.. The peppers are delicious, | just can’t eat four of them.
And | was hoping you can tell me more about your time in
solitary confinement.

Hukol He me e nokaHuA ga Baa3a B cmasma. MHo20 nbmu
mpsa6Bawe ga uckam pa3zpeweHue, npegu ga Moaa ga
Bas3a.

,MHo20 3akbCcHsAXmMe.”
,TBbpge MHO20 Bpeme muHa.”
,MHo20 cbM cmap.”

BegHb)k kamo me nocpewHexa obaye, egBam ycnsaBax ga
CU mpbaHa.

,He cu mpbvaBalime owe, He cbM Bu kazan
Bcuuko.”

..Ho Hue 2o0Bopum Beye nem yaca u Bue He kazaxme HUW,0
3a nazepume. Kazax Bu, 4ye cbm gowna 3a moBa.

,EgBa cme gokocHanu nbAHeHUMe vywku. XXeHa
MU 2u npaBu usina cympuH, 3a ga mokeme ga ce
HaxpaHume gobpe.”

.Hywkume ca BkycHu, HO npocmo He MO2a ga u3sim Yemu-
pu. /I ce HagsaBax ga mu pa3kakeme noBeye 3a npecmos
Bu 8 kapuepa.

The Neighbours | Cbcegume



«You are too skinny. Eat the peppers and | will tell
you how | saw my friends drown. »

Sometimes it's stuffed peppers, baked filo-dough
pastries and chocolate. At other times, it is vodka, rakija
and wine. For every story of violence and survival, there
are a dozen sips of bitter coffee and some jelly beans.

»MHo20 cme kabowaBa. M3skme cu uywkume
u we Bu paskaxka kak Bugax npuameaume mu
ygaBeHu.”

[MoHskoza ca nbAHeHU Yywku, 6aHuua u wokonag. Apya
nbom Bogka, pakus u BuHo. Ha Bceku pa3ka3 3a Hacuaue
u ouenaBaHe ce nagam gy3uHa aAbmku 2op4yuBo kade u
Hakonko »keaupaHu 6oH6OHa.
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This is part culture, part circumstance. What happened

in forced labour camps in state socialist Bulgaria now
seems forgotten. | knock on these doors because by the
time the doors of the archives swung open, it was too late.
Within months of communism'’s fall, 45 years and dozens
of kilometers of archival evidence were incinerated

in a massive purge. The files that remained, filled with
euphemisms like the official camp designation Labour
Correctional Community hardly tell you what re-education
through labour really meant. You can read these records
ten times over but they don’t reveal life as it unfolded and
was extinguished in the camp. What you hear in these
rooms doesn’t add up with what you read in the files.
Painful memories collide with neatly typed-up words.

Do you know why you were sent to a camp?

Omuyacmu moBa e Bbnpoc Ha kyamypa, omyacmu Ha
cmeyeHue Ha o6cmosamencmBama. Cayyuaomo ce B
mpygoBume nazepu B8 couyuanucmuyecka bbazapus gHec
u3anexkga 3abpaBeHo. Yykam Ha Bcuuku me3u Bpamu,
3awomo kozamo Hali-cemHe Bpamume Ha apxuBume ce
omBopuxa, Beue bewe mBvpge kbcHo. BpoeHu meceyu
cneg nagaHemo Ha komyHu3Mma, 45 2oguHu u gecemku
kunomempu apxuBHu cBugemencmBa ca uzzopeHu npu
MacupaHo npoyucmBaHe. Om ocmaHaAume gocuema,
NnobAHU ¢ eBdemuzmu kamo ,TpygoBo Bb3znumameaHo
obwekumue” - obuuuanHOMo HaumMmeHoBaHue Ha Aaze-
pume - mpygHo we ce pa3bepe kakBo BcvbuwHocm o3Ha-
yaBa npeBb3numaHue Yype3 mpyg. Mokew ga npoyemeuw
me3u gokymMmeHmu gecem nbmu, HO me Hama ga paskpusm
>kuBoma maka, kakmo mot ce e pa3zBuBan u kakmo e 6un
yHuw,0>keH B nazepa. Yymomo B cmaume He cbBnaga ¢
npoyemeHomo B gocuemama. boAre3HeHUMeE cnoMeHuU ce
cbabckBam yenHo ¢ epukauBo HaneyamaHume gymu.

3Haeme Au 3aw,0 Bu ugnpamuxa 8 nazepa?

The Neighbours | Cocegume
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Inthe rooms

| danced the swing

My skirt was too short

My hair was too long
I donned a fancy coat

| listened to the Beatles
| wrote a poem

| wore tight pants

| told a joke

B cmaume

TaHuyBax cyuHe

[Monama mu bewe
mBbpge kbca

Kocama mu bewe
mBbpge gbaeca

Hocex mogepHO nanmo

Caywax bulimbac

Hanucax
cmuxomBopeHue
Hocex mecHU naHmMaAoHuU

Pa3zka3ax Buu

The Neighbours | Cbcegume

Inthe files
«Hoodlum. Engaged in
debauchery »

« Criminal. Prone to
amoral behavior »

« Criminal »
« Criminal. Prostitute »

« Traitor »
« Enemy of the State »

«Hooligan. Prone to
amoral behavior »

« Enemy of the state »

B gocuemama

,XyAuaaH. 3aHumaBa ce ¢
pa3Bpam.”

,KpumuHanHa. CknoHHa
kbM amopanHo
noBegeHue.”

»KpumMuHaneH."

»KpumMuHanHa.
Mpocmumymka.”

,1pegamen.”

,Bpakecko auue.”

»XyAuzaH. CKAOHEH kbMm
amopanHo noBegeHue.”

,Bpae Ha Hapoga.”
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I didn’t cry hard enough
when the dictator died

| was an Anarchist

| was a boy who fell in love
with the wrong boy

I didn’'t want to give up
my land

| prayed to Allah
| lita candle
| spoke Romani

I named my son
Mohammed after my
father

He nanakax gocmamwbyHO,
kozamo gukmamopbm
ymp4

bax anapxucmka

Bsax momye, koemo
HAMawe npaBo ga ce
Balo6u B gpyzo MoMue

He uckax ga cu gaBam
3eMama

Monex ce Ha Aanax
3ananux cBeu,
[oBopex pomcku
Kpbcmux cuHa cu

Moxameg, Ha umemo
Ha baw,a Mu

The Room I am In | Cmasama, 8 kogsmo cbm

« Enemy of the state »

« Enemy of the state »

« Amoral Behavior.
Homosexual »

« Kulak. Former Person.
Traitor »

« Traitor »
« Traitor »
« Traitor »

« Traitor. Prone to
Sabotage»

,Bpaa Ha Hapoga.”

,Bpae Ha Hapoga.”

»~AMopanHo noBegeHue.
Xomocekcyaaucm.”

.Kynak. BuBw yoBek.
Mpegamen.”

J1pegamen.”
Jpegamen.”
Jpegamen.”

Jpegamen. CknoHeH
kbm cabomak.”
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To know more, you have to return to the rooms. You are an
ethnographer, a historian, an artist, a witness, a filmmaker,
a collector of testimonies. | am all of these things but in the
room,lam none. | listen.l eat when | am not hungry. | smoke
though | am not smoker. | drink more ounces than | could
count but it's somehow never enough. You have three
hours to rewind fifty years. You try to imagine them as

they were in the photographs. You ask them to remember,
but shards do not make a story whole. Your questions go
unanswered. Don’t go yet. Just hold the space.

Inthe room is an encounter. A survivor named Hope
(Hapexxpa) once told me that there is a small circle, a
primary circle that she fills with memories she can’t bear
to say aloud. Hope was a former political prisoner who
spent six years in the Sliven prison from 1949 to 1955.
When I met herin 2011, she was nearing her eighties

and never left her small two-room flat because she had
difficulties walking. Her hair was snow-white and she was
covered in layers of clothing. It was too expensive to keep
the heater running.

3a ga Hay4yuw noBeye, mpsabBa ga ce BbpHew B cmaume -
kamo emHozpad, ucmopuk, mBopeu, aBmop Ha puamu,
konekuuoHep Ha cBugemencmBa. A3 cbm Becuuku me3u
Hewa, HO B cmasima He cbM Hukoe om msx. Caywam. fAm,
koezamo He cbm 2naagHa. lNMywa, Bbnpeku 4ye He cbM nyway-
ka.Musi noBeye epamoBe, omkonkomo Moza ga npebpos,
Ho Hskak cu me Hukoaza He cmuzam. ViMaw mpu 4aca, 3a
ga npeBopmuw nemgecem 2o0guHu Ha3ag. OnumBaw ce
ga cu 2u npegcmaBuw makuBa, kakBumo ca Ha cHumkume
B8 gocuemama. Moauw 2u ga cu cnomHam, HoO omaomkume
He we HanpaBam ucmopuama uysaocmHa. Bbnpocume mu
ocmaBam 6e3 omeoBop. He cu omuBal owe. [Mpocmo ce
xBaHu 3a Macmomo.

B cmaama uma cpewa. EgHa ouensna om nazepume Ha
ume Hagekga BegHbrk mu ka3a, ye uma HakakbB8 manbk
kpbe, nbpBuyeH kpbe, kolimo uznbaBa cbc cnomeHu, kou-
mo U e HENOHOCUMO ga u3peye Ha anac. Hagexkga 6ewe
6uBwa noanumuyecka 3amBopHuyka, npekapana wecm 20-
guHu B CauBeHckust 3amBop mexkgy 1949 u 1955 2. Koeamo
A cpewHax npe3 2011 2., HabaukaBawe ocemgecemme

u Hukoza He uzaulawe om mankus cu gBycmaeH anap-
mameHm, 3auw,omo ce npugBukBawe mpygHo. Kocama

U 6bewe cHeXkHObBAAa, a ma camama bewe HaBaeveHa ¢

The Room I am In | Cmasama, 8 kogsmo cbm
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Hope was a widow, and her pension barely covered her
groceries. In her cold room, we drank hot tea and ate
lemon-flavoured gummies that looked like candied fruit.
She had never told her story to anyone before, except to
afew trusted friends and some family members. No one
had asked her. Hope often sits in the circle on her own; |
amnow in it,and | have to expand it. But when | leave the
room, the circle bursts, and | lose all she had gathered.
Hope remains in the circle alone.

| enter other rooms. Petko’s room I've gotten to know well.
It's in a small village, just outside a big city. When he was
young, Petko wrote poems against the regime that landed
him in the camp.

Poems that lamented the land taken from his family, that
compared the Soviet rulers to Satan.

Once he made it out, he knew he didn’t need more than a
room to live in. But for his memories, he built a six-story
tower, a DIY history museum he filled with artefacts from
the camp.

kamoBe gpexu. TBbpge ckbno 6ewe ga gvprku neykama
nocmosHHo BkaloyeHa.

Hagexkga 6ewe BgoBuua u neHcusma U egBa U cmuzawe
3a xpaHa. B cmygeHama U cmasa gBeme nuexme 2opeuy
yal u agaxme >kenupaHu 6oH60HU ¢ Bkyc Ha AuMoH, koumo
npuAuYyaxa Ha 3axapocaHu naogoBe. Hukoza npegu moBa
msa He bewe pazka3Bana ucmopusma cu Ha Hukozo, ocBeH
Ha Hakonko goBepeHu npusmeau u YaeHoBe Ha cemel-
cmBomo. Hukol He a 6ewe numan. Hagexkga yecmo cegu
B cBost kpba. Ceza u a3z cbM B mo3u kpba u mpsabBa ga 2o
pa3wups. Koeamo obaye HanycHa cmasma, mol ce kbca
u a3 2ybsa Bcuuko, koemo msa e cvbpana B Hezo. HageXkga
ocmaBa cama 8 kpvea.

Bauzam B gpyeu cmau. Cmasma Ha Nemko, kosmo mu

e gobpe no3Hama. Hamupa ce B ceaue, cvbBcem 6AU30

go 2onsam epag. Kamo maag Nemko nuwe cmuxoBe cpe-
wy pekuma, 3apagu koumo nonaga 8 nazep. CmuxoBe,
onnakBawu 3emMama, omHema Ha cemelicmBomo My, u
cpaBHaBawu cbBemckume ynpaBHuuu cbCc camaHama.
BegHwbxk uzckybHan ce, moli ocb3HaBa, ye Hukoaa noBeye
HsiMa ga uma Hy>kga om HUW,0 gpyzo, ocBeH om cmasg, B
kosmo ga >kuBee. 3a cnomeHume cu o6a4ye nocmposnBa

The Neighbours | Cbcegume
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Every time | would visit him, Petko was always hard at
work, editing someone’s memoir or working on his own.
Hope gave him the names of all the women who had been
in the camp with her.

It was a long list. Petko wrote them all down. His writing
veered in different directions, but always returned to the
camp. As he aged and his body weakened, his enormous
will to put pain to paper stood out all the more. He called it
“the duty of the survivor,” to chronicle all that had beenin
the camp. All his books were self-published with the help
of a friend.

When | last entered his room, in 2019, it was damp and
seemed even smaller. A bed, atable, a chair, a typewriter.
We sat across from one another, drinking strong coffee,
and he lit his favourite Blue Rothman. We talked as we
always do: history, camps, politics, poetry. The tower of
memories hovered above us, each of its floors dedicated
to an episode of Bulgarian history, and filled with found

wecmemarkHa kyna - camopbyeH ucmopudecku my3zed,
kolimo uznbaBa c apmedakmu om Aazepa.

Bceku nbem, koezamo 20 nocewaBax, lMemko HeuzmMeHHO
pabomeuwe yCcuAeHo, pegakmupawe He4yuu cnoMeHu

uAu nuwewe cBoume cobecmBeHu. HageXkga my bewe
gana umeHama Ha Bcuuku >keHu, koumo ca 6uau c Hed

B8 3amBopa. Cnucvtkbm b6ewe guabe. lemko 2u 3anuca
Bcuukume. NMucaHemo My ce omkaoHsaBawe B8 Hal-
pa3Au4HuU nocoku, Ho BuHaau ce 3aBpbwawe kbMm razepa.
C HanpegBaHemo Ha Bb3pacmma u omcaabBaHemo Ha
msaAOmMo My, oegpoMHama My Boast ga npemBopu 6onkama
Bbpxy 6eaus naucm ce omkpoaBawe Bce noBeye u noBeuve.
Hapuyawe moBa,gba2zbm Ha ouenenume” - ga 3anuwe
Bcuuko, koemo e 6uno B nazepa. Bcuukume cu kHuau 6ewe
u3gan cam, C noMow,ma Ha npusimea.

Kozamo 3a nocaegHo Basizox B cmasama my npe3 2019 e,
ms 6ewe Bra>kHa U MU ce cmopu gopu ouwe no-mManka.
Neano, Maca, cmoa, nuweuw,a mawuHa. Cegsixme eguH cpe-
wy gpye, nuexme cunHo kade u moli 3anaau om Alobumus
cu cuH ,PommaHc”. PazzoBapsaxme kakmo BuHazu: ucmo-
pus, nagepu, nonumuka, noe3us. Kyhama Ha cnomeHume
bewe HagBucHana Hag Hac; Bceku emak om Hes 6ewe
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artefacts that recreate the era. The camp section
contains two pieces of dry bread to represent the daily
food rations. Arecreation of a cloth neck-harness used
by inmates to move heavy stones represent the trials of
forced labor. A pair of wooden clogs worn by a prisoner
conveys the condition of the prisoner’s clothes, while
the hollowed-out heel of the clogs, used for smuggling
notes and letters, testifies to the prisoner’s ingenuity and
defiance. Petko assured me that the clogs were authentic.
Did it really matter, | wondered. “You are still writing it?”
he asked me, genuinely surprised that | hadn’t finished my
book. Itold him that | can’'t expand Hope's circle. There

is always a gulf between the room and the page. The
camp makes a ghostly appearance while we are sitting
inthe room together, as memories re-emerge and drift
around us. The moment | leave the room, the resurrected
reality slowly starts to fade. The circle loosens. It still
lingers a day later, as | review my notes and recordings,
and sift through files in the archive. But in the following
few days, the waning begins, as | immerse myself in my
own life. As | make my way to the airport, past security,

nocBemeH Ha enu3og om 6bA2apckama ucmopusa u bewe
NbAEH ¢ HaMepeHu apmedakmu, npecb3gaBawu enoxama.
Cekuusama 3a nazepume cbgbprka gBe napyema cyx xas6,
koumo npegcmaBam gHeBHama gakba. [Napye naam 3a
Bpama, uznon3zBaHo om Aazepucmume, 3a ga npeHacsim
mexkkume kaMbHU, npegcmaBsa ugnumaHusima Ha NPUHY-
gumenHus mpyg. Hudm gbpBeHu 06yBku, npuHagaexkawu
Ha 3amBopHuk, npegaBam cbcmosaHuemo Ha obaekaomo
My, a u3gbAbaHama gynka 8 mokoBeme um, cay>kewa 3a
npeHacsiHe Ha beaexkku u nucma, cBugemencmBa 3a He-
20Bama u3zobpemamenHocm u HenokopcmBo. NMemko me
yBepu, ye 06yBkume ca ucmuHcku. ima Au 3Ha4yeHue? - 3a-
yygux ce. ,,Ouwe Au g8 nuweme?“, nonuma mMe, uckpeHo u3He-
HagaH, Yye He cbM 3aBbpwuna kHuzama cu. Kazax my, 4e He
Moea ga pa3wups kpbaa Ha Hagexkga. Mexkgy cmasma u
cmpaHuuama BuHaau we uma nponacm. Aokamo gBamama
C Hez2o cegumMm B cmasima, nazepbm ce 98saB8a npu3payHo,
3aegHo cbC chomeHume, omHoBo u3baukBawu u Hocewu
ce okono Hac. B MmomeHma, 8 kolimo HanycHa cmasama,
Bv3kpbcHanama peanHocm 6aBHo 3anoyBa ga baegHee.
Kpbabm ce pa3xnabBa. AeH no-kbcHo, moli Bce owe e ¢
MeH, gokamo npeanexkgam 6enexkkume u 3anucume cu

u npecaBam gokymeHmume B apxuBa. B cnegBawume
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across the ocean, as | tuck away my Bulgarian passport
and take out the Canadian one, as | switch languages and
hail a cab to downtown Toronto. | plug in my headphones
and remember that this last time | didn't record our
conversation. There was no need.

Petko’'s words echo in my head as the taxi driver navigates
city traffic. | stare at the CN tower and try to hold on

to Hope's circle. I reach my house, and there is barely
anything left of it. Petko promised to wait for me to return
to Bulgaria. | knew he wouldn’t make it. My colleagues
hurried and entered his room a week before he departed.
They videocall me early in the morning and | promise him
to put his words down as | remembered them, not as they
ought to be. Petko died a few days later.

The circleis now in my room. The camp is in the circle.
You are in the room.

Hakonko gHU obave 3anoyBa ga u3z4e3Ba, koeamo mpabBa
ga ce nomons 8 cobcmBeHus cu kuBom. Aokamo omuBam
kbM Aemuwemo, npe3 npoBepkume 3a cuzypHocm, nocae
npe3 okeaHa, gokamo npubupam 6bA2apckus cu nacnopm
u uzBarkgam kanagckus, cmeHam e3uuume u xBawam mak-
Ccu go ueHmubpa Ha TopoHmo. Carazam caywankume u cu
CNOMHSIM, Y€ NOCAEgHUSA N'bM He 3anucax pa3a2oBopa Hu.
Hamawe Hy>Xkga.

Aymume Ha [Nemko omekBam B8 2naBama mu, gokamo mak-
cumempoBusm wodbop ce npugBurkBa u3z epagckus mpa-
duk. B3upam ce B Cu EH Taybp u onumBam ga ce gbprka 3a
kpbea Ha Hageykga. Cmuzam Bkbuwu, a om He20 maMm He €
ocmaHaAo nodymu Huw,o. Nemko Mmu obew,a ga me u3vaka
ga ce BvpHa B bvazapusi. 3Haex, 4e HAMa ga 20 HanpaB
Konezume Mmu 6bp3axa u Baszoxa B cmasma My cegmu
npegu ga no4yuHe. 3BbHAM MU paHO cympuHma ¢ Buge-
oBpwb3ka u az my obewaBam, 4e we 3anuwa gymume |
maka, kakmo cbM 2u 3anoMHUAa, a He maka kakmo »
ye mpsbBa ga 6vgam. [Memko no4uHa caeg HAkoA

Kpbebm ceza e B Moama cmas. Aazepbm e B
B cmaama.
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The snow brushed the tops of the Stara Planina mountain
and the sun was falling on the villages we were passing
through. It was the first week of 2020. We arrived in Toros,
asmallvillage in central Bulgaria. There, the main coffee
shop was located on the ground floor of a house, where
several rooms were connected to form a common space.

| sat opposite him—Kolio Vutev, a survivor from the
Lovech forced-labour camp (active from 1959-1962). | first
interviewed him four years prior in 2016.

This is the last time Kolio and | would meet.

This time, | have come without a camera, without a
recorder, without a notebook or a pen—of my own
accord. We sat at one of the off-white plastic tablesina
corner of the second room of the café. We talked about
the weather, about my university job in London, about
his family. Then there was a lengthy pause. As if we had
nothing more to say to one another. | know that this was
not the case. | have come to know the meaning of such

CHeabm beneewe no BbpxoBeme Ha Cmapa nAaHUHa,
gokamo cavHUemMo nagawe Bvpxy cenuama, koumo
nogmuHaBaxme. bewe nvpBama cegmuuya Ha 2020 20gu-
Ha. lMpucmueHaxme B Topoc, manko cenaue B LleHmpanHa
Bbaecapus. lhaBHomo kadeHe Ha cenomo ce Hamupawe Ha
npuzemHusa emax Ha egHa kbuwia, 8 kosmo Hakoako cmau
bsixa ycBoeHu, 3a ga ce obpa3zyBa o6wo nomeuw,eHue.

CegHax cpeuwy Heao - Konbo BymeB, ouensn om mpygoBus
nazep B AoBeuy (1959-1962). 3a nbpBu Nbm ce cpeuwHaxme
3a uHmepBlo yemupu 2oguHU Nno-paHo, npe3 2016 a.

ToBa 6ewe nocaregHusm nbm, B kolimo a3 u Koabo waxme
ga ce CpewHeM.

To3u nbm, no Moe XkeAaHue, 6ax gowaa 6e3 pomoanapam,
6e3 gukmodoH, 6e3 mempagka uau xumukan. Cegsaxme Ha
egHa om MpbcHobeanume naacmmacoBu Macu, B b2baa Ha
Bmopama cmas Ha kadeHemo. loBopexme cu 3a Bpememo,
3a Mmossima paboma B8 yHuBepcumema B AoHgOH, 3a Hez2oBo-
mo ceMmelicmBo. B eguH MomeHmM pa3zaoBopbm HU 3amux-
Ha. Cakaw Hamawe kakBo noBeue ga cu kakem. 3Haex, ye
moBa u306wo He e maka. Pa3bupax MHO20 gobpe 3Ha-
yeHuemo Ha nogo6Hu nay3u. He 2u npekbcBax, 3awomo

Collecting Against History | Cv6upatiku - cpewy ucmopusima
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pauses. | do not interrupt them because | know that they
are an interlude to the story that Kolio has left untold.

We leave the coffee shop. | have never before beenin

his home. He lives in a small house with a yard. He tells
me about the vegetables he used to grow—cucumbers
and peppers. | enter. There is a wood burning stove in
one corner, a bed in another, atelevision, a table, a chair,
alamp, a cupboard. On the table there are bright blue
books wrapped in grey newspaper—self-published
testimonies. On the wall there is a picture of his mother, a
picture | took of him at the site of the Lovech camp, and a
picture of him at a memorial day, in front of a microphone
and a crowd.

Just as I’'m about to leave Kolio shows me a pile of soil.

It lays gently, delicately on top of awooden cabinet. Itis

a handful of soil that he took on his last day in the camp.
Just before leaving the quarry, he filled his pockets with it.

I recognise the soil. | too have collected handfuls of it.
| have touched it, dug through it, collecteditinjars, in

3Haex, 4Ye me ca yacm om HeaoBama ucmopus - om ucmo-
pusima, kosmo Konbo Bce owe He bewe pa3kazan.

TpbeHaxme cu om kapeHemo. He 6ax xoguna 8 goma my
npegu. XuBeewe B8 manka kbvwa ¢ gBop. Pazkaza mu 3a
3eneHuyyuume, koumo 6e omeanexkgan mam - kpacmaBuuu
u yywku. Bas3ox Bempe. B eguHusa b2bA umawe nevka Ha
gbpBa, B gpyaus - nAeano, meneBulop, maca, CMoA, Aamna u
wkad. Ha macama, yBumu 8 cuB BecmHuk, rexkaxa Hakoa-
ko kHuzau B spkocuH uBsm - camu3zgamcku cnomeHu. Ha
cmeHama omcpeuw,a uMmawe Hakonko cHumku - egHa Ha
Malika My, gpyeaa Ha He2o camus, koamo a3 6ax HanpaBuaa
Ha kapuepama B AoBeuy, u mpema om geHsi 3a nokAnOHeHuUe
B8 namem Ha kepmBume om nazepa, Ha koamo mol bewe ¢
MUkpo@OH npeg mbAna om xopa.

To4yHO Nnpegu mpbeBaHemo mu, Koanbo mu noka3Ba kynyu-
Ha npbcm. BHUMamenHo, genukamHo nocmaBeHa Bbpxy
gbpBeHama cekuyus. B nocaegHus cu geH B nazepa moli 6e
B83en ma3u wena npbem. To4HO Npegu ga HanycHe kapue-
pama, Konbo 6e HanbAHUA gXkob6oBeme cu ¢ npbem.

Pa3zno3Hax 5. A3 cbwo 6ax cvbupana wenu om masu
npbcm. 3Haex kakBo e ga 1 gokocBaw, ga poBuw B Hes,
cvbupax s B8 6ypkaHu, B 6eau vyBaau, 8 kymuu. Bax Hocuaa
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white plastic sacks, in boxes. | have taken it with me 1
The Neighbours, to different flats across Sofia, to my i
hometown, to London, to Canterbury and to Toronto. My
mother has carried it in a suitcase too. | know the textures,
the smoothness, the sharpness, the friction of the soil—I
have had it under my nails, in my backpack, in my shoes.
Within me is an invisible map—that of an amateur geologist
& botanist—of the soil, rocks and stones, of the plants and
the landscape of the quarry at the Lovech camp.

I have spent the past seven years documenting and
collecting this space in an attempt to preserve memory.

Simultaneously, | have wrestled with my growing
understanding: that when a history has been obliterated,
in order to create a collection / exhibition / museum

that reckons with such a history, there is a need for
reconsideration and even reinvention.

om Hesa npu Cbcegume, B pa3zAudHU anapmameHmu 8
Codus, B pogHusa mu 2pag, 8 AoHgoH, B KeHmbp6BbpuUu U

8 TopoHmo. Matika mu cbuw,0 51 6e HocuAaa B kydpapa cu.
3Haex ycewaHemo U, Mekomama u ocmpomama, Cb-
npomuBaeHuemo Ha ma3u npbcm. Vimax om Hes nog
Hokmume cu, 8 paHuuama cu u B8 o6yBkume cu. B cebe

cu gbprkax egHa HeBuguma kapma - kapmama Ha ama-
mbop-2eonoe u 6omaHuk - kapma Ha npbcmma, Ha kaMb-
Hume u ckaanume, Ha pacmeHusima u neli3axka Ha kapuepa-
ma B nazepa NoBeu.

[MocnegHume cegem 2oguHu om >kuBoma cu 65x npeka-
pana B gokymeHmupaHe u cbbupaHe Ha Yacmu om moBa
npocmpaHcmBo - B onuma cu ga cnacs hamemma.

EgHoBpemeHHO ¢ moBa ce bopex ¢c HapacmBaw,omo y6exk-
geHue, 4ye koeamo ucmopusma e uampuma, 3a ga Ce Cb3-
gage konekuyusa/uznoxkba/my3el, koumo ga npeHapegasm
OMHOWeEHUsIMa HU C Hesl, UMa cnewHa HeobxoguMocm om
NPEeoCMUCASIHE U gopu npeu3obpemsaBaHe Ha HA4YUHUME,
koumo uznon3Bame.

Cnaeg kamo apxuBbm e Hegocmamdb4yeH u B Heao AuncBam
Bu3yaAHU penpe3eHmauuu, WwoM kamo cnoMmeHume Ha
oueAenume HaMam MamepuaneH xapakmep, a cepagume
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" Since the archive is scarce and lacks any visual

representation, since the witness testimonies are
immaterial, and the building complexes are missing
from the sites of the camps, how could we make work
about the invisible and intangible? How could we
evidence and represent through art such a history—one
that has been so tampered with?

Due to the scarcity of material traces, we have begun to
build a proxy, an imagined version, a suggestion.

The remaining witnesses, the last ones, the ones that
do not own a voice, that do not even know of language,
are some of the inhabitants both of the quarry and of
The Neighbours. They have lived, grown and intertwined
their roots in the rocky soil. They now stand and observe
the absence. Sixty years ago, the predecessors of
these plants, trees and bushes witnessed the trauma
and violence.

8 nacepume ca pa3pyweHu u Beye 2u HAMa Ha Mecmama
uM - mo kak mozaBa ga pabomum ¢ Hew,0, koemo e HeBu-
gumo u HeynoBumo? Kak moxkem ga nokakem ybegumen-
HO U ga npegcmaBum 4ype3 uskycmBomo egHa nogo6bHa
ucmopus - ucmopus, kosmo e buna go makaBa cmeneH
ob6ekm Ha BmewamencmBo?

Cneg kamo mamepuanHusm cBsam 6ewe monkoBa ockb-
geH, 3ano4yHaxme ga cb3gaBame Hez2o0B8 BapuaHm, egHa
HOBa, Bvobparkaema Bepcus, egHo npegnroXkeHuUeE.

OcmaHanume cBugemeau - nocaegHume om Bcuuku -
me3u, koumo Hamam a2aac, Humo no3HaBam e3uka, ca
cpeg obumamenume kakmo Ha Cvcegume, maka u Ha ka-
puepama kpail NoBeu. Te ca kuBeau u ca pacau, u ca Bnae-
AU kopeHume cu B kameHucmama 3ems. Ceza me cmosm
mam u HabalogaBam auncama. LLlelicem 2o0guHuU no-paHo
npeguume Ha me3u pacmeHus, gbpBema u xpacmu CcbWw,o
ca buau mam u ca HabalogaBaau mpaBmama u Hacuauemo.

MogcaoHuxMe pacmeHusima 8 mebeaume, B npoxkekuyuu-
me u B8 ekpaHume; cbbpaxme 2u camu U 2u nocmaBuxme

MeXkgy cmpaHuuume Ha kHueume, a noHakoza uzauzam u
om yekmegkemama. NMpbcmma u kambHume 3a>kuBsixa B8
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screens;they are handpicked and organlsed in books' ;
and are at points coming out of drawers. The soil and
stones now live in the cupboards, in boxes behind thin
glass, they are scattered on top of furniture, they are in
the coffee cups.

They do not only act as physical links to the camp sites
but also carry the pastin the most appropriate way—
encrypted within themselves. Invisible to the eyes.

Thus, creating a memorial installation or a museum
might require active and physical digging. Excavations
of terrain, the collection of objects discarded at the site,
the gathering of flowers and shrubs. It may involve going
against the grain of history—against the archive, against
the factual. It could be that the only way to represent
erased histories is by reimagining material spaces and
inventing new conduits for memory.

wkada, 8 kymuu 3ag mbvHko cmbknao, Bbpxy cekuuume uau
B8 yawume 3a kade.

Te ca He npocmo MamepuanHa Bpb3ka c Mecmama Ha
Aag2epume, HO U HOCAM MUHaAAOMO No Hali-nogxogawus
Ha4yuH - 3akaloueHo gbaboko B max. HeBugumo 3a oyume.

MoHsikoza, 3a ga ce cb3gage My3ell HA namemma UAU UH-
cmanauus, mpabBa ga ce poBu eHepauyHO U gbAbBOko - ga
ce konae B mepeHa, ga ce cvbupam u3zxBvpaeHuU npegme-
mu, Ha uBemsa u xpacmu. Moxke 6u cbw,o U ga ce Haco4YuM
u uznpaBum cpewy ucmopusma - cpeuwy apxuBHomo,
cpewy dpakmuyHomo. Moxke 6u eguHCcmMBeHusIM Ha4YuH ga
npegcmaBum 3aaudeHume ucmopuu e kamo Bvobpazum
HaHOBO MamepuanHUMe npocmpaHcmBa u uzobpemum
Hocumeau 3a YoBewkama namem.

The Neighbours | Cbcegume
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Archives of Latency | kept alog of latencies...
JULIAN CHEHIRIAN

22.01.2016

“Electrical breakers, a vase, a castiron sink, a
window, a coffee maker. These domestic objects,
scattered across three rooms, arrange, organise,
and encircle us, but appear listless when
questioned. They seem to accompany us—to bear
witness to us—without becoming accomplices.
What might we understand if we were to attend to
their latency? To listen for it? To attend to these
aural bodies?”

ApxuBu Ha Bogux peaucmbp Ha ckpumocmume...
ckpumocmma
AXYAVAH LUEXUPAH 22.01.2016

Enrekmpuyecku npekwvcBa4u, Baza, yyeyHeHa
muBka, npo3zopeu, kape mawuHa. Teu 6umoBu
npegmMemu, paznpscHamu 8 mpu cmau, HU
nogpexkgam, opeaHu3zupam u obeparkgam,

Ho u3zenexkgam maka paBHogywHu, koeamo

2u paznumBame. Caskaw Hu npugpy>aBam -
cBugemencmBam 3a Hac - 6e3 ga cmaBam
cvyyacmHuyu. KakBo 6uxme moaau ga pazbepem,
ako Hagagem yxo 3a msixHama ckpumocm? Ako
ce Beaywame B Hess? Ako Hagagem yxo 3a Bcuuku
me3u cayxoBu meaa?

43 Archives of Latency | ApxuBu Ha ckpumocmma



20.09.2017

“You hear barely audible creaks, clicks, taps,
streams of water; the sounds of inhabitation
coming from all over the kitchen. From cupboards,
inside a refrigerator, behind a cabinet, from the
top of a table. This activity is contrasted by an
absence of presence. Mostly, aside from these
disturbances, silence abounds. You are left there
listening for what can be heard in the cavities... in
the sinews of that silence.”

25.03.2020

“l heard a sound from downstairs. A sweeping
sound on metal. The sound of a hanger sliding
on a pole. This is our sonic iconography—that of
absence.”

20.09.2017

AouyBaw egBa gonoBumu npockwvpuBaHus,
wpakBaHus, nouykBaHus, cmpyliku Boga;
38yyu Ha o6umaBaHe, ugBawu om ysaama
kyxHs. Om wkagpoBeme, om BbmpewHocmma
Ha xAaguaHuka, uz3ag wkagpa, om nnoma Ha
macama. Tazu akmuBHocm e 8 koHmpacm ¢
omcwvcmBuemo Ha npucwvcmBue. B noBeyemo
cAyydau, ocBeH me3u cMyweHusl, yapu MUWuUHaQ.
OcmaBaw mawm, 3acaywaH 8 moBa, koemo moyke
ga ce goyye B kyxuHume... 8 kunume Ha ma3u
MmuwuHa.

25.03.2020

Yyx 38yk om gonHusi emak. [pvmbk 38yk no
MemanHa noBvpxHocm. 38yk Ha 3akayvanka,
nAv32awa ce no MemaaHa mpvba. Emo Hawama
38ykoBa ukoHoepagus - ukoHoepagpusasma Ha
omcwvcmBuemo.

The Neighbours | Cbcegume
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The Neighbours is made of latencies we've
and latencies we've worked to evoke. In the
sounds (some diffuse, some localised, so
representational, others abstract) emit fro
of sonorised recollection composed from our
with survivors, from our field visits to former
political violence, and from our process of th
acoustically. Drawing on artefacts seen in survi
homes during ethnographic work, and from the
of political violence, we have attempted to house
recover material-spatial loci of memory that strac
topographies separated mostly by time.

enRTH

,Cbcegume” e HanpaBeH om ckpumocmu - om makuBa, Ha
koumo cme 6uau cBugemenu u om makuBa, koumo cme ce
onumaau camu ga npegu3Bukame. 38yyume B uHcmanauu-
ama (Hskou om msx paznpbCcHamu, gpyau Aokaau3upaHu,
Hakou penpe3eHmamuBHu, gpyau abcmpakmHu) ce u3AbY-
Bam om eguH nelizaxk om 03ByyeHu cnomeHu, cbcmaBeH
om uHmepBlomama Hu c oueAeAu, U om mepeHHUMe HU
noceuweHus Ha HakozawHuUMe Mecma Ha noaumuvecko
HacuAue, a CbWO U Om yCUAUEMO HU ga MUcAuM akycmuu-
Ho. Bb3 ocHoBa Ha apmedakmume, BugeHu B gomoBeme
Ha oueneAume no Bpeme Ha emHozpadpckomo uscneg-
BaHe, kakmo u om mecmama Ha noaAumudecko Hacuaue,
Hue ce onumaxmMe ga gagem nogCcAOH U ga Bb3cmaHoBum
MamepuaAHO-npocmpaHcmBeHume Aokycu Ha namemma,
npocmupauwu ce B monozpaduu, koumo ca pazgeneHu
egHuU om gpyau Hal-Be4ye om Bpememo.

Archives of Latency | ApxuBu Ha ckpumocmma
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Refrigerator hums, coffee makers and footsteps on
parquet floors merge uneasily with the sound of wind
channelling over the Danube, the crunch of sunburnt algae
on the cracked riverbed, and the distant howl of coyotes
beyond the high rock walls of the quarry in Lovech.

Our project is a study of that expressive quiet that sounds
between the things we live with and the lives we live with
them. Between objects and memory, in a sense. This is
arelationship in which each appears inscribed in the
other, and yet also remains missing. We intervene on

this shadowless choreography by enlisting friction as an
epistemic strategy.

In this work we attempt to re-collect far flung fragments
and to collate disassociated landscapes, momentarily
bridging rifts between experiences and their diachronic
echoes. Like an electrical circuit closing in a dormant
house, briefly animating dormant relationships and
stories that are latent but await attention and care
through the act of another's witnessing.

BpbmuyeHemo Ha xanaguaHuuu, kade mawuHu u cmbnkume
no napkema mpeBo)kHo ce cauBam cbe 38yka Ha Bsmbpa,
Hoceuw, ce Hag AyHaBa, ¢ xpywsuwus 38yk Ha HaneyeHuUMe
om cAbHUemMo Bogopacau no HanykaHomo pe4yHo kopumo
u ¢ ganeyHus Bol Ha koliomu omBbg Bucokume ckaaHu
cmeHu Ha kapuepama B8 AoBeu.

[Mpoekmbm Hu e u3cnegBaHe Ha oHa3u u3pa3zumenHa
muwuHa, koasmo 38y4u mexkgy Hew,ama, ¢ koumo >kuBeem,
u >kuBoma, kolimo >kuBeem ¢ msax. B u3BecmeH cmMucbA -
MexXgy npegmemume u namemma. ToBa e Bpwb3ka, 8 kosmo
Bcsko om msx uzanexkga BnucaHo 8 gpyaomo, ocmaBalku
cu obaye u Bce maka auncBaw,o. Hue ce HamecBame B
ma3u AuweHa om ceHku xopeozpadus, BkalouBaliku mpue-
Hemo kamo enucmeMu4yHa cmpameeausi.

B pabomama Hu ce onumBame omH0B0 ga cbyAEeHUM
3anpameHu Haganed ppasMeHmu u ga cbbepeM palegu-
HeHu neliza)ku, npeogonaBatliku 3a Mua pa3zpuBa mexXxgy
AU4YHUMe npeXkuBaBaHus u mexHume guaxpOHHU OmaAacu.
Mogo6Ho Ha 3amBapsaHemo Ha enekmpuyecka Bepuza B8
cnsawa kvwa, koasmo 3a kpamko oxkuBssBa nombvHanume

B cbH OMHOWEHUS U UCMOpUU, ocmaHaAu ckpumu, Ho u
ovyakBawu BHumaHue u epuka ype3 akma Ha cBugemen-
cmBomo om cmpaHa Ha gpyaus.

The Neighbours | Cbcegume
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We mean to evoke resonances between sites of pain

and post-traumatic sites of everyday survival. Ordinary
objects and furniture are transformed into acoustic
bodies bearing found and composed sound. Both the
domestic and camp topographies are alternatingly
present and absent. Materials sourced from each
become surrogates for latent memories of political
violence. We aim to gather, collect and concentrate
wayward time—to choreograph attention to others by way
of the spaces that they so recently inhabited. Inhabited by
others, these become spaces in which to pause, attend,
and bear witness.

Aterm for the conversion of one form of energy into
anotheris “transduction”. In our work, a transduceris a
device positioned at the interface of different forms of
signification—operating as a transfer station between
different signals. In reconstructing domestic objects
as transducers, we transmute their passivity, assisting

Vickame ga npegu3zBukame pe3oHaHC Mekgy Mecmama Ha
6onkama u nocmmpaBmamuyHume mecma Ha BcekugHeB-
Homo ouensiBaHe. O6ukHoBeHuMe npegMemu u Mebenu
ce npeBpbwam B akycmu4Hu mena, Hocewu ecmecmBeHo
HamepeH u komno3upaH 38yk. Tonoepaduume Ha gomoBe-
me u Ha Aazepume ce pegyBam B cBoemo npuctcmBue

u omcbcmBue. Mamepuanume, uzBaeyeHU om msx, ce
npeBpbwam B 3amecmumenu Ha ckpumume cnoMeHU 3a
noaumuyveckomo Hacuaue. Llenma Hu e ga cvbbepem, ga
Bmecmum u ga koHueHmpupame moBa onako Bpeme - ga
xopeoepadpupame BHUMaHUeMO, koemo w,e 06bpPHEM Ha
gpyaume 4ype3 npocmpaHcmBama, koumo go HeomgaBHa
me ca obumaBanu. ObumaBaHu om gpyau, me ce npeBpb-
w,am B npocmpaHcmBa, B koumo ga cnpem, ga Hagagem
yXxo u ga cBugemencmBame.

»TpaHcgykuyua“ e mepmuH 3a o6o3Ha4aBaHe Ha npeo-
bpa3yBaHemo Ha eHepausma om egHa ¢opma B gpyza. B
pabomama Hu ,mpaHcglocep” e ycmpolicmBo, pa3nono-
»keHo Ha 2paHuuama Ha pa3AudHU GOpMU Ha 03Ha4YaBaHe -
mo pabomu kamo pa3znpegeAumenHa cmaHuus MexXxgy
du3zuvecku u enekmpuyecku cugHanu. PekoHcmpyupatiku
npegMemume om 6uma kamo mpaHcglocepu, Hue
mpaHcMymupame msaxHama nacuBHocm, nognomazatku
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in their amplification as acoustic bodies and agents.

We have studied their varying material origins and
acoustic qualities, the conditions of their production and
proliferation, and their enlistment in the lived experiences
and domestic routines of our interlocutors.

A glass vase, filled with water, recorded and subsequently
transduced, echoes its own echo. A porcelain plate,
abrased, sounds its own encounter. Transduction, in

this way, permits a palimpsest of time collected, time
momentarily gathered. Something encounters and
embodies itself. This coinciding, this integration, is
momentary. An eclipse of the forgotten. Dislocated from
their peripherality, our resonances are relocated in the
sharpness and immediacy of the present.

amnAauduuupaHemo um kamo akycmu4yHu meaa u azeHmu.
[Mpoy4yuxmMe pa3zAuYHUSA UM MamepuaAeH npou3xog u akyc-
muyHume um kayecmBa, ycroBusma Ha maxHOmMo Npou3-
BogcmBo u paznpocmpaHeHue, kakmo u BkalouBaHemo
uMm B kuBus onum u gomawHama pymuHa Ha Hawume
cbbecegHuyU.

CmvbknaeHa Ba3a, nbaHa ¢ Boga, 3anucaHa u BnocaegcmBue
mpaHcgyuupaHa, omaaacsa cobcmBeHomo cu exo. B
ugmbpkaHama nopuenaHoBa yuHus ce 03B8y4yaBa camama
cpewa c Hes. [To mo3u HayuH mpaHcgykuusasma npaBu
Bob3M0oXkeH eguH naAuMncecm om HacbbpaHo Bpeme, om
Bpeme, koemo 3a Mu2 e buno cvbpaHo 3aegHo. Hew,o ce
cpewa u ce Bbnabvw,aBa B cebe cu. ToBa cbBnageHue,
moBa uHmezpupaHe, npuHagaeku Ha Muz2a. 3ambMHEHUE
Ha 3abpaBeHomo. I3MmecmeHu om cBosima nepupepHoc
Hawume pe3oHaHcu ce npemecmBam B ocmpomama u
HenocpegcmBeHocmma Ha Hacmosw,emo.

The Neighbours | Cbcegume
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Our Good
Neighbours

VALENTIN KALINOV

*This is an abridged
version of “Our Good
Neighbours” by Valentin
Kalinov, published in Portal
Kultura,

https://kultura.bg/web/
02.12.2022

Hawume go6pu
cbcegu

BAANEHTVH KAAMHOB

*ToBa e cbkpameHa Bepcus
Ha ,Hawume go6pu cbcegu”
om BaneHmuH KaauHoB,
ny6aukyBaH B8 Mopman
Kyamypa,
https://kultura.bg/web/
02.12.2022
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These are three rooms: a living room, a bedr:
kitchen. You'd say outright, a scene from the
life of people from the last century: the sound
footsteps drifting through air, the insistent bu:
scraping, objects being moved, someone worl
something, someone taking care of something;
creaks, suddenly music whirrs from a record plz
coffee maker whistles in the kitchen. Everything
intimate, so familiar: it’s like this at grandma’s, it's
at your aunt’s, yes, it’s like this at the next-door neig
Our good neighbour.

At everyone's place, it’s like this. It is one and the same
in all homes, everywhere; three furnished rooms, several
shelving units, a china cabinet (a “salon buffet,” as it was
called back then), on the table two empty cups of coffee,
bottoms silted, an opened sugar bowl, the TV is on, on
the screen flicker green forests and groves, trees, a big,
muddy river, woods again, not too many books, it could
be Sunday, a desk cluttered with yellowed newspapers,
these are the ordinary noises of ordinary homes, is it a
Sunday, yes, it is.

ToBa ca mpu cmau: BcekugHeBHa, cnanHsa u kyxHsa. EgHa
kapmuHa Ha 06ukHOBeHuUs )kuBom Ha xopama om MuHaAus
Bek, we cu kakew BegHaza: 38yk Ha meku cmbnku, kolimo
ce Hocu BB Bb3gyxa, HacmouvuBo XkyXkeHe Ha Myxa,
nocae cmbp)keHe, NOCAE NpeHacsaHe Ha npegMemu, Hakol
Hewo pabomu, Hakol 3a Hew,o ce 2puxku, npockbpuBa
Bpama, u3BegHbk om 2pamodoHa ce pa3zHacs Mmy3uka,
cAeg moBa 3acBupBa kadeBapkama B kyxHama. Bcuuko
u3anexkga MHo20 6AU3ko, MHO20 no3Hamo: maka e y baba
Hanpumep, Hanpumep maka e y Aens, ga, maka e uy cbceg-
kama go Hac.

Taka e y Bcuuku xopa: egHo u cbwo B8 Becuuku kbwu, mpu
MebenupaHu cmau, Hakoako cekuuu, canoHcku Blodpem
(maka ce Hapu4a oduuuanHo), Ha Macama gBe yawu 3a
kade c ymalka, omBopeHa 3axapHuuya, pabomu meneBu-
30p, Ha ekpaHa ce Buxkgam 3eneHU 20pu U gbbpaBu, nocae
2oniMa U MbmHa peka, nocae nak necoBe, He MHO20 Ha
6pol kHuau, MoXke Bu e HegeAas, egHO nucaAuule, ompy-
naHo ¢ nokbAmenu BecmHuyu, moBa ca o6ukHoBeHumMe
wymoBe Ha obukHoBeHume gomoBe, ga, Hegens e.
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“In this very heedless boisterousness,” Hegel writes,
commenting on Flemish genre painting from the 17th
century, “there lies the ideal feature: it is the Sunday of
life which 'equalises everything and removes all evil.”
Good people, leading their ordinary life on a Sunday
morning, devoted to their heedless boisterousness, of
which all evil is removed. But on this Sunday, there is no
one inthese three quiet rooms. There is nobody, but still
somebody speaks, somebody begins, somebody stops,
aman..awoman laughs, then falls silent. They tell a story.
Then halt. Then begin again. They, a man, or awoman.
Firstin the living room, then in the bedroom. Stops again.
And then begins.

The coffee maker whistles in the kitchen. Who is it that
turns on the record player in the empty bedroom? Who
is making coffee in the empty kitchen? Who speaks out
loud, who begins to speak, who stops speaking? Who
scrapes, who reads the faded newspapers at the empty
desk, around whose head buzzes the fly, since on this
Sunday there is no one here. Someone steps heavily, but
there is no one. Or maybe, there is.

LTyk ugeanHUamM MomMeHmM - nuwe Xea2eA Ha egHO MACMO,
komeHmupatiku dramaHgckama >kaHpoBa »kuBonuc om
XVII B. - ce cbgbprka B camama ma3u no-6e32puxkHa
nanaBocm: moBa e Hegeansma Ha kuBoma, kosmo u3-
2nakga Bcuuko u omcmpaHsaBa Beaka nogaocm®. Aobpu
xopa, koumo >kuBesm cBos o6ukHoBeH >kuBom B Hegens,
omgageHu Ha cBosma 6e32puykHa nanaBocm, npu kosmo
Bcsika nogaocm e buna omempaHeHa. Ho emo ye B Hegens
8 me3u mpu cmau Hama Hukol. Hama Hukod, Ho Bce nak
Hakol 2oBopu, Hakol 3anoyBa Hew,0, cnupa Hew,o0, eguH
MbXK, egHa keHa, cmee ce, nocae 3aMAabkBa. Pa3zka3Ba.
Cnupa. Nak nouBa. MNvpBo BvB BcekugHeBHama, nocne

8 cnanHama. lNMocae nak cnupa. N nouBa. KadpeBapkama
npocBupBa B kyxHsma.

Kol e mo3u, kolimo nycka epamodoHa B npa3Hama cnan-
Ha? Kol Bapu kade B npazHama kyxHa? Kol pa3ka3Ba Ha
1 (L(EN w anac, koli noyBa ga 2oBopu, koll cnupa ga 20B8opu. Kol
= cmbpxke, kol yeme Ha npazHOMO nucaAuuw,e NoXXKbAMEAU-
WA )Dt me BecmHuuu, okono 4us enaBa kpwbxku mazu Mmyxa, caeg
kamo B8 Hegens myk Hama HukoU. Hakol cmbnBa mexkko,
HO Hama HukoUl. Miau moke 6u - uma, BcbwHOCM MoXke 6u B
Hegens B me3u npa3Hu cmau uma HukoU. ToBa e cbwecm-
BeH Bbnpoc: kol e mo3u Hukol, koeomo 20 uma B Hegeas
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In fact, maybe on this Sunday in these quiet rooms
is nobody. An essential question: who is this Nobody?
Who is here on a Sunday morning, in the empty rooms
of ordinary people from a century ago, leading their
ordinary life. And is this nobody the only nobody here?
Scraping, a door opens, a door closes, the television
flickers, in the kitchen someone seems to be washing
dishes, you hear running water, two silted coffee cups
sit on the table. There are two of them at least. So there
are nobodies, and not a nobody. Nobodies who narrate.
Then their narration halts. They begin to speak again.
Firstin the living room, then in the bedroom. Again, they
stop. And then begin. Who are these nobodies? Their
ordinary lives are lived on a Sunday morning. However, on
a Sunday, as it is said, nothing officially happens.

Of course, we call them ghosts. You don’t believe

in ghosts? Alright, go, see these three not so quiet
rooms—a scene from the ordinary life of people from the
last century. Go and see them, then you will feel them,

u kotimo »kuBee B me3u mpu npa3HU cmau, B npazHume
cmau Ha o6ukHoBeHus »kuBom Ha xopama om MuHaAus
Bek. M ganu mo3u Hukol e eguH-eguHCcmMBeH HukoU?
CmvprkeHe, omBapsHe Ha Bpama, 3amBapsiHe Ha Bpama,
meneBuzopbm npemuaBa, a B kyxHama Hakol cakaw mue
YuHuu, 4yBa ce mey Ha Boga, Ha Mmacama gBe 4Yawu 3a
kade c ymaika. 3Ha4yu ca noHe gBama. 3Havyu uma Hukou,
a He HukoU. Hukou, koumo pazkazBam. [Mlocae cnupam ga
pa3ka3Bam. lNMak 3anouBam ga pazkazBam. [MbpBo BB
BcekugHeBHama, nocae B cnaanHsma. lMNocae nak cnupam.
M nouBam ga pazkazBam. Kou ca me3u Hukou? TexHusm
>kuBom ce >kuBee B Hegens. A B Hegens opuyuarHO HUWO
He ce cAy4Ba.

Pa3bupa ce, Hapudame 2u npu3pauu. Bue He BapBame B
npu3pauu? Aobpe, ugeme, Buxkme me3u mpu cmau, egHa
kapmuHa Ha 06ukHOBeHuUs )kuBom Ha xopama om MuHaAus
Bek, ugeme, Bukme 2u u we 2u ycemume, u we noBspBa-
me. ,Kamo npu 6a6a, kamo npu Aeaa”. Bcuuko e monkoBa
no3Hamo, cmau u AuncBauwu xopa 8 cmaume, cmau, NbAHU
2nacoBe, 2nacoBe, koumo omBapam cmau - Bcuuko e
)AkoBa Heno3Hamo. KakBo 3Ha4u ga BapBaw? Bapama
pegcmaBa, kazBa cB. an. NaBen, pa3zkpuBaHe Ha

e He Buxkga. HaBau3zaHe Ha HeBugumomo 818
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and you will then believe. “Like at grandma’s place, like at
aunt’s house.” Everything is so familiar, rooms and people
missing in the rooms, rooms full of voices, voices, which
open rooms—everything is so unfamiliar.

What does it mean to believe, to have faith? Faith is
confidence, says St. Paul, in what we hope for and
assurance about we do not see. So, it is a revelation of
things unseen. An intervention of the invisible into the
field of visible, of the unknown into the field of known, a
kind of coming to life. Moreover: by faith we understand,
adds St. Paul, that what is seen has been made from
things that are not visible. What are the ghosts you don't
believe in? They always want something, always point
towards something; that is, on the one hand, their being
is an appeal, a sort of a call, a relationship waiting to be
realised, to be satiated; on the other hand, they point to
themselves, signify their own impossible presence—in
the very place in which they are, in the act of their being
absent from here, and vice versa.

Bugumomo, Ha Heno3Hamomo B8 no3Hamomo, eguH Bug
okuBaBaHe. N owe: 4pe3 Bspa Hue npoymsiBame, gobaBs
Anocmonbm, 4e om HeBugumomo npou3ae3e Bugumomo.
KakBo ca npu3pauume, 8 koumo He BsapBame? Te BuHazau
uckam Hewo0, BuHazu noco4yBam Hew,0; moecm om egHa
cmpaHa, maxHomo 6umue e anea, 308, peaauus, kosmo
oyakBa ga 6bge nonbAHEHA, ga 6bge HacumeHa; om gpyeaa
cmpaHa - me Haco4Bam kbM camume cebe cu, o3Ha4aBam
cobcmBeHomo cu HeBB3MOXKHO NpucbecmMBue: MACMOMO,
B8 koemo 2u uma, koeamo a2u Hama, u o6pamHomo. Emo
mozaBa egHa nbpBoHavyanHa gedpuHULUSA: Npu3payume

ca Hew,o, koemo ucka-ga-6bge-4ymo u koemo camo
o3Ha4vaBa cBoemo uckaHe-ga-6bge-4ymo. [Npu3zpauume
uckam ga Hu 2oBopsim; mam, kbgemo uma Hew,0, koemo
ucka ga Hu eoBopu, Hew,0, koemo He ce Buxkga, Hewo,
koemo e Hukol uau Hukou, Hew,o om HeBugumomo, koemo
e HaBaa3no BB Bugumomo - emo mam uma npu3pak.
CoweBpemeHHo moBa HaBAu3zaHe 6enexku u Macmomo Ha
egHo ckbcBaHe, Ha npokapBaHe Ha egHa epaHuua - mexkgy
MUHaAOMO U Hacmosw,emo, Mmexkgy Bugumomo u HeBugu-
Momo, Mexkgy kazaHomo u HekazaHomo. Toukama, B8 kosi-
mo gBeme ce cvbupam, moykama, B8 kosmo me He mo2am
Hukoaa ga ce cbbepam HanbAHO, e moykama Ha nosiBama
Ha npu3paka; moBa e camuam npu3pak.
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Here, then
be-heard and _ Wi |
Ghosts want to speak to u > is something
that wants to speak to us, something that is not seen,
something that is Nobody or Nobodies, something of

the invisible that has intervened in the visible—there is

a ghost, a simple fact. At the same time, the intervention
also marks the site of a rupture, where a line is drawn—
between the past and the present, between the visible
and the invisible, between the said and the unsaid. The
point at which these two poles come together, the point
at which they can never fully come together, is the point of
the ghost's appearance. It is the ghost itself.

This is, in a sense, what psychoanalysis tells us, it seems
to be also what the experience of history tells us—that
history is always an absence, a history of what is no
longer here, of things past that are no longer things,

but are nothings and which—in a complex grouping

of voices and silences, in a mixture of the said and the

ToBa B HakakbB cmucba HU ka3zBa u onumbm Ha ncuxoa-
HaAu3zama, moBa no gpye Ha4yuH Hu ka3Ba cskaw u onu-
mbm Ha ucmopusma, kosmo BuHaau e egHa ucmopus

Ha omcbcmBawomo, Ha oHoBa, koemo 20 Hama Beue, Ha
Hewama om MuHanomo, koumo Beye ca He Hewa, a HUW,a
u koumo - B egHa cnoxkHa cvBkynHocm om 2aacoBe u
MbAYaHUs, B egHa cMecuua om ka3zaHo U NpeMbAYaHO - NO
HakakbB HauyuH ca 6uau npu3zoBaHu o6pamHo, ga cmaHam
om Huwa B Hew,a, om HeBugumomo ga oXkuBesam B8
Bugumomo, om Heka3zaHomo ga HaxAysim 8 ka3zBaHemo;
Hewo e buno npu3zoBaHo, Hewo e HakapaHo ga ce npos-
Bu, 6uno e uzBukaHo ga golige npu Hac - B Hegeanama Ha
>kuBoma: B cmasama Ha 6aba, B cmassma Ha cbcegkama, 8
cmasima Ha obukHoBeHus kuBom. Aa golige npu Hac kamo
npu3pak. Ho ugBaHemo npu Hac Ha AuncBawomo om Hac e
u ycnoBuemo 3a Bessko ucmopudecko pazbupaHe (,ckbes-
BaHe Ha gucmaHuusama c gpyaomo”, ,uHmepnpemamuBHo
3azoBapsHe Ha gpyzomo” - we kake xepmeHeBmukama).
3aHasmbm Ha ncuxoaHaAnumuka B mo3u CMUCbA He €
MHO20 No-pa3AudeH om 3aHasima Ha ucmopuka: ga Hakapa
egHo AuncBaw,o B Hacmosiwemo Huwo ga 2oBopu - ga
20B8opu kamo npu3pak, ga cmaHe om HUWO Hewo (,a
thing“: gymama, kosmo LLlekcnup u3znon3Ba 3a npu3paka
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unsaid—have somehow been calle
nothings into things, from the invisible to
the visible, from the unsaid to intervene in the s
something has been summoned, something ha
made to appear, has been called to come to us—ont
quiet Sunday of life: in grandma's room, in the neighbor"
room, in the room of ordinary life. To come to us as a
ghost. But the coming to us of what is missing from us
is also the condition for any historical understanding
(“shortening the distance with the other,” “interpretively
dialoguing with the other,” in hermeneutic terms). The
craft of the psychoanalyst, in this sense, is not so much
different from the craft of the historian: to make a present
nothing speak—speak like a ghost, to become something
out of a nothing (“a thing”: the word Shakespeare uses for
the ghost of Hamlet's father); to make a construction out
of speech, perhaps to translate this ghostly speaking into
alanguage “intelligible” to us, or simply—to let speaking
hover among us, to be with us, to affect us, to be a pure

Ha XamaemoBus bawa); ga cb3gage egHa koHcmpykuus
Ha HezoBomo 2oBopeHe, MoXke 6u ga npeBege HeezoBomo
20BopeHe (Ha ,pa3bupaem” 3a Hac B Hacmosawemo e3uk),
uAu nbk npocmo: ga ocmaBu HeezoBomo 2o0BopeHe ga
Bumae cpeg Hac, ga 6bge ¢ Hac, ga Hu Bbv3gelicmBa, ga
6bge yucm nepdopmamuB, a 3awo He u moBa: ga Hakapa
omcbcmBaw,omo HUWO ga cmaHe Hew,o Ype3 cBoemo
20BopeHe, ga cmaHe - Ype3 cBoemo 20BopeHe, B cBoemo
20BopeHe - ga cmaHe eguH edbekm Ha cMucbAa omBbg
HeeoBama cMbpm. OMmBbg cMbpmMmMa - mam, omkbgemo
>kuBombm eguHcmBeHo MoXke ga HU npozaoBopu.

Ho cmaume u npu3pauume B cmaume pa3ka3zBam cBou-
me cu ucmopuu: moBa ca ucmopuume Ha 06ukHoBeHuUS
>kuBom Ha xopa om MuHaAus Bek, pazepbwawu ce B8
npocmpaHcmBomo MmexXkgy BcekugHeBHama, cnanHama

u kyxHama; manku u cympayHu cmau, 8 koumo meneBu-
30pbm By4u om cympuH go Beuep, ugnbAHEHU ¢ Bb3pacm-
HU X0opa cmau, cBecmHu xopa ¢ MUpUC Ha Mbpwa, C Mupuc
Ha oBexmsano u Ha 3abpaBa; ucmopuu, koumo ca o6pacau
C OHe3u 3HaveHus, Yype3 koumo kuBomvm ce cmpykmy-
pupa B cBos munuyeH cMmucAoB xopuzoHm, B koumo mol
meye u uzmuya B cBoemo enemeHmapHo noBcegHeBHO
cAy4YBaHe - ga omugew Ha na3ap Hanpumep, ga npeHecew
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performative act. Or even, perhaps, to make the present
nothing become something through its speaking, to
become—in its speaking—an effect of meaning beyond
its death. Beyond death—where life can only speak to us.

But the rooms and the ghosts in the rooms tell their

own stories: stories of ordinary lives of people from last
century, unfolding in the space between the living room,
the bedroom and the kitchen; small and shadowed rooms
where the television blares from morning to night, rooms
filled with elderly people, decent people who carry the
stench of carrion, who smell of decay and oblivion; stories
overgrown with the very meanings through which life
structures itself into its proper horizon, which ebbs and
flows in its everydayness—going to the market, reading
the morning newspaper, inviting someone for a visit,
having a coffee, chatting with your good neighbours,
listening in and hearing that same little fly, buzzing in

the living room, an invisible herald-fly that has come on
Sunday morning to announce death.

Hewo, ga npoyemew cympewHus BecmHuk, ga nokaHuw

Hskoao Ha eocmu, ga uznuew egHo kade, ga noeoBopuw

CbC CbCegume cu, ga ce ocAywauwl, ga yyew Bce cvwama
gocagHa myxa, kosmo nAemu 6e3uenHo BvB BcekugHeBHa-
ma, egHa HeBuguma myxa-anawamal, gowaa B Hegeas ga
Becmu 3a cMbpmma.

Bb3gyxbm e nbaeH B me3u npa3Hu cmau - nbAeH ¢ kak-
B0, c 2nacoBe, ¢ MbAYaHua B enacoBeme u ¢ 2nacoBe

B8 MbAYaHussma: moBa ca umeHHo Te, oHe3u, Apyaume,
oHe3u Hukou, koumo 20Bopsm Ha xopama ¢pamMuAuapHo,
Nno goMawHoMy, 3acmaHaAu Ha moykama Ha ckauBaHe Ha
6au3zkomo u ganeyHomo, Ha Bugumomo u HeBugumomo,
3aemaliku egHa mo4YHO onpegeneHa cuMBoAHa no3uuus,
kosamo mo)kem ga onpegenumM ¢ gymama ,CbcmpagaHue” -
moBa e Macmomo Ha cBvp3BaHe, B koemo me3u gBa npo-
muBononoXkHuU pega om 3HaYyeHus - Ha »kuBoma, kolimo
npogbakaBa Bce maka no eguH u CbWwU Ha4vuH, Ha ,kuBo-
ma B HegeAa” om egHa cmpaHa, U om gpyeaa cmpaHa - Ha
»kuBoma, kolimo He MoXke ga npogbaXku no HukoU HayuH,
Ha kuBoma-impasse, ynoBeH u o8ewecmBeH B cBoemo
mpaBmamuyHo 3auukasHe, om koemo Hama YoBewko
u3zmMbkBaHe - ce npecuyam.
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Inthese quiet, empty rooms, the air is filled with voices,
with silences amid the voices and with voices amid the
silences: they are here, those Others, those Nobodies
who speak to people in a familial, homely way, standing at
the threshold of the near and far, the visible and invisible,
occupying a symbolic position, which can be described
as “compassion.” This is the point of connection, in which
two opposing orders of meaning intersect—of life that
goes on in the same way, of a Sunday life on the one hand,
and on the other hand, of life that cannot go on in any way,
of life-impasse, caught and reified in its traumatic looping
from which there is no escape.

These are their stories, stories that belong to nobody,
nobody's stories, stories that nobody will hear, and
that nobody wants to hear. Stories of the unheard and
the unseen—in the bedroom, in the living room. Saying
and not saying, showing and not showing. The stories
of the unseen and the unheard crawl like whispers into
everything that is seen, that is heard and touched—the

ToBa ca mexHume ucmopuu, ucmopuu, koumo He npu-
HagAekam HukoMy, HU4UU ucmopuu, moBa ca ucmopuu,
koumo HsaAmMa kol ga uye, koumo Hukol He ucka ga uye. ToBa
ca ucmopuume Ha Hedyymomo, Ha HeBugsaHomo - B chaa-
HAMa, BbB BcekugHeBHama. Ka3zBaHe-Heka3BaHe, nokas-
BaHe-ckpuBaHe. ToBa ca ucmopuume Ha HeBugaHomo u
Ha Heyymomo, koumo nbA3am kamo wenomu B8 Becuyko,
koemo e BugsaHo, koemo e yymo u koemo e gokocHamo -
ucmopuume Ha HeBugumomo, koemo HaBau3a u ob6aagaBa
Bugumomo: bypkaHyemama c AlomeHuua, kamo y 6a6a,
muwuHama B Hegeaa cympuH, BecmHuka Ha Macama,
meneBu3zopbm, kolimo He chupa ga byyu No UsiA geH.
Cmapume xopa, kazBam, umam HaBuka ga ycunBam 38yka,
3aw,omo He yyBam gobpe. He yyBam gobpe.

ToBa e Macmomo Ha ugBaHe Ha npu3paka, koemo ce omBa-
ps B npocmpaHcmBomo u Bpememo, 8 cmaume Ha o6uk-
HoBeHusi >kuBom Ha egHuU xopa om muHaAus Bek, koumo
pa3zkazBam cBoume manku ucmopuu, u koumo - pazka3z-
Baliku cBoume manku ucmopuu - ce obpbw,am kbm Hac.
Hac, koumo Beue He mokem/He uckame ga 2u Yyem - 3aW,0-
mo ucmopusima Bce nak e npegu Bcuyko... 8 ucmopusama.
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thetable,the TV that won't stop blaring aIId'ay. '
they say, are in the habit of turning up the volume because
they can't hear. They can't hear.

This is the place of the ghost's coming, which opens
into space and time, into the rooms of the ordinary lives
of people from last century who tell their little stories,
and who, in telling their little stories, address us. Us, who
cannot or will not hear them anymore—because the
things past are after all in the past.

In all of this, in the apparition of the ghost, it is ultimately
a question of a coming together with the other, which
seems to justify the general attitude of hermeneutics
as the art of interpretation: by speaking to the other

and bringingitinto the present, the interpreter actually
speaks to herself (herself—as someone else), she
actually approaches herself and shortens above all the

B8 Bcuyko moBa - B8 aB8aBaHemo Ha npu3paka - B kpaliHa
cMmemka cmaBa gyma 3a egHo cnaomsaBaHe ¢ gpyaomo,
koemo kamo 4e Anu onpaBgaBa ocHOBHUS namoc Ha xep-
MeHeBmukama kamo uzkycmBo Ha mbakyBaHemo: upe3
3a20BapsHemo Ha gpy2omo u 4ype3 He2aoBomo npubau-
»kaBaHe koM Hacmosuwemo mbakyBawuam BcbuwHOCM
3az2oBapsa camusa cebe cu (camus cebe cu - kamo Hakol
gpye), mol BcvwHocm ce npubaurkaBa go cebe cuu
ckbcaBa npegu Becuyko gucmaHuyusma cbc camus cebe
cu, apmukyaupaHa npe3 Huwkume Ha uzeparkgaHe u nog-
gbprkaHe Ha mpaguuusma. ToBa B kpaliHa cmemka moXke
6u e u ypokbm Ha cbCcmpagaHuUemo: HANOMHSIHEMO Ha
npu3paka e onoMHsAAHE Ha camume Hac, mo e u3BukBaHe -
B uzBukBaHemo Ha npu3paka - Ha Hawama cobcmBeHa
omeoBopHocm npeg AuncBawomo, Ha Hawama pagukanHa
omezoBopHocm npeg gpyaume, 6e3 kosmo He e Bb3M0oXkHO
Hukoe 6bgeuwe (ako 6bgewiemo e ocBeH Bcuuko ocmaHa-
AO U egHO om2oBapsiHe npeg HacmMosWwemo U MUHaAOMo).
B mo3u cmucbna cmaBa gyma 3a ,aneAupaw,o npenogpek-
gaHe Ha 3Ha4yeHuama“, 8 mo3u cmucu\ npogbakaBa ga
cmaBa gyma 3a ,cnanomsaBaw, onum®, kem koumo npu3pa- o




distance with herself, articulated through the threads

of building and maintaining tradition. This, in the end, is
perhaps also the lesson of compassion: the reminder of
the ghost is areminder of ourselves, itis an invocation—
in the invocation of the ghost—of our own responsibility
to what is missing, of our radical responsibility to others,
without which no future is possible (if the future is, apart
from everything else, an answer to the present and the
past). In this sense it is an “appealing rearrangement of
meanings,” in this sense it continues to be a “unifying
experience” to which the ghost of the dead calls the
living, wanting—perhaps—to become one with them.

But does not the position of this ghostly becoming
belong to the one who is yet to enter these empty rooms,
walk around them, look around and listen. The opening of
meaning, is it not his, the one who is to come? Here it is: a
stranger who on a quiet Sunday finds himself in this space
of voices and silences, he wonders, he looks around,

he wanders through the rooms, he stops here, he stops

Aanu obaye no3zuuuama Ha moBa cmaBaHe-npu3pak He
npuHagAexku Ha oH3u, koimo w,e Bae3e menbpBa B8 me3u
npa3HU cmau, we ce pa3xogu u3 msx, we ce o2aega u we
ce ocaywa. OmBapsHemo Ha CMUCHAQ, gaAu Mo He e Hez20-
B0, Ha oH3u, kolimo we golige?

Emo 20: eguH cmpaHHuk, kolimo 8 Hakos cmygeHa Hegens
ce okazBa B moBa npocmpaHcmBo Ha 2rnacoBe u MbAYa-
Hus, moUl ce 4Yygu, 03bpma ce, 6pogu u3 cmaume, nocnupa
ce myk, nocnupa ce mam - 868 BcekugHeBHama, nocae B
cnanHsima, Hakpas u B kyxHsama, cmpaHcmBa u3 enacoBe-
me, cpeg Huw,ama Ha cBema, u3 MbA4aHUsIMa, npucmbnBa
¢ manomo cu om Bugumomo kbm HeBugumomo u caeg
moBa o6pamHo ce 3aBpbwa B8 Bugumomo, Hocu ce u3
aga Ha moBa guBo bumue, koemo 20 3aBragaBa u noBeye
He 20 nycka, nbmyBa Bb8 Bambpa, knoHume, kopeHuwa-
ma u Bogama Ha AyHaBa, cpeg kambHUmMe u nsicbka - cam
cpeg npupogama, caM cue cebe cu, cam B 6egkpati-
Hama Hegens Ha kuBoma. Hakpas, wie cu nogpem He.
Mpu3pauume 20B8opssm camo npeg mo3u CoHAU N
meA, npeg Hezo me ce ugnoBsigBam, ¢ He m
nokalokapcmBam, ga ce nogcaagam ¢
ga uznusm no egHo kade B HezoBam
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there—in the living room, then in the bedroom, finally in
the kitchen, he wanders through the voices, through the
nothingness of the world, through the silences, stepping
with his body from the visible to the invisible and then
back into the visible again, drifting through the hell of this
wild being that overwhelms him and no longer lets him
go, travelling in the wind, the branches, the roots and the
muddy water of the Danube, among the stones and the
sand—alone in nature, alone with himself, alone in the
endless Sunday of life. Finally, he takes a nap. The ghosts
speak only to this sleepy visitor, to him they confess, with
him they want to gossip, to treat themselves with another
piece of candy, to drink a black coffee in his company.

In these three empty rooms, it is precisely the place

of this stranger, this visitor, spectator, intruder and
soulmate, this and only this, is the place where the life
that cannot go on, and the life that does go on, do not
only intersect, but also unite, forming a whole—a “we.”
At every moment of history, human beings are too close,
unbearably close to this “we” and at the same time—
remain infinitely far, unbearably far from it.

B me3u mpu npa3Hu cmau Hal-Ba)kHo e Macmomo umeH-
HO Ha Mo3u cmpaHHUk, nocemumen, 3pumeA, HampanHuk
u gywenpuka34yuk egHoBpemeHHO: moBa u camo moBa e
msacmomo, B koemo >kuBomwvm, kolimo He moyke ga npo-
gbuaXku, ukuBomwvm, kolimo Bece nak npogbakaBa, He camo
ce npecu4am, Ho U ce obeguHsBam, obpalyBaliku egHo
USIAO - egHO ,Hue". BbB Bceku MmoMeHm om ucmopusima
yoBekvm e mBbpge 6Au3ko, HenoHocumo 6Au3ko go moBa
»HUe"u cvweBpemeHHO - 6e3kpaliHo ganey, HENOHOCUMO
ganey om Hezo.

The Neighbours | Cbcegume
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“First of all, wherever you go and wherever you are
you will always encounter foreigners—they/we
are everywhere. Secondly, no matter where you
find yourself, you are always, truly, and deep down
inside, a foreigner.”

This is how Adriano Pedrosa, curator of the 60th Venice
Art Biennale explains Stranieri Ovunque—Foreigners
Everywhere—the motto of this year's forum.

The Neighbours inscribes into the thematic framework of
the forum the stories of Bulgaria’s "foreigners within"—
those who disagreed with the political system of the

day, who were outside of public and social life, who
remained “foreigners” even to their family and friends.
The Bulgarian project serves as a site for reflection about
the experiences of political repression from our recent
past while critically examining its enduring impact in the
present, highlighting the vital role of art in reckoning

with the complex realities of our world. Our knowledge

,Ha nepBo msscmo, kegemo u ga omugeme,
kvgemo u ga cme, BuHazau we cpewame
yyskgeHuyu - me/Hue cme HaBecskwvge. Bmopo,
He3aBucumo kvge ce Hamupame, Ha npakmuka
BuHaeu we cu ocmaHeme ucmuHcku u geaboko B
gywama cu 4yy>kgeHeuy.”

Taka AgpuaHo Negpo3a, kypamop Ha 60-omo BeHeuyuaH-
cko bueHane 3a uzkycmBo obacHsaBa Stranieri Ovunque -
~y>kgeHuu HaBcskbge”, Momomo Ha ma32oguwHuUs
dopym.

,Cbcegume” BnucBa B memamuyHama pamka Ha popyma
ucmopuume Ha ,MecmHu Yy>kgeHuu" - HeCbaAacHU € No-

AuMuYeckama cucmema Ha geHsl, o0cmaHaAu 4y>kgu Ha 06+
wecmBeHusa u coyuaneH kuBom, cemelicmBo u npusmeAu.
Bwazapckusm npoekm cayku kamo mMacmo 3a pa3mMucbA
Bbpxy noanumudecku penpecuu B 6Auzkomo HU MuHaAo,
kamo cbweBpemeHHo kpumuyHo pa3anexkga mpatiHoma
My Bb3gelicmBue B Hacmosiwemo, nogyepmaBatku Ba-
»kHama poast Ha uzkycmBomo 3a cnpaBsaHe cbc CAOXKH
peaAHOCMU Ha Hawus cBsam. 3HaHUsSIMa HU 3a MUHaAO
ca NbAHU € 6eAu nemHa - ga Cu cnoMHUW 3a no-HoBama
ucmopus, BuHaau e 6uno puckoBaHo y Hac. Yacmuua

The Neighbours as the Foreigners Within | Cbcegume - yy>kgeHuume cpeg Hac
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arrange sources from the past and weave them into

a narrative. Our project brings us closer not only to
specific historical narratives but also to various ways of
handling the camera—soberly recording, subjectively
documenting, biographically narrating, historically
analysing, or capturing the trace of an action. The
project's “observing” perspective turns the present into
the past within the necessary narrative to give these
fragments a viewpoint.

Once again, the nationally focused perspective on our
shared past will meet the gaze of the other as a stimulus
for rethinking our present.

3anucaHa gelicmBumeaHocm e uAu u3xogHa mouyka 3a
pa3AudHU XygokecmBeHu ,apxeonoauu”, uau apmukyaauyus
Ha 2negHa moyka, kosmo ce npomuBonocmaBsa Ha mbAky-
BaHemo Ha oduyuanHama ucmopuozpadus.

B mo3u cMucbA xygoXkHuuume He ca gaaed om ucmopu-
uume, koumo nogpexkgam uzmoyHuyume Ha MuHaAOMo

u 2u cBvbp3Bam B paszkas. NMpoekmvm Hu gobaurkaBa He
camo go cneuyuduyHu ucmopudecku HapamuBu, HoO u go
Hal-pa3AuYHU Ha4YUHU Ha 6opaBeHe ¢ kamepama - mpe3B80
peaucmpupawu, cybekmuBHo gokymeHmupawu, buoepa-
duyHo pazkazBawu, ucmopudecku aHaAuzupawu uAu Nvk
ynaBsawu canegama Ha egHo gelicmBue. Peaucmpupawusam
,noaneg" Ha npoekma npeBpbwa cbBpemuemo B MuHano
c Heobxogumus pa3kas, kolimo ga npugage Ha me3u ¢ppae-
MeHmMu 2anegHa mouka.

Ouwe BegHbXk HauuoHaAHO dokycupaHuam noaaeg Bbvpxy
obw,omo MUHano we cpewHe noaaega Ha gpyaust kamo
CMUMYA 38 NPEOCMUCASIHE U Ha Hawemo cbBpemue.

The Neighbours | Cbcegume
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The Neighbours begins in the homes of the survivors.
This is where our meetings with them took place and
where we conducted our interviews over the course

of two decades. All interviewees viewed repression

as a continued experience, one that outlasted their
release from a camp or a prison. The trauma of forced
confinement remained at the centre of their lives until the
very end. As we sat together with survivors in their homes,
listening to their words, we observed that their domestic
spaces had turned into sites of memory.

The plastic tablecloth on the kitchen table, some sweets
and drinks, perhaps breadsticks, sometimes wine and
cigarettes, and always a strong coffee. The radio or TV
humming in the background, photographs showcased

in cabinet windows, chairs and couches adorned with
colourful fabric, a calendar hanging on the wall. Alongside
these markers of time and domesticity stood the less
obvious ones—artefacts of the camp and prison past.
Some were put in view for our benefit, but others were

MHcmanauyusama Cbecegume 3ano4Ba om gomoBeme

Ha oueneAume. Tam ce caydBam Hawume cpewu ¢ msx,
Hawume pa3za2oBopu u uHmepBloma B npogbuakeHue Ha
nocaegHume gBagecem 2oguHu. 3a oueneanume penpe-
cuume npogbakaBam u caeg HanyckaHemo Ha Aazepume
u 3amBopume, npogbrkaBam npe3 ueaus um kuBom. Ao
camus kpali mpaBmama om npuHygumeAHomo 3amBapsiHe
ocmaBa B ueHmbpa Ha mexHus >kuBom. Cegeliku 3aegHo ¢
msax B gomoBeme um u caywaliku gymume um, Hue 3abens-
3axme kak me3u gomoBe ca ce npeBbvpHanu B Mmecma Ha
namemma.

Mywamama B8bpxy kyxHeHckama maca, boH6oHUME u 6e3-
ankoxonHume Hanumku, noHsikoea coanemu, BUHO u uuezapu,
u BuHazu MHO20 cuAnHo kade. Tuxume 3B8yuu om paguomo
unu meneBuzopa B ganevyuHama, cHumkume 3ag cmbkaa-
ma Ha cekuyuume, cmonoBeme u guBaHume, manuuyupaHu
B pa3auyHu uBemoBe, kaneHgapbm Ha cmeHama. Pegom
go me3u 6bene3u Ha Bpememo u gomawHus >kuBom ce Buk-
gam u gpyau, MHo20 no-manko o4yeBugHu - apmedakmume
om Aazepume u 3amBopume. Hakou om msix ca cneyuanHo
u3BageHu 3a Hac, HO gpyau ca maM NOCMOSHHO: AbXKUua,
Henez2aAHO nucMo, camu3zgamcka kHuza, cmpaHuuu om
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on permanent display: a spoon, a smuggled letter, a
self-published book, the pages of a declassified secret
police file. Here, within these private walls, the symbols
of repression reside and wither. But it is also within these
walls that we bore witness to the diverse ways in which
survivors have sought to position themselves and stage
their memories in the absence of a comprehensive effort
to address their experiences in Bulgarian public life.

We divided their narratives into three categories
that constitute three ways of remembering the lived-
experience of camps and prisons.

1) accounts of people who had already spoken
publicly: they had mastery of their narrative and
approached the interview as a professional
commitment.

pa3cekpemeHo gocue. 3ag cmeHume Ha me3u gomoBe
cumMmBoaume Ha penpecusama >kuBeexa u BexHexa. [Nak
MeXkgy me3u cmeHu obave u Hue cmaBaxme cBugemenu
Ha pa3AudHUME Ha4yuHu, No koumo oueAeAume ce onum-
Baxa ga Hamepsam cBoemo MAcmo u ga npegcmagam
cnhomMeHume cu B omcbcmBuemo Ha UsnocmHo ycuaue 8
nybAau4HomMo npocmpaHcmBo 3a npu3zHaBaHe Ha npexXkuBs-
HOMO om msXx.

Caywaliku pagka3zume Ha ouenenume, HUE 2U pa3genuxme
Ha mpu kamezopuu, cbomBemcmBawu Ha Mpu Ha4yuHa Ha
NOMHEHe:

1) Pagka3u Ha xopa, koumo Beue 6axa 2oBopuau
nyb6AuyHo 3a npexkuBaBaHuama cu: me Brageexa
cBos pazka3 u nogxoxkgaxa kbm uHmepBlomo kamo
kbm npodecuoHaneH aHzakumeHm.

2) CBugemencmBa Ha ouenenu, koumo Hukoea go
mo3u MoMeHmM He 6sixa pa3ka3Baau. [Mpu4yuHume
3a MbA4aHUEMO UM b6sixa pa3AuYHU: npu Hakou
cmaBawe gyma 3a cmpax, kolimo ce HampanBawe
u B8 pazzoBopume c Hac; npu gpyau HaMmawe aBHa
Nnpu4uHa, a no-ckopo me cakaw Hukoza He baxa
numaHu 3a moBa.

The Neighbours | Cbcegume



t-time testimonies by survivors who had
never publicly narrated their experiences. The
reasons for their silence varied: for some it was
fear, a fear that dominated our conversations.
Others had no apparent motives; it was as if they
had simply never been asked to speak.

3) The wordless laments of people who wanted
to go on the record but could not speak: those
who perished, those whose memories had been
lost, the details of their experiences permanently
silenced, but they desired to contribute their
stories anyway.

The three spaces of The Neighbours recreate different
parts of the survivors' homes, embodying the three
modes of remembering.

3) BeambaBHUME Bonau Ha xopa, koumo uckam ga
6bgam 4yymu, HO He Mo2am ga 208opsm: moBa ca
3a2uHaAume u 3a2ybuaume namemma cu, nogpob-
Hocmume om yuumo npexkuBsBaHus ca 6uau 3a-
AUYEHU OmM MbAYaHuemo, Ho koumo Bbvnpeku moBa
uckam ga cnogeasm cBoume ucmopuu.

Tpume npocmpaHcmBa Ha uHcmanayuama Cbcegume
npecb3zgaBam pazAudHU Hacmu om gomoBeme Ha ouene-
Aume, BonavwaBaliku me3u mpu Ha4yuHa Ha NOMHEHE.

75 The Rooms You Are In | Cmau



The Living Room

BcekugHeBHama
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The living room is usually a space used for welcoming
guests, a space of animated conversation and collective
activities: it is here that we have placed the most
comprehensive audio narratives of traumatic memory.
In this space, we hear survivors from the first category:
those who have narrated their experiences publicly -

to their families, in their own and others' books, in
documentary films, for journalistic reports, at memorial
gatherings at the sites of the former camps.

Here live the voices of Tzvetana Dzhermanova, Petko
Ogoiski, Kolio Vutev, and Peyko Peykov.

BcekugHeBHama e cmasma, 8 koamo o6ukHoBeHo ce
nocpeuw,am 2ocmu, MACmMo Ha 3agyweBHu pazaoBopu u
konekmuBHu geliHocmu; 3amoBa u Hue nocmaBuxme myk
Hal-nbAHUMe pa3ka3u 3a mpaBMmamuyHama namem. Ha
3anucume ce 4yyBam ouenenume om nvpBama kamezaopus,
koumo Beue 69axa pazka3zBanu nybaudHo - Ha cemelicmBa-
ma cu, 8 cobcmBeHume cu kHuau uau B kHuaume Ha gpyau
ouenenu, 8 gokymeHmanHu duamMu, npeg xkypHaaucmu uAu
no Bpeme Ha Bb3nomMeHameAHU cbbupaHus Ha Mecmama
Ha Hako2awHumMe Aazepu.

Tyk kuBesasm anacoBeme Ha LiBemaHa A>kepmaHoBa,
Memko Ozoticku, Konbo BymeB u Metiko MelikoB.

The Living Room | BcekugHeBHama



“We remained humble, honest,
and principled. We did not let evil
guide us. We are not heroes, but
we are not defeated. We were
women, and we wanted love and
joy for everyone.”

Tsvetana Dzhermanova

,He no3Boauxme 3n06ama ga Hu
obxBaHe, )kecmokocmma ga Hu
Bogu. He cme 2epouHu, HO u He
cMe nobegeHu. Hue baxme u cme
camo >keHu u uckame Alo608 u
w,acmue 3a Bcuyku.”

LIBemaHa AckepmaHoBa



Dzherma /
Peyko Peykov
Petko Ogoiski

Kolio Vutev

LiIBemaHa
AkepmaHoBa

Metiko MetlikoB
Memko Ozotlicku

Konbo Byme8
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EV ._ TH TSVETANA DZHERMANOVA BY LILIA
OVA
Lilia: Let’s just begin with the date today.
TSVETANA: It's the 13th.

Lilia: The 13th of April 2011. And can | ask you to introduce
yourself?

WMHTEPBIO C LULBETAHA AJKEPMAHOBA OT AUAUA
TOMY30BA

Auaus: Camo Heka ga kakeme kos gama cme gHecka?
LUIBETAHA: 13 anpun.

Nunus: 13 anpua 2011. U camo ga ce npegecmaBume, ako
mMoxke?

LUBETAHA:E... IBemaHa Apa2aHoBa AdkepmaHoBa
ce kazBawm.

The Living Room | BcekugHeBH




TSVETANA: |

Lilia: And can you confirm tha
interviewed?

TSVETANA: Of course, | agree.

Lilia: You wanted to begin by reading the conclusion of
your book.

TSVETANA: | described my life in detail. | spared
neither the good, nor the bad.lam now in my
eighties and my age gives me perspective about
many past moments in my life. With this distance, |
think about them differently today. | acknowledge
that | have not always been right, that | did not
always interpret events or people’s behaviour
correctly, but | have always thought that this was
because | was young, inexperienced and lacked
knowledge. But there is one question that | have
not been able to answer. It was a question that
my mother asked: why were you singled out and

Nunus: I ako moxke ga kakeme gaau cme cvenacHa Ha
uHmepBlomo?

LIBETAHA: CvanacHa cbm pa3bupa ce.
Nunausi: I maka. Ml ga npodvemem 3akaloueHuemo.

LIBETAHA: Onucax>kuBoma cu Hali-nogpo6Ho.
He cnecmux HUmo xy6aBomo, Humo Aowomo.
MHo20 MOMeHmMuU om mo3ukuBom gHec

om gucmaHuusma Ha Bpememo - mosma
80-z2oguwHa Bb3pacm - npeueHaBam no

gpyea Ha4vuH. [pu3HaBam, ye He Bcakoeza com
nocmubvnBana npaBuaHo, He cbM mbAkyBana
npaBuAHoO U cbbumus, u noBegeHuemo Ha
xopama, Ho BuHazu HaMupax omaoBop B8 Mmosima
MAagoCcm, HEONUMHOCM U AUNca Ha 3HaHue. Ho
Ha eguH Bbnpoc u gHec He Hamupam omeaoBop.
Bbnpoctm Ha malika mu: , Tu Au 6ewe Hal-
ymHama 8 okoaussma, ma camo mu omuge 8
Aaz2ep, a ueAusim Hapog ce npumMupu, npucnocobu
u cukuBee kuBoma, a mu ce Auwu om Hau-
xybaBume 2oguHu caeg 6paka?”. He omeoBopux
Ha malika cu mozaBa, HAMam omaoBop u gHec.
Ceza pa3wupsiBam obceza Ha numaHemo cu:

The Neighbours | Cbcegume



sent to a camp, why were you the only one from
our region sent to a camp? So many other people
adjusted themselves to the new life after 1945 and
reconciled themselves with their new political
circumstances. But you didn’t and you lost the
best years of your life right after your wedding.

To this day, | have not been able to answer my

: mother’s question. | think about the hundreds of
Ty other women that | was in the camp with. Those
of us who saw the weaknesses of the regime

and challenged them while the rest of society
adapted, kept silent, applauded, and succeeded.
We the women on the left, anarchists, Trotskyites,
members of the agrarian union, we too could
have been part of the ruling coalition without
suffering the humiliations we did in the camp. We
did not give up our ideas and we remained true to
ourselves. | ask myself, why are people silentin
the face of evil? They are afraid, they shrink, and

,3auw,o camo Hue - 200, makcumym 500 >keHu - B
usnama cmpaHa Bukgaxme crnabocmume Ha
cucmemMama u HezogyBaxme, a ocmaHaAume

ce npucnocobaBaxa, Mbadyaxa, pbvkonaackaxa u
ycnaBaxa?“. A Bcuuku - aHapxucmku, 3emegenku u
mpoukucmku, moxkexme ga 6vgem B8 BAacmma,
6e3 gace yHukaBame u npucnocobaBame. He ce
ompekoxme om ugeume cu, ocmaHaxme BepHu
Ha cebe cu.lumam ce 3aw,0 xopama MbA4am,
kozamo 3a0mo HacmbnBa. CmpaxyBam ce,
cBuBam ce, npaBsm ce, 4ye He Bukgam moBa

370 u koeamo Bcuyko gocmuea kpaliHua npegea
Ha be306pa3usama u He moxke noBeye ga ce
npukpuBa, me3u xopa omnywBam 3A06ama,
nalosim, Bukam, kpewsim cpewy agoHugupawoms
3A0 U ce yyBcmBam no6egumeanu. Huke
ucka ga noco4yu cebe cu kamo
ymBibprkgaBaHemo Ha moBa 3,
Bcuuko, cunasm o68uHe
He coyam koHkpemHu
cebe cu u He ucka
»A3 kbge 6ax moe
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they pre
too late, unti
limit, and it is only
agony of evil. But no one wants to see themselves
as responsible for having brought about its
existence. They do not ask themselves, where was
I when evil wreaked havoc? Why were we the ones
sent to a camp? To answer this question is to try
and understand what went wrong in our society.
Were we at fault for trying to confront evil? | am
glad that we the women who were friends in the
camp remained loyal to our promise that we do
not want revenge. We knew that if we sought
revenge, there would be no change for the better.
We remained humble, honest, and principled. We
did not let evil guide us. We are not heroes, but we
are not defeated. We were women, and we wanted
love and joy for everyone.

3auwo 6axme camo Hue? OmzoBopbm Ha mo3u

Bovnpoc we onpegenu kbge e yBperkgaHemo F
unopo4yHomo B obwecmBomo. Aanumo ey i
Hac, koumo Bukgaxme 3n0mo B 3apoguw u ce
6opuxmMe c He20 go NocAegHo, uau B me3u, koumo
20 nogkpensaxa 8 cBoeBoausma u 6e3o06pazuama.
AoBonHa cbMm, Yye Bcuuku Hue, npusmenkume om
Aazepume, ocmaHaxme BepHu Ha obew,aHuemo
cu gaHe uckame peBaHw, ga He uckame
omnaama. 3awomo 3HaexMe, Ye mpbaHEM AU NO
ma3u naockocm, HAMa ga uMa NnpoMsiHa, HAMa ga
uma npozpec. OcmaHaxmMme cu CKpoMHU, YeCMHU U
npuHuunHu. Bukaxme, koeamo Bracmma npaBewe
e2pewkume, koeamo ce yyBcmBawe cuaHa u
Henobeguma, a He gHec, koezamo azoHu3upa.

He no3Boauxme 3n06ama ga HU 06xBaHe,
>kecmokocmma ga HuU Bogu. He cme 2epouHu, Ho U
He cMe nobegeHu. Hue 69xmMe u cme camo XkeHu u
uckame Alo608 u wacmue 3a Becuuku.
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INTERVIEW WITH KOLIO VUTEV: KR
BUTSEVA

KOLIO: For the three years the camp exist
this has been dug out. At the beginning there wet
around 235-250 people. It was rare that we were
more than 250. It depended on how many new
inmates they would bring in. If there were 7-8 new
people, then there would be 7-8 people that will be
killed by the end of the day.

One time, ten days after | was interned... there
were people who came to set up explosives in the
rocks, so they could be broken down. Here there
were a few bigger rocks, and we would usually
hide behind them during the explosions. So, each
time 25-30 people will be chosen to light the
wicks, with a cigarette that has been lit prior. So,
what happens... these thirty people go to light the
wicks, but it is quite high and on several floors.

MHTEPBIO C KOAbO BYTEB OT KPACUMWUPA BYLIEBA

KOAbO: 3a me3u mpu 2oguHu e ugkonaHo
Bcuyko moBa. Mucbama Mu e, 4e om Ha4YaAoOmo
b6axme Hakbge 235 - 250 yoBeka. MHo20 psagko
cmaBaxme Hag 250 yoBeka. 3aBucu konko
gokapam gHecka. Ako gokapam 7-8 yoBeka,
moBa 3Hauu, 4ye 7-8 gpyau go Beyepma we ca
u34ye3HaAu, npebumu, HaMa au.

EguH nbm, gecem geHa caeg kamo goligox, el
myka 6aw, ckaanume 6sxa 2oau kamo eli kamo mam
omcpeuw,a. ToBa myk nocae e o6pacao. Mimawe

Cu cneyuaAHU xopa, koumo 6sxa Ha 3ananama,
koumo npo6uBaxa u 3apekgaxa c B3puB c manku
dumunvyema. Tyk umawe gBa eonemu kamvka u

HU kapaxa ga 6seame myka om3ag, ga ce kpuem,
gokamo nansm B3puBoBeme ga ebpmam. U

ce u3zbupaxa 25-30 yoBeka, 3aBucu konko ca
gynkume. /I HU gagam no noAoBuH yuzapa
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So, by the time the
coming down from the re
ripped into pieces—thei e romt
explosions. And the guard Gazdov will tell us to go
and collect the remains. | saw 19 people die for a
few seconds.

b

3anaAneHa, U Hue ga omugem ga naaum pumuaume
Ha B3puBma. Om me3u 30 yoBeka, koumo um
gagoxa u 2u npamuxa ga nansm 83puBoBeme.
B3puBoBeme 6sxa Hall-manko Ha mpu emaka.

Ha mas Buco4uHa, Ha gBa mempa u nonoBuHa u
Hakbge Ha mpu Mmempa BucovuHa. Aokamo ce
kayam 2ope ga 3ananam B3puBoBeme, omgony
noyBam ga 2bpmMsam u u3zBegHwbk Burkgaw Ha
egHa cmpaHa xBbpuu kpak, Ha gpyea cmpaHa
xBbpUu pbka, Ha mpema cmpaHa xBbpyu 2naBa

u caeg okono egHa MuHyma gaBam om6ot u
Hag3upameasm [a3goB Buka ,Mapw BegHaza ga
npubupame mbpwamal”. Munaw pvkama u ms
mpenepu owe. NMunaw kpak mpenepu. 19 yoBeka
3a2uHaxa 3a cekyHgu.




Lilia: What did the

PETKO: We ha a small
breakfast. They would so
give us a small amount of jam eve
would hand out a leek or an onion. The bread was
360 grams. And you better had the will to split it
B b | up and not eat it all at once. Because when you
st are starving and there's this piece of bread in
front of you, you can’t think about anything else.
The hunger eats you from within. It's a scary
thing. Hunger prompts you to reflect too. When

a person has eaten enough, they usually feel like
falling asleep, because their internal organs are
digesting. But when your stomach is empty, your
thoughts are sharp as a knife. They are constantly
terrorising you.

WHTEPBIO C METKO OFOMCKWU OT AUAUS TOMY30BA
Nunus: C kakBo Bu xpaHexa?

METKO: Ha 069ag HakakBa maHg>ka mu cunBaxa.
3akycka Hama. MuHaBam u ¢ HakakBo ebpHe
e2pebBam avXkuua go cpegama mapmanag. U
kakBo 6ewe...a Beyep MmuHam u pazgagam no
eguH cmpbk npa3 ayk. Axasa6vm 6ewe 360
9 2pama, u kolimo HaMawe Boad ga cu 20 pa3gens,
3aw,omo kamo cegu myka napyemo xA56, 3a
HUWO0 He MmoXke ga mucauw. Emo myka me aige
a2nagbm. fAagbm e cmpawHo Hew,o, U mol
nogmukBa kbm pagmucau u kbm Bcuskomo moBa.
Ho kamo ce HaxpaHU 4YoBek, o6ukHoBeHO My ce
gocnuBa, 3awomo BempewHuUMe opaaHu ca
3aemu c xpaHocmunaHe. A koeamo myka mu e
npa3zHo, MucbAma mu kamo Hox. HenpekbcHamo
4 me mepopu3upa. AokapBaxa mam makuBa om
»I1n0g u 3eneHuyk” makuBa uzocmaHanu xpaHu,
mypuwuu, u He MmoXkew ga pa3bepew Yyopbama om
kakBo e. CunBam mu no eguH Yepnak Ha obeg.

| BcekugHeBHama
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INTERVIEW WIT!
BUTSEVA

PEYKO: In the camp,
can I tell you about m
because | was saved by
and | helped save people too
to dig dikes. We had to dig four cub
soil/“earth” and carry it for at least 200 m -
we didn’t have wheelbarrows. So how can you carry
it? We carried it on a hand barrow. Do you know
what that is?

Krasimira: Not exactly.
PEYKO: It has two handles and four boards.
Krasimira: | see...

PEYKO: That's what we used to carry so much soil
on. Those of us, like me, who were sentenced, we

WHTEPBIO C MENKO NENKOB OT KPACUMUPA BYLIEBA

MEWKO: Ta3u Beuep cu ngzaw ¢ yepHa kocuuka,
aympe mu e 6s.na kocama kamo cHse. ToBa 2o
npeXkuBsaBaw npe3 Houwma, kamo me Bkapam 8
AyHaBa ga me gaBam. Hama kakBo ga mu kazBam
3acebe cu. Tpu nNbmu cbM cnaceH, a Ntk MHO20
Hawu Xxopa cnacuxme.

1 B8 beneHe, npaBum guezama. [NMpegcmaBsaw Au
cu...gBa kybuka npbvcm Ha yoBek HU kapam ga
u3zkonaem u ga au Hocum Ha 200 mempa, 3a ga
npaBum guza Ha AyHaBa. Ama kak ga a1 3aHecew?
Hsama koauyka, Ha mapea 6ewe. Tapaa 3Haew AU
kakBo e?

Kpacumupa: He, He 3Ham.

MEWKO: ABe gpwokku, yemupu gwcku. I mu
xBawaw, u B cpegama nbAHUM c Npbcm U maka
HocuMm. Taka ce npaBu moBa Hew,0 4 kybuka
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were somehow brave, and our labour norms were
lighter. But the people who were just thrown in the
camp without sentences, they had it harder. They
worked until midnight. Can you imagine what this
is like?

The island was very rich in wheat—we worked in
three rotas and for two months, we had collected
36 tons of wheat. And one day, after working,

| wanted to wash myself a bit in the river. And |
reach the Danube, and the guards start shooting
towards me. | felt the bullets around. | laid down,
and my friends came to save me.

1

npbcm Ha 200 mempa. Hue 3amBopHuuume
6s55XMe MHO20 N0-CMEeAU, 3aW,0mMo UMaxmMe
npucbgu, u He uckaxme ga pabomum. AmMa
Aazepucmume 3Haew Au kakBo 2u npaBexa, mam
go 12 yaca Beyepma. Pa3bupaw aAu kakBo Hew,0?
AaHe 20B8opuM... ocmpoBbm 6ewe makbB, ve...

ABa meceua c gBe Bbpwauku Ha mpu cMeHU,
ocmpoBbm makbB8 bewe 602am, Ha MpPuU CMEHU,
36 moHa kumo Bvpweexme. OmuBam ga ce ymus
Ha AyHaBa, u omaope oxpaHama, u kamo omugox
ga ce Mus, u noyHaxa nokpali MeH ga Aemam
kypwymume. /N a3 neeHax, goligoxa Moume
gpyeapu om Bvpwavkama u ce u3mea/\uxme
maka mMe cnacuxa. :
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The Bedroom

CnanHsma
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The bedroom is a personal space, inhabited by the
family or the individual, a place where people store their
intimate belongings and softly share private thoughts.
Itis a quiet space. In this room, we hear the first-time
testimonies by survivors who had never publicly narrated
their experiences. In our interviews, they recall their
trauma—often accompanied by a stream of details, as
they revisit it for the first time. Their hitherto silence had
been both a coincidence and a choice—one for personal
preservation, left as areflex from the regime itself, or to
protect their loved ones.

Here live the voices of: Nadezhda Bozhilova-Kasabova,
Nikola Dafinov, Ivan Semkov, and Ibrahim Kadriev.

CnanHsma e Au4HO npocmpaHcmBo, obumaBaHo camo
om cemelicmBomo uau om uHguBuga, macmo, B koemo
xopama gbpkam Hali-cbkpoBeHume cu npumeXkaHusa u
cnhogensim Hal-AudHUME cu Hew,a.

EgHa muxa cmag, 8 kosmo yyBame pazkazume Ha oHe3u,
koumo go mo3u MmomeHm Hukoaa He 6axa 208opunu 3a
npexkuBaHomo. B uHmepBlomama ¢ Hac me cu npunowm-
HAM omHoBo mpaBmama, 4ecmo 8 nomok om nogpo6Hoc-
mu, 3aBpbwaliku ce cakaw 3a nbpBu NbM kbM CAYyHUAOMO
ce. AocezaWlHOMO UM MbAYaHUe ce gbaxku kakmo Ha
cAayyaliHocm, maka u Ha cb3HameneH u3bop: 6uno 3a ga
npegna3am camume cebe cu - kamo pedpaekc, ocmaHan
om camus pexkuM, 6uno 3a ga npegna3asm cBoume 6au3ku.

Tyk )kuBessm 2nacoBeme Ha Hagerkga BoxkunoBa-
Kaca6o08a, Hukona AajpuHoB, UBaH CemkoB u M6paxum
KagpueB8.

03 The Bedroom | CnaaHsima



“I went home after the camp.
My entire family was waiting for
me there. They saw that | was
alive. But no one ever asked me
what happened to me in prison.
Not my mother, not my father,
not my brother, not a single
relative asked me what | went
through. Such was my family.
We each carried our burdens
individually.”

lvan Semkov

»,BAau3am Bkvwu u Bcuyku
ugBam, Bcuuku me oyakBaxa.
Bugsxa, 4e cbm XuB, HoO goceea
Humo mMmauka, Humo mamko,
Humo 6amko, Humo Hakou
yoBek om poga Mu Me € numan
3a 3amBopa - kak bewe. Tyu
bewe Hawemo cemeucmBo.
Bceku om cemeucmBomo cu
noHacsAwe omgeAHO ygapume,
4ye HUe cMme YneHoBe Ha moBa
cemeucmBo. Bcuuku, 6amko,
mamko, bpamoB4yegu u mbu
Hamamdbk u mbu Hamambk.”

MBaH CemkoB



IKOLA DAFINOV BY LILIA

KOLA: | always tried to meet foreigners in cafés,
was my only chance.

a: Only in cafés?

NIKOLA: Well, yes. On the streets it was not
possible. | was so happy to meet foreigners and
they were also interested in meeting me. For

me it was a chance to just learn something new
about life outside Bulgaria. About life abroad.
But doing this, meeting with foreigners in cafes,

I immediately came to the attention of the secret
police. Their agents were all over the cafés.

Hukona AaduHoB WHTEPBIO C HUKOAA AAOUHOB OT AUAUS TOMY3OBA

Hagexkga BokunoBa- HUKOAA: ... Ha meH Mu npaBewe cmpawHO
Kaca6o08Ba BnevyamaeHue, u Ha HakoAako nbmu npaBs o

3a3ano3HaHcmBa ¢ makuBa xopa. Te npoc
MBaH CemkoB noaygsBaxa om pagocm. ,Ama kak e Bb3
makb8 maag woBek myka?“ 5

N6paxum KagpueB

Aunus:  moBa ce cayuyBa no kappeHema Ha

HUKOAA: Hali-Beue no kagpeHem
ecmecmBeHo. VI nouBame ga cu
3a moBa, 3a oHoBa, 3a He 3HaM |
HakakBa uHdopmauyus ga NnoAyY
uHdopmauusa ga noaydam. O6
Bauzam BB pokyca Ha Abprk
ecmecmBeHo. 3awomo m
ecmecmBeHo, 2bM>kaxa c a
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2? As a sixteen-year-
omeone was part of the

NIl _ é‘s’,'in’ a way it was possible to recognise
them.
Lilia: At this time, had you heard the word Belene? Did you

know that it referred to the camp?

NIKOLA: Yes, | had heard it. | had relatives and
some friends, older friends, who had been sent
to this camp already. From 1956 onward, | knew
about it.

Lilia: You knew that there was a camp there?

NIKOLA: Yes, | knew that it was a camp. That
people were forced to work there.

Nuausi: Pagno3zHaBaxa au ce me3u aeeHmu? Ha 16 2oguHu
npumMepHO UMAA AU cu npegcmaBa?

HUKOAA: Moxkeuwe...
Nunaus: A 6ewe au 4yBan moeaBa gymama beneHe?

HUKOAA: Beue, mou 6Au3ku, koumo 6sxa no-
20AEMU OM MeHe, egHa om max 6ewe ViausiHa
AHMOHOBAa, u gpya Mol npussmen, ¢ kolimo
BnocaregcmBue 6saxme uzceneHu.. mol 6ewe
6Au3bk c Hes, u MiausHa AHmoHoBa s npamuxa
B8 beneHe. Apyau pogHUHU Ha Mou 6AU3KU CBWO
b65xa B beneHe B nazep. N a3 yyBax 3a beneHe.

Aunaus: BHaen cu..

HMUKOAA: 3Haex... 3Ha4u moBa e om 1956 2oguHa
Hamamubk.

Aunausi: BHaewe, 4e e Aazep.

HUKOAA: 3Haex, 4e uma nazep, 3Haex, 4e uma
HskakBu 3eneHuykoBu epaguHu, He 3Ham cu

kakBo...c gbpBogo6buB Hew,o ce 3aHUMaBaxa.
ToBa 20 nogouyBax.



Aunus: A 30 Hacuauemo 3Haewe Au?

HUKOAA: 3a beneHe He. He 6ax yyBan 3a
HacuAue u maka Hamamubk. MHo20 ca 6uau

MaampemupaHu, Hali-Beue 6saxa 3emegeayume
8 BeneHe.




3 passenger

tes—had to hide.
ing could be

g the bells, you had

‘away. But you had
n, they would rush
an out to see.

)ple had heard about the

thing.

Ml

A _b/_\A: Obaye 3ano4yHa ga ce yyBa... ceza..
a3u pamna - gBa nomu uAu mpu nbmu B geHs
‘MuHaBa eguH nbmHudecku Baak, kotimo Baak

e om AoBeu go TposaH, 30 km. M kamo mpbaHe
ga ugBa Baakbm, ce buam cmo kambaHu, uma
egHu makuBa kambaHu npu oxpaHama, 3a ga Hu
ckpusim, Bce egHo 4ye HAMa HukoU.

Auausi: U kamo 6ussm kambaHume, Bue mpsi6Ba ga...

HMUKOAA: Hue BegHaza cme ckpumu, obave
2negaw Bce egHo Baakbm we nagHe om
npo3opuume.

Aunusi: Xopama uckam ga Bugsm.
HUKOAA: Vickam ga Bugam, ga.
Auausi: BHa4qu ca 4yBaau, 3Ha4u 3HasIM?

HUKOAA: fiBHo ca 3HaeAu... Hew,o.
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NADEZHbA: I regret that | could not relate things
as systematically as | had planned...| hope that
what | have said will be useful to you.

Lilia: Of course, everything you have said has been so
valuable. We know so little about women’s experiences in
camps and prisons. Women generally don’t talk.

MHTEPBIO C HAAEXXAA BOXXUNOBA-KACABOBA OT
AANA TOMY3O0BA

Auausi: Hanpomu8, mHo2o cucmemMHo mu pa3zkaza Bcuuko.
HAAEXAA: AaHo ga mu nocayXku.

Nunus: BHaew au konko e yeHHo moBa, koemo mu ka3zBauw,
U MHO20 MaAko keHu eoBopsim.

HAAEXAA: 3awomo ce cmpaxyBam...
Aunusi: Om kakBo ce cmpaxyB8am?
HAAEXAA: He 3Has.

Nunausi: O6scHU mu kaksB8 e mo3u cmpax, moakoBa 4yyBam
3a mo3u cmpax, BuHazau yyBam 3a mo3u cmpax, Ho He 2o
pa3z6upam.




whenlgoo
| get scared? Look, nd it like H
there's a circle, a small circle. This is a primary
circle. And in this circle, | put things that have
accumulated through the years, things that | have
not shared with anyone ever. | said them to you for
the first time.

Yes, | have not shared these things with my
husband. It is the first time that | speak about
these things with you. Until now, | had not told
anyone about anything.”...“It is because they
cannot understand me. They cannot.

HAAEXAA: To3u cmpax He moXke ga 20
pa3bepew. To3u cmpax moXke ga 2o pa3bepe
yoBek, kolimo e muHan npe3 AbprkaBHa
cueypHocm. 3Haew AU konko nbmu, kamo u3zauzam
Hakbge u kamo Bugs MmuAuuuoHep, ce cmpsackam.
Mpocmo ce cmpaxyBax. Cmpax ga npuka3Baw. U
BuHazau, koezamo ce cbbepeM Hakbge, a3 MbAYa,
yakam gpyeume ga 2oBopsm. lMpeg Heno3Hamu
xopa He Moz2a. Vima eguH kpbe, eguH manbk kpbe,
mo3u kpbe e nbpBuam, B Hezo ca Hewama, koumo
caHamaeHu, koumo He cbM 2u ka3zBana, koumo 3a
npbB nbm 2u ka3zBam Ha meb6.

Nuaus: HaucmuHa au?

HAAEXAA: 3a npbB nom. /l He cbM cnhogeasina ¢
Mbika cu. A3 goceza He cbM ka3Bana Ha Hukozo
HUW,O, 3aW,0mMo He Mo2am ga Me pa3bepam. He
Mozam ga Me pa3bepam.



INTERVIEW
BUTSEVA

IBRAHIM: They did not all _
go buy any bread. | will tell yo tol
| worked as a construction worker. "
worked on the fields, in tobacco produc ”
We have three young children together. Do you

understand this? They are 1,2, 3 years old. R

She works on the fields. There is no one that will
sell me bread because | am a man. Only women will
be sold bread at the bakery, but only if they do not
wear ethnic clothing, only if they follow the party’s
imposed norms—which were to wear specific
skirts or trousers, or the blue workers’ uniform.

But then I am so hungry, | have to eat something.
So, | decided to go and try. | went to the small
window through which they sell the bread. And
the seller would always prepare the bread by that

MHTEPBIO C UBPAXUM KAAPUEB OT KPACUMUPA
BYLIEBA

Ha Humo egHa keHa om Hawume He U
no3BoasBaxa ga omuge ga kynu xaa6. M a3 we

Bu kaka eguH npumep c MeH. A3 pabomux kbm
kmemcmBomo, malicmop cmpoumen - pegs
naoydku. EU myk, npeg nanow,aga, ga pegsa naouku.
JKeHa mu Ha mlomloH, konae mlomloHa. imam
mpu Manku geua, pa3zbupaw au? Tpu manku geua
HeBpbcmHu, Hano 1,2, 3 2oguHu. Ta e Ha noAemo,
a3 paboms myk. Hama kol ga B3eme xas6. Ha
MeH He Mu gaBam, 3awomo cbM MbX. TpabBa ga
omuge keHa ga kynu xaa6a. /M Ha Hea we U gagam
ga cu kynu xaa6, ako e c maka HapeuyeHus ,gobbp
onpsmeH Bug”“. TakaBa 6ewe mepmMuHoAO2UsiMa
»,J006bp BbHWEH onpsameH Bug“.

3Hauu, ga 6bge myka noHe ¢ Bbp3aHa koca maka,
gobpe cpecaHa. Aa 6bge c noAa UAU haHMAAOH,
uAu ¢ npecmuaka, cuHg maHma. M xas6 Ha Hes He
03801 agagam. M a3 ce npuHygux, msl
M. Koankomo e umano,




A3 mps6Ba ga xanHa Hew,0 B kpas Ha kpauwama.
M omuBam, umawe eguH Bbv3pacmeH YoBek, mol
npogaBawe xas6a. A3 omuBam u mo3u 4yoBek,
npogaBaybm Ha xAf6, umawe HaBuka ga cu
nogaomBs xAab6a Ha 2uwemo. A 2uwemo e egHo
npo3opye 40 cm Ha 40 cm. M a3 cu nogeomBux
75 cmomuHku. Tokmo ce noka3Bam Ha 2uwemo,
ocmaBsam 75 cmomurku, 2pabBam gBama xasba
u omugoxy Hac. Tol me Bugs u B3e ga Buka:, A3
we kaka Ha napmuliHug... u maka Hamamdvk. A
napmuliHuam cekpemap BegHaza me Buka u mu
ka3Ba:,Kak moke makoBa Hew,0? LLle me cbgum”.
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MHTEPBIO C UBAH CEMKOB OT KPACUMWPA BYLIEBA

Kpacumupa: 1 kakBo cmaHa, caneg kamo ce 3a8bpHa
Bkbwu creg naeepa?

VBaH: BAauzam Bkbwu u Becuvku ugBam, Bcuuku me
ouvakBaxa. Bugsxa, 4e cvm kuB, Ho goceea HUMO
malika, Humo mamko, Humo 6amko, Humo HakoU
yoBek om poga Mmu Me e numan 3a 3amBopa - kak
6ewe. Tyl 6ewe Hawemo cemelicmBo. Bceku om
cemelicmBomo cu noHacsiwe omgeAHOo ygapume,
ye Hue cMe YneHoBe Ha moBa cemelicmBo.
Bcuuku, 6amko, mamko, 6pamoByegu u mbl
Hamamdvbk u mbl Hamamdbk.




The Kitchen

KyxHsima
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Although the kitchen is a space that can carry collective
experiences, itis also a space where the homeowner
remains alone with their thoughts. It can be a space of
silence. In this room, we have placed fragments of audio
ecordings of people who wanted to go on the record
but could not speak. Here, the voices of survivors have
‘vanished, replaced by sounds of someone's presence
nd non-verbal excerpts. The memory of the campis a
esent absence.

Bovnpeku 4ye kyxHama e npocmpaHcmBo, koemo moxke ga
Hocu konekmuBHuU npeXkuBsBaHus, ms cbw,o maka e u mac-
mo, B koemo co6cmBeHukbm Ha goma ocmaBa Hacame
cbe cebe cu u cwbe cBoume mucau. 3amoBa kyxHsima moxke
ga 6bge u npocmpaHcmBo Ha MbAdaHue. B ma3u cmas
cMe nocmaBuAu ¢ppasMeHmMuU om 3anucu Ha oHe3u, koumo
uckaxa ga Hu pa3zkarkam 3a cebe cu, Ho Beye He MmoXkexa ga
20Bopsim. Tyk enacoBeme Ha ouenenume ca uz4e3Haay, a
Hue yyBame camo 3B8yuume Ha He4yue npucbcmBue u om-
kbcneuHu wymoBe. Namemma 3a Aazepa npucbecmBa upe3s
camomo omcbcmBue.

The Kitchen | KyxHsima










































We want to thank the survivors and their
families for letting us into their lives and
- sharing their stories with us.

Mickame ga brnazogapuM Ha oueneAume 3a
moBa, 4e HU gonycHaxa B cBosa kuBomu
chogeAuxa ¢ Hac cBoume ucmopuu.
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Daniela Gorcheva, Daniela Koleva, Danny Radichkov, Edward Schatz,
Elena Chardakliyska, Elizabeth Dauvis, Ellie Sotirova, Ferdinando
Dell’lOmo, Fiona Butler, Frederika Nikolova, Galina Chehirian, Georgi
Gospodinov, Graham Burnett, Hristina Butseva, Hristo Hristov, Ivan
Chertov, Ilvaylo Pehlivanov, Jessy Dullow, Jim Strong, Joan Nelson,
Joshua Arters, Kate Maddalena, Katia Anguelova, Katya Gunter, Kayla
Barnard, Kiril Stanoev, Krasimir lliev, Kristina Angelakieva, Konstantin
Vasilev, Ksenia Nouril, Lalu Delbracio, Lilia Drumeva, Lilia Kudelia, Lori
Butseva, Luana Lojic, Louisa Slavkova, Max Nelson, Magdalena Chaker,
Margarita Dancheva, Margarita Georgieva, Martina Yordanova, Maria
Todorov-Topouzov, Maria Vassileva, Marina Genova, Markus Bok,
Mihaela Koleva, Mihail Marinov, Michael Lafun, Momchil Metodiev,
Nikul Georgiev, Petko Butsev, Petar Obretenov, Petar Terziev, Preslav
Phantom - Fletcher, Rafi Chehirian, Rena Drumeva, Robert Austin, Rosi
Dimitrova, Sara Mahan, Sarah Sharma, Set Shamon, Shane Douson,
Sharon Stone, Shtevo Shtevoy, Sibyn Vasilev, Slava Savova, Stefan
lkoga, Teodora Shaleva, Tsvetan Tsvetanov, Tracey Bowen, Tanya
Isyova, Valentin Kalinov, Venelin Shurelov, Venelin Topouzov, Veselin
Topalov, Vessela Nozharova, Vladimir Vladimirov, Veronika Tabakova,
William Nelson, Yana Melamed, Yoana Elmy, Zahari Kamenov and all the
other neighbours, who have made the project possible.

BAATOAAPHOCTU

Anekc belikbp, AHeena Kpuliebp, AHu Boc, AHuma MakaulH, AHHa
BuHeBa, AHHa Komumcka, Apba bapgu, AmaHac CamapgkueB,
Amaackowm, balip(ti)am Batip(i)amaau, Bem KoamaH, Bopumup TomeB,
BopucnaB CkouyeB, bua HeacvH, Bopuc NanmeB, BaneHmuH KaauHoB,
BeHenuH Tony308, BeHenuH LLlypenoB, BepoHuka TabakoBa, Becena
HoxkapoBa, BeceauH TonanoB, Bnagumup BragumupoB, laauHa
LLIexupsiH, lTeopau locnoguHoB, Mpebm BbpHem, AaHu PaguukoB, AaHuen
AnekcaHgbp, AaHuena lopyeBa, AaHuena KoneBa, Avkecu Alonoy, Akum
CmpoHe, Akowya Apmbpc, AkoyH HeacvH, Egyapg LLlamu, EneHa
Yapgakaulicka, Eau ComupoBa, Eauzabem AeliBuc, 3axapu KameHo8,
VBatino MexauBaroB, IBaH YepmoB, Vioara Eamu, KamepuH Aykumc,
Kams AHezenoBa, Kams MNonmep, Kelim MaganeHa, Kulina bapHapg, Kupua
CmaHoeB, Knapa Maknalim, KoHcmanmuH BacuaeB, Kopu MakzauabwBpel,
Kpacumup MaueB, Kpucmu Yomnon, KpucmuHa AHzenakueBa, KceHus
Hypoa, Aany Aenbpacuo, Auaust ApymeBa, Auaus Kygeaua, Aopu ByueBa,
NyaHa Nouly, Ayuza CraBkoBa, MazganeHa HYakbp, Malikba AadpbH, Make
HenctH, Mapeapuma leopzaueBa, Mapezapuma AaH4yeBa, MapuHa leHoBa,
Mapus BacuneBa, Mapust TogopoB-Tony308, Mapkyc bok, MapmuHa
MopgaHoBa, Muxaena KoneBa, Muxaua MapuroB8, Momuua Memogue8,
Hukyn lreopaueB, Nemko byueB, NMembvp O6pemeHoB, Nembp Tep3ues,
MpecnaBa Qenmovm - Daemubp, Padu LLlexupsH, PeHa ApymeBa,
Po6bvpm OcmuH, Pocu AumumpoBa, Capa MelixeH, Capa LLlapma, Cem
LLlamoH, CubuH BacuneB, CraBa CaBoBa, CmedaH Vkoea, TaHa VicboBa,
Teogopa LLlaneBa, Tpeticu BoyeH, Yunam HeacoH, PepguHango Aen'Omo,
Ouona Bbmabp, Dpegepuka HukonoBa, Xpucmura ByueBa, Xpucmo
XpucmoB, LIBemaH LIBemaHoB8, Yapau BpayH, LLlapbH CmoyH, LLietH
Aoy3bH, LLleBo LLleBoB, AHa Menameg u Becuuku gpyau cbcegu, koumo
HanpaBuxa npoekma Bb3mMoXkeH.
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The quote on the cover

“Look, try to understand it like this: there’s a circle, a small
circle. This is a primary circle. And in this circle, | put things
that have accumulated through the years, things that | have not
shared with anyone ever. | said them to you for the first time.”

Nadezhda Bozhilova-Kasabova

Llumam Ha kopuuama

»,NMa eguH kpbe, eguH manbk kpbe, mo3u kpva e nbpBusim,
B8 He20 ca Hew,ama, koumo ca HamaeHu, koumo He cbM 2u
ka3Bana, koumo 3a npbv8 nbm 2u kazBam Ha me6."

Hagexkga BoxkunoBa-Kaca6oBa
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