(original poem version in Bulgarian)

00 CPEOATA HA ABIYCT
om Bnadumup AHeenos

LLle cbm c Teb 40 cpeaaTa Ha aBrycT,
00 npegena Ha MOPCKUA Mup,

[0 HA CMIOMEeHa KpexKaTta 4aBHOCT

n 6e3kpas My, 4ye n noamp.

Lle cbm c Teb fo cpesaTa Ha N1ATo,
NOXbATANO OT LbPHanNa pbx

NOZ /TbYNTE Ha CNBHLLETO CBATO.
LLle cbm C Teb M HalMp, U HAATBK.

Jo cmbpTTa Ha TenaTa 6e3nbTHY,
BEYHO TbpCeLLM 3eMHUA pali.

M cnep, cbnbcbKa ¢ Aymute NAbLTHU:
“BCAKO HeLLLo CY MMA CBOM Kpait.”

(translated version in English)

TILL THE MIDDLE OF AUGUST
by Vladimir Angelove

I'll be with you till the middle of August,
by the limit of the maritime peace,

till the lasting of keepsake, the longest
and through its fading fragile after this.

| will be with you till the mid of a summer
yellow-faded with flowering rye

by the rays of the holy sun’s glamor.

I'll be with you the far and the wide.

By the death of the bodies unsteady

ever looking for heaven on earth.

By the clash with the sentence pre-ready:
“Every ending has always a birth!”
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