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The Bulgarian National Statistics In-
stitute reported recently that in 2015 
there had been published 6870 titles by 
Bulgarian authors, with a total print of 
2,626,000. Of those, 2128 are 
works in the field of fiction. 
Moreover, not more than 500 
of them reached the bookstores 
the traditional way – chosen, 
financed and edited by a pub-
lishing house. All the other au-
thors had shortened the proce-
dure, paying by themselves to 
see their works published by a 
small brand or a print shop. Those data 
are more than significant for the current 
situation in Bulgaria.

The big Bulgarian publishers, who 
had the required resources, do think 
the investment in Bulgarian writers as 
whole (and especially in the fields of 
SF&F&H) as unreliable. The prints, tra-
ditionally as low as 1000 and less, make 
the slower-to-sell books a financially 
unacceptable risk. Which is the reason 
most of the authors 
in the alleged field 
rely on other ways 
and bypass the tradi-
tional book publish-
ing.

Still, there are some 
big publishing hous-
es here in Bulgaria, 
who dare to try and 
support the native 
SF&F and while crit-

ically insufficient, based on the quantity 
of the prominent authors in the field, 
their efforts still should be noted and 
praised. Here are some worthy titles 

published during the last years: 
Radko Penev – The Ritual, 

Ciela Norma Publishing
Dessislava Dyulgeryan – The 

Transformed, book 3, Ciela 
Norma Publishing

Elena Pavlova – Two Moons, 
Iztok-Zapad Publishing house

Lyubomir Nikolov – The 
Gray Road, Iztok-Zapad Pub-

lishing house
Evgenia Taneva & Vanina Bozhilova – 

The Mistress of the Seven Stones: The End 
is Eternal, Hermes Publishing

Krasimira Stoeva – Labyrinth with 
threads of different colors, Zhanet 45 
Publishing house

Most of these books are typical rep-
resentative of the urban fantasy genre 
and a clear sign of the trends in the big 
publishing houses. Which, again, is the 

reason the authors 
whose work are in 
more untradition-
al fields like Epic 
fantasy, Grim-
dark, Ethno and 
others, are forced 
to choose alter-
native methods of 
publishing.

One of the 
most popular 

Delian Marinov
is one of the most prominent 

young fantasy writers in Bulgaria, 
works for the Under the bridge 
magazine (Pod Mosta – http://
podmosta.bg) and keeps a keen 

eye on the contemporary
Bulgarian publications in the 

SFFH field.

~ DELIAN MARINOV ~
THE FANTASY AND HORROR FICTION IN BULGARIA 

2015/2016
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way is self-financed publish-
ing through small publishing 
brands who take care of the 
get-up of the book and its even-
tual market placement. The 
self-publishing in our country 
also leads to new trends in the 
book publishing as whole and 
the book marketing, as the 
authors invent new models to 
reach their readers. As the great Ara-
bian philosopher and anthropologist, 
Ibn Haldun, had always noted in his 
works, the difficulties down the road 
determine the quicker devel-
opment of the humanity. The 
same is true for the Bulgarian 
literature too. The lack of pub-
lisher’s support to help adver-
tise, arrange presentations and 
market the books, makes the 
Bulgarian underground writ-
ers extremely active, enterpris-
ing and ingenious. The com-
mon print for a self-publishing 
SFFH author in Bulgaria is about 100 to 
300, in rare cases – up to 500. Usually 
those prints sell completely in 2 to 3 
years, without ever entering the book-
stores (who dare ask up to 70% reve-
nue). The self-publishing circles 
slowly grew a reliable fandom 
to support and cheer the estab-
lished and new authors alike.

Yet there are some small but 
vital publishing brands to stand 
behind the Bulgarian writers 
and in the same time try to help 
build the fandom. One of those 
is Gaiana, owned by Yavor 
Tsanev, also a SFFH writer. The 
brand is known for its own SFF-
H&mystery collection named Dracus. 

In two years it grew up to more 
than 13 titles. Gaiana is the 
publisher also of the Dracus 
magazine and became famous 
for its Inspired by yearly com-
petition for short fiction.

Some of the newest titles 
published by Gaiana are:

An Assassination in New 
Babylon, by the famous late 

Bulgarian writer Agop Melkon-
yan

The Adventures of Nayden The Found-
ling, by Dimitar Tzolov

Screams, an anthology of the 
Horror Writers Club Lazarus

The Last Bulgarians, by Delian 
Marinov

Another of the small brands 
which strive to publish Bul-
garian SFFH writers, is Vesela 
Lyutzkanova, owned by the fa-
mous writer of the same name. 
While publishing less in titles 
than Gaiana, it is still a good 

place for new debuting authors because 
it helps reach the bookstores. Some of 
the titles published by V.Lyutzkanova 
last year include:

Incests – Pavlin Hristov
Herbal Infusion and A Horn of An 

Unicorn – Veneta Vazharova
Another interesting new 

brand is MBG Books. It’s fo-
cused solely on Fantasy titles 
and organizes yearly compe-
titions for new Bulgarian fan-
tasy novel. So far it has pub-
lished 3 of the prized novels 
from the previous years edi-
tion of the competition and is 
yet to publish this year’s.

There are also many enthusiasts of the 
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interactive novels in our country. The 
Gamebooks Union succeeded in finding 
its own place and fandom on the litera-
ture scene in Bulgaria.

Many other small nonspe-
cialized brands give shelter to 
F&H authors in Bulgaria, like 
for example Mont which offers 
the best prices for printing a 
book plus bookstores market-
ing. This year Mont published 
Romfeya by Stefan Krastev and 
A Ford Between Worlds by Val-
entin Popov.

Another of the publishers who work 
with Bulgarian writers is Ibis and last 
year it put in print April Harvest by 
Branimir Sabev.

An interesting precedent is made by 
Kibea which publishes The Ring of the 
Nibelung, a middle grades YA series, 
joint work by Elena Pavlova and Pe-
ter Stanimirov – an illustrated fantasy 
books, adaptation of the famous operas 
by Vagner. So far there are 3 of the 4 
books published (The Rheingold, Valky-
rie, Siegfried) and a pop-up rendition of 
the series.

When They Shine Brightest by Yordan 
Zhelyazkov is but a novel (Epic fantasy) 
published with the help of crowdfunding.

The difficult situation the Bulgarian 

writers are facing predisposes them to 
be more active in their search for read-
ers. While the big publishers and their 
protégés continue to lean on old-fash-

ioned ways like simple pre-
sentations in bookstores and 
libraries, the self-publishing 
crowd uses more extravagant 
and newer methods. One of 
those is The Literature March 
of the Bulgarian Underground. 
It enables the presentation of 
Bulgarian writers at different 
music festivals and cultural 

events where the authors not only show 
and sell their books but also has time 
enough to present them to the audience. 
One of the main goals of The March is 
the search for new and additional read-
ers in different art circles.

Another interesting initiative are the 
‘live readings’ – the monthly Once Upon 
Stories, organized by Nikolay Nikolov, 
which targets not only the new names 
of the Bulgarian fiction but also meet 
and greet the already established 
writers.

Important presence on the scene 
make many local clubs for fantasy and 
science fiction. 

One of them is The Citadel, which 
not only follows and presents all that’s 
trendy on the world’s SF&F scene but 
also issues trademark anthologies of 
Bulgarian short stories. Each one is 
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themed Swords in the – and this year’s 
Swords in the Space brought together SF 
and F alike.

The most significant for 2016 in our 
country is probably the establishing of 
the Horror Writers Club Lazarus – an 
union of 22 published writers from 
Bulgaria plus the famous artist and il-
lustrator Peter Stanimirov. Members of 
the club are some of the most notori-
ous names of the national underground 
scene.

Bulgaria is well presented in the 
field of the online magazines, websites 
and blogs like the website of The Cit-
adel, sci-fi.bg, Sborishte na Trubadu-
ri (Trubadurs Gathering Place), The 
Human Library, ShadowDance, sfbg.
us, Fantasy LARP Centre, The Fantasy 
place of Ana Hels and many others.

Of course, one of the places for the 
popularization of every nation’s writers 
is Facebook. There you can find many 
groups in Bulgarian for literature and 
SFFH alike. Facebook literally replaced 
most of the forums and literary web-
sites. Therefore, for the Bulgarian writ-
ers such free social networks are the best 
field for action.

The future trends in the Bulgarian lit-
erature include more writers, indepen-
dent from the big publishers and the 
bookstores to develop their own mar-
keting grids. The Bulgarians had a say-
ing: The united company lifts the moun-
tain, which is the best description of the 
national ‘underground’ literature and 
while the authors continue supporting 
each other, the future for the Bulgarian 
SFFH will shine bright.

Translated  by  Elena  Pavlova

UNDER THE TWO MOONS
of Elena Pavlova

Elena’s first appearance on the SFFH 
scene in Bulgaria was in the distant 
1988 and since then she had been more 
or less a constant member of the motley 
cast of that ever-changing club and 
fandom culture. While she gave birth 
to 7 published novels during the years, 
Two Moons is her first collection. This 
long-awaited paper baby consists of 17 
stories, spanning 20 years of work: the 
oldest story inside is The Cavanos’ Dragons, 
written in 1995 and the newest, a nov-
elette called The Winter Counting of 
Vampires is finished 2015. Most of the 
stories are award-winning or had been 
shortlisted.

There under the two moons you 
are expected to meet infatuated elves, 
dragon riders, masters of the sword 
(and torinawa), minstrels and some 
heroes from their ballads, skillful 
manipulators, time-travelers, dinosaurs, 
robots, desert bandits, ghosts and 
vampires, some of whom love their 
drink. Oh, and don’t forget to take a 
trollburgh ride.
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It’s getting late and I decide to take 
the subway. 

If I’m to change three buses and 
wait ages at the bus stops, I’ll never 
get home before midnight. So better 
to choose the lesser evil. Lesser to 
some extent, that is.

Taking the subway is tricky. Well 
into my third year as a werewolf, the 
sub still gives me creeps, especially 
if it’s crowded. True, the sub is clean-
er… And less smelly too. But we’re 
trapped underground, the wolf in me 
insists, and it’s way too noisy and –
The humans down there are jittery. 
Just like us, they too feel trapped 
and their fear tickles down my nose 
and throat. So many repugnant sig-
nals perplex my beast even more.

Nevertheless, today there is no 
choice – it’s either the sub or getting 
home past midnight. So here I am, 
going down the steps of Opalchenska 
Station after the pack’s Thursday 
gathering. We’re well into the summer 
so there were only three of us – 
counting also the owner of the cof-
fee bar where we meet – but one of 
the newer wolves came for advice, 
so the evening wasn’t completely 
wasted. 

The station’s entrance hall is almost 
empty. There is a heavy, pot-bellied 
man busy at the ticket machines 

row. I show him to the wolf, the 
beast agrees – that one looks like a 
tasty bite. I too get us a ticket and we 
go inside.  

There aren’t too many people at 
the platform either. Good. I slow-
ly walk after the bellied man. It’s a 
game me and my wolf play: will the 
prey notice us? This helps to get the 
beast distracted from all the strange 
smells, echoing sounds and that 
awful feeling this too huge empty 
cave-like space brings.

We get lucky – the train is due 
soon. Our prey prepares to get into 
the car and I mirror his moves, some 
space apart. He’s fidgety and the de-
licious smell chafes my nose. Most 
people get nervous underground – 
they get this beware here be dragons 
feeling, creeping up their spines… 
The wolf perks up.

The train rushes from the tun-
nel, whirling at us its damp, windy 
smells and the hollow roar. The wolf 
cows and I almost take a step back. 
Almost. The car stops, the maws of 
the doors open. I sneak inside, to-
gether with my beast. The man – the 
prey – is just a step ahead of us and 
we mustn’t let him flee, must we? 
There is a nice secluded seat at the 
rear end of the car and we hurry to 
take it. The wolf is calmer now - we 

~ELENA PAVLOVA~
A WEREWOLF IN THE SUBWAY

(TALES FROM THE BULGARIAN SHIFTER COMMUNITY)
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found us some kind of shelter. Our 
prey remains standing.

I try to look around casually and, 
almost instantly, the couple catches 
my eye. A boy and a girl standing at 
the first door. My wolf ’s once more 
alert. The girl is pretty. Pretty but 
ordinary. She’s eighteen or even less: 
it’s hard to tell. The boy… The boy is 
way too tense. He’s lean and hand-
some, with a broad back and even 
broader shoulders, and his whole 
stance screams shifter. Nineteen will 
be a good guess, I suppose, so he 
probably is just too new. Too fresh. 
Me and my wolf, we smell trouble. 
The boy’s slender hand seemingly 
casually rests on the ledge over the 
doors – but with fingers all white 
from clutching it. He’s ready to run 
– or to fight, my beast insists. The 
wolf shakes us up and prepares for 
action. The scary subway, the noises, 
the smells, all are completely for-
gotten.

The girl leans close into the boy 
and whispers to him – too low for 
me to hear her over the thunderous 
roar of the sub. She’s probably co-
ercing her friend into calmness. Did 
they take the sub because of her, the 
wolf ponders, and is she now feeling 
guilty, I add to it?

Fixed on those two, I almost don’t 
take notice of the first station we 
stop at. A mild and dead woman’s 
voice startles me and my wolf into 
“Next station is Zapaden Park” and 
we’re moving again.

The boy fidgets, as if trying to estimate 

the passengers and the car. There’s 
nowhere to run, cutie, and, please, 
oh please!, don’t go all suicidal on 
me – don’t attack anybody! The girl 
leans even closer to her boyfriend 
and I’m pretty sure she knows what 
she’s doing, placing her vulnerable 
white throat near the boy’s mouth. 
But yes, it works! I see him slowly 
unclenching his fingers from the 
ledge. The boy is still on the edge but 
won’t assault his girlfriend. Good. 
He shifts a little and now I see his 
face. He really is cute, the wolf de-
cides and I agree. The boy sees me 
– or sniffs me out - and now he’s 
looking straight at me.

I smile. It’s as simple as that, dude: 
other shifters can do it. So you can 
manage too.

At last: Lyulin Station. The girl has 
to literally pull her friend off the 
car, but he follows humbly. I’m still 
smiling when the train takes off. The 
couple walks the platform quietly 
and the boy returns my smile.

I’m off too two stations later, at 
Obelya. It’s so nice to stand on the 
ground again! I take a lungful of the 
fresh night air. I’m still smiling. My 
wolf grieves that I completely forgot 
the prey-man. But who needs a prey 
anyway? We’re getting hot pizza.

Translated by Elena Pavlova
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H o r r o r  W r i t e r s ’  C l u b
L A Z A R U S

LAZARUS – the home of the 
horror writers in Bulgaria – was 
born in the early 2016, thanks to 
our mastermind, Branimir Subev – 
the author of four short stories col-
lections of horror, science fiction 
and fantasy (God grant him 
to multiply them every 
year!), and Sibin May-
nalovski – a longtime 
author in the same 
fields, and a con-
trarian who can’t 
stand the sight of 
half of the alleged 
new ‘classic’ writers 
in Bulgaria (the other 
half he quarreled long 
ago). They were joined 
by Yavor Tsanev – one of the 
most talented Bulgarian writers 
nowadays, now olso the proud own-
er of GAIANA Publishing House, 
and Ivan Atanasov – he who knows 
more about the underground liter-
ature than Wikipedia, and thanks 
to whom we all enjoy the wonder-
ful Bulgarian translation of Books 
of Blood by Clive Barker.

Soon after there were invited in 
the club a good many people who 
write, read and love horror literature. 
Some of the horror storytellers in 
Bulgaria can easily compete with 
the founders of the genre world-
wide. You wonder why you haven’t 
heard of them? Simple enough: 

it’s due to the status quo in our 
country.

The LAZARUS club wants to 
overcome that very damaging Bul-
garian literature status quo. It is 
named after a brilliant writer – and 

an even more brilliant transla-
tor of King and Lovecraft 

– who unfortunately 
is no longer among 
us. Our frend Adri-
an Lazarovski is the 
one who, at the time 
of the release of our 
first collection called 

Screams, would have 
turned 40 years. Un-

fortunately Death, God 
or the Old One who holds 

the privilege of having him 
now, apparently had other plans.

LAZARUS is the way we pay respect 
to Adie.

And the way we honor you – our 
readers.

Because for so many years it’s you 
who keep the faith in us burning 
and continue buying our books. 
You are the reason we – all of the 
LAZARUS crowd – have not yet 
given up writing.

Because of your good taste in 
reading.

http://horror-bg.com/
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~ YAVOR TSANEV ~
HOME SWEET HOME !

The whole planet was covered 
with shabby adobe huts with straw 
roofs, grouped in small villages. 
This was their first impression.

A few rounds in the low layers of 
the atmosphere, while the instru-
ments quickly pile and analyse data 
so they can survey the main indica-
tors. Careful peering into the mon-
itors, happy shouts when the tools 
confirmed that the surroundings 
are high-level appropriate for hu-
man survival. One more additional 
round, near the surface, staring at 
the images from the cameras which 
showed the same: endless deforest-
ed hills, unstopping winds, and in 
the sunk space between the hills a 
constant sight – a concentration of 
huts, grown like mushrooms, ex-
pecting to be populated.

They landed softly, waited to re-
ceive additional results from the 
probes of the soil, air, sun radiation, 
analysis of the spectral rays and the 
presence of anomalies. Everything 
was magnificent. This planet was 
created for people. Only the con-
stant wind might not be to their lik-
ing, and perhaps precisely because 
of that the inhabitants had built 
their houses in the valleys, where 
they were sheltered. Until now no 
presence of life had been registered 
but the very fact that there were so 
many houses meant that the planet 
was inhabited. And with intelli-

gent creatures, too. The buildings, 
though small, like taken out of a 
children’s cartoon, looked like hu-
man houses. It could be supposed 
that the creatures inhabiting the 
planet were humanoids. The ques-
tion was why they couldn’t register 
their activity. It was impossible for 
the instruments not to indicate it.

* * *
Days later the situation was the 

same. No activity of living beings 
despite the exceptionally favour-
able conditions. No movement, 
just the wind lashing at the hilly 
view, sometimes increasing, and 
something decreasing. It was time 
for them to come out and take their 
first steps in this new world.

They started walking silently over 
the reddish sandy soil. The small 
pebbles cracked under their feet, 
the surface looked like cinder. They 
moved carefully one behind the 
other but they didn’t come across 
any surprises. The wind was blow-
ing in their faces until they started 
going down the hill towards the 
huts huddled in the foot of it.

There were no other sounds ex-
cept those that they made them-
selves. Nothing moved. Now the 
wind had remained somewhere up 
high, and a slight breeze could be 
felt. The further down they went, 
the warmer it got. The valley was 
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pleasantly sheltered.
When they got closer to the clay 

huts they saw that they had no win-
dows, just round holes. Their roofs 
were not exactly straw but what-
ever they were made of was terri-
bly reminiscent of it. Apparently 
it rained here sometimes because 
traces from dried-out leaks could 
be seen on the walls. Otherwise 
there were no paths around the 
houses; everything was covered in 
cinder.

They stopped.
“There are no footprints around,” 

said one of them.
“That’s right,” said another.
Indeed, behind them they had 

left clearly defined tracks, while 
in the village, around the houses, 
there were none. As if it had been 
abandoned a long time ago and no 
one had passed through here since 
then.

“I will check,” said their leader. 
“Watch my back.”

He got close to one of the huts and 
peeked through the opening which 
had to be a door. Behind him the 
people stood alert with their weapons 
pointed forward.

The leader looked back and said, 
“There is nothing. It’s completely 
empty.”

“Nothing?” repeated the others 
like an echo.

“There is no furniture, no carpets, 
no wall panels, nothing, except the 
same material similar to clay.”

They looked at each other.
What did that have to tell them 

about the inhabitants of the village?
“I’m going in,” said the leader.

At that moment from behind 
the hills one of those same huts 
was lifted by the wind and thrown 
about. It flew for some distance in 
front of their astounded gazes, then 
it flipped and fell in the lower strata 
where the wind wasn’t so strong. It 
plummeted down and it fell with a 
hollow sound only a dozen metres 
from them. It ended up straight on 
its foundations, and only the straw 
roof looked mussed up from the 
wind.

The leader made a sound to the 
rest to stay and started walking 
carefully towards the hut. It looked 
just like the others. If the wind 
threw about like this the homes of 
the planet’s dwellers, then it wasn’t 
strange that there was no one in 
the village – he thought – they had 
probably found another sanctuary 
and abandoned their huts.

He reached it and placed a hand 
on its adobe wall. It was just like 
the others. He turned and looked at 
his crew. They stood and watched 
his movements but they didn’t look 
tense. There was something not 
right with these huts. They sug-
gested a particular peace, some 
precious cosiness, they made the 
childhood in you stir and the idea 
of hearth and home pop into your 
consciousness. He caught himself 
thinking that he wants to suggest 
naming the village ‘Sweet Home’.

He waved at them and they came 
closer.

“I’m going in,” he announced for 
the second time and they knew 
what that meant. They had to be 
prepared for any kind of situation.
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He squeezed in through the small 
oval opening and found himself 
inside the hut.

The light became soft and pleas-
ant. The clay was soaking it up. He 
felt surrounded by tranquillity and 
a carefree spirit, his sense of smell 
felt the warm aroma of fresh bread. 
The air seemed filled with saturated 
and suffocating excitement. The 
walls streamed a feeling of unique 
cosiness, the aroma of bread was 
replaced by a smell of pancakes 
and raspberry preserve. Slight mist 
filled the room and with it walked 
in a careless childhood summer 
and embraced him. He relaxed and 
eased himself down to the floor, 
giddy from the pleasant sensations. 
The soft light changed its nuances, 
as if pulsing in purple, sapphire, 
turquoise and carmine shades. The 
aromas followed its lead – vanilla ice 
cream, freshly cut grass, cinnamon 
biscuits, figs, mead... The sounds 
diluted his consciousness – the sea 
surf, forest breeze, pulsing silence 
in the summer night... He rode the 
sensations, surrounded by the veil 
of excitement, and lost all sense of 
the location he was in, of his body, 
of his mission.

* * *
They shook him and tore him 

from his joyous haven. They stood 
leaning over him – familiar faces, 
familiar equipment, familiar words, 
but so far away from the place and 
the time he was coming back from.

“Here, his eyes are opening!”
“Are you OK?”
“What happened inside?”

How could they be so jumpy and 
impatient? In this unbelievable 
space, in this unbelievable time, in 
this full of joy and overwhelming 
sensations place...

He closed his eyes.
“He fainted again! They did some-

thing to him! In just a moment they 
did something to him!”

“Let’s burn down the village!”
“Let’s burn it!”
He snapped out of it.
What? Had he understood cor-

rectly? Was that really what he was 
hearing?

To burn down... to destroy...
“OK, line up...”
No... there was no way this was 

true... All these delightful sensa-
tions, the entire happiness of sum-
mer, the splendid childhood mem-
ories...

He raised himself.
He saw them: cosmic conquista-

dors, lined up in a row, with weap-
ons pointing forward, ready to char 
the settlement. Arrived from far-
away places, expecting always the 
worst, ready at first chance, at first 
suspicion to destroy the threats.

“No!” he shouted. “Stay where 
you are!”

“He is alright!” someone cried 
out and everyone sped back to their 
leader.

“Stay where you are!” he repeated 
and they really froze.

He picked himself up from the 
cinder, still stupefied from the 
experience. The distant sounds 
from an even more distant summer 
were settling down in his mind. 
The smells were dissipating and the 
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colours were returning to their ac-
tual tints. He knew that he had to 
tell them something fast but he had 
no words. Instead, he asked:

“What happened?”
The men in his crew looked at 

each other.
“I know what happened, I want 

to understand what you saw hap-
pening...” he clarified. He saw the 
hesitation in their eyes. It seemed 
like they were still unsure that ev-
erything was alright.

“You entered the... hut, you 
stayed for a while and then you sat 
down on the ground...” began one 
of them.

The leader nodded.
“Then you suddenly went limp 

and laid down and we thought 
there was something wrong with 
you... we shouted, you didn’t answer 
and then we pulled you out but we 
couldn’t wake you up!”

He stood in front of them and 
smiled. He had no words, with 
which to explain. He understood 
how surprised they were at the 
shine in his eyes, at the smile which 
he couldn’t erase from his face.

“It was marvellous, boys!”
They looked at each other again.
“I’m telling you, it was marvel-

lous. It cannot be described. Each 
of you must experience it...”

His men stood uncomprehending. 
He could see how hesitant they 
were.

“We could go in one by one so you 
can understand what I’m talking 
about,” he offered. “The others will 
stay outside and keep watch so 
whoever is inside will not worry...” 

He smiled at these words. He had 
never felt more tranquil than now 
but how else could he get them to 
believe?

From behind the hills rose a hut 
that was floating on the wind. It 
flew a short distance before start-
ing to spin downstairs. It fell with 
a hollow sound near them. They 
watched it – a small shabby hut, 
walls of clay and a straw roof. What 
could be so unbelievable and inde-
scribable inside it?

“This reminds me of the seeds 
of plants, which the wind carries 
around until they fall on the right 
type of soil,” whispered a man in 
the crew.

“That’s just what I was thinking!” 
exclaimed a second.

The leader nodded.
The smile was still on his face.
“I think there are no intelligent 

beings on the planet,” he conclud-
ed. “There are no tracks, and nei-
ther could we find any other activ-
ity, while what we are perceiving as 
‘huts’ and what makes us expect to 
meet humanoids are most probably 
something like...”

“Thorns, which the wind spreads,” 
he was interrupted by several peo-
ple at once.

“Dried thistle,” laughed another.
The leader smiled.
Yes, that was it… strange dried 

plants from an even stranger world, 
with an even stranger influence… 
scattered plant thorns, which gifted 
you with pleasant hallucinations, 
but instead of swallowing them you 
entered them in order to receive 
the sensation… Thorns, which 
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attracted you with their curious 
shape and entangled you with their 
sensations.

“I will go in!” One of the members 
of the crew headed towards the hut 
nearby.

They followed him with their 
eyes.

Before he went inside he turned 
around and said: “Leave me inside 
for longer…”

* * *
They stayed inside the hut for 

around ten minutes each, with 
the others standing guard outside. 
They came out on their own when 
they were sated with sensations 
and the smiles wouldn’t leave their 
faces. Every next person went in 
calmer, even impatient, when he 
saw the changed facial expressions 
of the others. No one believed that 
they had spent so little time inside 
the hut. No one wanted to try to 
describe the sensation. They just 
looked at each other and shook 
their heads. Finally, when even the 
last one of them had felt the in-
credible effect on themselves, they 
sat down on the cinder between all 
these fairytale huts, far away from 
home and at the same time so near.

“There is no such planet,” mur-
mured one.

“There are no such houses,” almost 
like an echo said another.

To prove them wrong, one of 
them tumbled over the hill and 
rolled down towards the flat. Just 
like a dry thorn that has traversed a 
huge distance in order to find peace 
and give it back.

They laughed aloud.
“How would it feel if we slept in 

the huts?”
Everyone’s eyes snapped to the 

leader.
They had thought about it. They 

had just thought about it. They 
didn’t dare suggest it, it sounded 
childish when compared to the dis-
tance they had come, to the entire 
grandness of the mission of discov-
ering new inhabitable planets.

They laughed again. Aloud. Like 
students who find out that the hol-
idays have suddenly been extend-
ed. Like boys who speed up before 
jumping, folded into a ball, in the 
lake.

* * *
The night came slowly and the 

hills filled up the valley with their 
shadows. The wind in the high 
parts eased up, the silhouettes of the 
houses lured them in the dusk. The 
people silently spread around, each 
towards his chosen hut, dizzy with 
anticipation of repeating the pleas-
ant experience. The same question 
pressed in all their minds... What 
would it be like to dream in a hut 
like this... if it was unique during 
the day, just for a few minutes, what 
would it be like to spend a whole 
night in this magically gifted, care-
free state?

They entered the huts, greeted 
by the fragrance of the straw roofs. 
They lay down on the ground and 
the cool clay welcomed them. Their 
eyelids sank down, their chests 
sighed and then started moving 
slowly and rhythmically. Sleep 
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came and brought them a vision 
of endless deforested hills, unstop-
ping winds, the thought that the 
only peaceful space is that sunk be-
tween the hills, that only there the 
thorn-like huts can stop, can stay 
and wait.

Can lure anyone who passes near, 
can understand his thoughts and 
offer cosiness and experiences from 
which he cannot dissociate, so he 
stays with them, wants to stay in-
side until night falls, until the walls 
swell from the night coolness and 
the holes get filled in, until down 
the walls start flowing the juices 
that transform the bodies of the 
sleepers into precious food.

Translated by Roberta Basarbolieva

HOME, SWEET HOME!
Twenty-two science fiction and 
fantasy short stories, which will 

walk you through far-away worlds, 
or bring you here, to us, strange 

creatures that we are. Past, present, 
future and timelessness come togeth-
er to reveal fabled myths, amusing 
anecdotes and nightmares, dreams 

and incredible tales.

THE SUNFLOWERS
Twenty short stories from

Yavor Tsanev – from cheerful horror 
and sci-fi, to hair-raising and

almost possible stories...
What if some have already occurred? 

What if some happen before long?

WINE FOR THE DEAD
The book was awarded the literary prize 
‘Svetlostrui’ (2014), and was nominated

for the prestigious literary prize 
Elias Canetti’(2015).

The short story ‘The Hamlet’, included 
in the collection, received the special 
prize from the national competition

for a short story named after
Agop Melkonyan (2013).
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On  James Bourchier Boulevard 
about a hundred meters before you 
come up to the Cypriot Embassy 
there is a three-story building of 
pale blue that huddles between a 
shiny new block of flats and a des-
olate overgrown yard. There’s no 
way you can miss it – its windows 
are so dark and sinister that they 
can only remind you of the eyeless 
sockets of a human head. Once you 
step inside this building you will im-
mediately take notice of the scuffed 
green paint and the missing bits and 
pieces of wall plaster in the corners. 
If you lift your head you’ll also see 
broken lamp holders with exposed 
live wires dangling from the ceiling. 
The antechaamber is dim since the 
only sunlight comes from the win-
dow above the stairs between the 
first and second floors. Don’t stand 
around. Get in the elevator. It’ll take 
you to your desired floor, shaking 
like it has a fever. The inside walls of 
the cabin are all covered with graf-
fiti penned in permanent marker. 
There’s no mirror. The aluminum 
panel is missing – likely stolen and 
the technicians have opted to sur-
round the buttons with a healthy 
layer of duct tape instead of going 
through the trouble of replacing it.

Go up to the first floor. The doors 
will open with a pitiful whine and 
then they’ll slam shut behind you so 
loudly that you’ll jump with fright. 

Take a stroll. Amidst the misery of 
the building it is hard not to notice 
the leather upholstered doors with 
the glossy brass name plates be-
side them: ‘ASSEN PETROV / AC-
COUNTANT’, ‘YANA EKIMOVA / 
SECRETARY’, ‘DR. DINYO DINEV / 
FINANCIAL INSPECTOR’. Hmm, 
what a bore… Let’s go up to the 
second floor. No, no, not with the 
elevator you saw how dilapidated it 
was. We’ll use the stairs. The same 
leather doors are on the second 
floor. Only the names on the brass 
plates have changed: ‘KOSTADIN 
PETEV / ATTORNEY’, ‘NENO APOS-
TOLOFF / NOTARY’… No, this floor 
isn’t any better. Okay, I’m sure that 
there’s something on the third floor 
that will grab our attention. 

Yes, just as I expected. I was right. 
One door is not like the others. It’s 
a simple wooden door painted in 
brown. A green A4 piece of paper 
has been taped to it. On it, it says 
in large black letters ‘NEW DAWN 
PUBLISHING HOUSE’. Below the 
green piece of paper there’s a sec-
ond white sheet with small typed 
print that says: ‘GEORGY STOI-
MENOV / EDITOR  & PUBLISHER / 
Office hours 09-00 – 18:00’. I won-
der just what there is to be found 
behind this particular door?

Georgy Stoimenov took off his 
glasses with a sigh and rubbed down 

~ BRANIMIR SUBEV ~
WHERE DREAMS LEAD
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the sides of his nose. Another day of 
little to no real work. Not the easiest 
job in the world, being a publisher. 
Especially not in Bulgaria and not 
now when the book selling market 
had shrunk much like an actinia after 
you poke it with your finger. People 
read little and less so Bulgarian au-
thors unless their names wereYordan 
Radichkov or NedyalkoYordanov. 
Thankfully the occasional professor 
came along every so often who want-
ed to publish his latest high school 
textbook with New Dawn; otherwise 
Georgy would really be in a pinch. 
He would never have imagined in the 
eleven years he had worked as a pub-
lisher in the olden times (before the 
fall of communism in the counrty) 
that being a writer would become a 
hobby or a leisurely distraction from 
one’s real job. A damn expensive hob-
by at that! These days if you wanted 
to publish in Bulgaria and shoulder 
the expenses you needed at least one 
thousand leva. Preferably two thou-
sand. But if one has the said sum 
would he really go about spending 
them to publish a book….

Nature called the publisher sudden-
ly. Georgy got up, opened the door 
and headed towards the toilets at the 
end of the corridor. He went into the 
men’s room, unzipped his pants and 
proceeded to relieve himself. As he 
did his eyes began to wander over the 
white tiles upon which were scribbled 
a myriad of different messages. They 
all sickened his guts: ‘I want to take it 
from two guys at once all night long’, ‘A 
circumcised Turk fucked me here with 
his big cock and it was amazing’, ‘I’m 
a guy and I want to fuck other guys. 

A/H/W: 26/5’11/159. Telephone num-
ber…’. Georgy shook the last drops 
off before tucking his member back 
in his pants and turned away from 
the bowl without flushing. The han-
dle had rusted and wouldn’t budge. 
He couldn’t understand the landlord. 
The man was probably a thug or a 
fledgling wealthy businessman of 
sorts who just didn’t care about the 
people who rented out office space 
from him. He could have touched up 
the place, paid a cleaning lady, and 
hired a watchman (to keep track of 
the people coming and going to use 
the toilets and to graffiti the walls)…. 
Fat chance! Everyone these days was 
trying to keep their money in their-
wallets and to get by as cheaply as 
possible at the expense of others. 

The publisher washed his hands 
and walked out of the toilets. He 
caught the figure of a discomposed 
young man in his field of vision.  He 
was shifting his weight between his 
feet in front of the publisher’s office. 
The young man was about twenty or 
twenty-one, of middling height, black 
haired and cleanly shaven. The blue 
of his jeans had faded from washing 
and the boy’s leather jacket had most 
likely belonged to his father once. He 
was clutching a few sheets of paper 
between his hands.

“Can I help you with something?” 
asked Georgy.

“Hello,” greeted the young man be-
fore bursting out into a torrent of 
words. “I’m Iliyan Kovachev and I 
heard that a new publishing house 
had been opened here, and that you 
publish Bulgarian fiction, and well 
you see, the thing is, I’ve got a story 
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here if you’d like to, and I was won-
dering—“

“Come in, come in,” the publisher 
interrupted, opening the door. The 
young man followed him in. It was 
plain as day that the kid was ner-
vous. Georgy sat down behind the 
desk, set his glasses with a push of 
his finger and said: “You say you’ve 
got a story? Let me see it.”

The young man handed him the 
sheets of paper. The publisher flipped 
through them. Four of them all 
punched out on a typewriter. Up 
top and center on page one sat the 
title:

TERROR IN STILL WATERS

“Genre fiction?” asked the publisher.
“Yes. Horror,” replied Iliyan Ko-

vachev with just a hint of pride. 
“It’s my favorite genre.  I love read-
ing Stephen King, Howard Phillips 
Lovecraft…”

“Okay, okay” interrupted Georgy. 
He had heard the same speech over 
and over time and time again. The 
kid shut up and looked on shame-
facedly. 

Georgy decided to beat around 
the bush a bit.

“Look, the situation in Bulgaria 
is such that right now to be work-
ing in this business is a sure way to 
NOT be making money. It’s not true 
that people don’t read but it is true 
that they don’t want to spend mon-
ey on books. If and when they buy 
a book they want it to be something 
really good, something that they’re 
sure they’ll like. And so no one buys 
books by Bulgarian authors. I don’t 

know where people got this idea 
into their heads, that our own writ-
ers aren’t good enough but I tell 
you, kid, they’re wrong. I remem-
ber, when I was a publisher during 
the days of the communist regime 
we’d print fifty thousand, even a 
hundred thousand copies of a book 
and they still weren’t enough. Peo-
ple would buy several copies so that 
they could give them to friends, 
they reserved books months in ad-
vance, and some even used their 
connections to high profile people 
just to get the said books…. And 
now? They print a thousand copies 
and there’s still no one who wants 
to buy them. Now it is true that 
books were cheaper back then but 
still….

“This is our policy, if we approve the 
novel; we split the publishing expens-
es between the author and ourselves. 
Then we split the profit. Fifty-fifty, 
right down the middle. If we don’t 
approve the novel you publish the 
whole thing at your own expense. We 
are only prepared to fully sponsor a 
book if it is exceptionally good writ-
ing, or something groundbreaking, 
something that sucks you in from 
page one. Of course publishing isn’t 
so simple. The whole thing has to be 
edited, then the edited text has to be 
proofread, then you need someone 
to write a review, you need to com-
mission an artist and so forth and so 
forth, but all that is our job. Once you 
get that far things are very different 
altogether—”

“I don’t want to publish a whole 
novel,” Iliyan said slowly. “I only 
have one story and I’m working on 
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a second one.”
“No problem,” the publisher hur-

ried to reassure him. “We have other 
stories from Bulgarian authors and 
we’re thinking of putting a short 
story collection together soon. 
What do you do?”

“I study at the University of Na-
tional and Global Economy. I’m 
majoring in insurance,” replied the 
kid.

“How old are you?”
“Twenty-one.”
“Have you ever had anything 

published? A novel, short story, ar-
ticle, poem….anything?”

“No, nothing.”
“Okay,” said Georgy. “Leave the 

story here. I’ll read it, edit it and 
you come in tomorrow at about this 
same time. It’s….” he stole a quick 
glance at the clock on the wall, “ten 
thirty now, so I’ll be expecting you 
shall we say ten, ten thirty then. Do 
you have a cell phone number I can 
use to reach you?”

Iliyan Kovachev shook his head.
“No. I’m from Ihtiman, I only 

study in Sofia. We don’t have a tele-
phone at the student dorms and I 
can’t really afford a cell phone….”

“Then we’ll just leave it at the said 
time tomorrow then.”

“Thank you. See you then,” said 
the kid, smiled slightly and closed 
the door behind him. 

“Bye” called out Stoimenov after 
him. 

Several orders came in later in 
the day, something that rarely hap-
pened these days. Georgy was very 
busy talking over the phone, placing 

orders and writing reviews. He only 
got the chance to read the kid’s story 
before going to bed that evening. He 
stretched out, put on his glasses and 
started reading. The plotline was a 
bit dull. It was about a boy that gets 
up at night like a sleepwalker (why 
like a sleepwalker didn’t fail to give 
the publisher cause for wonder), 
walks out his house and before he 
wakes up he goes all the way to the 
swamp outside of his hometown 
where a horrible beast lives. The said 
beast is some dragon-like monster 
that wants to use the boy to conquer 
the town, and then the world. The 
author would report events rather 
laconically, without flourish or col-
orful descriptiveness. He used too 
many verbs and few adjectives. It 
was true that the first mile is always 
the toughest but that was no excuse 
to drag your feet. Even so Iliyan Ko-
vachev had one advantage which 
didn’t slip the fifty-three year old 
publisher’s notice and that was that 
the kid’s spelling and grammar were 
textbook quality. His punctuation 
was spot on, he knew where to put 
each comma (which made the story 
easy to read) and he knew just when 
to start a new paragraph. 

Maybe I should hire him to be an 
assistant-editor, thought Stoimen-
ov and rejected it as soon as it had 
passed through his mind. An as-
sistant would be a necessity if there 
was work, which there wasn’t al-
ways. Georgy left the kid’s story and 
his glasses on the end table by the 
bed, turned the night lamp off and 
drifted off not long after.
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The next day Georgy Stoimenov 
was sitting in his office sighing out 
of boredom. No work to be done 
today either. The door opened sud-
denly. The publisher raised his eyes 
in surprise. 

“I’ve got a letter for you,” blab-
bered the plump postwoman with 
tousled hair as she left a white en-
velope on the desk and hurried out 
trying to avoid eye contact. This lit-
tle attempt did not go unremarked 
by the publisher who was accus-
tomed to paying attention to detail. 
The woman had been drinking all 
night. He shrugged, took the en-
velope in his hands and opened it 
with his letter opener. It was Anton 
Sarandev’s latest short story. Saran-
dev was a very promising writer 
from VelikoTurnovo who had been 
sending in his works for some time 
now. He owned a restaurant and in 
his spare time wrote articles for the 
local newspaper Borba1 and some-
times he wrote fantasy short sto-
ries. Stoimenov had met the man 
once in Sofia when he had visited 
on business and the two had hit it 
off. They were of the same age and 
Georgy finally managed to publish 
two of Sarandev’s stories in the first 
short story collection that Begin-
ning Publishing House put togeth-
er. Now there was a good writer. 
Anton wrote every sentence care-
fully and by the book. 

Georgy placed a fresh piece of 
paper behind the roller of his type-
writer and proceeded to write a 
reply to his esteemed peer, asking 

himself along the way when he 
would finally scrounge up enough 
money for a computer and make 
his life easier.

A slight rap on the door interrupted 
the publisher’s letter. The door opened 
and Iliyan’s face poked through. Ah 
yes, the young horror writer.

“Good day,” he said.
“Come on in,” said Georgy and 

looked at the clock. Ten thirty. He 
was as punctual as an Englishman. 
For a second the publisher almost 
made a fool of himself by gestur-
ing to the young man to take a seat, 
when in fact there was nowhere to 
sit. How could he have overlooked 
to get a second chair so that his clients 
could sit down instead of standing 
there in front of his desk like they 
were on trial? Stoimenov dove right in.

“I read your story. There’s a lot to 
be desired in many aspects of your 
writing but you’re a decent writer. 
I couldn’t help noticing that you 
have perfect spelling and grammar.”

“Well, I just…. I just think that 
you can’t afford to write any other 
way, y’know? So that’s how I write,” 
the kid said, smiling.

“Six.”
“Pardon?” asked Iliyan with a 

quizzical look.
“Six leva,” said the publisher stress-

ing the point. “I charge three leva for 
every thousand words I edit.”

“Oh” nervously mumbled the col-
lege student. He sifted through his 
pockets for a bit and finally produced 
a crumpled two leva bill and a whole 
load of coins. He counted them out 
in front of Mr. Stoimenov’s genuinely 
annoyed grimace. Five leva. 1‘Borba’ translates to ‘a fight; a struggle’ usually in Bul-

garian tradition to achieve an idealistic purpose.
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“Is it okay if I give you the one to-
morrow?”

“Yes, yes, fine” the publisher 
waved him off. “Your story will stay 
here with me, what do you say? It 
can be edited, re-worked and we 
can possibly use it in our next short 
story collection. 

“Yes, that’s great” Iliyan agreed. 
“And when will the short story col-
lection come out?”

“Very soon.”
“And the story…. Will I be paid 

something for it?”
“That depends. I can’t say for cer-

tain.”
Iliyan Kovachev nodded and said 

goodbye. The publisher’s evasive 
and murky replies had taken a shot 
at his self-esteem and floored it. He 
sighed and took off on foot towards 
the dorms with his hands stuffed in 
his empty pockets.

The next morning Georgy Stoi-
menov was once again sitting in his 
office and he was once again bored, 
chewing away at one end of his pen 
with his thoughts on his failed mar-
riage. Aneta had divorced him eight 
years ago. She had just packed up 
and left him in their little studio flat 
without so much as batting an eye-
lash. Despite being in her forties she 
was well-kept. Her breasts had not 
sagged, her skin was still smooth, 
and she barely had a wrinkle any-
where. Aneta was not the kind of 
woman who wanted to spend her 
entire life with a man who had his 
head in the clouds, always chasing 
after some wayward dream. Or with 
a man who had sex once a week 

for three minutes and then rolled 
over and went to sleep like a new-
born babe. After high school, their 
daughter, Irina, had married a man 
who was twenty years older than 
her. He was a businessman of sorts 
with the look and demeanor of a 
mastiff. As Irina’s parents they had 
had no worries about their daugh-
ter’s well-being despite the age dif-
ference, and despite Andrey’s (her 
husband) questionable friends, and 
despite Andrey’s nickname: Beat-
down. On the contrary, they knew 
that she would only drive around 
town in a Mercedes SL 550 and she 
would spend her husband’s money, 
which flowed into his pockets like 
water from foreign currency ex-
change bureaus, shops and other 
businesses. That was how her life as 
a married woman had turned out 
thankfully.

After their daughter’s wedding 
Aneta waited another three months 
and then she left Georgy after near-
ly twenty years of matrimony. 

“I’m tired of it all, Georgy!” she 
had shouted with her fists clenched 
around the handles of her suitcas-
es as she stood by the door. “You’re 
always dreaming about publishing 
books, selling books, discovering 
these young promising talents, meet-
ing famous writers and other kinds of 
bullshit! There are no promising or 
talented young writers in Bulgaria! 
The good ones were back down the 
line during our fathers’ time when 
you were on your ass behind the desk 
and making money. Look at yourself 
now; you take whatever comes along 
so long as it brings home some bacon. 
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You should be ashamed! We live off of 
the money I bring home! I may have 
hit forty but that doesn’t mean I can 
live with what little attention you de-
cide to pay me. Thank God, at least 
we made sure Irinka’s life is settled. 
Now it’s time for me to fix my life!”

Aneta slammed the door on her 
way out and left her husband stand-
ing there with his gut in a knot. 
Later Georgy would learn that the 
very next day after leaving him, his 
ex-wife, the senior accountant, had 
found herself a twenty-five year old 
athletic boyfriend who worked as 
a stripper in a popular joint in the 
city. She had moved in with him 
and the two lovebirds now lived in 
harmonious bliss. He heard all this 
from a former colleague of his who 
happened to be living in the same 
building as Aneta. No, you can nev-
er guess where life’s paths may lead 
you. So, Georgy had started living 
by himself, working as a barman 
from time to time, or on construc-
tion sites. Nevertheless he had fi-
nally managed to save up and open 
up his own publishing his house…. 
His one true dream.

The light knock at the door tore 
Stoimenov out from his contem-
plations. The door opened and Il-
iyan Kovachev’sshowed his head 
through the crack.

“Come in, come in, don’t stand in 
the doorway,” said the publisher ex-
asperatedly.  

“Hello,” greeted Iliyan, closing the 
door as he slipped inside. “I came 
to leave that one lev I still owe you 
from yesterday and to give you my 
new story.”

The novice writer left the one lev 
coin on his desk along with a few 
sheets of paper.

“Okay, okay,” yawned Georgy. He 
took the coin and tucked the story 
away in a drawer on his left with-
out looking at it. The kid standing 
in front of him was staring through 
the window as if in a trance when 
suddenly without rhyme or reason 
he blurted out:

“You know what my dream is, 
Mr. Stoimenov?  My dream is that 
one day the situation in Bulgaria 
will truly improve. That there will 
be jobs for everyone, there won’t 
be any organized crime like there 
is now, that corruption won’t be so 
high everywhere. My dream is that 
writing will become a profession, a 
real highly paid profession. Every 
writer will enjoy fame, respect, his 
books will be published all over the 
world and they will receive good 
reviews from the critics, the press 
and from readers. I want to be one 
of those writers too. I want to live 
in a big house, I want to drive an 
expensive car and I want to pro-
mote my new books in bookstores 
and libraries. I, I want to autograph 
copies for my fans like they do in 
the West. I don’t want to have to 
work as an editor, or translator, or 
whatever comes along just so I can 
make ends meet, like most writers 
have to do these days. My dream 
is to travel all around Bulgaria and 
beyond, and to take part in huge 
charity events! And when I’m old 
I just want to retire to some quiet 
corner of the world knowing that I 
didn’t live in vain. And then when I 
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die and I turn to dust, I want young 
people to remember that I was alive 
once and that I was a true writer, a 
patriot and that I left my mark on 
history.”

“That’s all fine and dandy,” replied 
the publisher lingering somewhere 
between surprise and boredom af-
ter Iliyan Kovachev’s speech. “I’ll 
just have a look at your new story 
then… Was there anything else?”

Iliyan looked at him like a star-
tled deer or someone who had been 
violently woken from his sleep.

“Okay… No, no nothing else.”
Georgy Stoimenov sent him off 

with a ‘goodbye’.
“Later,” grumbled the kid under 

his nose and closed the door as he 
walked out.  

The kid’s stride down the street 
was laden with anger as expressed 
clearly by his clenched fists and his 
heavy breathing, pushing itself out 
from behind his teeth. He couldn’t 
understand what he had said to that 
pompous prick that had been so 
bad. Perhaps that he wanted to be 
rich and famous? Who doesn’t want 
that? The publisher’s behavior was 
nothing if not proud and distant. 
Who did he think he was? Maybe 
he thought he owned Bard Publish-
ing House2  instead of New Dawn? 
Iliyan turned a corner sharply and 
almost ran into a young mother 
pushing her baby in a stroller. She 
stopped, regarding him with disap-
proval but blinded by his rage, he 
didn’t notice her at all. 

Georgy let out a heavy sigh as he 
opened the drawer and took out the 
story. Today didn’t feel like a good 
day for work, he just wished he could 
be left alone. He fought against his 
own lazy impulses and dove into 
it. Crowning the whole piece was 
a title that read ‘THE VAMPIRE 
OF SOFIA’ written hastily in a bold 
red marker. Before starting to read 
Georgy Stoimenov decided to pay 
the toilets a quick visit.

As he urinated, his eyes took in 
the different messages and memo-
randums left by desperate homo-
sexual men on the walls. He was 
tugging at his zipper when he sud-
denly saw it.

It was at eye-level, huge and im-
posing. Georgy was sure that it 
was new; it certainly had not been 
there yesterday. He even wondered 
how it had eluded him thus far; 
he should’ve seen it as soon as he 
walked in. Each letter was at least 
four inches tall. The graffiti stated: 

PUT EVERY FAGGOT IN
A GAS CHAMBER!

“Well that’s extreme” thought 
Georgy. It had been written in thick 
red marker…

Hold on a sec.
The title of Iliyan’s story had also 

been written with a red marker. 
Could it be? 
No, unlikely. It seemed improb-

able that such a meek and polite 
young man would go around scrib-
bling things like that in restrooms. 
And even if he had, so what? To 
each his own, as they said, right?

 2 A large and successful Bulgarian publishing house.
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Georgy returned to his office, sat 
down and started reading the kid’s 
story. It was atrocious: a predictable 
story about a vampire, haunting the 
streets of Sofia by night. In places 
Iliyan had skipped out on his punc-
tuation, transitioned between tens-
es awkwardly and the narrator’s 
voice was unconvincing and naïve. 
It almost seemed like this story and 
the previous one had been written 
by two very different people. To top 
it all off in the story’s ending the 
vampire begins mustering an army 
of his own kind with the intention 
of conquering the city. 

Trash thought the publisher and 
flicked the corner of the pages with 
disgust. The story had no positive 
protagonist, so no one killed the vam-
pire by the end. The annoying young 
wanna-be had instead attempted to 
portray the vampire as a kind of an-
ti-hero. His blatant intention to write 
a sequel was evident by the story’s 
open ending. Who knew what hog-
wash he was yet put down on paper? 
The publisher felt old at that instance 
as he looked at the clock on the wall. 
It was getting near to five. With an-
other heavy sigh Georgy picked up 
his things in a hurry, grabbed his 
jacket and locked the door on his way 
out. The only thing that was left on 
his desk was Iliyan Kovachev’s story.

A breeze spilled the pages across the 
floor of the room as if mocking them, 
mocking the worthless filth that filled 
them. Not good enough for the pub-
lisher, and not good enough for the 
people, who probably would never 
get to read the story anyway.

The next day was Thursday. Geor-
gy Stoimenov was sitting behind 
his desk, waiting for Iliyan. He was 
sure that the kid would show up. So 
he did – the young writer came at 
ten, on the dot with a stormy look 
on his brow. 

“Good morning,” said the kid and 
then bluntly asked, “Did you read 
the story?”

Georgy folded his hands in front 
of him and looked at the young 
man reproachfully.

“Yes, I did. I must say that I didn’t 
like it. It’s full of rudimentary spell-
ing mistakes and grammatical er-
rors. Anyone who wants to be a 
writer should know how to use lan-
guage properly. Your other story,” 
the publisher opened his drawer 
and took out ‘Terror in Still Wa-
ters’, dropping it on the desk with 
emphasis, “was nothing special but 
at least your punctuation and your 
basic grammar were impeccable. 
This new story you submitted. It’s 
not good for anything. 

“Nothing special… Not good 
for anything…” Iliyan Kovachev 
parroted the words mechanically, 
looking from one story to the other.

“The whole thing is such a mess 
that I strongly advise you to put 
this story aside. Scrap it and write 
a new one.”

“Scrap it?” the kid’s eyes bulged.
“I know it’s not an easy thing. I’ve 

written this and that in my day,” 
Georgy smiled. “I remember how 
much I worried over every sen-
tence; I’m guessing it’s probably 
like that for you too. It’s probably 
like that for all young writers. Don’t 
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forget that this is a passing thing, a 
phase. It’s like catching a cold. It’ll 
pass on its own.”

Iliyan didn’t respond, just stood 
there unwinking. The publisher de-
cided he had wasted enough time.

“Nine.”
“What? Again?” the kid grumbled. 
“Yes, again. No one works for free, 

young man.”
“I don’t have any money. I’m go-

ing back to Ihtiman and I’ll bring 
you the money on Monday.”

The publisher leaned back and 
agitatedly began drumming his fin-
gers on the wooden surface of the 
desk.

“Lord, I don’t know what I’m go-
ing to do with you,” Georgy hissed 
through his teeth tetchily. “As if you 
don’t already know that I get paid 
for editing services. I have to eat 
too! I’ve had it up to here with you, 
with all of you kids, you’re still wet 
behind the ears but you’ve got two 
or three stories under your belt so 
you somehow believe that makes 
you all great writers. I started this 
publishing house because I wanted 
to help writers in Bulgaria, not so 
that I could get rich. What do I get 
in return? No one has ever said a 
single damned ‘thank you’ to me 
over the years. What, you think 
that I don’t want to see Bulgarian 
writers get published, translated 
and read in other countries? That 
I don’t want them to earn a living 
so they don’t have to take whatever 
odd job comes along to make ends 
meet? I remember what it was like 
before; I know what it’s like now. At 
the very least have the courtesy to 

show me some respect! I’m trying 
to help out our writers, our poets: 
it may not be much but at least I’m 
trying.”

Iliyan was quietly studying his 
shoes. Georgy continued:

“I know that you’ll pay me. You 
seem like an upstanding young 
man but that’s not what this is 
about. It is about the respectpeople 
have to have for one another. Be-
cause I respect you I’m giving it to 
you straight: this story is garbage. 
I might publish the first one if we 
decide to put together a short sto-
ry collection. I will not, however, 
publish ‘The Vampire of Sofia’. The 
only place it deserves to be is in the 
trashcan. I hope you’ll take what 
I’m saying in the spirit with which 
it is intended and I hope in the fu-
ture you’ll show a little bit more re-
spect not just for me but for anyone 
you want to work with.”

The publisher took off his glass-
es and tossed them on his desk. He 
really was very stressed out. His 
glasses knocked into a pencil and 
sent it rolling across the surface of 
the desk. Both men followed the 
pencil’s path which ended over the 
edge and into Iliyan’s open palm. 
Georgy extended his right hand 
forward in a gesture that demand-
ed to have it back. 

Iliyan was squeezing the pencil in 
his left fist. Suddenly his calm face 
contorted into a mask of fury and he 
swung. His arm shot out across the 
desk like a predator charging and 
the pencil pierced the publisher’s 
right eye. Georgy let out a deafen-
ing scream of agony and surprise. 
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His hands reached towards his face, 
trying to remove the pencil. Iliyan’s 
left foot shot up and out, kicking the 
publisher in the head and sending 
him to the floor. 

Georgy finally managed to pull 
the pencil out. From the cavity 
which had just a moment ago con-
tained his right eye now spouted 
copious amounts of blood. 

Iliyan grabbed the typewriter 
from the desk, raised it above his 
head and brought it down on his 
victim’s head with a ring of shift-
ing keys and nobs. Growling like 
an animal he started stomping on 
Georgy’s head with his right foot, 
ignoring the pathetic cries or feeble 
attempts the man made to protect 
himself. 

Breathing heavily, the young man 
stopped. The publisher sprawled 
on the floor wasn’t moving and his 
head resembled a mess of blood, 
bone, skin and hair. All at once the 
door opened and the kind face of a 
blonde thirty-five year old woman 
peeked in. 

“Mr. Stoimenov, is everything al—”
The woman’s mouth froze 

mid-sentence when she saw the of-
fice. A scream started to rise in her 
throat but Iliyan didn’t wait to hear 
the rest of it. Instead he grabbed 
her by the throat, pulled her in and 
shut the door. Dragging her along, 
he reached for Georgy’s letter open-
er and proceeded to stab her in the 
breasts, the stomach and the face…

In front of the sad-looking build-
ing Iliyan Kovachev was squinting at 
the bright sun. He had taken off his 

leather jacket and had slung it over 
his left shoulder so that the bloody 
stains on it were concealed. In his 
right hand the young man held his 
two stories, also sprayed with blood. 
He smiled somewhat condescend-
ingly and started at a slow pace down 
the street, in no particular hurry. 
So what if he had received a rejec-
tion? So what if his stories weren’t 
going to get published? There were 
publishing houses in Sofia aplenty; 
some of them would have good em-
ployess who would invite him into 
their offices. They’d smile, shake his 
hand and they would be polite.

Because people had to have re-
spect for one another.

Translated by Andy Michaels 

In this extremely rich in genre collection 
book, the reader will detect brag detective 

story (Harlequin), cruel psycho thriller 
(Where Dreams Lead), chilling dystopia 
(Escape),  historical action (Feline Mas-

ter), surreal lyricism (Women Of My Life), 
magical realism (Tapes) and relentless 

psychological prose (The Man Who Loved 
Stephen King).
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If you want to read short sto-
ries in genres like western fan-
tasy, sci-fi with time machine, 
fantasy with dragons, goblins 
and vampires, classic fantasy 
with elves and dwarves, mili-

tary science fiction ... 
The Desert Scorpion

is just for you.

Once again, Branimir Subev 
will not disappoint you — 

starting from classic horror for 
sinister hotels and secret soci-
eties, go through fantasy hor-
ror of zombies, monsters and 
evil mages, and get to what 
makes us bristle in everyday 

life: serial killers, psychopaths 
and school survival.

The Shadow – the debut 
book by the Bulgarian 

author Sibin Maynalovski, 
winner of many Bulgarian 
literature prizes. Contains 

24 short Sci-Fi, fantasy and 
horror stories that will make 

you chill, laugh and think 
at the same time. If you are 
fans of Stephen King, Isaac 

Asimov, Robert Shekley, 
etc., this book is just what 
you need in your library.

Snakes in the Walls – third 
book by Sibin Maynalovski, 
published by GAIANA as a 

part of Collection Dracus
(a pocket format paper-
backs from some of the 

most notorious Bulgarian 
underground writers).

23 short stories – from pure 
horror to anti-utopia, from 
Pratchett-esque fantasy to 

sweaty suspence – that will 
satisfy even the most

fastidious book-lover.

Smile at midnight – the 
second book by Sibin 
Maynalovski contains the 
long-awaited complete 
collection of the cycle Green 
Cat Inn (mysterious pub that 
exist in many space-time 
dimensions at the same 
time and harbors magicians, 
elves, trolls, vampires, etc.) 
which has become one of 
the favorites to the Bulgarian 
readers. 44 short stories in 
which you’ll encounter The 
Dark Mage – Jared Terrence 
van Storn, the young and 
adventurous sorcerer Billy 
The Vegetable, the nail-chew-
ing conjurer Jonathan Nine 
Fingers and many more.
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God, how I love marzipan! No, I 
don’t mean that rubbish in a blue 
wrapping known as “Lyulin” during 
communist times. I’m talking about 
the real marzipan, that confection 
of sugar and almond meal. You 
have tasted it, haven’t you? Bitter 
and sweet at the same time, very 
delicious.

Why did I kill them? Take it easy, 
Mr. Detective, I will come to the 
point. You will get to know every-
thing, just tell this ape to stop squeez-
ing me, it hurts. 

I think it all started with the mar-
zipan sweets of Dr. Pavlov. Yes, the 
psychiatrist who I had to visit twice 
a week after being diagnosed with 
inherited schizophrenia. Funny dis-
ease, isn’t it? You’re sound in body, 
but your head is a mess.

Do you know that there are over 
300 types of phobia? I suffered from 
Leukophobia – a secondary effect 
from the schizophrenia. I had a 
frantic fear of the color white. I used 
to have palpitations at the very sight 
of a snowflake or a flake of dandruff. 
Palpitations, dizziness, nausea... it 
was horrible.

Until the day Dr. Pavlov squeezed 
my nose and made me eat that white 
marzipan sweet. 

It was like eating a tarantula. I 
screamed and tried to shift away, 
but the straps held me tight. I tossed 
and shrieked and tried to bite him, 

all in vain. He shoved the marzipan 
into my mouth and clamped my jaw 
shut.

I tried to spit it out. Then I tried to 
swallow and choked. The sweet was 
just too big. So I chewed it up… and 
was rewarded with the most capti-
vating sweetness I had ever tasted. It 
was Königsberg marzipan, the best. 
The Lübeck marzipan is good too, 
but this one is amazing.

Five minutes later, already untied, 
I was stuffing myself with sweets 
(the good doctor had plenty of them 
on the desk) and my phobia was 
gone for good.

Do you know eating marzipan 
was a privilege only to the noble-
men? In the Middle Ages, sugar was 
expensive and marzipan – a luxury. 
Historians still argue about who in-
vented this ambrosia. Some of them 
claim that it was created by the 
Persians, others seek its origins in 
China and Spain. Whoever invent-
ed it, Mr. Detective, I would like to 
shake his hand. After I started to eat 
marzipan, I became a new person 
and rediscovered the beauty of the 
color white. I made my father paint 
the house in white, cast away the old 
furniture and buy new furniture, 
this time white. I began to dress in 
white and put milk in the morning 
coffee. 

Yes, winter is my favorite season 
now. I like to wander the snowy 

~ IVAN ATANASOV ~
MARZIPAN
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streets with marzipan in hand. I had 
plans to go for another walk today, 
but when I woke up… I remember 
this very well. It was well past ten 
because I like to sleep late. I went 
into the kitchen licking my lips at 
the thought of the French fruit-
shaped marzipan sweets I had asked 
my parents to buy. Strawberries, 
cherries and peaches. Red and or-
ange on the outside, white and tasty 
inside.

Do you know that the French 
marzipan is made by combining 
ground almonds with sugar syrup? 
I didn’t… 

I went into the kitchen and they 
were there, my mother and my fa-
ther. Eating pancakes, chatting and 
laughing. But when they saw me 
they held their tongues and hung 
their heads.

You want to know why I killed 
them? Do you have marzipan on 
hand? No? 

Well, my parents didn’t either. 
They had forgotten to buy sweets.

My heart began to thump and 
thump, and thump. My eyes began 
to blur, my breath began to catch, I 
became bathed in sweat and trem-
bled all over…

You see, I wanted more marzipan. 
I yearned for that taste of bitter 
sweetness. To sink my teeth into it 
and to feel its fleshiness. To chew the 
white marzipan and suck it while it 
melted in my mouth.

I staggered and stumbled but two 
white hands caught me, preventing 
me from falling.

Then I bit my father’s finger. The 
pinky finger. Little stringy was this 

marzipan, tough, with a copper 
taste. It was as if I was chewing on 
a chocolate block together with the 
tin-foil coating.

Don’t. Stop frowning like that, it 
was surprisingly delicious! Almost 
like real marzipan, honestly.

My father started to scream but I 
kept on with the chewing. He was 
flapping around and trying to escape, 
so, of course, I had to strike his head 
twice with the chair. He fell on the 
floor where he continued to scream 
until I bit off his tongue.

And my mother was screaming, 
yes, yes! She was wailing like a mar-
zipan banshee, tearing her marzipan 
hair and wringing her marzipan 
hands. 

Grabbing her by the hair, I tossed 
her head back and chomped down 
on her white neck. I think I hit a 
vein because my face was washed 
by a geyser of sugar syrup. She came 
down, the syrup still jetting from 
her throat; I crept upon her body 
and started to gulp the hot sticky 
squirt. 

When the neighbors raided the 
house, I was just tearing off her 
white breasts.

You know the rest.
So you don’t have marzipan, Mr. 

Detective?
Bad, very bad. Because you forgot 

to handcuff me and right now I have 
one of those terrible palpitations!

Translated by Ivan Atanasov
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 Awarded strip – The Mark

In the beginning of summer So-
fia became the birthplace of a very 
exciting project. Seven of the fin-
est Bulgarian artists (who are well 
known for their rich legacy in com-
ic, illustration and concept art) after 
many months of hard yet prolific 
effort managed to create the larg-
est comic album ever issued in the 
country. It elegantly combines 7 
different stories and styles in the 
best traditions of Bulgarian comic.

This is the second album published 
by the association Project Rainbow 
and though a spontaneous ex-
periment the first one had been 

sold out a few days after printing, 
thus immediately becoming a bib-
liographic rarity.

On June 8th the collection named 
Over the Rainbow 2 was present-
ed at a special exhibition in one 
of the largest artistic show rooms 
in Sofia. The event was honoured 
by hundreds of visitors of all ages. 
The exhibition opened with a short 
speech on the project’s goal – to 
revive the comic art in Bulgaria. 
For nearly three hours the authors 
tirelessly signed copies surrounded 
by broadly smiling fans. Over the 
Rainbow 2 offers skillfully written 

A COLORFUL YEAR
FOR THE BULGARIAN FICTION FANS
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and drawn stories. The album not 
only aims at reaching a new audi-
ence of readers, but also at satis-
fying more experienced and de-
manding lovers of Bulgarian comic 
art.

One of the strips – a fantasy hor-
ror named The Mark had been pre-
viously awarded the best traditional 
comic at the Belgrade International 
Comics Festival among nearly 300 
contenders from 30 countries. The 
renowned artist Peter Stanimirov 
masterfully visualized the script of 
young authors Marin Troshanov 
and Evgeni Proykov about a mer-
cenary unwillingly dragged into 

a severe war raging between the 
ruthless Inquisition, a secret broth-
erhood of sworn men and dreadful 
shape-shifting monsters threaten-
ing to destroy the very foundations 
of the world.

 
Marin Troshanov has decided to 

continue this fruitful collaboration. 
He recently signed a contract with 
one of the most reputable Bulgari-
an publishing houses for a trilogy 
of illustrated novels that could be 
broadly defined as mystery thrill-
ers with fantasy elements. The first 
one will be issued this autumn and 
follows the story of a missing girl 
and the supernatural forces her 
boyfriend needs to face in the quest 
of finding her. The suspenseful and 
dramatic storyline unfolds in con-
temporary Bulgaria (a unique orig-
inal setting hardly known to most 
fiction fans) and the contribution 
of astonishing artists Veselin Cha-
karov and Peter Stanimirov supple-
ments the exciting dark tale with 
gratifying visual experience.

Authors signing albums
at the exhibition

Novel cover – Peter Stanimirov

 Novel main characters by 
Veselin Chakarov

Contacts:
Marin Troshanov

m_troshanov@abv.bg
https://www.facebook.com/

troshanov
https://troshanov.word-

press.com/
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It was a night. I and my brother 
pretended to be asleep once again. 
Just after my dad closed the door 
behind him, I and Ombrie pushed 
our blankets away. As usual, my lit-
tle brother laid beside me with his 
flashlight in his hand. We both were 
usually having a story time reading 
from different books every night. 
Stories about Indians, wild beasts, 
all kinds of monsters and alien civ-
ilizations were taking us into their 
worlds to experience theirs adven-
tures. This night, again, I took our 
favorite book “The Portal”. The cold 
and hard as steel covers of the book 
fascinated us the first time we laid 
our eyes upon it. That was not the 
only reason why we felt the book 
so close to us. Every time we read 
a story from the book we found 
ourselves into it. “The adventures 
of Pitolombo, the child from the 
moon” is what we were going to 
read tonight. Ombrie was staring at 
the pictures in the book as he is too 
young to read but not too young to 
have a big imagination.

I turned over the pages of the 
book till I reached the story we 
chose and started reading – “Come 
over, come here my friends, don’t be 
afraid, come and enter the mysteri-
ous world of Pitolombo!” – a little, 

yellow fellah was loudly speaking 
as he was welcoming us with open 
arms. I and my brother followed his 
steps with no fear. He led us to one 
of the many craters located here on 
the Moon. All of these holes here 
looked alike. “This is your home” – he 
said to us, pointing a crack into the 
ground. “Very strange” – I thought, 
how can someone live in two places 
at the same time? A little disturbed 
from what we were seeing, we kept 
walking down into the crack as we 
found ourselves into a room almost 
identical to our room on Earth. Is 
this the real life or is it just fantasy? 
The same bed with illustrations of 
Donald Duck and Mickey Mouse 
on it was positioned in the corner 
of the room. Next to it there was my 
school desk made from beechwood 
and all my books were there, care-
fully arranged on the book shelves. 
We looked around ourselves once 
again looking for any difference be-
tween our room and this one but we 
couldn’t find one. I took from the 
shelf the first book I laid eyes upon 
and we sat down on the bed. I gazed 
at its title – The Portal, the same 
name as my favorite book. Which 
is the real book – the one on Earth 
or the one on the Moon? On which 
planet are we now?

~ DANIEL IVANOV ~
P I T O L O M B O ’ S  A D V E N T U R E
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There was a mark on one of the 
pages. So I turned on that page and 
read the title of the story out loud – 
“The adventures of Obmolotip, the 
child from the Earth”. I started read-
ing with a trembling voice. 

– Good morning boys how did you 
sleep? – We heard our mother’s soft 
voice: – looks like you were very tired 
yesterday.

I looked at her with fear in my 
eyes. Something strange was go-
ing on here but I had no clue what 
it is. As far as I can remember not 
long ago or maybe yesterday I was 
reading a strange book when we got 
ourselves on the Moon and now I 
think I am on the Moon reading 
the same strange book and actual-
ly we find ourselves on Earth. I’m 
confused. The only way to find out 
what’s going on was to start reading 
again. 

The book with hard covers was 
there, on the shelf, almost like a 
little lead soldier. It felt like it was 
looking at us waiting for its time 
to be in our hands again. Only if it 
could speak it would probably yell 
to me “Hello! I’m right here don’t you 
see me?” On the contrary I knew it 
was there but I was afraid of it. The 
book itself had some inner glow-
ing as it was a strange creature with 
its own mind which gives me the 
creeps. Different thoughts and sus-
picions crossed my mind. 

There should have been some 
explanation for what happened to 
me and my brother. By any chance 

could this book be a portal, con-
necting different worlds? Maybe 
this was the reason we were on both 
planets at the same time. Is it possi-
ble that the authors who portrayed 
so precisely these unfamiliar and 
imaginary creatures to us to have 
also been caught in parallel worlds? 
The first time we used the portal I 
already knew that the concept of 
parallel worlds is not a fiction any-
more. Most of you would probably 
say “They are children with great 
imagination. Such thing is not sci-
entifically proved therefore it is 
impossible!” I can argue with each 
one of you about that and who do 
not trust me is more than welcome 
at my home so we can read togeth-
er. I will guide you through various 
places in the universe and will in-
troduce you to many beings.

My address is – crater 88, Clover-
field road, The Moon. Ask for Peetie 
or use my full name – Pitolombo. I 
look forward to seeing you soon.

Translated by Radoslav Budinov
Edited by Zhivko Budinov
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The steady ticking sound of the 
clock in the hallway filled the whole 
house. Tick-tock, tick-tock. Eight-
year-old Danny run tiptoe out of 
his bedroom to the bedroom of his 
parents. His heart was throbbing 
wildly. He put his ear to the door 
and listened to the quiet snore. He 
looked at the clock. Ten to mid-
night. Tick-tock, tick-tock. “There 
are another ten minutes to Christ-
mas - he thought - I am not late.” He 
ran to the living room and carefully 
pushed the door handle. It creaked 
quietly and he entered. The only 
light was from the Christmas tree 
flashing lights, glowing playfully in 
different colours in the room. He 
looked through the window to the 
clear, studded with twinkling stars 
sky. Tick-tock, tick-tock. “He is not 
here yet. But he will come - Danny 
thought - He should come.”

He smoothed the folds on his 
woollen pyjamas patterned with 
illustrations of Spiderman, slicked 
his disheveled blond hair, sat com-
fortably on the soft carpet in the 
centre of the room and gazed on 
the extinct fireplace with eyes full 
of expectation. Tick-tock, tick-
tock.

The lock of the front door clicked 
and two pale yellow beams of light 
started counterchanging on the 
corridor walls. The two beams of 
light were crossing and approach-

ing the living room sinisterly. 
Tick-tock, tick-tock. Strangled cry 
stuck in Danny’s throat. Thieves. 
He looked around in panic, ran to 
the flashing tree and hid behind it. 
Two figures, dressed in black, with 
electric torches in hands, wriggled 
through the slightly opened door 
of the living room. One was big 
and muscular, while the other was 
thin and hunchback. With slow 
steps both thieves began to walk 
the room, checking into every cup-
board. Tick-tock, tick-tock.

“Rod, check upstairs, there may 
be some money or jewellery hid-
den - whispered huskily the hunch-
back and pointed his finger at the 
old bookcase at the far end of the 
room - and I’ll check what Santa 
left under the tree for us.”

The light of the thief ’s elec-
tric torch crawled on the flash-
ing Christmas tree and slowly slid 
down. Danny closed his eyes and 
trembling curled up. Something 
grabbed him on the collar of his 
pyjamas and lifted him into the air. 
Danny slowly opened his eyes and 
the ugly, grinning face of the thief 
revealed itself before him. 

“Rod, look what I’ve found here 
- quietly hissed the hunchback in 
the face of the frightened boy - Just 
dare to say something and I’ll cut 
your windpipe!”

Sour smell of alcohol and cig-

~ DAMIAN D. REIGNOV ~
TICK-TOCK



~ 35 ~

arettes wafted in the face of the 
trembling Danny. Tick-tock, tick ...

Suddenly the clock in the corri-
dor fell silent. Quiet rustle came 
from the roof and soot covered the 
fireplace. The two thieves threw 
the light of their electric torches on 
the dark fireplace. From the nar-
row opening of the fireplace two 
soot covered, red boots appeared. 
A pudgy body, dressed in thick red 
coat followed them, and finally a 
shaggy, white-haired, elderly head, 
on which а red hat with white tas-
sel was budging appeared. The un-
expected guest was carrying a huge 
red bag. The old man was standing 
with his back to the little boy and 
the two thieves and was beating the 
soot out of his coat.

“Santa Claus!” - whispered Dan-
ny and a broad smile lit up his face.

“Are you kidding me!” - the two 
thieves muttered simultaneously 
and their unshaven jaws dropped.

The white-bearded man turned 
slowly and in a deep, gravelly voice, 
as if coming from the depths of 
hell, said:

“Ho-ho-ho! Let’s see who hasn’t 
been good this year.”

The surprise on the faces of the 
thieves and the boy blurred and 
was quickly replaced by a deep, 
suppressed horror. The face of the 
man standing in front of them was 
dry and gray with gruesome scars, 
cracking his parchment skin. His 
shaggy white beard was greasy 
and thick as matted wool; his full, 
chapped lips were uncovering his 
sharp, crooked, predatory teeth; 
and his empty, glassy eyes were 

looking as if they were ominously 
decoying them into a deadly trap.

“Shoot him, Rod!” - cried out the 
hunchback who first shook off the 
stupor. 

Rot pulled a huge sawed-off shot-
gun off of his coat and two pierc-
ing shots echoed in the night. Fist-
sized holes appeared on the chest 
of the formidable old man. He 
couldn’t care less. He turned laugh-
ing, reached into his bag and said:

“Ho-ho-ho! Let’s see what I have 
here in my bag for the naughty 
scamps.”

A huge blade of an axe, stained 
with blood, flashed in his hand. In 
one fell swoop the head of Rod flew 
in the air spraying blood on the 
curtains and bookcase. 

The fingers of the hunchback, still 
clutching the collar of Danny, loos-
ened and the boy flopped down on 
the carpet.

“Ho-ho-ho! Let’s see what I’ve 
got for you” - echoed the fearsome 
voice of the old man and he reached 
into his bag again. This time his 
hands found a heavy chainsaw. 

“Please, Santa, don’t! - wheezed 
out the shrill voice of the hunch-
back and he dropped down to his 
knees - I’ll be good.”

“I’m not Santa Claus, I’m Tick 
Tock! - replied the old man - And 
it’s already a little too late for you! 
Ho-ho-ho!”

The chainsaw rumbled and its 
shiny cutters furiously spun. Blood 
and brain spilled on the frightened 
face of Danny. Tick Tock stood 
over him and sniffed him. Danny 
swallowed hard.
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“There’s still a chance for you, I 
guess! Ho-ho-ho!” - the old man 
laughed and began to fill his bag 
with the bloody remains of the two 
thieves. Then he quietly slipped 
out through the chimney and dis-
appeared as mysteriously as he 
had appeared. A hush fell over the 
room. 

... Tock. The wall clock in the 
corridor struck twelve. The light 
switch clicked and bright, blinding 
light flooded the room.

“Danny, what are you doing here? 
- he heard the sleepy voice of his 
mother - Why aren’t you in bed 
asleep?”

“I just ... I just ...” - stammered the 
boy, looking frantically around the 
room. The flashing tree, the extinct 
fireplace - everything was in its 
place. There was no trace of blood, 
nor thieves, nor of the white-beard-
ed old man.

“Oh, my dear boy - said his moth-
er gently and took him in her arms 
- It is unbelievable that you still 
believe in Santa Claus. You are too 
big to believe in fictions, but not big 
enough to stay up late.”

She carried him in his bed, put 
a blanket over him, kissed him on 
the forehead and softly whispered:

“Good night, sweetheart.”
Then she went out of the dark 

room and left him alone. From the 
corridor was coming the monoto-
nous sound of the clock. Tick-tock, 
tick-tock ...

Translated by Daniela Ilieva 
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Alex and Rolo walked through 
the steppe for the whole day, hav-
ing decided to get away from the 
terrible river that had swallowed 
the ship whole. Luckily for them, 
they didn’t run into any gnomes, 
even though the tracks of the little 
nasty creatures were everywhere.

When Rolo Scarf saw them, he 
spat and his eyes flashed with a 
furious fire. Obviously he hated 
gnomes as much as swamp spirits. 
The grinning grimace that he had 
worn on the ship had disappeared, 
replaced by the dark countenance 
of a man on bad terms with the 
world. Alex wasn’t happy at all 
about his silent company.

The evening caught them in 
something like 
a tiny lowland, 
where they made 
a fire. Alex un-
folded his magi-
cal tablecloth and 
some wonderful 
dishes showed up 
for the two young 
men. They quick-
ly gulped them 
down.

After they ate, 
Rolo smiled for 
a moment and 
asked:

“So, where to, 

with this... king’s business?”
The boy looked at him. He had 

not liked the stuck up sailor much 
from the very beginning and did 
not want to tell him a lot. He didn’t 
think that he was an emissary of 
the Accursed One, but who could 
know?

In any case, Rolo Scarf did not 
look like a trustworthy man.

“To a city,” Alex answered care-
fully.

“How wonderful.” Rolo showed 
his teeth in something resembling 
a sarcastic smile.

“What?” Alex didn’t understand.
“While the Accursed One runs 

wild in Ralmia, the Archmage San-
aros sends a kid in shining armor 

to visit “a city”. 
Great!”

The boy kept si-
lent, not knowing 
what to say.

“And what are 
you going to do 
in that city?” Rolo 
asked, squinting 
his eyes.

Alex tensed.
“I cannot say,” he 

said curtly.
“Got it,” Rolo 

grinned malicious-
ly, “secret errands 
from the king.”

This is an extract from the novel 
“The Pearl of the Phoenix”, part of 
the “Chronicles of Ralmia”, a chil-

dren’s fantasy series written by
Alexander Draganov.

It was published in 2008. The trans-
lation is done by Martin Aigner, a 
fan of the novel, for the purpose of 

sharing it in discusion boards.
 The main character in the novel, 
Alex Jaspers, is sent to a perilous 

journey and has already survived an 
encounter with Swamp Spirits, vile 
creatures, from which he managed 

to escape, saving Rolo, a swashbuck-
ling sailor, who is not particularly 

kind to him.

~ A L E X A N D E R  D R A G A N O V  ~
MIDNIGHT DUEL
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Alex did not answer, rather drank 
a little water.

Rolo continued:
“I saw you fight. Do you know 

what I think?” the pirate grinned 
widely.

Alex looked at him. He thought of 
all the swamp spirits he had turned 
into puddles today and of the way 
he had saved the life of the man 
next to him. He felt proud.

“No,” was all he said aloud, smil-
ing slightly.

“I think you are a cheat,” Rolo 
said calmly.

The smile left Alex’s face.
“Excuse me?” he was astonished.
“I think that your weapons are 

magical and that they do it all. You 
yourself aren’t worth anything.” The 
sailor still stood calm, but his eyes 
were glittering like a predator’s.

Alex stood up.
“I may not be worth anything, but 

it was I that got you away from that 
gang of swamp spirits, in case you 
don’t remember.”

Rolo did a backward roll, getting 
up as well.

“But maybe if the armor was in 
the hands of a competent warrior, 
the swamp spirits would not sink 
the ship at all. If Sanaros did not 
give his powers out to children go-
ing to this city or that.”

“Archmage Sanaros is a great 
man!” Alex shouted, taking out his 
sword.

“Because he gave an armor to the 
puppy, huh?” Rolo winked. A sec-
ond later his sabre was gleaming in 
his hand.

Alex had had enough of this in-
solent ingrate. Now he would show 
him. Even if it was because of the 
Sword of the Dragon or the Armor 
of the Silver Moon.

The youth threw himself forward, 
swinging his sword, certain that he 
was going to break Rolo’s thin sabre 
with a single strike. But the sailor 
leapt aside and the boy felt a jab in 
his ribs.

Alex groaned and turned to his 
attacker with a slashing blow pow-
erful enough to cut Rolo in two, 
but the sailor simply jumped back, 
watching out for the deadly blade.

Alex’s adversary lifted the sabre 
before his face and mockingly said:

“Come on, hit me!”
Alex swung his sword, then again 

and again, but the sailor was just 
fiendishly fast. If he got in range, 
the sword would finish him off 
without a problem, but Alex simply 
couldn’t reach his agile opponent, 
who sometimes pricked his armor, 
just to get him furious.

He succeeded.
The boy rushed at Rolo with all 

his fury, groaning at every swing. A 
couple of times the sailor got away 
from the magical blade only barely 
and one of the blows even took the 
kerchief off his head, letting Scarf ’s 
black hair fall loose.

A little before that moment Rolo 
had gotten seriously worried and 
had reckoned that he shouldn’t 
have challenged Alex – the boy 
had, after all, really saved him. But 
when the blade of the Dragon near-
ly made him a full head shorter, the 
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sailor went insane with fury and 
started circling Alex like a wasp, 
stabbing at him from all sides. For-
tunately Alex’s armor was really 
flawless and the sailor noticed with 
concern that the edge of his sabre 
was getting chipped. He didn’t dare 
to think what would happen if the 
two-handed sword touched his 
fragile blade.

Alex, however, got a bit carried 
away and sank the sword in the 
ground to the hilt at one of the 
swings, losing control and flying 
forward. Rolo used the moment 
and kicked the boy in the nose.

Alex grunted and fell back, dis-
armed, while the sailor descend-
ed upon him like a bird of prey. 
The sabre’s tip lightly touched the 
youth’s unprotected throat.

“Did you like the demonstration, 
puppy?” Rolo snarled evilly. Then 
he turned away and took the Sword 
of the Dragon out of the ground.

“A fine weapon, I’d say,” the sailor 
laughed, “and now it’s mine, too.”

“Give it back,” Alex sobbed out.
He felt humiliated.
“What for, my puppy?” Rolo 

asked curiously. “You won’t need it 
to go to “a city”. And if you need it 
that badly, run to Sanaros, he’ll give 
you another one.

Rolo sat down by the flames. Alex 
stood up slowly and went closer to 
the sailor.

“Get away or I’ll kill you,” Scarf 
warned.

His eyes squinted like an angry 
cat’s.

“Give me back my sword,” Alex 

repeated with a slightly trembling 
voice.

“You can have the tablecloth and 
all the other junk, but the sword 
stays mine.” Rolo said flatly. “You 
have no right to it.”

Alex sat down next to him.
“Please give it back. This sword 

was given to me.”
“And you lost it,” Rolo snapped 

mercilessly, “it’s mine now. I’ll use 
it to purge the river of swamp spir-
its.”

Alex said nothing. He didn’t know 
what to say or what to do.

“You think the spirits are every-
thing?” he asked finally.

“What, aren’t they enough for 
you?” Rolo hissed suddenly. “They 
first showed up when I was your age 
– a signal for the Accursed One’s re-
turn. But we didn’t know. My par-
ents didn’t know. Do you have any 
idea how it felt to watch them sink 
in those disgusting slithery fingers? 
Do you even know what the loss of 
your closest ones—”

“I KNOW!” Alex screamed in an-
swer, flushed.

Rolo froze. The boy next to him 
turned away, angry with the tears 
that filled his eyes. He remem-
bered the policemen that night, 
their worried faces, uncle Bernard’s 
chiseled features, the way he held 
him by the shoulder and started to 
equivocate...

Rolo carefully placed the Sword 
of the Dragon next to Alex and pat-
ted him on the back.

“I’m sorry,” he said in an unex-
pectedly hoarse voice. “I’m so sorry.”
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Alex turned to him, then sheathed 
his sword. He said nothing for a 
while. The two of them just sat 
there, listening to the merry crack-
ling of the flames.

“I’ll leave you in the morning,” 
Rolo went on. “I hope you make it 
to that city.”

The two of them continued to be 
silent.

“Have you ever heard of the Pearl 
of the Phoenix?” Alex asked in the 
end.

He didn’t know what made him 
do this. He just did it.

Rolo looked at him suspiciously.
“An old legend. What does that 

have to do with this?”
“It’s in Ralmia. Again,” Alex whis-

pered.
The sailor stood still for a mo-

ment, then took a deep breath.
“Where is it?”
“I don’t know. That’s why I’m go-

ing to the City of Prophets,” Alex 
answered quietly.

Rolo was staring at him, puzzled.
“Oh, God, the Archmage sent 

you. Didn’t he?”
The boy nodded. The sailor looked 

at him and said thoughtfully:
“No offence, but you’re not a 

trained warrior. Why did he choose 
you? What makes you different?”

“I’m not from this world,” Alex 
murmured. Then he briefly nar-
rated his story to Rolo. Everything. 
Beginning with his parents’ death. 
Rolo listened carefully.

“Oh, dear God,” his recent oppo-
nent said, “the fate of our world is 
in the hands of a kid from another 

world.”
Alex lifted his eyes to him.
“I’ll fail, won’t I?”
A shadow passed Rolo’s face.
“What makes you think so?”
“No offence to you,” the boy 

smiled a twisted smile, “but you 
are an ordinary sailor. If you could 
defeat me, what chance do I have 
against the Accursed One’s emis-
saries?”

At this moment Rolo grinned in 
a strange way, both nastily and en-
couragingly.

“I’m not quite an ordinary sailor. 
After the spirits took away my par-
ents, I trained with the best sword-
masters in all of Ralmia. Losing from 
me is nothing to be ashamed of. And, 
as for the Accursed One’s emissaries, 
it’s a fact that you did quite a lot of 
them in today, eh?”

Alex smiled uncertainly.
“Besides, I’ve decided to join you 

in your noble mission,” Rolo con-
tinued. “I think you opened my 
eyes for something today, puppy.”

The boy raised his eyebrows.
“Swamp spirits are no longer 

enough for me. I want the Accursed 
One’s acccursed head.”

Both of them laughed – for the 
first time after the battle in the river.

“Rolo... can I ask something of 
you?” Alex asked at last.

“I’m listening, puppy,” the sailor 
said, faking seriousness.

“Don’t call me ‘puppy’.”
The two of them laughed again.
“Okay, Alex,” Rolo said, suddenly 

serious, “we’re friends from now on. 
And we’re friends on king’s business!”
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* * *
The banshees’ screams reached 

a crescendo and filled the dark 
tomb in which the remains of Lord 
Dackavar were placed. Howev-
er, the old, worn-out black armor 
stubbornly refused to rest in peace 
and kept getting up, thirsty for new 
bloodshed. Behind it walked the 
four faithful squires of the Dark 
Lord – skeletons that were long 
half-rotten, but in whose eye sock-
ets shone an ominous, poisonously 
green light.

Lord Dackavar stepped to the 
very heart of his tomb – the black 
pool, in which, lazy as tar, float-
ed waters whose touch was death 
to mortals. Not to Lord Dackavar, 
however. The Death Knight threw 
some stalks of mistletoe in the dark 
waters and then his hand, set in 
an worn iron glove, stirred the in-
gredients until the water bubbled 
and boiled and the screams from 
the banshees’ imperishable throats 
turned hoarse.

And then Lord Dackavar knelt, 
for a fearsome silhouette came up 
from the raging pool, dressed in 
a black cloak with a hood under 
which there was only darkness. 
Normal mortals trembled in fear 
before the Death Knight, but he 
felt exactly the same way before his 
master Soulstealer, the one that pa-
thetic mortals blasphemed with the 
humiliating nickname Accursed 
One.

“Soon our time will come, my 
faithful knight,” the silhouette 

whispered, and his voice was as the 
cracking of dry autumn leaves in a 
storm.

“When shall I again be able to 
immerse my sword in the blood of 
our enemies, my master?” asked 
Lord Dackavar, and his voice was 
as if coming from under an old sar-
cophagus.

“Have patience, my faithful 
knight,” answered the Accursed 
One. “Very soon the so-called ‘Sav-
ior of Ralmia’ will lay the secret of 
the Oracle bare to us and then we 
shall no longer need him. Then 
your sword will feast.

“Your words fill me with relish, my 
master. Your joy is my joy. Your will is 
the meaning of my life,” Lord Dack-
avar answered fanatically, while the 
silhouette of his master was sinking 
back into the lake.

Translated by Martin Aigner
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~ LADY POL THE BELOVED ~
THE FROZEN MERMAID

The fire in the fireplace was burn-
ing down, and its warmth barely 
filled the large bedroom. And he 
couldn’t sleep. Tossed and turned 
in bed with closed eyes. The wolf 
pelt on top of the covers got heavy, 
and he threw it off. He stepped with 
his bare feet on the cold floor and 
ran over to the fireplace. He threw a 
few logs in the fire, poked the glow-
ing coals, got closer to the window 
and ...  

Large snowflakes were falling si-
lently and changed the ice-bound 
ground into an enchanting dream-
land. The green pine trees along 
the path, dressed in a heavy, fluffy 
blanket, bent their branches into a 
white embrace. A white tunnel led 
the travelers to dreamlands. Moon-
beams peeked in between, slid on 
the ice in the little lake close to the 
cottage, and their silver laughter 
tenderly echoed in the air. Icy crys-
tals framed the window and drew 
amazing designs.  

He heard little bare feet tapping on 
the floor. It was his sister. She came 
closer and sighed rapturously. They 
both stuck their faces to the win-
dow, and their warm breath fogged 
the glass. The little girl traced frost 
swirls and spirals with her finger 
and dreamily looked outside. 

A firebrand cracked, hurled 
sparks outward, and startled them. 
Footsteps were heard coming from 

the corridor. They stood in front 
of the heavy door. It croaked and 
opened. 

“Why aren’t you sleeping, Echio?  
And you, Tina?”

“Daddy, what is this?” The little 
girl turned towards her father, her 
voice filled with admiration. 

The father entered the bedroom, 
threw a warm fur over his son’s 
shoulders and sat on the armchair 
next to the window. Tina climbed 
her father’s knees and cuddled up 
to him. Echio came closer, drag-
ging a chair and sat embracing his 
knees. 

“Oh, my little one,” the father 
laughed, and his low throaty voice 
rang under the girl’s ear as she was 
resting her head on his chest. “We 
are Southern men, people of the 
sun and the summer. Where we 
came from, there are no winters 
and such cold. This is snow, Tina, 
mermaids’ tears, mourning for 
their lost sister.”

“Tell me, Daddy,” whispered the 
cuddling girl. “Tell me about the 
tears.”

“Once upon a time, a long time 
ago, when the world was still 
young,” the father began his story, 
“in the Blue Eye, lived the daugh-
ters of Kraken, the master of the 
Great Ocean. He reigned over the 
terrible sea monsters, over all the 
miracles under the waters. Twelve 
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numbered Kraken’s daughters, 
twelve beautiful mermaids. They 
took care of all the sea creatures, 
the underwater gardens with sea 
grass and corals. They arranged the 
ocean stones and rocks, the won-
drous seashells. They swam with 
schools of fish and frolicked with 
the playful dolphins. And sang.  
Ah, how they sang. Their fine voic-
es greeted the orange sunrise over 
the horizon in the mornings, woke 
up the drowsy fish, and the sailors 
who had fallen asleep on midnight 
watch.” 

And the most beautiful one was 
Leela, the youngest and the most 
tender one. The Beloved Leela -- 
that’s what they called her. She took 
care of the baby dolphins and in the 
evenings strung pearl necklaces for 
her sisters. She sang to the Moon 
and the Stars, and the whales sang 
with her. 

Tender and delicate was the 
youngest sister. Her crystal voice 
restrained Kraken’s anger, and he 
calmed the turbulent furious waves 
and the storms at sea. 

One day, tired from playing with 
the dolphins, Leela laid back in 
the azure waves embrace and fell 
asleep. The waves carried her along 
and took her into unknown waters 
to unknown shores. The little mer-
maid woke up and was frightened. 
So cold was the water; so dark was 
it. The wave crests did not tenderly 
caress the golden-sanded beaches 
with pearly seafoam, but plunged 
sharp teeth into steep rocks and 
rocky coast.

She tried to get out in the open 

sea, but the waves pushed her back 
to the shore. She fought, but the 
waves and the stream were stronger 
than her. She tried to hide behind 
the rocks. She searched for a more 
sheltered place to hide. Long sea-
weed caught her in their trap. It en-
meshed her gentle body. She tossed 
and turned, but the more she strug-
gled, the more it tightened its spiny 
grip. The waves started to batter 
her again with renewed cold anger. 
Leela started crying. With a tender 
trembling voice she called out for 
her sisters. She called out for her 
father. She cried, but those closest 
to her heart did not hear her call. 
Her strength waivered. Her voice 
got more and more quiet. The cold 
numbed her trapped body. The 
waves kept on coming. She could 
fight no longer. Leela cried out to 
the sky and fainted.

“If I was there, I would save her 
like a true hero!” exclaimed Echio. 

“Yes … on the top of the high 
rocky coast,” the father continued, 
“a tall figure heard the mermaid’s 
cry. Cold grey eyes turned their 
sight toward the mermaid fighting 
with the waves. Clouds gathered. 
With a few hand gestures, a whirl-
wind was formed, and it veered 
down to the shore. The figure wad-
ed into the stormy waters and Lee-
la was saved. This was Vahalla, the 
Master of the Northern Winds. He 
pulled the unconscious mermaid 
out of the shallow and freed her 
from the spiny chains. He looked 
down at the mermaid in his arms, 
brushed the seafoam-colored hair 
aside and uncovered the most beau-
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tiful face he had ever seen. And the 
Master of the Northern winds fell 
in love. He wished to have the mer-
maid forever. He wished that she 
would adorn his Cloudy cham-
bers. He fell in love with her, with 
cold passion. He bent over her and 
kissed the beautiful bloodless lips. 
Leela sighed in her stupor. She felt 
a kiss as light as the wind and woke 
up. Eyes like storm clouds gazed at 
her without blinking from a grim, 
sharp-lined face.”   

“Where am I?” she whispered 
with а husky voice.

“You are in the Northern winds 
Realm, in my kingdom. I am Va-
halla.”

“I ...” stuttered the mermaid. 
“Thank You, Milord. Would You 
please send a word to my father 
that I am all right? Will you show 
me the way back home?” Her voice 
became stronger, and the beautiful 
eyes looked up at her savior’s face 
with hope.  

Vahalla looked down at her in si-
lence, the grey of his eyes changed 
and become as dark as the waters 
surrounding them. He murmured 
words of sorcery, and the cold 
winds took them both into his 
Cloudy chambers…”

“Daddy, no, he can’t kidnap her! 
The dolphins need her!” cried out 
Tina.

“I would go and fight the Wind 
master!” Echio waved his hands 
in the air and almost fell from the 
chair.  

“Heavy was Kraken’s anger, my 
little ones,” the father continued. 
“The dolphins came to the Ocean 

master worried about Leela. They 
couldn’t find her in her coral cham-
bers. Her sisters searched for her, 
in despair. And dark was Kraken’s 
anger when he found out who kept 
his beloved daughter. He sent three 
ruby serpents, the Sea Guardians. 
Mighty and furious, they reached 
Vahalla’s realms and attacked. For-
ty days and forty nights they fought 
the Cloud giants. A clash of sea 
anger and air fury. But the Cloud 
giants were stronger. They defeated 
the serpents. The Ocean’s rage was 
beyond description. Kraken sent a 
giant wave, higher than the highest 
mountain, with seafoam like sharp-
edged teeth. The sky darkened. 
Heaven and earth trembled. The air 
whistled as the giant wave reached 
the shores.  Vahalla sent the North-
ern storms to meet the water wall. 
Thousands of thunderbolt hit the 
earth, fell into the dark seas, when 
the two forces of nature met. The 
giant water wave turned into an 
great ice wall. The ocean armies 
were stopped one more time.“

“Oh, daddy! Poor little Leela! 
What a sad story!” Tina exclaimed. 
“What happened next?”  

“Well,” the father sighed, “the 
Wind master still refused to free 
Leela.  His dreadful passion came 
from deep within his dark frozen 
heart. He never knew what love 
was. Leela was kept in his Cloudy 
chambers, in a small lake created 
for her and surrounded by won-
ders of the deep. She was laying in a 
beautiful, large seashell, swathed in 
her long silver hair. 

In the first days after Vahalla had 
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locked her in his palace, she was 
shocked and speechless, confused 
by how fast things happened, con-
fused by his love. She was trapped 
there, unable to escape, trapped in 
that golden cage. Leela begged the 
Master to let her go, she wept so 
heartbreakingly that a warm and 
human heart would have been torn 
into pieces, but Vahalla was cold 
and firm. 

When the Sea Guardians attacked 
Vahalla’s realm, Leela’s eyes started 
to shine again, filled back with stars 
of joy and hope. Forty days and for-
ty nights her smile brightened the 
Cloudy chambers. But the guard-
ians were defeated, and their dead 
corpses laid at the ocean’s bottom. 
Great was the mermaid’s despair. 
She wailed and her crying was 
heard so far that it reached her fa-
ther’s throne hall and her sisters …  

Leela longed for her homelands, 
her family and friends. She was a 
daughter of happiness. Love and 
laughter warmed her heart and fed 
her soul. And here, locked in the 
Cloudy chambers, she was sepa-
rated from everything she had ever 
loved. Her heart was so tired, so 
drained. 

When the giant wave turned into 
an ice wall, she felt as if frost bolts 
pierced her heart. Pearls instead 
of tears fell from her eyes. All the 
beauty of Vahalla’s palace could not 
warm her any more. The Mermaid 
felt cold waves coming from the 
iced water wall. Northern winds 
circled the chambers, came closer 
and closer to greet their Master for 
the victory. Leela started to trem-

ble. The water in the lake started 
to freeze. It got harder and harder 
for her to warm up. She looked up 
to the grey skies above her, raised 
her tiny hands in the air and sang 
her last song.  The mermaid’s voice 
rang like the sound of a tiny stream 
flowing into the great waters. Lee-
la sang about the blue of the water, 
the rich colors of the sea gardens, 
the magic of the streams and gulfs. 
She sang about the hidden caves, 
the sunrises and sunset above the 
endless horizon. With each word 
whispered, with each tone sang, the 
mermaid’s crystal voice got stron-
ger and stronger, captivating in its 
enchanting fairy tale. The storm 
winds calmed down, hearing the 
song. And now Leela sang about 
her family. About her beloved dol-
phins and sea creatures, about the 
beautiful waves and warm beach-
es with golden sands. About the 
laughter and happiness that her 
sisters and her father brought every 
day to each other. About love given 
freely. About what true love meant. 
Vahalla heard her song, and turned 
his dark eyes to her. He wanted to 
free her, to surrender to the purity 
and the truth in her words, but it 
was too late. The icy water drained 
the last bits of her warmth, and the 
cold air took her last breathe. The 
pearls fell from her hair, unleashing 
its heaviness, one by one, last piec-
es of stolen beauty. The long tail, 
covered with silver scales, splashed 
in the water in a desperate effort 
to warm her. But why should she 
warm her body if her heart was 
already frozen? Leela took a deep 
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breath and sang her final words of 
love and sorrow. The crystal tones 
rang into the air long after the song 
had gone. Vahalla reached the mer-
maid, but it was too late. The vibrant 
beauty of Leela had turned into a 
frozen memory. A frozen jewel in 
the Cloudy chambers.  

 Words could hardly describe how 
deep the water world’s sorrow was. 
All the sea creatures cried for their 
Beloved one. Kraken’s sorrow was 
so great that he swam deep into the 
ocean depths and never came back 
out into daylight. But Leela’s sisters’ 
grief was the strongest. They cried 
rivers of tears. Wept and asked the 
gods and the stars why they took 
the Beloved Leela away. Their sad-
ness was so great that their tears 
turned into snowflakes. They fell on 
the ground and covered the world, 
reminding us about the frozen mer-
maid. Each snowflake is so fragile 
and unique, just as each song Lee-
la sang to the waters and the stars. 
Each snowflake is so beautiful, as 
the beauty of the Beloved one. Each 
snowflake melts easily, like life, 
wasted by dark passions ….” 

The father paused his story for a 
while, and saw that Echio and Tina 
had fallen asleep. He smiled with 
a tender loving smile and careful-
ly carried his children back in bed. 
Tina murmured and nestled in the 
covers as he kissed her forehead. 
Echio mumbled in his sleep words 
about battles and sea monsters and 
got quiet. His father smiled again 
and closed the door behind him. 
Outside, the mermaids were still 
crying for their lost sister, and their 

tears were covering the human 
world in white magic.

The story was inspired by Nicole West 
and her unique art.

The book holds a collection of seven fairy-
tales in Bulgarian and the same translat-
ed in English. Some of them are originally 

written in English.

Do not seek redemption from the gods.
Do not look for understanding in human 

eyes. Which road is your chosen one?
There are many crossroads,

Countless choices…
Will you fight the darkness

and the demons?
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~ KOSTA SIVOV ~
THE MAN THAT WOULD NOT DIE

The crowds were everywhere 
around Him and were roaring with 
rage. Some of them had the courage 
to kick him, some were aiming at 
him with stones and branches and 
others were just standing and watch-
ing all this surrealism. What was all 
that about? Why were they so keen 
to hurt Him? What the Hell had this 
man done to them? And how could 
he wrong so many people? Even the 
politicians were not that powerful. 
Even the heroin could not harm 
such a mob. So many? How many 
people were there? Around thirty 
million. Thirty million you would 
say? Yes – that many. Thirty million 
Earth inhabitants. Yes – that many. 
That many remained after the nu-
clear blast on the First of November 
2019. Those were all that survived. 
Those were all that could not escape 
the suffering.

After that first day of November, 
everything just ended on Earth. The 
few of the survivors, one way or an-
other, managed to keep their pitiful 
existence, but in a gloomy way. All 
the living that were somehow still 
not dead, were poisoned or radiat-
ed, or mutated, or all that in one. 
The humans were ill and they were 
dying every minute. Food and clean 
water were in short supply, animals 
were starting to act crazy, plants 
were going extinct. Only a few re-
mained of them that reminded that 
some time before they had been a 
biological specie.

By the midst of year 2020, the hu-
man population was about thirty 
million people. Not for too long, 
of course. Actually, they were not 
looking for a way to live, they were 
looking for a way to extend their 
own agony. As a matter of fact, it 
was not permanent agony: another 
year maybe two, but no more. Af-
ter such devastation there were no 
perspectives for the future. The un-
known and strange future in which 
only the microbes and the cock-
roaches would survive. Only the 
unintelligent life. The ones useless 
for evolution.

Leon Lambert was roaming 
through the ruins of old Paris. There 
were no such things as repair works, 
reconstructions, or refreshments af-
ter the blast. All was abandoned and 
left to the will of nature. The beau-
ty he had once loved was gone. The 
worst thing in that picture was that 
maybe it was gone forever.

The man knew very well what 
he would find, but wanted for one 
more time to see the sunrise from 
the bench in the park. The old 
wooden thing left a golden mark in 
his heart. Some thirty years before 
he had met his wife there – Marie, 
the most wonderful creature in all 
the universe. She was dark haired 
and tall, and polite, and logical… 
The tears poured down again from 
his eyes and his heart started to beat 
harder. What a miserable life, what 
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cold existence in self-deceiving and 
self-repentance. 

Marie was dead. He had lost her 
the year before but she was still 
alive in his thoughts. Maybe these 
very thoughts pushed him to con-
tinue, because he wanted to keep 
the memories in his head until the 
end. 

Leon Lambert was a fifty-year-old 
man, with snowy white hair and a 
wrinkled face. Only his blue eyes 
were still warm and young. The nu-
clear blast had taken from him his 
best friend and besides that had left 
him with a gift – cancer. The irony 
was that he had lung cancer even 
though he had never ever lit a ciga-
rette in his life.

That’s life or “C`est la vie” as his 
fellow-countrymen used to say.

The old man relaxed his weight 
over the bench he was seated on, 
waiting for the sunrise with the 
expectancy with which children 
expect Christmas. He waited for 
the sun to appear and recollected 
all the memories in his head. Me-
mentos as clear as a morning light; 
mementos of childhood, youth, 
family. Everything he now pos-
sessed; everything he would ever 
have. The things that still had some 
meaning, some significance in this 
ruined world.

Leon Lambert`s eyes beamed and 
moistened in the moment when 
the sunlight made its way through 
the angry blue heavens amalgamat-
ed with the lake. 

“Nice view,” someone`s voice 
sounded behind him. Leon jumped 
as if scalded. He straightened him-
self and looked in the direction 
where the man had to be.

“Good morning, mister,” contin-
ued the stranger. “I am sorry if I 
scared you, I did not mean it.”

These were the words of a man, 
standing two steps in front of Lam-
bert. Leon took a long look and 
what he saw was a young male, 
maybe in his thirties, with nice 
clothes…very clean clothes. His 
hair was clean and well combed. 
Under the blonde forelock shone a 
pair of crystal-blue beads.

“Good morning to you too, boy,” 
answered to the greeting Leon and 
continued: “The view, it is real-
ly very beautiful. One of the few 
things for which it is worth wak-
ing  up one more day, don`t you 
think?” 

The young man nodded and ap-
proached the man. Leon returned 
to his seat and invited the young 
man to sit down. 

After a long minute spent staring 
Lambert renewed the conversation.

“Leon Lambert. That’s my name,” 
he informed.

“Ethan Hauser, nice to meet you.”
“Ethan Hauser? You are an Amer-

ican?” asked Lambert in wonder.
The young man smiled. 
“No, mister. I am a Canadian.”
“Oh!” A flash of clearness struck 

Leon. “That`s why you speak clear 
French.” 

Both of them went into fits of gal-
loping laughter. They realized they 
were enjoying each other. In these 
times it was very hard to find a 
person who would not send you to 
Hell after the second word.

The world turned exactly into 
what people’s expectations for the 
Apocalypse were. Billions of hu-
man lives – lost; millions of animal 
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and plant species – erased. Corpses 
shrouded the whole planet. The few 
remaining survivors  launched into 
satisfying their sick ambitions and 
needs. Some of them piled up mon-
ey and jewels; others searched for 
drugs; others still raped and mur-
dered. But there was a kind that 
just tried hard to survive in this 
New World. 

No one cared for anything. There 
was no order, no politics, no pseu-
do organization. The long expected 
anarchy was already here.  

“What are you looking for here, 
boy?” Leon Lambert asked.

“I am looking for people,” the tone 
of voice of the young man was firm 
and steady. 

For a moment Leon took the state-
ment for a joke and tried to laugh. 

It was not a joke. Neither did it de-
serve laughter.

“Why do you need people, boy?” 
Leon asked again.

“I am looking for them to heal them.”
The young Hauser spoke in a seri-

ous and calm tone. It was clear that 
he was a well educated and polite 
person.

“You are a doctor? Or some sort 
of medic? I doubt you will be able 
to help someone. We all under-
stand the situation.”

“I am not a doctor, mister. I am a 
healer.”

“What is the difference, dear boy?” 
asked the old man. He scoffed with 
a note of sarcasm in his voice. “I 
can`t see the difference. Either way, 
even if you were a healer, I think we 
are in an inextricable position.”

“You are not completely right, 
mister. I think I can help you.”

The young man Ethan put his 

palm crudely over the forehead of 
the tired man. Leon Lambert tried 
to react but the moment he felt the 
warm flesh on him everything van-
ished. He lost consciousness.  

His head was aching and his back 
even more. Lambert opened his 
eyes and found that he had fallen 
asleep under the bench he had vis-
ited in the morning. He straight-
ened and embraced his head with 
palms who awarded him with pul-
sating pain reflecting his heartbeat. 

“The damn boy!!!” he cursed and 
took the road to his home. 

It was dark and cold. Leon rubbed 
his hands and placed them in the 
pockets of his trousers. The fin-
gers of his right hand felt a paper. 
Lambert pulled it out and tried to 
examine it under the moonlight. 
He did not manage to observe any-
thing so he produced a flashlight. 
Turned it on and realized that this 
was a note. A message left for him 
from the assailant. 

Leon started reading.

Dear Mr. Lambert,

I am sorry for my actions but I 
had to do it my way because I was 
sure you will not permit me to heal 
you with my methods. Whatever, 
this is not the important stuff. Now, 
you are a healthy man. It is mean-
ingless for you to be afraid for your 
life. Only a violent death could kill 
you from now on. Yes, mister, this is 
correct. Your cancer is already just 
a bad taste in your memories. The 
radiation is no longer a danger for 
you either. The longer you avoid 
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confrontations, the longer you will 
live. The rest is magic. 

Have a happy life and please do 
not forget I meant no harm to you. 

Yours sincerely,
ETHAN HAUSER

The hand that had written this 
note was a legible hand. This fact 
proved to Lambert that the boy 
was no doctor because a doctor`s 
handwriting was more than hor-
rible. But what had happened to-
day? Some youngster had appeared 
from nowhere, they had exchanged 
some words and then… Then he 
had disappeared in a strange fash-
ion. 

He wrote that I am healed. 
What did he mean? Am I really 

healed? Or is the boy insane? May-
be the boy needs help. Is it true? But 
how? There was no cure for cancer, 
nor for the spreading radiation. Is 
this possible? 

Leon Lambert was unable to un-
derstand what had happened.

Ethan Hauser had been wander-
ing the world for more than a year, 
trying to help people. Some greeted 
him with open arms, others ban-
ished him and cursed him a de-
mon, and others still did not even 
care what he would do to them. Fi-
nally he decided that this roaming 
couldn`t go on forever. He had to 
settle down somewhere where peo-
ple would come to him. Of course, 
the ones who would want to. 

The man named Hauser healed 
so many human creatures for that 
one year of wandering. More and 
more people started their morn-

ing with the words: “Maybe today I 
wouldn`t be here if this boy hadn`t 
healed me.” 

The world made the acquain-
tance of this man who bestowed 
LIFE.  

Ethan Hauser established himself 
in his native Montreal, Canada. He 
knew that the roaming is over. He 
laid the foundations for his mission 
– to save as many human lives as 
he could. Of course the time was 
short. For year and a half he had to 
heal about thirty million people. 

An unachievable number.
The truth was that he would do 

the best he could.
To inform the humans about his 

current residence he used the Inter-
hold. This was an apparatus whose 
main function was to transfer data 
to all receiving devices – radios, 
televisions, computers. 

For two months he worked very 
hard. More and more people came 
to him searching for help. They 
found it. There were many that just 
came to thank him for his efforts, 
to show him their respect for the 
present (for the given chance to 
live). One of these men was Leon 
Lambert. One night he knocked 
on Hauser`s door. The light in the 
house was pale. On the threshold 
appeared a man. He looked tired 
and sleepy and even older. 

When the man saw Leon standing 
before him he observed in gladness:

“I see you look great, mister.”
The old, well-known expression 

`mister` warmed Lambert`s heart.
“Maybe the sunrises affect you 

well.”
“This is true, dear boy,” agreed the 

old man. 



~ 51 ~

Leon produced a golden bracelet 
and handed it to Ethan.

“Take it,” he said. “A gift from me. 
I was unable to thank you the last 
time. You were in a hurry. Maybe 
you had a plane to catch.”

Both of them burst into laughter 
as in the past when they met for the 
first time.

“It was my wife`s,” Leon pointed 
to the golden bracelet. “I want this 
to belong to the man who bestows 
life. I think she would agree with 
me…if she were here.”

“Thank you, mister. This is very 
special to me. I appreciate it. I re-
ally do.”

Lambert`s eyes swam in tears. He 
embraced the young healer. 

“I hope that someone appreciates 
the things you do, instead of just 
taking advantage of them,,” he re-
ally hoped. “I will go now but I will 
return. I like this place. It is not like 
home but I need to be somewhere 
far from France.” 

The old man turned his back and 
sank into the darkness. 

Ethan Hauser heard a frantic 
noise coming from outside. He 
straightened and looked out the 
window. An unimaginably huge 
crowd approached his building. He 
walked out and waited for the flock. 
It looked like the whole Earthly 
population was here. 

Hauser had no idea how right he 
was. 

“What is this?” he asked the first 
ones.

“We come to you,” they answered. 
“We want you to heal us. We are 
tired of this living. We are not hu-
mans any more, we are undead.”

“I will help you but I am not able 
to heal you all,” explained the young 
man.

“Please try!” it was a boy, maybe 
twelve years old.

“I will,” promised Hauser. “One of 
you, come inside.” 

The first person that tried to go 
after the healer was pulled by the 
rest. Everyone rushed ahead and 
everyone was pushed back. It was 
complete disorder, a chaos. Hauser 
started to shout. He stepped toward 
few people who were fighting. He 
wanted to stop their madness. In 
response to his good intentions he 
received a punch in the face. He 
fell down, his head spun. In the 
next moment a hard kick shattered 
his ribs. The pain shot through his 
whole body. With the remaining of 
his working senses he heard the last 
words in his short life:

“If you can`t heal us all, then you 
will heal no one!!!!!” 

The words stayed trapped in his 
mind…

…and then there was silence.
Leon Lambert was on the top of 

the old telegraph tower. Bathed in 
tears he was watching helplessly the 
event unfolding. In that moment he 
saw a face but it wasn’t Hauser`s. It 
was the face of Jesus Christ cruci-
fied on the cross. 

“How stupid we all are,” the old 
man said to himself. 

“How stupid we are.”

Translated by Kosta Sivov
Edited by Roberta Basarbolieva
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The National Club of Fantasy & 
Horror “Citadelata” /The Citadel/ has 
published several anthologies. The first 
came out in 2003 and was called “Beast 
Unknown”. Some of the most popular 
Bulgarian authors of sci-fi, fantasy and 
horror participated in it, as well as many 
young authors.

In the end of 2011, the Club started 
a new series of anthologies, tentative-
ly called the “Swords” series. The first 
book, “Swords in the Ice”, was a collec-
tion of novellas and short stories, which 
were all fantasy in a winter setting. 
Among the authors who participated 
were Alexander Draganov, chairman 
of the club and author of the novel “The 
Chronicles of Ralmia” and Branimir 
Subev, an award winning author of hor-
ror stories. The book was a success and 
thus a series began.

The second anthology in the collec-
tion is “Swords in the City”, which is an 
urban fantasy anthology. Many more 

authors joined the effort, including 
Yavor Tsanev, a successful and award 
winning author of sci-fi stories, Donko 
Naydenov, a talented young horror 
writer and many club authors, for which 
the anthology was an opportunity to see 
their story published.

The third book is called “Swords in 
the Sea”. In it, authors such as Alexan-
der Draganov, Branimir Subev, Donko 
Naydenov and Yavor Tsanev returned 
to tell stories from diverse genres such as 
superhero fantasy, post-apocalyptic sci-
fi, mystery horror and swords & sorcery.

The fourth book, which is proba-
bly the most successful so far, is called 
“Swords in Space” and tells stories from 
the genre called by Margaret Weis “ga-
lactic fantasy” – a mix of space opera 
and epic fantasy. 

Next year the Club plans to publish 
the fifth book in the series, “Swords in 
Time”.

Alexander Draganov

THE ANTHOLOGIES OF
THE NATIONAL CLUB

FOR FANTASY AND HORROR
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The book was large and heavy, 
with a thick golden binding and 
massive leather covers. It smelled 
like old ink and small corner book-
stores with spiral staircases and 
a cat in one nook. The girl threw 
herself down on the couch with 
a happy sigh, knowing that it was 
finally late enough for everyone 
to be asleep. She could not focus 
when other people were around, so 
every night she waited for everyone 
to fall asleep or leave the flat before 
she took out а book. That way she 
knew that no one would disturb 
her for at least a few hours, and by 
then she might have fallen asleep if 
the insomnia allowed her to.

As she spread out the rustling 
book, she once again remembered 
the old man’s warning. But when 
nothing happened upon its open-
ing, she quickly started feeling like 
was a part of its scary plot and for-
got about the supposed real-life 
danger. Not much later her eyelids 
grew heavy and she fell into a deep 
sleep. That was when the fresh, 
pale green shoots began growing 
out of the glued spine of the book 
with a soft murmuring sound and 
to stretch out towards the slender 
hand that drooped over the edge 
of the couch. Slowly, they reached 

her nails, which turned green as the 
plant tips burrowed between them 
and the skin. A smell of blossom-
ing spring spread around the room. 
The longer the shoots grew, the 
thinner the book became. The wil-
lowy plants writhed in the air and 
continued disappearing under the 
girl’s fingers, gradually turning her 
whole skin a deeper, richer green. 
The girl never stirred; her breath-
ing remained regular, and there 
was even a slight smile on her lips 
as she dreamed of something only 
the book knew. 

After the last bit of the shoots had 
slid into the girl’s fingers and the 
book had become nothing but a 
fine mist, her skin faded until it was 
back to its usual pale peach colour. 
She continued sleeping peacefully, 
while the book’s existence, which 
had become part of her own, hid in 
the folds of her memories until the 
time came for it to awaken again.

~ ROBERTA BASARBOLIEVA ~
THE BOOK
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.
strawberry moon
my neighbor and I
compare our brooms (G.Y.)

.
drawing and tearing apart
crooked hearts (M.L.)

.
origami 
the spell against the enemy
in a luxury wrap (V.S.)

.
cha-cha-cha dance
witches behind a rope (I.D.)

~  N Y M P H S  S I N G  ~
a horror haiku sequence 

by Gergana Yaninska (G.Y.), Maya Lyubenova (M.L.),
Vessislava Savova (V.S.) and Iliana Deleva (I.D.)

Gergana Yaninska, Ilyana Deleva, Maya Lyubenova and Vessislava Savova 
are members of the Bulgarian Renku Group. Their editor is Tzetzka Ilieva – 
the owner of Wild Lillacs blog – who also writes renku and haiku sequences 
with them. They have been interested in horror haiku and horror hai-
ku sequences for two years. Their first Bulgarian rasika in both English and 
Bulgarian was published on World Haiku Review in January, 2015, and their 
first Bulgarian horror haiku sequence in Bulgarian – in Dracus Magazine in 
December, 2015. All the members of the group’s work have been awarded and 
published in many famous e-magazines such as Frogpond, Modern Haiku, 
Cattails and many others.

https://vidahaiku.wordpress.com/
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.
a bloody tooth between
pieces of chocolate (G.Y.)

.
moving 
in the foliage - a snake
or a little lizard? (M.L.)

.
three knots for good luck
four against whammy (V.S.)

.
the coming noise
on the rails
squinted eyes (I.D.)

.
bitch
the front door painted
in red (G.Y.)

.
I look for a love charm 
over the web (M.L.)

.
spelling mistakes
shall I add
a bat’s wing too? (V.S.)

.
she lets her hair down
nymphs sing (I.D.)
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William dipped the goose nib in the 
skull ink pot and leaned to the sheet 
of paper. He started writing. After the 
first two words he stopped for a mo-
ment and stared into the red colour of 
the ink. He liked the way it absorbed 
in the paper. He knew that the colour 
will turn brown shortly. He dipped 
the nib again whereupon an ink drop 
fell on the paper forming a little red 
sun like spot. He decided to leave it 
this way and carried on writing. With 
every new line, William was writing 
faster and more focused. The squig-
gles in his handwriting began to ex-
press his growing confidence. Soon 
the whole sheet of paper was filled 
with words. He gently left the nib 
aside. The text was saying:

 Dishonorable baron,
Not a bit I consider necessarily to 

address you with the proper respect 
and obedience befitting your title as 
you do not deserve such. I am writing 
the below with the biggest hatred to 
your personality. My name is William 
Easton. Perhaps you are wondering 
how come a simple villein like myself is 
capable of reading and writing. I have 
not always been a villein. Eighteen 
years ago, I fought as an archer in the 
battle of Flodden, in the name of the 
King. Afterwards I wandered for years 
throughout Europe where I mastered 
different crafts, foreign languages and 
combat techniques. I met numerous 

worthy men from which I acquired 
different skills and fields of knowledge. 
And so came a time when the destiny 
forced me to come back to my home-
land three years ago. Here I found the 
woman I gave my heart to – Afreda. 
And here I decided to build my fam-
ily home. Unfortunately you, baron, 
stepped in your current position at that 
time and the way you started ruling the 
villages entrusted by the King, turned 
out to be ruinous for your villeins. The 
excessive taxes you require from us, the 
cruel attitude of your soldiers and the 
periodic ravages of the little we possess, 
turned our life into hell.

I did not witness the described scene 
in the below lines as I had gone hunt-
ing but a friend of mine was there and 
told me about the savagery that oc-
curred. A month ago, your first born 
son and heir of the barony – Walter 
– for the first and last time I mention 
the name of this most villainous little 
man – came in our village to collect 
the next horribly large tax. He came 
earlier than usual and insisted to take 
our last money. He was furious when 
he found out that the people do not 
have what he required from them. In 
his anger, he ordered his soldiers to 
plunder everything within their site – 
cattle, crops and whatever valuables 
that were left. When he burst into our 
house, my pregnant wife gave him our 
last coins and in the most humble way 
she begged not to take our last two 

~ ALEXANDER TSONKOV-LOSTOV ~
THE COLOUR OF LIFE
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goats which are among the few sources 
of sustenance. Hearing this, he yelled: 
“By what right you deny the request of 
a baron, you miserable peasant?! We 
are the colour of England, we are the 
colour of life, we rule this country and 
you dare to disobey us?!” Then he put 
her out in the yard and raped her in 
front of everyone. When he finished 
his dirty deed, he ordered the soldiers 
to tie her up on a pillar and he cut her 
throat. They all plundered whatever 
they could find and left the village. If 
I were there at that time, most proba-
bly I would have been stabbed by their 
swords as I would rather die than allow 
someone to treat my beloved one that 
way. Unfortunately I was not there.

I shall not describe what my mind 
went through when I found out what 
happened. I shall not describe what 
feelings I had for the most terrible man 
who had wiped out everything I have 
had and everything I have lived for… 
But I will tell you what I did. Two days 
ago, myself and some close fellows of 
mine stalked and ambushed your son 
who was hunting in our forest. We 
slaughtered the soldiers who accompa-
nied him and kept him alive. Yes, bar-
on, do not be surprised that among the 
villeins you rule, there are people with 
such combat skills – people like us that 
had been taking part in battles find 
each other. I single-handedly tortured 
your son with all the agonizing ways 
I could think of. I want you to know 
that he was whimpering like a baby, 
squealing like a pig and begging for a 
mercy he never got. He died extremely 
painfully, whining to the last breath. 
His corps is disfigured and disjointed. 
His body is desecrated. You shall nev-

er see him as you remember him. You 
think that you are the colour of life? Let 
me show you the real colour of life. The 
letter you are reading is written with 
the blood of your heir. This is one of the 
very last things you will ever see of him.

I do not have anything to lose any-
more. My life is ruined but I have 
avenged my wife and unborn child. 
Nothing keeps me here any longer. For 
the last time, I leave my homeland that 
gave me life, suffering and a lost hope. I 
am ready to face the whole army in the 
world you would send for me – I am a 
goner anyway.

William Easton

In a dark mood, William read what 
he wrote. He took the goose nib and 
placed it back in the ink pot which was 
Walter’s skull. The eyes were gouged, 
the teeth were broken, the upper part 
of the skull was cut, the brain was 
carved and the cavity inside was filled 
with his blood. William intended to 
leave this very last part of his body as 
it is. The rest was already cut in pieces 
and thrown in the woods where the 
wild animals would take care of it. 
When the soldiers would burst into 
his home, they would only find the 
grotesque skull ink pot.

William sealed the letter and gave 
it to a boy from the village, instruct-
ing him to hand it in the first soldier 
of the baron’s guard he sees. Then he 
saddled his horse and left his home 
forever. Here, he had lost the colour 
of his life. Again, he rode towards un-
known roads with the bare hope to 
find a new one.

Translated by Alexander Tsonkov
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SHED GORE AND GIVE US
SCREAMS!

Screams is where 17 of the members 
of Horror Writers Club Lazarus meet to 
honor the late patron of the club, Adrian 
Lazarovski. The anthology came out at his 
birthday (4th of May 2016) under the fatal 
Nr. 13 in the Dracus collection and is the 
first true joint effort of the writers’ club. 
It combines all shapes and flavors of un-
censored and unrestricted horror fiction, 
and stands out as a powerful and brutal 
edition.

As Peter Panchev, one of the famous 
book bloggers in Bulgaria says, “Most 
of the stories are some of their authors’ 
bests… Five of them I find truly excep-
tional.” (http://knijenpetar.wordpress.com)  
and Kristian Ognyanov, another SFFH 
blogger, adds that “Screams is an under-
ground jewel of a book…” (http://addict-
edtoreadingandwriting.wordpress.com)

Thought to be targeted to a small and 
specific audience Screams surprised both 
his authors and the fandom: the first print 
of the anthology sold out 
for less than one month. 
By the end of the sum-
mer the bolder in num-
bers second edition had 
been almost out of print 
too.

Screams shows that 
the Bulgarian horror 
is not only very much 
alive but has sharp 
teeth and sheds lots of 
gore through the an-
thology’s pages.

THE PORTRAIT OF 
PETER STANIMIROV

Peter Stanimirov is one of the lon-
gest-standing and leading artists of the 
Bulgarian SF&F society. He got known 
in 1980 for his works (comic strips) in 
the Rainbow children comics’ magazine 
and later started the conceptual Tales in 
drawings magazine which in 1994 grew 
up into the Pleiada Publishing House. 
Couple of years later he left Pleiada to 
his partner, the artist Dimitar Dimov – 
Dimo and started a new publishing ven-
ture, the gamebooks heaven Mega.

In the years 2000-2011 Mr.Stanimirov 
was the leading artist and art director in 
Haemimont Games, taking part in 7 of 
the main projects of the company. 

As a freelancer and illustrator he is 
one of the most wanted artist in Bul-
garia and authored many projects – 
both cover arts, black&white and color 
illustrations and comic strips – for lots 
of impressive Bulgarian writers’ books, 
from children stories to YA fantasy 

and SF; and some great 
Bulgarian translation of 
classic works like The 
Complete Conan Collec-
tion by R.Howard and 
Tarzan of the Apes by 
E.Burroughs, and many 
more. Some of his recent 
works had brought him 
awards from Bulgaria 
and abroad; and he had 
been published also in 
prestigious almanacs and 
magazines in USA and 
all around Europe.
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Fafnir’s flute – illustration from Siegfried by E.Pavlova,
Kibea Publishing 2016
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Salem’s Lot by Stephen King, cover art
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The Elephant Tower by R.Howard, Iztok-Zapad Publishing 2015
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The Birth of Hagen – illustration from Valkyrie by E.Pavlova,
Kibea Publishing 2015
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~ VALENTIN POPOV-VOTAN ~
STARLIGHT

Warrens enters the striptease 
bar with a smile, and a toothpick 
juts out of the right angle of his 
thin lips. He rubs his two-days old 
beard, which according to the ten-
der half of the mankind gives him 
the macho-look; pulls twice the 
collar of his shirt, which is with two 
upper undone buttons so it showed 
his trained muscular chest. He 
looks around in satisfaction. Low 
light, cigar and cigarettes smoke, 
busy tables with clients and a light-
ed up pole dance-floor. He gives 
the eye on it – yellow, green and red 
searchlights are flashing, and the 
shadows are dancing. Right now a 
Mexican girl is dancing, dressed in 
a tight-fitting and cut bikini, and 
silver tassels covering her nipples, 
which contrast with her dark skin. 
But her ass is too big for his taste. 
A young waitress, 22-24 years old 
comes closer to Warrens. Puny, 
blonde, with way too short belt-
skirt and a cut vest, she provokingly 
smiled showing small pearl teeth: 

‘What would the mister like?’ her 
snub nose looks at him sassy. 

‘I love you, but I wanna have a 
whiskey with soda’ Warrens gave 
her a wink. Those were always his 
first words in each club he visits.      

The girl laughs and leaves. Heading 
to the bar Warrens gives the eye at the 
challenging curve of her little butt, 
which peeks under the belt-skirt. He 

takes a third-line table, a bit aside 
from the door. He thrusts his hand 
into the purple shirt’s pocket and 
lights a cigarette. Exhales the smoke 
with pleasure.

Despite the young businessman’s 
impression or at least a travelling 
salesmen’s one, which he left in 
the waitress called Cassy, War-
rens is a truck driver. He has spent 
all his life in the truck cabin. He 
has travelled all around the States 
and knows well quite many small 
towns. His hobby is to visit strip-
tease clubs in each city – he never 
repeats them. He enters, dives into 
the atmosphere, he takes a girl if he 
likes one, but he never returns back 
in a place he has been. He keeps 
his white suit with purple shirt 
clean and ironed for this purpose. 
He definitely gets the macho-look. 
That always brought him success. 
The women like mysterious bad 
boys. He likes this life-style. He 
likes being with a different woman 
in each city – no engagements, no 
questions, few hours love and that’s 
it. Just the trail of the truck’s smoke 
left behind.  

Cassy comes with the order and 
touches his arms with her body 
while serving it. She giggles play-
fully and sees the grey man’s eyes 
with dancing purple stars. “Maybe 
that’s why this so outmoded shirt 
suits him so well”, she thinks while 
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leaving to another table. Warrens 
drinks from his whiskey. The lights 
go down. The blue spotlights start 
blinking rapidly up and down al-
most blinding the visitors. A guitar 
introduction can be heard in the 
lounge. The man can’t remember 
the piece. The yellow spotlights 
stars flashing, and at the moment 
when the male vocals start few 
things happen at once. First, War-
rens remembers that this is Nick 
Maydor’s voice and this actually is 
the band Gotthard. The second one 
is way more shocking. The most 
beautiful girl that maybe he has 
ever seen comes out on the dance-
floor. He is ready to swear, that ac-
tually this is the most beautiful girl 
in the entire world. She is wearing 
a long dark blue skirt from a kind 
of fine sheer fabric, which is trans-
parent on the poor light. Warrens 
passes his eyes over the perfect 
legs seen through the clothes up 
to the firm tummy. Her belly-but-
ton hypnotically flashes in blue 
while she dances, and Warrens asks 
himself what kind of stone did she 
place. A bustier top shapes up her 
breasts. It is dark blue as well. The 
girl dances as a devil. She twists 
her body, crawls lustfully in front 
of the clients as she skillfully winds 
her long black hair, attached just 
by two hairpins. She takes off her 
sheer long skirt and Warrens sees 
slightly seen black tangs. He is hyp-
notized by the perfect white body. 
He holds the whiskey glass, but he 
doesn’t realize it. She is standing 
somewhere between the table and 
his mouth. The spotlights turn to-

wards the lounge and the girl gets 
off the dance-floor. She dances 
around the tables, touches the cli-
ents, gets closer to him. She easily 
bends to him, her lips are just few 
centimeters from his. Warrens feels 
the hot breath and a kind of sweet 
scent. And the thing he dives in are 
her eyes – dark blue big eyes, deep 
as the ocean. He has never seen 
such eyes. He wants to reach out 
his hand and touch her, he wants 
to kiss those eyes. She touches him, 
then stands up easily and twist her 
waist gracefully. Warrens watches 
the semi-precious stone on her bel-
ly-button. Oh, God!  He is seized 
with passion, that for a moment he 
forgets that if he touches the girl, the 
guards will throw him out immedi-
ately. She takes off her bustier top in 
front of him, and her well-rounded 
breasts are painted with dark blue 
stars. He has never seen a stripper 
with body-paint, but he definitely 
likes it. He draws out a 50 bucks 
banknote and places it in front of 
him on the table. With a light-fin-
gered movement the dancer takes it 
and smiles. She turns her back on 
him and with gracefully dancing as 
a panther heads to the dance-floor. 
Her firm bum has a tattoo. Raven 
with spread wings. Warrens is de-
lighted. This was the best dance he 
has ever seen. 

The program is cut off shortly af-
ter the Blue girl’s dance. Warrens 
calls for Cassy with a gesture and 
orders a new whiskey with soda. 
When she returns he says: 

‘What’s the last dancer’s name?’
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‘Starlight – Cassy smiles. ‘You are 
the fifth one asking me, and don’t 
hope in vain, but know that she 
doesn’t lay with clients. She just 
dances. 

Warrens is disappointed and can’t 
hide it. Cassy laughs at his desper-
ate face and says: 

‘She won’t be here for you, but if 
you want I am free tonight.’

The man looks at her, but … 
damn it… it all looks like to chose 
a holiday in Iraq instead of one in 
Jamaica. However he forces himself 
and nods:

‘Alright, I’ll look for you later.”
The evening passes by as the girls 

dance one after another. He knows, 
that Starlight won’t come out and 
dance once more, but each time 
when a new dance starts he eager-
ly expects the blue spotlights to 
appear together with the guitar of 
Starlight by Gotthard. 

He slips out not long before the 
bar’s closing time, as going out he 
makes a sigh to Cassy, that he is 
going to rest. She answers with a 
girlish grumpy face and walks to 
a fat mister in yellow trousers and 
red shirt. ‘What a clown!’, Warrens 
thought crossing the street. He 
stands opposite the club in a deep 
shadow and smokes a cigarette af-
ter cigarette. For about twenty min-
utes or so big part of the staff left, 
but Starlight was missing. Warrens 
walks to the rented car. He wants 
to see her just one more time. He 
is leaving tomorrow. Who the hell 
knows when he will pass by Sioux 
Falls again. He pushes the unlock 
button, when he hears stilettos 

knocking behind his back. He turns 
around and sees her. Starlight! He 
recognizes her, even her long ra-
ven-black hair is falling lose. But he 
can’t mess that porcelain white skin 
and that fine body. She is in a blue 
skirt, but short one this time. She 
is wearing long high-heeled boots 
and a simple sleeve-less white top. 
She reaches Warrens and stops in 
front of him. Time stops. She slow-
ly licks her soft, contoured with 
dark pencil lips, with her tongue. 
His forehead covers with sweat. He 
feels his hands and legs trembling. 
Her face reaches his like there, back 
in the club. Her hot breath glides 
his skin once more, when she al-
most whispers: 

‘You wanted to ask me something 
there… inside…’her eyes are gaz-
ing at him – oceans of expectation. 
Warrens swallows and with dry 
rough voice speaks the first thing 
without thinking: 

‘How…uh… what is that stone… 
what kind is that stone … on your 
belly-button’ he blinked few times 
in stupid manner and cursed how 
dull he was by heart. 

Starlight gazed at him. “Now 
she will start laughing”, Warrens 
thought, “I screwed up every-
thing!” But absolutely serious she 
answered: 

‘This is tanzanite! Do you know, 
that it is even more rare than the 
diamonds?’ she reaches her hand 
and touches his bare chest while 
talking.      

Now his whole body starts to 
shiver – as he got a stroke electric-
ity strike. Her eyes are swallow-
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ing him up. “They really look like 
ocean deep”, he thought. 

‘Do you want to have a smoke in 
your car?’ the girl winks naughty. 

He barely walks around the car 
and opens the door for her. He 
never did this for the whores he 
slept with. Now he feels like a roy-
alty paid him some attention. The 
girl elegantly slides on the seat and 
cresses her feet. Warrens dreams of 
kissing those white refined knees. 
Warrens dreams… Starlight. Star-
light! 

He sits on the driver’s seat and 
takes out a cigarette. He manages to 
lit it up on the third attempt. He in-
hales the smoke and just then gets 
enough courage to look at her. Star-
light is gazing at him with a light 
smile on her lips. 

‘Did you really thought, that I 
want us to smoke?’ 

Warrens starts trembling. His 
hands whiten from grasping the 
steering-wheel, which he wasn’t 
aware he grabbed. She pushes the 
radio station button. Gotthard’s in-
troduction can be heard once again 
from the sound-system. Starlight 
slowly unbuttons her top without 
removing her ocean – blue eyes off 
him. He caresses the painted stars 
on her breasts with his palms. The 
girl slides and sits in his lap. Her 
black hair covered his face as their 
lips became one in a losing mem-
ory kiss. She started moving lust-
fully forth… back…forth… back. 
Then she tossed her head back and 
looked at him. Warrens looked in 
her eyes. He can’t believe, he never 
liked the eyes in women, and now 

he liked hers the most. The world 
is in her eyes. The whole world was 
once water. Warrens starts scream-
ing, when the water starts falling 
over him… 

The pathologist wanders how to 
register the cause of death of a mid-
dle-aged man found in his car on a 
car park in the center of Sioux Falls. 
Who the hell feeds the fishes while 
parking his car?! The radio behind 
plays:     

Starlight I don’t even know your 
name

Starlight now you gonna play my 
game

Starlight I’ve think I’m gonna 
make you sane

Starlight I’ll give you everything 
with shame

Come and stake your game
Cold and rain

Get your pleasure and pain
~

Translated by Polina Lavchieva
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Old man Noah somehow managed 
to rip a board off the Ark and stopped 
to rest. In front of his eyes lay the valley, 
wrapped in fog, the distant mountain 
peaks on the other side and the sun 
slowly setting. He wiped away the sweat 
from his forehead, sat down and started 
thinking. It was obvious that there will 
be no flood soon and it seemed logical 
to him to take material from the Ark. 
There was no way he could live until 
a second flood – he felt that he had no 
more than a month left. Why should 
the Ark sit here and rot? Despite that, 
he felt that something was not right. He 
looked at the huge box and he felt sor-
row. The best part of his life, the most 
meaningful part, he had spent there. 
Perhaps he shouldn’t… But maybe it 
was right precisely because of that. He 
sighed and lifted himself up, a hand on 
his waist. Everything hurt him now, in 
the mornings he woke up stiff and his 
bones felt like they were rotting. There 
was no one to take care of him, and he 
did not want anyone to do so. He was 
used to taking care of others. He was 
used to thinking about others and de-
spite them having scattered down in the 
valley a long time ago, he still did it. He 
held up the board and inspected it crit-
ically. It would do. It was a bit thick but 
it could do the job. He started shaping 
it and realised he was thinking about 

them again. Strange. It seemed that 
they did not think of him anymore. 
In the beginning, right after the 
flood, when the water was still draining 
away, they constantly visited him, but 
he hadn’t seen a living soul in years. He 
was stuck up here, while they wandered 
the world… and it was as if nothing had 
ever happened. Like he had never done 
a thing for them. His gaze stopped on 
the Ark and once again he felt there was 
something wrong with this whole situ-
ation. It wasn’t meant to be this way… 
Old man Noah sniffed once and con-
tinued working, until the light from 
the sun became reddish. The valley was 
covered in darkness, huddled between 
the peaks, and from here it looked 
completely empty. But he knew it was 
teeming with life, and that was thanks 
to him. This thought still managed 
to warm up his heart, despite the long, 
lonely years. And it would continue 
warming it until the end of his days. Still, 
it wasn’t quite meant to be like this, con-
tinued reasoning the old man, it wasn’t 
right for them not to do at least that for 
him… Somehow it wasn’t quite right for 
him to be hammering together the real 
Noah’s Ark – ordinary, small, and quite 
human-shaped – his own.

Translated by Roberta Basarbolieva 

~ YAVOR TSANEV ~
O L D  M A N  N O A H
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THE DRACUS COLLECTION
the logical continuation of the eponymous magazine

for sci-fi, fantasy, crime and horror. It offers you an acquaintance 
with Bulgarian authors writing in these genres.
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