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MAT'UATA BEJIOTPAJUYUUK: IIET
CTUXOTBOPEHUA

JIvoagmuiaa BUWISIPCKA

Abstract. Five short poems inspired by the beauty of Belogradchik
and kindness of its people are presented in this article. The poet, Ludmila Bili-
arska, lives in America.
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Ludmila Biliarska® was born in 1952 in the city of Sofia. Back in 1971
she signs up Bulgarian philology course of study in the “St. Kliment Ohrid-
ski” University of Sofia. Her first poetic attempts are from her childhood. En-
couraged to participate in literary study circles and youth competitions from
which she repeatedly received awards. At the age of 25, she moved with her
husband to Benghazi, Libya, where he was sent to work until 1988, when they
moved back to Bulgaria. In 1993, by invitation of her husband’s relatives,
they leave the country to move to State of Indiana U.S., where they settled

down permanently.
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She is an author of the poetry books “Our Song” (2003), “Barefoot
Wanderer” (2008) and “Hermit” (2008).

The Bulgarian newspapers “Bulgaria”, “Bulgaria Sega”, ”Zlatnorog,”
printed in Chicago, IL, started publishing her poems since 2006. In 2008, the
newspaper "Bulgaria™ added to its pages a Poetry Section and ever since her
poems embellishes the page, which she has arranged.

Her literature works have been published in "Literary World", the web
portal "Rodina", the French magazine "Revue Périodique sur la vie en Bul-
garie" and NEWS Books.

The author participated in the first Bulgarian emigrant Almanac -
"Bulgarian words and colors in the U.S. and around the world." She is also a
member of the National Writers Association of the U.S. and Worldwide since
2010 (cf. Appendix).

JIrogmuna bunsipcka
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Ilocokara um — ropao ouepranue

[Tornenaiite ru, Kak ca ycrpeMenu!
BbB nopuBa cu BUXPST U BBJIHH —
BB3/yIIIHHU, CBETIIU, PAJOCTHO MO
ChC TAX, CHel TAX. B BUCOKOTO 10pH.
He um e Hy)kHO HUYHME TTPU3HAHUE.
Te cBetar. Boasar. U Oenexar meT,

C IMOCOKa BEYHOCT — ropao O4CpTaHuEC.

Koii ka3Ba, ye cMupeHo yakar pea’?
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Rep ARty nb

Bbeaorpaguuk
KoraTo ro ¢h3psixmMe OTBUCOKO,
0€e KPOTKO CBUT C UYePBEHUTE CH MOKPUBH.
U 6ponexme 13 Hero 6€3 IOCOKH.

" ThbpCeEXMe /1a CpeiHEM CKBbIIN CIIOMEHMH...

A BpeMeTo u3riex;a Oele Crpsuio.
W BcMuKkO — TOYHO CBIIOTO...
XotebpT ¥ Kanero, u bankana.

N ynunure ¢ KbIUATE.

Hacurtenu Ha crioMeHU BbpPBAXME
U T'O IIOIMNBaxMe CbC IIOIJIE .
ITpu 3ase3a, oOpaTeH I'bT IOEXME,

Ha/l ApKUTE My IOKPUBH.

Torasa ru BUJIAXME IIOPpa3€HU,
OTHOBO ITaK IIpE€AUITHHATE...
HeTneHHUAT cu BeueH I'bT MOEIHN

HaueJsio ¢ “YueHuukara’...
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HSI‘JIG)KIL&X& MHCTHUYHO-BKaME€HEHH,
10 3apeBaTa €CEHHH.

ITomaxaxme 3a cOOrOM BB3XUTEHU

HUH TJIEHHUTE 1 IIpexXoaHu.

Marusra besorpagyuk

HenosTopum rpanex Ha BEYHOCTTA.
Enna BThKaHa BBB CBETA XapMOHHUS.
Bonmeben nouepk. [Ipenectna cnena

B 3eMs 1oOpaHa B mienuTe Ha bora.
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He cte Oe3MBIBHM KaMEHHH CITBHIIA,
HA3MHCBATE HAN-CBETJINTE ITOCIIAHN -
1o xpeOeTH Ha yTpUHHA 3apst

1 B 3JIaATHUTC IIOJHOXKHUS Ha 3aJIC34a.

HOI[ HE)KXHUA J1a3yp — Maru4eH 3HaK:
HE3HACH KO, BI'paJicH B I'paHUT U CJII0J1a.

B 3ems ronsima, KOJIKOTO IOMPYK -

N3BasgHO OT KaMbK CEIMO 4YyJ0.
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Beaorpaxuux npe3 centeMmBpHu

A BATBpPBT
Ce CIIyCHa JIEKO
OT KAMEHHUTE PaMEHE
Ha BEYHOCTTA.
ITonece ¢ mama cu
1[BET,
nepa oT NTUIH,
HIeToTa Ha HOIIU
U MHUpHC Ha HeOe.
IIpemerna ro
HaJ CbHEHUS Tpaj

U JIEKO C€ U3IUTHa
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MaK Harope,
TaHIyBalKu 10
CKaJIHUTE Oua.
[Ipowenna cu

I10 HCIIO CBHC OPJIMTE.

BbB HUCKOTO
rpagbT IPOCBETHA
C YEPBEHUTE CH ITOKPUBH.
l'opara mwenpo pbcHa

IIBPBUTEC CH JINCTHU B KDBJITO.

CenTeMBpH €.
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HemoBTOpuM M BeyeH
Cpen apoMart Ha SIOBJIKOB ITbTEK
Y TUXU HOIIU C TOI'BJI IIBSIT HA KECTEH,
IPagbT € CBUT B MECTHUYHUS TPAJICK

M TOYHO KaTO HEro — OsiJI U BEUEH.

Ho manko TexkeH e benorpagquxk.
[Moopens. [Torernuxa ¢ Garaxu.
IIpe3 kbl1a UK 1B€ — HA CMSX, HU BUK.

['panbT CKBPOM — € TOYHO J1a ce KakKe.

3ampsixa HEU3IHMCAHU IJIaTHA.
B manutpara 6oute ce pa3chxBar.
BbB HiKON MHUT ce BeliHe u Opaja —

BIUILOEH TBOPEL] pUCYHKATA JOBBPILIBA.

Ille moiime meH CbC rIbYKaA U KUATICK!
YcMuBYHIIUMTE IETCKH TO IMOJICKA3BaT.

Cpen apoMar Ha I0BJIKOB IIBATEK —

HENOBTOPHM € B KAMEHHaTa ra3Ba!




APPENDIX
A reflection by G.N. Nikolov?

Can we speak of "male™ and "female" poetry in the twenty-first cen-
tury? Is there such a distinction in the character of the people, defining the
color of the intellect? Does the biological index of the personality dominate on
the white piece of paper? No ... Engine for each work is the author's view of
the allotted to him piece of life, where he can faithfully embellish with poetic
inspiration his talent to the civil pyramid and justify his message to the public.
And to be his confessor from his own personal position with hope for under-
standing and reciprocity or anathematized by listlessness, blocking the path to
the minds of future generations. Let time decide! The lyrics of Ludmila Bili-
arska suggest poetic longevity, they are human, social, broader, purified in
font of fascinating femininity among the dynamics of the daily routine. The
anthem of love is echoing over everything written by her. The only feeling
follows the cosmopolitan individual from birth to his/her last breath.

The poetry of Bilyarska is a radiant rainbow of real characters, because
it is rooted in daily routine liberated from the shackles of the familiar and re-
petitive. Rooted in the multiplication of the dying day; encoded in the dawn of
the new day, and the gentle touch of the woman - lyrical hero who turns
home, family, traditions, and human aspirations in the ritual Code on bits.
Everything is sacred. Served at the stage of a busy world, aspiring, not clear
where and often forgotten native eaves and sweet voices over a cradle, the
faded faces of men, who gave a young flock wings to fly, before they find
shelter under the eaves of rotten crosses somewhere in oblivion. They do not
call us — they wait for us. And we shall go to them. Like yellow leaves
whirled from the wind of running time. But until then, live must be experi-
enced truly, unfeigned and beautiful, seeking, and sacrificing, selflessly with-
out remnant. This is the message conveyed by Ludmila in conversation with

readers. Life is knowledge. We are sipping it, in the sight of our own destiny.
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Is there a common human destiny? Yes. It is the total of individuals, multi-
plied by the number of eternity. In live, man is blind sighted, staring at his
own fate - a rough carpet of experience and errors, moment of given and
asked forgiveness for enemies, our close ones and in a moment of difficult
reflection — to ourselves. Why love purifies and malice doesn’t? Goodness
radiates warmth, trust and listlessness towards the nearby reminisce cold
wasteland. The lyrics of Biliarska are reflection of a woman's right to build a
balance in her little world, without which on the planet Earth, the chaos would
be lord. And her aura of holiness is the beacon that we desperately seek in the
sticky darkness of nihilistic apathy.

Woven from soft sounds of cymbals, the work of Ludmila Biliarska,
often invites sadness in his temple and we are implicated. Several truths can-
not escape from the thinking, analytical nature of the author: the approaching
autumn and the reckoning of the years; the reached out hand between hopes of
youth and the achievements... after; the person with whom you shared the
bread, the wine and often - cup of hemlock, who deep inside himself hid sub-
conscious yearning to fly away, although the nest is where his spirit and his
heart was bond. And there is where, he will leave last mortal breath. Family is
a fortress of morality, harmony and understanding. Repel against the filth of
atavistic crudity and alienation. Universe in the universe, a heart divided be-
tween loving creatures.

Intimate lyricism of Biliarska is often lined with true social observa-
tions. It couldn’t and it shouldn’t be otherwise. True, the author shares her
own feelings, regarding realities of the time in which she lives. She cannot
remain indifferent while people are suffering and pound into the invisible wall
of hopeless fate.

Over time the work of Ludmila Biliarska — enriched and comple-

mented, bestowed with wisdom and true insights. Combined with the brim-
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ming of the author's national identity, rooted to her birthplace with spirit;
drowned in the open minded, not-politicized thinking society.

We find poetry hidden behind city blinds, woven from natural beauty
and fragrant flower garden after drenching rain. | do not hide that | read with
interest her every poem. | see in her lyrics, that bright talent can live peace-
fully with modern day. | see in the gray dust of fleeting days, the female -
priestess taken place, assigned to her from the very moment of conception.
From place that she will not retreat, because by right we all belong to her -
breathing, wandering, loving, crying, grieving people ... people hopingly

opening eyes the break of dawn.

BEJIEXKKUA

1. Benuku wimrocTpaiy B Ta3u craTus (M M3KIFOYCHUE HA ITbPBATa — CHUMKA
ot 1935 r.) ca B3eTH OT OTBOpEeHH MHTEpHET n3toynuim (photo-forum, flickr u pano-
ramio).

2. An excerpt from Nikolov’s review in Literaturen sviat [Literary World].

>< Ms. Ludmila Biliarska

30 Michell Court

Lafayette, IN 47905, USA
E-Mail: sofia_air@yahoo.com
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