DREAM
by Stoil Roshkev

translated from the Bulgarian by Angela Rodel

For several months | have been working as a journalist at the Bulgarian National Radio.
Last week | dreamt that | was wandering around the radio's impressive central building in Sofia.
In front of the main studio. The host of the programme scheduled to go on the air shortly was one
of the doyennes of contemporary radio journalism in Bulgaria, Velichko Konakchiev.

However, Velichko Konakchiev's guest for the programme hadn't shown up. Which
sucks, no matter how you look at it. So Velichko Konakchiev said to me:

"Look, why don't you come and give a short commentary on my show?"

"OK," | agreed. "But on what topic?"

"On whatever you want,” Velichko Konakchiev replied with a wave of his right hand,
while his left stroked his white, well-groomed beard.

There wasn't any time.

There were only two or three minutes left until we went on the air, until the end of the
song that was playing. In my sleep | feverishly began to try to think up a topic for my
commentary. The idea came to me literally the instant the red light lit up signalling that we were
on the air. Knowing that sometimes in radio the important thing is not what you talk about but
that you keep talking, | confidently began explaining — as if 1 were an expert — that since our
country (which had previously belonged to the so-called Socialist Bloc) was accepted in 2007
into the club of Western nations, better known as the European Union, the situation had improved
for the average Bulgarian; we obviously already live better. Of course, this argument is quite
controversial at the moment and is not particularly popular — in fact, it is decidedly unpopular. I,
however, passionately defended it, giving a long-winded and far-ranging explanation of how
much better off we are economically than before.

At that point in the dream the outlines of the studio disappeared, the microphones
disappeared, as did the table, the glass separating us from the soundman, the sound-insulated
surfaces, the ceiling, the floor...it all disappeared.

Velichko Konakchiev and | found ourselves in a green, sunny garden. We walked side-
by-side down one of the beautiful paths. I continued my commentary, but not in front of a

microphone; it was as if Velichko and | had gone out for a walk and | was convincing him of the



truth of my thesis. | was waving my hands and excitedly laying out my argument that things were
exactly as they said they were.

At a certain moment my cell phone rang. | heard the voice of the soundman, who in an
admonishing tone scolded me:

"Hey, where have you and Velichko Konakchiev disappeared to?!"

"Relax, we're on our way," | reassured him.

Velichko Konakchiev flagged down a taxi. He told the driver, "Take us to the radio
building on Dragan Tsankov Blvd!"

The cabbie just laughed: "There's no Dragan Tsankov Blvd in Sozopol."



