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Petya DUBAROVA

@/@re 1 Am,

In Perfect Leaf Today

Meta JYBAPOBA

C@QTO mMme AHecC

CbBbPLWEHO PA3AUCTEHA



Kuurara ce u3gaBa ¢ ¢puHaHCcOBaTa moaKpena
Ha O6mmna Byprac

CnenuanHa 6JaroxapHoct
u Ha qupekrtopa Ha I'TIAE “I'eo MuneB” — Byprac
r-ka MureHa AHAOHOBA



re I am, in perfect leaf today.

With diabolic strength my gesture shines.
And in these vats with boiling herbs, my eyes,
are truths and secrets bubbling away.

(i;no Me OHeC Co8BPULCHO PA3AUCMEHA.
ﬂfieoxtcxa CULa 8B8 Jcecma Mu Ceemil.
A 8v8 ouume mMu mavHu U UCMUHU
epam Kamo OUAKU 8 MaculiHu KomJema.
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Preface

o
,@771(3 phenomenon Petya Dubarova (1962-1979) is unique in
"\ Bulgarian literature — or in any literature anywhere, for
that matter. Save some pieces of juvenilia written between the ages of
ten and thirteen, Dubarova, during the very short literary career she
had, created a body of poetry which bears the marks of a prodigious
talent.

At fifteen Dubarova was already displaying a mastery of form
and language, particularly in the imaginative (sui generis) use of meta-
phors and similes, and an exceptional poetic vigor. At sixteen (report-
edly, Dubarova did not write much at all during the last year of her
life) the poet enriched her work with philosophical considerations
relating to the meaning of human experience — specifically in the
context of the possibility of universal goodness and of man’s capacity
to be strong, dignified, virtuous. In a short poem entitled “The Sea...
IT” the poet presents herself as such person: “Adnd mute and stretched
out here I stand, |alone below the sky upon the sand, | and feeling big
and proud to be | as strong and good as is the sea.”

Still, Dubarova took her own life at the age of seventeen.
Brusquely, she must have come to, the conclusion that the world has
no use for nobility of mind and soul. As Belin Tonchev puts it in
“Young Poeis of a New Bulgaria” (see WLT 66:1, p. 160), “It was a
tragic reaction to the first brutal attempt on behalf of her surround-
ings to invade her world of refinement.”

Four collections of poems have been published posthumously:
“Me and the Sea” in 1980, “Poetry” in 1984, “Sparrow” in 1987, and
“The Bluest Magic” In 1988.



IIpearosop

@ﬁ/ BieHueTo “Ilets [lybaposa” (1962-1979 r.) e yHukaaHO B
AU

OBarapckaTa uTepaTypa — u Ou OMJIO TaKOBa BBB BCSKA
enqHa yiteparypa. C U3KIIFOUeHNE Ha HAKOW IETCKU TBOPOU, HAMUCa-
HU BBB BB3pactTa ot 10 1o 13 rogmawm, JybapoBa, mo BpeMe Ha KpaT-
KaTa CH JINTepaTypHA Kapuepa, Ch3JaBa MOe3usl, KOSATO HOCH OTJIH-
YUTEJTHATE OeJIe3 Ha OTPOMEH TaJIaHT.

Ha 15 ronuau JdybapoBa Beue JeMOHCTPHUpA MaiiCTOPCTBO Ha
(dbopmaTa u e3uKa; XapaKTepHHU caMo 3a Hesl MeTadOpH U CPABHEHUS
1 W3KJIIOYUTETHA moeTndecka eHeprus. Ha 16 romuan (Mexny npy-
roto, JlybapoBa He e mmcajla MHOTO Ipe3 MOCJeqHATa TOIWHA OT
JKUBOTA CH) IoeTecaTa 00oraTsaBa CTUXOTBOPEHUATA CU ¢ puitocod-
CKHU W[ 32 CMUCHJIA HA YOBEIIKUS XUBOT U MO-CHEIMATHO pa3pa-
0oTBa TemaTa 3a yHUBEpcajHaTa T00pOTa, 3a CIOCOOHOCTTA Ha YO0-
Beka Ja ObIe CuiieH, JOOPOAETENICH, U3IIBJIHEH C JOCTOWHCTBO. B
KpaTkaTa cu TBOpOa, o3aryiaBena “Mopeto 117, [Tets npencrass ce-
0e cu IMEHHO KaTO TaKaBa JIMYHOCT: “U a3 cmos uzonHama u HA-
Mma, | Ha naceka camuuka noo Hebemo, | u uyecmeam ce 2opoa u
eonama, | u cuana, u 0obpa kamo mopemo.”

Ho Bwnpexu ToBa [lydbapoBa ce camoyOuBa Ha 17-roquIiHa Bb3-
pact. BHesamHO T4 TpsiOBa ma € CTUrHANA IO 3aKJIFOYCHUETO, Y€ CBe-
TBT HE Ce Hy)XIae OT 0JaropoACTBOTO Ha IymaTta U yma wu. Kakto
nocouBa benun Tonues B “Mnanu noetu Ha HOBa bwarapus”: “Tosa
Oelre Tparu4Ha pead3alys Ha IbPBUS OpyTaJeH OMUT OT CTpaHa
Ha 3200WKaJdIIaTa s cpefa 1a HaBjie3e B HEHHUS TCJIUKATCH CBST.”

YeTupu HEWHH CTUXOCOMPKH ca M3IaleHU MOCMBPTHO: “A3 1
mopeto” (1980 r.), “Tloesus” (1984 r.), “JIsctoBuma” (1987 r.) u “Haii-
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As could be expected, some of Dubarova’s subject matter per-
tains to the daily events, tasks, and concerns of a schoolgirl: attend-
ing school, working or not on class assignments, leisure time on week-
ends, passion for a boyfriend, et cetera. In “Thoughts in Class”
Dubarova writes: “I’m tired of always being well-behaved, | of being
in class, of listening with no noise, | and nothing but the pen to softly
speak to me | on sheets of white and with a inky voice.” The poet
describes boys with such lines as “Men’s veins that suddenly are branch-
ing out so, | and broad and raised-up shoulders.”

In “Saturday” she thinks of herself as being “dark, not under-
stood | and lithe, and wild just like a lynx. | Fatigue transforms into
capricious mood | and leaves me like a mended wound.” But then on
Mondays, “I'll put myself inside | a jumper with the blackboard col-
oring outside, | and I will be a food girl once again!”

In one of several poems dedicated to dreams or to daydream-
ing, Dubarova writes: “My dream waits there for me, and from it with
cry, | the first the purest, like a newborn child, | will tremble Monday,
cry a moment, | and in my smiling hands will lie.”

In “The Dream Touches Me”, with unique freshness and origi-
nality, Dubarova translates a poetic perception of trivial external oc-
currences: “As homeless as the fish, | fall leaves chase each other,
crackling, | drunken from the rain; | vain, they’ve tucked their veins
in | using stems as hairpins | comically, and songlike | they swing
along in herds.”

In other poems the child-poet contemplates aspects of her rela-
tions with the outside world with the profound maturity of an adult.
In “As Innocent as Childish Waywardness” (dedicated to her father)
she writes with striking power about the disparities and cruelty of
human interplay: “I feel alone, alone and no one else’s — | enticed by
evanescent glory | and wounded by the cold indifferences, it [one red



CHHBOTO BBJIIEOCTBO” (1988 1.).

KaxTto 6u MorJjio ga ce oyakBa, HIKOW OT TemMuTe Ha Jlybaposa
Ce OTHACSAT JI0 BCEKMIHEBHUTE CIYUYKH, 3a71a4d ¥ TPUKH OT JKABOTA
Ha eJIHa YUYeHWYKa: MOCeNIaBaHeTO Ha YUMJIHIIE; paboTaTa Imo Bpeme
Ha yYeOHWTE 3aHATUSA; CBOOOTHOTO BpeMe B HEJEJIS; )KEJTAHUETO U J1a
uMa mpusTea u ap. B “Mucnu B wac” dybaposa nuiie: "Ompos3na
Mu 0a 6B0a 8ce NOCAYWHA — | 0a CAYULAM U MBAYA, 0a 6B0a 8 Yac
| U camo xumukairsm mu 0a wyuiHe | no 6eau Aucmu csc mMacmu-
aen 2aac.” ETo kak moeTecaTa omucBa MoMueTaTa: “Bueszanto pask-
AOHUAU MBICKU 8CHU | U 80UCHAAU UWLUPOKU pameHe...”

B “Cvb0Ta” T Muciau 3a cebe CH KaTo 3a “mesMHa, Hepa3dpa-
Ha | u 2vekasa, u ouea kamo puc. | Ymopa, cmpax, mesea uiu
Kanpu3 | Hanyckam me Kamo 3apacaa pama — | He 3HAA NPOCHO
Kak 0a ce Hapuuam.” Ho B mOHEOEIHNK IIIOM 00Jieue “npecmuaka ¢
yeam Ha yepHama Oscka”, TA e Obae OTHOBO “000p0 momuue”.

B exHO OT mopeauwmaTa CTUXOTBOPEHUS, IOCBETCHH HA CHHHU-
marta u meuytute u, [lybaposa nume: “Tam yaka me coHAmM mu, a
om He2o ¢ NBp8uU BUK, | HAli-4UCM, Kamo oeme HO80POOEHO, | we
mpente ITonedenaHuk, we nponaaue u 3a mue | uje 1e2He 8s8 pavie-
me mu 3acmenu.”

B “CpHAT Me noKOcBa” ¢ YHHKAJHA CBEXECT M OPUTHHAIHOCT
Hyb6apoBa npenaBa MOETUIHOTO BH3NPUSATHE HA TPUBUATHI BHHITHI
obcTosiTesnncTBa: “be30omHuU Kamo pubume | ce 20HAM AUCMU €CCH-
HU, | nuaHu om 0vcoa, | 3aboau cmeuwlHo ubume | Ha dHcuiKume
cu, neceHHo | ce arowikam Ha cmaoa.”

B npyru cCTHXOTBOpEHUS AETETO-IOET OCMHUCIIS ACIIEKTa HA CBO-
UTE OTHOIICHHSI C OCTAHAJIMS CBIT ChC 3aIBJIOOUEHOCTTA U 3PEIIOCT-
Ta Ha BB3pacTeH. B “HeBrHHA KaTO AETCKO CBOEBOHE” (IIOCBETEHO
Ha HeWHus Oala) T4 IUIlle ¢ mopassBallia CHJIa 3a HEPaBEeHCTBOTO U
JKECTOKOCTTA B YOBEIIKUTE B3ANMOOTHOIIEHUS: “H yyscmeam au ce
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and graceful aching, playing the scales of a song in her head] saves
me, powerfully, silently.”

Frequently, Dubarova’s poetry attests to an incomprehensible
(for her age) insight regarding the complexities and paradoxes in life.
In “Come Now,” deploring the pollution of the sea, she addresses
herself to the artist’s consciousness and to his responsibility: “And
come now, savior-poet, | not with paper, pencil, not to cry together |
(how easy crying over sheets of paper). | Let’s lock up the poison | and
the dark power | haunting mankind! Hurry, brother!”

In another poem of similar tone, entitled “To a Poet”, Dubarova
reminds the artist where he really stands and what his responsibilities
are.

Poet, I hate your clutching muse,

she’s always calling you from people, far away;

how caught you are in netting of illusions

and secrets by these gods to whom you pray!

Pagan, you must shoot those deities,

don’t you believe when they say “Come”!

The earth beneath you, simple as a flower, hums,
is whispering with the timbre of the bees!

You come to us, just touchingly unskilled,

confused; stay as you are —

here, only here, tormented man, fulfilled,

your verse will come into the world alive!

C. G. Jung includes intuition of this order along with its esthetic
rendition as part of “a living psychic force”, referring to it as “the
child archetype which manifests itself in times of crisis as a redeem-
ing, saving intelligence.” (The poetry of Wordsworth is given as the



cam-cama u Huuus, | nNOOMameHa om MUMOAEMHA CAA8A, | paHeHAa
om cmyoenu 6e3pazaudus, | moii (CTUXbT U, 0.M.) 84ACMHO, MBAYA-
AUB0 Me cnacasa.”

TBbpae yecTo moe3usTa Ha JlybapoBa CBHUIETEJICTBA 3a €IHO
Hepa3OupaeMo 3a HeIHUTE BPbCTHALY BB3MPUEMAaHe Ha TPYIHOCTH-
Te W mapajokcuTe Ha xuBoTa. B “Ena cera” 3akieimMsBaiino 3aMbp-
CSIBAHETO Ha MOPETO, TS ce 00pBIa KbM YyBCTBOTO 32 OTTOBOPHOCT
W ChBECTTa Ha TBOpena: “Ena ceca, cnacumearo-noeme, | He ¢ aucm
u moaus, He 3a Oa 3anaauem! | (Kak aecHo e da naauews 8spxy
aucma!) | Hobwsp3ati, bpamko! JJa 3axarouum Heka | ompogama u
cusnama Heyucma, | Koamo e obxeaunana uogekal...”

B npyro cTuxoTBOpEeHME, HAMMMCAHO B CHITUSA IyX: “Ha enmH mo-
et”, JlybapoBa HaITOMHS Ha TBOpeIa Kbe BCHITHOCT CE HAMUPA TOU
¥ KaKBU Ca HETOBUTE OTTOBOPHOCTH:

Iloeme, mpaza xuwyHama mu mysa,

msA ece daqey om xopa me 308e.

Kak enaumam me 6v8 mpexca om uaro3uu

u matinu me3u meou 602o8e!

E3uunuko, pazcmpeasii boeoseme,

He sapeail mu Ha maxHomo “eaa”!

I1o0 meb 3emama, npocma Kamo yeeme
mu wenne Hewo ¢ membsp Ha nueaal!

Ena npu nac — mpozameano HecpsUeH,

CMYmMeH, KaKs8mo cuU, maKse 650U —

myK, camo myK, wacmaueeyo uzmasueH,

cmuxsm mu xcus ue ce poou!

FOHr BB3IpHEMa €CTETUYECKUS M3pa3 Ha WHTYUIHS OT TaKbB
NOPSABK KATO “AyXOBHA MOUL” Ha “AETCKUSI MPOTOTHUII, U3PA3SIBALL
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model example of Jung’s assumptions.) In any event, as a whole,
Dubarova’s work fits well in this category. It sets forth the idea that
harmony can coexist with personality and that chaos at large can be
dealt with.

It is no wonder that translator D. D. Wilson, who spent some
time in Bulgaria teaching English, decided, after acquainting himself
with the work of Dubarova, to prepare this first book of her poetry
and prose in English, presenting fifty poems, an exquisite short story
(in the form of a dialogue between Petya the poet and Petya the per-
sona), several excerpts from her lengthy diary, and some useful and
interesting information about her life.

Wilson and his collaborators have acquitted themselves admi-
rably.

There will undoubtedly be other translations (into English and
into other languages) of Dubarova’s poetry, and Wilson will have
been the pioneer.

If T had to read only one collection by a teenage poet (in any
language) amid the dreariness of a long northern winter, it would be
that of Petya Dubarova.

Yuri Vidov KARAGEORGE
Castleton State College



Ce B KPW3UCHH MOMEHTH KaTO M3KYHUTEJICH W CHACUTEJIEH pazym”.
IToesmnsta Ha YepacyspT (Wordsworth) ce cumra 3a ocCHOBa Ha pas-
cexneHusTa Ha FOHT. Taka miam mHave, KaTo ISUIO, W MOE3WATa Ha
Hy6apoBa monazia B Ta3u kaTeropus. T 3ammuTaBa uaesiTa, 4e xap-
MOHMSTA U JINYHOCTHATA HHOUBUAYATHOCT MOTAT Aa CHKHUTEJICTBAT,
a XaoChT — Ha ObIe OBJIAISH.

He e uynHo, 4e npeBogaysbT YWiIchH (Wilson), KOWTO € mpeka-
pajil u3BecTHO Bpeme B bbjarapus, npenojaBaiiki aHTJIUMCKA €3HK,
pemIaBa, cliell KaTo ce 3amo3HaBa ¢ pabotute Ha [ybapoBa, ga mon-
TOTBY Ta3W IIbPBa KHUTA C HEHA IMOE3WsI ¥ MPO3a Ha aHTJINHACKA €3WK,
npenctapisgBama 50 CTHXOTBOPEHUS, €OUH OpUIIAHTEH paska3 (IMo.
dbopmata Ha muasor mexay moerecarta [letrs u mmanoctra Iers), Hi-
KOJIKO OTKbCa OT JBJITHS U THEBHUK, KAKTO W MHTEPECHA U IOJIE3HA
nH(DOpManus 3a )KUBOTA M.

VYWJICHH ¥ HETOBUTE CHTPYIHUIIM Ca CE CIIPABIUIA BB3XUTUTE-
HO CBC 33a/1avaTa CH.

HecbpMHEHO 1€ ©Ma U IPYry OIpeBOAM (HA aHTIUHCKA U IPYTH
e3nnn) Ha moe3usTa Ha JlybapoBa, a YWJICHH mie Oble IMOHEPHT B
Tas3u OEHHOCT.

Axo TpsiOBaie ma mpodera caMo eJHa CTHXOCOWpKa Ha MIan
moeT (He3aBHCHMO OT HAIIMOHAJHOCTTA) CPeX CKyKaTa Ha ABJra ce-
BepHa 3mMa, Oux w3bpain Taszu Ha [lets dybaposa.

FOpu Buoose KAPAI?KOPII2K
Mopocasen konexnc — Castleton
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//_”] here in the clouds, somewhere in crazy vines,
from lashes with the tang of tears,

and from the sea home of the salty crab,

from some old, blue, enchanted beach,

all of a sudden born, approaching me
(when it is neither night nor morning),
not timid, pale-blue, silent, grey-eyed,
but living, striking, vehement, my line.

I’'m falling into both its mighty arrns —

my many-colored, girlish heart

within me vibrates like a happy bee.

I do not wait for that familiar, thrilling “Come!”

I follow it and know that it is mine,

it grabs the swarming of my shining thoughts.
Then where am I. And am I dreaming?

I come upon some bronze Bourgas.

With the magic of a golden fount, a sun
erupts — and from the gentle sky it’s swung.
And some opaque and unfamiliar dawn
makes me gently good and happy. »



_/// aM HAKBJE B 00JIaIH, B JIyId JIO3H,
OT MUIJIM 3alla3uJid ObX Ha CBHJI3U,

oT MOpCKI/IfI JOM Ha COJICHUS paK,

OT HAKAKBB CTap, OMAarbOCcaH CHH Opsr

BHE3aITHO C€ paXk[ia ¥ TPbI'Ba KbM MCH
(xoraTo He € HUTO HOIIl, HUTO JICH)

HE IUIaX, CHBOOK, OJIEJOCUHKAB U THX,
a XUB, HOpa3$IBaHI, HCUCTOB MOﬁ CTHUX.

A3 mazmam BBB JBETE MY BJIACTHHU PbIE
1 MOUTO MOMHUYELIKO MBCTPO CHPILIE
BHOpHpa B MEH KaTO IIACT/IUBA MueJia.
He yakam nosnatoto TpbrHO “Ena”!

A3 TpBI'BaM Ciej HeTO W 3HaM, 4e € MOH,
Ha MOUTE MUCIH OJIECTSAIIAS POM

toii rpabBa. Kbae cem? ChHyBam u? A3
momnajiaM BbB HAKakbB OpoH30B Byprac.

CrbHIlE ¢ Marus Ha 3jaTeH GoHTaH
HU3PUrBa OT MEKHS CBOJI Pa3JItOJISH.

A HIKaKBa MaTOBa CTPaHHA 30pa

Me MPaBH IACTJIMBA U HEXKHO 100pa. b

pHOWINYEDd 0HOMA 292D I9HQ oW 0T "DIOAVYA] VU]

15



Petya Dubarova. Here I Am, In Perfect Leaf Today

16

Deeply in a thousand waters, all alive,
in stars unseen before, in dolphins,

in brief arousing of the sea’s lighthouse,
caught by surprise, I find some charm.

For, barefoot and with open shirt,

alive and real, like a question and a day,

my verse is by my side — so young and feverish,
my only love, my only brother.

I follow lightly running time,

and after life I want, how much I want,

someone to tremble once, at one stroke saved by me,
his sea-green harbor found now in my poetry.



JIb160K0 BBB XWISIU KUBU BOIH,

B Hesi(UHHU, B 3B€301, HEBHIEHH IIPEIH,
B ChOyXKIaHe KpaTKO Ha MOpCKus dap
OTKpHMBaM y4yJieHa HSIKAaKbB 4ap.

3amoTo 10 MeHe, pa3rbpiAceH U 6oc,
PCAJICH U XXUB KaTO OC€H U BBIIPOC,
€ MOAT CTUX — TPECKAB U TOJIKOBa MJiald,

eIMHCTBEH OOMYaH, eAUHCTBEH MO OpaT.

A3 ciiemBaM Ha BpEMETO CBETJIUS XOII
M UCKaM, KaK HUCKaM cjel MOS XABOT
MaK HSAKOU Ja TpemHe, BHE3aImHO CIaceH,
OTKPHJI B MOSI CTUX CBOSI IIPUCTAH 3€JICH.

pHOWINYEDd 0HOMA 292D I9HQ oW 0T "DIOAVYA] VU]
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To A Poet

oet, I hate your clutching muse,

she’s always calling you from people, far away;
how caught you are in netting of illusions

and secrets by these gods to whom you pray!

Pagan, you must shoot those deities,

don’t you believe when they say “Come”!

The earth beneath you, simple as a flower, hums,
is whispering with the timbre of the bees!

You come to us, just touchingly unskilled,
confused; stay as you are —

here, only here, tormented man, fulfilled,
your verse will come into the world alive!



Ha eaun nmoer

Py

C// oeTe, Mpa3s XMIIHATA TH MYy3a,
TSI BCE JjaJiey OT XOpa Te 30Be.

KaK BIIJINTAT TC BBB Mpenca OT WJIKHO3NN
¥ TallHU Te3u TBou Oorose!

E3uuHuko, pascTpensii 6orosere,

HE BSIpBail TW Ha TAXHOTO “eJyia”!
ITon Teb 3eMsTa, MpOCTa KaTO IBETE
TH IIETTHE HEMIO ¢ TeMOBp Ha myesal

Ena npu Hac — TporaTejHO HEeCPBhUYCH,
CMYTEH, KaKbBTO CH, TaKbB OBbIU —
TYK, CaMO TYK, IIACTJIUBENO U3MbYEH,
CTUXBT TH JKUB IIe ce poau!
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The Dream Touches Me

/—”]he chimneys thoughtfully
blow out the smoky soot

from hot and fiery lungs —

the soot of flames, the blue ones.
And as dark as graves

they drink the autumn up.

As homeless as the fish,

fall leaves chase each other, crackling,
drunken from the rain;

vain, they’ve tucked their veins in
using stems as hairpins

comically, and song-like

they swing along in herds.

The windows carelessly are throwing
away their light again

into puddles, onto asphalt.

Like a golden crab the moon,

with mud-like blotches,

moves around among its stars. »



JlokocBa Me CBHSAT

_//‘-i-""'aMI/IcneHn KOMUHHTE
OT JKapKuTe cu ApoOoBe
U3IIyXBaT IMemeiTa

HA TJIAMBIUTE, CHHUTE.
W TpMHE KaTO TpOOOBE
U3IIUBAT €CEHTA.

BesnomHu kaTo pubute
C€ TOHSAT JUCTH €CEHHH,
MHASHA OT IBXKA,
3200711 CMeIHO (GuduTe
Ha XUJKUTE CH, IECEHHO
ce JIIOIIKAT Ha CTaja.

ITpo3opuute HexailHO nak
U3XBBPJISAT CBETINHUTE CH
BBB JIOKBHU U ac(art.
JlynaTta kaTo 3j7aT€H pak

ce IBIDKH CPEJl 3BE3IUTE CU
C IeTHA KaTo OT KaJ. b

pHOWINYEDd 0HOMA 292D I9HQ oW 0T "DIOAVYA] VU]

21



Bu6auno.6r - nnatpopma 3a eNeKTPOHHU KHUTU U CMUCAHUA

YeTn KakBoTo 06myawu!

www.biblio.bg

2ol
biblio.bg


http://www.Biblio.bg/


<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /All
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /SyntheticBoldness 1.00
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo true
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName (http://www.color.org)
  /PDFXTrapped /Unknown

  /Description <<
    /FRA <>
    /JPN <FEFF3053306e8a2d5b9a306f30019ad889e350cf5ea6753b50cf3092542b308000200050004400460020658766f830924f5c62103059308b3068304d306b4f7f75283057307e30593002537052376642306e753b8cea3092670059279650306b4fdd306430533068304c3067304d307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a30674f5c62103057305f00200050004400460020658766f8306f0020004100630072006f0062006100740020304a30883073002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee5964d30678868793a3067304d307e30593002>
    /DEU <>
    /PTB <>
    /DAN <>
    /NLD <>
    /ESP <>
    /SUO <>
    /ITA <>
    /NOR <>
    /SVE <>
    /ENU <>
  >>
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


