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// PART 1
Autumn 2008
 
 
 
￼[image: Group Line Line Line Shape Line Shape Line Shape] It is raining and raining again. I am coming from the North, where my kaleidoscope is now installed. I had my time with the sound of bells and now is the kaleidoscope order. 
 
￼[image: Group Line Line Line Shape Line Shape Line Shape] The train is fast and just on time for my next level in England. London is here.
 
￼[image: Group Line Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape] My host is late and I have my time for tee. It is cold and wet with clouds of stem around. I am in the park, watching the squirrels and waiting for my keys. 
 
￼[image: Group Line Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape] It is dark, I am tired and feel good and secure in this small apartment in London. Watching a TV, having a beer, I am looking for the light windows outside, there are uncountable. No any stars on the window tonight.
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape] Next morning we make sandwiches and go out for the city walk. Museum, gallery, open market, pub and friend I just go with this flow.
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape] The sun is not here, no wind, only grey clouds, it is wet. A small movement and then everything is flowing as the kaleidoscope. I like this movement and the city, too. 
 
￼[image: Group Line Line Line Shape Line Shape Line Shape] I am in the big gallery. Four flours full of art and a small shop downstairs. There is a small kaleidoscopic lens I found for my next project. You look at the stars, turn your hand slightly and everything starting to dance.  
 
￼[image: Group Line Line Line Shape Line Shape Line Shape] The visual rhythm is now in my hands. I found my way to discover the city, an abstract city with concrete thoughts. I am still writing my diary, drawing, shooting and collecting new memories. Byе-byе. See you one day again.  
 
 
// PART 2
Autumn 2010
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape Line Shape] Hello, hello again. It is not so scary, this is just a big city. There is a nice place waiting for me here. It is not so central, but is very quiet, clean and warm. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape Line Shape] I have my time. I have my rhythm. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape] This journey starts again from the North where a big room with traumatic memories was installed. I did a debate, a critical debate. The people were talking and talking, so many similar stories.
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape] Here and there, I am installing these memories again and again. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape] A small room under the roof of the church, old french church here in Brick Lane. A small room in the corner is waiting for me. I have my folder with 50 sheets A3, filled with memories. This printed paper is now fixed on the walls of this room so the visitors can read and read, a memorable room.  
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Shape Shape Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape] A small table with a laptop for my interactive call, this time I am calling to this traumatic memories about Bulgarian turks and their excursion from Bulgaria to Turkey, the great excursion. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape Line Shape] They are few people sitting around the table for this discussion. I know all of them - English, Kenyan, Caribbean and three Bulgarians. We talk, talk, talk on this roof of the church in the middle of Brick Lane. Then the yuppies are coming and passing, without disturbing our talk.
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape Line Shape] It is Friday afternoon, they need our fresh talks and vision after the busy week in the office. Talk and drink, talk and eat, talk and walk. Then two days in quiet. I have my time for this zone, deep zone.  
 
// PART 3
Autumn 2015
 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape Line Shape] It is so cold, I am coming from the same destination again. The tube is here, the museum and the gallery and then the tube again. It is like flowing in a river.
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape Line Shape] I drop my book as an object to the publisher, we have a tee and a long conversation. They are book keeper, the object is secured now. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape] I am on my way to Shepert Bush to wait for an old friend. I am waiting and waiting. If he couldn‘t manage to come on time, I would have to leave. It is late, too late. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape] We eat, drink and talk, and laugh about so many concrete topics, can‘t believe it.
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape] I never knew this part of London. This is my way of discovering it - every time different art and slowly you start constructing the big picture of the city. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Shape Shape Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape] The alarm is ringing in the morning, too early in the morning. I have my standard. A short conversation and I am ready for the royal walk. I like to fill the city with my feet. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape Line Shape] It is cold, almost winter now. The city is still sleeping so early in the morning. The park is tidy and clean, on the lake there are 8 people in a boat rowing in sync. What a movement, perceived it as hole. Team work.
 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Line Line Shape Line Shape Line Shape] I am going back to the North now and then to the home. 
 
 
// PART 4
Spring 2019 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Shape] This time I am landing from the North, coming from the volcano. Cold volcano is still volcano.  Hello, hello big city. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Shape] The food is so good today. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Shape] No meetings, no walks, I just relax without any stress. I have my time with my thoughts. It is interesting how the crowd don‘t disturb my thinking.   
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Shape]  My host is so quiet I can‘t believe it. It is time to hear my voice. Strong and melodic, like a sound from the trombone sound of a seasoned musician improvising before a dumbfounded audience. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Shape Shape Shape Shape] There is a deeper zone here, I am in now. Never knew for this level, it was just under my nose and now just started to discover it. It is good to know it. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Shape Shape Shape Shape] I take my nap, the power nap. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Shape]The time has passed. I am looking out of the window and find myself tracing the planes in the sky. The cube is still in my pocket. Hard currency as you probably know if you are familiar with the East. 
 
￼[image: Group Shape Shape Line Shape] If you know and if you are here.
 
 
 
 
￼[image: me.jpg]
 
Raycho Stanev is visual writer and artist, he is creating solutions for organisations such as Istanbul Biannual, Transmediale Berlin, This Not Get A Way London, as well as GRANTA Magazine (BG). In 2008 Raycho realised Stories for 1968, followed by Visual ID and The Great Excursion - series of exhibition that developed memories and traumas from the communist past in Bulgaria. Together with the other like-minded Raycho developed the Bright Future Series in Sofia and Berlin. The project contained installation and publication about Bulgarian Typo Heritage.
Raycho loves diaries and in 2010 he started the Helvetia Cube, a collection of objects, which established as an image The New Utopia Series in Zurich, Sofia, Thessaloniki and Havana.
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