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The streets of a Festival are dif-
ferent streets . They are breathing 
streets, representing the new lungs 
of the city, the hectic pulse of the 
girl with a blue dress, the flying bal-
loon over the Stadium of Rome . 
Each year the street module 
“TheatAir”, created within the 
frame of the International Festival 
“Three are too many – too not 
enough”, makes me write in a po-
etic manner . This fall, I promised 
myself not to do this . And again, I 
will not keep my promise . Because 
the promises are made not to be 
kept, and the street theater festival 
in Plovdiv is a blank verse with 
many colorful commas and danc-
ing exclamation marks .

Looking through my notes and 
small folded pieces of paper with 
rushed sentences, which I barely 
manage to read, I spot the repeti-
tion of one word . It jumps from row 
to row, transforming itself and 
coming back again in all its beauty 
– MiNiAtUre . Small, little, a little, 
tiny, little Festival, mini sympathet-
ic, little tiny, tiny pretty . The festival 
this year, although carried out with-
out its elder brother, confirmed the 
ambition to become a sustainable 
and diverse springboard for the 
happening of street art, and espe-
cially for theater . The event is the 
only one in our town (organized as 
such), which annually reminds the 
audience about the spontaneous 
feeling of excitement, provoked by 
the meeting with the street artist . 
And referring to the theater team 
this year, once again, they have 
taken good care for us in order not 
to get bored, but rather more be 
surprised and not aware of what 
will pop up around the corner . 
Going through the addresses of all 
kind of miniature streets, I meet 
different type of artists, which re-
veal new horizons and expect us 

with tricks, magic, balloons, bikes, 
giant puppets, small puppets, danc-
es, flour, fire and water, funny looks 
and smiles . . . A real slapstick, in-
cluding: the sincere participation of 
the children audience, which are 
prepared for another dose of self-
irony training (because if they were 
older, it was going to be much 
harder for them to learn well from 
this training); a beautiful and fiery 
fairytale on the main street, it leads 
to the realm of elves, and not to the 
post office; a real marionette street 
puppet theater, combined with a 
subtle sense of humor and gro-
tesque picturesque puppets; a play-

ful theatrical mastership and com-
munication with the viewer on the 
level of friendship, and a unique 
touch of the senses, which get ready 
to be surprised; a water theatre, 
embraced by the city park, the fire 
and the fascinating talkativeness, 
not just a fairy tale . And please, take 
a breath between the runs . 

Street “Miniature”, Number 
Infinity

The miniature, that creates a 
whole world . This is the world of 
the little puppet . Placed on the 
magical stage-box, which is emerg-
ing before our eyes with different 
parameters – the parameters of the 

small magical world, which could 
collapse in front of us in any mo-
ment, if we did not treat it with the 
necessary dose of magic (i .e . all of 
us should carry “that” dust in the 
pockets, otherwise the theater 
would not happen) . A miniature 
world, made of minute moving 
figures, almost like another form of 
life, in which the puppet is produc-
ing and living through its own par-
allel dimension – so small and 
fragile that you breathe even more 
quietly in order not to destroy this 
world, to protect it and support its 
“enchantment” . And then it be-
comes clear that this world has ar-

rived from elsewhere, that it has 
created a new theatrical reality, 
which is intimate and isolated, and 
that it has minimized its speech to a 
fine detail and tenderness . This is 
the world of the Hungarian artist 
Andras Lenart, who definitely fas-
cinated me within the current edi-
tion of “TheatAir” . The charming 
wizard with his dancing mustaches 
and black cap played for the audi-
ence of Plovdiv two performances 
– “Con Anima” in Old Bath and 
“Stop” of “Mikropodium” in front 
of the City Gallery, and he also held 
a Workshop, named “Play with 
nothing” on the stage of Plovdiv 

„Колекционер-
ката“

“The Collector”
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Пловдивски разговор
Боряна Георгиева разговаря с Теодор Борисов – кукловод и педагог

– Гостували ли сте в България и на други 
фестивали?

– Това е първият български фестивал, в 
който участвам . Играл съм на около 250 меж-
дународни фестивала, но сефтето ми у нас е 
тук, в Пловдив . Не съм си идвал от 15 години 
и виждам, че има голяма промяна . Завърших 
през 2006 г ., но от 2001 г . пътувам .

„А-та-ка!“
“A-ta-ka!”

Puppet Theater . I think that the 
subtle, hard to catch movements of 
the puppets in the show “Con 
Anima” will always remain in my 
mind as if having met with beings 
from another universe, as a real 
touch to the ritual puppet magic, 
performed in silence . As if you have 
been witnessing some sort of a 
mystery, something intangible and 
ephemeral . The mastership of the 
Hungarian Professor Lenart aston-
ished me due to several specific 
reasons – the careful and concen-
trated handling of the miniature 
puppets, the actor’s attitude and the 
building of a behavior, as if we were 
participating in a theatrical mystery 
(for first and last time); the beauti-
ful precision of the leadership, 
which could make you stay quiet 
for at least 15 minutes after the 
show (which in my case is a great 
achievement) . The street perform-
ance of “Mikropodium”, which also 
represents a subject of the little 
magic in the puppet world, was 
held in the Festival by means of 
children’s naivety, which changed 
my whole idea about this concept 
and even created a new one – a 
simple fairy world of small charac-
ters which would come to life for 
us, but only in a certain Micro 
Cosmos . Everything there was de-
signed to the tininess – the pace 
was slower, the movements were 
almost silent, the stage – as if drawn 
by a child, all that created a picture, 
which just flowed in our imagina-
tion as a happy memory of some 

children playing in the country, as a 
verse from a children’s book or as 
some vacation postcards . The effect 
of the show “Seaside” by the Belgian 
actress Geraldine Carpentier-Dore 
from the Theater Company “Small 
Delights” has a similar effect . It was 
performed in Tzar Simeon’s Park, 
presenting a mini story about a girl 
and a journey through the improvi-
sation of miniature puppets and 
objects, animated through the play 
of Geraldine . Pleasantly surprised 
by the communication with the 
audience, which was also the core 
value of this festival, the actress 
took the fantasy of children through 
the path of history, as if she herself 
had created it in the moment of its 
occurrence – an exciting and sin-
cere transition from one event to 
another, in which the viewer rein-
vented his adventurous spirit on 
one hand, and on the other he re-
membered the importance of trust, 

of having a friend that could take 
him far away, but could also make 
him stay here . A little later, I got to 
know Geraldine and tried to share 
experience with her, looking for the 
right word in English: “You played 
with a huge pleasure, I could notice 
in your play the complete pleasure 
by what you are doing!” And smil-
ing, she looked at me in a way that 
I did not detect even a touch of 
complacency, but just children’s en-
thusiasm: “Oh yes, I travel a lot with 
this performance, but it always 
brings me a great delight, because it 
is frank to the audience and I man-
age to hear and feel their reaction! 
It is like a children’s game, if you do 
not play it with joy, it would have 
no sense .” And then it sounds in the 
air – “joyful” . Joy, happiness, cheer-
fulness .

The “TheatAir” team has defi-
nitely created its festival with joy .

Translation by Nadia Zhereva

– Как се случи така, че се установихте в 
Италия?

– Историята е много интересна . Има един 
голям български професор по пантомима – 
Сашо Илиев . Той е главният виновник да оти-
да във Венеция с две негови студентки . Аз 
отидох да бъда камериер и сервитьор . Но така 
и не успях, защото един стар човек ме гледа 
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